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Chapter 1


“I’d like
to think we had a delightful time together.” James said it half-questioning and
Elisa smiled gently, but she couldn’t agree. He had been a true gentleman, but she
wanted more than that. She had wanted him to be more assertive at first, but by
the end of the date she was dreading he would try to take a step forward in
their relationship. She could never love him. 


They had known each other for a long
time and were good friends, but they would never be more than that. There was
no real connection between them, not enough for a loving relationship. She
needed someone who was far more assertive in their wants, and that was a
realization that surprised her –usually she didn’t refrain from taking control
of her relationships when she so desired.


With a last exchange of smiles,
James leaned forward and kissed Elisa’s cheek, and she breathed a sigh when he
turned and walked away. It would have been awkward to kiss him just after
realizing she didn’t really want him. She watched him move away for a bit and
then looked around, making sure no one was paying attention. Without any kind
of fear or reservation she entered an alley nearby, and after assuring herself
no one could see her Elisa started flying.


She closed her eyes and smiled as
she glided through the air. There was nothing quite as liberating as that, and
while she moved over the night’s skies she could forget about her worries, her
fears, and her emotions. She could enjoy her life and the blessings she
received. Looking down, she marveled at the sight of New York City during the
night. 


Elisa’s powers made her aware
there was no one watching her, and if there was they wouldn’t recognize her:
one of the first things she learned to do with her telekinesis was to twist the
space around her face, the air and the particles in it, assuring there was a
kind of mist in front of her face. She didn’t need her eyes to see, not with
her senses, and with such a barrier no one would be able to identify her.


Eventually, Elisa sighed and
slowed down from the almost supersonic speeds she was flying at. No matter how
much she might want to, she couldn’t live the rest of her life in the sky,
forgetting about everything from her mundane life. Without further pause, she
started moving home towards her sister’s embrace.


The window to their apartment was
open, and Elisa made sure to enter as silently as she could. They lived on the
last floor of one of the buildings downtown, and Elisa knew she couldn’t always
risk entering like she was doing right then, but she was in no mood to wait.
The moment Anya saw her she rose from her seat, poising the book she had been
reading aside, and opened her arms. Elisa didn’t take long in burying her head
in the crook between Anya’s shoulder and neck.


For most of their life it had
been the two of them against the world, and Elisa would never forget it. Anya
was her older sister, and had been taking care of her for a long time, ever
since the older one was sixteen and they lost their parents. Anya managed to
keep Elisa’s custody and raise her while studying at the same time. Their
family’s friends helped however they could, and that allowed Anya to frequent
one of the nearby colleges and become a lawyer.


Being almost a decade younger
than her sister, Elisa couldn’t remember their parents very well, and deep down
she realized the closest thing to a mother in her life had been Anya. If not
for her, she might have gone insane when the S-Virus mutated her body and gave
her powers; many others did and became supervillains. When faced with that
situation, Elisa realized she couldn’t stay at home and let the powered
monsters running around crush the innocents beneath their heels. She became a
superhero – Justice was how she came to be called in the media – and fought
them. She was only seventeen when she went out for the first time as a super,
and now, eight years later, she was one of the most famous heroes on the
planet. 


“Your date went wrong? Did he try
anything?” Anya rubbed her hands over Elisa’s back, planning a way to get back
at James if he did. Elisa’s blonde head shaking from side to side made her
relax.


“He didn’t try anything.” Elisa
released a sigh and stepped back from her sister. “Perhaps it would be better
if he tried.” She rushed to explain herself when Anya raised an eyebrow at her.
“I mean, there’s no spark between us, you know? Maybe if he kissed me I would
feel something more than boredom. He’s a great guy, he took me to an awesome
restaurant and behaved as a true gentleman, but he never made my heart beat a
little faster.”


“If you don’t think he’ll be able
to do that then don’t waste your time with him.” Anya reached out and ran her
hand over Elisa’s face, smiling when the blonde leaned back with a pout. Elisa
hated being treated as a child, but Anya could never stop herself from doing
it. “You saw how much time I lost with men that weren’t worthy of it, I don’t
want you to make the same mistakes I did.”


Elisa sighed and sat on the
couch, wondering about her sister’s words. She didn’t want to hurt James, but
he did nothing for her and if she let whatever was going on between them
continue she would only assure one of them would get hurt in the future. In
that point Anya was correct, and it was better to finish everything before James
became too attached.


Seeing that her sister was
thinking about her words, Anya sat on the other tip of the couch, picking up
her novel once more and immersing herself in it. Without asking she reached out
and poised her legs on top of Elisa’s lap and ignored the narrowed gaze her
sister threw her. Eventually Elisa huffed and ignored Anya’s legs, picking up
the TV’s remote and turning it on.


She spent the next few minutes
channel surfing, trying to find anything to entertain her, and raising the volume
to try and make Anya lose focus on her novel, but her sister was too used to
the noise and ignored it. Eventually Elisa settled down to watch a comedy, and
stopped paying attention to Anya. They stayed like that for an hour before
there was something that made them pause. A siren rang over the entire city,
much like the sirens used in air raids during World War II, and the two women
exchanged gazes. Without delay, Elisa changed the TV to The Watch.


The Supervillain Announcement
Emergency Channel – most commonly referenced as The Watch – was the priority
channel every city on the planet possessed, alerting to the presence of supervillains
or crimes occurring that moment in the city where the warning was released. The
moment the sirens gave the warning, most citizens turned to their TV’s and
tried to find out what was going on, and if they needed to leave the area where
they were and run, or if they should stay inside and hide under their beds.


“… I repeat: people should stay
in their homes until further notice. The supervillain Morgana was seen flying
above New York City. We don’t know if she’s seeking something, or if she’s
simply trying to draw out some of our heroes, but based on her history we
recommend people remain in their homes.”


Anya took her feet off Elisa’s
lap without delay and looked at her sister as the blonde moved towards her
bedroom. It took barely a minute for Elisa to return dressed in her superhero
costume, and Anya worried as she let her eyes drift over her sister’s figure.
Unlike in comic books, Elisa’s costume wasn’t made of tightfitting materials,
but there was quite a bit of leather in it. It almost looked like leather armor
in some parts, but Anya knew it possessed Kevlar lining and some kind of carbon
fiber that was both stronger and more flexible than other such fibers.


The older sister hated it. Not
the costume itself – that was fine, and helped protect Elisa – but she hated
seeing the blonde dressing herself to go out, knowing she would be risking her
life. Especially against Morgana.


The supervillain was one of the
more dangerous around. At six feet and seven inches tall she was a veritable
amazon of legend, with raven-colored strands of hair, and a physique that was
bulky but managed to remain feminine thanks to its generous curves. Above all,
Anya worried about Elisa due to her history with the supervillain.


It wouldn’t be the first time
Morgana and Elisa fought each other, and rarely had her sister managed to come
on top. More than once Elisa had returned home with deep wounds after their
fights and only her healing, which was far faster than a regular human’s, had
allowed the blonde to resume her life in short order, and Elisa had been one of
the lucky ones. Morgana hadn’t been that merciful with many of the other
superheroes who fought her.


Anya breathed out slowly, and
reached towards her sister, pulling her into a hug. Elisa let herself be held
at first and eventually put her arms around the other woman, understanding her
sister’s worry, and feeling some of it herself. “Don’t worry,” She tried to reassure
Anya, running a hand over her back. “I’m sure I can deal with her, and some
other superhero might be facing her already. Don’t worry.”


The older sister tried to smile
at those words, but her expression came more as a grimace. Morgana became more
dangerous when there were more superheroes around. Anya couldn’t understand why
the villain held back when she was facing only one opponent, maybe she followed
some kind of code she created in that twisted head of hers, but while her
sister had never won against Morgana in a one-on-one fight, she had never
gotten too harmed in one as well.


Knowing it wouldn’t be enough to
reassure Anya, but unable to do anything else, Elisa smiled once more. She
wouldn’t let Morgana do whatever it was she was planning to do without
opposition, and in truth what she needed right then was a fight. She wanted to
use her powers to the fullest and face a challenge as only Morgana presented,
do something that she knew was the right thing.


