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      The video game age dawned in my early childhood, and I found refuge in their pixilated puzzles and challenges. Great games of the past and present converted more and more people, growing the community with each successive generation. They’re more interactive and engaging than sitting around watching sports and have become sport to a new generation.

      Video games are a recreation of the mind. A way to escape the drudgery of work and life. A test of reflexes, intelligence, and concentration. And one that requires constant training and practice to be the best; as all good games do.

      One game above all others required the player to master every gaming skill. Vox-AI: The Simulation.

      When the game was first released in 2010, it was groundbreaking. It mixed FPS, RTS, RPG, and even had an overall turn-based strategy element built into it. The enemy was a faceless borg type threat that the player was tasked with stopping. Most players battled in open-world PvP or explored the galaxy’s sim, mining resources, building ships, empires, and economies.

      The real challenge, and genius lay in the games Solo Campaign.

      In order to progress past the first stages of the solo campaign, the player had to employ nearly every gaming skill in a series of increasingly difficult challenges. That’s where the game set itself apart; its complexity.

      Decisions made early, in the beginning stages, would have profound and varied effects later on. Both beneficial and adverse. To progress into the later stages, a player had to begin with an overall strategy, planning for all outcomes. That’s what broke most mundane players but kept us die-hards around.

      

      Living on Earth in the early 21st century was always a drag. I had done what was expected of me. Graduating with honors and going to a good college, then straight to a decent job. If you can call being an accountant, decent.

      I found myself a year out of college, hating everything about my dull life. Everything that is, except for the hours and hours I still spent playing and trying to beat Vox-AI.

      I’d grown up in a typical middle-class household with parents that were decent but boring. I had friends at school, but they were just as anti-social and video game obsessed as I was, though none of them were as obsessed with Vox-AI as me. I never got invited to parties or game nights, and spent most of my high-school and college years holed up in my room, staring at my monitor or the visor HUD that came with the game.

      Vox-AI is, without a doubt, the most challenging video game ever released. It’s fallen out of fashion for the past couple of years, but the boards are still active with players around the world, sharing secrets and tips. When first released, it came onto the market without fanfare or marketing. The one and only game ever released from the secretive studio called, Professor Galactica Games.

      The types of kids who played Battletoads in two-player mode for fun, found the challenge of Vox-AI’s Solo Campaign addictive. The level of intricate detail and unparalleled intuitiveness of the AI enemy made the game impossible to beat. That didn’t stop nerds, like me from trying. I got a copy of Vox-AI when I was fourteen and have been on it every day for the past eight years. I started playing with my friends, but they quickly tired of it after failing in the first campaign, first battle, and having to start over from scratch every time.

      I’d like to say that it was the challenge and gameplay that hooked me in the beginning, but if I’m honest, it was the two NPC’s, Slix and Roxy. The two busty NPC’s guided the player's avatar through the game, offering exposition and insights. Their sexy voices and appearances, not to mention the provocative dancing animations after a victory, fueled my teenage fantasies.

      I’m sure you’ve seen the game's cover. It’s been all over the internet for years. The one with the two sexy women, one blond and the other brunette. Both are wearing skimpy clothes, one a space-police uniform, and the other in tight outlaw leathers. Their low-cut tops barely containing an obscene expanse of bosom.

      The gameplay and challenge are what kept me around after the sexy cover models drew me in. Thousands and thousands of hours learning the different systems and ships, planning tactics, and outlining strategies on spiral notebooks. Then trying to implement them in the game. If I wasn’t studying or working, I was holed up in my room sitting before my PC playing Vox-AI.

      

      I’ll never forget that day. I’d gotten home to my tiny studio apartment, exhausted from a day of adding numbers on a multi-national conglomerate’s ledgers. I ordered a pizza and plopped down in front of my computer, firing up the game and pulling over my notebook.

      I am a bit OCD about my notes, logging them all in black and white composition books. Using blue ink for information on factions, ships, and research trees. While black ink was used for tactics and strategy. There was a stack of thirteen filled books standing on my desk, and truth be told, if there was a fire in my place, I would probably save those books over anything else.

      I scanned a notebook, refreshing myself about last night’s battle. Seven months I’d been waging this current campaign, and last night, for only the second time, I saw the world of Vox. Home of the AI threat.

      Pulling on the games visor and logging in, the first thing I did was check my supply depots and lines. Making sure they were still flush and safe. One significant difficulty is that the game continues in real-time, even while you’re logged out. The enemy was uncaring if the player isn’t there to direct its own defense. Often, I would log in and find that the AI had attacked or destroyed supplies or even a fleet of ships and be forced to adjust my tactics for the night accordingly.

      To my great relief, I saw the AI was still bottled up on its world. Having only made a small impact on my supply routes through small sorties of their fighters. Directing the Triumvirate’s fleet, I employed their advanced monitoring systems to scan Vox. Using the latest data to fine-tune my attack strategy.

      The Emrido Empire had the best capital class ships, capable of deploying large fleets of small and medium-range fighters, while the Triumvirate, a cone-based Republic style faction, had the best scientists and tech. Years before, I’d discovered that by forging an alliance between these two natural enemies, I was able to get into the final stage of the game. The AI learned so quickly, and so I had been forced to save my most potent weapon, a combined attack by the two factions, until this final endgame.

      A year before, I’d gotten to the Vox home-world for the first time, losing the final battle when a spy-drone, snuck onto one of the Emrido capitol ships, detonated the vessel's drive system in the middle of the fight.

      I’d crawled into bed after seeing the GAME OVER prompt and cried for hours and hours. I’d very nearly quit the game right there, but I’m a glutton for punishment, and the next day I was back at it.

      It took an hour to position my forces, reviewing scans from the planet minute by minute as I did. The AI was pulled back to the planet's defensive systems, planning something.

      The pizza arrived, and I scarfed down hot slices while directing the Emrido Secret Police to monitor for spy communications or activity. I had never paid much attention to the esoteric faction of cops. Having a high rep with them made it twice as difficult to gain Triumvirate reputation, which was necessary. This time I’d done the full grind, spending three months completing small quests and supply runs to bring them both up to Exalted.

      My heart was beating, and my fingers trembling, as I began directing my forces to engage with the AI. Each player is given the same ship to start off with, but you’re able to upgrade it as you complete missions, battles, and campaigns. I took the joystick and mouse in hand and launched my ship, the Arbalest, out into the action. Taking point on several high stakes missions, then falling back to monitor the overall battle, changing tactics as I saw fit.

      Hours and hours the battle raged, the only break I took was a quick sprint to the bathroom and then back. Only to find 10% of the Triumvirate fleet destroyed without me to facilitate communication between them and the Emrido. Even now, with the endgame in full swing, the mortal enemies wouldn’t assist one another, unless I gave the orders myself.

      The sun had set in the real world, but I barely noticed. Sweat was pouring down my brow as the hours wore on, the stakes getting higher and higher with every minute that passed. I watched thousands of ships in my fleet destroyed, representing hundreds and hundreds of hours of my own work. Each little pixilated explosion tore at me, but I had a strategy for victory, one I’d been planning for over a year now. With quick glances away from the HUD Visor to scan my notes, then diving back in, careful my actions per minute never dropped too far.

      I was so close to victory I could almost taste it. I should have been nervous I might blow it again, but I felt the same thrill that I always did when a battle was in full swing, and everything hung on each decision. Things were going perfectly to my plan, but I sensed the AI had a trick up its sleeve; it always did.

      One of my Emrido Capitol ships got a clear shot at the Vox planetary defense system and took out its shield generator. I cried out in triumph as I saw the green shield flicker and then disappear. Probably scaring my neighbors with the scream, but I couldn’t care less at that point.

      Suddenly a swarm of AI ships poured out of the planet’s atmosphere, slender black vessels that darted around faster than my eye could follow. I’d never seen this type of craft, and I cursed in frustration as they boiled over dozens of my allies. Like thrown daggers, they shot straight for my ship, the Arbalest. There had been rumors on the boards of a special Vox class of ship, Assassins, but I’d never seen confirmation before now.

      My ship was outfitted in the best tech I could find. It, even employing Vox-AI tech and advances that had been made through researching their destroyed vessels. A secret game mechanic, only possible with friendly Triumvirate reputation. But those little black vessels scared me. I knew the Vox-AI wouldn’t have sent them if they weren’t a real threat, and if my ship was destroyed, it was game over.

      I threw the throttle and took off. Forced to weave in and out of my own fleet, trying to avoid the AI assassins that chased after, cutting a swath of destruction in my wake. I felt panic rising and sweat made it hard to keep a firm grip on my joystick. I nearly flew into a Triumvirate research vessel and was only able to avoid it by flying down towards the planet.

      Finding myself in empty space, I felt the assassin ships closing in. With a fluttering sick feeling, I knew I was about to lose. In a mad move, I turned my ship away from my own fleet and dove down towards the planet of Vox.

      Triggering a series of commands I’d set to a macro, I ducked, dodged, and weaved through the planet’s defenses, taking dozens of hits and watching my shields drop to dangerously low levels. The maneuver led the assassins and part of the AI fleet away from my own, though.

      It was all I could do to stay alive in those final seconds, but I managed a glance to the corner of my HUD now and then and watched as the two fleets, both Emrido and Triumvirate merged and drove down towards the planet’s surface.

      There was a seemingly endless scroll of wrecked ships as they cut through Vox defenses, but I only cared about a half dozen that were critical to my plan. When they finally drew close enough, I felt my heart leaping up, trying to choke me as I struggled to hit the final macro, dodging hard to the right and rolling in an upward spiral as I did.

      The seven planet-busters all dropped their payloads at the same time. The bombs took the longest time to research, requiring a full year of real-world time, but I’d known since my first major campaign, that they would be necessary to take out the Vox home-world.

      The Arbalest was nearly destroyed, just a sliver of red life left, when a massive detonation filled my screen. I was breathing heavily, sweat pouring down my face, whole body tense as the screen faded to black. My heart racing a mile a minute as the most beautiful words I’d ever seen in my life appeared on the screen:

      

  




Congratulations!

      I couldn’t believe it. I sat there stunned, a giant stupid grin pulling at my lips, as tears of joy streamed down my cheeks. I was elated, but also a little empty, feeling hollowed out. After a long minute of sitting there staring at the screen, wondering what I should do next, the Congratulations! faded. Then new text started scrolling up from the bottom of the screen. The words weren’t ending credits like first through, and I began hitting the screen capture button every second, as I read.

      

      
        
        YOU DEFEATED THE AI THREAT IN THIS SIMULATION.

        YOU ARE TRULY THE HERO WE’VE BEEN LOOKING FOR.

      

      

      

  




----------: Stay True Hero, For Your Reward Has Just Begun!

      
        
        A HERO’S JOB IS NEVER DONE!

        ----------

        KNOCK! KNOCK!

      

      

      

      I read the last message thinking, What the fuck?

      Then came a knock on my apartment door. Two firm thuds that were all too real. I threw off the visor as I stood. Hesitantly approaching the door, careful not to let my shadow fall over the gap at the bottom and peeked out the spy hole. I blinked and rubbed my eyes, shaking my head. Then I looked back out, praying I wasn’t dreaming.

      Standing outside my door, was a beautiful blonde in a tightfitting blue uniform I recognized all too well. Beside her stood a brunette in formfitting black leather. Her gorgeous face and thick sculpted lips arched in an eager grin.

      I ran over to my bookshelf and pulled down my original copy of Vox-AI and stared at the two painted women on the cover, nearly exact replicas of the women who stood outside my door. On the cover, the women were in their early twenties or late teens, fresh-faced and young. The women outside my door were a few years older. They looked seasoned, and if I’m honest, ten times more gorgeous, as older mature women, then young ones.

      What was I thinking about? This was impossible. Roxy and Slix could not be outside my door. I had to be going crazy after finally beating the game.

      “Hero! Are you safe?” Came a hauntingly familiar voice, “We have no desire to breach your privacy, but your protection is paramount!”

      The voice… I knew that voice… I’d been listening to it through my headphones for eight years now. I stood there, frozen, trying to comprehend all of this. My heart still racing from having beaten the game. Had I really won? Or was this all a mad dream?

      “I can smell his panic and anxiety from here, Slix,” came a sweet, almost girlish voice that I recognized as Roxy, “It just spiked again! Move back!”

      With a loud bang, my apartment door flew inward, smacking into the opposite wall. The gorgeous brunette advanced into the room quicker than seemed possible. Scowling and searching around for threats, a strange blaster in her hand sweeping right and left. The blonde came in behind, her own blaster sweeping the room. Their motions were practiced and professional, scanning and covering every inch of my small apartment in seconds.

      The door flying across the room was one thing but seeing the blasters in their hands was something else. My breath came in sharp gasps, and I couldn’t seem to get it under control. My vision started to narrow, and I felt a touch woozy as I stared at the two women.

      “Clear!” Said Slix, after checking the bathroom.

      “Clear,” Roxy said, her gaze finally resting on me. I saw worry melt away into a beatific smile.

      “It’s him,” Slix said in awe, staring at me. Her cheeks blushing red when she glanced down at my boxer covered package.

      As I turned to look at her, the black spots in my vision grew. I struggled to stare at the raven-haired woman's gorgeous face, but I couldn’t seem to tear my eyes away from her massive breasts, as they swayed and bounced hypnotically with her every motion.

      “We’ve found you at last!” Roxy cried.

      Turning, I was confronted with the blonde's joyous face and big bouncing breasts as she approached me. I couldn’t speak though, my tongue was tied, and my thoughts were all a muddle. I felt my legs go weak and rubbery, and then the world was spinning into darkness as I fell to the ground, consciousness fading. I focused on Roxy’s arms, as she reached out to try and catch me. I remember thinking, if this was a dream, it sure was an odd one.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2

          

        

      

    

    
      I woke to a needle stabbing me in the neck, and harsh yellow light that blinded. I tried to move but found I couldn’t budge an inch. Then panic began to set in.

      “Relax Hero,” came a familiar throaty voice, from just outside my vision, “The nanite injection will only take a few seconds.”

      “What’s going on?” I asked, “Who are you?”

      I struggled against my bonds to turn my head left or right, but I was frozen in place. All I could do was roll my eyes around, but I couldn’t see anything with the yellow light filling my vision.

      “I’m sure you have questions,” the same rough feminine voice said, “and we do as well. We want to know everything about how you beat the Professor’s simulation.”

      “Simulation?” I asked, “I was playing a video game.”

      “It’s fascinating, Slix,” said another voice. I recognized this one too with its sweet, girlish quality, “That Terran planet is billions of years unevolved, compared to the rest of the galaxy, yet somehow the Professor’s simulation found its way there, in the form of entertainment.”

      The harsh yellow light flicked off, and I blinked the glare away. Feeling strange immediately, as an itchy sensation entered my veins, spreading out from my heart. I found I was pressed to a cushioned wall in a small med bay. Standing to one side, reading over a transparent monitor that hovered in mid-air, were the two women of my dreams.

      “What,” I said, my voice breaking, and I swallowed painfully, clearing my throat before going on, “Where am I? What the fuck’s going on?”

      “I should think that’s obvious,” Slix said, crossing her arms beneath her massive, leather-clad breasts as she looked around the monitor, “You knew what you were in store for when you beat the simulation.”

      “What are you talking about?” The panicky feeling was definitely coming back, and the itchy feeling was growing more uncomfortable by the second, “Look, just take me home… or wake me up from this dream… I’ve been up for… too long.”

      “You agreed to the terms and conditions, and now, after meeting us, you want to go back to your own bed!?” Slix, sounding and looking offended for some reason.

      “Slix, please,” Roxy said, mollifying her friend, then she turned to me, a touch of concern tight around her eyes, “Hero, you agreed to the terms when you first signed in with an account. You want to quit now? After proving you may be the only person capable of containing and defeating the Vox-AI?”

      “The Vox-AI are real?” I asked incredulously. The itchy sensation had spread, and my whole body began to burn as though I had a mild fever. “Can you at least let me down from this wall?”

      “I’m afraid the Vox-AI is real,” Roxy said, “and just as great a threat to our galaxy as it was in the simulation. And no, I’m sorry, Hero, we can’t release you until the nanites have completed their work,” she tapped her monitor and dragged down a status window, “this is going to get a little uncomfortable, but it will be over soon I promise.”

      “I don’t know what you learned of the Vox-AI in your game,” Slix said, “but they’ve been a plague on the galaxy for over three hundred years, growing more powerful every galactic day. Wars have been waged by the Emrido, the Triumvirate, and hundreds of Confederated worlds. Every one of them has failed, only adding to the Vox-AI’s strength. Its enemy is life, and every world and vessel it touches it wipes free of organics.”

      The woman was angry, I realized, and getting more furious with every word. I had to force myself not to stare at the perfect curves beneath her skin-tight black leathers. She uncrossed her arms and walked over to another monitor, tapping at it. As she did, I watched her long legs flash under the overhead lights as her hips and bust swayed delightfully. It reminded me of a cat stalking across a room, graceful and bristling at the same time. She pulled around the monitor and showed a green and blue planet with swirling yellow weather on the screen

      “Delengo was one such world. Thirty-seven billion souls lost as the Vox-AI glassed its surface.” Voice catching in her throat as she went on, “My family and friends, everyone I’d ever known...”

      “The Vox has taken dozens of worlds just like that,” Roxy said, putting a gentle hand on Slix’ shoulder and giving the woman a comforting look before turning back at me, “and it will take many thousands more unless you can stop it, Hero.”

      “Stop calling me that,” I said absently, mind racing as I tried to merge what had always been fiction, with the reality I now lived in. “My name is Jason,”

      “It’s the title you have earned,” Slix said, her voice touched with anger once more, “even if you fail to live up to it. The professor secured that much, at least for whoever completed the simulation.”

      “You keep mentioning a professor,” I said, the discomfort was now a burning pain, uncomfortable but not unbearable, “Who… ngh… fuck, that hurts… Do you mean from the company’s name? The game never mentioned a professor.”

      “Professor Xiaxis De Furillio, Princess of Emrido, The Exalted Architect, gave her life along with hundreds of other researchers, to secure an unprocessed copy of Vox-AI and forge it into a predictive simulation.” As Roxy spoke, she walked over to stand close to me, her eyes concerned as she monitored something on the wall next to my head, “How do you feel? Any numbness in your limbs?”

      “No… numbness,” I said, grunting a laugh at the pain, “It feels like ants are… eating me from the inside out.”

      “If ants are bugs,” Slix said with a crooked grin, “then yea, that’s what it’s supposed to feel like.”

      “What are the nanites doing?” I asked in sharp gasps, realizing I probably should have asked about it right away.

      “They’re adjusting your physiology so you can survive at the higher and lower G’s, and different atmospheres of the wider galaxy. Also, so we don’t need a translator to communicate.” Roxy said.

      “They’re helping you evolve, primate,” Slix said with a wink.

      “I… I still don’t understand,” I said, trying to distract myself from the pain, “Why me? If all of this is real, why drag me away from my apartment? Why not get some Emrido Imperial Admiral or brilliant Confederate Captain?”

      The two women glanced at one another and then back to me their faces troubled.

      “Trillions have tried to beat the simulation,” Roxy said, “but in twenty galactic years, none have been successful.”

