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            Chapter 1 - Khalil

          

        

      

    

    
      There was nothing better than the gentle hum of a ship’s powerful engine to coax a star fleet warrior to sleep. Having spent the bulk of his life in the stars, rather than on the ground, Khalil Khan always slept better on a fleet vessel—even this fancy luxury model that was meant to carry dignitaries instead of Alpha warriors like himself and his crew.

      He was just about to sleep when the communicator connected to his wrist vibrated, flashing alert on the small display.

      “This had better be good. I had just got to sleep,” he answered gruffly.

      “You need to return to the bridge.”

      The stern command came from the only other male on the ship that could speak to his commander in that tone.

      Thrash.

      “You aren’t on duty tonight.”

      “I’m always on duty. Just like you. Need to show you something.”

      The bastard had the nerve to end the communication as abruptly as he’d started it.  The only reason the huge warrior wasn’t wasting away in a confinement facility was he had proven his loyalty to Khalil in the most personal of ways. As a result, he’d earned a trusted place on Khalil’s elite team despite his questionable parentage.

      As commanding officer aboard the Viper, he felt out of place in the expansive suite of rooms that made up his quarters. Still, he wouldn’t complain about the plush bedding or the personal chef’s rich meals he’d enjoyed for the last ten sols.

      Transporting the princess did have some advantages.

      He pushed to his feet, thankful he’d piled his uniform on the nearby platform as he’d disrobed.  His instincts had him on edge as he rushed to pull on the blast-resistant uniform of a Gradonian Alpha.

      He was both honored and annoyed at being chosen to escort Princess Audra to and from her recent peacekeeping mission to Androndas.  His elite team of warriors would be better used closer to the battlefront, not taking leisurely flights in luxury.  He warned the Alphas in his command daily not to get used to the comforts.

      Regardless, Khalil was taking the safety of the princess and her entourage seriously. Their flight plan had them skirting the dangerous Trakonian quadrant, and his warriors were on high alert. The next two sols would be the most dangerous of their voyage.  He had hoped tonight might be the last decent night’s sleep he’d get until they touched down in Gradon’s Bluff.  With his second officer’s call, that hope was now moot.

      After securing his stunner in his shoulder holster, Khalil rushed to the portal. Thrash was not an alarmist. If he’d found something of concern, it warranted the commander’s attention.

      He paused as he rounded the corridor corner, taking a moment to inspect the junior warrior on duty standing guard outside the suite belonging to the princess and her entourage.  Havrin was the newest member of his team and, as such, often worked off-hour shifts.

      Despite the late hour, the Alpha warrior stood alert. When he saw Khalil approaching, he acknowledged his commanding officer with their squadron’s sign of respect—his right hand crossed over his chest, elbow high in perfect form. He held position until acknowledged.

      “At ease, warrior. Report,” Khalil prompted, his own salute completed.

      “All is well, sir. The princess has retired. But…” The guard’s voice trailed off, as if he wanted to say more.

      “Say it, soldier. I don’t have time to delay,” Khalil spat.

      The guard looked left and right down the corridor before meeting his commanding officer in the eye and completing his report.

      “The princess is retired, but her personal assistant left the quarters some time ago and has not returned yet. I am not comfortable with the female roaming the vessel at this hour.”

      “Malaka!” Khalil cursed. “Did I not give strict instructions that no one from her majesty’s group was to wander off without an escort?” Anger mingled with uneasy concern as he probed further. “Exactly which member of her detail disobeyed me?”

      He hoped it wasn’t who he thought it was. Princess Audra was a beautiful and strong Alpha female, but the petite beta who traveled with the royal everywhere she went was equal measures of vulnerability and tenaciousness, particularly where her important companion was concerned.

      “I do not know her name, sir, but she is the female with the”—he paused, searching for the right word—“the shimmering hair.”

      Damn Zahara Sterling. He’d given her clear instructions not to wander alone. On a ship of Alpha men who rarely saw, let alone interacted with, sexually enticing female betas, he was concerned one of the men might be drawn in by her unique smell—or her striking beauty—or her mesmerizing eyes.

      He shook his head to clear his thoughts of the vision of the attractive female. “Which way did she go?”

      “Towards the recreation room, sir.”

      “Very well. Stay alert, and report back to me when female Sterling returns to her quarters. Once she returns, she is not to depart without an escort again.”

      “Yes sir. Captain Onyx briefed me on our proximity to the enemy quadrant as I started my shift. I am to report anything unusual to him on the bridge.”

      Khalil was already in motion as he gave his departing comment. “Very well. As you were.”

      The Commander weaved his way through the residential level corridors, his long strides taking him towards the slider just ahead that led to the ship’s common recreation area. He was almost to the portal when the slider opened and the petite female he sought walked out, turning directly into his path.

      Her strikingly vibrant eyes widened as she recognized him. The flash of fear he saw there satisfied him. If she could read his mind, she’d understand how very afraid of him she should be.

      Prior to this interaction, he’d only thought about stripping her of her flowing frock, bending her over the nearest piece of furniture, and burying his neglected cock deep in her sheath in one thrust.  She was the kind of female an Alpha like him wouldn’t be able to resist knotting.

      Tonight, due to her disobedience, he added the vision of stripping her bare and tying her down first so she could take ten lashes with his punishment loop just before he thrust inside her.  He suspected she would scream so beautifully.

      Khalil came to a halt in the middle of the corridor, making it impossible for her to pass. He could see indecision on her flushing face as she debated turning and running the other way.

      “You defied me.”

      Her answer was delayed as she searched for an acceptable answer. Little did she know there was no acceptable answer.  The only thing that would be saving her from feeling the sting of his punishment loop on her bare skin was her civilian status.

      “I was hungry, and… I needed to do some research on the vid-link in the communication pod.”

      “Evening meal was provided earlier and you have a vid-screen in your suite. There was no reason for your disobedience.”

      A flash of anger made her bright eyes an impossibly deeper blue as she retorted, “I am not your pet. Nor am I under your command.”

      Zahara tried to step around him, but he reached to grab her upper arms, halting her in her tracks. “The hell you’re not.” Their bodies were flush against each other as he towered over her, several heads higher than she was. He waited for her to crane her neck back enough to look him in his eyes. “Everything on the Viper is under my command.”

      Khalil detected her breaths becoming short as her dainty nose flared with anger. Instead of intimidating him, her misplaced anger only made his Alpha blood flood to his cock. His body was long past due for a visit to the female companion center.

      “Let me pass. I am returning to my chambers.”

      “Where you should have never left.”

      Zahara lifted her chin as she bravely confronted him. “Why are you so worried about my safety onboard your vessel? Do you not have control over the Alphas in your command? Are they feral, ready to mount any female that is in their presence?”

      He squeezed her arms harder.

      “Do not challenge me. My men are honorable, but they have also been away from the… female comforts… of home for a long time.”

      She had begun wiggling in his grip, attempting to get away from the growing erection he did not bother to hide from her. If he frightened her, all the better. Maybe next time she would obey him.  Or better yet, maybe the next time he’d actually be able to show her exactly who was in charge.

      He waited to see the flicker of fear take up residence in her heated gaze before he extended his arms, pushing their bodies apart, but not releasing her… yet.

      “Now, I will escort you to your chambers where you will remain until the morning meal. I expect to be obeyed.  If you choose to ignore my directions in the future, you will discover how I reinforce my command.”

      She lifted her chin before challenging him. “What will you do? Lock me in my room?”

      He made her wait for his answer, amping up her anxiety until she trembled under his fingers. “Perhaps, but only after I have first laid you bare across the presentation bolster in my own chamber to deliver the lashes you have earned from my punishment loop.  I find providing welts on a naughty female’s anatomy works wonders for achieving compliance.”

      “Barbarian.  Are you sure you are not part of the Trakonian bloodline instead of your second mate?”

      That she continued to speak back to him under the circumstances was unacceptable. He yanked her back into his arms, noting the surprise on her facial features.

      “Leave Thrash out of this discussion.”

      It took all of his inner strength to finally release her, letting her stumble back from him far enough that he missed the warmth of her.

      Shaking his own head in an attempt to shake her from his thoughts, he knew it was better to part ways, striding off in the direction of the elevator, delivering his parting comment over his shoulder.

      “Return to your chambers now, Zahara. Your bottom will thank you later.”

      Khalil kept his long strides even as he made his exit. He paused as he came to the primary lift of the four-story transport ship, waiting until his own breathing had returned to normal. It had been some time since a beta female had captured his interest as Zahara Sterling had.

      Remembering Thrash and Onyx were waiting for him in the control room, he pressed the button to the bridge, leaning forward and supplying his retinal print to the advanced security system that ran the elevators and everything else of importance onboard.

