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Chapter 1











T
 he Arbalest sailed at warp speed through the blackness of space. To starboard was the Jugyian Nebula, one of the Emrido Empire’s greatest works of art. It spanned an area of space that was multiple star systems wide and filled with an enchanting display of colorful gases, cosmic rays and swirling comets.

As the glorious sights passed us by, I lay atop a narrow bed, the wall and ceiling a clear viewscreen, but my eyes were locked upon the two women who didn’t seem willing to part with the object of their affection and desires.

“Jesus,” I moaned as Slix ran a long tongue down the underside of my cock as Roxy rotated her thick lips around the head, nursing it gently, “if you keep that up, I’m going to explode again.”

“I haven’t noticed you explode yet, Master,” Slix said with a wink, “Fill Roxy’s eager mouth with another dram of your seed… you do not know what it does inside us.”

“Mhmhmphp mmhmm,” Roxy moaned, her eyes locking onto mine as I shivered. “Mhmmm mmmmmMMM!”

“Oh god!” I hissed, hips shivering as pleasure raced through me in a wave, my toes curling, one hand gripping the sheets and the other locked in Slix hair as I drew her up into a passionate kiss.

“Oh, Master!” Roxy moaned, the last spurt of my seed shooting up and across her red lips and pale cheek, “Mhnnnn oh stars… it’s… mmmm.”

The gorgeous space MILF rolled onto her back, large, firm breasts standing out proudly as she writhed on in obvious ecstasy. Once the blonde space-police officer fell back, her dark-haired partner latched plump lips around my cock and went to work licking and sucking me erect again.

It couldn’t be denied now, no matter how hard I tried, that the nanites they’d injected me with when I’d first arrive aboard had done more than adjust my human physiology to the rigors of space. It was hard to know just how much they’d suped me up, because before being abducted by the pair, I’d never experienced a fraction as much sex as I was lately.

Manhood hardening for the umpteenth time that evening, I lay back and crossed my hands behind my head and watched the magnificent beauty as Slix eagerly suckled my cock stiff and swallowed her own load of seed. The more the women imbibed of me or took me within their womb’s, they said, the more they could align with me, whatever that meant. They’d been changed by the Professor and her nanites years before I was, and I suspected in more profound ways.

The most beautiful star system in the universe couldn’t hold my attention for long when the object of nearly all my teenage fantasies lay between my legs, naked and eagerly gliding my cock down her throat and out to swirl the tip with her long, dexterous tongue, then back down to the root, massive breasts swaying with each movement. The sight was too much, once again, and I came staring deep into the woman’s eyes.

The raven-haired former pirate shook as my cum blasted down her throat and I saw her hips shiver, a spray of her juices hitting the sheets, but her eyes never left mine. They were filled not with mindless pleasure, but a gentle love and joy that she could give me, the Hero such pleasure, after so long, that my heart swelled three times its normal size.

Falling back on the bed I gasped in deep lungful of the sweet, ship air as my crew members crawled up and snuggled against either side of me. I pulled them close, pressing a kiss to dark, then golden blonde, sweat slick hair. Loving how the women seemed to melt into me as I did.

“Our vacation ends tomorrow,” I said with a wistful sigh.

“Think about tomorrow, tomorrow,” Slix said, purring like a cat as I trailed light fingers up her back, “mhmm… that feels nice, sir.”

“You’re taking a whole Galactic Day to prepare,” Roxy said, “and you don’t even know what you’re preparing for.”

“I still feel guilty,” I admitted, finding it odd still to open up to someone, let alone the pair of them, “Not knowing what to expect means I should prepare harder.”

“I don’t understand you at all,” Roxy said with a shake of her head and a little frown that gave her thick pink lips an adorable pout, “but then again, even the Professor knew she wasn’t as brilliant as the hero.”

“I told you to shut up with that,” I growled, flipping the curvy woman onto her side away from me.

“Oh, master!” Roxy giggled as she pushed her ass back into my crotch and drew my hand to cup one massive, firm breast, “does the great and mhmm hardening hero need to put me in my place? Oh, please, master. You’ll be busy studying and all that and I won’t be able to, nghnnnnn!” I groaned with the woman as she ground her hairless lips down my length, coating my cock in her slick juices. “Get all that tasty seed in me and I neeeeed it, Master. I need it bad.”

I held the woman down, cock hovering against her wet lips, and held myself there. Her desperate eyes shifted into puzzlement, and then into excitement as she pushed her ass back, inching my cock within her depths. When I nodded in encouragement, the wicked woman threw herself into the effort, fucking back into me like a tigress, golden locks cascading all around me as her back arched beneath me.

A full week we’d flown across the galaxy on our way towards Hellix’s threat and though I should have been studying my game notes, I’d spent nearly the whole time in bed with these two. As sleep stole me under and the girls purred happily against my side, I imagined the rest of my life would be perfect if I could only have the two of them in my bed. Little did I know the wonder awaited us at our journey’s end.




“Master,
 isn’t the threat coming from the bombers?” Roxy asked, pointing at a distinct part of the simulation from where I was focused, “Their Ion-Bombs could take out an entire fleet of fighter-deployers.”

“A diversion,” I mumbled, only giving the blonde half my attention as I played out a simulation I’d programmed in that morning. “The Vox will often employ standard tactics as a smokescreen to hide a blunt but deadly strike.”

“The hammer and anvil,” Slix said, pointing to the second capitol class ship appearing on the other side of my mock fleet of.

“Exactly,” I said.

“But how can you hold all that in your head?” Hellix asked, her voice awed as she watched the swarming ships play out on the screen. “I can barely follow one ship in all the chaos.”

“You start with one ship,” I said, analyzing the readouts from the simulation in real time as I played out, “and work your way up… The patterns seem to hold, excellent. You can end the simulation, Roxy.”

The blonde beauty flicked off the holo-screen, and I pulled over my notebook, pouring through the early fights in many of my campaigns. The branching nature of Vox-AI, the game, made it similar to chess, in that after the first few openings moves the branching possibilities multiplied exponentially.

The next battle would be important in determining which branching path I should plan for. The Empire’s fleets were going to be necessary, but in the game, I’d always aligned with the space pirates first, and used them as leverage when dealing with the Empire. I couldn’t trust the side quest I’d used to align with the pirates would appear, so my focus was on gaining their favor.

Flipping to another page, I began programming the simulation into the system so I could run through a few scenarios. As I did, Hellix drifted off to sleep, her gentle snores accompanying the clips and taps and Slix, Roxy and I worked.

The pair of crew members always seemed to have work to do when they sat at their stations, but little of it made sense to me. I’d been far too preoccupied since arriving with getting my bearings in space and this new reality, in addition to fighting for my life, to care how Slix plotted our course through star systems, or Roxy hid our passage from spying intergalactic powers.

“The Emrido world we’ll arrive at is Homeworld to the Lo’Sylvan’s.” Roxy said, sending the information to my holo-screen, “One of the Noble races, ancient and powerful. In addition to the Imperial might, they’ll be able to command from nearby systems.”

I pulled up the data she’d sent over, recognizing the race’s name from the game. Sure enough, the image of a tall, slender, pointy eared race appeared. Their haughty expressions and long features made them appear almost as arrogant as I remembered them from the game. The race was so beautiful it was hard to tell the females from the males from face alone, but their bodies were wildly different. The men were short and slender, their movements almost effeminate, while their females, exceedingly rare according to the information I scanned, were larger and endowed with a matronly figure.

A long-lived race, their breeding patterns were rare and indirect more often than not, they relied upon lesser caste races for the menial tasks and labor that operated their world and those under their nobility’s nominal control.

“These weapon system readouts are accurate for the Lo’Sylvans?” I asked Slix, “They employ almost exclusively rail-systems?”

“Affirmative,” Slix said with a sharp nod, “they’re less maneuverable but damnable effective against Lo’Sylvan ships.”

“Hopefully we don’t have to see that application,” I said absently as I dug through the weapon systems data.

There were discrepancies between what I’d come to rely upon in the game world and what existed in the real world. The Lo’Sylvan’s had been less evolved in some ways and more in others, while the Fyrodian’s had been entirely new to me. All I could do was learn everything possible in the short time left. Pushing aside my guilt for indulging in so much fornication over the last week, I put my head down and got to studying.












Chapter 2











T
 en hours later, I staggered back to my room and fell onto the cot, grateful Slix and Roxy had carried Hellix to bed with them. Rolling into my blankets, I closed my eyes and waited for sleep to steal me under.

The cot, with its single blanket, was surprisingly comfortable, and I woke up feeling refreshed a few hours later. Stretching, I rolled over and jerked in surprise when I found a tall woman, glowing blue, standing beside my bed staring down at me.

“The hero rises,” her voice had a haunting aspect to it that must have been designed by her and I couldn’t help barking a short laugh.

Instead of showing annoyance at my laughter, the ghostly figure grinned impishly, as if she knew exactly what had set me off.

“Are you here all the time? Or just staring at me when I’m sleeping, like a creeper,?”

The beautiful doctor’s ghostly blue lips curled into a smile, and she shifted down to sit on the edge of my cot. I was startled when the blankets shifted, and I realized again she wasn’t a hologram but an actual being made from light that had weight and mass.

“With the ship in slumber, I’m able to redirect energy to create this solid form. Would you prefer me to exist as a disembodied voice? Or a ghostly image without solidity?” Her lips curled into a charming smile, and I shifted on the cot when she rested a warm hand on the blanket covering my thigh.

“I think that might be worse, yea,” I said, pulling myself up into a seated position.

“I wanted to warn you about my people,” the professor waved a hand at her glowing form. “The Empire had never been egalitarian, and since the Vox appeared, they’ve been even more strident in their hierarchy. As an outsider you’ll be viewed as less than the lowest workers and peasants.”

“Hellix said-.” I began, but the woman cut me off with a wave of her hand.

“The girl means well, but she’s never been more than a spy for my sisters. We are a proud race, and matriarchal in origin. The males of my species are excellent workers, but critical thinking has never been their strong suit. You’ll be viewed as less than, because you’re an outsider, and more so for being male.”

I frowned, feeling my annoyance grow at learning this now on the cusp of arriving. Opening my mouth to ask why she’d waited so long to inform me, the glowing blue figure cut me off with a finger across my lips.

“If you’d known beforehand, it would only have worried you and I knew how much you needed that break with Slix and Roxy.” Her luminescent eyes twinkled as they met mine and her finger was slow in pulling away from my lips. “And how much they loved it. You three must rely on one another, and you’ll find the more you join, the easier it will become.”

“What do I do about how they see me?” I asked.

“You will have some status as the hero… But being a man without title or followers besides your crew… You’ll be relegated to lesser status.” the woman’s fingers slid down my neck caressing the soft skin. “You must make them see you as the man I know you to be.” Professor Xiaxis smiled, and her fingers slipped under the leg of my boxers, and I felt her fingers glide along the rapidly hardening shaft of my cock. “Once my sister does, she’ll be the first to demand the breeding. Don’t let her beauty, our race’s powers, or the touch of her sex, sway you… remain strong and secure the necessary resources. You understand?”

“Hardly anything,” I said with a faint laugh, then I gasped again when Xiaxis’s fingers pulled my hardening manhood free.

The glowing blue figure stood eight feet tall, flat footed, but with her curvy body in proportion, she felt even bigger as she crawled atop the cot. My shock turned to awe as the flimsy blue garments dissolved to nothingness and I took in the professor’s inhuman beauty.

“My race is unique in a special way,” Xiaxis purred, her warm hand pressing me to the cot, as she swung a long leg over my hips. “The females can trap a man with pleasure so intense, their minds will break. Making them slaves to her will, evermore.”

When her fingers slid along the thick shaft of my cock and pressed it against her sex, I gasped. Her wetness coated my length, but it was the tingling pleasure radiating out from where my dick contacted her pussy that took my breath away.

The professors’ lips curled into a knowing smile as she coated her fingers in her own juices and used them to stroke my raging hard on. I felt like a child beneath the large woman, and the feeling awoke strange desires within me. The woman’s massive breasts shook gently as her hands stroked my cock gently, and I couldn’t help staring at the large, pale nipples, inverted, and aching to be sucked.

“This is…” I couldn’t find words for the strangely intimate and erotica experience.

“This is necessary,” Xiaxis cooed, her large eyes locked on the tip of my cock as it rose from between her fingers. A clear bead of precum oozed from the tip and she swiped it off with a gentle finger and brought it to her lips.

The glowing blue woman’s pupils were slitted like a cat, but they swelled into circles before narrowing as she tasted my cum.

“Just as I posited… The genetic markers were too random to be engineered. Oh, but the depths of this man!”

The glowing figure blinked out of existence for a second, her weight disappearing from my thighs for a half second before they flashed back into existence with an expression of euphoria on her face.

“More! I need it… in me! Need to feel it flood my processors!”

“What… ohhhhhhh GOOoooodddd!”

The world dissolved into one of pure pleasure as Xiaxis pressed softening cock against her tight lips. Her juices coated my cock and flooded me with the tingling pleasure, not unlike a powerful narcotic, and then her tightness engulfed me.

“Hold to… sanity… Oh heavens!!!!” The large woman curled forward, her massive breasts pressing down into me and nearly suffocating me as she shook in orgasm.

My crotch was flooded with wetness as her hips sank down to meet mine. I was barely aware of Xiaxis’s orgasm through because I was in the midst of having my mind torn apart by pleasure.

I’ve never done hard drugs, but I imagine shooting heroine for the first time must be similar to a Lo’Sylvan’s pussy. The pleasure was so intense that at first, I was carried away from my mind and body. For long seconds I was adrift, struggling to cling to anything that would give me sanity.

Sharp pain brought me back to myself, and I felt Xiaxis’s teeth nibbling at my neck. Gasping, I reached around her or tried to but found my arms filled with soft, blue breast flesh. My world existed in the space where our bodies were joined and every pull of her incredibly tight pussy along my cock threatened to break my mind.

As my orgasm approached, and I began failing in the struggle, I realized that the professor was lost in pleasure, her jaw hanging open and tongue lolling to the side as her soft hips slapped against mine, machine like. The woman was so large and heavy I couldn’t stop her if I wanted to, and with the low mewling sounds she was making, nothing I said would get her to stop before we reached our pleasure together.

The pleasure grew to the point of pain, and just before my mind tore like tissue paper, Roxy and Slix flashed through my head. The image of those gorgeous women, both the drawing I’d long lusted after, and their real appearances, filled my mind as my cock throbbed.

“OHH NNNGHNNN!”

The lights flashed bright and then dimmed across the whole ship as I flooded the professor’s ethereal pussy with a massive load of cum. Xiaxis’s thigh pressed against my thighs and it felt like my cock was about to be torn off as it cinched down on me.

As quickly as we’d begun, it was suddenly over, and the large professor slumped off to the side, between me and the wall. Panting, I turned and took in her inhumane beauty, mind and body still reeling from the intensity of the pleasure.

“I’m… sorry,” the professor said softly, her glow fading as she flickered. “Unprepared for the… intensity… So much data to process… Keep strong with my sister, Hero…”

Heavy eyelids drooping, the glowing woman faded into nothing as her eyes closed and I was left covered in her clear fluids and wondering where they’d even come from. Rising, I found the lavatory and washed off, slamming off the water and jumping out of the shower when the alarm started blaring and red lights flashed overhead.

“We made it!” Hellix was bouncing with excitement as I stepped out of the shower.

The pink-haired alien had laid out my clothes and beaming up at me. As I pulled on the clothing, I tried to ignore her intense stare. The alien woman was kind and sweet but she also from a strange culture that didn’t have the same taboo as we did on earth. I’d woken several times on our voyage to find the woman sitting on the edge of my bed, staring down at me as I slept.

“I know my breeding is complete,” the little alien said with a hint of a smile as I reached over to grab my pants and pull them on. She reached out and stopped me, dropping to her knees before me with a growing smile. “But I’d love to feel you one more time before I’m to return to my people… Mhmm, please, Hero, use my mouth and throat to take your pleasure, I want to drink you down!”

“Jesus,” I breathed.

Hellix is a beautiful and her exotic features only made me desire her all the more. Watching her slender antennae vibrate and sway. I read her desire and felt my own flood me. The alien’s eyes grew wide, and she grinned when my dick began to harden, but at that moment the door to my bedroom flew open and Roxy poked her blond head in.












Chapter 3











“M
 aster, it’s bad! The Vox have the Empire’s forces all but destroyed. Slix says we need to retreat, there isn’t anything we can do,” the navigator’s eyes skipped over the young alien kneeling at my feet, and though if felt a wave of embarrassment and even shame for being with another woman, Roxy only flashed a quick grin at Hellix and went on. “I’m sorry, Sir but we need you on the deck.”

“Coming,” I said, hauling on my pants quickly as I hopped for the door.

Hellix was right there to help me, small, nimble fingered hands working the buttons of my pants closed. I had to push the girls’ hands away to keep her from trying to stroke me through the material as we hurried down the corridor.

“Maybe if we retreat, Sir, you can use my front side after using my mouth? Mhmm it’s so wrong to do it there, but I love… Dear Stars, my people!”

We’d stepped onto the bridge and could see the blue and green planet hovering in the distance, looking no larger than a softball on the screen. A fleet of ships hovered between the planet and the bulk of the Vox forces, looking miniscule compared to the enemy. The wreckage of thousands of downed empire vessels lay scattered through space, stretching from the edge of the solar system to where the forces battled near the planet.

“Sir? Should we retreat?” Slix turned in her seat with a worried frown. “This is nothing like the simulations you’ve been running… the Empire is lost.”

Hellix let out a pained whimper and I could feel her strong little fingers digging into my forearm as she gripped it tight, but my mind was spinning too quickly to offer her comfort. The scene before me didn’t look like anything I’d seen in the game, but I could recognize small parts of it.

The swirling swarms of small Vox Fighters attacked in corkscrew patterns that let them avoid most of the thick bars of light shot out of the Lo’Sylvan’s rail guns. The defensive tactic was effective, but usually the Vox didn’t learn of it until later in the game. Not only that, but there were large silver ships that dropped massive nuclear warheads throughout the battlefield that I’d never seen the Vox employ.

For a long second, I was overwhelmed by what I was witnessing. I opened my mouth to agree with Slix, that the world, and with it a large portion of the Empire, was lost when I noticed which planet we hovered above.

“Is that Braxtonia?” The spire of glittering metal sticking out of the world’s north pole and into space wasn’t something I could forget easily. This world was where I always learned of the space pirate side quest and flashes of its cutscene ran through my head.

“I’ve never heard it called that,” Hellix said, her voice full of sadness as she watched small bright spots appear on the monitor as ships detonated in the distance. “But it’s where the Empress has placed her throne.”

The hairs stood on the backs of my arms and neck, and I assiduously tried to ignore Slix and Roxy’s questioning stares as I slipped into my seat.

“We aren’t leaving.” I said with a firm nod, “Slix, give me a readout of the Vox forces, largest to smallest and with a focus on their maneuverable. Roxy, get on the horn with the empire’s forces and let them know we’ve arrived. I’ll need command of their forces if we’re going to save them.”