      “The Admirals and Captains have tried boy,” Slix said, voice grim, “All they did was get too much confidence after progressing a few stages in the simulation and lose when trying to apply that to the real world. Their failures only adding more forces to the Vox-AI fleets and making our challenge all the harder to overcome.”

      The pain faded just as quickly as it had come, and left my skin slick with sweat, breathing calming slowly. My mind working over everything, pushing aside the panic that threatened on the edge of thought. As my heart slowed, Roxy reached up and tapped something on the wall, and the force that had been holding me, released.

      I slid down a soft wall and stood, feeling awkward in my own body. I realized why the room had seemed familiar at first. Looking around, I was in the med bay of the player's ship. A real-life version of what I’d stared at in the game a thousand times.

      The game is all real, I thought to myself. That, or this is a really vivid hallucination.

      The women were both looking at me with concern. I took a moment to take them in. The thing I’d been most fearful of these past few minutes was waking up and finding that Roxy and Slix had been a hallucination or a hologram. Now I let myself take them in, in the flesh.

      Roxy had pale, milk-white skin, and hair, a thick, lustrous blond, just like in the game. It was filled with red and white highlights throughout, and her eyes were pale green. She looked very much like a human woman, except for the near perfection of her face and form and elongated ears. A Space Police uniform clung to a body both slender and curvy at the same time.

      On her hips rode a blaster on one side and a small pouch on the other. Her arms and legs were bare, and the shirt plunged down between two ample breasts that swayed as she moved. She wore short black boots, and her toned legs rose up to a tantalizing thigh gap and a big firm ass.

      Slix was the opposite of Roxy in many ways. Dark where the other woman was light and scowling while Roxy grinned. She wore black leathers of alien design, the material clinging to her like a second skin, with twin blasters tied down around her thighs, like a gunslinger. The holsters attached to a utility belt with a dozen or more small black pouches and containers, all in the same black leather material as her clothing. Her hair was raven black and flowed down her back in thick curls that shifted and moved of their own accord. Her skin was pale white like Roxy’s, eyes the lightest blue, and with pupils slit like a cat’s. Slix body was that of a curvy goddess. Her breasts were massive and barely contained, the plunging neckline showing a deep shadow between them. Her waist was narrow and hips wide, with thighs that tapered down to slim ankles and dainty feet, clad in black heels.

      I grew more nervous by the second as I stared at them. The shock wore off as I realized the women of my dreams were actually standing before me.

      “If you’re worried about your reward,” Slix said, “we will ensure you get it after every battle. And if you do defeat the Vox-AI, the entire galaxy will be in your debt.”

      “We beg you, Hero,” Roxy said, clasping her hands together and doing amazing things with her big firm breasts, “You’re our only hope!”

      “Just give me a minute,” I said, “Let me process all this.”

      I put a hand to my head and turned around, blocking the two beauties out of my sight. They were too distracting. Making it nearly impossible to concentrate on the reality of my situation. I was abandoning my job, everyone, and everything I knew. I waited for the sadness or pain of loss, but nothing came.

      If this was all real, then I had a chance to test out my skills against real opponents. It wouldn’t be anything like the game, of course, the stakes would be so much higher. It would require adjustments to my set strategies. My mind instantly began to plan, questions forming as I thought through possibilities. Suddenly I spun back on the women, panicked.

      “My notebooks!” I blurted, “Please tell me you have them!”

      “We weren’t certain what was relevant in your place of residence,” Roxy said, “so we took everything.”

      “Ok,” I said, “Let’s do it then. Let’s kick some AI ass.”

      I could debate it all I wanted, but there was no way I was going to turn down this opportunity.

      “You’ll agree to the professors compact then?” Slix said, “According to the User Agreement?”

      “Look,” I said, “no one reads those things. The lawyers don’t even read those things. But if the Vox-AI is real, and they really do pose a threat to the entire galaxy, then what choice do I have? Besides,” I said with a cocky grin, “if they’re anything like the game, then I know I can beat them.”

      “Ok then.” Slix said, crossing her arms once more beneath her massive breasts and giving me a grudging nod of approval.

      Roxy was grinning and bouncing in joy, the motions doing beautiful things to her breasts. The two of them standing like that looked eerily similar to the victory screen in-game, and I felt a shiver run down my spine.

      If I get to stare at these sexy women all day long, I thought to myself, I think I’d agree to just about anything.

      The two of them lead me through the ship on a tour of the small space. It was a wild experience to actually walk through parts of the vessel that I had only ever seen as a 2-D map on a computer screen. They took me out of the med bay and down a short hall with three doors. They informed me these were the crew’s quarters. Where they shared one room, one was empty, and the largest was set aside for a captain.

      As I stepped near the door to the captain’s quarters, it whooshed open, revealing a small room with a small cot bolted against one wall, a locker, and a small desk fixed to another. The room was all an off-white color with slate grey trim showing the ship’s hull beneath.

      “You said you packed up everything from my apartment?” I asked.

      “It’s all in no-cube storage,” Roxy said, “Would you like to go there, or would you rather see the bridge next?”

      “The bridge, definitely the bridge.” I said with a grin, “Lead the way.”

      Marching off in the direction of the bridge. I paused to glance into the small mess area. There was no sink or stovetop, just a screen for ordering food and drinks. There was a bathroom to the mess as well, with a strange toilet covered with dozens and dozens of odd buttons and switches. It also had a sizeable glass-enclosed space that I assumed was a shower, but it had no doors or dials for hot and cold water.

      “How did you find me so quickly, anyway?” I asked as we approached the bridge.

      “The Professor designed this vessel,” Roxy said, “It’s the only one of its kind in the whole galaxy. She built a special system that associated our Recall Beacon with the serial number of whichever simulation reached completion first. The moment you defeated the Vox-AI threat, the connection was forged, and we were brought to your world.”

      “Like a Triumvirate Recall Beacon?” I asked.

      The Recall Beacons were a rare and enormously expensive bit of tech, requiring a massive amount of energy to fuel their single-use function. They allowed the wielder to teleport to a precise location, as opposed to Slip Beacon’s, which allowed a starship to teleport into a rough area in space.

      “Exactly,” said Slix with a grudging smile, “We appeared in space above your world a galactic second after you finished it. Then flew down, grabbed you and your stuff, and Slipped back to Confederacy space.”

      I froze in place, feet from the bridge’s door, as the words drove home.

      “So when you said I couldn’t return to my world even if I wanted to,” I said, feeling a small amount of panic flutter in my breast, “You meant because the Beacon is depleted and we’ve already Slipped billions of light-years away.”

      “It would take us a small fortune to buy another Slip Beacon or thirty-seven of your earth years to bring you back to that backwater world under Drive power,” Slix said, “You’re not getting cold feet now, are you?”

      “No,” I said with false bravado, “just trying to figure out how much of what I know from the game is real. Wait, so, this spaceship appeared in my city… on Earth?”

      “Yes, a lot of people staring and holding up little rectangles, as we beamed up into the ship,” Roxy said with a shake of her head, “I’m not sure if the Terran's have made contact with other sentient races previously. We might have started a bit of an uproar.”

      “That would have been interesting to see,” I said, thinking about what my family and friends were saying now. It might be breaking news, but then again, humans being humans, they would probably assume it was all some kind of hoax.

      I stepped onto the bridge and felt right at home. The entire forward wall was one whole display, showing the black of space. Stars streaking past as white lines, as we traveled under drive power. There was a large captain’s chair in the center of the room with twin screens hovering in the air beside the arms, just above where the hands rested. Strangely the flooring was cushioned, as was nearly every surface in the ovoid room.

      There were two other seats, each with a wide assortment of monitoring devices arrayed before it. With a big grin, I skipped around to the captain’s chair, eager to feel its plush cushions and check out the odd screens, with their readouts that looked so familiar.

      “Master wait!” Roxy and Slix cried it at the same time, but I’d already plopped my ass down.
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      The second my butt hit the seat cushions, they flashed with dim blue light, and the rest of the bridge began to glow with a pulsing red warning. The two screens before me, shifted together, merging and showing a prompt. At the same time, I felt my body pulled to the side by g-forces. The strange sensation pulling on my newly modified body, was odd but not unpleasant.

      “Rox, get on the horn! Notify the Fyrodian’s we’ll be arriving in seconds!”

      “Right!” Roxy said.

      The two of them scrambling for their seats, faces tight with concentration.

      “What’s going on?” I asked.

      “When you sat in the captain’s chair Master, the connection between the Hero and the professor's ship was completed,” Slix was tapping at her screen, powering up the ship's weapon systems. “The professor didn’t want to run the risk of this vessel falling into the hands of the wrong person, so she installed a failsafe. Before a captain can be set in the ship's systems, it will arrive at the nearest Vox-AI threat. If the Vox-AI isn’t defeated, then the ship will be sterilized.”

      “Sterilized?” I asked, feeling a little bit of panic set in.

      “You need to input a name for the vessel, Master,” Roxy said, “Quickly or else I won’t be able to communicate with Fyrodian Command, and they will take us for a threat!”

      I looked down at the prompt before my face and then around for some way to input commands. Just as I thought of it, a keyboard appeared above my lap, forged of hard blue light. There was only one name I could think of, and as I struck the keys, I felt the captain’s chair conforming to my body.

      The second Arbalest was typed in, the prompt disappeared, and a familiar interface hovered before me, a joystick of hard blue light on the right arm of my chair and a ball mouse with dozens of buttons shimmered into being on the left. The display ahead of me showed a swarm of Vox-AI Interceptors cutting their way through a small force of Confederate ships. There was a hyper-reality to the screen that far exceeded the resolution I was used to. The explosions and bright lines of railgun fire cutting through vessels, were so real I felt like I could reach out and touch them.

      For one awful moment, as I stared at the battle, I felt panic clawing at my throat. This was all happening so fast. I didn’t have my notebooks, and this wasn’t a game. It was too real all of a sudden. Then my readouts began scrolling with information, as Slix pulled up the Confederate fleet’s manifests. Seeing the familiar information in their organized structures, I began to relax, feeling grounded.

      “Fyrodian Command,” Roxy said, speaking in a tense voice through her communications interface, “the independent vessel, Arbalest seeks admittance to your space, copy.”

      A small face appeared on the screen, the eyes oddly angled and ears long and thick, tufted in white fur like a cat. The alien being appeared exhausted, features haggard, eyes red and bleary.

      “Arbalest be advised the Vox-AI have reached our world, turn back, repeat turn back and save yourselves. Our capital ship has been absorbed, and in minutes our world will be lost. Repeat Arbalest, turn back now.”

      “Sir,” Roxy said, spinning in her chair to look at me with wide eyes, “what should we do?”

      My mind was already racing through plans. The man’s words reminded me of the first battle in the game. I didn’t recognize his race or their world, but the Confederate ships were the same, and the Vox-AI deployment nearly identical. My hands, having spent so many years at these familiar controls, were clicking through interface windows, and toggling the joystick, taking us down and into the thick of battle.

      “Roxy, confirm the planet has micro bombardment defenses,” I said, maneuvering our ship into a tight spiral. “Slix, let me know which of our weapons are operational.”

      I angled the Arbalest, so we hid within the planet's shadow, loving how it felt to be pulled and pressed in the chair by the various forces at play. They would have been enough to destroy a normal human body, but to me, it felt like only a couple of G’s.

      Roxy was speaking with the Fyrodian captain, as Slix called out to me, “Twin ion cannons are online, but the pulse beam needs another minute to charge!”

      My angled roll brought us under the bulk of the Vox-AI ships, and I saw the swarm roil, interceptors breaking off as they registered us on their sensors. The first battle in the game was a brutal test of skill with no tutorial. Dropping the player in the middle of a losing fight with nothing more than their single ship armed with small ion cannons and with only enough time to charge one pulse beam. I felt right at home.

      Grinning, I punched the thrusters, shooting the Arbalest down to the planet’s surface, dragging a small wing of interceptors with me. Increasing our speed, and with a few jets of ion cannon fire, flew straight through a cloud of debris from dozens of destroyed Fyrodian vessels.

      “Roxy, order planetary defenses to fire on the debris at my command.”

      “But Sir!” She protested.

      “Just do it!” I shouted, annoyed at having to repeat myself.

      One significant difference from the game was that now I had to deal with real living beings, and not a computer that responded instantly to my commands. There wasn’t time though to apologize for shouting.

      Jerking the joystick left, we just barely avoided a pulse of yellow energy shot from the nearest interceptor. The little Vox ships were incredibly fast and maneuverable, and with the Arbalest’s shields having no upgrades yet, we could only afford one or two hits from their cannons.

      “Slix, prepare to dump the pulse rounds into space, uncharged but activated. Intervals of one per second.”

      “Aye, aye,” the woman said, shaking her head and frowning in worry, but responding immediately to my command, her hands dancing across the controls. “You realize we’ll have no way to take out even one of those capital ships without our pulse weapon, right?”

      “Just keep our ion cannons primed,” I said with a grin. “We can’t afford to end this battle without our prize.”

      “Prize?” The gorgeous black-haired woman asked.

      But I was in the zone, my focus absolute. The world slowing as I timed my ascent, double-checking the entire battlefield array a half dozen times, and zipping through debris. Just when the orbital platform come into range, I saw our opportunity and shouted.

      “Dump pulse rounds, now!”

      Jerking the controls up, I hit the throttle, the pressure squeezing me down and back into my seat. I felt a thrill coursing through me like I never had in the game. My mind was clear, and I felt like a leaf on a breeze, as I wove through starships. Juking the Arbalest left and right, I flew us up and through the Vox-AI fleet. Cutting behind the mid-sized and capital ships, using their engines as cover.

      “Roxy, tell them to initiate their micro bombardment defenses, targeting the Arbalest, in three… two.” The woman repeated my commands into her interface, eyes filled with confusion just like Slix, but I couldn’t afford to explain my plan, they would see it soon enough.

      “One!”

      I hit our afterburners at the moment Roxy conveyed the order and rolled out into free space, cutting hard to dodge the ion blasts that stalked us from the planets orbital station. They trailed after the Arbalest, the first one hitting a pile of debris, knocking a few interceptors spinning. The second struck the first pulse round Slix had dropped.

      That set off a chain reaction that tore after us. Each pulse round we had dropped was just within range of the last pulse rounds blast radius. A line of explosions followed the Arbalest’s path through the entire Vox-AI fleet, crippling most vessels and outright destroying others.

      “Master!” Roxy cried out in joy, face shocked.

      “Fucking awesome!” Slix cheered, “Sir, three interceptors are still operational, and closing in fast!”

      I already had the Arbalest spinning end over end and lining up with the three smaller ships. Taking control of a single ion blaster, I fired just as the three ships soared through space above us. Setting the target locks to the interceptor’s thrusters, I watched in pleasure as they spun through space, dead sticks, but ships intact, and sighed out in relief when no more vessels appeared to have fight left in them.

      “Independent vessel Arbalest, the Vox-AI threat has been eliminated,” came a stunned voice through Roxy’s interface. The old man looked awed, disbelief making way for joy, “I repeat they’re all dead in space. Thank you, oh, thank the gods! Who in the dark hells are you, Arbalest?!”

      The bridge filled with beams of kaleidoscopic colors that scanned the entire room. I blinked away the after image, and when I looked down, I saw that there were now rainbow diamonds tattooed onto the backs of my hands. Their colors transitioned from red at the tip near my knuckles, down to violet near my wrist. Roxy and Slix now also had the same tattoos on their hands.

      “We found him,” Slix said, glancing at her friend with a great sigh of relief, and I saw Roxy mouth something back but couldn’t make it out, tears in her eyes.

      Feeling drained and exhausted, I climbed out of the captain’s chair, my limbs rubbery and weak as I stumbled off. Roxy stood and caught me.

      “Vox-AI couldn’t detect the target lock when it was on the debris,” I said, wondering why the world around me was spinning so crazily, “Didn’t detect the dropped pulse rounds as threat… won’t work again.” I was rambling, and my legs didn’t seem to want to hold me up, “You were younger on the cover. I loved that cover, always did… maybe too much.”

      “Sir,” Slix said, a sad frown marring her face, “you haven’t fully recovered from the effects of the nanites, let’s get you to your bed.”

      “The salvage,” I said, my tongue numb and awkward in my mouth. Looking down, I saw my fingertips were blue and trembling, “Need to secure at least 30% of the salvage.”

      “Don’t worry about that now,” Slix said, coming over and helping me down the hall with Roxy, “you need rest.”

      “Vital,” I said, feeling my mind spinning into blackness once again, but clinging to consciousness with everything I had, “or we lose the war… need those ships and their weapons… research purposes…”

      The last thing I remember was realizing I could feel Roxy and Slix’s big soft breasts pressed to my sides as they held me up, then all was swallowed by blackness.
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      I woke to the low hum of air purifiers and a rumble, as the ship’s drive engine shut off. I jerked back in surprise when I opened my eyes and saw a woman standing above my bed. She was gazing down at me with a fond expression on her beautiful face. She was in her middle years and looked almost human, except for her great height and glowing golden eyes. Her hair was silver-gray, and she was clad in a shimmering white coat and gown.

      “Welcome brave Hero,” she said in a deep musical voice, “I cannot tell you how proud and happy I am to meet the man who defeated the simulation. Such a handsome young man too.”

      “Who are you?” I asked, glancing around my cabin. There was a large trunk standing along one wall, but other than that, everything was the same from when I saw it before.

      “I am Professor Xiaxis,” she said with a small nod of greeting, “And you are the Hero Jason Strong, the only living being to defeat the Vox-AI in my simulation.”

      “Slix and Roxy said you were dead,” I said, then blushed, “I’m sorry that was rude of me.”

      “No, you’re accurate.” She said with a gentle smile, “I was forced to integrate my consciousness into the simulation and this ship, to complete my great works.”

      I sat up, pulling the sheet up to cover myself when I realized I was naked beneath it. Blushing when I realized either Roxy or Slix had undressed me.

      “You see,” the woman went on, her body suddenly shimmering into pale blue light that faded and reappeared, sitting beside me on the edge of my bed, human-sized. “I no longer have corporeal form, but I can bring myself into existence from time to time within this ship. We have some things to discuss you and I, before you begin your great work.”

      “Discuss what?” I was all too aware of the woman’s unearthly beauty and how real she felt, as her hip pressed against mine.

      “You are the first living soul to defeat a Vox-AI attack. The people of this world and all the others you save will be enormously grateful and will shower you with both riches and rewards. You have become a great player in the Galactic Game.”

      “Game?” I asked.

      “The game of politics,” she explained, “of power struggle and status. You must be wary of enmeshing yourself in the politics of any world or empire too deeply. One thing I could not account for in my simulation was the chaos of sentient life. They will try to use you to make you a pawn in their games. They will try to clone you and replicate you in vats throughout the galaxy. You can be certain that some factions will try to hold you in their labs and study you. And a hundred other threats I don’t know about.”

      I couldn’t hide the revulsion on my face. The thought of being poked and prodded in some alien lab sent a shiver down my spine.

      “Good, you see the problem,” she said nodding. She rested her hand on my thigh, and I was surprised at the solidness and warmth I felt, “You can trust Slix and Roxy with your life. I made certain of their loyalty and compatibility with whoever finished the sim. They should be able to help you interface with the peoples of the galaxy and keep you from getting into too much trouble.”