      Within nanoseconds, he was stepping off into the open, and nearly empty, command center. He’d ordered the bulk of their team to get rest in preparation for the most dangerous portion of the mission the next day.  Only a handful of warriors remained on alert, guiding the ship through the lunar nebula they’d pass just before skirting the hostile Trakonian territory.

      Thrash and Onyx, his number one and two on the team, waited for him at the circular navigation table.  They were too engrossed in discussion to see his approach, giving him time to marvel at how different the men were.

      Onyx was immaculate, quiet, and calculating.  He excelled at strategic planning and never wavered in the face of adversity, keeping calm and working the problem.  He was almost logical to a fault.

      In contrast, Thrash was all passion and fire.  Two heads taller and wider than any other Alpha in the fleet, he stood out wherever he went—not only because of his size, but many couldn’t help but stare at the dozens of battle scars that covered his face and body.

      Still, Khalil knew it was the small horns protruding from his friend’s skull that frightened onlookers the most. While dwarfed in size compared to a full-blooded Trakonian Alpha, the presence of the nubs announced the small amount of Trakonian blood flowing in the soldier’s veins. Blood that had nearly got him jailed and almost killed before his skills were put to use for the Gradonian security forces. Had it not been for Khalil’s father, General Khan, stepping in to rescue Thrash, he would surely be dead or in confinement.

      “What is so important that we must discuss it at this hour?” Khalil prompted as he took the seat next to Onyx.

      Thrash thrust his arm out, pushing a small round marble-like trinket across the table towards his commander.

      “You got me up to examine jewels?”

      Onyx’s cool gaze met his as he answered. “The scanner is not able to identify the substance.”

      “That is highly unusual, but I hardly believe it is grounds for alarm.”

      “The Zodiac scanner has a one-hundred percent performance rating for galactic identification. This is the first time I’ve seen it fail. Ever.”  While Onyx had spoken in an even tone earlier, Khalil recognized the elevated stress within Thrash’s voice as he’d answered.

      “What do you think it is?” he questioned, trusting the seasoned warriors’ instincts.

      The men’s eyes met as Thrash answered. “I am not certain, but it was found by the ship’s medical officer who has been traveling with the princess for some time now.”

      “Avincent?  He has been the King’s primary science advisor for several solar rotations, has he not?” Khalil asked, trying to understand his friend’s point.

      “He has, and as such, he has top-priority clearance to the investigation of the biologicals we confiscated in our victory over the Trakonians in the Gulch last solar turn.”

      “Are you suggesting what I think you are?”

      It was Onyx that answered his question. “We are not suggesting anything. There are not enough facts to draw a conclusion at this time,” he added, throwing a cautionary glance at Thrash.

      “Malaka!” Thrash cursed. “We may not know what it means yet, but we need to move this into the containment vault until we return to Gradon’s Bluff and can examine it further.”

      Khalil nodded as he cautioned the hotheaded officer. “Remain calm and tell me the results of your interrogation of the medical officer.”

      Something close to a smile lightened the face of the large Alpha, recognizing Khalil’s understanding of his nature. “He claims to have never seen anything like it before, but he also acted with subversion. He is hiding something.”

      “I was not hiding anything. If you’d waited a nanosecond before waking the commander, I could have completed my analysis.”

      Khalil looked up to see the medical officer approaching the navigation table, still dressed in the blue uniform of his profession.

      Thrash shot to his feet, taking a defensive stance against the Alpha doctor. “How did you gain access to the bridge?”

      Despite being treated like an interloper, the younger male smiled, clearly unaffected by Thrash’s presence.  “I have access to all areas of the transport. In fact, that is how I was able to find these two additional samples.”

      The doctor thrust his hand out, displaying two additional marbles. The only difference between the three samples was the varied colors.

      “How did you find these so quickly?” Thrash accused, adding “Or did you bring them on board with you?”

      “I already told you I did not. I did, however, complete a scan of the vessel looking for additional samples based on the original. I may not know what they are, but I am fairly certain these are the only three onboard the ship.”

      Khalil lifted one of the small objects, examining it and finding it difficult to achieve Thrash’s level of alarm at the otherwise benign looking trinkets.

      “I hardly think we should be concerned with this tonight.” He reached to hand the sample back to the doctor as he added, “Let’s secure the samples in the confinement chamber until were return to Gradon’s Bluff. The scientists there can assist us with identification.”

      He turned to depart, expecting his instructions to be followed, but the doctor took a step sideways to block Khalil’s departure.

      “I don’t think that is advisable. We should not wait to identify the substance.”

      Losing his patience, he pressed. “And why not? What harm do you think these baubles might cause?”

      A low humming sound filled the room before the doctor could answer his question.  The four alphas exchanged looks before glancing around the room, each trying to find the source of the new sound. It was as if the humming was echoing off the walls of the enclosed bridge, growing louder with each passing nanosecond.

      “System check!” Khalil shouted to the navigation officer across the room.

      “Already on it, sir!” the officer shouted as he pressed the many buttons and screens on the flight deck.

      Thrash closed the distance between himself and the doctor in two fast strides. Grabbing the shorter man by the front of his uniform, Thrash shook him as he shouted, “What are these objects? You found them. You must know what they are?”

      The humming noise had quickly grown to a full alarm, becoming so loud it was impossible to hear each other without shouting. By the time the doctor answered, the sound had morphed to a piercing vibration that shot jolts of pain through Khalil’s ears and head.

      In a matter of seconds, they found themselves in a crisis situation as all of the Alphas present threw their hands over their ears in an attempt to lessen the pain shooting through their bodies, starting in their ears, but spreading like a fast moving virus.

      Khalil could see the doctor’s mouth moving. He was trying to say something, but white spots had begun to block his vision as he recognized he was on the verge of losing consciousness.  He watched the doctor struggle with Thrash, trying to get the first marble they’d found away from him. When Thrash fell to his knees in pain, the marble fell to the floor, rolling across the flooring and leaving a scorched line of what looked like fire behind it.

      What magic was this?

      Knowing time was short, Khalil fought to maintain consciousness long enough to reach the airlock closet only a few feet away.  He met Onyx at the door, both men understanding they needed to secure themselves away from the danger before blacking out or the transport and everyone on board would be at the mercy of whoever had infiltrated their ship to place these unknown weapons onboard.

      The piercing sound had begun to pulsate and morph in ways he had never experienced.  It was as if his brain was no longer in control of his body. He should be moving forward, but instead, his legs gave way, crashing him to the floor, landing flat next to Onyx. The men’s eyes met as each lay motionless. No matter how hard he fought to tell his body to move, it was as if he had been frozen in place.

      It was the spark of panic in Onyx’s eyes that told him just how much trouble they were in. His number one was always calm, working any problem he faced until resolved.  A fury he could do nothing to quench consumed him just before it felt like his head was going to explode.  His last thought was of his hope to live long enough to exact revenge on whoever onboard had betrayed them.
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      Zahara was just finishing bathing in the shower chamber when the pulsating humming began. At first, she just thought it was the engine of the transport, but within nanoseconds, the sounds grew loud enough that she knew something was amiss.

      She rushed to turn off the water jets and quickly grabbed the thick robe from the hook next to the chamber. She didn’t bother running the drying cycle, electing to wrap her wet body before rushing from the bathing room.

      She encountered Randi, the princess’s handmaid as soon as she entered the suite’s living space.  The older beta female had placed her hands over her ears, trying to block out the growing noise.

      What had started as a curious sound moments before was quickly turning into a security concern. Zahara rushed back to where she’d left her clothing, rummaging through the pile until she found the most important part of her outfit—the long-handled, razor sharp dagger.

      Her fingers trembled as she reached to strap her weapon onto her upper thigh before she took off running down the long hallway to the final bedchamber of the suite, bursting into the room without knocking.

      “Princess Audra! Wake up! Something’s wrong!”

      Her shouts were barely heard over the fast-escalating screech of the pulsating humming coming from the ceiling above them.

      The princess had been jarred awake because she met Zahara halfway across the room, already throwing on her own robe over her flowing bedclothes.  The royal’s waist-length hair swirled behind her as she rushed towards her assistant.

      “What is happening, Z?”

      “I don’t know, but I think… we should get you… to a containment airlock… until a member of the commander’s team...”  Zahara’s words trailed off as she fought to pull Audra to safety. Not only could she no longer control her limbs, the words died on her tongue. It felt like a dry brick in her mouth.

      As one, the two females’ legs collapsed beneath them, splaying them flat on the thick padding of the bedchamber floor, each unable to move their muscles as if they’d been frozen in place.

      She saw the terror in the princess’ eyes as the piercing sounds escalated until Zahara was sure her head was going to explode from the pressure.  As afraid as she was, she found herself welcoming the darkness as she lost consciousness, finally making the pain stop.
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        * * *

      

      The piercing screams of a female in torment broke through Zahara’s drugged slumber, dragging her from the blessed darkness. Disoriented, she fought to make sense of her surroundings, even as she suspected she’d be better off unconscious.  At least then she wouldn’t have to fend off the rising panic as her brain rebooted, foggy memories flashing in her mind until terror gripped her hard.