The blonde didn’t waste any time,
and after saying her goodbyes left the way she arrived home, flying out of one
of the windows. In short order she was flying through the air at almost
supersonic speeds, but this time she couldn’t appreciate the voyage as much as
before. Despite her earlier words, Elisa was worried about Morgana. The other
woman was dangerous, and quite clearly insane if her ramblings about being an
alien empress indicated anything. Elisa had never been able to fight her
effectively before and yet, at the same time, a part of her loved to fight
Morgana. There was something almost wild about the other female, she always
gave Elisa a fight that left her blood boiling in her veins.


Morgana was one of the few people
that unsettled Elisa. The other woman was powerful, but held back most times.
She could be flirty and seductive one moment, and an angry beast in the next.
Elisa never knew what she would find before she faced her. It wasn’t easy to
admit, but she had realized a long time ago that she felt some slight
attraction to the supervillain. Nothing would ever happen, obviously, but Elisa
never had as much fun adventuring and protecting the weak as when she was
fighting the raven haired woman.


It didn’t take Elisa long to
reach Morgana’s position. She was right there, just hovering in the air,
looking down at the city below. She turned to Elisa the moment she appeared on
the horizon and smiled brightly, making the other woman slow down before approaching.
Despite her insanity, Morgana was quite clever and cunning, and Elisa couldn’t
underestimate her. The tall woman had never used any kind of trap against her
before, but one could never be sure of what to expect of Morgana.


“What are you doing here,
Morgana?” Elisa let her words reach out to the other woman, half-carried by her
telekinesis manipulating the soundwaves around her. The self-professed alien
empress smiled at her presence.


“Justice, how nice to see you.”
The brunette’s smile widened, and Elisa struggled not to react. Morgana
possessed some psychic gifts herself, and Elisa didn’t want to let the other
woman become aware she found her attractive. It wasn’t easy though; Morgana was
beautiful and knew it, and she was very flirty about it. More than once Elisa
had almost replied to the flirty demeanor, and only the memory of how dangerous
Morgana was, and of how she had killed some superheroes in the past kept her
from going there.


At first, Elisa hated the name
the media gave her. She hadn’t thought about one when she started going out as
a superhero, and the newspapers decided to give her one. It had seemed too
presumptuous at the time, and the blonde would have preferred another, more
humble, name, but eventually it stuck, and she grew up and saved enough people
that no one would be able to say she didn’t deserve it. It was still a weight
on her shoulders at times, but she considered herself worthy of it by now.


“What are you waiting for?” Elisa
repeated her question in another manner, shaking her head and trying to get rid
of distracting thoughts. She had to be careful around Morgana; so far the woman
was behaving amicably, but that could change in a moment. She had seen how
mercurial Morgana could be before.


The raven-haired woman looked up,
and smiled. “I’m waiting for my subjects. They’re about to arrive.”


Elisa resisted the urge to scoff,
but from the glare the other woman threw her way she somehow figured Elisa’s
thoughts. The blonde licked her lips and looked away, somewhat ashamed. She
didn’t want to think of Morgana as a madwoman, but unfortunately there wasn’t
much choice there. The S-Virus had obviously affected the other woman’s mind
far beyond the usual, and she thought herself some kind of alien.


For one moment pity was the most
overwhelming emotion in Elisa’s mind. Morgana wasn’t the only person that had
been twisted by the virus that granted the super powered beings their abilities,
but her case was an extreme one. Most of the time, those who gained the super
lottery simply became a little odd; those who turned villain had their
inhibitions somehow lowered by their powers and that helped explain why they
became criminals. Some were just evil and used their gifts in their criminal
activities, and a select few had been driven insane by them.


“I’m not insane.” Morgana’s voice
came over the wind, but it also echoed inside Elisa’s mind, and the blonde
startled. She knew the other woman could feel other’s emotions, but she had no
knowledge of Morgana displaying telepathy before. It wouldn’t be the first time
Elisa faced another telepath, but the ease with which the other woman breached
her mental shields was startling. “Your people believe so and I let them for
the most part, being underestimated is always a good plan, but I’m not insane.”


Elisa flew a few feet back,
feeling a sense of dread piling in the pit of her stomach. Morgana turned to
her and their eyes met, and the blonde became uncertain about everything she
had always believed about Morgana. The brunette couldn’t be an alien, could
she? Supervillains and superheroes were one thing, but aliens? Bona fide
aliens? Elisa refused to believe such a thing.


While Morgana remained there,
looking at the sky, Elisa couldn’t justify attacking her. Sure, the other woman
was a supervillain and had killed before, but the risks to the civilians
beneath didn’t justify Elisa trying to attack her. Innocents could be killed in
the crossfire, and even if they wouldn’t Elisa knew she wouldn’t be able to
defeat Morgana, or at least make the other woman retreat, without help. She had
never done it before, and it seemed Morgana had been holding back.


Looking around, Elisa found
herself frowning. Morgana had been there for enough time that some other hero
should have come around. There was no reason for them to stay behind.


“Actually there is.” Morgana’s
voice intruded once more in Elisa’s thoughts and, though the blonde tried, she
couldn’t hold the other woman at bay. “I’m making sure they won’t interrupt us.
I put those who would be able to intrude in our conversation to sleep.”


A sudden urge to flee filled
Elisa’s body, but the moment she let her instincts get the better of her and
half-turned to flee her body froze, and she realized there was no chance of
fighting against Morgana. Without any thought to it, Elisa turned and faced the
other woman head on once again, and then flew forward until they stood a couple
of feet apart.


Elisa couldn’t understand why her
legs weren’t shivering in fright. She realized just how helpless she was in the
other woman’s presence, and it scared her as nothing had ever done. Morgana
smirked, once again showing she was completely aware of every one of Elisa’s
thoughts, and the blonde breathed deeply when she regained control of her body
once more, resisting the urge to run – Morgana wouldn’t let her and already
showed she could stop her at a whim.


“Do you know why I let you come
up here, when I forced so many of your allies to stay behind?” Morgana’s voice
was a whisper that barely managed to reach Elisa’s ears, and she was forced to
shorten the distance between them. “It’s because I’ve chosen you. From all the
beings in this planet I chose you to be mine, my partner in this solar system;
my wife.”


“You’re not making any sense.”
Some part of Elisa’s mind had difficulty believing her own words. She had always
thought Morgana insane and ignored her ramblings, but now she feared she had
been wrong about doing so. The other woman was more mysterious than she let on,
and hid far too much. It was hard to contemplate that Morgana could have been
telling the truth, but if she had, what could Elisa do against it?


Morgana’s answering laugh was
unhinged, and Elisa flinched. “You know perfectly well I know what I’m saying,
little Justice, at long last the truth entered your head. You realize now who I
am, Elisa.” Her name on Morgana’s lips made her wilt, and she understood
just how deeply the other woman had fooled her. The brunette had known who she
was for a long time, and had just been playing with her.


Elisa stopped herself from
punching Morgana with all of her strength. It wouldn’t have helped, and it
wouldn’t have hurt Morgana all that much either; while Elisa could amplify her
own strength with her telekinesis, the alien empress was far too resilient. For
one moment, the blonde looked back on all the fights they had, and wondered
just how much the other woman had held back. Obviously she hadn’t used
telepathy against them, but what other abilities was she hiding?


A shiver ran down Elisa’s back
and she turned her head around, realizing someone was trying to probe her mind.
It wasn’t Morgana, she could tell, but whoever was doing it was powerful. It
wasn’t enough to break through Elisa’s barriers, and she managed to follow the
connection to its source only to marvel as she realized it came from deep
space. Her eyes widened, and she turned back to Morgana only to see a small
smirk appear on her lips. Obviously the brunette had felt the same thing.


Morgana’s eyes seemed almost
demented when she met Elisa’s. “My people are coming, Justice.” The urge to
flee or fight was making Elisa’s mind run a mile per minute, and Morgana smiled
as she saw the path her thoughts were taking. “I’ll make you a deal, little hero,
fight me one last time. Win and your planet will remain free with my empire’s
backing. Lose and you’ll submit, you won’t fight back, and I’ll fulfill every
little dark desire in that head of yours; I’ll take you for my own and give you
what no one else on this planet could hope to give you.”