“Rodger than, sir!” Slix said, her long fingers dancing over the screen before her.

“Yes, master!” Roxy called up the Lo’Sylvan forces and began speaking rapidly with a terrified voice.

“What can I do?” Helix asked, bouncing on her heels, and looking around at the three of us.

“Help Roxy convince them,” I said, not bothering to look up when the pink haired alien gave a sharp nod and hurried to the blonde’s side.

“Analysis complete. Sending now, sir.”

Slix sent me a readout on the enemy’s forces, and I overlaid it atop their formations. Scanning it quickly, I saw patterns I recognized and swore inwardly to myself. Now that I could see the whole battlefield laid out in the 3-D before me, I recognized it from later in the game.

“Master, I have the Lo’Sylvan Admiral, but she doesn’t believe us-.”

Cutting the ships controls down and to the right, I spun is into a cloud of Vox fighters and engaged our forward ion blasters. The Vox still have weaknesses I could exploit. I saw with a wave of relief, though they wouldn’t last long. The AI learned fast and wouldn’t make the same mistake twice.

The fighters flew in straight lines, this deep in their formations, and it was a simple thing to stitch twin lines of ion blaster fire down it. I could feel the attention of the combatants shift to the Arbalest, as we darted through a dozen explosions.

“Nevermind!” Roxy said, the sound of hope entering the terrified voice screaming through her earpiece. “The Admiral wants to know what your orders are, master.”

“Tell her to weaken her line in the center and pull back towards the planet.”

It took nearly all my concentration to slip the Arbalest through the lines of Vox forces zeroing in on it.

“The Admiral says the Vox will drive through their center if she does that,” Roxy said.

“God damn it,” I growled, my frustration spiking as I rolled to the right, and came up beneath a squadron of fighters.

Opening with the Arbalest’s cannons, three of the fighters exploded into yellow gold fireballs, and the last two tried evading the pulse round I’d shot ahead of us. My timing was perfect, and the round detonated when the two ships were still in range, killing their navigation systems and leaving them sitting ducks for my cannon fire.

We were approaching the Empire’s lines, and I saw the forces pulling back to make an opening for the Arbalest, but instead of escaping the Vox behind the Empires lines; I cut across the front of their ranks.

Three pulse rounds and twenty seconds of tight maneuvers had us near the center of the Lo’Sylvan’s forces and left a wake of destruction behind us. The Vox had driven a heavy corvette class ship into the center of their forces and from the dangerous glow growing in its weapons systems, it was charging up a powerful attack to take out the Lo’Sylvan Admiral’s capitol ship.

“The Admiral has ordered a pullback,” Roxy said, but I barely paid attention to her as I typed in a quick calculation.

The Arbalest hummed as her processors crunched the numbers and in less than a second, a holographic image of my plan appeared before me. Following the red lines back to their origin, I cut hard to the right and shot off a pulse round to the marked location.

“Tell her to hold for now,” I ordered, my concentration fixed on slipping beneath the brunt of the Vox forces, while avoiding the cloud of fighters swarming behind and their cannon fire. “But to ready her forces to pull back on my order. Slix, can you program in the coordinates the computer spit out?”

“Aye, sir,” Slix said, her long fingers becoming a blur as they moved across her display. As the data from the computer streamed before her, I saw the woman’s dark eyes widen and a frown mar her beautiful face. I’d have explained my tactics if there’d been time, but I was too hard pressed trying to line up my shot before the corvette let fire. The glow of the Vox weapon grew so bright I had to look away and missed the detonation of the first pulse round I’d sent out.

The detonation wasn’t near any of the functioning Vox fighters, so the AI hadn’t seen it as a threat. When the explosion sent a broken ship spinning into the space between the Vox corvette and the Lo’Sylvan’s capitol ship, Vox fighters moved to intercept, but the second pulse round blew, blocking their path and then it was too late.

My suspicions about the Vox weapon were correct. I saw, as a blue-white bar of energy reached out from the corvette and hit the debris. The fighter flashed white, then exploded into a billion tiny pieces a second later.

“What is that?!” Slix said, her cheeks paling.

“Fusion Laser,” I said, “We need to send those coordinates, now!”

Slix gave a start and with a couple taps of her fingers turned to me. “Sent, now what?”

“Now we pray they can follow orders,” I said, my voice faint and distant as a dozen fighters swirled in towards me, avoiding a rail gun shot from the Capitol shit. My concentration fixed, I ignored Roxy’s updates on the Lo’Sylvan’s formation, and Slix warnings about the Fusion Laser recharging.












Chapter 4











I
 n the midst of the Vox forces, I was surrounded by chaos and threat on all sides. The threat was real and should have frozen me with fear, but instead, I felt alive. My heart pounded, and the blood sang through my veins. Everything was happening lightning fast, but I was so familiar with the Arbalest and comfortable in the battle that it felt like things were moving in slow motion around me.

As I maneuvered the Arbalest around behind the corvette, I heard myself laugh when the Vox dropped two pulse rounds near a downed ship. Trying to use my own tactics against me wouldn’t work, not when I had Roxy feeding me visual data from the battlefield. Fingers darting on the controls, I tucked us into a tight dive, and swooped under the twin detonations, using them as a shield to their sight as I fired on the corvette.

The bright glow was getting so bright I had to look away again, but my blaster fire had its intended effect and the Laser shot wide, avoiding the Lo’Sylvan’s capitol ship and shooting out into the blackness of space and burning a line into my vision that I tried to blink away.

“Slix, how are they coming?” Rolling back towards the Lo’Sylvan’s formation, I angled for the outer edges of their forces.

“They’re losses are heavy in the center.” The black-haired beauty looked grim as she scanned the data streaming across her screen. “The lines going to buckle any minute, sir.”

“Admiral Gyloto demands an explanation, master!”

I growled a curse as the screen before Roxy flashed blue and a female face loomed in it. The woman had the fixed stare of someone used to giving orders and being obeyed. Her hair was a bright blue, pulled back in a severe bun, and the collar of her uniform was stiff and sharp as it came up under her chin.

“I’ve lost ten thousand citizen soldiers to your hair-brained strategy! Are you the Hero, Xiaxis promised or a damn fool?! I’m ordering the outer forces back to the center-.”

“Order the outer forces forward on my order. Starting with the farthest forces at a triple march, the next at a double and the last a single march.”

“Madness! That would leave us stretched too thin… Accepting the Vox into our center…” the Admiral’s luminous green eyes widened, and I saw excitement flash across her features.

“It’s the only option,” I said, the Arbalest shivering as two cannon blasts struck her shields. “Envelopment and grind them down.”

“Brilliant… but how could you have seen it?”

“Do you want to ask questions or save your home world, sailor? Get those ships advancing on my order!”

“Aye, aye, Hero!”

The woman began barking orders to people off screen, and I put her out of my mind with some difficulty. I thought I’d been prepared for the Lo’Sylvan’s beauty, especially after my encounter with the professor, but I found it hard to forget those high cheekbones, delicate nose or puffy lips.

I’d set myself the task of keeping the Vox attention riveted on the battle. With the Arbalest threatening and harrying their forces, it was too tempting a target for them to ignore. Instead of keeping a line of retreat open, the Vox pressed their advantage as the Lo’Sylvan’s center thinned. I felt the Vox begin to panic, their ship’s movements almost frenetic, as the farthest forces curled inward instead of retreating.

Forming something of an inward firing ball, the Lo’Sylvan trapped the Vox within, firing relentlessly upon their forces. It was a brutal slog there for long minutes as the Vox fought with more and more desperation. The AI broke through the back ranks and a line of fighters, and two corvettes escaped to the farthest corners of the system, but the bulk of the Vox forces were left in ruins to cast a dark smear above the world below.

During the final stretch of the battle, Slix, Roxy and I’d worked hand in glove. The Vox fought like cornered rats, hunting for any escape to their death-trap and the three of us circled the Lo’Sylvan formation, shoring it up where it threatened to buckle.

I could hear voices shouting in excitement through Roxy’s comms’ as the last remnants of the Vox fleet were turned into salvage. I was grateful when I heard the blonde beauty speaking with someone about not destroying the down vessels, and that it would be used for salvage.

“The Hero promises there will be no threat to your people from handling the wreckage,” Roxy said.

“Tell them the Lo’Sylvan’s have already begun researching the Vox and will be creating advanced weapons systems from them,” I said.

Roxy nodded and repeated it through the comm, and I heard fear shift into consternation. Feeling confident they would move past their natural aversion, and soon see the benefits of reverse engineering the Vox wreckage.

The Emrido, in the game and this reality, according to Slix and Roxy, aren’t nearly the innovative as the Lo’Sylvans, but what they lose in engineering brilliance, they make up for in sheer numbers and a dogged devotion to tradition.

In the empire, every soul spent at least two years in military service. Ensuring they were never shorthanded when the Tri’s, Fyrodian’s, or another aggressor appeared in their space.

“Sir, Lo’Sylvan Command has just given approval for us to land in their capitol,” Slix said, her fingers dancing over the controls before her as she shut down the weapon systems and prepared the Arbalest to enter atmosphere.

“They’re thoroughly impressed, master.” Roxy pulled up an image of the capitol streets where thousands of people were streaming out of bunkers and reinforced buildings to celebrate still being alive.

It was like watching the cantina scene in Star Wars, only in the middle of wide boulevards, as strange aliens pulled out even strange instruments and others began dancing. Bottles were passed around, and songs of victory filled the air. The image flicked to another location where a similar celebration was taking place. On here I spotted tall Lo’Sylvan women among the crowd passing out bottles and trays covered in pills and powders.

Wherever the tall women moved, the crowds gathered close, and I could see the intense desire etched on the faces of most of the men and many of the women. Hand reached out and light fingers brushed the Lo’Sylvan women’s flowing gowns but there was a reverence when they dealt with the gorgeous aliens.

I spotted small pink haired women with antennae rising from their heads speckled throughout the crowds and felt Hellix grow excited when she saw others of her race.

“Can you show, Helliodromeda?” The adorable little alien asked Roxy, “That’s my hometown!”

“Their Command gave me access to their Vid Feed network,” the blonde beauty said as she tapped in the town’s name. “I should be able to pull it up… there we are.”

The screen flickered again, and the view showed us another town, this one smaller and the buildings not as new and gleaming as the others. The boulevards were narrower but the people filling them were just as ecstatic as the others, and I could see the trays and bottles being passed around were mostly empty.

“There’s my sister!” Hellix shouted, pointing to a swaying pink haired girl, little more than a speck in the crowd. Roxy zoomed in just as the girl reached out and grabbed a passing male of her race and locked her lips to his.

I felt a touch embarrassed at the sight, but Hellix only laughed harder when her sister fumbled the male’s tiny phallus free and turned her rear towards him. Roxy switched the feed immediately, and I almost laughed aloud when I saw the embarrassment flash across her face.

“Awww, that’s no fun,” Hellix said, but the blonde ignored her as she keyed over the comm.

“Lo’Sylvan Command, the Arbalest will make its descent. Please advise on a landing location.”

Instead of the Comm’s officer she’d been dealing with, the screen flashed white and dissolved into the image of a Lo’Sylvan woman with a tall headdress. Hellix gave a yelp of fright and jumped behind my chair, ducking down and hiding from the Lo’Sylvan’s luminous stare.


“Empress Iluminous!”
 The pink-haired girl hissed from behind me.

“Come to me, Hero,” the woman’s voice tugged at something within me, making me ache with the need to be near her. Her face was breathtakingly beautiful, with delicate features and long, pointed ears rising from her pale blonde hair. I couldn’t see her figure, just the slender slope of her neck as it extended down from her face and my lips twitched, hungry to touch and taste the woman’s smooth flesh. “My daughters and I have a special reward prepared for the man who saved our planet with its 30 million souls. Come to us, Hero and let the Emrido Empire fete you and your companions in the manner you deserve.”

“Thank you, Empress,” I said, glad my voice came out strong, and it didn’t warble. “We would be happy to accept your invitation. We have data and information to share with your Empire that could be helpful for the overall war effort, if we can come to an agreement on the sharing of resources.”

“I’m sure we can come to some sort of arrangement,” the Empress said, her thick lips curling into a predatory smile. “I look forward to meeting you in person, Hero.”

“And you, Empress,” I said.

I wasn’t sure if I should bow or something, but Roxy took the decision from me when she clicked off the vid screen.

“Master, an escort is forming up to take us to the planet’s surface. Should I say we’re ready to go down?”

“Not yet,” I said. “Let’s make them stew for an hour or two. Slix, would you take the Arbalest through the debris and gather up the items I’ve noted here?”

I sent her a list I’d made the night before and she scanned it into her systems, target locking wreckage strewn across the whole battlefield.

“It will take a couple hours to gather everything on the list, sir. What will you be doing in the meantime?”

“I’ll be in my cabin… preparing to meet the Empress. Don’t disturb me for anything.”

“Should I come, Hero?” Hellix asked with a hopeful smile. “This might be the last chance we have to… you know.”

Waggling her pink brows at me, I couldn’t help the chuckle that escaped me, but I shook my head in the negative.

“I wish I could, but this job I have to do alone.”

Slix and Roxy watched me leave, their faces tight with concern, but neither voiced a complaint as I shut and locked my cabin door behind me. The lock had hardly clicked into place when the blue glow of the professor cast my shadow against the wall. Turning, I found the beautiful blue woman standing in nothing but a white lab coat. Her form seemed hazier and less distinct that it had the two previous times she’d appeared, but solid enough to touch.
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“N
 ow you understand the danger I spoke of?” The woman asked, her voice soft but the tones reaching down into my core and tickling my desire just at the Empresses had. “My sister Iluminous, is the most dangerous Lo’Sylvan you’ll ever meet… yes?”

“How am I supposed to be in her presence, let alone speak with her without losing myself? She’s the most beautiful creature in the universe…” I gave a shiver and started pacing back and forth in the small room. Even now, locked in my room, the Empress’s face filled my head and my imagination tried to fit in the rest of her body, which only caused me to obsess even more.

“Perhaps,” Professor Xiaxis said, stepping forward and resting a hand on my shoulder and steering me towards the narrow cot. “And perhaps not. Her beauty is an illusion.” I glanced at her sharply and she shook her head. “Not that type of illusion. But one of your own devising. If you’d grown up while humans struggled with famine and deprivation, your idea of beauty would be drastically different. It’s all a matter of perspective.”

My ass fell onto the cot, and the woman pushed her lab coat back off her shoulders. Instead of falling to the ground, the luminous blue garment dissolved into light, but my attention was riveted on the perfection to the tall woman’s body. The pendulous breasts and narrow waist looked even more outrageous when she towered over me.

“I cannot change my perspective that much,” I said, after swallowing hard.

“But you will have women at your side whose approval you care more about… use that. And there is a secret to Lo’Sylvan pleasure… a hidden button I’ll show you.” the cot creaked as she slipped her knees to either side of my hips and pulled my face into her warm breasts.

I didn’t have time to be amazed at the lifelike nature of her body, before her nimble fingers plucked my cock free of my pants and the incredible sensation of her pussy gripped me again.

“Remember what I told you before… master yourself, Jason… Keep your mind… Holy stars above… I’m… I’m… Oh stars!”

The world dissolved once more into white pleasure, and I was adrift. Sharp pain in my shoulder brought me back and I looked up into the professor’s glowing blue face filled with euphoria. Clinging to reality was a struggle, and I felt sweat pop out on my brow as the sensations crested within me. Her nimble fingers guided mine to beneath her pert ass and I found the secret button, finding a second of peace when my fingers grazed it and Xiaxis exploded in orgasm.

Ecstasy like I’d never known flooded me, as it had before, like a narcotic. When the woman’s ethereal sex absorbed my seed within it, she let out a sharp scream and her back arched, breasts thrusting forward before she fell to the side on the mattress.

“Forget my sister’s face and form,” Professor Xiaxis breathed as her body began fading. “And focus on the emotion inside… You have the keys to triumph…”

“Wait!”

But the woman was gone.

The lights flickered and came back on brighter than before. Pulling on a clean set of clothes from the locker, I brushed back my hair and cleaned myself up as best I could. When I stepped out of the room, I found Hellix waiting.

“Slix said it will be an hour until we land planet side.” The pink-haired aliens’ eyes sparkled with excitement and I could see her antennae vibrating in that way they did when she was about to pounce on me.

“I should prepare for the meeting-.”

The alien was suddenly all over me; her kisses cutting off my words as her dainty little hands slipped free of the clean clothes I’d just put on.

“I can prepare you, sir.”

Watching the clean shirt fall on the ground in a pile beside the pants, I let myself be pulled back into the cabin. As the Arbalest made its descent, I spent one last hour with Hellix. We spoke for most of the time, interspersed with hot make-out sessions and twice she took me within her body, accepting my seed with a glee I still found uncomfortable.

The comm clicked on and Roxy warned us we would enter atmosphere shortly, while Hellix was telling me about the new status she would have back home.

“If your seed has quickened, and I’m blessed with a child of your loins,” she said with a euphoric expression. “I’ll be named a Damyo Lady and granted my own fiefdom!”

“What would that make you?” I asked.

“In the eyes of the nobility I’d still be common born, but I could own property and a household. Damyo’s can be small, a single house, or large enough to own a continent. Depends on their wealth. But they’ll never get a vote in council unless they buy one.” Hellix frowned and tapped a nail on her chin. “The gossip is, half the council is owned by Damyo’s but I think it’s probably more.”

The Empire had a complex social hierarchy that I’d only begun to learn. There were entire branches of study devoted to the complex structure of their culture, but I’d been too busy running game theory simulations.

After a two second rinse, I was clean and had my clothes on before Roxy announced we’d landed. Hellix scurried from the room with a bright grin on her cheeks and received a pat on the head from Slix when she passed her.

“Glad you got that out of your system?”

“I’d be happier if I could take him home with me and momma,” Hellix said with a wink. “Then trap him between us for a century. But I got what I wanted.”

“Good,” Slix said, and there was something dangerous glittering in her eyes and her smile didn’t seem quite as cheerful as it had been. “Because I’d think twice about stealing from us.”

The pink-haired girl’s cheeks turned pale green and her eyes fell to the blasters resting on Slix hip and bounced back up to the woman’s cold blue eyes. Swallowing hard, Hellix nodded.

“Are we ready?” Roxy asked with her usual cheer, oblivious of the tension.

“Ready as I’ll ever be,” I said with a sigh. Slix reached over and squeezed my hand, giving me a firm smile.

“Take heart Sir, the hard parts over.”

“I wish that were the case,” I grumbled to myself.

As the airlock hissed open, I drew in a deep breath of fresh air and felt refreshed. I hadn’t realized how stale the air had become in the Arbalest. The scrubbers removed all impurities and replenished our oxygen, but left a flat, almost metallic taste to the air I hadn’t recognized until the fresh hit us.

Cheers rose as the platform lowered and extended down to the ground and I held up a hand to shade my eyes from the bright glare of sunlight and looked out over the gathered throngs.