      “Ok,” I said with a grin, “They’re pretty amazing, even more so in person.”

      “I’m glad you think so,” the professor said, her smile turning predatory, “Trust Roxy and Slix, they have your best interests at heart. They are here to make sure the Hero is well taken care of… that he had everything, he needs… and wants.”

      The figure leaned in, her hot breath on my neck for one second and gargantuan breasts brushing my arm, then she stood, her movements graceful. I felt an ache of loss inside, as she lifted her hand from my thigh, and tried not to stare, but my eyes drank in her curves, the sway of her breasts beneath the ethereal clothing.

      “Do you have any questions for me?” She asked, her golden eyes full of wisdom.

      “A million,” I said, shrugging, “but I can’t remember anything now. No wait, I do have a question,” I shifted on the bed, my blush deepening, but my horny male brain forcing the question out, “Are the Braxtons actually real?”

      “Oh yes, my boy,” she said with a bright smile, “and they’re just as… amorous as they were in the simulation.” She winked at me, and I couldn’t help the grin that split my face, “Now I must go, I will return to you after your next battle. Stay safe… and have fun with your festivities today.” She winked at me, as she shimmered from sight.

      Walking over to the trunk, I found it packed with all my belongings, the space inside far more extensive than the outside. Reaching in, I pulled on clean clothes, eager to not be wearing just my boxers and a t-shirt anymore. I sighed in pleasure as I pulled on my old vans. Then dug free my notebooks, breathing in relief when I had them all laid out before me on the desk. I spent a few minutes flipping through my early-stage notebooks, refreshing my memories of those first fights, then felt my stomach rumbling.

      I was starving, so I stepped up to the door, and it whooshed open. Roxy was standing in the hallway, adjusting her top, so her breasts pressed up to full effect. When she saw me catch her, she blushed a furious shade of red and dropped her hands quickly.

      “Master, sir! I was coming to wake you; we secured the salvage from the Fyrodian’s, but they made us agree to attend their celebrations today.”

      “Sounds great,” I said, “will there be food?”

      “Oh, yes, sir! They will have a feast prepared and many gifts for the man who saved their world.”

      “This is all just too crazy,” I said with a short laugh, as we started down the hall.

      Slix stepped out of the hold and joined us, leading the way to the back of the ship, where the wall shivered and then dropped down, revealing a ramp to the planet’s surface. As we walked down the ramp, I saw we were in a giant square, the whole of it filled with the short and finely featured Fyrodian’s. At first sight of us, the crowd erupted into cheers and applause.

      “We’ll need to get the Triumvirate to begin its research,” I said to Roxy, but the cheering crowd grew so loud I couldn’t make out her response, so we just waved to the adoring masses.

      We walked out to a dazzling display of fanfare. Musicians were playing upbeat music that was odd but pleasing to my ears, and dancers capered all along a broad thoroughfare, with streamers, fireworks, and oddly giant bugs that flew through the air trailing colored smoke in intricate designs.

      A small vehicle was waiting for us near the base of the Arbalest, and we climbed into the convertible and zoomed off down the broad street. As we left the landing field, I was able to look back and get a good view of the Arbalest, appreciating its sleek angles and dangerous-looking profile.

      After a tour through their metropolis, the convertible stopped outside a palace where they led us into a raucous party. The peoples of this world were small compared to humans, the tallest coming to shoulder height on me, and the shortest a foot or so lower. They had the tufted ears I’d seen in the comms display and had a wild, almost manic glee to them. Understandable I guess, since they had been under the threat of utter destruction just hours before.

      Glasses of sparkling green liquor were pushed into our hands by beaming servants, and then a long line of nobles and officials were brought before us. Roxy and Slix proved their value in such a situation a dozen times over.

      Roxy, with her charm and straightforward manner, was the facilitator, moving people along and brushing past ceremony without ruffling any feathers. Slix, with her dark mien and dangerous looks, was even more efficacious in keeping things moving. One glare from her would end a pompous man’s prattling, as quickly as it cut short the predatory gazes of plump noble mothers trying to push their daughters on me.

      Finally, we sat at the feast. I tried my best to be polite as I scarfed down plate after plate of food, but in the end, my lack of table manners was ignored when they saw how much I was enjoying it.

      When we sat down, Roxy disappeared into a crowd of noblewomen. When I asked Slix where she was going, she told me to eat up, her eyes dancing mischievously. That I had to make sure I had enough energy to ‘enjoy my reward’. She wouldn’t tell me what that reward was, though, no matter how hard I pressed. Only telling me she had promised to keep it a surprise.

      “Friends, comrades and countrymen,” said one of the planets foremost politicians, or nobles or whatever, “We have been granted a miracle this day, and the memory shall be held by our people for all time!” The crowd roared, the speech being beamed out to the partying masses throughout the city and planet beyond.

      “Hero Jason Strong has saved us, along with his trusted older comrades,” I glanced at Slix when he said ‘old’ and saw a sad frown on her face, “Know that we will welcome them on our world any moon, and from this day forth they are named full citizens of Free Fyrodia!”

      The cheers redoubled, and the man turned a beaming face to me, holding up his glass, I held up mine and sipped when he did. The liquor of this world was weak compared to Earth, and even on my sixth drink, I was barely feeling it.

      A procession of politicians, nobility, merchants, and military leaders approached our table, presenting me with gifts of all sorts. Beautiful clothing of unusual designs and coloring, weapons, and jewelry, even a holo cube that projected a small 3D display of my Daring Dive as their admirals were calling my attack.

      Finally, the procession was at an end, and I was starting to feel antsy when two beautiful older women came and lead me off the stage. I caught a lot of women staring after us with envy written on their fine-featured faces, including Slix, who I motioned to come with me. Instead, she leaned back in her seat with a bitter smile and winked at me, tilting her glass and downing it in one go.

      I grew more nervous by the moment, as the women lead me deeper into the complex. I asked them where they were taking me, but they didn’t speak. Just grinning at me with intense eyes, their hands sliding up and down my arms. There were a few servants we passed in the hallways who, one and all, bowed low in reverence to us.

      The two women lead me into a steamy room, with a deep pool set into the middle of it that was the size of a small pond. The room had a floral, clean scent, and I felt invigorated from just a breath of its effervescent steam. The women stopped me, their delicate fingers slowly peeling away my clothes.

      “No,” I said, grabbing one of the women's wrists, feeling my cheeks blush red as I grew shy, “I can take care of it… it’s ok… no need to trouble yourselves.”

      The women paused and glanced at one another, small frowns marring their beautiful faces. Then they bowed as one and stepped back.

      “We did not wish to offend great Hero, please enjoy the Waters of Rejuvenation, they are the greatest treasure of our people.”

      With that, both women drew out of the room, slowly closing the great door. I couldn’t help feeling I’d missed something in that exchange, but then again, these were an alien people and culture. I wasn’t a virgin, but I’d always been painfully shy around women and imagining two beautiful exotic MILFs undressing me, was enough to make me painfully erect.

      I disrobed and waded out into the pool with real pleasure. The waters were minerally and the perfect heat for relaxing muscles and joints. I felt the stress melt away as I floated upon the buoyant waters. Some alchemy pulled the sweat and dirt free of my skin, swirling it away from me in whirls of bubbly water. In minutes I was clean as I’d ever been, pores all open and refreshed. I stayed in the pool for a good thirty minutes, though, half expecting someone to come and order me to get out at any moment.

      I lay on my back, hair swirling around my head as I thought about all that had happened so far. I still had so many questions but was finally coming to terms with this new reality. As wild as it seemed, I really was in a living version of my favorite game. Looking around at the beautiful, if alien, decorations on the ceiling, and feeling the waters rejuvenate my body, I also realized that this was going to be a lot more fun than sitting in my little studio apartment in front of monitors eating pizza.
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      Finally, climbing free of the pool, I grew miraculously dry by the time I got back to my clothes. I dressed, and as I stepped up to the great door, it opened, the two same women standing there with warm smiles on their faces.

      “Feeling refreshed?” The woman asked with her musical voice.

      “That was amazing,” I said, “Those waters truly are a wonder.”

      They both smiled wider and bowed again, leading me back down the hall. The inside of this place was a maze of hallways and corridors. At the end intersection, we took a different turn, into a passage that was more opulent and richly decorated than anything so far. Along one wall were large windows with a view of the entire metropolis spread out below and the sea in the distance.

      The women escorting me grinned, wet lips parting, nipples standing out firm against the thin material of their gowns. I began to grow nervous, but held my tongue, because standing at the end of the passage was Roxy, looking like a blonde angel in her blue uniform.

      Strangely, she glanced at the two women standing at my sides, a hopeful smile falling from her face when they shook their heads sadly. I was trying to puzzle out what was going on and was about to ask, but Roxy painted a smile on her beautiful face, white teeth flashing.

      “Master, if you would please come with me,” she stepped aside and pulled open a richly engraved door, the other two women stood to either side of the door and bowed.

      I followed Roxy into a small antechamber, the walls dark and covered in thick drapes, where she turned to me with a conspiratorial grin.

      “In here is your reward, as stated in the TOS. The Fyrodian’s wanted to give you something special, Master. So, each is of fresh virgin stock.” Her sweet-sounding voice was a purr that raised goosebumps all over my arms, “I pray that it pleases you, Hero. If what I learned from reading through your possessions is true, then it shall.” Her expression turned grave as she went on, “You just need to be aware of the extraction method for obtaining your seed.”

      “My what?” I asked, my voice strangled.

      “Genetic material is a valuable commodity for every race, it’s one of the greatest resources in the galaxy. A sample of your seed, taken straight from the source, can gift their future generations with the potential of your greatness. Giving them a greater chance at survival against the Vox-AI, or other possible threats to their existence. We also need the support of the Confederacy, and with it being so loose and ungoverned, every ally we can tie closer to us will be of help.”

      “Yea, that makes sense, but,” I shook my head, “How… I mean…”

      “Relax Master,” Roxy purred, “Slix and I understand your preferences now, and I’ve taken care of everything.”

      With that, she threw back the double doors revealing an intimate but spacious room. I couldn’t tell you how big it was, or even if the walls were on fire or not. My gaze was riveted to the three scantily clad young women reclining on a large bed that dominated the center of the room. Each of them looked like an angel, crafted from different coloring and artistry. When their eyes fell on me, I saw lips part, and slit pupils dilate, expanding rapidly as all three sighed in pleasure.

      “These young women come from the most powerful houses on the planet and are most eager to collect the great hero’s seed,” Roxy breathed in my ear. She couldn’t have seen it, but the second her breasts touched my back, I grew stiff as steel. “They are all legal age and ripe for breeding. So, go make their dreams come true, and Slix and me proud.”

      Then she pressed me forward gently, closing the doors behind me.

      The three women were tall for their species. The one with hair like black silk, slid off the bed and took one of my hands. Her companions, with hair of silver and eyes of fire, took my other hand. They lead me to the bed as the third, with hair of gold and eyes, so blue, I thought I might drown in them, slid down to her knees before me. Her delicate hands drew off my shoes and unhooked my belt, drawing down my pants.

      I had one second of panic when I realized this was actually happening, then the dark woman brought her lips to mine, and all fear fled as pleasure washed through me. The water of rejuvenation had calmed my soul and replenished more than just energy. I was raging with desire, as they pressed their nearly nude, slender forms about me, drawing me down into the cushions.

      I’d never experienced anything even remotely like this before. Not only were the women gorgeous in their fae beauty, but they were all so enamored with me that I felt like a king. They giggled in delight as their hands explored my body. Soft fingers caressing my manhood in awe, as I slid my own hands over their lithe asses and waists. Except for the tops of their heads, their bodies were hairless and slender, agile and supple. Their whispering mouths hinted of the pleasures to come.

      The golden goddess stroked me as her friends took turns, kissing and licking the tip of my cock. I felt the orgasm boiling up in me, and the golden-haired woman slipped a sleeve over my cock. The odd, soft material literally milked the cum out of me. I melted back into the bed as the women sighed in pleasure.

      “The affairs of state are complete, Hero,” whispered the dark woman in one ear.

      “Now, let us thank you properly for saving our world,” said the silver-haired nymph in the other ear.

      “We will give you every pleasure possible,” the golden-haired goddess said, her lips trailing up the underside of my cock, dexterous tongue darting out and teasing all my most sensitive spots.

      She took me into her mouth, coaxing me to stiffness once more, and her companions snuggled in close, pulling my hands down to their tender hairless sexes. Showing me just how human-like their pussies were, as I touched and teased them. The golden one mounted me, her slender thighs draping to the side of her friends, as she drew me into her incredible tightness.

      Our rhythm was long and slow as she drew out my pleasure. When I pulled her down atop me, my hands exploring her body, she softened against my chest. Kissing me gently as her small hips rose and fell slowly on my cock. I reached up with gentle fingers and touched her long soft ears and felt her small pussy shiver and shudder on my cock.

      “Oh, Hero… mhmm… you are… oh, gods… you have found our secret button!” She cried out, arching her back, her tightness cinching down on me as she came. Then she collapsed, panting and gasping, a wide grin on her face.

      Her silver-haired friend pulled me over, rolling me between her slender legs, and then I was sliding into her bottomless depths. Her wetness was like a flood as I drove in deep, gushing around my cock. The lust was in me again, and I took her with wild abandon, reaching up to brush her ears, eliciting a yelp of pleasure each time. I flooded her depths, as her passionate kisses shut out the rest of the world.

      Then the dark one was drawing me into her heavenly mouth. Eyes grinning wickedly, as she swallowed all of me in one go, her throat doing incredible things to my cockhead. Then she was beneath me and bent over at the waist. Her firm little ass pushing back into me again and again as I drove into her hard and fast. We came together, her head thrown back, back arched, firm little breasts dancing with each thrust, and silky hair, a fan of darkness across the sheets.

      I collapsed onto the bed between the gorgeous alien women, spent and grateful for this wild new life I’d managed to get dragged into. Another twenty minutes of touching, teasing, and whispered words of devotion from the women, and I was raging hard again. They took turns sucking me off, trading my cock back and forth between their supple mouths, as I licked and tasted each of their alien pussies. The flavor was odd but not unpleasant. They milked another load of cum into their sample container, and it was an exhausted and sated young Hero, who staggered out of the bedroom and back into the feast hall.

      It was another hour of speeches and drinks before we left, and I spent it sipping cocktails and enjoying hungry stares from alien women. Roxy and Slix, both spoke with my three lovers, who sauntered into the celebration hall a half-hour later.

      They were dressed in matching gowns and walked arm in arm. The toast of the party besides myself, girls and women flocked to them. The girls preened like celebrities, the envy of every woman, and were inseparable. I saw Slix and Roxy both smiling widely as they spoke with the three, and I felt my cheeks burning red when Slix threw me a lascivious wink. The girl's hot eyes passed over me many times, eager to see if I appreciated their gorgeous gowns and cute hair and makeup. After fifteen minutes of flirting or so, I slipped into the side room to relieve myself, and the girls piled in after.

      I turned to find hot kisses and hotter hands, all over my body and manhood. Seconds later, I had all three bent over against the wall, dresses flipped over their slender hips as I took them in turn. The cries of pleasure rose higher and higher, as we neared out mutual orgasm. The three sharing kisses, slender fingers teasing each other's ears as the girls got one another off.

      We left after that with every woman in the place staring after Roxy and Slix in envy. The last thing I saw was the three young women staggering out of the side room, hair in disarray, and glassy-eyed grins on their faces. A large crowd of Fyrodian women crowded around, eager to hear every detail of the girl's wild time with the Hero.

      Back on the Arbalest, I crawled under my blankets, exhausted from one of the most marvelous days of my life. If each day was going to be this crazy, I was going to have to really start worrying about my stamina. Visions of my sexy encounter from earlier danced in my head, only this time it was Roxy and Slix who were waiting on the bed, and I groaned as my sore dick grew hard once more.
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      I woke a couple hours later, my mind alert and body full of energy. I pulled on some pants and a clean shirt, and climbed into the desk chair, logging into the hard-light monitor. I spent a few hours poring over the ship’s schematics, finding whole new levels of detail that the game hadn’t touched upon. So much complexity and depth of information on core systems that I’d never seen and couldn’t wait to dig into.

      More important than the information on the Arbalest, which was plenty important, was news about my enemy. The game gave no backstory for the threat, giving the player very little information, even in the later stages. I found a trove of data on the Vox-AI, at least compared to what I’d read before. I was able to cull through everything they knew about the enemy in a couple of hours.

      The world of Vox and its people had been much like Earth. A species on the brink of real discovery, enmeshed in petty internal strife and consumerism. The world powers decided to hand over control of their economy and automation systems to an Artificial Intelligence, forged by the combined inputs of thousands of engineers, scientists, and designers.

      What happened next is precisely what you would expect. The AI wiped out every sentient life form on the planet, seeing them as the biggest threat to the world's survival. All would have been well, the AI content to exist on Vox alone, then a mining operation was established on the planet's moon by another galactic power.

      The Vox-AI seeing another destructive force resolved through its processing, to wipe all sentient life from the galaxy. Like an undead plague, every enemy that fell to it, was added to the host. The threat growing with every battle. First, small moons had gone dark, then backwater worlds on the fringes of space. The higher powers in the galaxy had realized the threat, when whole systems were being absorbed. By then, it was too late, or so they feared.

      Pulling up the list of items we’d salvaged, I saw a lot of familiar tech. The professor had certainly been thorough in building her simulation. The ships we had taken down were older confederate ships, taking in the early years of the war. They had been advanced by the Vox-AI in ways most people couldn’t understand. I knew there were scientists, engineers, and researchers capable of divining secrets and weapons from the Vox-AI tech, but getting them to start on the research didn’t look as easy as a click of a mouse, like it had been in the game.

      The more I learned, the more I realized the peoples of the galaxy were terrified of the Vox-AI, to the point of superstition. The few times they had managed to destroy the enemy’s ships, they had abandoned them in space, raining destruction on them and then leaving the quadrant. They worried the Vox-AI operated like a plague, spread through contact. That was one bit of information I had from the game that wasn’t known to these peoples or at least, wasn’t believed by them.

      Once a ship was determined inoperable, or its prime function was impaired, the AI would remove every bit of its code from it. It was careful to never compromise its own programming with imperfect vessels. The hardware was perfect salvage material, though, and fuel for needed innovations.

      I was in the mess, having my second cup of a drink that tasted like hot milk tea, when Slix came in, yawning and cinching the last buckle on her black outfit. I allowed myself one second to marvel at her gorgeous face and body, living flesh to so many of my boyhood fantasies.

      “You’re up early,” she said as she punched the drink dispenser’s display and pulled out a steaming cup of the same liquid.

      “I’ve been up for hours,” I said, “Pouring over these readouts from the salvage.”

      “I still don’t understand what use you can get out of that tech,” she said, sitting down and perusing the files with me.

      The woman smelled of cinnamon and strange spices, and I found myself inhaling deeply to try and drink in her scent. She scowled when she caught me sniffing, and I hurriedly pulled up the light-pad, pointing out several Vox-AI parts.

      “You see these here? They’re fuel cells. Only with hundreds of times the energy as the best Triumvirate fuel cells in service today.”

      “That’s impossible,” she said, “How can that be?”