It was an impossible challenge.
Elisa knew it, Morgana knew it, but the blonde couldn’t let the opportunity
pass by her. It wasn’t hard to realize her people would never have a chance
against Morgana’s empire. What right had Elisa to pass the opportunity to stop
the invasion without bloodshed? The risk to herself didn’t matter, only the
opportunity to save lives and the freedom of those living in planet Earth. It
was that willingness to risk herself for what was right that had earned Elisa
her heroic name, and she would do everything to keep being worthy of it.


She didn’t even bother to reflect
about Morgana’s brand of flirting: the woman had commented on Elisa’s beauty
before, and didn’t hide her desire for the blonde.


Releasing a primal yell, Elisa
closed the distance between them and lashed out with a fist. Deep down, she
understood Morgana could win the fight the moment she wanted, she just needed
to take control of Elisa’s mind, but at the same time the blonde realized that
Morgana wanted her to fight. The alien empress wanted to defeat Elisa fair and
square, and it meant she at least had a chance at winning.


Even as she tried the punch Elisa
knew Morgana would easily avoid it, but she was hoping for just a moment of
distraction. She gathered all of her mental energy and blasted the other woman
with an attack, but all she managed to do was make the alien shook her head.
The grin Morgana released afterwards only made Elisa’s blood boil, and she
reached for her opponent once more, trying to hit her with everything she got.


It didn’t take her long to
realize she was completely out of her league. Morgana was playing with her in a
manner she had never been able to do before, and Elisa’s anger wasn’t enabling
her to focus enough to plan some way to defeat her. The alien always bobbed out
of Elisa’s attacks, sometimes flying up, others down.


The ability to fly changed the
manner in which one fought, and traditional martial arts went out of the
window. Elisa had tried to learn all that she could about how to fight, but
when it came to struggles between super-powered people what she learned had
become lacking. It helped, a little, but not enough to change the outcome of
most fights. What Elisa realized as she fought against Morgana once more was
that the other woman had trained for aerial combat.


The blonde couldn’t say why she
had never realized that before, maybe Morgana hadn’t shown her true ability in
their previous fights, maybe now that she realized the other woman wasn’t insane
Elisa paid more attention to her maneuvers. Whatever the reason, Elisa finally
understood that she was completely outclassed by Morgana. Before, she at least
could say she was more skilled, though the raven haired woman was stronger and
quicker; now she had no advantage over Morgana, and she believed the woman had
even more powers hidden away.


The moment that realization took
hold of Elisa’s mind was the moment Morgana stopped holding back. Suddenly, the
alien empress went on the offensive, and Elisa struggled to not be defeated in
moments. Morgana’s fists were blurs even to Elisa’s enhanced senses, and the
moment one of the fists of the large woman impacted on her arm Elisa felt pain
like never before.


She fell from the air for two
seconds, the pain overwhelming her and making her unable to control her flight,
but she regained control soon enough. With what could be described as a flick
of a button inside of her head, Elisa turned her ability to feel pain off. It
was a dangerous thing to do, and put her at risk, but she couldn’t focus while
her arm hurt that much. Almost without wanting to she looked at her arm, and
couldn’t help the flinch she released.


The elbow was clearly broken, and
twisted sideways. Elisa looked aside when she saw a bit of the bone poking out,
and resisted the urge to hurl. When her eyes met Morgana’s once more she
couldn’t help the fear in them. The other woman was looking at her bloody wound
with an almost rapturous look in her face, and for once Elisa feared Morgana in
truth. She had never imagined the other female to be some kind of sadist, but
from the look in her eyes that might very well be true.


Morgana smirked. “Time to end
this, Justice. Today you fall and your planet kneels with you.” Elisa didn’t
have time to come with a reply. In the blink of an eye Morgana closed the
distance between them and hit Elisa in the face. The blonde blinked, the lack
of pain making her unable to perceive just how hard the other woman had really
hit her, but from the way her vision became blurry she realized it was hard
enough.


A knee to her stomach and another
hit to her back followed, and part of Elisa became amused as she realized she
must have looked like a pinball being punted from one side to the other. Her
amusement seemed to make Morgana frown, and she took hold of Elisa’s collar,
bringing the blonde near her face, their eyes meeting once more.


The sight of the raven haired
woman frowning made Elisa giggle for some reason, and Morgana shook her head.
“It seems I’ve hit you a little too hard.” The blonde didn’t answer, just
looked over Morgana’s shoulder at the gigantic spaceship she could see break
the cloud cover above, and her mouth fell open in startlement. Deep down, she
knew it was a bad thing, but in her addled state Elisa could only marvel at the
beauty of the vessel descending upon her planet.


A touch on her cheek made her focus
on Morgana’s face once more. The other woman’s skin rippled and shifted,
becoming paler, almost a light green, and displaying another of the alien’s
powers that Elisa hadn’t known about. “Sleep now, and heal. I’ll claim you
after you do.” Unable to do anything about it, Elisa felt Morgana’s mind
entering her own and making her sleep against her will.











Chapter 2


Elisa woke
up dazed, and confusedly looked around. It didn’t take her long to realize she
was nude in an unknown bed, and she pulled the satin bedsheets to her chest,
trying to hide her nakedness. She winced as she put one hand on her head,
touching the tender flesh where Morgana kicked her.


The memory of what happened
before Elisa lost her senses woke her up fully, and she looked around once
more, trying to figure where she was and if the raven haired alien was around.
The room that met her eyes was luxurious: the bed was larger than most, easily
capable of allowing seven or eight people to sleep in it at the same time, and
the bedsheets were soft and red in color; there were paintings on the walls and
golden chandeliers, and out of the window Elisa could see the city of New York
in all of its splendor.


The sight attracted her and she
took a few steps towards it, clutching the sheets to her body. It would have
been a sight that enchanted her at any other time, but in this occasion it
filled Elisa with dread. Several enormous ships were hovering over the city,
gently spinning in the air. They were flat and almost ecliptic in form, dark grey,
not as threatening as Elisa always imagined an invading alien fleet would look
like, but she could see what could only be weapons placed all over the ships,
and she had no doubt the vessels could wipe the city from the map with barely
an effort.


Despair inundated Elisa’s mind
and she wondered about the future. Time passed and she stayed like that, gazing
out of the window. A brush of something against her thoughts made her aware she
would have company soon, and she barely managed to turn around before Morgana
entered the room.


The alien looked different from
the usual. Her skin had become pale green in color, and her hair was longer and
thicker. Morgana’s features remained the same though, and Elisa could easily
see the supervillain that had always defeated her in the other woman’s face.
For one moment, the blonde didn’t know if she should try to flee from the other
woman, fight once more, or simply submit. Following that thought came the
realization her wounds had healed, and Elisa marveled as she ran a hand over
her bare arm.


She healed fast, but nothing that
would allow her to recover from the wounds she suffered in such a short time.
Unless it wasn’t such a short time: Morgana was a powerful telepath, she would
be capable of keeping Elisa unaware for as long as she wished.


“Our fight occurred yesterday. I
haven’t tempered with your mind or your memories.” Morgana’s voice was
strangely devoid of any gloating Elisa imagined she would have in such a
moment. The alien empress had never been gentle before, or missed an
opportunity to mock her defeated opponent, and that she changed at this moment
only made Elisa wearier. She could predict the former Morgana somewhat, this
new one was a mystery.


The blonde couldn’t ignore the
other woman’s words before their fight, the alien’s attempt at seduction and
her proposition, and she turned her head aside, somewhat discomfited. Was
Morgana really expecting her to submit? Did she really want Elisa to become
hers?


“You will become mine, there’s no
doubt about that.” Morgana’s voice moved ever closer, and Elisa grew angry,
hating that her thoughts weren’t safe. She turned around, hoping to do
something, to release her anger on the green-skinned woman, but Morgana invaded
her personal space and pressed her against the window, and Elisa found her
words couldn’t get pass the knot at her throat.


The alien smirked, knowing
perfectly well how Elisa was feeling. The human couldn’t help her attraction
for the taller female; she never could. Elisa hadn’t realized just how much she
desired Morgana before, but the raven haired woman had always been aware of it,
and she made sure to flirt endlessly with the blonde. Now, though, she was
going to claim her prize, and it wasn’t as if Elisa would be really against the
notion once she forgot her anger. 