Thousands, or perhaps millions of beings, were packed close, cheering and waving in celebration as we began walking down. I saw the occasional pink haired being, similar to Hellix if not as cute, and there were other races as well. Hundreds of them.

Wherever I looked were different races, in every color of the rainbow. Some towered over others, and some were so small they stood on their compatriots’ shoulders.

Here and there I spotted gorgeous Lo’Sylvans. The men and women stood a foot taller than those around them. Their stunning beauty creating a ring of open space around them, other too nervous to draw close. Each had attendants in odd livery standing around them, who held the train of dresses or coats. The Lo’Sylvan clapped softly, their faces either bored or mildly curious.

Two chariots waited for us. That’s the only way I could describe the open backed vehicles. They hovered over the ground and sank gently beneath my weight when I stepped in, after being directed to by a black-coated servant who bowed low.

“The Empire welcomes the glorious hero! Citizens, pay your respects and let them hear you!”

The crowds cheering redoubled, and aliens of all shapes and sizes pushed against the railing as they waved. There was something performative about the display, or so it seemed to me, as other servants in black encouraged the citizens to cheer harder when we passed. But neither Roxy nor Slix seemed in the least bit concerned as they waved from the other chariot.

Hellix wasn’t with them and when I glanced back, I spotted the pink-haired alien being led away by a black-haired Lo’Sylvan woman with the most impressive bosom I’d ever seen on a creature. The black gown she wore barely covered them as they stood out proudly and split at her hip, revealing a stunning length of pale leg.

My concern faded when Hellix saw me looking back and gave a happy little wave. The Lo’Sylvan woman glanced at me and as her violet eyes raked me up and down, I felt naked before the gaze.

Then a turn in the boulevard hid the woman from my sight, and I gave a shiver. Though whether it was in desire or unease, I couldn’t be sure.
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W
 e were in a city, surrounded by oddly shaped buildings that reflected the sun’s light in strange ways. Their openings lead down underground, and I suspected, from their lack of height, that they extended underground. The people were dressed in all manner of clothing, from space suits to silken gowns that barely covered them.

Ahead of us a mountain appeared, but as the chariots gained speed, and the waving citizens blurred past, I noticed it wasn’t a mountain at all but a massive palace.

The structure dwarfed entire mountain ranges back on earth, and my brain struggled to comprehend how anything could be built on such a scale. Crags and cliffs turned out to be walls dotted with windows and tiered balconies.

It wasn’t a single peak but several, each with walkways and bridges that spanned to the other side. Tiny figures moved on them, passing between the peaks, so small they looked like ants from where I stood in the chariot.

The procession took hours as we zipped through the endless city. The citizens never thinned out, and I began to wonder how they organized them all so quickly. I was bored and nodding off by the time we passed beneath the palace’s shadow and approached a glittering archway.

The buildings no longer towered over us. On one side was a large arena that must have been five times larger than the largest football stadium. Instead of a grass field inside, it had strange pedestals at various heights spread through the central area. Golden rings stood out along the pillar’s sides, and I couldn’t begin to guess what they were used for.

On the boulevards other side was a building-colored pink, green and purple. Its soaring towers looked like green stems and the fluted room pushed out from it were clearly flower buds. Artworks of all kinds hung on the building’s walls, visible from the outside through its clear walls. A part of me wanted to stay and appreciate the odd alien artworks, but a tall woman in a flowing blue gown appeared at the top of the palaces steps and I found myself unable to look away from her exquisite features.

There is a magic to the Lo’Sylvan women. An ephemeral quality that’s impossible to put into words, but traps a man’s attention and refuses to release him. The world shrank around me as my feet carried me up the palace’s steps until all I could see was the glorious Empress.

“The Hero approaches Empress Iluminous!” announced an obsequious man with a tall staff standing several steps below the empress. He pounded his staff upon the step and a deafening peel rang out, silencing the milling crowds.

“The Empire bids welcome to our Hero,” the Empress’ voice was dripping honey, clinging to my mind, and sweetening everything it touched.

I gave an involuntary shudder and felt my knees trembling. A scent caught my attention, drawing me out of the reverie I’d been falling into, and I roused myself. The herbal and floral scent of Roxy and Slix’s thick hair had broken the empress’s spell, and I glanced to each gratefully when they stepped up to my sides and gripped my hands in each of theirs.

A brief look of anger flashed across the Empress’s face when she me glance at Slix and Roxy, but it disappeared so quickly I thought I might be mistaken.

“47 billion souls breathe life because of your actions this day, Jason Strong,” again the Empress’s impossibly sweet voice drowned out the rest of the world and I found myself staring into her glittering emerald eyes. “The Empire gives its thanks and offers you a place amongst us, for all time, honored as First Sword, and Protector of the Realm.”

“That is most kind of you, Empress,” I said, after working moisture back into my mouth. “And I would love to accept the honor,” Roxy gripped my hand, reminding me of my other obligations, which were difficult to remember with the Empress’s beauty stealing away each thought a moment after I had it. “As long as they don’t interfere with my obligations to the rest of the galaxy.”

Anger flashed across the woman’s face again, a large part of my crying out silently in dismay at having awoken such ugliness in so perfect a beauty.

“We can discuss such matters in the comfort of our chambers.” She reached a hand out to her side, and three Lo’Sylvan women stepped forward. “Please allow my handmaidens to help you and your… associates… relax from your battle and journey.”

“That is most kind of you, Empress,” I said and, not knowing what to do, gave her a short bow. Her perfect, bow-shaped lips quirked into an amused grin as she turned and, with a last wave for the watching public, swept back into the palace.

The crowds’ cheers rose as we were led up into the palace proper. I noticed Hellix whisked away by a pair of palace functionaries, but she was out of sight before I could offer a farewell. The three Lo’Sylvan women led us down a broad hallway with dazzling crystal hanging from the ceiling.

I tried to keep my attention on the alien building and its decorations, but the Lo’Sylvan women kept drawing my eyes. They stood a few inches taller than me, their limbs slender and willowy. Their features were delicate, two with hair a uniform white blonde and styled atop their heads in great whirls and loops. The other’s hair was so black it looked almost blue, and hung straight and long down her back. Their waists were narrow, hips wide, and each had a bosom so large it their backs should have been aching.

With each step, their massive breasts swayed hypnotically and the Lo’Sylvan women were all too aware of my regard. They kept casting smiles over at me, their eyes drinking in the lines of my face with an eagerness that set my heart thumping.

“Please take care, master,” Roxy breathed, her firm bosom pressed against my upper arm as she clung to me. “I fear what Lo’Sylvan pleasures will do to your mind.”

“He will conquer them, as he conquered Hellix and us,” Slix whispered, shooting her friend a warning look to keep quiet around the Lo’Sylvans.

A small train of servants followed us, and as a way of keeping my eyes off the Lo’Sylvan women, I took in the exotic array of aliens. There were bi-pedal, tri-pedal and quadrupeds, all in a wide array of shapes, sizes and colors. There was a short alien with feathers covering’s body and face, but thick black hair growing from its head. Another didn’t appear to have bones or a solid shape; it was a blob of purple goo that rolled along, carrying a tray.
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T
 he procession passed through a narrow, short hallways, and it took me a few minutes to realize the entire hallway was an elevator. As the Lo'Sylvan’ led us to the end, I could see the vast metropolis falling away as we rose hundreds of feet into the air. When the double doors at the end of the short hall opened into a round room filled with steaming faucets and cushioned tubs.

“If you will each disrobe, we have garments of Imperial Silk for you to wear.” The black-haired Lo’Sylvan woman motioned to a stand in the corner with three robes hanging from it.

Roxy let out a sigh of pleasure when she saw the garments and even Slix looked excited to pull on the robe. The pair began stripping out of their clothing without a hint of embarrassment about the dozen servants or the three Lo’Sylvan women looking on. I, on the other hand, was extremely embarrassed to disrobe before everyone, but they didn’t seem keen on giving me any privacy.

To make matters worse, the servants began whispering to one another in a half dozen different languages when I began taking my clothes off, and their whispers only grew louder and more excited as my clothing fell away. Thankfully, there were no giggles or laughter when I dropped my boxers atop the tile of my clothes.

“Have any of your worn Silk before?” The black-haired Lo’Sylvan asked as she moved over to the stand.

“No, but I’ve always wanted to,” Roxy beamed, hurrying forward, her round breasts bouncing with each step.

“Then a warning you must each hear,” The Lo’Sylvan said, running her fingers through the material. As she did, I saw pleasure was over the woman’s face, and her eyelids flutter. “To touch Silk, is to know true pleasure.”

“We have two baths set up for you ladies, if you would like to follow the servants through these doors here.”

“What about Master?” Roxy asked, casting a concerned glance back at me.

“The Hero will be in the royal bathing chamber,” the Lo’Sylvan said. Several of the servants let out gasps of surprise but grew silent at a stern look from one of the Lo’Sylvans. “The Empress has given her dispensation.”

“We don’t want to be separated,” I warned the woman, and she frowned at her companions. A quick, whispered conversation passed between them and the Lo’Sylvan who had been speaking, or at least I thought it was the same woman. They looked so identical it was hard to tell.

“Access to the Royal Chambers has never been granted to a non-Lo’Sylvan,” the woman spoke in a modulated tone, choosing her words with care as not to offend me, I guessed. “And the Empress was most adamant… However, we can leave the Chamber doors ajar so you three will stay within sight of one another, is that acceptable?”

Slix and Roxy looked to me for an answer, and I nodded, figuring it would have to do.

“Ladies, if you would please take a robe and follow me,” the Lo’Sylvan woman motioned towards the robes and the pair leaped to snatch them up, and I was shocked at their reactions.

She’d said the touch of the silk was pleasure, and I’d seen it in her expression, but the girls weren’t prepared for how powerful it was. Roxy let out a keening wail of shocked pleasure, stiffened and toppled to her side on the tile floor, clutching the robe to her breast as her body shook. Slix took a firmer grip on herself, but she too let out a hiss of pleasure and I feared she might fall as well. But the black-haired former pirate stiffened her knees and remained upright.

“Roxy, are you ok?” I asked in concern that melted away when she turned and blinked up at me, breathing deeply and nodded.

“I’m sorry master, I just… wasn’t ready to be hit so hard, so fast.”

“Take care, sir,” Slix warned as she pulled the robe over her naked shoulders with a visible shudder as she licked her lips. “Mhmm, I can almost believe the story of The Emperor and the Robe.”

When I frowned at her, Roxy answered.

“An ancient fable told to babes, about an emperor who came to love his things so much they eventually killed him.”

“A nonsense story,” the Lo’Sylvan woman said, stepping close and motioning for me to take up a robe. “The Robes do not obviate the need for hunger, nor do they twist the mind away from what is necessary to sustain life. It merely simulates the pleasure derived from intimacy, in an ever-flowing font.”

The woman’s sublime smile stirred something in me, but because of the haunting beauty of these Lo’Sylvan’s I couldn’t say if it was in my heart or loins alone. Letting her words guide me, I reached out and took up the robe, surprised at its weight, which pulled at my hands. Then the full brunt of its effect washed over me.

Waves of raw pleasure, not dissimilar to an orgasm but different, washed through my body. My skin was flush and warm, a thin layer of sweat popping out on my skin and I could feel every hair stand on end for a second. I managed to keep my feet, like Slix, but those first few seconds were disorienting, and it was a close thing.

I’d never felt anything like Lo’Sylvan Silk. The material somehow trapped the warm feeling you get when around friends or family, and crystalized it into a powerful sensation that washed through me. I didn’t reach orgasm; the sensations triggering something more familial and friendly than erotic in me.

“Fascinating,” said the Lo’Sylvan woman who’d been speaking thus far as she watched the robe settle over my shoulders. “You have mastered the sensation of Lo’Sylvan Silk already, Hero?”

The servants turned shocked expression on me, or I assumed they were all shocked. It was hard to tell with some of their alien features. The other two Lo’Sylvan women were watching me with what I guessed to be wariness, but judging expressions on their perfect features was difficult.

“Is it supposed to feel a different way?” I asked, running my hands down the fabric.

It felt like a dry liquid running against my skin as I’d pulled it on, and the hairs rose on my arms as it slid through my fingers.

“Over time wearers of Silk learn not to lose control of themselves but this takes mental strength and willpower,” said the Lo’Sylvan women. As she spoke, she waved toward the servants who led Roxy and Slix to the steaming pipes. “Come, Hero Jason Strong, the chamber of Dreams awaits.”

“Yes, Hero,” breathed the other two Lo’Sylvan’s their voices weaving through one another so completely it was impossible to tell them apart. “Let’s dance in dreams.”

“What dreams?” I asked, and for a brief second my anxiety spiked when I saw the three leading me away from Slix and Roxy, but the robes’ odd aura relaxed me, and I breathed easily, remembering they would be close.

The Lo’Sylvan leader touched a small panel on the wall and a section depressed then slid aside, revealing another round room. This one wasn’t richly furnished or appointed with alien works of art. The walls, ceiling and floor were a uniform white, and in the center of the room stood a single plinth of white stone, the top engraved with an intricate depression. The wall opposite us had a thin seam down the center from floor to ceiling, and I suspected the Empresses rooms were on the other side.

“See, my dears?” The black-haired Lo’Sylvan said, offering a smile to Roxy and Slix, “Your Master will never leave this room. You shall have him in your sights as he’s… relaxed.”

In my head rang Slix words from the night before as we talked about how to handle the Lo’Sylvan’s, ‘They will be after your seed, and try to corrupt your mind with pleasure and beauty. If you resist, they’ll see you as a threat, but if you let them break you… You’ll be lost to Roxy and me forever… We can’t help you where you’re heading, sir, but we can give you something to remember us by…’ After that they’d taken pains to make sure I remembered just how wonderful and giving they were to their Hero.

When the blonde Lo’Sylvan’s took each of my hands, drawing me into the strange white room, I felt the anxiety from before crest into fear for a brief second as my memory from the night before disappeared from the front of my mind.

Just the Lo’Sylvan women’s touch awoke butterflies of nervous desire within me. I felt like a schoolboy standing before the most popular girl in school, unworthy of their attention and eagerly grateful for it. They smiled at me, twin grins of such innocent joy at being able to touch me, their ‘Hero’, that my chest swelled, and I felt like I was stepping on clouds.

“Place your hand here, Hero,” breathed the Lo’Sylvan twins, pressing in close to either side of me.

A scent filled my nostrils, reminding me of juniper berries and lilac. The smells of my childhood home, of running through the backyard with my old dog, laughing in joy. Then warmth at my back as the black-haired beauty stepped close enough that I felt her breath on my neck.

“Take my sisters and I, into the depths of your dreams, Hero. And know the pleasure only we can give you.”

As she spoke, her hands rested on my shoulder and with the contact a thrum of desire washed through my body. I noticed then, the influence of the robe shifting, deepening into a hungry desire that had my cock throbbing.

Fighting its influences, I reassured myself I could withstand it, then relaxed. Letting a sip of the delirious joy seep in, I let the twins guide my hands to the stone plinth and when they came in contact; the world flashed white, dissolving into a scene that truly was out of my deepest fantasies.
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L
 eaves, big as blankets and of the greenest green I’d ever seen, parted, wafting above me as my eyes opened. I felt soft sheets against my back and a detailed tapestry above my head. It showed scenes of a great battle and me triumphant, riding into the sunset with a half dozen beauties at my sides.

The great leaves dropped again, and I saw they were stylized fans, attacked by long poles held in the hands of beautiful young women. The women knelt on either side of the massive bed I lay upon, their chests heaving as they stared with fixed desire upon my morning wood.

“Morning, your Highness,” spoke a voice that tugged at my memories.

A tall, willowy beauty stepped into my line of sight, holding a clipboard against her massive bosom. She wore a tight fitting outfit of blue and white that conformed itself to her staggering curves. From its similarity to the scantily clad servants fanning me, it was clearly livery and of a higher station.

“I trust you slept well?”

“I… did…” I said, raising a hand to my pounding skull and struggling to remember something, anything, of how I’d come to be here.

“As you know today is the Choosing, and the girls have been ordered not to wake you with their mouths as usual,” the woman pulled down her thin spectacles, those brilliant blue eyes of hers resting upon the spear of flesh tenting the sheet above my legs. “Can my liege hold out until the first girls are brought in, or would you care for my… assistance?”

“I’m sorry, what Choosing?” I rose onto my elbow and looked around me, taking in the magnificent surroundings.

“Surely your majesty hasn’t forgotten?” The beauty smiled and pushed a thick lock of blue-black hair behind one elongated ear. “Today is the first of the month. As such, every duchy on the continent has sent those who wish to serve in your harem.”

“My harem?” I asked, clutching the sheet to my chest as I felt my cock throb.

“Come, your majesty, see that which is yours for the taking.” Reaching out a slender hand, she drew me to my feet.

The touch of this woman awoke a hunger that made me clutch at her and forget my nakedness as I rose to my feet. My head still pounded, and I could taste the dry sickness of a hangover at the back of my throat as I let the tall beauty lead me forward.

She pushed open a gold flecked door and not ten paces from my bed grew green grass and bright flowers. Trees filled a small grotto, and along with the babbling sounds of water, could be heard the chatter of many women. I stepped into the grotto, my naked toes sinking into soft grass and spongy soil, and gasped at the wonder before me.

Two dozen women, each more beautiful than the last, lounged in pools of crystal-clear waters. There were humans, with pale and dark skin, with bodies in a variety of pleasing shapes. Each with a face so beautiful my heart melted. More exquisite than the humans were the elves, each a willowy fae beauty.

There were tiny halflings, with heavy breasts and round firm asses chatting with a pair of bunny girls who bounced in place, their firm round breasts bouncing enticingly. Most were younger, but there were older beauties as well. Even a pair that looked so similar my heart nearly stopped when I saw them kneeling beside one another.


Your greatest fantasies indeed
 , whispered a voice from far off. It sounded like my own, but older and wiser.

“Each is eager for the breeding… or to drink you down, if that is your desire, sire,” the black-haired beauty purred in my ear, her heavy breast pressing into my back, the firm nipple digging into my skin and threatening to draw my attention away from the sight before me. “But first you will pick new girls for the flock, yes? They have all been waiting so patiently.”

“Lead the way,” I said. Finding the mantle of authority was a comfortable fit around my shoulders as I watched the woman’s wide behind swaying back and forth.

When we stepped back into the room, I noticed with a frown the servant girls were gone, then the newcomers caught my interest.

Two tall beauties stood on either side of my bedroom doors. They were clad in sorcerous robes, adorned with glowing magical glyphs. Their hair was white blonde and worked into intricate braids and curls that only highlighted their twin perfection.

The twins had nearly identical figures to the black-haired servant and seeing their massive breasts sway within the loose robes caused my swinging manhood to harden painfully. Their eyes locked on it bobbing before me and I saw both swallow hard and knew I could have them I so chose.

“Bring in the supplicants!”