      The sharp pain she’d been in was now a throbbing ache.  Still under the influence of whatever magic had disabled her, she struggled to open her eyes and assess her situation.  For a short moment, she thought she’d been blinded, but then was relieved to feel the rough fabric of the blindfold chaffing her cheeks.  Her limbs felt like they were weighted down, barely able to move.

      She searched her memory, trying to think of the last thing that made sense.  A flash of Princess Audra brought renewed panic as memories of their collapse in the bedchamber returned.  She was unsure where she was, but she was at least certain she was no longer on the plush floor.  Sensation had returned enough to her limbs to know she was laid out on a rock-hard slab of some sort.

      Feelings of crushing failure invaded and for the briefest of moments she acknowledged she deserved any hell she had been delivered to for failing to keep her princess safe.

      Horrific sounds of anguished screams tore her out of her memories, dragging her into the present whether she wanted to be or not.  As a trained beta assistant to the princess, her instincts were to go to those in need—to help. But as she finally moved her arms and legs for the first time since regaining consciousness, she discovered she’d be of no help to anyone.

      Wide metal cuffs cut into her wrists and ankles when she dared move her limbs even the slightest amount.  Grateful she felt her long robe still covering her, she tried to reach for her hidden weapon, but her limbs were chained to heavy posts sticking out of the slab, preventing her range of movement.

      Zahara fought down her panic, determined to reason her way out of danger—if not for herself, so she could find Audra.  She’d sworn an oath to serve the princess, but that wasn’t the most important reason.

      Audra was also her best friend.

      The blanket of drugs still weighed heavy, tempting her to slip back into slumber to escape the reality of her situation, but she wasn’t a quitter. She had a job to do. She needed to find the princess and figure a way out of whatever hell they’d been dropped into.

      She struggled to maneuver to move her blindfold enough to take a peek of her surroundings when the screams got closer. She instinctively froze, attempting to convince her captors she was still out cold to avoid drawing attention to herself.  With each passing moment, it became harder to keep her breaths slow and even as she fought back fear listening to the barbarians torturing another unlucky captive nearby.

      “I’m begging you, please.  My mate can reimburse you for my release.” The unfamiliar female groveling through tears sounded older than Zahara.

      The sound of snapping leather striking flesh was fast like lightning. The resulting scream a few seconds later came like the clapping thunder in a storm.

      “For a worthless hag, you scream beautifully,” the guard complimented.

      The guttural scratching sounds had come from the grotesque, horned alien closest to her. She peeked through a sliver of space behind her blindfold to see the beast was in the process of torturing the unfortunate female she’d seen in the ship’s cafe helping the princess’s chef just that morning. Her name was Milly or Mally—something like that.

      “This is the best music we’ve heard in a long time.”

      Zahara didn’t recognize the beasts or their language, but her implanted translator had understood the foreign grunting noise and interpreted it, although she suspected the linguistic database needed to be updated because there was nothing close to music playing in the diabolical lab they were in. There was only the sound of misery.

      Evil cackles made Zahara’s skin crawl as the guard humiliated the old woman.  Another strike and shout were so close it took all of her self-control to not cry out herself.

      “Be glad you’re too old to breed, woman. On your feet. You’re to be moved to the mining sector to serve as a laborer.”

      Her hearing heightened with the loss of her eyesight. Zahara could make out the sound of heavy chains scratching against the floor as the guard dragged the sobbing woman away.  Praying there were no other captors nearby, she struggled to curl into a tighter ball on her side, working to get her head closer to her chained hands so she could remove the fabric over her eyes. She wouldn’t be able to make an escape plan without surveying her situation.

      Even when the cloth was partially removed, she couldn’t make out any of her surroundings for long seconds as her eyes became accustomed to the dim lighting. As her location came into view, she had to choke back her own sob.

      A half dozen other captives were chained in the dank, stone, windowless room.  Like her, several remained on the hard floor passed out, but the unlucky early risers had been dragged to the middle of the room to be strung up by the cuffs on their wrists to heavy chains, hanging naked from a mammoth beam in the ceiling.  The beta females had been stretched out so that they had to stand on their tippy toes to relieve any pressure on their arms.

      She froze as two armed guards entered through the arched doorway.  It took every ounce of her control to keep from screaming. She’d seen plenty members of the barbaric race of Trakonians displayed on the vid-screens in the village communication center and in her school lessons.  But they were a thousand times more menacing in person. Not just because of their huge, muscled bodies and ugly smashed faces, but she was close enough to see the hundreds of tattoos covering their bodies, all depicting scenes of violence and torture, as if they were a walking advertisement for torment and anguish.

      She felt guilty relief when they stopped to grab up one of the still unconscious women closer to the entrance. Lifting her like a rag doll, the tallest of the guards threw her over his shoulder like a sack of grain as soon as they’d unhooked her chains from the wooden post closest to her slumbering location.

      A shorter guard stooped to yank a crying beta’s head back by her tangled hair. “What is your age, slave?”

      “I’m not a slave. I’m a Gradonian citizen!”

      Zahara recognized the woman as a distant cousin to Audra who had accompanied the princess on their peacekeeping mission.

      The back of his paddle-like hand connected with her right cheek, sending the female sprawling to the hard floor.

      “Silence! Speak only to answer a question posed by your superiors,” the guard warned.

      “You are no superior! You’re scum. I demand you release me at once,” the regal female asserted. “As a member of the royal family’s entourage, I demand to be released.”

      Her argumentative words were accompanied by her angry swing, connecting her closed fist with the jaw of the nearest guard.

      Unfazed, his retaliation was immediate.  Thick digits grabbed the bodice of her fancy gown, ripping the clothing away from the indignant female as easily as most would tear a piece of parchment.  A second Trakonian guard joined in the fray, squeezing the captive female’s neck, cutting off airflow and holding her immobile so his fellow torturer could make quick work of pulling every stitch of clothing from the royal’s body until she stood completely naked. She gasped for precious air once the guard released her neck, again flailing ineffectually against her captor.

      “String her up. I know Lord Trakon wants her for the main attraction tonight, but that doesn’t mean we can’t teach her a lesson before.”

      Like the two other females dangling from hooks and chains, the royal’s arms were held up until her wrist cuffs were attached to a steel hook.  Shorter than the other women, her feet didn’t even touch the ground, so when the guard released her, she fell. The velocity of her drop along with her weight almost dislocated her arms at her shoulders. Zahara watched, horrified, as the woman floundered in the air like a big fish on a hook.

      The ugliest of the guards had reached towards his belt, removing the whip that all Trakonian warriors carried with them.  The thick length of leather-like rope was infamous for the damage it could do to exposed skin unlucky enough to connect with the feared punishment device.

      A notoriously sadistic race, Trakonians were known for the joy they took from inflicting pain on any living thing in their path. Was it any surprise that over many solar rotations, the females of the barbaric race were fewer and farther between? The only hope the galaxy had to rid themselves of the blight of the Trakonians was that it should only take a few more generations to eradicate the race simply through their inability to procreate without killing the females carrying their offspring.

      The whip snapped against the royal’s bare back, leaving an ugly welt that immediately swelled in its wake.  The unfortunate woman kicked, valiantly trying to swing away from the onslaught of pain coming hard and fast from the punishment lashing. More than anything, Zahara wished she could cover her ears, hoping to block out the terrifying screams of pain followed by the cruel guards’ vicious laughter.

      Only after they had drawn royal blood did the relentless whipping end.  As the sobbing female hung limply from the hook, the guard turned. It was then that Zahara suspected the woman’s suffering had only just begun.

      The profile of the mammoth beast displayed an ugly pole jutting out from his groin.  Memories from school flooded her thoughts. She remembered the titters of laughter in her all-female class when their professor had described the unusual sex organs of their hated enemies. To the young betas, the images displayed on the vid-screens had seemed salacious. She remembered feeling the stir of sexual arousal when the enemy’s very personal weapon had been described in the educational context.

      Here. Today. Seeing the weapon up close made her stomach want to throw-up.

      And make no mistake, the long, thick, ugly mass protruding proudly from the soldier’s body was a weapon. It was notoriously used to tear apart their enemies—both male and female.   It was well documented that torture and killing brought the Trakonians sexual pleasure which in turn, led them to seek out a growing number of unfortunate sacrificial sex slaves who would have their available orifices split open by the punishing pounding of the mammoth cocks.

      Cold terror gripped Zahara as she realized she, and every unfortunate Gradonian on the Viper, including Princess Audra, now faced the reality of becoming a sexual toy in the most barbaric sense of the word.

      She bit her tongue to keep from crying out a warning to the still sobbing woman, unaware that the worst of her punishment had not truly begun.  Zahara knew that warning her would do no good. It would only serve to draw attention to herself, and the longer she remained untouched, the longer she had to figure out an escape plan.