Taking one last step forward,
Morgana pressed her body against Elisa’s and the blonde gasped. Elisa wasn’t
exactly a small woman, but neither was she tall, and compared to Morgana that became
very noticeable. The blonde was forced to look up at the other woman, and
swallowed at the glint in Morgana’s eyes. The alien was emanating lust and
desire, and Elisa didn’t know how to deal with it.


She looked away from Morgana’s
face, but swallowed again when she found the alien’s body. Morgana was wearing
what seemed to be some kind of toga, covering her from her neck down, but it
was a flimsy thing, very thin and white, and Elisa could easily make out the
contours of her body underneath. The sight of the alien’s covered breasts a few
inches in front of her eyes made Elisa color, and she blushed even harder when
Morgana chuckled, obviously knowing what Elisa was thinking about.


That sound seemed to take Elisa
over the limit and she let her anger dominate her, and with a push she forced
Morgana away and escaped from her grasp. The blonde breathed hard, as if she
had just been in a fight for her life, and her legs trembled.


Morgana raised an eyebrow. “You
could consider this a fight for your life, or at the very least your fate.” She
closed the distance between them once more, smirking when the blonde retreated
with the sheet close to her body, hoping to hide it from Morgana’s gaze. The
alien empress had admired it before though, back when she put Elisa to bed
after healing her, but she supposed she shouldn’t admit that to the blonde.


Elisa retreated step after step
until her back hit the wall, and she startled and allowed Morgana to close the
gap between them. She opened her mouth to complain, but the alien took it as an
invitation and leaned down, poising her lips against Elisa’s.


The blonde drew a gasp just
before their lips touched, and then she could only feel the brush of Morgana’s
lips against her own, their softness and warmth, the heat of Morgana’s body
against hers. It was a soft kiss and part of her was more surprised by that
than at her reaction. Elisa didn’t push the other woman away, she did nothing
to escape Morgana’s caress; she even leaned a bit into it. When she realized
she was doing it she stopped, and noticed her hands were on Morgana’s
shoulders, both holding the alien at bay and keeping her close.


Morgana’s eyes wandered down
Elisa’s body and amusement shone in them, and only when the air pushed against
her skin did the blonde realize she had let the sheet that covered her fall to
the floor. She blushed, her face redder than before, and leaned down to grab
her garment, ducking under Morgana’s arm and moving away from the alien. The
other woman didn’t follow this time; just turned around and gazed at Elisa.


The superhero looked away and
found her way into the bed, gathering the remaining covers around her figure
and protecting herself from the devouring gaze Morgana sent her way. “What do
you want?” She asked after some moments. Morgana’s words the previous day and
their kiss didn’t leave her mind, but she couldn’t let them dominate her
thoughts. A fleeting gaze out of the window showed the other woman’s fleet dominating
the skies above New York, and Elisa knew that the fate of the human race rested
on the hands of the fickle being in front of her.  


“I told you before, but I’ll
explain it in simpler terms.” Morgana stepped closer to the bed and sat on its
edge, forcing Elisa to still. She wanted to retreat from the other woman’s proximity,
but she didn’t want to show fear. A moment later she remembered the other could
read her mind and scooted back until she hit the headboard, knowing the alien
was aware of her state of mind. “I want you.” Morgana’s voice became beguiling,
seductive, and Elisa held back a shudder. “I’ll make you my wife, my companion,
and I’ll show you all this galaxy has to see. I’ll make sweet love to you, and
I’ll fuck you as hard as you deserve whenever you want it.”


The raven haired female crawled
into the bed and Elisa swallowed at the lust in Morgana’s eyes, but didn’t
move. She couldn’t flee, she wouldn’t be capable of getting past the alien, but
part of her felt she didn’t run for another reason. Morgana was seductive, and
beautiful even when her skin was a shade of green that showed she wasn’t human
at all, and there was something about her that made Elisa’s heart beat a little
faster. She had always been attracted to strong personalities, and Morgana was
the strongest she had ever seen.


Distracted in her thoughts, Elisa
almost missed Morgana’s approach. The alien stopped a couple of feet away from
her and reached out with one hand, running it down her face. Elisa met the
other woman’s eyes, doubt shining through, and Morgana smirked.


“I know what you want, Elisa.
I’ve always been able to see it even without my telepathy. I could feel the
strength of your heartbeat when I would put my arms around your body and
tighten my hold – you wanted me even then.” Elisa tried to look away, but the
other woman’s caress on her face stopped her. “You wanted someone strong enough
to contend with you in every aspect of your life, be it as Elisa or as Justice.
Someone who made you feel against your good judgment, someone who could dominate
you.”


The blonde wanted to deny
Morgana, but when she tried her words caught in her throat. She tried to look
away once more, but Morgana closed the gap between them and took hold of
Elisa’s face.


Elisa wasn’t weak, she wasn’t a
damsel in distress. She wanted to shout that in Morgana’s face and more, but
she couldn’t help but glance at the other female’s lips, see them move in, and close
her eyes in the anticipation of the kiss that followed. The brush of Morgana’s
flesh against hers sent a tingle racing down Elisa’s back, and she let a sound
that seemed far too close to a moan for her liking escape from her mouth.


Morgana’s lips stretched into a
smirk and Elisa could notice it from their contact, but she didn’t care,
tilting her head and letting the other woman press even harder against her. It
started as a soft kiss, but soon enough it became heated. Morgana’s hands
wandered down Elisa’s figure and touched her through the covers that protected
her bare frame from the alien’s gaze. The blonde didn’t know quite what to do
with her own hands and threaded them through Morgana’s hair, marveling at its
softness for a few moments, and then pulling the other woman even tighter
against herself.


They parted when Elisa couldn’t
hold her breath any longer, and she blushed when she realized what had just
happened. Morgana smirked once more, but held back from advancing again or
kissing Elisa.


“I’ve made your people a very
generous offer to surrender.” Morgana’s voice became softer, more contained,
and her smirk disappeared from her face. She rightfully guessed this was a
matter that would upset Elisa, and didn’t want her glee to push the other woman
into a fight.


Elisa’s breath caught and she remembered
what was at stake. She locked her emotions deep down and tried to meet
Morgana’s gaze without blushing. She couldn’t let the other woman’s attempts at
seduction distract her, not right then. “What do you want?” Her voice came out
more stilled than she intended, and she blinked surprised at herself.


“Nothing you should worry about;
for now at least. I’ll let your people have a degree of autonomy over the next
decades, let you develop as you are in technological terms, but certain
measures have to be taken. There are far too many governments at the moment, for
one, I want humanity to take steps to unite further.”


The blonde scoffed. “You know
that won’t be as easy as you make it sound, right?”


Morgana smiled. “You’ll be
surprised at what a couple of spaceships above your orbit will do to a people’s
resistance. I’ve seen it before.”


For a moment, anger as Elisa
hadn’t felt in a long time overwhelmed her body and mind, and she barely held
back from lashing out with her fist. She couldn’t stop her mouth from doing it
though. “Is that what you’re planning? Use fear to make my people submit and
fulfill your every whim?”


“Please, your people already
submitted.” Morgana was the one who scoffed this time. “Most aren’t like you
who is ready to sacrifice your life for their safety and their happiness. Your
leaders are quite eager to kneel before me and do as I say. They see how
powerful I am, and what my people can eventually do for yours, and they believe
a little sacrifice is worth it.”


Elisa’s hands tightened into
fists, but she ended up looking away unable to deny the other female’s
argument. She had seen it before, more than once, how some people would submit
to others for protection. It was how many of the supervillains that plagued the
world functioned, and how they gathered their minions, promising them power,
revenge or even safety.


“What choice did they have?”
Elisa was unable to give up on her fellow humans. “What would you have done if
they hadn’t surrendered?”


Morgana shrugged but didn’t quite
dare to meet Elisa’s gaze, giving her the answer she needed. “I would have
destroyed your ability to wage war, and then I would conquer you through
traditional means.”


“So my people never had a real
choice, did they?” Elisa’s smile was sad and defeated, but there was something
that shone in it as she realized her faith on humanity wasn’t completely
betrayed.


“They did have a choice in some
of the conditions of their surrender,” Morgana turned back to Elisa and her
smile became wicked. The blonde had scored a point with her earlier argument,
and Morgana was now more than ready to get back at her. “They didn’t have to
accept my proposal about making you my wife, but they never even tried to fight
me on it; they must have thought you weren’t important enough to argue over.”