One of the twins clapped, and the door swung inwards on invisible flows and in walked two columns of women. They were clad in sheer black robes that clung to every curve of their body as they swept in. Within a couple heart beats each knelt before me, pressing their hands together in their laps, eyes transfixed.

The wash of their attention, so many beautiful women and girls gazing up at me with total adoration and love, set my heart racing. Before I could, the doors swung shut once again, cutting off my view of the hallway extending deeper into the palace.

Scanning the dozen beauties kneeling before me, I couldn’t believe the bounty before me. Human women more beautiful than any in my high school knelt with heaving breasts and inviting eyes. A slender elf twirled a lock of silver hair in her fingers, her thick lips open in a ‘O’ that told me what she was eager to do if I picked her. There was even a black-skinned elf with some of the largest breasts I’d ever seen.

The elf was tall and willowy, with limbs as slender as the black-haired servants. When my eyes fell upon her, she pressed her elbows together, squeezing her cleavage. Large, round, pink eyes stared up at me, promising a world of pleasure if I chose her. My cock throbbed almost painfully, and I reached down to adjust it, amazed that I was so comfortable being naked around strangers. Something about that felt off.

“Sire,” spoke the black-haired servant as she stepped up to my side and glanced down at my throbbing cock. “Perhaps it would be best to demonstrate the duties of a Harem Girl and allow us to relive your… tension.”

I was about to object, wanting nothing more than to lay the dark-elf down and have my way with her, or maybe the tiny human beside her with the innocent face. But the tall woman reached in front of me and let her long fingers play along its length gently. The touch awoke something within me, and when she moved to pull her hand back, I snatched her wrist and held it in place.

Grinning, her fingers flexed around me, and I groaned in pleasure. The supplicants watched in awe as the gorgeous servant stroked me ever so slowly. The woman’s eyes were fixed on my cock and her chest rose and fell rapidly. If I had to guess, I’d have said this was her first time touching a cock. She handled it so gently and seemed filled with such awe, but that couldn’t be.

“Zestra and Needra, come help me relieve our liege of his sweet burden.” The black-haired servant breathed, pressing me back towards the giant bed.

The mattress hit the back of my knees and I fell to my ass, as the twins moved away from the door, hungry smiles appearing on their faces as both reached up to unhook their robes.

“Attend us, Supplicants,” the woman intoned as she sank to her knees before me, hands resting on my thighs as she turned back to address the kneeling women. “It will be your responsibility to ensure our liege is given the relief he deserves and desires… Not only will you be his plaything, to be used however he deems fit, but you must also be aware of the desires he does not voice… And be ready to provide proper service. Isn’t that right, sisters Zestra and Needra?”

“His pleasure,” breathed one of the twins as she let the robe slip from her pale shoulders. The silken garment slid down her body like liquid, pooling at her feet. My breath caught when I took in the puffy, silvery areola and inverted nipples, along with her perfectly smooth stomach and the bald treasure beneath.

“Is our purpose.” finished her sister as she let her robe tumble down.

Their bodies were mirror images of each other, except for a single mole adorning one of twin on the right’s massive breasts. Instead of joining the black-haired beauty before me, they stepped beside one another and moving as one began to sway in time to a silent beat.

“The Fig’razan’ga, is a secret of the Harem and one only we can teach,” whispered the woman before me, her eyes burning with intense desire as they stared up into mine. “As King, you receive everything your heart desires.”

The servant beamed up at me, her slender fingers circling around the base of my cock, and I didn’t know where to look, at her gorgeous face and uniform clad body, or the twins dancing and swaying before me in hypnotic rhythms.

Her mention of ‘heart’s desires’ tickled something at the back of my mind and I felt an odd loneliness, as I was surrounded by beauties. It was a disconcerting feeling, but before I could explore it further, pleasure the likes of which I’d never felt swept through my body.

“Holy fuck,” I moaned, taking in the sight of the black-haired woman’s thick lips wrapped around the head of my cock, euphoria etched across her features as she slowly sucked me deep into her hot mouth.

The tongue playing along the underside of my cock was nimbler and gave more sensation than a human tongue, and I had to fight to keep myself from flooding her mouth in that first instant.

Glancing up, I didn’t find any relief when I took in the twin’s massive breasts swaying before me. Each pulled one up, fingers sinking into the soft flesh as they latched thick lips onto inverted nipples. They each let out moans of pleasure as they sucked, eyes locked on my face as they watched the other servant sucking me deep.

The initial rush of sensation faded, only because the servant was working my cock down her throat slowly, taking her time. Muscles that didn’t exist in any human throat milked and massaged my cock as it disappeared into her gorgeous face. When her nose pressed against the root of my cock, I shuddered and nearly exploded, but the woman’s fingers tightened around the base of my cock, cutting off the flow.

My hand moved to the back of her head, fingers slipping into silky hair, and the woman let out an encouraging moan. Pushing back against my hand, she whimpered in pleasure when I took a firm grip and pulled her back up onto my dick. When the head rested on her lips, wicked tongue swirling around the head, I drove her back down, loving the groan and look of delirious pleasure that washed over her gorgeous face.

The bed shifted, and I glanced up as the twins pushed in on either side of me. One took my free hand, pulling my arm between her heavy, swinging breasts, while the other pressed her lips to my neck, causing the nerves to light up along that side of my body. Hot lips kissed the other side of my neck, as the twin’s pressed closer, their whispers of eager desire sending me over the edge.

“Cum in her mouth, sire.”

“Fuck it hard!”

“Mmmphpp yyeth!”

The garbled words from the servant as she drove her head up and down my cock released the trigger of that first orgasm. I would have fallen over if not for the twins propping me up and pressed close, as my toes curled and pleasure rushed throughout my body, crystallizing in the head of my cock where the wicked servant sucked hard, drawing out the last of my seed.

When I could see clearly again, I was amazed at the euphoria etched into the black-haired woman’s face. She shook and trembled, nearly toppling over as my cock slipped from her lips. A thin trail dribbled out of her lips and the twin on my right darted forward to lick it up, her expression matching that of the black-haired woman.

“Genetic perfection… it sings on my lips Empress!”












Chapter 9











I
 frowned at the term and felt something niggle at the back of my mind again, tickling my thoughts like a word I couldn’t remember. But before I could ask what she meant, she pushed the twins aside and stood. Whipping off her uniform, I got a brief glimpse of her unbelievable curves before she started crawling up my body. Gripping my face in her hands, my thoughts dissolved into white mist when our lips met.

Pleasure exploded in my head, echoing the growing heat in my loins. Then hot tongues lapped up the shaft and around the head. Breaking the kiss, I gazed between hanging breasts to watch the twins licking up and down my cock, tongues caressing one another’s around the head.

“Need… I need!” The black-haired servant husked out the words, her sublime voice raw with emotion as her slender fingers dug into my shoulders.

A woman possessed. She pushed her ass down, driving the twins away from my cock and sinking down half its length. The feel of her pussy was similar to her throat, only tighter. Milked and massaged by her vise-like grip, she relaxed around me slowly, my cock sinking deeper and deeper within her pussy.

“So… big… never… oh empress it’s reaching the secret… place…. EEEIIII!”

When she finally rested against me, and the entire length of my cock filled her, she gripped me so tight I thought my dick might be torn off for a second. Back arching, she threw her head back, long black hair fanning above her and massive breasts thrust forward. With gasps of joy, she relaxed around me, and I ran my hands up her supple flesh, my own fingers buzzing from the contact.

Gripping soft hips, instinct took over as I drove my hips up into her incredible pussy. My hands didn’t know where to go. Everywhere I touched was another treasure to explore. A firm rubbery nipple pushed between my lips and I sucked hard as the woman threw herself up and down my shaft.

“Fill me with your glorious seed, Hero… I can… feel… Oh Empress, the tiniest sip of his seed is ambrosia!”

Nails dug into my shoulders as she threw herself back onto me, back arching again as she convulsed in orgasm. My own was rapidly approaching, and I couldn’t stand to hold still another few seconds while her pussy relaxed its grip on me. Pulling out, I groaned in pleasure when two hot mouths latched themselves onto my dick, sucking their sisters’ cum off it as they eagerly lapped up my cum as it gushed forth.

“You bad boy,” the black-haired servant purred as she slipped off me, her limbs and fingers trembling. “We aren’t done in here until you fill us with that special seed of yours… Mhmm ladies? Come join us and prove you 're worthy of being our King’s sex slave.”

She grinned a wicked smile, fingers tracing patterns on my naked chest as the kneeling supplicants rose. I glanced down over the twins who clutched at one another, whimpering in delirious euphoria as they licked my cum from each other’s necks and breasts. My dick barely had time to rest before shy hands and mouths came searching for it.

Warm thighs pushed beneath my head as the dark-elf pulled me into her lap. Massive breasts pressed around my face, the smooth skin pulling my lips like a loadstone as I found her soft nipple. Lips pressed to my flesh all over as girls and women crowded close. Fingers played along my skin, and in seconds I was stiff beneath the attentions of two beautiful young women.

“My seed,” I mumbled, feeling like I was forgetting something important.

“Yes, my liege,” purred the servant. “You can fill us with your seed as much as you want. Breed us!”

Her lips pressed to mine and tried to wipe the thoughts from my head, but I clung to a memory. A memory of the only women I’d ever loved. Their 2-D images painted on a poster flashed through my head, followed by two voices whispering the same thing.


“Master…”


“This is wrong,” I whispered into the kiss, and saw fear flash across the woman’s face.

Seeing her fear, my mind rebelled against this reality and the world warped and bulged. The supplicants crowding in close flashed out of existence and I found myself standing in the white room once more, memories rushing back as the twin Lo’Sylvan’s knelt before me, their tongues sending waves of euphoria throughout my body as they licked my cock.

“Master!”

Roxy’s voice brought me fully out of the reverie that had gripped my mind and I yanked my hands off the stone plinth. The black-haired Lo’Sylvan’s face was slack, her grip on me weak. Blinking her long lashes, I could see her struggling back to awareness, hands feebly trying to stop me from lurching away from them.

“No, Hero, we need your seed! Breed us!”

Her voice tugged at my loins, but my heart was aching as I took in the fear etched into Slix and Roxy’s face. The pair’s hands scrambled against an invisible barrier that sealed them off from the white room, and relief flooded their features when I stepped away from the Lo’Sylvans. Pulling my cock from the hungry twins’ mouths was one of the hardest things I’ve ever had to do, but I knew deep in my heart that if I let them draw me back into that fantasy, I’d never find my way back out.

“Sir, are you back?” Slix asked with concern as I staggered out of the room, hers and Roxy’s hands rising to catch me and help ease me down to the ground. “We called and called but you wouldn’t respond.”

“I’m back,” I said, my voice hoarse with disuse and limbs watery. “How long was I… gone?”

“Fifteen hours,” Roxy said, baring her teeth at the Lo’Sylvan trio that swayed out of the room. “You tried to steal our master’s mind!”

“Your master is a blessing to the galaxy,” the black-haired Lo’Sylvan purred, her voice triggering desire deep within me, and a memory of the feeling of her alien mouth and pussy that caused me to shiver like an addict remembering the rush of the high. “My mother has tasked my sisters and I with procuring seed for our race’s provenance. Step back, child, before we call guards to remove you.”

“Let them try,” Slix growled as she rose to her feet, hands readying to strike.

“Hero Jason Strong, don’t you need
 to finish what you started?” She trailed a hand down between her massive breasts, resting it upon her lower belly, eyes burning with an inner fire. “The connection is begun and without resolution, I exist in agony… Do you wish to torture me, so? Or can I indulge in the brilliance of the Hero’s perfect seed?”

Every word tugged at my insides, and I had to bite my tongue hard enough to taste blood to keep from relenting. Forcing myself to my feet, I let Roxy and Slix stay close.

“What is your name?” The question gave the Lo’Sylvan pause, and she tilted her head curiously at me.

“I am Princess Xilio’zeltyju’fre Dulgar, Second Daughter to the Throne, Admiral of the 7th
 Fleet and the woman who shall bear your child for the benefit of our empire.” Raising a hand to the blonde with the mole on her breast, “Princess Zestra’zeltyju’fre Dulgar, Fourth Daughter to the Throne, Admiral of the 3rd
 Fleet. And her twin, Princess, Needra’zeltyju’fre Dulgar, Third Daughter to the Throne, Admiral of the 5th
 Fleet and Guardian of Nostrolvar, Blade of Mourning.” Her eyes twinkled mischievously as her arms rested on her sisters’ shoulders. “Forgive me for not introducing ourselves before, but it’s such a mouthful,” she teased the word out, “and we couldn’t wait to… ease your tension.”

There was a knock at the chamber doors and a blue-skinned servant poked their head in.

“My apologies, your Highness’. We’re currently on lockdown orders from a Vox threat in the region.”

“Fine, leave and don’t disturb us again.” Said Xilio with a predatory smile as her sisters swayed hypnotically, my cock throbbing in time.

“What Vox threat?” I heard myself ask, throat dry, and eyes locked upon the three women drifting towards me.

“They’re pirates,” the servant said dismissively. “They’ll be gone in a few hours and the Vox should retreat.”

“Pirates?” Slix asked, and the concern in her voice pulled me out of the trance Zestra and Needra’s swaying breasts were lulling me into. “Sir… If they’re under threat, there’s no one else to help them.”

One of the hardest things I’d ever done in my life was pull my gaze away from the lovely trio and meet Slix's dark eyes. The genuine concern I saw in her dashed the ravenous need clouding my thoughts and I looked around for my clothes.

“We need to get to the Arbalest,” I said, finding it easier to work moisture back into my mouth as I avoided looking at the naked trio.

“What?!” The shriek from Xilio was full of disbelief and shock.

“Cool your jets,” Roxy said. “Your tricks didn’t work, toots.”

“How dare you speak to me in such a manner,” sneered Xilio. “You honorless clone! You’re nothing more than an experiment my aunty Xiaxis cooked up in her lab.”

Anger flashed across the blonde MILF’s features, and hesitation as the Lo’Sylvan princess advanced on her. I felt none of the hesitation she and Slix showed around the tall, gorgeous aliens, and stepped before Roxy and stabbed a finger on the advancing Xilio.

“You tried to kidnap my mind and hold it hostage,” I accused. “Your people are the last I’ll listen to about honor and if
 I chose to return,” my stabbing fingers pressed between her naked breasts, and I had to force myself to ignore the buzzing pleasure I felt when I met her flesh. “I’ll have to think hard about whether to relinquish my seed to the Lo’Sylvan’s. Slix, call up the Arbalest.”

Slix nodded sharply and tapped out a series of commands on the datapad strapped to her forearm. The princess’s features grew pained, and she glanced at the twin’s then back before speaking. When she did her tone was modulated, and calm, each word a caress upon my ears, and she clasped her hands before her smooth stomach, causing her massive breasts to press in around my hand, trapping it in place.

“Forgive our impertinence, Hero Jason Strong. Our cultures are different, and to experience the Dreamer, is considered the greatest honor a citizen of our empire can ever know. Except the touch of the Empress. We meant no disrespect-.”

“You meant to steal my seed, and clone your own hero,” I said, stepped away from the woman and hating how much I ached with loss when my finger pulled away from the heavenly flesh. “I imagine I’d spend the rest of my life in a dream world. Until you realized you can’t bottle what I know, and by then your short-sighted plans would have left the galaxy in ruins.”

“Sir, I’ve got a lock on the pirate fleet,” Roxy said. “They’re 11 parsecs away from this system, drafting off the well of a black hole.”

That fact sparked memories, and I felt a smile tugging at my lips. When Xilio saw the smile, she frowned, crossing slender limbs beneath her breasts. “Do you know something about this attack, Hero Jason Strong?”
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“I
 might,” I said, wracking my brain for all the details of the Pirate Prince side quest. The flashier details of the quest reward kept trying to distract me as I ran through the scenario, hoping I was remembering everything. “Slix, have the pirates warned about a new Vox ship? One that moved like liquid and isn’t affected by gravitational forces?”

“No,” she said with a firm shake of her head. “They’ve reported fighters and a single corvette cruiser.”

“Not yet then,” I mused to myself.

“What are you talking about?” Xilio demanded.

“Top Secret battle data on our enemy,” I said with an apologetic shrug. “The Empire aren’t allies and it’s too sensitive to share with you.” Turning to Slix, I asked, “What’s the Abelast’s ETA?”

The Lo’Sylvan women were indignant when I turned to Slix, and Xilio let out a screech like an angry cat and snapped out a command that drew in four guards. “They don’t have permission to exit the palace!”

The guards leveled short spears at the three of us; tips spitting angry yellow sparks. The situation grew tense, and I was all too aware of my nakedness as the four guards advanced.

“You would hold me like a prisoner?” I asked, surprising myself at the steady calmness of my voice.

Even Roxy and Slix looked concerned as they moved between me and the deadly spears. The prize waiting in the hold of one of those pirate vessels was too vital to our efforts to let slip away, and I stepped between the two space MILF’s and confronted the guards.

“Step aside or be the reason your galaxy falls to the Vox.”

Their leader glanced at Xilio, who must have given him a silent command because the four stepped aside and snapped to attention. Spears resting in the crook of their arms, no longer threatening as their tips ceased sparking.

“If we allow you to leave,” Xilio said, her words clipped with tension. “Mother will be most… wroth.”

“Let me, deal with the Empress,” I said. “I’ll never be successful in my campaign to eradicate the Vox. Without the might of the Lo’Sylvan Empire, you can be certain we’ll return.”

The woman’s incredible eyes, so tense a moment before, crinkled now around the edges, and I saw a satisfied smile steal across her face. The twin’s shot each other pleased smiles, and I knew my bait had been snatched up.

By admitting the Empire was necessary to my plans, I’d given the Empress a much better bargaining position than she’d been in when we first touched down. Then, her back had been up against the wall as a shining conqueror touched down.

A man who had the adulation of her people.

There was also the connection with the Triumvirate that made me and my crew appear as much enemy as savior. In that light, their attempt to trap me in a prison of pleasure made sense and had nearly worked. If they’d known enough to add Slix and Roxy to the fantasy, I might not have found my way back.

“Then prove your honor, Hero Jason Strong,” Xilio intoned, “and prepare thyself to treat with Empress Iluminous when you return. Her approach is not as sweet as my sisters and I,” her eyes sharpened into awls as a wicked smile curled the corners of her lips. “And you will have to answer for deserting us in this dangerous time.”

“Fair enough,” I said, waving Slix and Roxy along with me as I moved to leave the round chamber.

Given an opening, I pounced on it, knowing they could change their minds any second. A pair of the guards hurried alongside us, and servants cast startled looks as we jogged past down the wide hallway. My stomach lurch as the world outside zipped past the windows. When I was running, I noticed the slight sinking feeling in my guts when you descend an elevator, and I saw Roxy’s cheeks turn green as well.

There was a commotion near the palace’s massive doors, security and servants buzzing around like someone had kicked a wasp’s nest. When they spotted me leaving, faces blanched and I heard worried whispers break out from the servants. The guards looked ready to stop us but were warned off by the two trailing behind.