      Zahara slammed her eyes closed, trying to block out the vision of what was about to happen just feet away from her. The blood-curdling scream followed by the grunting and slapping sounds as the Trakonian guard raped Audra’s distant cousin would forever be etched in her memory.  As nanoseconds turned to long moments, the sounds of the suffering female faded away as she passed out from the pain of being ripped open.  Morbid curiosity forced her to sneak a peek when all that remained was the pounding grunts, watching as the guard lifted the woman’s body up and down his long shaft as if she were weightless.  He used her body as a sheath, chasing his own gratification until he roared his completion.

      An acrid odor filled the room as globs of thick wetness shot from the unconscious female as stream after stream filled her until her body would hold no more.  Her fresh blood mixed with the demon’s seed, spilling to the floor just a few arms’ lengths away from Zahara.

      She fought hard not to gag, knowing it would signal to the guards that she too was awake.  When the stench of the Trakonian became unbearable, she rolled, trying to get as far away as the chains on her limbs would allow.

      The scratching, guttural sounds of another guard scared her, pulling a whimper from deep within.  When she opened her eyes, she was face to face with the most ugly horned creature she’d ever seen.

      “I’m happy to see you awake. I look forward to breaking you in before you’re part of tonight’s main attraction.”

      The ugly man was close enough that she could smell the putrid odor of decaying flesh on his breath.  Zahara wished she’d never woke up.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 3 - Khalil

          

        

      

    

    
      The incessant dripping of a water tap was Khalil’s first conscious thought. It wasn’t until he tried to move that the nightmare of the strange attack on the Viper started to seep into his memory. Like flashes of pictures from a vid-screen, visions of Onyx and Thrash crashing to the ground, immobilized by the same piercing sound that had downed him, came back.

      It was the sharp ache of his shoulders that forced him fully awake. As movement returned to his previously frozen limbs, he discovered his wrists were wrapped in thick chains, pulled up and out wide, attached to iron rings in the stone wall at his back. His legs still felt like dead weight, unable to stand, putting a strain on his shoulders as he hung from his arms.

      “You are awake. I have much to report.” It was the gruff voice of Thrash that broke the silence of the confinement area.  For the first time, Khalil lifted his head in an attempt to examine his surroundings. To his horror, he found himself in a circular stone cell with at least eight of his most trusted members of their elite team chained just as he was. He couldn’t see Thrash, which told him the officer, was chained next to him. Onyx was missing as well, and Khalil hoped he was chained on his other side.  If only his head didn’t feel like a boulder. He’d like to turn to look at them to assess their damage.

      It took a few minutes for Khalil’s tongue to regain enough movement for him to respond with words. That didn’t seem to bother Thrash as he burst into his report.

      “The Trakonians are responsible for the breach.  We have all been secured and transported to the Trakonian moon’s surface which is, as you know, the headquarters for their galactic military forces.”

      Khalil couldn’t comment yet, but he wanted to retort that he didn’t need the logistics lesson on their most hated enemy.  They had led multiple offensive attacks on this very moon station in an attempt to check the powerful enemy’s aggression.

      He managed to form two audible words. “Who traitor?”

      “Don’t know yet,” Thrash answered.

      “What magic?”  Khalil had to fight to form words.

      It was Avincent that answered from across the cell. “It wasn’t magic. It was Fragment.”

      He mulled that word over in his still foggy memory.  The word felt important, but he just couldn’t remember the significance of it in his disoriented state.

      Sensing his superior's confusion, the medical officer continued with his debrief.

      “We have known for several solar rotations that the Trakonians had been advancing their technology and medical experimentations. It has been next to impossible to acquire insider information on their progress, but in a recent report put out by the Intergalactic Medical Cooperation Board, there was much discussion about the possibility the Trakonians had achieved several breakthroughs with their Fragment drug.”

      Thrash interjected, saving Khalil the trouble of trying to form words. “This was not Fragment. If it were, we would all be unable to remember who we are and most of us would be permanently insane since that is one of the most common side-effects of the drug.”

      “I didn’t say it was Memory Fragment. It is the belief of many in the medical field, including myself, that the enemy has been working on creating alternate variations to the powerful drug.  I believe they utilized one of the new mutations against us on the Viper.”

      Khalil was determined to regain his voice, forcing out his thoughts. “Does not make sense. We did not all eat or drink Fragment just before we blacked out.”

      It was Onyx who answered him from his right side. “It was the baubles. I don’t know how they delivered the drug, but they were the root of the humming and eventual sounds that penetrated us and made us all lose control over our physical body.”

      It still didn’t make any sense. There was no way the small objects could do so much damage. And if it were true, the fleet was in big trouble. The Trakonian army would not need to invade their enemies. They could simply deliver and hide the small objects and let them do the work of immobilizing their enemies and then swoop in to collect their bodies.

      “Captain Onyx is correct. I too believe they have perfected the delivery of their weapon,” the medical officer agreed.

      “You mean the weapon that you found onboard? How is it, doctor, that you were not immobilized like the rest of us were onboard the Viper? Are you responsible for this travesty against your people?”  Thrash’s hotheaded passion was showing through.

      The Alpha doctor was not deterred.  “Males in my profession often take many known antidotes to prevent being impacted during our own experiments. I can only assume that one such antidote assisted me from being fully immobilized.  This is good news for all of us as it means I just need to figure out which substance will work as a deterrent and then immediately prescribe it for all of the fleet’s fighters to prevent a reoccurrence of the events on the Viper.”

      “Malaka! You are responsible!” Thrash shouted.

      Avincent taunted the hotheaded fighter. “Oh yes, I am responsible. That is why I find myself in chains alongside you. I betrayed you all and my profession just so I could be taken prisoner on this violent moon by our fiercest enemy.” He paused before adding a final rebuff. “I always knew you were hot-tempered, but I never thought you were stupid, Thrash.”

      Onyx’s voice was stronger as he weighed in. “Arguing amongst ourselves will get us nowhere.  The traitor will not be present. Who is missing from our Alpha ranks?”

      Khalil was glad to see his number one approaching the problem with his normal calm reasoning.  The officers looked around the cell, trying to place who might be missing.  All of the Alphas were present, which told the commander they had been betrayed by a beta.

      “The princess’s entourage.  It could have been any of them.” A new urgency took over as Khalil felt a pang of guilt realizing he had failed in his primary mission—protection of the King’s only daughter.  “Do we know the whereabouts or status of Princess Audra?”

      “The doctor and I were the least impacted by the Fragment.  I awoke in time to witness the Trakonian soldiers carrying the princess and most of the other betas off the vessel and loading them onto their own transport. I know not what happened to them once we landed on the moon.”

      “Were we not transported on the same vessel?”

      “No. They secured us in our own containment hold and flew the Viper into their airspace.”

      This was the first piece of good news he’d received since waking.  “That is excellent news. That means we have a ship out of here when we figure out our escape plan.”

      The scratching, garbled noise that was the Trakonian language interrupted their discussion. Khalil’s translator informed him they’d been joined by none other than Lord Trakon himself.

      “I had to see our success with my own eyes.  An entire squadron of Gradonian Alpha warriors at my mercy. This is even better than blowing you up with our superior weapons.”

      As the ranking officer, the comments had been directed at Khalil.

      “There is nothing about you and the scum you call your army that is superior. You are the scourge of the galaxy and I look forward to eradicating you like the vermin you are.”

      “Such brave words from a male stripped of everything.  You have nothing left but your pathetic life and, soon, even that will be mine.  The only reason you are still alive is that I’ve decided to reward my army by having a bit of fun while I dispose of you all.”

      Khalil pushed down the fear snaking through him at the warning, choosing to push for answers instead. “Where is Princess Audra? She is of royal blood and to harm her would be a declaration of war.”

      The scratching voice translated into laughter. “We are already at war.  But I won’t be harming her, at least not yet. I’d like to have my fun with her first before I send her back to her father in pieces.  After all, I often enjoy breaking my toys.”

      The Alphas in the room were all struggling to escape the chains that bound them. Like Khalil, they all wanted to tear the evil male in their presence into pieces themselves.

      “What of her entourage? The innocents on board?” Khalil pressed, thinking of the beautiful Zahara he’d verbally sparred with the night before.

      More laughter erupted from the vile leader. “Innocents? There is no such thing!”

      There was no reasoning with crazy.

      “When did you perfect your new Freeze Fragment?” It was Avincent that pressed with the next question.

      Lord Trakon swung to see who had addressed him, his eyes bulging with recognition of the medical officer. “You were an unexpected bonus of our mission, Doctor Avincent.  I have followed your series of reports as you’ve worked to dissect our viral weapons. It looks like you have run out of time.”

      “On the contrary, I’m moving into high speed mode, learning a great deal in the recent attack.”

      “And what is it you believe you have learned?”