Elisa drew a ragged breath.
“What?” She couldn’t stop herself from reaching to the other woman and shaking
her. “What have you done?”


Morgana’s amusement became more
pronounced. “Nothing much. I just put some of the conditions I was willing to
negotiate over the table, letting them know they could only contend some of
them. My marriage to you was one they didn’t bother to contest. It seems your
people believe you’ll always do the right thing, no matter what, even if that
means sacrificing your fate to keep them safe.”


Elisa didn’t say anything for a
while. She was aware Morgana was trying to get a raise out of her, but she
couldn’t help but feel a little betrayed. She had always done her best for the
people of Earth, and they didn’t even bother to fight against what Morgana
intended for her? She breathed deeply, trying to think rationally. If it was
her deciding she might have done the same, after all it was only one life
against whatever other conditions Morgana had given them, but deep down Elisa
felt the sting of betrayal.


Morgana smirked in sadistic glee
and leaned forward, running a hand down Elisa’s face, making her shudder in
something both pleasant and unpleasant. Disgust and desire warred over Elisa’s
mind, and the blonde didn’t know what she should feel in that moment. When
Morgana brushed her lips against Elisa’s cheek desire won out.


The blonde moved and her lips met
Morgana’s, and they kissed once more, harder than before, more desperate, and
for a bit the human almost forgot her anger, her fear and desperation. A moment
later these emotions came to the front of her mind, and she couldn’t ignore
them, but she did push them into her kiss, turning it harsher. Her hands found
their way into Morgana’s body, and she took hold of the alien’s lower back,
pulling.


Morgana moved forward and pressed
against Elisa, almost climbing atop the blonde, but then was forced to move
back. She was bigger than the woman beneath her, and their position didn’t
allow her to please Elisa as she wanted.


Elisa breathed deeply when
Morgana disengaged, and then gave a yelp when the alien empress pulled her into
her lap, ripping the covers that had protected Elisa’s bare body. The blonde
reddened and looked away for a few moments, not quite knowing what she would
find in the other woman’s gaze, not quite knowing what she wanted to find. A
hand softly caressing her face made her look back, and the small smile Morgana
graced her with made Elisa breathe a little harder.


They kissed again and let their
hands map each other’s bodies. Elisa let herself be dominated by the emotions
she always tried to control, always tried to hold back, and explored Morgana’s
body, marveling when the other woman gasped at a touch to her small back. Not
even her nakedness bothered the blonde, who realized it was distracting Morgana
and letting her take control of their interactions.


Without any kind of reservation,
Elisa reached for Morgana’s clothes, wanting to take them off, bare the other
woman and taste her skin. Morgana chuckled and Elisa colored when she remembered
the alien was aware of her thoughts. “It seems my attraction wasn’t one-sided
after all, was it?” Morgana flirted, reaching forward and laying a kiss against
Elisa’s lips.


The words allowed Elisa to take
hold of herself and she slowed down slightly. She wanted Morgana, and there was
no way she could deny it now, but there were some things she needed explained
first. “What do you want with us?” She questioned, drawing herself to her full
height, at least as much as she could while staying in bed, naked. “Why did you
invade?”


Morgana leaned back and shrugged.
“What can I say? It’s our way. For thousands of years our empire has conquered
and dominated those we find. We try diplomacy at first, if that fails we try
something else. We seek the most powerful of each race, and we take their best
traits for our own. It’s our way of life.”


“Can’t you change?” Elisa didn’t
know if she meant Morgana or her people, or maybe both.


“I haven’t changed for the last
millennium, ever since I came to rule my people.” Morgana’s eyes met Elisa’s,
making her aware of how serious the other female was. “I won’t change now; we
won’t change. We’re set on our fate.”


Elisa looked away once more. She
had always defended justice and what she believed was right, and now, in front
of her, she had a woman that had always crushed others beneath her heels, had
always dominated those weaker than she was. The blonde hated that part of her
wanted the woman in front of her to dominate her as well, she hated that she
couldn’t ignore her attraction to Morgana. A hand on her shoulder made her turn
back.


Without another word Morgana
leaned forward and pressed their lips together. Elisa didn’t react to the kiss
at first, a last sign of resistance, but eventually she gave in and kissed the
other woman back, entwining her hands in the brunette’s strands, taking hold of
Morgana’s hair and using that grip to deepen their kiss. It was harsh,
unrelenting, and desperate in a way no kiss that Elisa ever shared had been,
and it was also the most tearful confession she had ever made.


She wanted to hate Morgana, she
wanted to be able to despise what the woman stood for, but she couldn’t. The
alien empress kissed her back, and then turned them around, laying Elisa out in
the bed, naked. The blonde shivered at the lust in Morgana’s eyes, and trembled
when the woman’s fingers started running over her skin. The empress’s touch was
feather light, a soft caress that ignited a fire deep within Elisa’s loins.  


The human drew a breath when one
of Morgana’s digits brushed against the underside of her breast, and then
moaned when the woman moved up and touched her nipple. She couldn’t help gazing
at the other woman with smoldering eyes, and not even Morgana’s answering smirk
made her feel guilty about it. They kissed again, and Elisa only released the
other female when her breath became lacking.


Morgana took control of their
motions after that. She moved until she reached the other woman’s feet, and
then caressed them, slowly, massaging Elisa’s skin, making her shudder. She
leaned down and kissed Elisa’s little fingers, getting a twitch in reply, and
then trailed up and laid a kiss on the inside of the blonde’s knee, making her
release a loud sigh of anticipation.


Elisa hesitated slightly when
Morgana pressed against her inner thighs, hoping to part them. She wanted the
same thing the alien desired, but she still hesitated nonetheless, a last shred
of doubt making her wary. The raven haired beauty noticed it and didn’t push,
preferring to lean down and poise her lips against one of Elisa’s inner thighs,
kissing it, letting her tongue out to taste the skin. The blonde shuddered and
Morgana didn’t have to prompt her again.


Elisa spread her legs willingly
and bit her lip when Morgana’s gaze came to rest on her core, her sex. The
empress reached out with a finger and Elisa trembled in anticipation, but
Morgana decided to be a tease and didn’t touch the blonde where she wanted. She
pressed one finger against the curls above Elisa’s core and then caressed them,
threading through the blonde curls and making Elisa shiver anew. When the
blonde complained and arched her body against Morgana’s figure, the black haired
woman smiled and leaned down, kissing Elisa’s waist and bellybutton.


The superhero despaired in want
and reached for the other woman, trying to grasp Morgana’s head, trying to
direct her to where she wanted to be touched, but the alien empress took hold
of her hands and forced them to her sides, and only consented to please Elisa
when the blonde stopped struggling.


Behave. The word echoed clearly in Elisa’s mind and she looked at her
companion, marveling at the sound of the other’s mental voice. It was melodious
and husky in a way her real voice wasn’t, and Morgana’s smirk at that thought
only made a spike of lust flow through Elisa’s body.


Morgana’s hands once again
started wandering, making Elisa arch into the woman above her, making her pled
and beg with sighs and moans until Morgana stopped resisting the temptation.
Without delay, she leaned down and forced Elisa’s legs apart, marveling at the
sight of the uncovered sex, and then at its taste and scent when she leaned
down and let her tongue taste Elisa’s folds. The blonde shook and trembled as
the alien’s tongue probed her once and then twice, and only the memory of what
had happened when she had reached for Morgana’s head earlier stopped her from
trying again.


At first, Morgana’s caresses were
controlled, hesitant, but once she saw that Elisa wasn’t resisting her in any
way she became more daring, more adventurous. She let her tongue feast on the
blonde’s core, loving the sighs and mews that escaped from Elisa’s mouth. Her
hands moved down Elisa’s back and ended up cupping her rear, holding tight and
kneading the flesh, and the blonde reacted by putting her legs atop of
Morgana’s shoulders, trying to imprison the alien empress between her thighs.
She only succeeded because the raven haired woman allowed it.


They moved against one another,
Elisa releasing moans of pleasure, Morgana shuddering as she tasted the woman
beneath her, bringing her to the brim. Eventually, the blonde couldn’t hold on
any longer and she came with a scream, her body shaking in release, her soul
crying out for more.