      “Their ships work on some kind of power feedback loop. One other thing, look here,” I zoomed in on a dull green network of wires that branched and twisted amongst themselves, connecting everything together. “They have integrated every system into one grid of energy. By doing so, they aren’t bound to the use of mundane ammunitions either, the fuel cells can power both, their weapons and their shields, simultaneously.”

      Slix pored over the information I’d highlighted, and through the images and vids of the ships in combat. I could see her brilliant mind working, as she saw the connections I was pointing out. The green energy flowing throughout the living vessels, flowing almost like a liquid, swirling out into ion blasts.

      “This isn’t new information,” she said, “but the inferences are… It makes sense, though… incredible. But I still don’t see what we can do with it.”

      “We’ll discover ways to power the Arbalest similarly. Eventually, having more durable shields and removing the need for ammunition or recharging our drive. The applications to Triumvirate scanners and Emrido Empire starships are almost limitless. Imagine an Imperial Class Destroyer with unlimited ammo, instead of the paltry five charges they currently carry.

      “The first thing we need to do is get the Triumvirate’s best minds working on this, discovering everything that they can build from it. Once we’ve established a good reputation with them, we can begin to direct their research.”

      “All logic would say we make contact with the Emrido Empire first,” Slix said, “The Professor was a princess in the Empire before she was ex-communicated for her research. She still has allies within their court. If you go to the Tri’s first, you’ll only make enemies with the Imperial court.”

      “If we ally with the Emrido Empire first, and gain a good reputation with them,” I said, “the Tri’s will look upon us with distrust. We need to begin with getting the Tri’s on our side. Getting research started and funded as early as possible is vital to the end game. Although you’re correct, it’s going to make it difficult to build trust with the Empire later, that’s just something we’re going to have to accept for now.”

      In the game, the research tree was so deep and complex, and so few players had made it to the final stages, that there were vast sections that had never been fully discovered. I knew to focus our research on attack and defense, as well as healing. After that, I went by feel in my campaigns. Sometimes focusing on cultural analysis and other times the arts. There were dozens of options.

      Slix proved to be a godsend as we reviewed Triumvirate space. She took me through their entire empire, pointing out where the Vox-AI was encroaching on their territory, highlighting four places where she thought there would be a battle soon.

      We made real progress when Roxy strolled in and hopped into the planning. The woman had a good grasp of the politics and pointed to one of the battles as being a place where we could gain the most reputation with the Triumvirate. One of the Tri’s leaders was there in person, visiting chemical plants and laboratories with her retinue.

      “We have no idea what the Vox-AI will send at us,” Roxy said with a worried frown.

      “All that matters is getting the Triumvirate to start their research,” I said, “If we do that, then it will be a success.”

      “That only happens if you win the battle, Hero,” Slix said, crossing her arms, “You can expect them to send a lot more firepower than you faced last time.”

      “We will win,” Roxy said to her friend, “Have faith, Slix.”

      “Slix is right,” I said, unable to keep the edge out of my voice, “This is going to be a tough fight, and we can’t count on the Tri’s for even a little help. They’ll look suspiciously on any ship entering their space. We’ll have to choose our timing carefully.”

      I was excited about the next challenge, and nervous as well. Real lives were on the line again, not just the pixelated images on my viewer. Each and every decision I made had real life or death outcomes. I should have been frightened at the challenge and the chance of failure, but in all honesty, I couldn’t wait. Games like this were what I lived for.

      I climbed into my captain's chair and flew the Arbalest out of Fyrodian air space. It was surreal to see the green and blue planet disappear beneath us and soar into the cold blackness of space. I felt none of the thrust or weightlessness I’d always associated with space travel, just a gentle pressure pushing me down into the comfortable chair.

      Pulling up the nav systems, I had Roxy chart us a course through galactic space to the Triumvirate world where the battle was shaping up. As I reviewed the ship's data and the status of her weapons and systems, I saw that the galactic clock and calendar were very similar to the Earth’s own. I guess it makes sense, most habitable worlds exist within the same band of orbit around their suns.

      We had many hours yet until we arrived, and I had a packed day of research and planning ahead. I was just beginning to dig into the data, pulling out my notebook from early in the game’s campaign and cross-referencing between the two, when Roxy turned in her chair to face me, one long finger trailing down the neckline of her blue shirt, red nail pressing into firm breast flesh in a way that caused my manhood to throb.

      “Master,” Roxy said, her voice delicate as if she were choosing her words with care, “Did you approve of my selection of Fyrodian’s to share your bed?”

      “Uh, yea… I did,” I said, feeling nervous and awkward.

      “If there’s anything special you would like,” she said, her voice a touch hopeful, “anything at all. You just have to ask, and we’ll make sure all your needs are met.”

      “Oh, thank you,” I said, face burning with embarrassment, “I mean, I can’t think of anything I might need; this ship is pretty amazing. If the mess could produce Mt. Dew, it would be perfect.”

      “I will look into it,” she said with a warm smile.

      “I’m initiating the drive,” Slix said, her voice oddly bitter, “If you need me, I’ll be in the back.”

      With that, the raven-haired beauty stood and stalked down the hall, heels clicking. I glanced back after her and then looked over to Roxy with a questioning frown.

      “Is she ok?” I asked.

      “Don’t mind Slix, Master,” she said, frowning after her friend. “She’s just having a hard time adjusting to the fact that it took us so many years to find you. You see, we had hoped… we’d hoped to find you many years ago when we were in our prime.”

      I wasn’t sure how to respond to that, not wanting to sound like I was agreeing, and not wishing to dispute with her. I really needed to sit down with them both and have a long conversation. There were so many questions I still had. Plus, I was burning to learn more about these women who I’d only known as two-dimensional characters. There was just too much to do right now to prepare.

      Resolving to make it a priority after the battle, I pulled up the Vox-AI data and went back to my task of cross-referencing what I found in the ship's systems against my own notes. I’d never had such ready access to so much information before, but I’d been doing similar research for years. I wasn’t a programmer, or really all that interested in it, but years back, someone had loaded client-side game code online, for the purposes of databasing the items, ships, research, etc. that was discovered in the game. I often used that data to confirm my own handwritten notes.

      The battle we were heading into was very similar to the second major fight in the game. Once again, the simulation matched up with reality, but with a few glaring differences. The Triumvirate fleet had already deployed its defensive arrays and established its position, thus forcing me to change the tactics I’d always used. I was staring at a new problem on an old game-board.

      The Triumvirate fleet was arrayed in a diamond formation above their world, waiting for the Vox invasion, ready to attack and defend in any direction. Their tactics were simplistic and obvious. The Vox-AI, I knew from long experience, preferring to bite at a fleet’s outer edges, testing and wearing them down, before the full swarm arrived and consumed their enemy.

      Pulling up the schematics and scans Slix had taken of the wreckage, I was able to feed the data into the Arbalest’s advanced targeting systems. Once that work was complete, I relaxed. Sitting back and rubbing my eyes, I looked around and saw that the lights on the ship were dim. I had a few hours and figured it would be best if I tried to get some rest too. Clambering out of the chair and down to my room, I paused at my door. Seeing that the other cabins door was open, I peeked in.

      Inside was a luxuriously appointed room, a stark contrast to my own austere space. This room was painted in soft red and gold tones, the lights enhancing a warm, inviting feel. A large cushioned couch dominated one side and two large terminals the other. It had a lived-in feel, and that made sense since these two women had been living on this ship for nearly twenty years now.

      At the back end of the cabin was a large bed with Slix and Roxy sleeping in it. Both women were entangled in the thin sheet that molded itself to their perfect bodies, leaving little to the imagination. Causing my heart to race and my body to respond immediately, as I took in their lovely forms. The smooth pale flesh that peeked from beneath the blanket was clad in only small undergarments, and I heard a groan escape my throat.

      I jerked back, feeling ashamed for peeping in on them in such a compromising position, and hoping I hadn’t woken them. I moved back just in time, too, for I heard a disgruntled grumble from within as both women shifted on the bed.

      I quickly slipped into my room and crawled into my small cot. As the light dimmed, I dreamed of those two goddesses and, with marginal satisfaction, drifted off to a fitful rest.
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      I woke to the dull hum of the drive systems and fresh recirculated air. Standing and stretching, I pulled on my clothes, and after a glance in the mirror, resolved to find something better to wear soon. Except for the vans. I planned to keep those.

      When I got to the bridge, I found Roxy and Slix already in their seats, tapping away at their terminals. Slix didn’t glance my way, but I caught a slight grimace on her face. Roxy turned and gave me a tight smile. She seemed tense, and I guess that fit since we were about to head into a battle where neither side saw us as an ally.

      “Morning Master,” Roxy said, “We should be entering Triumvirate space shortly.”

      “Have the Vox begun their assault?” I asked as I sank into my captain’s chair, tapping in a series of commands to bring up our weapon systems.

      “They have, Sir,” Roxy said, sending an image to the forward display.

      On-screen, I could see the Vox-AI were swarming the Triumvirate fleet. A half dozen ships had been destroyed, their debris scattered across a thousand square miles of space. As we watched, a barrage of pulse beams lit up the shields of the Triumvirates capital ship.

      “Slix, charge the pulse beam. Roxy, get me on the comm with the captain of that Capital ship.”

      “Yes, Sir!” Both women said at once, their fingers dancing over the consoles. It was a markedly better attitude than they’d shown in the last battle.

      I plotted my initial course and locked it into the nav computer, then got to work initiating the ion cannon overrides I’d installed the night before.

      “Sir,” Slix said with alarm, when she saw what I was doing, “If you disengage the cannon auto-lock, we will have no way of targeting the Vox-AI ships.”

      “We can’t trust the automated systems anymore,” I said, working quickly, “the Vox-AI will anticipate every target before we can lock it in, even if our weapons could breach their shields, we would never land a hit on them.”

      “You have a plan?” She asked.

      “I have a plan,” I said, feeling the thrill of the game coursing through me, getting my juices flowing.

      “Sir,” Roxy said, “I have a Lieutenant Xellios of the Gargantua.”

      “Lieutenant,” I said, “This is Captain Jason Strong of the Arbalest, be advised we will be entering your space. We are allies, repeat, we are allies.”

      “Arbalest, we have no registration for your vessel,” came the harried voice of the lieutenant, in the background could be heard shouts of panic and alarm, “Be advised, repeat, be advised, you do not have clearance to enter the space of Planet-683. If you continue on your present course, we will be forced to fire upon you. Turn around, repeat turn around, Arbalest.”

      “Sir, what do we do?” Roxy asked, her face a mask of concern.

      “Gargantua,” I said into the comm, trying to match the calmness of Iceman in Top Gun, “you have thirty-two minutes before your shields give out, and this planet and all her people are lost. You can fire on us, a single vessel here to help, or you can save the ammunition for when we drop those Vox shields.”

      “Captain,” cut in a female voice, “this is the Elistos, Gargantua’s Science Officer, do I hear you correctly? You have knowledge of how to disable their shields?” The second voice was female as well, and tight with stress.

      “Of that and more,” I said, “but time is running out, and your ships are not positioned to carry out the attack on their generators. Pull your interceptors back within the blanket of the Gargantua’s shields, and we will drop the enemies.”

      “Captain, transmit your holo files for our review,” the Science Officer said, “and we’ll take it under advisement.”

      “Sir, they ended the call,” Roxy said with a shake of her head in annoyance, “I’ll try to get them back, but they’re requesting data before another commlink is established.”

      “Forget them,” I said, “I assumed they wouldn’t believe us or help. Fucking Tri’s never did in the game either. Slix, how’s that pulse beam?”

      “Fifteen seconds till its fully charged,” she said, “I’ll begin powering down the drive systems for entry into the planets orbit.”

      “Negative,” I said with a grin, my heart really starting to race now, “pass maneuvering controls to my chair, and be prepared to fire on my command.”

      “Yes, sir,” Slix said, and I caught the barest hesitation in her voice.

      I would have liked to explain my plan to her and Roxy, but somethings are better demonstrated than explained. Like many of my tricks for dealing with specific battles in the game, it would only work once. I could see, as I reviewed their Vox's deployment, that they were taking care to maintain a precise minimum spacing, so the tactic I’d used in the first battle wouldn’t work again.

      A surge of joy and excitement raced through me as we drew close. Every heartbeat was an eternity, as those final seconds ticked down. Finally, we could see the Vox-AI capitol ship clearly, and I tapped the viewing screen to zero in on my target.

      This vital piece of information came from the salvage I’d reviewed with Slix. I’d spent hours the night before double-checking my assumptions.

      “Prepare to fire, in three… two…” The enemy ship was approaching at an alarming rate, growing to massive proportions in our view screen. I cut power to the drive systems and jerked the toggle controls at the same moment I shouted, “One!”

      I barely registered the explosion behind us as we dropped our round within the shield generators' defenses. All of my focus was on riding out the shockwave as it took us down into the thick of the fighting. I let loose with blasts of the Arbalest’s ion cannons, stitching the side of a corvette, twin explosions racing up the ship, crippling it.

      “Shields are down.” Roxy called, “The Gargantua has target locked us, but they’re not firing. They are hailing us again, sir!”

      “Not…. Now…” I said through gritted teeth, all of my focus on threading our ship through the chaos of a star battle.

      The dog fight was on in earnest now, dozens of Vox interceptors swarmed at the Arbalest, our shields lighting up as ion blasts hit. I employed a dogfighting tactic I’d perfected in the game. Putting the Arbalest into a spiraling flight, cork-screwing our way through the enemy, I used their own vessels to shield us from their attacks, preserving our own shields.

      Slix and Roxy called out warnings during the battle, alerting me to threats I hadn’t noticed. My nerves grew raw after a dozen close encounters with death in as many seconds. My focus absolute. I fell into the zone, just like I did when playing the game. Tuning out everything but the information fed to me from the ship's systems and the girls.

      Having to continually adjust tactics while keeping the overall battle strategy in mind. Doing this against an enemy that learns faster than any mortal mind, and operates with a hive mentality, relaying orders instantly, is nearly impossible. That was the great challenge of the game, and I found it was the biggest in the real battle as well.

      I hate to admit this, but I was having the time of my life. Sweat poured down my head after five minutes, and after ten, I was panting as if I’d just run a marathon, but my fingers flew fast and sure across the controls, and I kept the sweat out of my eyes, as I wove the Arbalest through a final group of interceptors and got to the shield generators.

      Once the shields had dropped, the Tri’s engaged the Vox-AI in force. However, their reliance on target locks made them mostly ineffective against the smaller and faster enemy interceptors. They realized that soon and focused all their firepower on the great Capitol ship and medium-sized corvette class ships, as I’d hoped.

      The Vox-AI were never able to reengage their shields, and the battle was over an hour later. Once the last enemy ship was blasted out of space, I breathed a sigh of relief. My hands aching from gripping the controls for so long, and I had to pry my fingers from them.

      There were no cheers this time. The battle had been long and brutal for the Triumvirate. The Vox-AI had tried to cut their way free by going straight through the Tri’s fleet and had taken out hundreds of ships in the attempt. I wiped the sweat from my brow with the sleeve of my shirt. Roxy and Slix both looked exhausted as well, their hair plastered to their heads and necks slick with sweat.

      “Sir,” Slix said, speaking softly and staring at me in awe, “that was the greatest flying I’ve ever seen… the maneuvers… how could you see the whole battlefield in your mind? They’ll be studying this at flight school for centuries!”

      “Master, I have the Gargantua’s Captain on the comm,” Roxy said, “patching in now.”

      “This is Captain Eslexor of the Gargantua.” came a cold, remote voice, “First to the Captain and crew of the rogue vessel Arbalest, let me say congratulations and our great thanks for your small assistance in our victory today. Please accept our invitation to dock at spaceport 316, so you and your crew may be remanded for questioning.”

      “Master,” Roxy said, cutting off the outgoing communication, “we will be putting ourselves under Triumvirate control once we dock there.”

      “What do you suggest?” I asked her.

      “We should get the Space Police to act as a go-between. I still have friends on the force who can arrange for us to dock at their station and shuttle us to the Triumvirate world.”

      “Arrange it,” I said, “and speak with this captain for me. If I talk to the asshat right now, I’ll end up starting another war.”

      “Of course, Master,” Roxy said with a grin. Turning back to the comm, she spoke with the Gargantua’s Captain before contacting the Space Police forces.

      “Slix, start gathering information on what is salvageable from the Vox-AI debris.” I pulled up the list we’d been working on from the last battle, “Add to this list and start planning for upgrades to the Arbalest drive and weapon systems.”

      “Yes, sir!” She said, getting right on it.

      I pulled myself out of the captain’s chair and knuckled the small of my back. My bladder was screaming at me as I made my way down to the bathroom. My mind wouldn’t stop replaying, particularly intense parts of the battle over and over again. Energy still coursed through me as I slowly calmed down from the fight.

      The Triumvirate had been founded by three races, according to the information Roxy gave me to study. Long before, they’d determined that each of the races had their own weaknesses and shortcomings, but by relying on each other's strengths, they could overcome them. Over the centuries, the three races had intermingled and begun to rely on cloning technology to further enmesh them.

      Now it produced the greatest scientists and engineers in the galaxy and controlled nearly twenty percent of known space. The three species had been mingling their DNA for so long that they were now one people, for all intents and purposes. Only retaining species independence on the three home-worlds.

      Roxy received word from the Space Police that we would be allowed to dock, and they agreed to shuttle us down to the surface of the planet. They held an invitation to dine with the Triumvirate ruler on the world, and Roxy insisted on accepting it, even though it was for me alone.

      “You can’t refuse her invitation, Master,” she said after I inquired whether I really had to go, “not only would it offend their government, there’s no better way to get them to carry out your research, than getting her on your side.”

      “I’ll trust you,” I said, as Slix docked us at the Space Police station, “Now, tell me about this ruler.”

      Docking was a lengthy procedure, so Roxy had plenty of time to tell me all about the Triumvirate and their leaders, the Consuls. The Consul here, called Zemusto, and was rumored to be a monumental diva. Roxy told me all about what she knew of Triumvirate politics and the current power balance between the three leaders. The senate had a lot of control in their republic, and its continually shifting alliances were often raising one Consul up over another.

      “The Space Police forces are ready for us, Sir,” said Slix, “Let's get kitted up, and then we can meet them in the hold.”

      She led us back into the mess and over to a wall, that had appeared to be blank. Pressing her palm to the corner of one panel, there was a hiss of steam, and then the wall rolled up, revealing a hidden space filled with weapons of all kinds. Just like in a movie, they were organized along the wall and backlit.

      Slix pulled down a long, curved blade and strapped it to her back, along with a pair of small, dangerous looking blasters, while Roxy picked up a couple of power gloves and slipped them on her hands.

      “I don’t expect trouble,” Slix said, “but Zemusto can be unpredictable in the best of times, so better to be prepared. Let's see here… bladed weapons require too much training, and we don’t have time for you to run through any sims… How about a Rvington 888?” She pulled down a sleek looking pistol with twin barrels, “This barrel here shoots stunning rounds, and this one here fires uranium slugs, capable of tearing through any armor. You can shoot your way through a capital ship's hull with this.”

      “Thank you,” I said, taking the weapon and holster.

      She showed me how to fire the weapon and where the safety button was. As Slix closed up the weapons locker, Roxy helped me get into the holsters harness. As she moved around me, I couldn’t help staring down her lowcut top, or stare at her beautiful face with its perfect makeup and hair. She caught me staring down into the dark shadow between her massive breasts, and a broad smile tugged at her lips.