“They don’t seem too happy we’re leaving, do they?” I said with an amused smile.

“Master, I think they’re worried about the fallout in Imperial politics,” Slix said. “There are various factions vying for power beneath the Empress.”

The black-haired woman was distracted by something as she spoke, and I reached out and took her upper arm, turned her to face me.

“What is it?”

“It’s nothing,” she said, but when I gazed deep into her eyes, she hesitated, then spoke in a quiet rush, eyes tracking the Arbalest as it came in to land outside the palace doors. “It shouldn’t be a concern to you, sir. But I was a member of the Pirate Guild… second to the Queen herself, before Professor Xiaxis took me in.” Her thick lips pressed together in a look of concern, “My old comrades never forgave me for abandoning their ranks.”

“Master look!”

Roxy pointed down the hall, where I spotted Xilio, Zestra and Needra stood. The three had been following us, but at a statelier pace. They’d been stopped by three more Lo’Sylvan women surrounded by a group of guards.

From the raised voices, it was clear they were in the middle of a heated discussion. A pink haired Lo’Sylvan, clearly the leader of the new group, barked an order at the guards. From the grim looks the men shot our way, it was easy to guess what the order had been.

“Time to go,” I said, grabbing Slix and Roxy by their wrists and tugging them down the stairs with me.

A shout from behind caused the surrounding servants to scatter. The guards froze, unsure what to do, and gave us the opportunity to escape into the Arbalest as it touched down. Once I felt the gangplank beneath my feet, I breathed a sigh of relief, and the tension finally left my shoulders as it raised behind us and sealed shut.

“Slix, power up the Ion Cannons, we’ll need both straight off. Roxy, contact the pirates and have them converge on one another. We need them packed close together.”

“Sir, do you know something about the engagement we’re heading into? Because we just angered several powerful Admirals with fleets in the thousands.”

“If it’s the same side quest, I’m thinking of it’s vital we save the Pirates. And as for the Lo’Sylvans,” I slipped into my room and grabbed a notebook. “They could do with a reminder that we’re not under their control and there are consequences for trying to manipulate my mind.”

“I was so worried when you were trapped in that room,” Roxy said, grabbing me in a tight embrace before we stepped into the cockpit. “I thought we might have lost you for good.”

“It was a close thing, but my memory of you two brought me back,” I reached out and drew Slix into the embrace, feeling my racing heart finally slow as I drew in the flowery scent of their hair. “Thank you.”

We held each other for a drawn-out moment, then a hiss of static over the speakers reminded us of our mission. Taking their seats, Slix and Roxy got the Arbalest underway and flying through the Lo’Sylvan atmosphere while I scanned my notebook, looking for the quest’s details.

As I read through my notes, I heard Lo’Sylvan captain’s voice concern when they were warned to let us pass. That concern grew into anger and if not for the Lo’Sylvan’s unparalleled discipline, one or two of the captains might have taken steps to stop or slow us.

Most were upset the Hero was leaving their Empress without a formal meeting. They’d been expecting an announcement from the Empress and seeing us leave sparked fear in several voices. Slix had the Ion Cannons primed, and if they tried stopping us, I’d given her orders to fire a warning shot across their bow. It never became necessary, and we exited the system, drives rumbling as we zipped towards the nearest black hole.

“Sir, I’ve got the battle formation data from one of the pirate vessels. I’ll throw it up on the screen.”
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T
 he screen flickered into the image of a purple, twisting ball with tiny specs in the foreground. Taking over the controls from Slix, I zoomed in on an asteroid field and spotted the flashes of the battle.

A Vox corvette sat outside the asteroid field, cannons primed and ready to unload on any pirate vessel that tried to escape. The fighters ducked and dodged through the asteroids and at first, I couldn’t see what they were fighting, then I noticed vessels crawling around asteroids.

Zooming in further, the small vessels resolved into eight-legged mining rigs. Blasters had been mounted to their canopies, the guns swiveling and targeting Vox fighters as they swooped and curled around the asteroids. A bright detonation showed how effective the strategy was, as a Vox fighter went spinning into an asteroid.

When the Vox targeted one of the mining rigs, they’d crawl around the asteroid, cutting off the angles.

The strategy was effective, and I saw another fighter detonate into the side of an asteroid after being clipped by a blaster. The fighters were concentrated in a specific spot in the asteroid field, and I suspected the Pirate Queen’s hideout was hidden somewhere in there.

“They’re doing better than anyone else we’ve seen against the Vox,” I said, plotting our course down through the field as I watched the battle unfold.

“They’ve had to rely on ingenuity over brute power,” Slix said. “What are they Vox doing now?”

“Retreating,” I said, feeling the smile growing on my lips. “I think we’re about to see what the Vox has innovated as a response to us.”

“Master?” Roxy asked, her expression concerned. “The pirates aren’t responding to my hails-.”

“They can’t,” I said, my fingers flying over the controls as I tapped in a series of commands. “And we’ll be in radio silence once we enter that field. Keep an eye on the shields as well. The Vox might have degenerators already.”

“Degenerators?” Roxy mouthed silently to herself, but she kept the questions to herself as she turned back to her console.

“Sir, something’s coming out of the Corvette… what is that!?”

Something blacker than night dripped from the bottom of the Vox Corvette. It moved like liquid, but with a dreadful intelligence, as it darted through space and attached itself to an asteroid. Wrapping around the oblong stone, there was a brief flash as a crawler was crushed, then the black goo launched itself to another asteroid, catching a crawler that scrambled around to the backside.

“It’s called Liquid Force,” I said, heart racing, and the familiar joy surged through me as the Arbalest closed with the Covette. “Impervious to Cannon and Blaster fire, it’s a new and deadly weapon.”

“You’ll have an answer to it.” Slix said, and I felt a smile forming on my lips when I noted the confidence in her tone.

“Liquid Force has one weakness,” I said, lining up the Cannons and hitting fire.

“Ion Cannons?” Roxy asked.

“Not exactly,” I grinned.

The twin pulse rounds flew unerringly towards the asteroid field, and I dipped the Arbalest into a roll, avoiding most of the blaster fire erupting out of the Corvette as we drew within range. The Arbalest gave a shudder as her shields absorbed the blasts. Then we were into the field, and I used asteroids to avoid the rest.

“The Vox Corvette is pushing into the field after us,” Roxy announced, red warning lights erupting from the sensors as spinning boulders bounced off our shields and I avoided the larger ones.

“They’ve got a lock on us, sir,” Slix warned.

“The pulse rounds?” I asked, my concentration fixed upon keeping the Arbalest from breaking up on an asteroid.

“They missed,” Roxy groaned. “The Liquid Force is breaking its way into an asteroid… wait… it appears to be pulling away and following the pulse rounds?”

“It’s the heat!” Slix said, catching onto my ploy as she pointed excited at the display. “The heat from the pulse rounds is drawing it away from the pirates.”

“We can’t count on it working again,” I said. “The Vox will adjust its targeting parameters the next time we face it, but for today, it gives us an edge. Slix, bump up the port shields 50%.”

I could see she wanted to protest, because doing so would require her to drop the shields facing the Vox Corvette, leaving us vulnerable if too many shots landed. True to her word, she didn’t question my orders during battle, her hands moving to carry it out without hesitation.

Cutting the Arbalests aft thrusters, I spun her beneath an asteroid, and was positioned perfectly when the Vox Corvette advanced in. The Vox vessel wouldn’t have taken the risk if the risk of the Arbalest hiding behind asteroids and firing upon it hadn’t been bigger. The Corvette was built for speed and carrying fighters, not for maneuvering in such a tight space.

It was a simple matter to place three pulse rounds along the only path the Corvette could enter through. The detonations didn’t hurt the Vox ship, but they tore away its shield enough to allow our cannon fire to break through, cutting the Covette in half before the aft section exploded in a fiery blast that send asteroids careening into the Arbalest.

Red warning lights and sirens flashed, and I watched our shields dropping with concern. This was always the point in the side quest where most players had failed. They focused too much on the enemy and didn’t prepare themselves properly for the damage environment could do.

The buttressed shields held out, and I smiled in satisfaction when I saw the front end of the Corvette go spinning past. Roxy was busy fielding calls from the pirates, while Slix powered up the Ion Cannons for another burst.

Without the Liquid Force swallowing up crawlers, or the Corvette threatening to rain fire down from above, it was simple work to mop up the last of the Vox fighters. As we did, a sleek black ship exited a hanger hidden within an asteroid.

“Master, I have a Captain Xrossa on the line. She wants to speak with the commander of the vessel that saved her people’s lives.”

A strangled sound from Slix drew my attention and I caught a flash of something animating her features before it was replaced with cool professionalism.

“Do you know something about the captain?”

Slix frowned at my question and nodded her head reluctantly, “Rossy was my first mate on the Derelict… When the Professor found me.” Her frown deepened, and she shifted in her seat uncomfortably. “Harsh words were spoken between us when we last parted company.”

“What are the chances you’d meet Rossy out here?” Roxy asked, and from her expression, it was clear she knew all about their history.

“I’m learning there’s very little left to chance
 where the Professor’s concerned,” I said. “Open the comm to the Captain, Roxy. Let’s see how grateful these pirates are.”

The screen flickered and the inside of a cockpit appeared, showing the worn features of a beautiful older woman. My insides locked up and butterflies danced in my stomach when I beheld the Pirate Queen. She looked nearly identical to the 2-D image of her in the game, complete with black leather coat opened wide, revealing a plethora of dark breast flesh.

Captain Xrossa was a Lo’Sylvan, which surprised me, but unlike any I’d seen thus far. Her skin was a dark, nutty brown and hair a mass of black curls. It wasn’t the large firm breasts, slender neck or even the hair that seemed to shiver and shake on its own, but the woman’s amber eyes that held me fast, awakening butterflies in my belly.

“Peace, stranger,” she said in a voice dripping with seductive tones. “You’ve saved my people from a fate worse than imprisonment and I’d love to thank you… personally.” Those amber eyes twinkled as they took in the lines of my face. Then I saw her gaze flicker to my companions and dismiss Roxy immediately. She was about to dismiss Slix when her eyes cut back to the former pirate and widened in shock. “Slix?!”

“Hello Rossy.”












Chapter 12











“W
 hat in the nine hells… Is this what you left the comfort of my bed for?” The pirate Queen’s eyes no longer looked at me with seduction but were tinged with anger. “Is this your precious Hero?”

“This is the man Professor Xiaxis sent me searching for, yes.”

“And you waited until we were helpless and couldn’t refuse your aid? Planning on leveraging the Third Law I presume?”

She cut her eyes off screen and make a face to someone we couldn’t see. There were grumbles of anger from a half dozen voices.

“You know I’d never do that,” Slix said, and this was the first time I’d heard genuine hurt in her voice. I could see the tension tightening the skin around her eyes, but words had never been Slix's strong suit, so I jumped in on her defense.

“I command the Arbalest, Captain Ciqui,” I said, my tone firm and commanding, drawing the woman’s gaze back to me as she reassessed, eyes narrowing. “It was on my order we left the Lo’Sylvan palace, and they’re none too pleased about it.”

That must have been the exact opposite thing to say, because the captain’s face purpled with rage, and she clawed the air in front of her.

“You think it matters to me you upset my stiff-necked sisters?” The anger faded as quickly as it had appeared, and I suspected this woman might not be entirely sane. “They expect genuflection and obeisance from every living creature in the universe and give nothing back to those they rule.” The captains’ eyes sharpened, and her lips quirked at the corners into a predatory grin. “As a reward for saving our lives and treasure, and pissing off my sisters, you and your crew,” her eyes cut to Slix and the grin grew, “Are invited aboard the Derelict for tea and cakes.”

“Thank you for the offer,” I said. “We’ll be aboard shortly.”

Slix snapped a warning look back at me, shaking her head slightly. From the terrible look in her eyes, it was clear she thought it a foolish risk, but I was determined to secure the real prize and it didn’t look like she was going to offer it over the comm.

“I’ll have my private quarters made ready for your arrival.”

Blood surged through my veins when she threw me a heated grin, and I found my eyes straying down into her massive cleavage before the feed cut off. The woman saw my glance and the last thing I saw steal across her face was satisfaction before the screen clicked over to a view of the surrounding asteroid field.

Slix was quiet as we docked the Arbalest with the great black pirate ship the Derelict. Once her tasks were finished, she rose and hurried back to the cabin she shared with Roxy. The blonde watched her friend go with a concerned expression and gave me a look that had me out of my chair and following Slix a moment later.

I found the black-haired former pirate digging through a closet filled with black leathers and lacy garments. She paused when I stepped into the room, and I saw her lips curl down in a frown.

“Are you ok?” I asked, stepping close.

“I’m fine,” she said, then she let out a long breath and her body sagged in place. “I don’t know… I didn’t expect that seeing Rossie would stir up all these old emotions inside.”

I waited, knowing she had more to say and giving her space to speak in her own time. Roxy stepped into the room and leaned against the door frame, watching the two of us with avid interest, but her expression unreadable.

“Rossie was my best friend and lover for many years before the Professor came for me,” her eyes cut over to Roxy and a pained smile found its way onto her lips. “Roxy knows all about my past… How hard it was for me to leave my family on board that ship… Perhaps you should leave me behind, sir. I could be a liability…”

“You’re many things, Slix,” I said, stepping forward and drawing her into my arm. “But a liability is never one of them.”

At first, she stood stiff as a board in my arms, but slowly she relaxed against me and I felt her strong arms grip me back before she gazed up into my eyes. There was wonder there, and the same powerful emotion I’d come to recognize as love and attraction. When our lips met, the butterflies danced in my belly, and it was difficult to release her without taking liberties.

“Rossie will try to turn your head with her charms,” Slix warned once she stepped away and began digging through the closet again. “But if she says something straight out, you can trust her. She has too much to risk from the other pirate captains if she’s caught in a lie.”

“Tell Master about clovers.” Roxy offered.

“Right,” Slix said, coming up with a tiny black top that revealed more than it covered. Shucking her coat, she tugged off the black shirt she wore and pulled on the lacy number. The effect on her massive breasts was stunning and I had to force myself not to reach out for a handful, knowing it wouldn’t end there and not wanting to keep the pirates waiting.

“Clover the plant?” I asked.

“Yes,” Slix nodded. “It’s a powerful narcotic that the pirate’s traffic and use on a near constant basis. It makes them more alert, and euphoric, but also makes moods quick to change and anger always close at hand.”

“Good to know,” I said.

That answered the question I had about the captain’s quicksilver moods, but I was still unsure how I was going to get her to agree to my demands.

Once Slix was ready, we made our way to the hold. The Arbalest was docked beside the Derelict, a short hallway connecting the two ships. I wasn’t about to step onto their ship and put myself and my crew under their control, and neither were the pirates, and we’d agreed to meet at the connection.

Slix assured me this was a reliable way to speak face to face, without hostilities breaking out. The tunnel connecting our ships wasn’t built to withstand blaster fire and one wrong move would see all of us spinning into the icy void. Slix and Roxy insisted on coming armed, and I saw the pirates were armed as well, when the hold door hissed open.

My first sight of the Pirate Queen awoke such powerful déjà vu. I almost fell over as I tripped on my feet. The image of the busty, leather clad pirate, surrounded by grim faces, men brandishing weapons, was straight out of the game from the moment the player has to decide whether or not to align with the pirates.

In the game, if we aligned, I’d lose rep with the Emrido Empire, but gain a special artifact that would help in the final battle. Most players never took the deal because gaining rep with the Empire was so difficult, but it had always been part of my strategy.

“This is the man you left me for?” The Pirate Queen’s voice dripped with derision, “A Terran without three decades of life? Ha!”

“The Terran who saved your lives,” Slix said with a confidence she hadn’t had a moment before. “Who’s defeated a half dozen Vox attacks and saved your mother from destruction this very day.”

The Pirate raised an eyebrow, her gaze finally settling on me as her lips quirked into a curious smile, “For a man who’s supposed to be the greatest warrior the galaxy’s ever seen… you sure are small.”

“Wars are won with the mind,” I said. “Not with brawn.” The men crowded around her frowned angrily and muttered to themselves at that, but Xrossa’s smile only deepened and she dipped her head as if acknowledging my point.”

“Having a ship more advanced than any other helps too,” she said, and I knew then what she was after, the men surrounding her glancing behind me with avarice in their eyes.

“And one that I have absolute control over, as well.”

Xrossa’s smile slipped into a frown that deepened when she glanced at Slix.

“Security feature I had the professor put in place,” the former pirate said with a wink. “The Arbalest is Jason’s ship and will function for no other individual, for the rest of time.”

“Stupidity!” barked the Queen, the men around her shifting angrily when they learned it wasn’t possible to steal away the prize.

“Foresight,” I said, drawing their ire back to myself. “We can’t have allies who might try to steal her out from under us.”

“Allies?” The Queen asked with an amused smile. “Dear boy, you’re looking at the only free people in this galaxy. We would never align with another power.”

“Even if that power could guarantee you independence?” I said, “While at the same time relieving you of a burden sitting in your hold? One that will see the pirates become a genuine threat to the Triumviate and Empire’s dominance?”

Xrossa kept a tight rein on her expression except for the tightness around her eyes, which gave her away. Her lips turned down into an angry frown when she saw me smile.

“Nice guess, Terran,” the men behind her relaxed when she barked a laugh, but her eyes still looked worried.

“Not a guess,” I said. “The Triumviate weapon isn’t supposed to exist. That’s why they’ll never admit it was stolen by pirates.” the woman’s skin shaded a sickly green and the surrounding men tensed again, fingering the weapons at their sides. “If it gets out what you took, you’ll never avoid destruction or capture, either from the Tri’s or the Empire, and you know it.”

“How do you know this?” the woman’s voice hissed with tightly wrapped fear, and she snapped a hand out and staying her men before they could do something precipitous.

“I’m the Hero.”

I said it simply, empty hands resting at my sides and expression open.












Chapter 13











T
 he woman reared back, almost as if slapped, and her dagger-like gaze shifted to Slix. My lover smiled at her former friend, causing the Lo’Sylvan to scowl.

“Say we give you this weapon that isn’t supposed to exist… what’s in it for my people?”

“You won’t give it to me. Because I can’t take what’s already mine.” I said, which earned a deeper scowl until I continued. “You will form a new nation, one without a world and bound to your will alone.”

Her scowl shifted into a snort of derision, “You speak nonsense, ‘hero’. If we try to claim any space in this galaxy, one of the powers that be will fall upon us and take what’s ours.”

“Not if you have a protector,” I dipped a short bow and almost laughed when I saw her expression; shock and possibility mingled in one. “Jason Strong, First Sword of the Freepeoples Republic… I like the sound of that. How about you?”

The Lo’Sylvan’s eyes grew predatory, and she pounced on the opening I gave her. “You would agree to be under my… control, Hero?”

“Nominally,” I said with a shrug. “But being the Freepeoples Republic, it would look pretty bad if you tried taking direct control. Those chafing under your rule might see an opportunity to claim the Derelicts cockpit.”