Elisa lost awareness of herself
and of her surroundings for a few moments, and only regained them when Morgana
climbed her body and their mouths found their way into one another. The taste
of her own release made Elisa shudder anew, and Morgana smirked against her
lips. An hour before that smirk directed at her would have made Elisa color and
look away, but after what she shared with the empress Elisa was defeated,
undone, and she couldn’t care about embarrassment. She could only think about
Morgana, the other woman’s heat against her, their flesh rubbing one another.


A few moments of rest followed
with both women happy to simply hold one another. It changed when Morgana
leaned back and let her lust consume her. The heat in her eyes was enough to
provoke a similar response in Elisa’s, and they kissed and started caressing
each other. 


“I have something to show you.”
Morgana whispered amongst kisses and leaned back, loving the way Elisa released
a moan at the lack of her. The raven haired empress smiled down at the other
woman and let her body shift. Her race could change forms, had acquired that
ability from a race they had conquered millennium ago, and used it to great effort
ever since.


Elisa’s mouth became dry as
Morgana changed in front of her. The alien female became a little smaller, but
her breasts became more rounded and a cock grew from between her legs. She was
so startled by it she couldn’t even express herself, and Morgana smirked before
leaning in again and kissing her.


The kiss seemed to break the hold
surprise had over Elisa’s mind. “What? How?”


A laugh was her reply at first.
“This is something every one of my kind can do. The reward we took after a
previous conquest, in a time where such a reward was more hardily taken.”
Morgana’s words only brought more confusion to Elisa’s mind, and so the alien
reached out and caressed the blonde’s head, trying to make her relax. “It
doesn’t matter now. What does is what we’ll do next, and what will hopefully
happen.”


The alien empress poised a hand
against Elisa’s belly, and the blonde released a gasp in understanding. That
knowledge was followed by hesitation, and Elisa froze in doubt. Morgana was
aware of the other woman’s reluctance, her telepathy never failed her there,
and made sure to soothe Elisa’s hesitations away.


“Our child will be a princess,”
She breathed the words in Elisa’s ear, making the other woman lurch in
anticipation. “Powerful and bright as both of us. She will lead our people into
glory, I’m sure of it.”


Elisa could barely think past the
thought of getting pregnant with Morgana’s child, right then she couldn’t even
wonder about that child’s future. Part of her told her to stop what they were
doing, push the other woman back, but another whispered for her to let it go
and just enjoy, spread her legs and let Morgana take her. It was that last part
that won out.


Without hesitating, Elisa
caressed Morgana’s face, and then took hold of the brunette’s hair and pulled
her down, pressed their bodies tight against one another, reddening at the feel
of Morgana’s newly grown cock against her skin. She couldn’t help but glance
down at that member, and then reached out and grasped it.


It was strangely smooth, soft and
velvety, and very hard. Morgana chuckled at that thought and Elisa found
herself releasing a huff at the other woman’s constant peeping of her mind, but
her curiosity kept her exploring Morgana’s cock. After a bit she circled her
hand around it, grasping tight, and started to stroke. The alien froze and just
enjoyed her caress, and Elisa was the one smirking this time, meeting Morgana’s
eyes and letting her amusement shine through.


That sense of superiority didn’t
last. Morgana crashed her lips against Elisa’s, overpowering the other woman,
and their tongues tangled in each other until the blonde couldn’t resist and
moaned out loud. When they parted Elisa was flushed and breathing hard, and her
chest only heaved even more when Morgana took hold of her cock.


The anticipation was killing her,
but all she could do was spread herself and hope the raven haired woman atop of
her would have mercy. Morgana started teasing her for a bit, rubbing the head
of her newly grown member against Elisa’s labia, swiping it from side to side
until Elisa released a sob of need, but eventually lust overwhelmed the alien
empress. 


With a small push of her hips,
Morgana started to slide her prick into Elisa’s folds. They groaned at the
contact, and Elisa reached out to hold the woman above her, hooking her hands
and legs around Morgana’s figure, uniting them as one. The alien shuddered when
Elisa raked her nails down her back, and pushed harder with her hips, sinking a
few more inches of flesh into Elisa’s depths.


Their motions started slow and
exploratory, but soon became hurried, more confident. After a bit they were
thrusting into one another with abandon, and Elisa couldn’t even remember the
doubts she had felt before. The only thing that mattered were the sensations
Morgana was invoking in her body, the way their figures molded to each other
and the warmth they shared.


Elisa couldn’t help but gasp when
one of Morgana’s thrusts touched a sweet spot, and she clutched the other woman,
tightening her hold and moaning when Morgana replied by increasing her tempo. 


They couldn’t last long and they
didn’t. Elisa felt too good around Morgana, made her feel too much pleasure.
Without quite meaning to she sped up even more, losing complete control of the
situation, fucking the woman beneath her with abandon, losing herself in the
pleasure of their motions. With a loud groan, Morgana came, releasing her seed
inside the other woman, and that was enough to prompt Elisa to reach her own
orgasm.


The blonde tightened deliciously
around Morgana when she came, and they both held each other throughout their
pleasure, spooning against one another after they finished. The haze of lust
left Elisa’s mind, and for a few moments she couldn’t believe what she had
done, but then the feel of Morgana’s body against her made her relax. It had
been a long time coming between them, and now that they had sex for the first
time she couldn’t complain. Closing her eyes, Elisa let herself relax and slept
once more.











Chapter 3


Elisa woke
with a sigh, trying to burrow deep into the covers around her before she
remembered what happened earlier and where she was. She blinked then, and
looked around, noticing the missing warmth where Morgana spent the night. The
alien empress wasn’t around, and the blonde released another sigh, letting
herself be for a while. She didn’t know if she was expected to stay where she
was, or if Morgana intended for her to seek her out, but Elisa was comfortable
enough and remained there.


She stayed there for about ten
minutes before someone knocked at the door and entered when Elisa told them to.
It wasn’t Morgana – she would have never knocked – and Elisa gathered the
covers around her figure, trying to hide the body underneath. She didn’t have
any clothes at hand and didn’t want to embarrass herself.


The being that entered the room
was unlike any that Elisa had ever seen. She was red-skinned, smaller than
Morgana and definitively female if what seemed to be breasts on her chest were
any indication, but more broad-shouldered than any man Elisa had seen.
Something like tentacles or tendrils flowed down from her head in what seemed
to be a poor imitation of hair, and her eyes were almost as red as her skin
without any kind of noticeable pupil or iris.


“Hello,” Elisa started
hesitantly, but even though she couldn’t interpret the look the other woman
gave her back she realized she hadn’t impressed her guest. “Who are you?”


“I’ve come to give you this.” Whatever
scorn the red skinned female might possess for Elisa didn’t show in her voice,
a voice that was far deeper than that of a human woman. The blonde didn’t take
her eyes off the alien as she approached, and barely noticed the clothes that
were put atop the bed a few feet away from her.


Elisa looked from the clothes to
the other woman’s face, and noticed she had no intention to leave the room. “I
would like some privacy please.” It might have been just an impression, but
Elisa could almost see the other female’s embarrassed realization as she
retreated without a word. The blonde shook her head and dressed herself.


Morgana had sent her only a robe
and some lingerie, and Elisa shook her head again. The empress’s underling
might be unused to Earth, but Morgana knew perfectly well what was considered
acceptable clothing, and gave Elisa the barest amount to make her feel
comfortable.


Once she finished, the blonde
called out, telling the other female that she could enter once more. The alien
did so, whatever embarrassment she had felt before having disappeared, and
gestured for Elisa to follow her. Elisa started to, but then felt something
brush against her mind, a probe coming from the direction of Morgana’s
attendant, and she almost stopped, surprised. It was weak, far weaker than any
psychic attempt Morgana had tried before, and the superhero had no difficulty
blocking it.


The other female stumbled and for
one moment Elisa wondered if every member of Morgana’s empire was as weak as
the woman beside her, and if that was the reason why the brunette was their
leader. As they walked side by side, Elisa couldn’t help but let her curiosity
take hold of her. The red-skinned woman looked nothing like Morgana, and she
wondered if they belonged to the same species. 