      “That you have perfected a new delivery mechanism for the weapon. It is no longer required that the victims ingest the poison or even be injected with it. It can now be delivered via airborne means.”

      “Very good, but that was rather obvious.  What else is it you believe you have discovered, doctor?”

      Khalil watched Lord Trakon’s mammoth body move throughout the space with difficulty.  Like all Trakonians, he was tall and wide but Lord Trakon was also full of blubber.  He had the body of a glutton, not that of a warrior. It would be easy to overpower him, if he could only lose the chains.

      Avincent glanced at Khalil before responding to the evil Lord’s question. “I believe you have expanded the Fragment program and now have two versions of the drug.”

      “Wrong!”

      Khalil was relieved. One version of the horrific weapon was more than enough. They did not need to worry about two forms of poison.

      Lord Trakon turned then, to finish his answer while pinning Khalil with an evil grin.  The horns on the male’s head actually throbbed with excitement as he delivered a blow without even touching any of the Alphas. “We have created three versions of Fragment, not two. You are all very lucky. You will get a first-hand glimpse of our newest weapons in just a few turns of the clock. Of course, you may not enjoy the demonstration as much as the rest of the audience since you will be the ones we are experimenting on.  I hope you like our newest flavors of Fragment.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 4 - Zahara

          

        

      

    

    
      Zahara wasn’t sure what upset her more—that she’d been moved from the holding cell to a sterile looking medical lab or the fact that she still hadn’t seen Audra anywhere.  In the time since she’d awoken, she’d been able to figure out that they were no longer on a ship.  Her captors had brought her and the other betas to a Trakonian settlement somewhere. She had no clue where, but she prayed that the Gradonian Alphas were here as well.  They really were their only hope of getting out of the mess they were currently in.

      One by one, the beta men and women who had been either traveling with the Princess or in service on the Viper were examined by a mammoth Trakonian she assumed was some type of doctor.  She didn’t think that because he was helping her fellow Gradonians, but rather because he and his assistants were taking fluid samples and performing basic medical tests on each beta in captivity.

      As the last female in the long line being restrained down to metal gurneys, she had the longest time to dread him touching her.

      Whimpers of her friends echoed off the walls of the lab as they were poked and prodded with needles, probes, and thick digits of the doctor as an assistant captured his verbal observations on a handheld vid-screen.  By the time they got to her side, she knew she was a lab rat, there to be experimented on.

      Zahara closed her eyes, trying to shut out the ugly face of the horned aggressor. Like all Trakonians, the doctor’s body was full of tattoos, splayed across their grotesque bodies as advertisements of the horrific acts of violence they’d committed. Per her professor in intergalactic studies, the tattoos served as a resume of sorts with each evil warrior winning the privilege of wearing the most vile tattoos by living out horrors against innocents. Murder. Rape. Mutilation. Theft. Torture.  They were attributes to be honored in the Trakonian’s violent society.  Branding their ugly skin with the symbols of each atrocity was high achievement.

      “Doctor, how are your preparations proceeding?”

      There was a new, deeper tone of guttural scratching in the room, but her imbedded translator continued to do its job. Zahara resisted the urge to open her eyes to see who else had joined them.  She was barely holding it together as it was, lying chained naked to the table like a sacrifice. She didn’t need to see how many other males had entered the room to gawk at her—or worse.

      “I am about to finish taking my preliminary samples.  I look forward to the next phase of my analysis.  I plan on performing more in-depth testing on the internal organs of these betas to better understand the effect of the Fragment on their bodies.”

      “There’s no time for that. Just wrap up the sampling and you can study the data at a later time.”

      “But, Lord Trakon, why?  What could be more important than the Fragment project?”

      Zahara dared sneak a peek at the leader who had joined them and who was presently standing at the foot of her gurney, ogling her naked body with a hungry glare.

      “I’ve decided we are past due for a Cage Event.  The warriors are restless.  There have been far too many losses within the ranks. They need an outlet for their aggression.”

      The doctor had at least put down his tools and was turning to talk to Lord Trakon instead of proceeding with the tests on Zahara.

      “So host a beta hunt.  We picked up an abundance of betas on the Viper. We could easily spare some of the labor betas for hunting material.”

      For such a mammoth slob of a specimen, Lord Trakon moved remarkably fast as his mangled hand reached out with lightning speed and accuracy to constrict around the doctor’s neck. Within nanoseconds, the doctor was struggling to free himself from his superior’s grip.

      “If I wanted your input, I would have asked for it. The last beta hunt we hosted there were too many good soldiers lost due to internal fighting over the chance to taste and debase real pussy. We will host a Cage Event tonight. The Alphas captured from the Viper will be the main attraction along with three of the female betas here in the lab. I’ll let you choose two of the unlucky females but, no matter what, we will be using the princess’s personal assistant, here, as the main attraction.”

      Zahara hated that both male’s eyes raked over her naked body. Even though the doctor’s breathing was restricted, he still took the time to ogle her in the most disturbing way.

      Lord Trakon finally released the doctor, shoving him back and making him almost fall to the lab floor with the velocity.

      Nanoseconds later, the doctor recovered, hunched over, still catching his breath as he questioned his leader. “But… you surely aren’t suggesting we use the alternate versions of Fragment? Only the two have been officially approved.”

      “Incorrect. My opinion is the only one that matters and I approve the next one as of this nanosecond.  We will put them in use tonight for the first time.  You should be excited, doctor. We will be putting your hard work on display for the soldier’s enjoyment and for all to see their results.”

      “But I haven’t completed my testing.”

      “Then I suggest you hurry as the event will begin as darkness falls and the soldiers gather in the stadium. I have already made the announcement. They have earned their entertainment.”

      Lord Trakon and his lackey slinked out of the lab, leaving the doctor and his assistants in stunned silence.  Zahara had no idea what this Cage Event was that they spoke of, but if the doctor’s shocked expression was any indication, she knew it was not good news for her or the other Gradonian betas.  She pulled on her restraints, trying to find some way to escape before it was too late.

      The doctor’s scratching voice boomed orders to the other Trakonians in the lab.

      “You heard Lord Trakon. We have a lot of work to do. Each of these specimens needs to have a full body scan and in order to be accurate, they must have their caverns evacuated.  And if we are to properly test all of the Fragment samples, we must complete a baseline analysis so we can then have a comparison.”

      “But, sir, we only have one omega remaining in the sterile lab. Where will we get enough slick for tonight’s experiment?”

      The doctor shook his horned head. “We’ll just have to give the beta’s a big enough dose of Fragment to produce their own slick. It’s either that or they will be torn apart by the Alphas within nanoseconds.”

      The two assistants present had the audacity to laugh the cruel, scratchy laugh of the sadistic race. “This should be a great event, even if we do lose a few specimens.”

      Zahara shuddered at the thought of what was to come, but she didn’t have time to wallow in her fear as all three Trakonians gathered around her gurney.

      The male addressed her directly. “You heard Lord Trakon. You are to be part of the main event this evening.” The doctor raked his gaze up and down her naked body, bringing a full-body shiver. “Take this one to the cleansing lab. Clean her inside and out and then get her into position for my exam. I’ll be there as soon as I complete a journal entry.”

      “Yes, sir,” the heathens answered in unison.

      Their paddle-like hands were rough against her skin.  Even knowing it was a long shot, Zahara struggled against them, attempting to gain any type of freedom. She wasn’t sure where she could run or hide, but she knew she couldn’t just give up.  If she could find the princess, perhaps they could hide until they could make an escape plan.

      Her efforts were short lived.  The second the beasts had her unbuckled from the laboratory gurney, they attached a wide posture collar around her neck that forced her head up uncomfortably. A thick chain was attached to the front as if they would lead her around like a pet.

      Had they stopped there, it would have been humiliating enough, but they pulled the wide cuffs that were still around her wrists up to her neck, forcing her arms up in an awkward position and attaching her wrists to her collar.  The cuffs around her ankles were not attached but were constrictive enough that they rubbed her ankles uncomfortably as they dragged her forward by her leash.

      “Slow down, heathens! I can’t go that fast.”

      “We do not have time. You will speed up or we will drag you.”

      There was not a speck of empathy in their tone.  They didn’t spare her a moment of concern. In fact, they kept glancing back at her with a spark of glee in their eyes, almost hopeful she would misbehave. She hadn’t missed that each of them wore the same style scourge or whip on a hook at their waist belt.  Memories of the horrific screams of the royal’s earlier whipping kept Zahara putting one foot in front of the other.

      As they traveled down a long hallway, they met several uniformed Trakonian soldiers. Not only did they all stop to gawk at the naked Gradonian beta, but each of them dared to grab her as the doctor’s assistants dragged her behind them.  Rough hands pinched, squeezed, and invaded her body.  Her breasts took the bulk of the attention, squeezed so hard she cried out in pain. All of the soldiers present chuckled with joy at her discomfort.