      “Master,” The blonde said, glancing up at me as she fitted a buckle around my thigh. Her cheeks took on a pink color, and I grew nervous at the proximity of her hands to my thickening cock, “Is there anything-.”

      BOOM, BOOM, BOOM!

      The pounding came from down in the hold, and Slix nodded, a grimace tugging at her lips.

      “They’re here. Let's get going before we lose the descent window.”
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      The two of them double-checked their weapons on the way down to the hold. I could feel the tension growing with each step. When we stood in the empty rectangular space of the hold, waiting for the airlock to release, Roxy and Slix slipped hands on their weapons and eased them around to casually point in the direction of the door.

      “I thought the Space Police were your friends,” I said, glancing at their weapons, “Is that not the case?”

      “Anytime we step off the Arbalest, we put you at risk, Hero,” Roxy said, “It’s not that I don’t trust my former sisters, it’s that I don’t trust anyone. We had assurances the Fyrodian world was safe. None knew about your existence yet, you’d just saved their world, and they are not a people who dissemble. The risk was small. Here though…”

      “The Triumvirate’s a different place than Fyrodia,” Slix said, she looked at me with a frown, “You’re absolutely certain we need to do this?”

      “I’m certain,” I said, feeling queasy now, “that we need them to start researching Vox tech. It’s necessary if we want to win the war.”

      Whatever she had been about to say, was cut off as the door rolled open with a hiss of steam. Standing on the other side of the door were five officers. They were all women of various races, and I was stunned by their diversity.

      There was a slender blue-skinned woman with gills, and a green-skinned woman that towered two feet above all the others, and in the front, with a shelf of medals and rank on her shoulder, was an older Fyrodian woman. All of them were in blue uniforms similar to Roxy’s but updated versions with yellow piping running down the sides and trimming their plunging necklines. The clothes seemed far too provocative for cops, but I wasn’t about to complain, everywhere I looked, I saw gorgeous female flesh.

      Behind them, was a long white hallway leading back to the Space Police station. A massive structure I could just make out through the windows as it spun in space. A few dozen other ships were docked around us as well, and faces pressed up against windows in different corridors, to stare.

      “Commandant Roxy!” An older Fyrodian officer said, snapping off a crisp salute, “We have come to escort you all planet-side.”

      The woman didn’t glance at me, but the four behind her did, eyes saucer wide as they took me in from head to toe. I grew uncomfortable under the stares, and even more so when the blue-skinned woman began to make a sound in her throat, gills flaring wide, and a milky white liquid dribbled down her thighs. None of the others seemed to notice, so I pretended I didn’t either.

      “Please, Captain,” Roxy said with a smile, “That rank no longer applies, it’s just Roxy now. Thank your Chief for the help and tell her we’re even now.”

      “Will do, ma’am,” the older Fyrodian said with a grin. When Slix shifted, the woman tenses, hand straying towards her weapon before she relaxed, the other cops reacting similarly to the raven-haired woman's presence. “If you will all follow me.”

      The captain's eyes passed over me and flared wide, slit pupils dilating in a sign of desire, I’d learned during my time with the three beauties of her race. They led us out of the ship, Slix locking it up. As we marched down the corridor, I edged closer to Slix.

      “Why did they react to you that way?” I asked out of curiosity. Speaking to the gorgeous woman also gave me a chance to inhale her spicy perfume, and occasionally her body brushed against mine, sending shivers of pleasure all through me.

      “That’s what happens when you’re the most feared outlaw in three sectors,” she said with a crooked grin, “It was a lifetime ago, but cops have long memories. Don’t worry, there hasn’t been a bounty on my head since the Professor saved me. Not that this lot could take me in if they tried.”

      She sneered around at the uniformed officers, and they shied back unconsciously.

      The captain took us through a crowded terminal, filled with officers and other non-uniformed women who worked in the building. Heads turned and stared at me wherever we passed, and an eerie silence proceeded our group and a trail of whispers in our wake. I was just about to ask why there were no men in the Space Police forces, but we were shuffled into a small pod.

      Roxy showed me how to strap myself into the odd chair, and a couple minutes later, we were being dropped down to the planet's surface. As we plummeted through the atmosphere, the ship rattling around us and fires of reentry burning outside along the hull, I realized that we’d been blessed on the Arbalest. Our ship was light years more advanced than the rest of the galaxy, and I was reminded, as I gritted my teeth, feeling the g-forces squeezing my brain.

      I felt something slide into my hand and clutched at it involuntarily. Lifting my head against the forces pressing on it, I saw a slip of paper with a hasty scrawl on it. Looking around, I saw two Space Officers sitting within reach, but neither gave any hint they’d slipped me the note. One was a slender olive-skinned woman with twin antennae and firm breasts and ass. The other was a short and plump race, with heavy breasts and a cute face.

      I slipped the note into my pocket, keeping it hidden, and sighed in relief when the pod slowed its descent, finally coming to a stop. We had been dropped right in the center of an opulent palace. A small airfield of sorts covered the roof of a massive, ten football field building.

      The roof offered a phenomenal view of the surrounding lands, or factories I should say. Because I was unsure if there was any land at all below us. As far as the eye could see were pipes and girders, vats of bubbling liquids, and bright lights flashing. Automated cranes were picking up trams of ore and moving them to rail lines, while drones flew all through the air in a structured dance.

      On the other side of the roof was an elegant ship, long and lean, and shining brilliantly in the white sunlight of this world. A side door was open, revealing a plush red interior, and a red carpet had been rolled out and extended halfway across the roof, towards where our pod had landed. Outside the ship, a half dozen aliens stood, all with eerily similar appearances and dressed in matching livery. The only differentiating feature that I could see, was their hair, which each a different color of the rainbow and styled in distinctive ways.

      “Those are the Tri’s most trusted servants,” The Space Captain said to Roxy, “I hope you know what you’re doing, Commandant. I wouldn’t trust these slipper buggers as far as I can throw them.”

      “We’re going to have to learn to trust one another if we’re ever going to defeat the Vox,” Roxy said with a smile for her friend, “Thanks for the lift. Hopefully, we’re back quick.”

      “Sir,” the captain said, turning to me, and I saw that she’d been suppressing emotions this whole time, that’s why she hadn’t acknowledged me, now that she did, her eyes filled with tears and her voice thickened, “You saved my family… my friends… my entire world. I’m Space Police now, and we’re not supposed to have any allegiance to our home-worlds… but thank you, sir. Thank you from the bottom of my heart. If there’s ever anything you need, anything at all, and it’s in my power to give it, then all you have to do is ask.”

      Before I could reply, she snapped off a sharp salute and turned on her heel, tears streaming down her cheeks, as she marched her squad back to the pod. I turned from admiring her pert little backside march away, to find Slix and Roxy, giving me amused smiles.

      “Let’s go, lady killer,” Slix said, “before anyone else offers to betray their vows and throws themselves at your feet.”

      When we approached the sleek golden ship, the six women in attendance stirred, but their eyes never left their feet. One of them swept forward, her thin dress swaying around her slender body, showing it off to best advantage. She had long, thick red hair styled into an artful coif, and slender limbs, with a willowy body that swayed delightfully as she walked. Her breasts were small but perfectly shaped, which was evident as her dress pressed against them.

      Roxy said, after so much mingling of their DNA, they now call their people Trillaxians. Still, the term was imprecise, as anyone who was a citizen of their republic was called a Trillaxian, whether they were of the race or not.

      “The Triumvirate welcomes you all,” the Trillaxian woman said in a musical voice, her eyes on the ground as she spoke, “On behalf of The Illustrious Zemusto, Consul of the Triumvirate, you, young manling, are offered an audience. Your… companions may travel with us but will not be allowed within the Consuls presence. Is this acceptable to you all?”

      “What assurances do we have that the Hero will be safe?” Slix asked, resting one hand on a blaster and cocking her hip.

      “If this manling is truly the Hero,” the slender woman said, her tone indicating that she didn’t believe it one bit, “Then he has nothing to fear from the Triumvirate or any of its holdings.”

      Slix opened her mouth to argue, but Roxy placed a hand on her arm, stilling her. They both turned to me, and I could see they were leaving the decision up to me. I looked into the plush interior of the ship and at the six nearly identical women and felt apprehension tickling at the back of my neck. If there was a faster way to get the research started, I would have turned around right there and gone back to the Arbalest, but I could think of none, so I nodded to the two women. And they returned the nods, their expressions grim.

      “Lead the way,” I said, and at the sound of my voice, the six gave odd little shivers and swayed in place.

      “Yessss,” said one of the Trillaxians, still unwilling or able to look up from her feet at me, “Our mistress awaits…”

      They had me sit in the far back of the ship, the woman who directed me, inhaling my scent and shivering in an oddly catlike way. Then the six of them piled into the forward cabin, and the luxurious ship took off.

      We zoomed through the air at hundreds of miles an hour, the factories and plants beneath us flying past. It wasn’t long before we stopped before a massive building that reached thousands of feet in the air, towering over everything around it.

      I shifted in my seat and gazed out the window, using the opportunity of my body blocking their sight to slip the little note free and read it.

      “You have friends nearby.”

      I ponded the meaning and message behind it. Wishing I had a chance to speak with Slix and Roxy about it but unable to, while the Trillaxians could overhear. I stayed silent as we landed on a platform near the top of the massive tower.

      Stepping out on the landing, a cold wind tugged at my clothes, and I felt a moment of vertigo looking over the edge, at the several thousand-foot drop. Drones that flew near the ground below us looked smaller than ants from this height.

      “If you would follow me manling, our mistress is awaiting your arrival,” one of the Trillaxians said, it was hard to tell them apart, even with the different hair colors. They all looked and sounded so similar. “Your companions will be shown into a waiting room while you dine.”

      “Good luck,” Roxy said with a nervous grin, while Slix just glared around her at the four who started to lead them away.

      I gave them both a smile of encouragement, feeling like a fraud as my stomach roiled nervously. Then I let the woman and her companions lead me to the entrance of the massive tower. I glanced back and saw Slix and Roxy being escorted into a side door, Slix looked back just before stepping in, and I felt my heart leap at the look of longing she threw my way. Then they were gone from sight, the door shutting behind them.
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      The two women took me into a cavernous space. Floor to ceiling windows filling one wall, while the other side was occupied by several hundred oddly shaped desks. At them, sat Trillaxians with every color of hair imaginable, men and women. Other than their differently colored hair, they all had such similar features, it was eerie.

      The other odd thing was that none of them would look up from their desks. I still had yet to see a single pair of Trillaxian eyes and was beginning to get annoyed at the behavior. As a human, it’s hard to trust people that won’t look you in the eyes. I said nothing though as the pair took me up a flight of wide curving stairs to a lift. They remained silent, eyes downcast as the circular platform rose, lifting us through empty space.

      The elevator took us through the ceiling, and I found myself on the top floor of this tower. The walls were slanted in, the peak a diamond shape and all in glass, giving an unobstructed view of everything that surrounded the tower.

      The ample space was furnished as part office, part living quarters. With a bubbling and steaming tub in one corner that looked more like a pool. A woman reclined on a divan; a wide assortment of food laid out before her on a table. The whole image was designed to awe me and was doing an excellent job of it.

      Especially the woman. She looked much like the others had in shape and form, but she wasn’t an exact copy as the others seemed to be. She was taller, evident even as she lay down, probably only an inch or two shorter than me. Her long slender legs were bare, the pale skin running all the way up to where a tiny skirt covered the top few inches of thighs. Her top was a loose and flowing material, nearly transparent, that showed off her perfect large breasts, capped in soft purple nipples. The face was more finely featured, and her eyes alighted on mine, sending a shiver through me. They were emerald green, matching her golden hair perfectly, with no pupil or iris, and had a gemlike quality to them, that sparkled in the white sunlight.

      When her gaze fell on me, the woman began to heave deep breaths, and her soft purple nipples grew hard, their color changing to the palest pink. She bit her bottom lip and scooted her hips down into the divan, thighs parting slightly, almost invitingly.

      My cock began to respond, thickening in my pants, her beauty undeniable. My own response once more unnerving me. Ever since the nanites had done whatever it was they’d done to me, my libido had been through the roof. Times like these, when I hadn’t relieved myself for hours, my cock would get hard, and with little encouragement. It was like being a teenager again, and with the anxiety and shame it caused in me each time, the feeling grew even more substantial.

      I schooled my thoughts to baseball and cold showers, anything to get my half chub to subside and stop poking my pants. Wondering if I should bow in greeting or something, the woman suddenly spoke.

      “You are the Hero that bitch Professor promised…” she said in an almost angry hiss, pressing her knees together and sitting up. I saw the woman compose herself with difficulty, some emotion or response I couldn’t understand going on with her, that she struggled to control.

      The two women who had escorted me, both looked up in shock at their leader's words. Their bright eyes, one pair yellow, the other dark blue, fell on me, and I saw a similar response as their leader. Wet lips parting, nipples hardening, and sighs of pleasure escaping their lips. Only these two had less control than Zemusto. They fell to their knees, one falling forward to catch herself on her hands, back heaving as she moaned out, the other pressed a hand between her legs, liquid oozing between the fingers, her bottom lip clenched between her teeth.

      “To the hells,” growled Zemusto when she saw the two Trillaxian's reaction, “Leave us, now!”

      The women responded without hesitation, racing over to the lift and hitting the button to descend. Neither took their eyes off me, though, and I was so shocked by their reactions that I stared back. Then the scent of their wet sexes hit my nostrils, and my cock throbbed painfully. I wanted to shift it in my pants but was all too aware of the Tri’s leader staring at me still, with fever bright eyes.

      “It’s our own fault,” Zemusto breathed, standing slowly, her every motion graceful and seductive, “We select for attraction to excellence… It’s allowed our races to flourish and forge this utopia you see before you… but when one such as you falls beneath our senses…” she walked near me, drawing in a deep breath. Her eyes throbbing gently, their color pulsing light and dark.

      “Tell me, Hero,” I sensed she was annoyed with herself for having admitted my position and status so readily, “What are your greatest desires? Your most wicked dreams? I would love nothing more than to make them a reality for you.”

      She purred the last, walking around me, eyes taking me in from head to toe. It was a strange thing to feel so desired and wanted by such incredible beauty while standing in the middle of supreme luxury. From the promise in her eyes and motions of her body, there was no mistaking what she offered.

      “My greatest desire?” I was about to ask for her to begin the research, but that wasn’t my ultimate desire. I found myself telling the truth, unable to lie, “To have an evening of bliss with both Roxy and Slix… but that’s never going to happen.”

      “Hsss,” Zemusto hissed in annoyance, but the expression disappeared in a second, replaced with a sexy smile once more, “If it’s carnal pleasures you desire, then we can provide them here. We could even have copies of your companions made for you. Would you like that? Young, teenage versions of them, their minds trained so that all they know is a slavish devotion to you, their Master?”

      Her words had my cock throbbing, as they painted a picture in my head. The image was wrong though, the truth was I’d always been into MILF’s and the versions of Slix and Roxy I’d come to know, were a thousand times hotter than the 2-D versions from the game.

      “Or would you prefer a horde of Trillaxian harem girls? We can breed them in every shape, size, and age you want… They can all be yours, Hero… everything you desire… including a place amongst my retinue, with the ear… and more… of a Consul of the Triumvirate. All the power and wealth you could ever want. The galaxy could be ours, Hero, ours for the taking.”

      “What I desire isn’t important. What I need,” I said, mustering my self-control and dragging my eyes away from Zemusto’s perfectly formed body, forcing myself to remember why I was here. Her offer was tempting, but nothing she offered was better than even the slimmest chance with the real Slix and Roxy. When I continued, it was with a firmer voice, “Is for the Triumvirate to partner with me in gathering in wreckage after battles and researching the Vox-AI technology. Using their own innovations against them, is the only way we win.”

      “You were serious about that?” She asked, face twisting in distaste, “You want the Triumvirate to open ourselves up to Vox infection? Weakening out perfect self-reliance? The Empire would love that. Those Emrido vultures would fall on us the second they sensed such weakness. There’s nothing to be gained from our enemies, AI or Emrido, except death. There is no technology that is superior to our own.”

      “The Vox-AI is, they prove it every time they defeat you. If you would let me speak with your engineers and scientists,” I said, seeing her expression souring by the second, “I could prove that the wreckage is safe to handle. Once a Vox-AI ship is rendered non-functioning in any of its major systems, the software that controls them is removed. There are so many possibilities-.”

      She cut me off with an angry slash of her hand.

      “What you ask for is not possible!” The twisted sneer on her face relaxed, and she was all sweet seduction once more, “The Vox-AI is a plague, an infection. The only way to truly deal with an infection is quarantine and fire. Trust me, young Terran, we’ve been dealing with them for many years now. Come,” she painted a smile on her face and sat down on the divan again, “sit with me, and we can speak of more… pleasant topics… such as how many girls you would like me to bring in to worship that beautiful organ in your pants.”

      My cock throbbed as she licked her lips, and I nearly joined her on the divan, but then I caught sight of a familiar-looking sleeve that peeked out from behind one of the cushions and remembered Roxy and Slix’ warning.

      “I don’t want to cause offense,” I said, sensing her volatility and trying to speak carefully, “But I know the value of my seed. The only way I can give it to your republic is if you agree to begin researching Vox tech. I really believe it’s the only-.”

      “You think to force me?” the woman snapped, cutting me off again as she leaped to her feet, “We’ll see how you do after a few weeks without your precious companions to relieve you! When my girls are done with you, you’ll be begging me to take your seed!” The woman tapped a red gemstone on a golden chain around her neck and spoke into it, “Seal this floor and beam me down!”

      Before I could say anything, the woman shimmered into nonexistence, golden lines of light replacing her, then fading, and I was left alone wondering what the hell I was going to do now.

      I stood around for long minutes, waiting for her to come back. Waiting for anyone to enter. I walked back to the elevator, but it was shut down, and I couldn’t get it to respond. I walked all around the floor but found no other exit. I was well and truly stuck here. I might be able to blow out a window with my blaster, but then what? Plummet to my death?

      The food was still laid out, and there were a few chill bottles of some bubbly beverage. Popping the top of a bottle and sitting down, I settled in to wait it out. The drink had trace amounts of alcohol, and I barely got a buzz, but the meal was delicious. I’d learned to eat without giving the food too hard of a look and just appreciate flavor and texture.

      The sun began to sink beneath a far horizon, and I grew alarmed. I had figured this was some tactic of Zemusto and that she would return and reenter negotiations. But the woman never returned, and neither did anyone else. As the light faded and I contemplated where I would relieve my bladder in this bathroomless space, I felt a slight buzz in my pocket.

      Reaching in, I was surprised to find the note that had been slipped to me earlier was vibrating. When I pulled it out, I saw the lettering had changed and now it read:

      Vox approaching critical Emrido world. Seek a military alliance. Your companions have been jailed. Triumvirate Master Cloners are coming to sample and then destroy you. Rip note in half if you agree and wish for extraction.

      I reread the note, double-checking what it said, then glanced around the room, wondering where the monitoring devices, I knew must be here, were. I couldn’t trust the note, but the comment about my companions being jailed made me nervous. If it was true, then I would never forgive myself if I did nothing to help them. There was also the fact that I was trapped here until the Consul decided to deal with me, and I wasn’t comfortable with that volatile woman having more control over me than necessary.