“So …” The blonde started, hoping
the other female would take the cue and turn to her. The woman either didn’t
understand her, or didn’t care and kept going. Elisa pursed her lips and
decided to be as direct as she could. “Are you the same species as Morgana? You
look nothing alike, but I’ve seen her shapeshift before.”


The alien had no way to avoid the
question without seeming rude and nodded at Elisa. “Yes, the empress is a
powerful changer. All members of our species are, though the form I now wear is
closer to our original one. The empress prefers to assume a form that will better
allow her to mingle with the locals.”


The thought that Morgana changed
her form to appear more humanlike hadn’t even passed through Elisa’s head
before she saw the other female, and now that it did she didn’t know quite what
to think. It could almost be considered another lie from the raven haired
female, another bit of subterfuge, but deep down Elisa didn’t much care about
forms. Well, not entirely at least. She doubted she could feel lust for Morgana
if she looked like the female beside her, but she supposed that when one could
shapeshift their physical aspect didn’t matter so much.


With those thoughts running
through her head, Elisa almost missed Morgana when she stepped into the room
where the woman was waiting for her. The empress smiled and gestured for the
blonde to sit beside her, and Elisa found no way to refuse her. She sat down,
and before they could exchange a word there were people bringing food for them
to eat.


Elisa should have been surprised
that they were bringing in some of her favorite foods, but she wasn’t. Morgana
had been in her head, maybe several times without her knowing about it; she
could barely imagine the quantity of information the other person had taken straight
out of her head. Maybe she should feel bad about it, but she understood how
hard it was to hold back sometimes and not see another person’s thoughts. A
moment of distraction was enough for her to read another person’s mind as if it
was a book sometimes. That didn’t justify Morgana doing it on purpose, but it
was easy to see how the ruler of a galactic empire would gain such a habit.


They ate in silence for the most
part, and the only words they exchanged were about the food. As the moments went
by Elisa grew more and more nervous; she remembered what happened the day
before in a clearer manner. It bothered her more than she could put into words,
and she breathed out a sigh.


“Relax,” Morgana’s voice was more
soothing than it had any right to be; Elisa hated how she relaxed at it and how
her shoulders dropped and a weight disappeared from her back. “Everything will
be alright, you have nothing to fear.”


The blonde huffed, partially
angry that the other woman read her mind once more, but it wasn’t that what was
making her angst. “What exactly is expected of me?”


Elisa’s question made Morgana
purse her lips, obviously looking for the right answer. After a few moments her
eyes met Elisa’s, and she decided to come clear to the other woman. “Your main
task as my wife will be to rule this planet in my name.” She let her words echo
through the room, knowing from Elisa’s wide eyes that the blonde wasn’t
expecting that at all.


“What?” The superhero let out in
a faint voice. She almost asked Morgana to repeat her words, but she was sure
of what she had heard. The other woman couldn’t expect her to do that, could
she? Morgana wasn’t that insane.


“You would be trained,
obviously.” The raven haired woman shrugged, smirking softly at the woman she
was trying to convince. “I understand that this might surprise you, but it
would be good for all of us.”


“Which ‘us’?” Elisa asked,
shaking her head and trying to wrap her thoughts around what Morgana wanted her
to do. She had never desired more power than what she had, she never wanted to
be famous or anything of the kind. She only became a superhero because that was
the right thing to do, because she could help others and inspire more people to
come forward. She didn’t need more responsibilities on her shoulders.


“All of us. Me and you, your
people and mine. I believe it would be far easier for them to accept their
place as a client race if they had one of their own as a ruler. It would make
for an easier transition, it would allow them to feel more at ease.”


“And they would see you as
something other than an invader, wouldn’t they? Perhaps not now, but it would
facilitate painting yourself as such in the history books, wouldn’t it?” Elisa
wasn’t dumb, no one had ever accused her of such a thing, and she could easily
see how such an arrangement could benefit Morgana and her empire. It irritated
her, but she could also see how that would benefit her people.


There would always be some
resistance to the new regime, and in truth that wouldn’t gain them anything. Not
against an interstellar empire. It would only lead to death and misery for
those who resisted, their families and whatever innocents got hurt in the
crossfire. With the superhero Justice on the side of the aliens, Morgana would
be able to defuse some sticky situations, and even get some other superheroes
that would fight against her to stand in the sidelines, maybe even get others
to join up. Above all, the only chances humanity had to fight Morgana’s people
rested with their superheroes. Elisa would only need to sell her soul to assure
everything would go well.


“You’re a bitch.” Elisa’s words
were followed by a chuckle, and Morgana remained quiet, understanding just how
furious the other woman was.


They remained in silence for a
few minutes, Elisa thinking over what she had found out, Morgana waiting until
the other woman focused on the conversation once again, aware the revelations
she would make would push Elisa over the edge. She didn’t want to upset Elisa,
but the superhero needed to understand what would happen, what her place would
be in Morgana’s empire, in order to survive the ordeal. She didn’t want
anything to happen to the blonde.


Once she was sure Elisa was
calmer, Morgana continued. “This is the best way to do it. We’ll spare lives
this way, we’ll make things smoother. You can’t imagine what it’s like to see a
planet burn in war – you don’t want to see it. By becoming my wife you can
easily contribute to stop something like that from happening.”


The blonde released another
chuckle filled with scorn. “You talk as if you’ve done it dozens of times.”


“I did.” Morgana nodded, stunning
Elisa into silence. The raven haired woman sighed before explaining herself,
understanding just how badly Elisa could react to the news. “This isn’t the
first time I do this.” She looked right into Elisa’s blue eyes, trying to
remain steady and not reach out and comfort the blonde. “You’ll not be my first
wife, or even the second. You won’t be my only wife.”


Morgana trailed off and became
silent, and Elisa swallowed past the knot in her throat, trying not to show
just how much the words affected her. A moment later she remembered how easily
the alien empress could read her mind and got to her feet in a burst of anger, aware
hiding her emotions wouldn’t work. She took a couple of steps, intending to
leave the room, before taking control over the maelstrom going on inside her
mind and stopping.


She shouldn’t feel as hurt as she
did, but it was something unavoidable. The day before she could believe Morgana
truly desired her, but now she realized she was simply a pawn, something the
empress would use and abuse in order to make her conquest easier. Her throat
started burning and she didn’t vomit in disgust because she didn’t want to
appear weak in front of the raven haired woman. The thought that she had let
Morgana touch her as few had ever done, that she had let herself feel something
for the brunette, provoked an ache in Elisa’s chest, and she almost stumbled
when Morgana pressed a hand against her shoulder.


The blonde turned, intending to
punch the other woman as hard as she could, but Morgana intercepted her arms
and swiftly used her grip to press them against Elisa’s back, imprisoning the
blonde against her chest. Before Elisa could complain, Morgana leaned down,
kissing past the blonde’s heartache and sending her emotions directly into
Elisa’s mind.


The touch of the other’s mind
startled Elisa, and she realized Morgana’s shields were down, and gazed at
Morgana’s memories and thoughts for the first time. It was an experience unlike
any other, out of this world no pun intended. Morgana was old, and definitively
alien; Elisa had difficulty interpreting much of what she saw, but one thing
was sure: Morgana desired her as few beings had ever desired her. It wasn’t
love exactly, although there was a certain kind of fondness for Elisa in
Morgana’s mind, but after seeing it Elisa realized the other woman hadn’t
pursued her simply for the political gain their relationship might represent.


Without quite meaning to, they
deepened the kiss, and Elisa eagerly moved against the other woman until she noticed
what she was doing and stepped back with a blush, only succeeding because
Morgana released her and let her do it.


Both women gazed at one another
for a few moments before Elisa looked away and sighed, deeply, and then turned
back to the alien empress. She needed to focus on what was happening and ignore
her emotions for as long as she could. The fate of the entire human race could
hang on her decision, and she needed a clear mind to take it. 


“What do you want me to do?”
Elisa raised a hand, stopping the other woman from speaking, and explained
herself better. “I mean, what am I supposed to do as your wife? Something tells
me I’ll have to do more than be a figurehead.”


Morgana hid her smile and didn’t
tell the other woman she understood what she meant the first time. Telepathy
was useful like that. “You’re right, you’ll be no figurehead, but don’t worry
about it for now. I’ll make sure to instruct you in everything you need to rule.
The most important thing right now is that you’ll have to show reluctance in assuming
the position, or else your fellow humans might turn against you, but besides
that I’m sure they’ll look at you with pride.”