She glanced at the men on either side of herself and gave a reluctant nod.

“What assurances can you give the captains in our fleet that you won’t turn on us the first chance you get?”

In all my iterations of the game, this question had never come up, but Slix spoke up, “Each shall receive the Hero’s seed, tying them all to you and our cause.”

“To me?”

“You will be the first to take him within yourself, Rossy. The first to know the glory of his touch, the brilliance of his mind, and the reason I left you all those years ago.”

“I’ll grant you he’s a fine pilot, but I still think you’re a fool for leaving us, Slix.” Xrossa considered for a long moment, then nodded. “If you can guarantee pardons for my people and I, signed in blood by my mother, then you I’ll agree to these terms. But only,” she held up a finger, “until the Vox threat is eliminated. After that my people are free from all obligations.”

“I can agree to that,” I said and held out my hand to shake on it.

The Lo’Sylvan frowned at my extended hand in confusion and turned her attention to Slix.

“I’ve kept your Lazblade safe… in case you ever returned to me. Join me for supper this evening, and I’ll return it to you.” There was a pregnant pause, and I felt Slix bristling at my side. Xrossa saw the hesitation in her former lover and flicked her eyes to me and Roxy. “All three of you are welcome.”

“We accept,” I said, speaking before Slix could.

“Wonderful.” Xrossa bit off the word and spun on her heel, surprising her men as she strode back into the Derelict. “Food will be served at 7, drinks at 6. Don’t be late. And Slix dear? Do wear something… tight.”

The woman’s wicked laugh reverberated around the space as we retreated into the Arbalest.

“Sir we’ll be at the woman’s mercy on her ship. It isn’t safe.”

She wasn’t thinking clearly because if she was, she’s have seen what I did straight off.

“We need to take the risk if the alliance is to stand. There must be some trust. And besides,” I shrugged. “Can’t you rig something up so the Arbalest will fire upon the Derelict if anything happens to us?”

“I suppose,” Slix said, frowning.

I rested a hand on her shoulder and peered into those too blue eyes. “If you don’t want this to happen, I’ll cancel it right now. The alliance is necessary, but we don’t need to play her games.”

“No, we should go,” she said, drawing in a deep breath and letting it out slowly. “But I need a stiff drink before we head over.”

“I am worried about your promise of my… seed.” I said with a frown that faded when Slix’s frown shifted into a wicked grin.

“Don’t be, I can’t imagine those harridans taking you up on the offer, but if they do, you can dictate how they receive it.” She winked at me and ran a finger down my neck. “Do you know about pirate tradition?” When I blinked in confusion, she went on in a warm voice, “It’s more superstition than tradition at this point, but pirates will only follow a female captain… Each crew takes pride in having the shiniest treasure. If you get my meaning.”

“I think I’m ready for that drink now.” I said, feeling sweat break out on my brow as I tried to remember how many pirate ships there were.




There was
 a white suit hanging amongst the clothing in my closet, tailor to my specifications. When I pulled on the silky material, I kicked myself for wearing my old earth clothes for so long. The garments I’d tried on before hadn’t been nearly as comfortable as the suit was, but it wasn’t something I’d want to wear every day.

I felt outrageous as I pulled on the jacket and pants, but the looks I got from Slix and Roxy tamped down on my anxiety. Slix refused to change, wearing her usual black leathers, and keeping her blasters strapped to her hips.

Roxy was a different matter entirely.

The bubbly blonde spent nearly the entire three hours digging through her wardrobe. The small closet should have been able to hold the dozens of outfits she pulled out and tossed aside, but I’d given up questioning the strange physics of the Arbalest. I simply enjoyed watching Roxy prance around in lacy white under garments while she fretted about what to wear.

When we made our way across to the Derelict, Roxy was wearing a white dress with a blue corset above it. The lacy blue garment pushed her breasts up, while cinching around her middle and causing her hips to flare. The skirts were slitted up the sides and hugged her creamy thighs, so that when she walked, they kicked out, naked legs flashing beneath.

Her hair, which I thought would have taken the longest, had only taken a minute. Swirling it around a vibrating thread, she coiled it into an artful bun atop her head, then plucked thick strands of golden hair to hang on either side of her face, framing it perfectly.

In short, she looked more incredible than I’d ever dreamed and found it nearly impossible to keep my hands off her.

“Captain’s given us orders to see you three to her quarters,” growled a thickset Fyrodian with a sneer for me and a hungry stare for Roxy.

If not for Slix's presence, I might have been worried about a fight breaking out when the rest of the crew got a look at the blonde MILF goddess at my side. Pained looks were mixed with hungry growls and quiet whistles, or what passed for a whistle for those without lips or lungs.

Until their eyes strayed to Slix, and they remembered the black-haired woman’s fearsome reputation. It felt nice, after the Lo’Sylvan’s over the top welcoming celebration, to go mostly unnoticed amongst the Derelicts crew. Except for a single set of eyes, that never strayed from their intense study of me.

I was more interested in the ship than her crew, but those eyes kept following me as we climbed a set of steel stairs and I glanced back to catch the woman’s features in plain view and felt myself do a double take. A blue-haired Lo’Sylvan female, the first youthful featured one I’d seen thus far, not only took my breath away with her innocent beauty, but she looked nearly identical to Professor Xiaxis.

“Right this way, Captain,” the thickset Fyrodian said to me, and when I glanced back the young Lo’Sylvan was gone, and I was left to wonder if she was a figment of my imagination.

My curiosity would have to wait, as we stepped into an opulent room, easily three times the size of the largest room on the Arbalest. A sparkling work of art hung in the air above our heads, lit from within and casting a pale, golden light around the room.

The oblong room was filled with exquisite furniture, or what I took to be furniture. They were the oddest collection of items that looked comfortable to sit, lay and lounge upon I’d ever seen. From translucent goo that looked like it would support a person standing up in it, to a sucker handing from the ceiling, festooned in glowing gemstones that a person might suspend themselves from.

At least I hoped it was something to suspend from.
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T
 he occupants of the Pirate Queen’s quarters commanded my attention more than any furniture could. The woman herself lounged in a plush chair, her black leather outfit replaced with a shimmering purple number that clung to her flesh, making me all too aware of her stunning Lo’Sylvan figure.

In three other chairs sat women of equal beauty and finery, and I felt their predatory gazes rake over me and my women. A black-skinned alien with three eyes and a slender, willowy body ran a pale tongue over her lips when she took me in. Beside her sat a tiny blonde who looked like a child at first, until I saw the signs of advanced age around her eyes, and the wisdom in her bright green eyes.

It was the third captain I felt myself most drawn to, but I couldn’t place my finger on why. She appeared the most human-like of the women in the room, including Slix and Roxy. With dark brown hair, large, innocent looking blue eyes, and a winning smile that tugged at the back of my memory. She wasn’t the prettiest of the group, but there was something about her that felt powerfully familiar.

Behind the Queen stood a young servant in black and gold livery, her eyes downcast, and a tray of drinks sitting on her hand. She stepped forward when the Queen flicked her wrist, presenting us each with a glass of blue fizzing liquid.

“Welcome to the Derelict,” Xrossa said, her tone far more relaxed and easier going than it had been the last time we’d spoken. I caught a hint of slur in her words and guessed she’d already started on the spirits. “This is Captain Heelliado,” she indicated the dusky skinned woman who winked at me.

“Captain Gy’Renthran,” the tiny blonde nodded, raising her glass as I took one and drank deep, her eyes shifting from me to Slix and Roxy with a frown that could only be called petulant.

“And the esteemed Captain Anne Heatherway, another Terran. Do you two know each other, Anne?”

“I don’t know him, but perhaps he knows of me…?” The voice triggered memories, but it wasn’t until she rose to her feet, holding her hands out at her sides and swiveled her slender hips that I recognized her.

“The actress?!” I asked, hating how dumb I sounded but stunned to see one of my favorite actresses as a space pirate captain!

“And singer,” she winked before sinking back down into her seat with a flourish of her flowing gown.

“How the hell did you come to be out here?” I asked, taking the seat the servant indicated and finding the odd, translucent jelly like substance surprisingly comfortable.

“Shanghai’d by a Fyrodian disguising himself as a producer,” she shrugged. “It’s not so bad. I have my own pirate ship now.” She smiled that winning smile that had melted so many hearts back on earth, and I felt mine do the same.

“Wild,” I mumbled with a shake of my head, struggling to place the woman I knew from the big screen in context with the world we found ourselves in now. I realized I was being rude, staring at Anne, and sat up, motioning to Roxy. “Please let me introduce you to Roxy, and Slix.”

“Pleasure to meet you,” Heeliado purred, reaching out and taking their hands.

“I saw you appreciating my Jungian Sling,” Xrossa said, motioning to the glowing sucker hanging from the ceiling. “It’s supposed to clear the body of foul humors, while lengthening the spines of vertebrates.”

“Don’t try it,” Gy’Renthra piped up with a snicker of amusement. “Jungian Slings were notorious for breaking as many spines as they stretched. That’s why the Empire banned them.”

“I heard it was because of politics,” Roxy said, drawing every eye to her. “Something to do with the designer having Trillaxian ancestry?”

“She’s right,” Heelliado said, nodding. “I remember reading something about that. Didn’t he get put in Supermax?”

“Still there, I bet,” Roxy said with taking a long sip of her drink and brightening considerably. She beamed over at me and nodded, and I took an experimental sip. The fizzing beverage tasted delicious; of berries, liquor, and spices I couldn’t identify. I silently warned myself not to drink too much, fearing it would go to my head and knowing I needed to keep my wits about me.

“How long has it been since we’ve seen one another?” Xrossa asked Slix as the other women conversed, getting to know one another.

“Decades,” Slix said. “You mentioned something about my Lazblade?”

To anyone else she might have sounded relaxed, but I could read the tension in her voice and knew how self-conscious she’d been about the effects of time’s passage.

“Of course,” Xrossa breathed.

Turning to the servant, she flicked her fingers, and the woman retreated, only to return a moment later with a black leather harness and sheath. The handle sticking out of the sheath was made of a black, glassy material that looked like obsidian. Slix took the weapon in the weapon like she was seeing and old friend and craddled it close when the servant handed it to her.

“Seeing you with it reminds me of old times,” Xrossa said with a wistful sigh. “You’re still as beautiful as the day we met.”

“You can forget the flattery, Rossie. I appreciate it, but we both know that’s not true,” she glanced over at me, and took my hand in hers, fingers lacing together as she sipped her drink. “Those old triggers no longer exist for you to pluck and pull at… I’ve found peace.”

“What happened to you aboard that damned ship, Slix?” Xrossa asked, “This isn’t the angry, insecure girl I knew.”

“You want to hear the entire tale?” Slix asked. The other women grew quiet as they turned to listen. She glanced over at Roxy, who nodded and gave her friend a smile of permission. “It began when I first met Professor Xiaxis and she introduced me to Roxy…”

Slix told an abridged version of the story she’d told me. Leaving key details about the Professor and the Arbalest out but holding nothing back about the difficulty of their long wait. The tale concluded with them finding me on earth, after I’d beaten the simulation.

“I’ve tried it, of course,” Gy’Rethran said. “We all have, but I never made it past the first three battles no matter what I did.”

“Same here,” Heelliado said.

The women pressed me for details about my time playing the simulation. As the drinks flowed, everyone relaxed, even Slix, though she never released her grip on my hand. The pirate captains wanted to know every detail about the battles we’d faced, and alliances made sense I’d climbed aboard the Arbalest.

When Xrossa heard about the arrangement with the Triumvirate, feeding them resources while they focused on making advancements using Vox tech, she pressed for every detail. She seemed most interested in the dynamics between the Trillaxian’s with power.

Taking me back through the entire encounter with the Triumvitae, from entering the battle with the Vox, to when we left the system. I could see she didn’t believe some things I said and looked at Slix for confirmation. The former pirate confirmed everything, but Xrossa couldn’t believe it until I pulled up and played the message Zemusto had sent me.

“Remarkable,” Xrossa breathed, shaking her head. “You’ve already secured leverage over the Tri’s leadership and aligned yourself with the greatest innovator of weapons and armaments in the galaxy. If you hadn’t pissed my mother off by flying here, I’d say you’ve done a perfect job so far… Unless this was part of your game winning strategy?”

The other captains looked over at that, their eyes burning with curiosity.

“Perhaps,” I said, shrugging. “That’s the type of information I could only share with a trusted ally.”

I worried I might have offended them until Gy’Rethran sat forward on her perch, eyes bright as she asked, “You have notes from your campaigns in the simulation?”

“I do,” I answered warily.

“And how do we secure your trust and gain access to these notes, Jason?” Heelliado asked, her smokey eyes alighting upon my face with interest.

“You let him breed you,” Slix said, drawing a shocked stare from me and a giggle from Roxy. Slix’s eyes rested on Xrossa, and I saw something pass between the women. “If you want to remain independent after the Vox are gone, you’ll need a resource the other powers need, and I promise, after they see what our master’s capable of, they’ll desire it as much as the Triumvirate and Empire has.”

“Sounds like a stretch,” Anne said, her dark eyes running the length of me as she cocked an eyebrow. “But I’m willing, if,” she held up a finger, beautiful eyes hardening, “we get guaranteed access to those records.”

“I’ll join you aboard your ship as a concubine if we get to see how, you defeated the Vox,” Gy’Rethran added in her high-pitched voice, bouncing in her seat with excitement.

“This evening certainly has taken an interesting turn,” Heelliado said, glancing at Xrossa. “What do you think, Xrossa?”

“I think it will make each of us a target,” Xrossa mused, her gaze shifting from me to Slix and back. “And also, a treasure our crews can rally around… We might even attract the independent pirates who’ve managed to hold out.” She glanced at the captains, meeting each in the eyes before she spoke, “You’ll have to decide for yourselves, but I’m willing to take the deal, on the condition he can secure our pardons.”

“I agree,” Anne said, nodding quickly.

“And I,” husked Heelliado, sitting forward and licking her thick, luscious lips as she took me in from head to toe for perhaps the hundredth time that evening.

“I’m not willing to do it, unless I know each of you went all the way.” Gy’Rethran crossed her arms before her slight chest and affected a pout.

My brain didn’t want to believe what was happening before me, and it took a few seconds for the last thing Xrossa said to register.

“Gy’Rethran, darling, the only way this happens is if we’re as one. We will be there for each other’s conception. In the same room as the young hero’s notes. I’ll accept nothing less.” She swiveled her luminescent eyes onto me, and I felt my heart race as the reality of what was about to happen set in.

I glanced at Slix, who gripped my hand tighter and offered me a reassuring smile. Looking over at Roxy, I caught an eager grin on her lips as she took in the four captains sitting before her. The bubbly blonde looked even more eager than I was, as her eyes scanned Gy’Renthran’s diminutive body and Anne’s movie star features.
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“A
 toast then,” Xrossa said, her eyes locking onto mine. “To a profitable future together.”

Our glasses clinked, and I downed mine, wondering how this was going to go down. It was Slix who took charge of the group, co-opting Xrossa’s servant, who waited until her mistress nodded approval before slipping out of her quarters.

Preparations were made for Xrossa and the other captains to ‘inspect’ the Arbalest. The nature of our agreement wasn’t disseminated, but the servants let it leak that I had details notes on how the simulation was beaten and their captain hoped to finagle them out of me.

When we passed back through the ship, the other captains in tow, I could feel the smirks and amused stares from Xrossa’s crew. They assumed I would fall under the spell of her charms, and I couldn’t be certain I hadn’t.

I felt reassurance that my mind and will were still my own whenever I glanced at Slix or Roxy. The emotions that swirled up inside trounced the desire I felt when staring at the beautiful captains.

The Derelicts crew was nervous to part with their captain and required a direct order from her before they stepped aside. As I led them aboard the Arbalest, my anxiety faded, and I felt more secure being in familiar surroundings.

“I’d like to see the bridge, if possible,” Anne mentioned. “I’m fascinated by this ship’s capabilities.”

“Would all of you like a tour of the Arbalest?” The women nodded eagerly, even the Lo’Sylvan, and I caught tension around her and several of the other women’s eyes. “Roxy, would find us a bottle of that Fyrodian Red we had the other night?”

“That was
 a special night,” Roxy blushed, gripping my arm and pressing her massive breasts against me as she wiggled. “I have a few stashed in my room. Be right back!”

When she hurried down the hall to, he and Slix cabin, I wasn’t the only one to stare after her pert ass. Heelliado and Xrossa had pained looks on their faces when the blonde left. The dark-skinned alone had the tact to blush when I caught her, but Xrossa simply raised an eyebrow.


“She’s a work of art,”
 the pirate queen breathed for my ears alone as we made our way to the bridge. Slix cast her a suspicious glare, but the Lo’Sylvan chuckled when she saw it. “I was envious of you, bedding my Slix, and that vixen Roxy whenever you like. But now I find myself intrigued… What kind of man could steal their hearts so completely?”


I tried to ignore the woman, but it was nearly impossible with her stunning figure on display before me. The other women weren’t as relaxed, shifting nervously as they glanced around the Arbalest.

I pulled out seats from the wall, for the captains while Slix slipped into her station and called up the Arbalests weapon systems. Their nervousness faded as professional curiosity took over. As she gave a rundown of the ship’s capabilities, Roxy returned with two bottles and a handful of small glasses. Pouring the wine, she shared it around as the pirate captains listened with avid interest.

“What are the blank spaces to the right of the timing indexes on the cannons?” Gy’Rethran asked when Slix finished her spiel.

“We wondered the same thing for years,” Roxy said, slipping into her seat and swiveling around to take in the crowded bridge. “But master believes it’s to allow for upgrades.”

“Who’s going to upgrade the most capable ship in the galaxy?” Anne asked with genuine curiosity, Heelliado and Xrossa matching her frown as their gazes shifted to me.

“The Triumvirate has already begun research on pulse rounds without a timed delay, and rounds that can be triggered to explode at specific distances or times.”

“They’ve been trying that for decades,” Gy’Rethran asked, “What makes you think they’ll make a breakthrough now?”

I winked at the diminutive woman and grinned when she scowled.

“You learned it from the Simulation?” Anne asked, her dark eyes burning with an inner fire as they met mine.

The woman had an incredible power of making you feel you were the most important person in the universe when she stared into your eyes, and I bit my tongue, pushing away the remembered feelings I’d once had for the starlet.

“You don’t believe him still?” Slix asked, looking around at the group of captains. When she saw their expression, she smiled and swung around in her chair, fingers dancing across the controls before her.

The screen flickered and a three-dimensional view of Firodian space hovered before us. I recognized the opening sequences of the battle immediately; I’d seen it enough times playing the game. But the others didn’t recognize it until they saw the time and date stamp in the upper corner.

“This is the battle from a month ago?” Heelliado asked, leaning forward with professional interest. “I heard it was nasty.”

“The Fyridoans were pushed back to the world’s atmosphere,” Slix said, using her hands to zoom in and out of the battle as it played out. “You can see the Vox offensive cut through their forces like butter.”