      Knowing it was a gamble, I ripped the note in half. There was no flash or sound to notify me that anything had happened. I picked up the pieces and saw that the words had changed again. There was a single new word on each piece when I put the two halves back together; they read Extraction Incoming.
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      I jerked in surprise when a section of the floor along the wall exploded upwards. Hard black building material flew into the air and crashed across furniture, wrecking part of the room. I happened to be standing with the desk between me and the explosion, and only felt the shockwave and a scattering of dust and pebbles that struck my arm, as I ducked behind it.

      When I picked my head up, I saw the slender Space Police officer with the twin antennae pulling herself onto the floor from the blasted-out hole. She had ditched her blue uniform and wore a skintight black outfit that showed off her slender physique to perfection.

      “Quick,” she scrambled over to me, pulling an odd harness system off her back, “You need to put this on. We only have a minute or two before security realizes the vid feeds have been looped.”

      “Who are you?” I asked, “And what the hell’s going on?”

      “I’m Hellix, an operative of the Emrido Empire,” as she spoke, the alien dropped to her knees and helped me untangle the thing and slip it over my legs, “I was activated the moment you came into Tri space, Sir. The Empire was most curious to see how you performed in the battle here. I read the initial readout, and the Tri’s can try all they like, but the data is plain for anyone to read. You won that battle, not their admirals like their news feeds are claiming.

      “You’ll have an exalted place in the Empire, Hero,” Hellix breathed, staring up at me with bright eyes, hands on my thighs as she bit her bottom lip, “The Empress will shower you in gifts and honors. But we must go quickly before they send-.”

      An alarm started blaring, and red light flashed around the edge of the ceiling, and the lift dropped away from the floor.

      “What about Slix and Roxy being jailed?” I asked as the woman hauled on the straps that I’d just buckled into and pulled me over to the hole she’d made near the wall.

      “No time to explain, quick jump down!”

      I looked down into the black space and shook my head.

      “Are you crazy? I’m not jumping down there!”

      The choice was taken from me, though, as the elevator shot back into place with a half dozen Trillaxian’s in red and black uniforms, all carrying charged blasters. Hellix pushed me into the hole as she drew her own gun and fired on the Trillaxian’s.

      I heard the static report of returned fire, but quickly stopped paying attention as I plummeted into narrow dark space within the wall, a shriek of terror escaping my throat. My stomach flipped up into my throat, and then there was an incredible pressure around my body as the harness system began to hum.

      There was just time to register that I was wearing some kind of hover or flight suit when Hellix came sailing down past me. She grabbed my wrist as she passed and hauled me after her.

      The passage we flew down, was narrow and round. Pipes, girders, and cables of all kinds zipping past us, feet, and sometimes inches away. From the occasional light, I could see Hellix was unharmed, although her long blonde hair was singed on the ends. She referenced a data-pad strapped to her forearm and pulled us into a side tunnel, narrow and cold.

      The repulsor lift system I wore, hugged my body tight, leaving my limbs free. As Hellix wove us through the complex network of corridors and service tunnels, I spent the first half terrified out of my wits, expecting to crash headlong into a wall or spear myself on a girder any second. The second half, I spent figuring out how to control the flight suit. The tech was incredibly intuitive, and I could achieve crude flight immediately after putting it on. However, if you wanted to fly with grace and finer tuned control, it required a combination of mental focus and firm abs. The focus part was simple for me, and my abs were adequate, if not great. By the time Hellix flew us out of the maze and into open air, I was able to operate with nearly as much control as she showed.

      The spy's eyes registered surprise when I let go of her hand and stayed right with her on a loop, up to a small flight deck and swooped down to the side of a tiny Tri fighter ship.

      “Repulsor Wings take years or even decades to master,” she stared at me with a questioning frown, “How did you learn it so quickly?”

      “It wasn’t hard for a kid who beat F-Zero GX on the first try,” I said with a grin. My blood was singing in my veins, and all I wanted to do was leap back up into the air and soar around; flying had been every bit as amazing and magical as I’d always dreamed.

      Her frown turned to puzzlement, but then she shook her head, opening the side hatch of the small fighter and hopping in.

      “Get in the back,” she hooked a thumb to the co-pilot's seat behind her, “My comrades could only delay their fighters for a few minutes. We need to get into atmo before they realize we’re flying.”

      I hopped into the small seat and jerked my arms in when the canopy lid slid into place, nearly taking my hand off. It was a surreal experience to be sitting in the little Tri Fighter. I’d been watching pixilated versions of these fighters on my screen back on earth for years. Now here I was, sitting inside one as its engines hummed to life.

      “Where are Roxy and Slix?” I asked, “We can’t leave without them.”

      “Your crew is locked away in SuperMax,” she said while pulling on the yoke and angling us up into the sky, “There’s no rescuing them now. The Empire will get you a new crew. Hold on, we have incoming!”

      Feeling helpless, I watched the massive tower disappear behind us, as Hellix hit the thrusters, our little fighter tearing off into the night sky. I couldn’t see anything outside the windows, but the sensor display showed two formations of fighters closing in on us from different directions.

      “Hang on,” Hellix cried as she angled us into a sluggish roll.

      Tracer fire filled the space where our ship had been moments before, and then we were pulling out of the roll and banking to the left. It was strange to be flying Imperial maneuvers from inside a fighter. I knew the attack patterns and defensive moves of both sides, like the back of my hand. Watching the display, I anticipated what the enemy’s Tri Fighters were going to do and smiled when I saw them do exactly that.

      “We need to go back!” I shouted over the scream of our engines, seeing a way through the pattern, “I can’t leave them behind!”

      “Forget about them!” Hellix said, teeth gritted in concentration, “Worry about us right now!”

      On the sensors, another flight of fighters was closing in, and it was all Hellix could do to duck and dodge the enemies engaging us now. If she could make it to space and close enough to the Space Police station to fall under their defensive guns, we would be safe. As I watched her struggle to control our fighter, panic making her movements awkward, I realized she wasn’t going to be able to make it. Her skills as a pilot just weren’t enough.

      “Hand over controls!” I shouted, reaching out and placing my hands on the yoke, orienting myself with thrusters and lateral controls. The woman shook her head violently, and I grimaced in frustration, “You have to trust me, I can get us out of this dog fight. If I really am your Hero, then it should be easy, right?”

      “If you get me killed, I swear to the Empress… Switching to co-pilot control in three, two, one!”

      Those first few seconds were a bit hectic as I learned how much pressure was appropriate on the yoke and thrusters. After nearly driving straight down into the planet's surface, I angled the little fighter's wings up as I climbed into a loop.

      “Fuck, you’re going to get us killed!” Hellix cried, covering her face in her arms as an enemy fighter suddenly appeared before our ship.

      I barely heard her though, the flow was on me. Our little fighter was mine now, my hands, now adjusted to the controls, flew without thought. Pressing my foot to our ion cannons trigger, a single burst struck the ship before us in its starboard thrusters. The fighter wasn’t destroyed but had lost all maneuverability and was out of the fight.

      In the game, if you ever destroyed a ship or killed citizens of a given faction, you lost reputation with them by massive amounts. I figured the same might apply in the real world, so I made sure to refrain from destroying any ships or pilots, crippling where I could and forcing them to eject burning wreckage when I couldn’t.

      My focus was complete now. I was in the zone. Our ion cannons took ship after ship, out of the fight as I looped us back around, the massive tower my guidepost. The blond alien finally noticed we weren’t heading into space, and she shook herself out of the reverie she’d fallen into watching me fly circles around the Tri Fighters.

      “Where are we going?” Hellix asked.

      “I told you,” I said as I pulled our fighter into a tight loop and dropped behind a pair of enemy ships, “I’m not leaving Roxy and Slix behind.”

      “Are you crazy?! There’s no way we can get them out of SuperMax!”

      “You better tell me where they are,” I warned, “before I fly us straight into the center of that building.”

      “What?” She asked in confusion, “Ok, fine! But if you get me killed, I swear to the Empress, I’ll haunt you!”

      I grinned and cut hard to the right, making her squawk in annoyance as I shot down the last of the fighters who had come after us. There were more enemies on their way, so I hit out thrusters and flew off in the direction Hellix indicated.

      “The holding cells are deep underground beneath the tower,” Hellix said, pulling up the tower’s schematics. Much of the tower was blacked out from lack of information, she said.

      “What’s that next to the tower?” I asked, pointing to a white pyramid structure smaller than everything else around it, “It seems to be directly over part of the cells.”

      “That’s my original mission here and the reason the Consul is visiting,” Hellix said, “Triumvirate Research Directive Headquarters, is where most of the Tri brain-power in this sector is housed. Security there is tighter than-.”

      She cut off in a squeak as I maxed out the thrusters and dove straight for the small building. Hellix was pressed against her seat, bracing for impact, arms covering her face as I jerked us to a stop right before the building’s round entrance. Two security forces were standing outside that gazed quizzically at us for one second, then scrambled aside when our ion cannons began to glow dangerously.

      I was just beginning to think this might be a bad idea when our fighter’s sensors lit up with hundreds of incoming ships. There was no way we were fighting our way back out now, so I stomped on the trigger and turned the entrance into slag, driving our ship into the building. The fighter was never going to fit down the narrow hallways, but I didn’t need it to. Jerking the stick at the last moment, I jammed it sideways into the entrance and popped the canopy, Hellix and I tumbling free to the debris-covered tile floors.
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      Hellix was on her feet before I was, a blaster in her hands as she scrambled over the wreckage to check on me. Head pounding and feeling sore in a half dozen places, I stood and reaching into the fighter and pulled out a data-pad, like the one she wore.

      “You’re fucking crazy,” Hellix said, her tone exasperated, but I caught a hint of a smile at the corners of her mouth.

      For the first time, I got a good look at her in the tight black clothing, and her body was phenomenal, slender, and toned, with firm breasts that looked large on her small frame and a little round ass. Her face was flush from excitement, wet lips parted, and lavender eyes burning. Features beautiful and delicate with her twin antennae bending over slightly on her forehead, long blonde hair sweeping back from her face. I felt my body respond, cock throbbing even harder than it had earlier with the Consul. This new libido was certainly inconvenient at times.

      “You sure can fly though,” she went on, “I’ll give you that… never seen anything like it. Come on, follow me before we get pinned here by security. We have to get to a lower level if you want to find a way through to SuperMax.”

      “Lead on,” I said, drawing my blaster from the holster at my hip and thumbing off the safety.

      I had no desire to shoot anyone, but better to have it in hand if I needed it. Hellix drew hers as well and raced down the round hallways to a spiraling stairwell. I followed after her, huffing and puffing along. Lab coated scientists and techs stepped out of doorways, curious what all the commotion was about. One look at our grim faces and ready blasters, and they ducked back into their rooms and labs, slamming and locking doors behind them.

      We had made it down four floors when the ceiling lights flashed red, and an alarm began to sound an evacuation. The stairs ended on the fifth floor below ground, and Hellix was forced to shoot the lock to open it. The fifth floor was a large open space, various machines, and glass-enclosed spaces filling it. Three women in white lab coats worked at a station and stood in shock when we burst in through the door.

      “The holding cells should be just on the other side of this wall!” I shouted over the blaring alarm, pointing to the wall kiddy-corner to us.

      “What is the meaning of this?” Asked one of the Trillaxians, her tone affronted, as she stalked over.

      Hellix raised her blaster, training on the woman, but the Trillaxian didn’t flinch. Her eyes narrowed on me, and she gave a start. Her breathing deepened, and I saw her purple nipples harden and grown faintly pink.

      “It’s you?! But how? Zemusto said you’d been placed in lockdown,” the tall Trillaxian didn’t resemble the other two in the room, who looked like nearly every other Trillaxian I’d seen so far. She was closer to Zemusto in looks, but her beauty was unique, breasts large, and limbs slender, eyes yellow and hair a vibrant pink, “This is a wonderful turn of events. We can get a sample directly from the source! Hero, please lay down on this table, and we can begin the extraction.”

      “Forget that,” I said, raising my blaster and firing off a shot into a wall, feet from the woman’s head. That gave her pause, and she stilled, eyes really focusing on me for the first time, “I need to get into this SuperMax prison, or whatever it is and rescue two people. Tell me how we get there, or I start firing rounds in those pretty little test tubes.”

      As I trained my blaster on a glass case in the center of the room filled with several small vials, all three tensed up, and I saw immediately that I’d picked the right target. The tall Trillaxian licked her lips and raised her hands in the universal sign of surrender.

      “Easy Terran,” her musical voice was calm, placating, “There’s no need for violence. We’re not your enemies.” She turned to address one of the assistants, “356, please turn off the alarm system and inform Strategic Command that the Hero was spotted entering the Birthing Quarter along with his companion. 238, please activate drones 4 and 9 and send them through Birthing on a path of minimal destruction to the SuperMax cells.” She turned back to me and raised an eyebrow, “You will be safe here for a short time, Hero. That’s the best we can do for you.”

      I waited for her assistants to carry out her orders, speaking into the comm system. When Hellix nodded, dropping her blaster, I did the same, breathing out a sigh of relief. The tall Trillaxian dropped her arms.

      “Excellent,” she said with a wide smile, dimples forming in her gorgeous face.

      She showed more self-control around me than Zemusto had. Still, I could see that I had as much effect on her as I did the other women, who were both pressing hands to their crotches, liquid draining down their thighs, little whimpers escaping their twin throats.

      “Now explain to me why you refused my sister's offer.” The tall Trillaxian said, “What Terran, with nothing more to his name than a single ship and two older companions, would turn down a chance at that much power and wealth?”

      “How long would that wealth and power last once the Vox-AI comes in force?” I asked, shaking my head, feeling my anger and frustration boiling over, “You all call me Hero, and say I’m the only being who's ever beaten the simulation. Yet, no one wants to listen to me when I tell you how to win against them.”

      “I’m listening,” the tall Trilaxxian said, crossing her arms beneath her large breasts, eyes suddenly keen, “You have two minutes to convince me before Strategic Command figures out our little trick with the drones.”

      “Explaining my entire strategy would take days, and I’d need my notes,” at the mention of notes, she opened her mouth, expression excited, but I went on, overriding her. “The reason I came here was to enlist the Triumvirate’s aid in researching Vox technology.”

      “That’s not possible,” the woman said, a frown marring her gorgeous features. “The risk is too great. The Vox-AI spread like a plague, infecting anything close. Triumvirate policy is to destroy all wreckage.”

      “That’s a major mistake,” I said, shaking my head, “Your theory of how the Vox assimilates into itself is wrong. If you speak with the Fyrodians, they can confirm this, if I was on the Arbalest, I could confirm it too. Look, it’s the only way we’re ever going to have an innovation curve fast enough to compete with our enemy. Otherwise, we’ll never defeat them for good. Sure, we might claim a victory here and there, but we’ll never mount a real offense. Let alone push them out of the space they’ve claimed.”

      “Let's say I believe you,” she said, tapping one long nail on her chin, “and I agree to begin an exploratory program researching the Vox tech. Would that be sufficient for you to provide the Triumvirate with a sample of your seed?”

      “Yes,” I said, marveling at these people's single-mindedness when it came to that oddest of resources, “If you agree to direct all of your research to paths I choose, I’ll give you all you want.”

      “Fifty percent,” she said eyes narrowing, “I’ve been trying to get the Board to approve Vox research for years. If what you say is true, then I can’t let you direct all of our research. There are too many things I’d like to explore.”

      “Fifty percent it is,” I said, feeling a wave of relief pass through me, “But you have to help me get Roxy and Slix out of SuperMax and off this planet before your sister goes insane.”

      “I can get you to your companions, but getting off-world, you’ll have to do on your own. I have no authority over security forces. And I’ll need a sample first,” her yellow eyes took on an almost predatory gleam, and her lips curled up in a hungry smile, “One way or another, Hero… you’re leaving a sample of your seed with me.”

      The two assistants gasped, and Hellix gave a start of surprise, as the woman shrugged out of her lab coat, dress pooling to the ground at her feet. In less than a second, she stood entirely naked and unashamed. My heart began to hammer in my chest when she crooked a finger, calling me over.

      “By the way,” she purred, as I holstered my blaster and walked over to her desk, my steps unsure, “I’m Dystra, leader of the Guild of Scientists. This has turned out to be a valuable meeting, Hero.”

      “My name is Jason Strong,” I said, feeling awkward under the fever bright stares of her two assistants, hands still massaging their privates, “What… what do you need me to do?”

      “Nothing, Hero Jason Strong,” Dystra breathed, her hands reaching out to pull my shirt up over my head, “238, prepare the vial and milker… 356, you may assist her in the capture, but you will both leave the… procedure to me.”

      “Yes, Mistress,” both women said in their soft musical voices.

      Hellix stood awkwardly, not quite sure what to do as she watched the gorgeous Trillaxian scientist strip my clothes from me. If not for the wet squishing sounds coming from the assistant's sexes and the desire painted on Dystra’s face, it would have felt like a medical procedure. Instead, I found myself getting more and more turned on.

      “I knew you were the Hero from just a glance,” Dystra breathed, as her slender fingers unhooked the fly of my pants, “Or even from a sniff… We Trillaxians are attracted to skill and excellence… over thousands of generations of clones, we were able to identify and isolate that very rare talent. Do you see my assistants? They’re of a lesser stock… less disciplined.”

      I gasped as her warm fingers slid around the hardness of my cock, her other hand pulling my boxers free of my legs. Hellix moved closer, her antennae standing straight out from her forehead. No longer bent and drooping, they stood stiff, vibrating wildly. The signs of her race’s arousal were interesting, the antennae were noticeable, but when she slipped a hand behind herself and began fingering her ass, I realized not every race might have sex organs in the same places. That or she was a major anal freak.

      My attention shifted from Hellix, back to the woman currently exploring my manhood with long gentle fingers. Her eyes were wide, lips parted, and a look of fascination on her face as Dystra ran gentle fingers over the entire length of my cock. She seemed intent on exploring every inch of it with her sensitive fingertips. Her keen eyes noting with interest each time I shivered in pleasure.

      “This is a gorgeous organ Hero Jason Strong… simply magnificent. With a core of steel, and coated in such velvety soft skin… I find myself wanting to adjust the terms of our contract…” she bit her bottom lip and looked up at me, her eyes pleading, and one hand gently cupping my balls. “What would you require for me to get my very own sample… directly from the source?”

      Dystra spread her knees, revealing a slender slit, covered in fine pink hairs, oozing milky white juices down to drip off her firm ass onto the floor. I licked my lips and inhaled the aroma of her sex, and my mind grew fuzzy. The scent of this race’s secretions, making me feel almost drunk or high, and mad with desire. Digging my nails into the palms of my hands, I was able to maintain focus for a few precious seconds, drawing in a few deep, ragged breaths before I trusted myself to speak.

      “Everything you learn about the Vox-AI tech, all the secrets you divine that guide your own research, you must share with me and my crew,” Dystra thought for one long second and gave a firm nod, then licked her lips grinning wide.

      “And,” I said, freezing her in place with a scowl on her face, “you have to let your two assistants join us,” Hellix gave a hiss of anger, “and Hellix as well,” I added causing her to grin.