Elisa wasn’t so sure of that, but
didn’t say anything to contradict the other woman.


Morgana licked her lips before
continuing. “There are other things that will be expected from you in the
future, chief amongst them an heir.”


The blonde’s throat tightened and
she looked away from Morgana. “Oh.” She didn’t have the words to explain what
she was feeling right then, if some part of her was pleased, or if she was
angry or hurt. Morgana had said something to that effect previously, but Elisa
hadn’t really thought about it too much. Now that she understood the other
woman’s position better, she realized how serious Morgana was.


The raven haired female hesitated
before continuing. “Eventually, our child will rule this planet in my stead,
substituting you. You need to understand that my people are very demanding: we
are conquerors and we thrive through conquest; they might allow me to put a
human in charge at first, in order to better integrate our conquest into the
empire, but eventually they’ll want to see one of our own in charge. A child of
both worlds is the best compromise they’ll accept.”


Elisa didn’t know quite what to
think about that, and the pounding headache starting in the back of her head
really didn’t help. She hated having doubts about what to do, and this
situation with Morgana was one when that happened far too much for her liking.


A hand against her face made her
pay attention to Morgana once more, and both of them smiled gently at one
another, the alien empress trying to console Elisa, knowing how hard her choice
would be. The blonde smiled because of the gentleness the other woman displayed,
and the motion gave her some strength.


“I’ll do it.” Elisa couldn’t
believe the words when they first came out of her mouth, and from the surprise
that appeared in Morgana’s face neither did the alien, but once she said it
Elisa knew it was the only solution, the only manner of saving those she cared
about. She breathed deeply and repeated. “I’ll become your wife and do what you
want.”


Morgana smiled and stepped
towards the other woman, but one of Elisa’s hands shot out and stopped her.


“You have to promise me you’ll do
everything you can to avoid any conflict between my people and yours.” Elisa’s
eyes never wavered from Morgana’s, trying to communicate with the other woman
with more than just her voice. “I’ll do everything I can to make sure Humanity
doesn’t resist, but you will do your part. Agreed?”


A nod was her answer, and Elisa
breathed out in a sigh, closing her eyes and only opening them again when she
felt Morgana lean forward. The two looked at each other from a couple of inches
away before closing the gap between them, pressing their lips against one
another’s, gently. It was a soft kiss, much unlike most of those they shared
the day before, and Elisa couldn’t stop her heart from beating a little faster.


They parted with small smiles on
their faces. Morgana was the one to end their moment of happiness. “I’ll have
to go now, there’s many things I need to take care of, and I have meetings with
the most important leaders of your planet.”


“I’ll see you later.” Elisa
whispered, and the other woman nodded before starting to walk out of the room.
The blonde watched her go, feeling something she had never felt before,
uncertain of what it was. Maybe it was love, or the start of something like it.
Maybe she was feeling she had made a mistake; whatever the reason Elisa
understood there was no turning back, and she could only look towards the
future. She just hoped she had made the right choice.











Epilogue


Elisa
rolled and turned, and then laid on her back and sighed. She couldn’t sleep, no
matter how hard she tried to let her thoughts go and just close her eyes, she
couldn’t reach that sweet oblivion. Tomorrow she would be officially indicted
as the ruler of Planet Earth and she couldn’t forget about it for even a
moment.


Poising a hand on the bed at her
side she sighed again. She missed Morgana’s warmth, and the woman’s body
against hers, but her lover was on the other side of the planet, meeting with
local leaders and trying to make them see reason. Most of the world submitted
already, but there were still some delusional people that thought they could
fight against the galactic empire that now ruled their solar system.


At first there had been plenty of
people who had been angry at her when her marriage to Morgana had been
announced. They thought of her as a sellout, someone who had joined the side of
the enemy for power, but then a series of news came out, speaking of how her
marriage was one of Morgana’s conditions, and of how none of the political
leaders even tried to stop it, sacrificing the superhero Justice in the name of
better economic conditions. After that, much of the anger people felt was moved
from Elisa to other public figures, and most even started feeling pity for her.


Elisa hated to be thought of as
weak, but she realized that perhaps it was the only manner in which she
wouldn’t be hated by those she was supposed to rule. She was sure Morgana had
been behind the leaks, or at least permitted them to occur.


Without quite meaning to, Elisa
ran a hand down her body and laid it against her belly. Focusing, she could
feel a presence swell inside of herself, a small – minuscule really – body
starting to take shape. The blonde was pregnant, had been for something close
to a month and she didn’t know what to expect from the future.


Morgana would stay a few years on
Earth, training Elisa and watching their child grow, but eventually she would
part and leave the blonde and their child behind. Elisa didn’t want to think
about that, but there was no way to avoid it. Eventually she would be left all
alone, raising a child and having to rule an entire planet. It scared her more
than anything she could think of, and she doubted she would be able to do it by
herself.


She could only hope she was
wrong, and that everything would go smoothly, but there wasn’t much hope in
that. Only the future would tell.


 


The
end


Liked it? Then please review, either in amazon.com or amazon.co.uk. A little
feedback can help me greatly improve my writing and I can keep working on
things you like.


Check out my author page for some of my other works.


 


From the Same Author:


 





Futanari Doppelganger


(Futagirl Erotica)


Margot Williams was a normal, ordinary
girl. She had friends and family, went to college, she studied when she should,
and only partied when her friends asked her to. 


Her life changed when she started believing
she was being watched. She couldn’t explain the feeling, or why it seemed she
was waiting for someone to stick a dagger between her ribs. It made her
paranoid, and the people she caught eying her didn’t help. One woman gazed
attentively at her while shopping on the supermarket, an old man eyed her fixedly
on the street, and another woman at the entrance of her building.


Margot believed they were trying to drive
her insane, but when she saw her own face looking back at her she realized she
was already mad. 


Futanari Doppelganger features futanari
(dickgirl), lesbian romance, futagirl erotica, breeding (impregnation) and futa
on female.


Amazon.com         Amazon.co.uk


 





Futanari Princess


The Kingdom of Lyonnais was unlike its
neighbors. Ruled by women for most of its history, Lyonnais boasted of having
rulers blessed by the gods. 


One of three children born to the royal
bloodline are hermaphrodites: beings who, besides possessing the sexual
characteristics of both men and women, were capable of entrancing all those who
stumbled upon their path.


Gabrielle was the royal princess, heir to
the throne, and a hermaphrodite like many of her ancestors before her. She was
prepared to assume the crown when her father died, but an attack by an
ambitious duke intending to kill her forced her out of the palace and of the
city where she was born.


She wouldn’t give up the chance to reclaim
her birthright; however, after remembering a tale her mother told her she
sneaked into the catacombs beneath the palace and sought out the vampire
imprisoned within.


Carmilla wasn’t a creature to be taken
lightly, but Gabrielle was desperate. She hoped that with the vampire’s help
she would be able to rescue those still loyal to her and escape. Then she would
gather allies and return, stronger than before and ready to destroy the duke of
Montague. Doing anything else would mean death.


The path to reclaiming her throne wouldn’t
be easy and the princess will find that some things she believed certain might
not be, and that the secrets her family hid ran deep. 


Futanari Princess is a books that features
lesbian romance between several women, one who is a hermaphrodite. Contains
polygamy, lesbian romance, ménage, and futa on female!


Amazon.com         Amazon.co.uk


 





Lost in the Jungle


(Futanari Archaeology #1)


Archaeologist Mara Rivers was searching for
a sign of an offshoot Incan civilization in the depths of the Amazonian rain
forest in Colombia, when her crew was attacked by armed men and she was
kidnapped.


She eventually released herself and was
relentlessly pursued by her attackers, with only her fear allowing her to keep
running, until she was saved by what she had been searching in the first place.


The female warrior that struck down her
attackers was beautiful and majestic. Mara loved her at first sight, but she
would find what there were many secrets about her – one of them the reason why
her people split up in the first place.


Lost in the Jungle is a book in the Futa Archaeology
series. It features futanari (dickgirl) sex, breeding (impregnation) and futa
on female. For adults only!


Amazon.com         Amazon.co.uk
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