“What’s that?” Anne asked, pointing to a flash of light in the distance.

A half second later it resolved into a round point of hard white light, and I recognized the Arbalest. I wasn’t interested in watching the battle play out again, instead I watched the captains’ faces as they did, learning much.

Xrossa’s features were still, her eyes darting around the large battlefield faster than the others, as her mind worked through the possibilities like a chess player. Heeliado sat forward in her seat, nipples hard against her top and teeth bared as she watched the Arbalest swoop and swirl through the Vox fighters. Her breath quickened as the enemy was cut down, and she seemed to take physical pleasure from every explosion of the Vox.

Gy’Rethran was similar, but the tiny woman bounced in place, tiny fists pounding on her knees whenever the Arbalest took out a Vox fighter, and letting out squeals of glee when we dropped out first Ion Rounds.

“What’s those for?” She pointed.

“Watch,” Xrossa said, “The flight path… not chaos… but brilliance.”

They watched the screen with avid interest as the Arbalest trailed charged Ion Rounds. While I sipped my wine and wondered how far this evening was going to progress. While their attention was fixed away from me, I tapped a series of commands into the data pad on my seat.

On the tiny screen only affixed to the armrest, a readout scrolled down. Detailing not only the Derelict but also the three other pirate ships floating in the asteroid field. I breathed a sigh of relief when I recognized all three and they fell mostly in line with what I knew them to be capable of in the game.

Slix took them through the rest of our battles together, pausing now and then to explain or replay certain maneuvers. They were the most interested in our battle above the Trillaxian homeworld, because so little had been leaked out of the Triumvirate about it.

I was surprised how much they knew about the other battles. It seemed there was more information spreading throughout the galaxy about us than I’d have assumed. The captains peppered Slix, Roxy and I with more and more questions as they grew relaxed. The wine doing its work. Their eyes brightened on me, and I found myself sitting straighter as I felt their regard shift. I had to caution myself not to drink too quickly, as it was starting to go to my head.

As Slix began the battle above the Imperial world, Xrossa slipped beside my chair and rested a hand on my shoulder, causing the hairs to rise on my neck. While the others’ attention was fixed upon the screen, she whispered in my ear, hot breath tickling my neck.

“I’d love to see those notes of yours,” her voice was silk sliding over marble. “Are they in your cabin?”

I caught an imperceptible nod from Slix and Roxy, an amused smile growing on the lips of the latter. As she tried hard not to glance back at the wonton pirate queen. The mood shifted as I rose and drew Xrossa to her feet beside me, but the other captains affected not to notice as I led the Lo’Sylvan down the short hallway.

A dim blue light shone from under my cabin door, and I felt a smile flicker across my lips when it winked out a second before the door slid open. Knowing the Professor was near filled me with a little confidence as I contemplated my duty.












Chapter 16











N
 othing like this had happened in the game, but it felt as important as many of the battles and alliances necessary to win. The pirates weren’t mine yet, and the key to getting their undying support lies in this woman. The Lo’Sylvan was brilliant, beautiful, and connected to Imperial royalty. Those were only a few of her many charms, as I was coming to learn, and I wanted them on my side for the rest of the campaign.

“Such small quarters for so powerful a man,” Xrossa said, stepping around my small cabin and peering at things curiously.

“It isn’t trappings that make the man,” I said, winking at the taller woman as I pulled open the desk drawer where I kept my notebooks.

“What does then?” She asked, eyes tracing the lines of my face.

“It’s those standing at his side.”

She flicked a wrist dismissively. “Nonsense and pablum. Actions dictate direction, and direction dictates purpose.”

“And those around you don’t have a gravitational pull on how you decide to act, or not act?” She didn’t respond, and I felt like I’d scored a point on her. “Who we chose to align with will have drastic consequences on the outcome of the campaign. Chose the wrong partners and we’ll be led into destruction, even if every choice I make is the right one. You can’t hope to control everyone, only pick the right people and trust.”

“That’s why I don’t command more than a single ship,” Xrossa said with a snort, eyes sparkling as I handed her the first book in my stack. “I leave wrangling cats to my mother. She’s always enjoyed it… fascinating.”

Flipping through the first few pages, she paused on my notes from the first encounter in the game. Scanning through the dozens of failed attempts I’d made; she charted the path of my first breakthrough with total focus. Sinking onto the narrow cot, her luscious lips worked soundlessly as she puzzled through my chicken scratch handwriting.

“How long did this take you?”

“To beat the Simulation? A few years. To beat the first encounter? A few days.”

“Unbelievable,” she said with a shake of her head. “The greatest military minds in the Empire tried their hands at the simulation. Not even Admiral Nog-Chompa got past the first encounter.”

“I guess the gaming community back on earth is better than your admirals,” I said. “Because a couple thousand were able to get past the first fight. Not too many got to the later stages though.”

“In there?” She asked, pointing to the tall stack of notebooks she could see peeking out of the drawer and avarice entered her gaze when I nodded.

The Lo’Sylvan raised a hand to her chest, fingers fluttering as she bit her bottom lip. The air in the room changed, and I felt the innate powers of her race come alive. Before she could bring the full brunt of her charms to bear on me, the air beside me warped and a faint blue glow signaled the appearance of Professor Xiaxis.

Xrossa blinked in shock at the glow, and sat back on the bed, clutching at herself when a feminine outline took shape. Her shock turned to confusion, and then anger when she recognized who it was.

“You!” she hissed.

“Hello, niece.” The professors’ dulcet tones caused the pirate to swipe clawed fingers at her image, onto to be frustrated when they passed right through the ghostly image. “I’m afraid you won’t be able to exact your revenge against me today, alas. I did make you a promise, once. Do you remember?”

“I remember lies and manipulation,” Xrossa said. “You took everything from me, aunt
 .”

“I took a tiger from a cage,” Professor Xiaxis said, and I was surprised at the sharpness in her tone, the accusation underlying it. “And set her to the task she was born for. It’s time you do the same Xrossa.” Xrossa’s pale cheeks reddened with a very human emotion, and she looked like she was about to shout, but Xiaxis spoke first. “Jason Strong sees a place of prominence and honor for you and those who follow you. A beginning of your secret dream and my promise to you all those years ago.”

“Lies.” Xrossa said, but the edge that had caused her words to cut was no longer there.

“Proof stands beside me, Xrossa. Who sent you to his bed? Who entertains your coterie of captains while your womanhood awakens to his scent?”

“You’ve tricked me somehow,” the woman wouldn’t look at me, but her long fingers fisted in her skirts, hiking them up a few inches and her slender legs parted, angling towards me unconsciously. “Manipulated my mind like you always did to my sisters and me as children.”

“I’m dead, Xrossa.” The words shocked the pirate queen into stillness. “This is a ghost…” she waved down at her ethereal body. “You chart your own course.”

Xrossa’s eyes finally shifted to me and I felt them measuring and weighing, but she gave nothing away as she crossed slender arms beneath her breasts.

“What about you, Jason Strong? Is this part of ‘who we chose to align with will have drastic consequences on the outcome of the campaign’?”

“It is,” I said. “I can’t defeat the Vox alone. I’ll need allies, especially ones I can trust completely, and I could in the game. I am curious about one thing, though.” I asked, glancing at the pair of them with a frown. “What’s this ‘secret dream’ of yours?”

Xrossa glanced at Professor Xiaxis, shifting in her seat and a faint sheen of sweat broke out on her brow as she tugged down her skirt, thighs pressed together tightly. I waited patiently until she spoke and was surprised at the shy hesitation entering her voice.

“When my aunt told me what would happen… That she would be taking Slix to join her. She promised the dreams I had a girl, the ones that forced me from mother’s side, would become true and Slix would be the advent of them to my door.”

When I glanced between them in confusion, Xrossa refused to say more and it was the professor who explained.

“As defense against regicide, Lo’Sylvan Princesses are monitored at all times within the Imperial presence. Even within the confines of their skulls or dreams.” The blue image of the professor flickered, fading somewhat. “Xrossa had the same dream every night for a full turning. That she would give birth to a conqueror, who would bind the galaxy beneath his banner, and spread life to further reaches of the universe.”

I heard a laugh, and it took a second to realize it was coming from me. Fighting to stifle it, I felt both women frowning at me.

“You can’t be serious.”

Their frowns turned to glares.

“Like galactic Genghis Khan?” I asked, which apparently didn’t translate because their glares deepened and took on an edge of confusion.

“You’re sure this is the one, aunt?”

“He beat the Simulation. He’s your only hope of defeating the Vox.” The Professor’s voice intoned as her presence faded into nothing. “A thousand children will spring from his loins, including Aras Ghul, who was prophesied ten thousand years ago. You, my niece, will bring him the women, and rule them for him, but his heart is held by others… Tell my sister, I forgive her.”

With that, she was gone, and I was left alone with the pirate queen.

No longer the confident and waspish pirate, the professor’s last words, or perhaps the entire encounter had put her off balance. She sat back on the cot, clutching her dress close and gazing up at me with a curious expression. I’d never thought to see ‘startled-doe’ written on a Lo’Sylvan woman’s features, but it set steel into my cock when I saw her nipples hardening against the silky material.

“I haven’t agreed to anything,” Xrossa breathed, when I took a step towards her. I noticed she didn’t pull away from me, only watched my hands and the lump in my pants as if they were vipers coiling to strike. “Oh, stars… it’s going to happen, isn’t it?”

“It is,” I said, trapping her luminescent eyes with mine as my knees touched hers.

A shock went through my system when our skin touched. Thankfully, I’d been prepared for their race’s strange powers and kept a hold of myself. The combination of Xrossa’s incredible beauty, and the enervating, arousing sensation rolling off her skin, would have overwhelmed my mind and left me at her mercy. And I could guess how quickly the tables would be turned if this strong-willed woman got an advantage.

Xrossa glanced down where our knees made contact, breath hissing in and out of her lungs. I placed a single finger beneath her delicate chin and tilted her face upwards. For one second, I saw myself from the outside, a skinny, young human kid, standing before a creature plucked from my imaginings in the image of a goddess.

Letting my eyes trace the exquisite lines of her face, I felt desire swallow up my inhibitions and then our lips pressed together, and my thoughts scattered. The awakening of hungry need nearly overwhelmed me as I pulled her to her feet and slipped an arm around her tiny waist.

I’ve never been into tall women, but something about holding the Lo’Sylvan made her feel like a delicate flower in my arms. I could feel the strength in her alien limbs and thought she might be able to over-match me if she tried, but instead she trembled in my arms, fingers brushing my cheeks and eyes, staring at my face in wonder.

“This is my… first time, Jason Strong… I’m… fearful.” Her breath smelled of honey and cream as she whispered the words between kisses.












Chapter 17











T
 he admission further shocked me and when I pulled back, staring into her eyes, she blushed like an innocent human girl. The hardness in my pants ached and felt like it might tear a hole out of them any second. Taking a firm grip on my young lust, I resolved to make this a memorable experience.

“I’ll be gentle,” I breathed, and let my eyes trace down her incredible body, mouth drying when I took in those massive breasts and tiny waist. “You’re one of the most beautiful creatures in the universe… Jesus Christ, you’re hot and I’d have counted myself a lucky man to see you, let alone touch and taste you.”

She blinked, and I saw the spots of color fade in her cheeks as she smiled shyly at me. Her breath caught when I took a step forward and the back of her legs hit the narrow cot. She glanced back at the thin mattress and started to swallow, but it turned into a hiss of pleasure when I reached up and swept off one of the shoulder straps to her dress and pressed a kiss to the naked flesh.

My fingers slipped into hair finer than the finest silks. It felt like liquid as it cascaded around my arm, and Xrossa’s hiss of pleasure turned into a guttural groan when I ran my fingernails up the back of her skull. Her knees gave out and suddenly I was supporting her weight and letting her slip back onto the bed.

“Oh, stars… what… Mmmph! Your touch… Stars! It’s like fire!”

It appeared that reverse effect of her touch was happening, and she wasn’t prepared for the awakening of such a powerful sensation. As I ran light fingers down the impossibly smooth skin of her shoulder, dragging the dress down her body, Xrossa writhed, a low moan escaping the back of her throat.

I found hooks along the side that released the fabric from around her midriff, and the garment slid free with a slight tug. Kneeling atop her naked legs, I stared in awe at the magnificence of a Lo’Sylvan in the flesh.

Every curve and sweep of pale skin had evolved for millions of years to tempt and tantalize. The proportions were inhuman but looked right on her statuesque form. Her alienness only heightened her allure, and I thanked God and the professor for the delights I was about to experience.

There would be time to take my pleasure later. This was about duty, as much as it was about the experience or breeding. Xrossa had to be comfortable in her alliance with me, and I had to be able to trust her and her captains completely in the fights to come. Breeding her would be a start, but I hoped to convince her I was the only man she’d ever need.

The last reason grew more and more powerful in me as I slipped out of my clothes and between Xrossa’s creamy thighs. The woman trembled with nerves, her strong features oddly shy. When she tried to pull me up her body, I resisted, and she drew in a shocked gasp when my lips made contact with her smooth stomach.

There was no belly button on the naked flesh, as I trialed kisses down to the ‘V’ where her thighs met. Running my hands down her sides, avoiding those impossibly large breasts, I teased her with light touches, causing Xrossa to shiver further. When I got to her wide hips, I breathed into her naked sex and watched in wonder as her slender legs parted before me.

Her sex was a tight slit, the lips slick with juices but tightly pressed together. Exploring the alien woman’s pussy with my tongue and fingers, I found the secret button I learned from Professor Xiaxis, and took care to avoid it at first, as I worked her into a shivering frenzy of whimpering need.

“Please, please, oh stars above and below… Mhhmm!”

Long fingers slipped into my hair, adding to the buzzing euphoria filling me. But my focus was fixed on the sex before me, and I ignored the pleasures.

Tongue dipping into her tightness, I tasted vanilla and sweetness. The flavor was addictive and buried my face between her legs, trying to get every drop. Xrossas whimpers of pleasure rose into cries, and then screams when I slipped my hand up and ran small circles around the love button.

The nub of flesh twitched and shivered when I breathed upon it, and Xrossas scream echoed around my small cabin and her slender thighs clamped around my head. Trembling like a leaf beneath me, I picked my head up and stared at the Lo’Sylvan with a proud smile. She was covered in a thin sheen of sweat, eyelids fluttering and nipples doing a strange wobbling dance.

“That was… that was…” she didn’t seem capable of forming a coherent thought, but I could see her struggling to try.

Seeing my enemy on the ropes, I crawled up her body, and was going to tease her with the tip of my cock. But when the tip slid along her narrow lips, the alien woman’s sex parted, the lips reaching out like a mouth and hungrily sucked me in.

“Oh, fuck!” I groaned, unprepared for the sensation of her soft pussy enveloping my cock. Waves of euphoria swept through me, centered at the place our bodies were joined.

I might have lost the battle, and found myself enthralled by the alien’s sex, if not for the fact that she was even farther gone than me. Long nails dig into the skin of my back, as longer legs curled around my thighs, locking together, and hauling forward on my ass, pulling me to the hilt within her.

The world disappeared, and all I knew was the pleasure of Xrossa’s touch as nature took over. My hips ground into her, the soft pussy massaging my cock like a throat as it tried to milk my seed out. It was a miracle I didn’t orgasm in those first few seconds. I can only chalk it up to being overwhelmed with pleasure in a way I’d never experienced.

With Slix and Roxy, there was intimacy and emotion to carry us through the motions of love, but with Xrossa, that first time, there was only need and desire. Deep within me, there was a growing need to claim this creature as mine, to leave an indelible mark. I’d never felt such powerful masculine feeling before and was shocked to hear myself growling as my balls began to tighten and the first orgasm rose within me.

“I feel it flowing in me! Sooo hot! Mhmmph,” I found my body encased in smooth flesh as the rush of orgasm swept through my body.

My hips lost their rhythm, and the rest of my body wouldn’t respond, but I didn’t care as rope after rope of cum flooded the alien woman’s womb. Massive breasts pressed around my face, as long legs wrapped me tight. Xrossa made soft mewling sounds, and curled beneath me, her lips seeking mine.

As her tongue slipped into my mouth, delicate and teasing, I felt her sex grip my softening cock like a gloved hand. Groaning, I felt her alien muscles stroke my cock back to hardness, and then I was rolling beneath the giant beauty. Throwing her hair back, she arched her back and ground herself down atop me.

The view of the goddess riding me was incredible. Breasts larger than I’d ever seen, firm and defying gravity, swayed above me, her pale nipples flexing, eager for my lips. Reaching around her wide hips, I let my fingers play over Xrossa’s ass and enjoyed when her eyelids fluttered, and a hitch entered her breathing as I massaged the firm flesh.

“I can feel it within me… golden and warm… My body craves more… Almost as if it can taste its potency and potential… Please fill me again… oh stars above, I can’t contain… AAYYYEEE!”

I didn’t realize it until I watched the orgasm rush through her body, that my balls were pressed against her love button. The harder she ground against me, the more her treasure was tickled and rubbed, sending her over the edge. Determined to press my advantage, I rose into a seated position, gripping the pirate queen around her slender waist and gripping those firm half-moons of her ass.

With strength I didn’t know I had, I picked her up and drove her tightness down my cock. Suddenly weak, Xrossa’s fell against me, her orgasm reaching new heights when I rocked my hips, fucking her with firm strokes.

Xrossa was like a rag-doll in my arms, as the waves of pleasure swept through her without cease. I might have been transported into a similar state, but watching the gorgeous woman cumming on my cock was too hot. I couldn’t look away from it. My pride only swelled, like my dick, when her orgasm hit harder and faster. Eyes rolled back in her skull, mouth agape and tongue lolling out, her muscles were slack as I felt my second orgasm approaching.

I don’t know what cause me to do it, but I let her lean back, arms flopping behind her, and breasts rolling with ever rock of my hips, as I rested a hand atop her belly. When the orgasm hit me, I felt the muscles within her belly tense and shift, as her insides sucked the last drops of seed from my dick. Something took root deep within her body, a small part of myself I could sense quickening life, then it was gone, and I was left to wonder if it had been a figment of my imagination.

Xrossa slumped atop me, her breathing labored and sweat slick hair clinging to her back. We fell onto the mattress, clinging to one another as we caught our breath. In the wake of my second release, her Lo’Sylvan powers weren’t as potent, and I found I could relax without that hungry feeling swirling inside me.

“That was… I don’t have words to describe what that was,” she smiled a Cheshire cat grin as she twisted in my arm and raised up on her elbows, looking down at me.

“It was incredible for me too,” I groaned when her fingers slide down my slick cock.

When I glanced down, I was amazed at the frothy fluids coating my sheets and thighs, but Xrossa didn’t seem to mind. Gathering up a small handful and using it to tease my cock stiff once more.

“And it isn’t done yet… is it?” She breathed, eyes cutting over to the closed door.

“No,” I said, remembering the professors’ words and thanking god for the enhancements I’d received from her nanites. “I don’t suppose it is.”