      “I get my own sample?” Dystra asked, gripping my thighs in desperate hands, “You promise to plant one deep inside me, Hero?”

      “I do,” I was trembling, barely able to hold myself back at this point.

      She took pity on me, or maybe she was in a similar state of desperate need. Dystra screamed in glee and leaped up into my lap, causing me to stumble back and sit on her desk. Her feet on the edge, one hand on the base of my cock, she angled it away from her body. In a feat of unbelievable strength and agility, she did a squat at an angle, taking me inside her in one fell swoop.

      “Ohhh…. Yeeeaaahhh!” She screamed out in pleasure, and I nearly did as well, as I felt my cock spread her pliant pussy in both girth and length. Her tiny opening stretched around me, her juices lubricating and stimulating me in a way that had my balls tightening up almost instantly.

      I’d never cum so fast in my life.

      The intensity of the pleasure, the backed-up system, the incredibly erotic moment as three more women stripped naked and pressed themselves close to me. All of it combined to make my dick pulse, as it gushed out massive jets of cum deep into Dystra.

      The Trillaxian had her head thrown back, eyelids shut, long lashes quivering as she accepted my cock. I couldn’t be sure if she was orgasming, but she was definitely going through an experience. Then my seed hit her, and her whole body locked up, her cry of pleasure choking off, and her hands gripping my shoulders hard.

      “Mistress, are you well?” Asked one of the two assistants, concern written on her beautiful face.

      “I… oh dear heavens… His seed is so potent,” she looked down at me and bit her bottom lip, hips rocking gently along my still hard cock, “Hero, I can feel it filling me… I can feel every delicious centimeter of you… Coitus has never felt so… good.”

      “Jesus, you’re so hot,” I grinned, my hands gripping her firm little ass as she slammed down onto me. I looked around at Hellix and couldn’t find her, then I felt a hot tongue slide along my balls and cock, causing me to jump in surprise and moan out in pleasure, “Fuck, that feels good… Suck my balls… Just like that, fuck!”

      Dystra was in her own heaven, ridding me hard, head thrown back, hair swaying, and firm breasts bouncing. Her hands were locked behind my neck, nails dug into the soft skin there as her stretchy pussy began to grip down on my cock with vise-like strength.

      “Yeashgjshshs!!!!” The Trillaxian scientist cried out, her scream garbled as I pressed my lips to hers, holding her close to me.

      My orgasm was approaching, and I felt my balls tighten up. Dystra gave a grunt of disappointment and heaved herself off me, stumbling to the side, legs wobbly. And it was my turn to moan in frustration when her incredible warmth left my cock.

      “Quick,” Dystra said, pressing one hand to her sex, trapping my first cream-pie within her, “238, 356; he is about to give another, harvest the sample!”

      The twin looking Trillaxian assistants both smiled wide, one pulling out a familiar milking sleeve, while the other wrapped small, slender fingers around my cock. Hellix, who was pressed down between my legs, wrapped a hand around the little Trillaxian hand and guided it in stroking me off. The spy showed far more talent than the other two, her bright eyes focused on me as her tongue continued to lap at my balls.

      In moments I was filling the milking tube with another big load. The assistants hurriedly sealed and stored the vial. While they were doing so, Hellix took me in her hot little mouth, grinning as her tongue rolled around the sensitive flesh, and she sucked me deep with real skill.

      I was starting to feel somewhat rational now, the insane lust from minutes before having abated. I was still more turned on and horny than usual, and it only took a couple seconds of being in Hellix’s small alien mouth to get me hard again.

      The blond spun around, presenting me with her backside, and I saw that it did indeed have a weeping slit, that looked and felt just like a pussy. Her antennae crossed, wrapping around one another as I bent her over a table, and slid into her from behind. I had to slowly work my cock into her, letting her slender little hole stretch around my girth. Hellix moaned and groaned the whole time, gushing fluids down her thighs.

      I happened to see our reflection in a shiny surface and almost fell over from the shock of realizing where I was. I’d met this alien spy, not an hour before, and here I was, balls deep in her ass-pussy, her firm young tits jiggling as I fucked her from behind. Her pretty face twisted in what looked like beautiful-agony, but her tiny ass-pussy was creaming around my cock, coating it in her slick white juices.

      The feeling of Hellix wrapped around my cock and beneath my fondling hands, was heavenly. That, along with the sight of Dystra slumped on the ground, legs spread as she fingered herself and sucked the digits clean, shuddering in ecstasy every time she tasted my cum, had my third orgasm approaching fast.

      The two assistants hurried back over from whatever it was they’d been doing with their vial of my cum. I reached out and let an arm slip around either of their waists. They were so skinny they were almost willow-like. The tiny aliens were eager to be touched, faces shining in happiness as I turned and kissed first one, and then the other.

      My attention on the two caused me to lose thrust, and Hellix wasn’t having it. With a whimper of desperation, she started driving her hips back into me, fucking her ass-pussy back onto my cock. Her back was arched almost like a cat, and her antennae tips began to glow with a faint lavender light, matching her incredible eyes.

      “WARNING, LOCKDOWN IMMINENT. WARNING, EVACUATE IMMEDIATELY. WARNING, LOCKDOWN IMMINENT. WARNING, EVACUATE IMMEDIATELY.”
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      The blaring message was accompanied by red flashing lights around the edge of the ceiling.

      “You must go, Hero,” Dystra said, sounding almost drunk as she scrambled to her feet, legs wobbly as she hurried over to a desk.

      To see the two assistants' faces, it looked as though their favorite puppy had been stolen from them. Both stealing quick kisses, green and blue gemlike eyes pulsing with desire, before dragging their nearly identical naked forms away and hurriedly began powering down systems.

      Hellix would not relent. I went to pull out of her and dress, but she cried out in anger, eyes fierce as she reached back and locked a firm hand on my wrist, pulling me forward. Her ass-pussy cinched down on my cock as she groaned in pleasure. Her odd sex organ milking my cock, refusing to release me until I deposited a load within her.

      “Please, please, oh empress please, please,” she panted it like a mantra, her antennae tips now glowing a florescent lavender, as I gripped her hips hard and fucked her pussy for all I was worth, desperate to cum as well.

      Just as my cock throbbed and the first thick jet of cum shot deep into Hellix, the door to the lab burst open and a half dozen armed Trillaxian security forces rushed in. They froze when they saw the scene before them. One of their greatest intellectual leaders was naked, along with her assistants, hair in disarray and cum smearing her lips and thighs. Her assistants leaked copious amounts of their own fluids, as they ran around the room. And in the center, a blonde Space Police officer was bent over, her shrieks of pleasure bounding off the walls and firm titties bouncing, antennae glowing a brilliant color as I flooded her ass-pussy with cum.

      Dystra was the first to move, scooping up our clothes as she whipped something off her neck and was at mine and Hellix’s side in a second. She shoved the clothes into my arms and dropped a necklace over my head. The guards were just starting to shake off their shock when the gorgeous scientist pressed a hand to the side of my face and planted a big fat kiss on me. Then she tapped the red gemstone on the golden chain, against my chest.

      “Beam two to SuperMax, override code: Dystra,” she flashed a smile, brilliant white teeth dazzling. Over her shoulder, the guards were raising their weapons to train on Hellix and me.

      They were too late, though. The world began to shimmer with a golden quality, and then we were gone.

      I thought it might tingle or burn, but just the opposite was the case. Being beamed was an absence of senses. The first to go was sound, then smell, then sight, and touch. For one awful moment, I was terrified they’d never return, panic clawing at my mind until a moment later, when the senses returned in reverse order. The feel of Hellix’s tight ass-pussy sliding off my wet cock, the rough feel of the fabric of our clothing, and leather of my holster dropped out of my nerveless fingers. Then my eyes began to burn as sight slowly returned. The light was too intense and took a second, and I squeezed them closed, fearing we were about to get shot or captured any second.

      When I could see again, I found we were in a large round room, a hub of sorts, with ten corridors leading off in every direction like spokes leading out from the center. The place was empty, much to my relief. A monitor was hovering near the center of the room, but it was covered in a script I couldn’t read. The corridors were filled with hundreds of cell doors, and I had no hope of guessing where Slix and Roxy were on my own.

      Hellix recovered a few moments after me, her senses returning slower, and it gave me a chance to pull my clothes on. I felt suddenly awkward and shy, embarrassed about how wild things had gotten in the lab. I was strapping on my blaster when Hellix could finally speak.

      “Dear Empress,” she breathed, hands pressed to her belly and sinking to her knees, “Do you realize what you’ve done, you beautiful man?”

      “We have to find, Slix and Roxy,” I said, “Can you read this terminal? Tell me which cell they’re in?”

      “I have it in me… the Hero’s seed… the Empress herself will exalt me above all others!”

      “Hellix!” I shouted, startling her, “We don’t have time for this, we can deal with it later!”

      A blaring warning sound erupted around us, and the familiar red lights started flashing in the ceiling. That shook her out of her stupor, leaping to her feet, eyes scanning the screen as she pulled on her black jumpsuit. I noticed as she did that, between her legs in the front, was bare skin, like a barbie. I was trying to puzzle out how she must do her business when she pointed to the corner of the screen.

      “Your women are being held in cell block D, follow me!”

      She raced down one of the round hallways, her slender legs surprisingly fleet. I pulled up the barebones map I had on my data-pad and tried to orient myself as we ran. Just as I was starting to figure out the direction we were going, Hellix slid to a halt before a cell door at the end of the hall. My heart was hammering in my chest, as she tapped the keypad and the heavy metal door whooshed up into the ceiling.

      Inside was a tiny space, small enough that the two haggard figures inside couldn’t stretch out and were huddled together in one corner. I sighed in relief to see they were still alive and mostly unharmed. They picked their head up and blinked bleary eyes at us, squinting in the sudden light.

      It felt like my heart was about to burst out of my chest when I stared into their faces. I wanted to shout, or cry, or scoop them both in my arms and never let them go again. I wanted to do so many things that I froze, standing there and staring at them both. Watching their beautiful frowns turn into trembling smiles when they realize who stood before them.

      “How…?” Slix asked, as she slowly disentangled herself and climbed free of the cell, “They told us you’d escaped… we saw it on the scanners… Sir, what are you doing here?”

      “I…” my tongue froze against the roof of my mouth when I realized what I was about to say, knowing it would probably ruin everything if I did, “I couldn’t leave my crew behind,” I said instead, “You named me Captain. Isn’t the motto, leave no one behind?”

      I grinned, allowing myself to feel proud as hell for pulling it off, and Slix smiled back, nodding in thanks. Roxy had just pulled herself free of the cell, pale blond hair in disarray and massive breasts almost spilling out of her tight blue top. I was staring at the soft swaying flesh when the red flashing lights shut off and turned a pale blue.

      “That’s not good,” Hellix said, looking up.

      I opened my mouth to ask what it meant but snapped it shut immediately when I saw small vents open up along the base of the walls and a dense yellow mist issue forth. I looked all around for a vent or mask, anything to avoid the noxious fumes tickling my nostrils. Roxy moved quickly, pressing me back into the tiny cell where there was marginally cleaner air, she fell on top of me, Slix falling onto my other side.

      “Not again,” Roxy said, her face falling.

      “Master is here!” Slix said.

      “I’m sorry for this,” Roxy said, “It’s for your safety, trust us, Master.”

      Then her fingers pinched my nose, and I felt a thrill of pleasure race down my spine as she pressed her soft pink lips to mine. I drew in a sharp breath, shocked at the contact, and was further surprised to drink in sweet clean air. Inhaling deep while Roxy exhaled, I realized she must breathe out some mixture of nitrogen and oxygen. I breathed out, and she sucked in my breath.

      I almost opened my mouth in protest when she pulled back, breaking the mouth to mouth contact, but the fumes were stinging my eyes. Over their backs, I saw Hellix slumped against the far wall, drool draining down the side of her mouth and onto her chest as she struggled to fight the effects.

      Roxy had a sad, almost apologetic look on her face when she pulled back, that turned to curiosity when she looked into my eyes. She watched me closely as Slix came forward, lips pressed into a firm line, as she hesitantly approached me. Unable to help myself, I moved the last few inches up to her, feeling my heart race as her thick red lips met mine. I sucked in a breath from her, finding the same sweet air in her lungs, and breathed back into hers. I thought I heard a groan come from Slix, but she broke off the contact quickly.

      As I moved back to Roxy to trade breath with her, not even paying attention to the gas still pouring out of the vents, I shifted, and my hand slid up her side, fingers grazing across her smooth skin. I felt her shiver against me and heard a small moan escape her throat, as our lips met.

      My eyes widened as I stared deep into Roxy’s, both of us realizing at the same moment what this meant to us. Her tongue grazed the inside of my lip, the barest hint of touch, and mine was sliding along hers. My cock throbbed hard, and I felt a surprised hand clutch it.

      Pulling back from Roxy, I remembered not to draw in a breath of gas at the last moment. I turned to see a beautific smile on Roxy’s broad mouth and glanced down to see her fingers sliding up and down my jeans covered cock. Her eyes held uninhibited desire as her lips met mine. Our tongues dancing together as time slipped away from me.

      I had no idea how long we lay pressed in the small cell, gas pumping around us and locked in passionate kisses, living off one another's breaths. By the time the air cleared with a hiss of exchange, gases rushing back out the vents they’d come in from, Slix and Roxy both had a leg hooked over mine and intertwined with each other, their wet sexes grinding on my thighs. Their hands gripped together in a clasp to keep from stripping clothes off and carrying this too far.

      The loud clang of a door smashing open, shook us from our passions. Slix and Roxy leaped up, dragging me with them.

      “That,” I said, catching my breath and adjusting myself in my pants, “was fucking incredible.”

      “You want us, Jason Strong?” Slix asked, she ignored the sounds of pounding boots and stared deep into my eyes as she spoke, “You don’t think we’re too old and undesirable?”

      “What?” I asked in shock. Looking between the two of them, suddenly so many comments and looks fell into place, and I felt like a fool, “Slix, Roxy, I think you’re both the most gorgeous and sexy women I’ve ever seen. Not the version of you on the box, not the young versions which started your quest.” I glanced back and forth between them, “Now, can we get the fuck out of here?”

      “Get out of here and fuck,” Roxy said with a big grin, “That’s exactly what we’re going to do!”

      Slix licked her bottom lip, eyes alighting with an inner fire I’d never seen there before. I trembled a bit in fear of what I wasn’t sure, but the woman was suddenly a little terrifying. She pulled me into a firm kiss, a real kiss this time, and I felt such a swelling of happiness that I thought maybe I’d drawn in a bit of the gas.
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      When she pulled back, I realized she’d taken the blaster from my hand and was turning to race down the hall, flipping off the safety as she did. Her movements were startlingly fast, like a rabbit off the block.

      I couldn’t track the raven-haired woman, for Roxy was drawing me around and pressing her soft busty body against me, sliding up and down for one second as her soft lips met mine in a promise of pleasures to come. Then she stepped back and flashed me a wink and a big grin; picking up the unconscious woman by her belt as if she weighed nothing, and threw her to me.

      “Bring her with us!” She yelled over her shoulder as she ran off after her friend, who had already engaged the security forces in a hail of stunning blasts.

      I staggered under the weight, shocked at how easily the small blonde threw Hellix. I found out it’s not as easy to carry a body over your shoulders as the movies make it out to be. By the time I got to the guard room, Slix and Roxy had already dealt with them. I breathed a sigh of relief when I saw most appeared to still be alive. A few had limbs angled in unnatural ways or large purpling bruises on their heads.

      “The Tri’s never were outstanding fighters,” Roxy said with a grin when she caught me staring around at all the bodies, “Slix got them all before I showed up and didn’t let me have any fun.”

      “You’ll have plenty of chances in a second,” Slix said, her thick lips curling into a vicious smile, “Another squad is inbound. Hacking into their security systems is going to take a few minutes, keep them off my back.”

      Slix’s tossed the blaster to me and set the fingers of both hands dancing across the monitor, as she hacked into their network. I turned to ask Roxy what I should do, but the beautiful blonde was already racing for the lift doors. I ran after her, but she was easily twice as fast as me, and was standing before the lift doors when they opened up.

      “No!” I shouted, fear gripping my throat as the front row of guards lifted their blasters and trained them on Roxy.

      They unleashed a barrage of blaster fire, and for one awful second, I thought Roxy was dead, then I realized the shots were bouncing off her flesh and ricocheting off the walls around her. I dropped down when a round came whizzing past as Rozy leaped forward into the small space and began lashing out with hands and elbows, each strike taking down one or two guards with deafening sounds of impact. In seconds they were dealt with, and she came striding out of the elevator a big grin on her face.

      “Nothing like a little workout to get the blood flowing,” she said, “Come on, let's see if Slix has a way out of here for us.”

      “You didn’t tell me you’re bulletproof,” I said, unable to keep the faint awe out of my voice, “Are everyone in yours and Slix’ race like that? So strong?”

      “Gifts from the professor,” she said as we hurried back down the hall, “The same nanites that changed your physiology changed ours, but in different ways.”

      “What ways?” I asked, but we got to the central hub, and Slix turned to us with three masks she’d pulled from a hidden closet.

      “Put these on, the upper floors are all filled with that knockout gas,” the raven-haired beauty pulled up a map on her data-pad that showed a red lath snaking through the building and out to a small airfield. “There is a squad of Tri Fighters that just landed outside this facility, the pilots are all knocked out on the first floor. Hero, if we get you to one of those fighters, can you fly us out of here?”

      “Even if they drop the entire Tri Fleet on us,” I said, looking between the two beautiful women, still not quite believing that they wanted me as much as I wanted them, “I’ll get you two to safety, I promise.”

      “Good,” Slix said, grinning, “because we have a lot to… discuss when we get back home.”

      She flashed me a wink and then turned, giving me a perfect view of her firm ass as she marched down a corridor and led the way out. The masks allowed us to pass through the thick yellow clouds of dust without fear. We passed many sealed labs where scientists and others stared out of windows at us as we passed by. Most were frightened, but when they took one look at me, one and all stared with rapt attention, like many other Trillaxians had.

      Finally, we burst out of the pyramid-shaped research facility. Slix and Roxy went right and left, taking out the guards who were stationed outside in seconds.

      I’m no expert on fighting or shooting. Other than what I’ve seen in movies, MMA fights, or FPS games, I don’t know much. Slix and Roxy were closer to superheroes than mere mortals when it came to this kind of a fight.

      Slix was faster than thought, blurring as she dashed around the battlefield, dodging blaster shots, and firing off four or five rounds so fast it sounded like one. Each striking their target unerringly. While Roxy had titan like strength and skin that reflected blaster fire.

      The security forces didn’t stand a chance, and after a second of seeing their opponent's abilities, they broke, fleeing in every direction, some even dropping their weapons in their haste.

      “See what I mean?” Roxy said, “Tri’s never have been good in a toe to toe fight.”

      A shadow fell over us and looking up, I saw a cloud of drones swirling down towards us from the sky. Not bothering to shout for the women to come with me, I started racing towards the nearest fighter.

      Hopping into the pilot's seat, I wondered how the hell I was going to start it up when the red gemstone on the necklace gave a flash of red light, and the engines rumbled to life. Roxy stowed the still unconscious Hellix in the aft hold, then hopped into the co-pilot's seat, squeezing in with Slix.