      She yanked, trying to get away, but fell back against the hard body of a beast almost half again as high as her.  She knew instantly that the hardness poking her mid-back was his solid cock.  Zahara scrambled, trying to avoid his touch only to fall forward into the arms of another tormentor.  For several long moments the doctor’s assistants let the soldiers paw her painfully until they remembered they were short on time.

      Yanking her leash, they pulled her out of the grip of the gropers. “This one will be part of the entertainment tonight.  If you want to see more of her, get there early so you can get a good seat.”

      “I wish we could hunt her down instead.  Then I could get my cock wet instead of having to use a mechanical pussy like every other night.”

      “Hey, be happy the doctor invented the mechanical pussy or we’d all be trying to kill each other to get pussy like hers.”

      Their conversation was alarming. She wished she was having a nightmare and would wake up to find herself in her comfortable bed onboard the Viper.  A feeling of homesickness hit her, wishing for the civility and honorable prowess of the Gradonian warriors, missing even the demanding Commander Khalil Khan. As angry as he’d made her trying to command her movements, he was the exact type of Alpha male she’d dreamed of mating one day.  Now, she wasn’t even sure if he or his officers, Onyx or Thrash, were still alive. Were they all dead?

      She didn’t have enough time to wallow as they pulled her along into a bright white cleansing chamber like she had never seen before. In the center of the room was an odd piece of furniture that looked to be bolted to the floor.  Like most showers, there were drains spaced out across the tile flooring and round showerheads spread out every few feet along the far wall.

      Several rows of metal rings circled the room as the well—one high towards the ceiling, one about waist high and a final row circling near the floor. She didn’t know what they were for, but she didn’t have time to worry about it as the males pulled her roughly towards the centerpiece of the room.

      Only when they pressed her forward until she lost her balance did she understand the purpose of the odd contraption.

      Zahara fell forward on her knees on the padded ledge not far off the floor. Within seconds the two males had her ankles pulled out and wide, forcing her legs apart and securing her ankle cuffs to the rings at the end of the padded bench. That’s when it clicked with her that each of the dozens of rings in the room was meant to chain unfortunate test subjects into uncompromising positions.

      With her hands still attached at her neck, she had no leverage to fight back as her upper body was pressed forward, landing her with a heavy plop across the lifted middle of the odd bench, thrusting her head towards the floor, and her bottom high in the air. As the males adjusted the many levels and knobs on the furniture, she realized it was meant for one purpose only—to splay a subject out in the most embarrassing position possible, giving the sadistic captors full access to literally every part of her body.

      Her breasts hung down courtesy of the moon’s gravity. Her legs were splayed open, exposing not only her pussy, but her most private bottom hole for their examination.   And the worst part was the posture collar cutting into her every time she tried to lift her head to look around. She was forced to lie head down, chained to the device, waiting to see what they would do to her.

      She didn’t have to wait long.  Each of the doctor’s assistants pulled a hose from the wall controls and turned on strong jets of water.  As if they were hosing off a transport vehicle or inanimate object, they pointed the burst of ice-cold water at her body, pulling a scream from her. Their responding scratching chuckle reminded her they enjoyed her discomfort.

      The strength of the water spray hurt, biting into her skin. It got marginally better as the water warmed with time, but at no time were they gentle.  By the time they squeezed soap across her long dark hair and body, she cried out in pain as their rough hands roamed everywhere, pinching and prodding as they cleaned their subject.

      Zahara yelped as one of them stuck their thick, scratchy finger inside her anus. While she was grateful for the soapy lubrication, the width stretched her tender, untouched hole uncomfortably, the strong soap biting as it seeped into her pores.

      “Enough! Stop that!”

      “Silence, female. You have no say in what happens to you.”

      “The hell I don’t! This is my body.”

      The gurgled laughter returned, grating her.  When the digit was removed from her bottom, she sighed with relief until one of them yanked her head back by her long hair.  The posture collar cut into the back of her neck as she was forced to look up at them.  Before she knew what was happening, a long flat piece of metal was pressed into her mouth. They shoved it so deep she gagged on it as it grazed the back of her tongue.

      She did not understand what was happening until they flipped up the circular ring that slid in behind her teeth, forcing her mouth painfully wide open as the metal plate pressed down on her tongue.

      The message was loud and clear. If she would not be quiet, they had ways to force her silence.  Very uncomfortable ways.

      The asshole released her hair abruptly, letting her head fall back down with enough velocity that she banged her face on the bench’s bracing, forcing the gag even deeper inside her mouth. For a moment, she panicked, worried it was cutting off her ability to breathe, but as she forced herself to calm, she was able to draw in precious air.

      The rough cleansing continued until she wondered if they had chafed her skin enough to make her bleed.  She was almost relieved when the washing stopped and they reached for the hoses to rinse her again.

      When the water was turned off, Zahara collapsed with relief, letting the tears she’d been fighting to hold back flow down towards the drain along with the rest of the water dripping off her as she recovered from her ordeal.

      Only when she felt something pressing against her bottom hole again did she realize her nightmare was just beginning.

      Unable to see or speak, tied down by heavy chains, she had no choice but to lay limp as some unknown object was snaked inside her body. Thankfully it didn’t feel too much bigger than one of her own fingers, and it didn’t hurt as much as when the horned alien had stuck his finger inside her, but as the object was pushed deeper and deeper, she became alarmed.

      She resumed her thrashing against her bonds, her only way to register her discomfort and once again drawing the sadistic laughter of her captors. When she was sure the long hose they were inserting was going to damage her, it finally came to a stop.  She had no time to be relieved, however, as the jet of water started almost immediately, filling her bowels quickly with fast-moving water.

      The cramping started instantly and only got worse as they pulled the hose slowly out of her, never once turning down the water flow.  Within seconds she knew she was going to explode. Her body would never be able to handle the amount of water being forced inside her.  She tried hard not to think about how, if she somehow survived this ordeal, the water would be removed.

      Through some miracle, the flow of the water did slow and finally stop as the nozzle finally returned to her puckered hole.  The cramping was so bad, she didn’t care about the embarrassment of her expulsion. She just wanted the pressure to stop. So, when they left the nozzle inside her and fiddled with it where she couldn’t see, she had to scream through the gag.

      The nozzle was expanding, not only stretching her bottom hole uncomfortably, but trapping the water inside her. The pressure made her feel like she was about to explode and for the first time since her ordeal began, she let the sobs she’d been bravely holding back go.

      Every part of her body hurt, and the worst part was she knew this was just the pre-show.  The main event hadn’t even started yet.

      Within seconds the pressure from the water in her bowels expanded, pressing against her internal organs, including her bladder. She fought the urge to pee for as long as she could stand it, but the pain of holding it in eventually became overwhelming.

      She felt the trickle of warm water trailing down her inner thigh, still fighting to control her bodily functions until the pressure was too great. The splash of her pee against the tiled floor brought gleeful laughter from her captors, until laughter turned to a roar.

      “You got your waste water on my boot you shameful female! You must be punished.”

      As if their torture of her thus far wasn’t punishment enough.

      The small measure of relief she felt at emptying her bladder was quickly replaced with the burn of a line of fire across her ass as one of the assholes used his whip on her bare bottom, still about to burst with water.

      She screamed through the gag as another line of pain cut across her skin just a bit lower than the first line.  Unable to close her mouth, she had begun to drool out of her gag as she sobbed, every inch of her body in agony.

      The third strike of the whip coincided with the plug being pulled from her ass.  It was as if she had been popped with a pin as her body exploded, releasing the pent-up water. The two males in the room laughed as Zahara sobbed through the nightmare.

      The humiliation and pain was too much. She closed down, fighting to remain calm by transporting her mind away from her present dilemma. She tried to remember the good memories from their most recent voyage, or the childhood memories of going to live at the royal palace after losing her parents. How lucky she’d felt to be chosen as a childhood companion for the princess.  She wasn’t sure why King Gradon had always favored her.  He’d told her it was because he’d been close friends with her parents.

      By the time the doctor joined them in the cleaning chamber, she hung limply upside down, unable to defend herself in any small measure.  The poking and prodding resumed as multiple tests were performed on her, all while she remained in the most humiliating position possible. The only advantage was she didn’t have to look at them as she hung draped over the furniture.

      She didn’t think things could get worse.  Then the doctor addressed her directly.

      “It’s time to get you up to the arena. We’ll have to complete our preparations there to get you ready to be our main attraction.  Be happy you are not a virgin or you might not survive the event.”
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      Logic was always the answer.

      Onyx needed to focus on the problem at hand. While his friend Thrash ranted and raved about their treatment at the hands of their enemy and their Commander, Khalil, talked with the medical doctor trying to understand the possibilities they were about to face medically, Onyx focused on a plan to get them all safely out of captivity and back on the Viper—preferably as far away from the Trakonian moon as possible.