“Who should I bring to you first, my king?” her use of the honorific alarmed me, but I couldn’t find the energy to argue as her dexterous fingers explored every inch of my cock and balls. “The eager little vixen with a tight sex? The Nubian warrior, with her desire to be conquered and claimed? Or perhaps the starlet from your homeworld? She is a mystery after all… I wonder what pleasure could be waiting in her arms for you, eh?”

“You’re a wicked woman,” I breathed, unable to hide my smile of pleasure as she ran delicate fingers up and down my thickness.


“You promised to lay Mother low for me
 ,” she whispered in my ear, her fingers doing something that made my toes curl. “For that alone I would bear your child… I put on a brave face for my people, but I was yours the moment I saw those notes.”


Her lips were hot on my neck, and I took a firm grip on my will, resisting the urge to succumb to her race’s potent charms. It was easier than it had been, which I was grateful for, but not by much.

And now I knew how delicious she tasted and felt.

“Seven Captains make up our fleet, your harem, my liege,” fiery kisses trailed a line down my neck, chest, and stomach and then heaven enfolded my cock in its embrace.

Gasping in pleasure, my fingers gripped Xrossa’s head as she took my cock into her mouth in a smooth, slow motion. A tongue pebbled and slick rolled around the head, somehow stroking it up and down as she sucked hard. When the buttery softness of her throat cupped my glands, I drove upwards, sinking the rest of my dick within her.

Looking down, I saw Xrossa’s gorgeous face etched in ecstasy as she tongued up my precum, her thick lips locked around the base of my cock. She sucked so hard, her cheeks hollowed out and it took some difficulty to pull my dick back out.

Xrossa eyes met mine, trapping me in a world of pleasure. Hovering on the edge, I relished in the unending sea of sensation she offered me. Taking it with a confidence I’d only felt with Slix and Roxy.

This wasn’t love, but it was close enough to make little difference. Xrossa had offered herself up to me body and soul on this cot, and I’d taken it and managed not to lose myself in the embrace. She saw opportunity, salvation, and hope for the future growing in her womb.

As she swallowed my cum down, throat working as she struggled to claim every drop, I peered into her soul. The pleasure was secondary to the moment we shared selves laid bare before one another.

When I collapsed back, Xrossa rose to a seated position on the edge of the cot, long legs folded beneath herself. After brushing the last of my seed off her wide mouth and licking the fingers clean, she turned to me with a fond smile.

“You will not lose… Our war… your game… It’s life to you… I see that now…” bending forward at the waist, she pressed a kiss to my cheek. “Don’t think this means I’ll stop trying to trip Slix into my bunk.”

With a wink, she rose and stretched, letting me get a good view of her stunning figure before turning and sauntering to the door, without a stitch of clothing on. When the door hissed open, it was me who sat up with an embarrassed start, reaching for the blankets, when I saw the women standing outside.

“He’s all yours ladies,” she threw a smile at me over one shoulder and left with a wink in the direction of the bridge.

I wasn’t given a chance to call out before three scantily clad women burst into my room and threw themselves at me. The last thing I saw as flesh swallowed me was a grinning Roxy as she flicked off the lights, closed the door shut.
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I
 came to find out the Pirate Queen wasn’t entirely truthful when she told me about her vaunted chastity. She’d never lain with a male, it was true, but women were a different story.

Each captain under her command had found her way there after spending time under her in other ways. The Lo’Sylvan females’ ability to seduce was second to none, or should I say, one
 . For I was able to extract similar promises of devotion from all three before the evening ended.

It wasn’t the potency of my seed that swayed them, but they or the pleasure they got at my touch. These women craved prizes. They craved glory. It’s why they placed themselves in such highly visible positions, hunted by every power in the galaxy.

Infamy and fame were synonymous, to these women and they craved it like others want water.

From their outgoing personalities to their outrageous outfits, the pirates were blatant in their quest for recognition. Nothing would give them more recognition than defeating the Vox at my side or secure their position better in a world free of the AI threat, than to have the glorious Hero’s child incubating in their wombs.

I went from grateful about the changes the nanites had made in me to fearful these women might drain my life away in their hungry need. I lost track of how many times I came in the dim room, and after a time, it all blended together in a hazy memory of bliss. Those first few moments are still clear when I first began to realize what was in store for me, and what the true meaning of ‘breeding’ meant to them.

Heelliado was of a height with me, and slender as a willow, but her alien bones were heavy as she crawled atop me, pushing me back on the cot. Eyes hot with burning desire after hearing Captain Xrossa and me, she wasted no time before pressing her lips to mine.

A tiny figure landed on my side, strong little hands gripping my arm as wetness slid along my wrist and forearm. I felt another warm body push between my legs, silky hair sweeping past my knee, and then a fiery tongue trailed up my sensitive sack.

The tongue would have drawn a groan from me. It was so pleasant and shocking, but I was lost in a world of plump lips, soft as a baby’s bottom. Helliado’s warm fingers rested lightly on my cheeks as she bent over me, placing kisses that felt innocent and wanton at the same time.

I gasped into the kisses when I felt a wet tongue slide up the underside of my cock, and again when something burning hot closed on the tip. Heelliado broke off the kiss with a sly grin, slipping along my side as she wiggled beneath my arm. We watched Anne’s large, dark eyes smiled up from beneath my stiffness, while Gy’Rethran suckled on the fat head.

The diminutive woman’s mouth was too small to take more than the spongy tip within, but the heat of her alien body soon had me trembling. Turning to kiss Heeliado’s neck, I gazed down at the alien pirate captain’s slender body. Her breasts were high and firm, with small, inverted nipples. The gap between her thighs was far wider than a human woman’s could have been, and the sight of her tight, lightly furred sex enticed me.

“Ohh!”

Heelliado let out a surprised yelp when I gripped her tiny ass in a firm hand and pulled her up to me. When she saw what I intended, she purred in pleasure and threw one thigh over my head and slipped long fingers into my hair, guiding my lips to her pussy. I almost couldn’t concentrate on my task when I felt Anne’s talented mouth take me deep. Hearing the woman’s voice added to that of Gy’Rethran’s as they traded it back and forth between their lips had me throbbing.

A taste like cinnamon and cloves met my tongue as I ran my hands up and over Heelliado’s tight little ass. Her shivers made it hard to taste every bit of her pussy, but I managed to find a sensitive spot or two. Soon she was shaking and whimpering as strong fingers gripped my hair, holding me tight against her pussy as wetness flooded out of her. Watching the beautiful alien orgasm was incredibly hot and squirting on top of that had me near the edge.

Anne must have sensed my nearness, because weight settled on my thighs, and wet warmth engulfed my cock. Her terran pussy was a nostalgic feeling, and without waves of Lo’Sylvan pleasure radiating from it, I found it easy to last long enough for her to achieve her pleasure. As the beautiful woman’s cries rose into the air, she collapsed atop me, firm breasts pressed to my chest as she held me tight.

There was no slowing their hunger and the moment Anne stopped whimpering above me, and Heelliado saw my cream oozing out around my cock she pushed the other captain off me. I groaned as her thick lips slipped over the head of my cock.

“Holy fuck, woman,” I groaned when my dick disappeared into her pretty face.

“Is she talented at servicing your cock, hero?” Purred Gy’Rethran in her high-pitched voice as she crawled up to my side.

“Incredible,” I groaned, unable to say more as the black-skinned alien stole my breath away with her talented mouth.

The sight was nearly as good as the sensation, but Gy’Rethran turned my head towards hers. Gemlike blue eyes met mine as she moved forward with hesitation. Trembling like a schoolgirl having her first kiss, the little alien pressed her rosebud lips to mine. Groaning in desire, her little tongue snaked into my mouth, sliding along mine hungrily.

One hand slid down Gy’Rethran’s back, and cupped her tiny ass, pulling her little body close, as the other hand was stolen away. I felt wetness press against the fingers and ground them upwards, loving the moan of pleasure from Anne as I felt her juices gush over my hand.

The sensations in my dick were felt so good it was edging into the realm of pain. I’d yet to take the initiative, and I did then. Gy’Rethran yelped in annoyance when I flipped her onto her back and pulled away from out kiss, but her grimace changed into an ‘O’ of shock when I pulled Heelliado’s hot mouth off my cock and pushed the alien’s lips towards her tiny slit.

The black-skinned woman cared about one thing only, and happily lapped at the diminutive captain’s pussy when my cock slid into her odd pussy. Anne was there, spreading Heelliado’s round cheeks apart and giving me an excellent view of the sex I pushed into. Round and sucking it felt more like a swallowing throat than a pussy, and I had to take my time when fucking her to keep from blowing my load as the new sensations swept through me.

“Stars… above!” Heelliado’s body gave a violent shake, then another one, and I watched her hands grip the sheets of my cot as her pussy sucked hard on my cock, with a swirling, milking action.

Then she let out a great sigh and relaxed beneath me, groaning as I continued to pound into her.

“I need it again, baby,” Anne purred, pressing her slender body against me and pulling my lips to hers. The kiss was hot and wet, her teeth nipping my bottom lips as her nails sank into my ass. “Flood this pussy with that sweet cum and I’ll suck it out for you… Is that what you want, baby?”

“YESSSS!”

Anne’s whispers were cut off by Heelliado as she convulsed again. Gy’Rethran’s tiny face registered frustration as she tried to push the other captain’s face into her wet pussy, but the Nubian goddess was in the throes of pleasure. Her body shook with such violence I worried for her safety at first, then I could do nothing but grip her wide hips and hold on.

The world went white as Heelliado’s pussy gripped my cock, swirling and sucking it hard. I couldn’t tell where I began, and the pleasure ended as my cock pulsed. The pleasure hovered on the edge of pain as I flooded her womb.

Anne was the only thing keeping me up when reality swept back in, and I stared in awe as the sweat slick, trembling form of Heelliado slipped off the cot onto the floor. Her ebony skin looked even more lustrous than usual, and her eyes had gone from yellow to a golden color that seemed to gather the light like a tiger. Her hair shivered, growing even as I watched, and the woman writhed on her back like a stretching cat.

I didn’t have time to question this strange transformation because Gy’Rethran was on me like a spider monkey. The little vixen’s arms and legs latched on, and her weight swung me around, so I pressed her back onto the cot. Tiny fingers stroked my cock as I cradled her close. Small lips met mine, and whimpers of need had my cock hard in moments. Then I was pulled into the woman’s tiny sex.

Watching my big dick disappear within her narrow slit was wicked, but nothing compared to the sight of her smooth belly distending as more and more of my cock filled her. She felt like a toy in my arms, as I held her close, but there was nothing toy like about the nails that clawed at my back, or the guttural grunts escaping her mouth between kisses.

“Is she tight, baby?” Anne purred, her words reaching me past the hiss of Gy’Rethran’s breath.

“Holy fuck,” I groaned, unable to say more than I worked my cock in and out of Gy’Rethran in short strokes.

“More, gimme more… gimme all of it… Oh yes, Hero, breed me… fuck me, Hero!”

The tiny woman’s high-pitched cries drove me on as her sex loosened up around my cock. It was a strange thing to feel my dick digging through her insides, but feeling how close Gy’Rethran was getting to orgasm; I fucked her with deep, steady strokes. When her tiny pussy shivered around my cock, flooding my sheets in copious amounts of her fluids, I couldn’t hold back and felt my dick throbbing.

Cupping her tiny ass in one hand and cradling her against me with the other, Gy’Rethran and I rolled against the wall, panting and shivering. We clung to one another for several seconds before strong hands pulled me back and two tongues began licking my cock clean. A rosebud shaped lip met mine and a tiny tongue darted in to lick mine. I held Gy’Rethran close, hands and fingers exploring her sexy little body as Anne and Heelliado licked me hard again.

The pair took me in turns, riding me until they were sated and slipped off my hips, making way for the other. I couldn’t say how long the three kept me in my cabin, eagerly sucking and fucking every drop of cum from my balls. My favorite was when I took charge of the three, guiding their tongues up and down the shaft in tandem, before stacking their asses up on the edge of my cot.

Heelliado’s wide ass on the bottom, Anne’s pert rear in the middle, and Gy’Rethran perched atop. They mewled and clutched at one another as I took each in turn. Fucking them with long, hard strokes until they hovered on the edge, before pulling out and taking the next.

Timing it just right, all three came on either my cock or fingers at the same time, before swinging around and offering their hungry mouths. With their hands working as one, I coated their beautiful faces with cum before collapsing amongst them.












Epilogue











H
 ours later, I staggered out of the room in search of water when I passed Slix and Roxy’s room. Xrossa lay asleep on their bed, a strangely peaceful expression on her face as she rested. My loves were sitting in chairs quietly talking and looked up when they saw me pass. Motioning me to silence, they rose and approached.

I wasn’t sure how they would react after my evening entertaining all the captains, but a sly wink from Slix and a beaming grin from Roxy were a good sign. The blonde took my hand, drawing me towards the kitchen while Slix dimmed the light and closed the door behind her.

I was most curious about what Slix thought and waited at the kitchen entrance for her to reach me. The former pirate said nothing, just slipped her arms around my waist and pressed her face against my chest, breathing deep.

“Let’s get you some sustenance, you must be exhausted,” she ran light fingers down my cheek, and I bent to kiss her, savoring the sweet taste of her lips and the chaotic swirl of emotion it awoke.

“I am,” I said, and bit my tongue when the question I wanted to ask nearly forced its way out.

When I turned to join Roxy at the counter where she was preparing food, Slix held me back. “Nothing happened, you know.” She said and gave me that smile she gives to no one else. The one with a hint of shyness in it. “I would never betray you… No matter who it is.”

“I didn’t want to ask,” I said, glancing back at her room where Xrossa slept. “Not that I have the right to stop you after what I just did-.”

She silenced me with a hand on my lips; her smile gaining back the edge I knew and loved so much.

“Jealousy and envy would be the death of us if we let it. Roxy and I’ve always known your progeny will build a new age if we succeed, and you’ll take hundreds of lovers before this war is over.”

Hundreds? I thought to myself with some alarm.

“What you can’t worry about; is whether we’ll be true,” she pressed herself close against me, eyes imploring me to finally believe what they’d been hinting at and straight out telling me for weeks. “That would distract you from your purpose… We are yours and yours alone, Jason Strong, for better or worse.”

“Always for the better,” I said, then kissed the finger she was pulling away from my lips. She drew the finger to her lips and soon we were sighing as we held one another, then I felt a second set of arms wrap around me and I broke off the kiss with Slix to find Roxy pushing a glass of cold water in my hand.

“We would never betray you behind your back. We’re yours,
 master,” Roxy grinned with a sly wink that looked comical on her innocent features. “But if you want us to show those nasty pirates how to properly, please their new King… we’d be happy to.”

I glanced from Roxy to Slix and saw growing heat in their eyes. Downing the water quickly, I let the giggling Roxy and chortling Slix drag me back to their room. Xrossa had a rude awakening a minute later when Slix's cries of pleasure startled her awake, but she didn’t complain as Roxy crawled between the Lo’Sylvan’s thighs. Heelliado, Anne and Gy’Rethran made their way into the room, and I soon discovered the joy of space orgies.

As I passed out, I thought about my upcoming meeting with the empress. It could go any number of ways, but we needed their support.

This was so much easier in the game, where an alliance could be secured with the click of a mouse. In the real world, there were personalities and competing interests to deal with. The upcoming meeting would require every ounce of charm I could bring to bear, and that still might not be enough.












Authors Note










Thank you for taking the time to read my story. If you enjoyed it, please consider leaving a review.



To find more stories I’ve written, check out the links below.



You can sign up to my website
 , and you’ll get access to my newsletter, which I send out once a month (or so), with information about new releases and the occasional free story.



Best regards,

Nick Storming


www.nickstorming.org














 Twitter
















ALSO BY NICK STORMING











Series: Fae King's Harem




Coven Master: Book One





Coven Master: Book Two





Coven Master: Book Three





Coven Master: Book Four






Series: Harem World




Harem World: Book One





Harem World: Book Two





Harem World: Book Three






Series: New World Alpha




New World Alpha: Book One





New World Alpha: Book Two





New World Alpha: Book Three






Series: Mountain Man's Harem (A Western Harem Fantasy)



Complete (1-7)




Mountain Man's Harem - Part One: Strikin’ It Rich





Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Two: Laying Claim





Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Three: Mountain Wolves





Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Four: Into the Valley





Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Five: Frisco Fling





Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Six: Northern Rush





Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Seven: Dogs of War






Series: Vox-AI: The Simulation




Vox-AI: The Simulation - Book One: A Space Harem






Series: God-Kings Harem (A Taboo Magical Harem Fantasy)



Complete (1-8)




Crowning of the King





Drums of War





Assassin’s Gamble





A Noble Mount





Birth of an Empire





Enemies & Allies





Sword & Plow




Prophecies End





Series: The Golden Age



The Golden Age: The Novel (Bundle)




The Golden Age: Part One





The Golden Age: Part Two





The Golden Age: Part Three






Series: MILF Neighborhood




MILF Neighborhood: The Novel (Bundle)





MILF Neighborhood: Part Two





MILF Neighborhood: Part Three





MILF Neighborhood: Part Four





MILF Neighborhood: Part Five






Series: Summer of MILFs




Summer of MILFs: Part One





Summer of MILFs: Part Two





Summer of MILFs: Part Three





Summer of MILFs: Part Four





Summer of MILFs: Part Five






Series: Lost at Sea




Taboo Family Crusoe: Part One





Taboo Family Crusoe: Part Two






Other works by Nick Storming





Stand Alone Novels




The Power - Taboo Harem Fantasy





MILF Apartments - Harem Fantasy





Rockstar Harem - Harem Fantasy





The Species Imperative - Post-Apocalyptic Harem Fantasy





Harem on the Prairie - Taboo Harem Fantasy






Stand Alone Novellas



Snowed In: Taboo FFM Fantasy




Mommy’s All-Star: Taboo Harem Fantasy





Magic Seed: Taboo Harem Fantasy





Taboo Foreign Exchange: Taboo Harem Fantasy





Mother’s Helping Hands: Taboo Harem Fantasy





Taboo Cabin Fever: Taboo Harem Fantasy





Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage!: Taboo Harem Fantasy





Mommy’s College Prep: Taboo Harem Fantasy





Sinful Seduction – Taboo MILF Romance





MILF Mansion Inheritance – MILF Harem Fantasy





Mother-In-Law’s Ménage – Taboo FFM Fantasy





A Mother’s Awakening – Taboo MILF Fantasy






Short Stories




The First Subject’s – Part One





Mother’s Motivation





Mourning Father – Family FFM, Step Fantasy





Taboo MILF Blackmailed! – MILF, Step Fantasy





The Man Next Door – Mom Daughter FFM, Step Fantasy





Milk Farmer: Runaway Transformation





Summer Fling – Sister Brother, Step Fantasy





Sign up for the 
newsletter

 to get updates on stories and exclusive content not available on Amazon!





cover.jpeg
PART TWO