      The canopy closed just in time as ion cannon fire stitched across our ship, energizing the shields. The pilot's seat had more sensors and readouts than the co-pilots had, and it took me a second to orient myself.

      “Master!” Roxy said, her voice edging towards nervousness.

      “One second,” I said, noticing the bar that denoted out shields’ strength dropping rapidly, but was furiously adjusting the settings of the little fighter's controls.

      On my last flight, I’d felt hampered by the sluggishness of the controls of the fighter. They were designed to keep pilots from overtaxing the ship and their bodies, but I needed every edge I could get. With the final preferences set, I closed the menu and hit the afterburners, shooting us forward.

      I banked hard right and then left, weaving our ship through the alleyways and ground-level streets, using the factories and building as cover. Roxy and Slix let out wheezes of surprise at the hard turns, smushed together, and flung side to side. Readouts told me the drones were following in hot pursuit.

      Thumbing on the macro program, I copied each of my previous twenty commands and transmitted them to another fighter on the field we’d just left. After initiating its auto-pilot program, I gave myself over to staying alive. Not an easy task, as I wove the fighter between buildings with little more than a few feet of clearance on either side.

      My focus became absolute. Thought drifted away as I sank into the flow of pure reaction. My eyes were slightly unfocused, able to take in the entire array of sensors before me, unconscious mind fitting the data in place as my hands darted across the controls.

      The reality of our situation faded, and I sank into the same gaming mindset that had always saved me in sticky situations. I took the drones on a looping circuit, staying out of their range of fire, but still close enough that they never broke off the pursuit. Tri Fighters joined the drones, keeping above us, in the clear sky above the factories and tight confines.

      Our destination was evident, and the Tri Fighters were positioning themselves to cut off our escape. I’d been angling us towards a massive launch field, where hundreds of Trillaxian Corvette’s and even heavier battle cruises sat.

      “Get ready!” I shouted.

      “For what?!” Slix shouted back, but there was no time to explain.

      Entering a stop command into the macro I’d been transmitting, I rolled us up and around a tall factory, and dove down and through the girders and pipes. Our fighter scraped past a tube with an awful shriek, and then we burst through the other side. For one blissful moment, our fighter was hidden from sight, and I hit the ejection button.

      Roxy cried out in shock as we dropped towards the ground. One thing you have to give the Trillaxians, is they engineer the shit out of stuff. Instead of a simple ejection system, the fighter dropped its entire cockpit and hold, glide fins popping out of the sides and a spoiler growing out the back. I still had the control stick to steer but no thrust. It was enough that I could control our descent, and I cut us back around in a tight loop, flying our little escape glider through the shadows of a narrow alley just as the first drones shot out of the factory overhead.

      The last command I’d given our fighter was to return to the airfield directly, and as we backtracked, the drones and Tri forces converged on the now-empty vessel.

      “How does this help?” Roxy asked, but then she saw the second fighter waiting for us, hovering in the air right where I’d ended its macro.

      “How the hell did you do that?” Slix asked.

      “I don’t know how to code software,” I said through gritted teeth, the little glider was far harder to control than the fighter had been, and I was trying to put us down without flipping it over or tearing the bottom, and thus our asses, to shreds, “But anyone can record a macro…”

      “That’s so simple, it’s stupid,” Slix said with a laugh.

      I didn’t have time to be offended as we struck the ground a few hundred feet from beneath the second fighter. My fears were unfounded as once again, Trillaxian engineering proved more forward-thinking than I was. Just before we struck, a hard-light shield shimmered beneath the glider and cushioned our landing.

      Once we’d ground to a halt, the canopy popped open, and we piled out. Slix hacked into the ship and had it landed in seconds, and we were in the air, Hellix stowed once more. All done in less than twenty seconds.
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      After that, it was a simple feat to slip in with other Trillaxian formations, Roxy faking our comm signal as we headed towards the atmosphere. The Trillaxians were searching the wreckage of our first fighter and would discover our disappearance soon. I planned to have us long gone by then.

      As we flew, I told them of my meeting with Zemusto and everything that had happened since. Not sparing any details about my time with Dystra and Hellix in the lab.

      “Master,” Roxy said, “You’ve made Hellix a bargaining chip. She’s an Emrido operative whose been implanted with your seed. We can’t let the Space Police take her back. We should take her with us on the Arbalest.”

      “The Empire will trade for her return,” Slix said in agreement, “They’ll pay big once they learn you bred her.”

      “I’m not kidnapping her,” I said, “but that was my plan if she agreed to it. Getting onto the Arbalest might be a problem, though.”

      As we approached the gleaming Space Police station, its vast bulk spinning slowly in the void of space, a fleet of Cruiser class ships lined up between us and it. Their weapons were all live, and my sensors blared a warning.

      “Don’t worry about my sisters,” Roxy said as she hailed the station, “Dispatch, this is Former Commandant Roxy Ryver, requesting a berth next to our ship Arbalest.”

      “Rodger that Roxy,” came the familiar voice of the Fyrodian Captain, “Welcome home. That was some pretty fancy flying down there, you left the Tri’s all spun around but managed not to kill a single one. Good work.”

      I felt an eerie sense of deja vu as the police cruisers parted, and I flew the Tri Fighter up beside the Arbalest. The captain's final words were the exact phrase NPC’s often said in the game when you completed a quest.

      When we exited the fighter, the captain was waiting for us with medical staff in case we needed it. One look at Hellix slumped over Roxy’s shoulder, and they got to work.

      “Captain, we’re going to steal this officer from you,” Slix said, with a nod at Hellix.

      “Take her,” the Fyrodian captain said with a frown at the unconscious woman having something injected into her arm, “Never had use for spies anyway. You understand this will count as a favor owed to the Space Police, right?”

      “Deal,” I said, putting out my hand. I could see Roxy had been about to open her mouth and argue out of a need to owe a favor, and I had to cut her off, “Allies trade favors, and I accept your deal.”

      The captain shook my hand, and her grip was firm and calloused. I felt a giddy sense of accomplishment, as Roxy and Slix looked at me curiously.

      Once more, I’d seen something the game had foreshadowed. There were many factions a player couldn’t gain reputation with, unless they unlocked it. Either from a questline, specific battle, or on rare occasions, when they offered the player to trade favors. There were risks to this, as it was just as likely to lose rep, as it was to gain it with a faction, and the more a player opened up, the harder it was to juggle.

      There was no way I was passing up the opportunity to ally myself with the Space Police, knowing how vital they had proven in beating the game. Plus, they had stations all over the galaxy and neutral reputations with nearly every race, if I managed not to lose rep or alienate them, they could prove invaluable in the coming campaign.

      The Trillaxians may not be military geniuses, but they make excellent sensors, and they’d picked up our fighter passing through the Space Police blockade and tracked it back to the surface. While we docked and spoke with the cops, the Gargantua moved close, still, silent, and within striking range of the station.

      I was surprised how comforting the walls of the Arbalest felt around me when we finally walked back into her. Breathing a sigh of relief, I felt at home for the first time since childhood, hurrying up to the cockpit. I began powering on the engines and systems, while Roxy stowed Hellix, and Slix slipped into her seat, weapon systems coming online.

      Releasing the Arbalest from the Station, I felt whole once more as she came under drive control, and I took her into open space. Roxy slipped into her chair and reviewed the comms data.

      “Where’s Hellix?” I asked.

      “I dropped her in the spare bunk, Master,” Roxy said, “the medics said she should wake in a few hours. Once the drugs have worked their way through her system. Master, the Gargantua, has powered down her weapons systems. They have forwarded a message from the Consuls office. Would you like me to display it on the screen?”

      I nodded, and a small window of video signal displayed on the forward viewer. Zemusto sat front and center, with Dystra and her two assistants standing behind her on one side and several imperious looking military leaders on the other. The beautiful Consul of the Triumvirate had an imperious expression as she spoke.

      “Hero Jason Strong, I commend you on passing the Triumvitrates test of skills and granting us the gift of your advanced genetics.” When she went on, it was through gritted teeth, while Dystra smiled smugly behind her, “Your agreement with my science staff will be upheld; my dear sister and her friends in the Senate have seen to that. But,” her eyes pulsed slowly as she went on, “I have still not received my sample yet, Hero, and if you ever want the assistance of my fleet, you’ll make sure I get my due.”

      The military leaders all preened on her other side, like cats who’d drunk the cream. Never one to mince words, the video feed cut off without further words, and I breathed out a small sigh of relief.

      “Where to next, Sir?” Slix asked.

      “Head for the nearest Emrido Empire world,” I said, “try to find one near the Vox frontlines. Once Hellix wakes, we can find out from her, where the threat her message spoke of, is. I’ll gather my notes, there are a few things I want to review before we find ourselves our next fight. I might be able to glean some clues as to what we’re heading into.”

      “You have other things to take care of first, Master,” Roxy said, turning in her chair and giving me a frank stare.

      “I do?” I asked, a small smile tugging at the corner of my lips.

      “Sir,” Slix said, engaging the drive and turning around in her chair as a force of sudden inertia pressed me into my seat, the stars around us zipping past in lines of light, “Roxy and I have been willing… no, we’ve been eager to give you all the comfort and pleasure you desire.”

      “It’s true Master,” Roxy said, rising to her feet, and taking one of my hands and drawing me up with her, “We’ve both been designed to worship and love the mind that beat the simulation… but when we saw your beautiful, sweet, kind, and brilliant soul… And in such a handsome man… we’ve both been praying that you’d find us as beautiful as we find you.”

      “You have no idea,” I breathed, at a loss for words as Slix stood and took my other hand.

      “We couldn’t be crude when we first met,” the raven-haired woman said, pressing her massive breasts to my arm as she drew me into the hall, her best friend squeezing into my other side, my nostrils filling with their sweet and spicy scents. “But when you didn’t take our hints, we had those older Fyrodians, who were most eager you should know, try to entice you into coitus with them.” I blinked, stunned and cursing myself internally for being a fool, “When you didn’t take the offer of the older women and had so much fun with the younger ones… we feared you were turned off by women who’ve seen more than two decades.”

      “Never,” I said, stopping our progress, unable to wait another moment and sweeping Slix into a deep passionate kiss, breaking off to turn and find Roxy’s soft pink lips waiting for me. The busty blonde melted into my side, and I felt fingers fumbling at the buttons of my jeans. Pulling my head back, I grinned down at their gorgeous faces, flush with desire, and realized I was in heaven. Despite all that had happened, this was exactly where I wanted to be.

      “I fell in lust with the images of you,” I said, finding the words slowly, “the most beautiful women any artist had ever made, or so I thought. But then I met you, the real you, and you’re both so much more amazing than I could have imagined.”

      I saw their eyes soften as they read the meaning behind my words and heard what I was unable to say aloud.

      All three of us stumbled into the bedroom, dropping our clothes along the way. I paused at the edge of their bed, eyes drinking in their bodies as they peeled the last pits of clothing off and dropped it to the side. They each slipped an arm around the other's waist, one heel cocked, and hips turned just so. With nearly identical grins of pleasure on their faces as they watched me appreciating their beauty.

      Slix’s dark hair was ravishing, and her eyes even more so, but the woman’s most incredible features were her massive breasts. They hung down her body, free of the confining black leathers, full and firm, capping with large puffy pink areola and inverted nipples that slowly hardened as I stared. Between her legs was a delicious thigh gap and a slender, bald little sex.

      Roxy’s body was constructed of similarly impossible proportions, but she had a little more sway to her hips. Her arms and legs were toned with muscles, not bulky or obscene, but not quite as slender and model-like, as Slix were. Her ass was also big and firm, its rounded perfection causing my cock to throb in my boxers.

      The women were staring at my crotch when it throbbed and exchanged eager grins before dropping to their knees. I held my breath as they placed their soft hands on my skin, sending shivers of pleasure all throughout my body. They planted kisses on my hands then my stomach, both kissing their way down, as they dragged free my boxers.

      They leaned back, both staring at my stiff cock, and I would have been uncomfortable by their frank regard, if not for the shining joy on both of their faces.

      “You’re so beautiful, Hero,” Slix breathed, reaching out to run her fingers along the side, but she gasped when I grabbed her wrist in my hand, and looked up at me curiously.

      “Call me Jason,” I said, wanting nothing more than to hear my name come out of their mouths, “You can call me Hero out there, but in here… call me by my real name.”

      “Jason,” Slix said, her lips caressing the word, pupils dilating, “It’s a strong name.”

      “Jason,” Roxy said with a grin, testing the word out, “Mmmm, tell us what you want,” she bit her bottom lip for a second, fingers gripping my thigh tight, “Tell us what you need… we’re your crew, your women… we’re here to serve you and this beautiful, strong cock.”

      I’m not sure what came over me; if it was her words that inspired or long-held fantasies, but I slipped my fingers into their silky hair and took hold of both their heads. The women let out little gasps of surprise and eager pleasure as I turned them to face one another, lips inches apart. Unable to wait for a second longer, I slid my cock between their lips, feeling the soft wet flesh slide along my shaft and moaning out at the incredible sight.

      Slix and Roxy gave themselves over to the act, tongues sliding along the underside, tongues dancing with one another as their thick lips slid up and down the shaft and around the head. Roxy, sucking hard, turned in my grip and inhaled my cock into her hot mouth.

      “Oh fuck,” I moaned, “that’s so fucking hot.”

      The woman’s eyes grinned as they met mine, Slix kissing her friend’s and lover's neck, cupping and massaging her massive breasts, while Roxy sucked hard on the tip, then slowly took me deeper and deeper. To my surprise, she was inexperienced with the act, taking her time and exploring my dick with her mouth, lips, and tongue, her hands working into the mix slowly as she gained confidence.

      By the time Roxy closed her eyes, moans of hungry pleasure escaping her throat as she sucked me with growing passion and skill, my orgasm was approaching, and I pulled out of her mouth. She moaned in disappointment, tongue reaching out for a final taste of my precum.

      Slix replaced her, moving up and wrapping her thick lips around my cock head and sucking gently, tongue teasing the tip lightly from just inside her mouth. I had to close my eyes, I wanted to enjoy this for as long as possible but the sight of gorgeous Slix, massive tits and thick, lustrous hair swaying as she worshipped my cock was too much. A hot tongue slid along my balls, and as they tightened, I knew I couldn’t hold out for much longer. I looked down and saw the two alien MILF’s lost in their worship of my cock, hands holding one another close, absently teasing each other's pussies.

      “I’m going to cum,” I said, and their eyes flashed open, staring into mine, both nodding eagerly and moving to share my cock head back and forth, thick lips both sliding around it as their tongues danced along the sensitive flesh and caressed one another's.

      That first orgasm was so earth-shattering, my knees grew weak and I nearly collapsed. Copious amounts of thick pearlescent cum gushed out, and both women sucked and licked it down eagerly. The accompanying moans of pleasure and wet sloshing sounds, as they fingered one another to orgasm were some of the hottest things I’d ever heard.

      Roxy and Slix kissed, my cum coating their lips and chins, for moments before they kissed it off one another, their massive breasts smushed together, hands working between one another's legs with long familiarity.

      I couldn’t get enough of touching and exploring their magnificent bodies. I spent long minutes caressing, lightly pinching and suckling their massive breasts, and touching and teasing their asses and pussies. Slix and Roxy both guided me in pleasuring the other, showing where their erogenous zones were and what they loved. All the while, their hands wandered mine, having me hard as a rock in no time.

      The most incredible discovery was their taste. Slix tasted of spices, and her heady aroma was intoxicating and the source of her perfume. After a few seconds with my tongue buried in her pussy, kissing and licking her along with Roxy, my cock was so hard it throbbed, leaking precum. Roxy was the same, only the bubbly blond tasted of honey and flowers. Her scent soothed my muscles and eased my worries.

      “I must feel you in me, my Lord,” Roxy breathed, on her back and pulling me between her legs.

      I felt a small hand encircle the base of my cock and press the fat head into her wetness. Looking down, I saw Slix with an eager grin, she flashed me a wink and bit her bottom lip, eyes intent on watching my cock part Roxy’s tiny opening.

      “Oh god,” I moaned, “You’re fucking tight… mhmm!”

      “Master, Master, Master!”

      Roxy said it over and over. Her head shaking side to side slowly as I eased into her tiny sex with short little thrusts. I had about half of my cock in her when she seized up, muscles locking as her slender opening tightened around me.

      “Oh, Jason!” She cried, eyes flashing wide open in wonder as pleasure raced through her whole body, then with a deep sigh, she melted into the bed, her pussy relaxing around my cock, drawing it in, in one fell swoop.

      Our lips met, and tongues sliding along one another's, as my hips took over, pushing in and out of her pussy in long slow thrusts. I held her ass with one hand, and the back of her head with the other, our bodies wrapped around one another, locked in a desperate struggle to give one another as much pleasure as we could, drawing out our own, until, with cries of ecstasy, we both came. My seed flooding deep within her womb, as her juices flowed around me.

      The strange narcotic effect of her juices had my cock throbbing still, even long seconds after I’d cum, my balls aching to be unloaded again. We extricated from one another with slow movements, lips kissing, and gazing into one another's eyes, unable to put into words the profound emotions swirling within us.

      Then cool fingers turned my face, and thick lips pressed to mine in a brief kiss.

      “That was the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen,” Slix said, not a hint of jealousy or envy on her face, only love and joy, “Our long wait was worth it.”

      She pressed me back to the mattress, slender thighs slipping to either side of my hips as she reached down and took my cock, pressing it against her slim sex. Smiling down at me with a wicked grin, she whipped her hair back over her shoulder and rested her hands on my chest, squeezing her massive breasts together and causing my cock to throb all the harder.

      “Long wait?” I asked, resting my hands on her hips lightly, feeling her tremble as her juices coated my cock, and it slipped an inch inside her.

      “Ahh!... Oh… yes sir… we’ve never been with a man… I can feel every inch of it,” her eyes were wide, alive with pleasure as she smiled down at me, “we saved ourselves for you, Jason. Ohhh!”

      She came on my cock, just as Roxy had, her gorgeous face screwed up in agony, as pleasure radiated out from her quivering pussy. Then her eyes flashed open, and with a powerful thrust, she drove her hips down into mine, taking all of me into her in one push.

      “Oh fuck… god, Slix… you’re so fucking incredible!”

      I shook, awed by the sight of her riding my cock, hips rolling, and massive breasts swaying as she bit her bottom lips in pleasure. I slid my hands up and took large handfuls of her glorious breasts and pulled the nipples gently, massaging, and playing with them; drawing cute little whimpers of pleasure from her.

      Soon we were lost in one another, and I drew her down into me, hands caressing her back as our lips met, her breasts smashed between us, hips driving into one another. The air filled with the scent of her juices, spicy and heady. She came just as I did, our pleasure peaking together, not in screams of moans, but with lips locked together, breaths short and heavy.

      The walls of her pussy milked the last of my cum deep into her womb, as she rested upon me, Roxy cuddling up close to both of us. We lie there, gently touching and caressing one another's skin, marveling in this newfound connection until we fell into blissful sleep.

      The Arbalest sailed through space, headed towards our next battle and adventure. We still had a long campaign ahead, and things would only get tougher from here on out. But with these two gorgeous women by my side, I felt there was nothing we couldn’t do.
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