      As bleak as things seemed, they did have a few things working in their favor.

      Just before Khalil had joined him on the bridge the night before, Onyx had taken the time to send in a report to the Intergalactic Cooperation Agency advising of the mysterious material they’d found onboard. He’d highlighted that the Zodiac scanner had not been able to identify the substance, making it a threat until proven otherwise.  That meant the agency would not only notice that their ship had disappeared from the intergalactic radar, but also that there had been an unknown threat onboard just before.

      Even better news was that the Fragment drug had only halfway worked against Thrash.  Apparently the small portion of Trakonian blood in his system helped protect him from the full effect of the drug. The intelligence Thrash was able to glean during the capture and transport of the Viper was invaluable.  As the enemy had believed everyone on board was unconscious, they had not curtailed their discussions.  As a result, the Alphas knew exactly where they were located, that their Viper transport was parked not far from their present location, and even the approximate number of the enemy soldiers stationed at this remote moon location.

      They unfortunately also knew that Lord Trakon planned on performing all measures of atrocities against the innocent civilians and royals that had been onboard the Viper with them.  Rather than using the princess’s life to negotiate for credits or resources, Lord Trakon had made it clear he would rather use the princess for his sick amusement until he grew tired of her. Then he would very much enjoy breaking his enemy’s heart by sending his only daughter back to him in pieces over time.

      Emotions threatened to overwhelm Onyx, proving to him just how much trouble they were in. He pushed the anxiety down to focus.

      As much as he hated the idea of Princess Audra and her entourage being exposed to the violence of the upcoming event, he hoped they would all be present. It would make their escape easier if they didn’t need to spread out to round up the other Gradonians before rushing back to the Viper.

      “I can see you are formulating an escape plan.  Care to share?”  His commanding officer and oldest friend knew him well.

      Chained as they were in the painful positions, Onyx could only hope the cell was not being monitored by their enemy as he answered his commander.

      “They will have to release us from the chains to move us to wherever this event is to take place. As tempting as it is to try to break loose immediately, it would be best to save our energy and wait until we have the princess and her entourage in our sights before we take action.”

      “And just what action do you think we will be able to take under these conditions?” Khalil pressed.

      “I had such anger towards the Alpha trainers in our lessons for forcing us to practice defense moves with unlikely objects until it seemed like child’s play. Today, I’m hoping to put those skills to good use.”

      “You are more optimistic than I am. Even if we break free, trying to gather up the princess and her entourage will be difficult, if not impossible,” Khalil replied.

      Onyx couldn’t argue with his commander’s logic. He forced himself to stay focused on a successful outcome, as the alternative was simply not acceptable.

      He was just grateful they had not brought the king’s sister along with them on this voyage.  As one of the rare remaining omegas on Gradonia, Alaina Gradon had turned into an outspoken advocate for omega rights on the Intergalactic Leadership Board.  She thought the rest of the galaxy did not treat her and her fellow omegas with the respect and protection they deserved, too often letting them be rutted until they welcomed death.

      Onyx knew an omega wouldn’t survive even one sol here on Trakonian soil. These barbaric beasts treated all female lives as disposable, good only to serve for their own enjoyment.

      While becoming rare in Gradonia, there was a reason omegas in particular, and females in general, were near extinct on Trakonia. The males were so violent, they often killed their sexual partners during sex. The thought of the innocent females they had been protecting on the Viper being raped and tortured by the enemy for fun turned his stomach.  They must find a way to escape before that happened.

      When the heavy door to the holding cell crashed open, Onyx turned his attention to evaluating the enemy. As tall and broad as he was, he felt dwarfed by the mammoth size of the ugly Trakonian warriors.  The two soldiers who had joined them approached Harvin, the youngest Alpha from the Viper.  Once the young warrior’s chains fell from his wrists, he lunged forward with all his weight in an attempt to overpower the enemy. While he was unsuccessful, Onyx observed how slow the enemy’s reflexes were. Their lack of mobility might come in handy later.

      Harvin was dragged from the room before the Trakonians returned twice more to unchain and steal away two other junior Alpha soldiers, each fighting unsuccessfully to overpower their captors.

      Only when the heavy door slammed closed could the remaining five alphas finally breathe a bit easier.

      “They are separating us. We need to break free now or we won’t be able to launch an escape,” Thrash groused.

      “And just how do you plan to free yourself?” Avincent taunted, shaking his head as Thrash struggled in his chains.

      Finally giving up, his fellow Alpha retorted, “Well at least I’m trying something.  I don’t see you making a plan.”

      The two males continued to exchange barbs, each not trusting the other.

      Onyx wasn’t sure how they would break free either, but he did have a plan to share for when they did.  He took charge, only talking loud enough so his fellow captives could hear.

      “Listen, we don’t have much time. I sent a communication just minutes before the commander joined us in the control center. I reported on the unidentifiable substance we found on board. I also verified the tracking beacon was functional. Since we know the Viper is on this moon with us, it will only be a matter of time before we have a rescue squad arriving. We need to do all we can to be ready.”

      “That might be easier said than done,” Khalil observed, yanking at the thick chains securing him to the stone wall as if he could magically pull away.

      Onyx continued outlining the plan. “Try to slow them down.  Keep them talking if possible. Drag out whatever this event is they have planned.  With any luck, the princess and her entourage will be in attendance and we can all escape together.”

      He bit off his next comment when the door swung open and the Trakonian guards re-entered, this time with a third armed enemy following behind, filling the cell with their putrid smell.

      The soldiers surrounded Thrash, releasing him from his chains.  His friend lunged forward, succeeding in knocking the middle enemy to the floor, but the remaining guards overpowered him.

      From the floor, the enemy taunted Thrash with his scratchy verbalization. Onyx’s translator told him the guard had asked, “Why do you fight us, brother?”

      Thrash roared his reply. “I am no brother to you!” he shouted back to the remaining Alphas as they dragged him away. “Don’t be too long!  You won’t want to miss me killing these warmongers!”

      As serious as their situation was, Onyx was relieved to hear his leader chuckle next to him.

      “I’m glad he’s on our side. They don’t know how dangerous he is.”

      Avincent retorted, “Or how big of an asshole.”

      “He may be, but he’s our asshole,” Khalil retorted.

      One by one, each of the remaining Alphas were retrieved by the slow-moving guards until Onyx remained alone.  His whole body ached from hours of kneeling on the rough stone floor. He could no longer feel his hands and his shoulders were numb. He was almost relieved when the foul-smelling enemy came for him, giving him the chance to stand and shake out his arms before they clamped their pinching hands onto his biceps, drawing drops of blood where they dug their sharp nails and rough skin touched his.

      As they transported him through the bowels of the building they were in, Onyx did his best to memorize each turn—every doorway—each glimpse of what looked like an exit.  As strong as he and his fellow Alphas were, they may never be able to overpower the enemy, but he was counting on outsmarting them.

      With each moment that passed, the sounds of raucous shouting grew louder, until it sounded like they were in the middle of the cheering section of their military training facility during a sporting event. Only when they dragged him through a two-story stone archway into the middle of a circular stadium did Onyx realize that he and his fellow Gradonian Alphas were to be the entertainment.

      Hundreds of ugly Trakonian soldiers filled the circular stadium, and the stench took his breath away. The only thing keeping them from rushing onto the stone floor of the round stage were tall metal rods that ran from the top of the ten-meter high wall holding in the prisoners to the ceiling.  The fencing between the rods allowed spectators to see but would hold them at bay from jumping into the ring.

      His fellow Alphas were once again chained, this time with their arms shackled above their heads to metal restraints dangling down from the top of the three cages they’d been separated into.

      Harvin and the two other junior Alphas waited in the cage farthest from the entrance. Thrash and Akon were in the middle locked cage, and they had dragged Onyx to the third enclosure where Avincent and Khalil waited, each a look of fury on their faces. As his eyes met his commander’s, Onyx knew their situation had not improved.

      All of the men had been stripped of their uniforms while they were unconscious so he had little hope that any of them had something sharp hidden that could help release their restraints.  He didn’t need to wait long after his arms were locked to the rings in the top of their cage to find out what would come next.

      His blood boiled with anger as a caravan of three small cages were wheeled into the opposite side of the circular stadium floor. Inside each of the enclosures was a naked Gradonian woman, restrained in the most obscene positions, leaving little to the imagination as to the hell they’d been put through since their arrival on the enemy’s moon.

      Relief mixed with guilt when Onyx realized that the princess was not among the caged females. The roar of humiliating taunts from the boisterous crowd of soldiers mingled with the grunts of his friends as they all struggled to work free of their chains.   He had to fight the surge of defeat he felt as he realized how hopeless things seemed when he caught sight of the tears streaming down the faces of the brave females, glimmering in the spotlight shining down on the small platform in the center of their enclosed cage.

      The scratching vibrations of Lord Trakon’s voice invaded the auditorium before Onyx saw the evil dictator.  His opening remarks were met with cheers from the hundreds of killers thankfully being kept at bay.

      His mind raced, trying to anticipate what diabolical spectacle the enemy had planned for center stage. His translator had trouble interpreting some of the leader’s speech, but what he did catch didn’t sound good.

      As Avincent had warned, the enemy had formulated new versions of the feared drug and weapon, Fragment. As if scrambling the brains of their enemy wasn’t wicked enough, they would be testing the newest flavor of evil on their enemy tonight—center stage.

      “We’ve dubbed this new version of our weapon Heat Fragment as it will produce a prolonged and intense omega-like heat cycle in any female it is injected into.” The scratching jeers of the crowd roared around the Alphas before Lord Trakon added, “This means that on the next raid of our enemy our goal will be to capture females so we can create our very own omega brothel where each and every one of you will be able to sink your cocks into a real pussy instead of mechanical sheaths!”

      The crowd’s roar was deafening. He struggled to turn in his chains enough to exchange worried looks with Khalil. He was met with the same steely resolve in his friend’s eyes. They were agreed that there would be no possibility of them or the caged Alphas taking advantage of the innocent females in the stadium with them.

      “But the best discovery during the testing of Heat Fragment was its effect on Alpha males. Tonight’s true entertainment will be witnessing the enemy as they tear each other apart as they go into a heat fever unlike any experienced before.”

      Well fuck.
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      The only good thing about listening to the horrifying speech was that Zahara’s sheer panic made her temporarily forget the pain she was in.  Contorted in a tiny, yet diabolical, cage, all she could do was think about what was about to be done to her.

      As if she would have ever been able to break the heavy lock or escape the thick metal wire holding her, long phallic-shaped rods also protruded at the front and back of the cage.  Once she’d been forced to crawl into the enclosure on her hands and knees, the doctor had pushed her forward, instructing her to open wide just before his assistant had shoved the long rod into her mouth. It was thick enough that her jaw now hurt from holding her lips wide.

      But that wasn’t the worst part. Once they’d closed the gate behind her, a similar thick shaft had been shoved up her squeaky clean anus in one quick thrust. As she’d lurched forward, trying to escape the pain splitting her behind, the rod in her mouth shoved deeper down her throat.  It took her several long minutes of rocking back and forth to calm down—alternating gasping for air while choking on the phlegm she was gagging on and trying to will her ass not to clench.

      Zahara did her best not to move, but her muscles were cramping and the spittle was flowing, mingling with her tears and dripping to the hard floor of the cage.

      Ironically, as bad as this situation was, the worst part of her ordeal was being placed with her cage directly across from Commander Khalil.  He hadn’t taken his penetrating gaze off of her since she’d been wheeled into the enclosure.  She hated that she couldn’t hide her naked body from him, although he didn’t seem nearly as upset about his own nakedness.  They may not have administered the Heat Fragment to her yet but, regardless, she felt an involuntary surge of desire for the perfect specimen that was Khalil.

      She could hear, but not see, the guards that had wheeled her cage into the arena opening the iron cage next to her. Her fellow captive, a young woman who had worked in the laundry of the Viper, groaned next to her as Zahara could make out the sounds of a struggle.  As soon as the captive’s mouth was empty, she spewed a long line of obscenities aimed at her captors.  Her tirade ended in a long, tortured cry of pain.

      It was Lord Trakon who filled in the details of what was happening just out of her line of sight. “We will be experimenting by injecting our first female with Heat, both in her blood stream and through direct contact with her pussy and anus. As you will hear by her glorious screams, test subjects have complained of the severe pain felt when Heat comes in contact with their skin. I can only imagine the agony felt when injected into the vein. Even without an omega-like reaction, the torture qualities of the drug alone make the program a success.  It should only take a few moments for the Heat to take effect. Guards! Get her strung up and ready for use!”

      The foul-smelling guards dragged the sobbing woman forward. Her legs hung uselessly behind as they pulled her up the few steps to the circular platform where a wide T-shaped pole with rings and chains waited center stage.  Unable to stand, one of the guards held her up while his partner secured first one arm and then the other to the hooks at the top of the structure, stretching her arms out uncomfortably wide. As they were heads taller than the woman, her feet didn’t come near touching the floor of the stage when the guard released her.

      Lord Trakon’s bark of laughter filled the auditorium as she literally fell with enough velocity to almost yank her arms out of her shoulder joints. Zahara made a pledge to try her best not to cry or scream when it was her turn center stage because she could see that the only thing worse than being subjected to the barbaric torture was to have the enemy laughing and openly stroking their grotesque cocks as they reveled in torturing innocent females.  She would do her best to deny them at least that small measure of satisfaction.

      Too exhausted and dejected to fight any longer, the strung up female hung limply as the doctor who’d performed the experiments before stepped forward with a long needle attached to a full barrel of yellow liquid. He didn’t waste any time before sticking it into the meaty ass of the unfortunate test subject.  Her renewed screams started within seconds, now even more frantic than before as the hated drugs started circulating through her body.

      The doctor didn’t even wait for the woman to stop screaming before yanking her legs up and throwing them over his shoulders, placing her bare pussy directly in front of him.

      Zahara had a front row seat to him pulling a container out of his lab coat, taking the top off, and placing the lid back into the pocket.  Only then did she notice he was wearing what looked to be rubber-like gloves as he used his blunt digits to scoop out a healthy dose of the thick cream in the jar.

      The female went from sobbing back to screaming, adding in frantic flailing the second the cream came in contact with her body.  Zahara almost cheered when her distraught thrusting almost knocked the jar of evil to the floor of the stage. Unfortunately, the doctor caught it, stepping away from the kicking woman in time to avoid taking a foot to his face as she fought like a wildcat to escape.

      The enemy turned his back on the female to approach the far right cage across from Zahara. She recognized one of the three Alphas inside the cage as the guard who had kept watch over the Princess’s chamber on the Viper. How naive she had been to feel mistreated at the hands of Commander Khalil and his honorable warriors onboard the ship.  The events of the last hours had shown her just how different the Gradonian warriors were from their enemy.

      The cages holding the Alpha males were barely big enough to contain the huge warriors, which made it impossible for them to slink away from the doctor’s long needle.  One by one, each of the three men in the cage were injected with the Heat drug. Unlike their female counterpart, they didn’t cry or scream, but within minutes each male was flailing in their bonds so violently that she heard bones breaking as their muscular bodies slammed against unforgiving metal with a violent velocity.

      By the time the guards opened the door to their enclosure, all three males’ cocks had hardened to red, ugly weapons, not unlike the enemy’s stone-like cocks. Even from a distance, Zahara saw globs of white fluid dripping from the ends of the phallic rods jutting from their bodies. The males grunted like primal animals as they fought to free themselves from their bonds, but the enemy  — recognizing the sick entertainment value of the moment — held the drugged males in their bonds for several long moments, allowing the disgusting drugs to permeate every cell of their bodies.

      Zahara clenched her fists when armed guards holding what looked like deadly stunners arrived center stage. They took up position next to the platform just as the guards released the three Alphas from their bonds.

      She realized too late that the bellow of horror she heard was coming from herself as she watched the three otherwise honorable warriors fight each other in their attempt to reach the tortured female still writhing in pain center stage. Like the drug-crazed Alphas they were, they attacked the innocent, roughly yanking her body in an attempt to reach	 her pussy with their throbbing weapons. Just as one of the three got close to penetrating the cunt clearly still burning from the Heat cream, the other two would attack, pushing and shoving until they started throwing punches.

      The scratching noises of the spectators turned frenzied as Zahara saw blood of the Gradonians mixing with the female’s flowing slick and the globs of Heat and semen. The gross cocktail of liquids started pooling on the stage floor, making the fighting men slip and slide as they got more violent and crazed. Instead of working together to overcome the enemy, they had all turned on each other, fighting until blood spurted and the sound of breaking bones could be heard.

      She heard Commander Khalil shouting orders to the men, trying to get through the haze of drugs that had overcome their system, but it was no use. The three soldiers turned to two when the smallest of the three was shoved off the stage and landed in a heap on the stone floor not far from Zahara. His eyes were open and lifeless. She knew the poor Gradonian had taken his last breath.

      Harvin and the other guard still fought to thrust into the hanging female with their over-inflated cocks.  Only when they began to tire did they finally work together in a sick pact, each allowing the other to fuck the screaming female for a minute or two as they caught their breath before shoving the other male out of the way for their next turn.

      Back and forth the fucking went until the smell of their combined slick and body fluids grew stronger than the stench of the enemy. That didn’t last long, however, because as soon as the warriors decided to fuck the female at the same time—one in her pussy and one in her ass—the auditorium erupted exactly like the three unfortunates on the stage.

      Zahara almost threw up as she saw blood dripping from the ass of the female, courtesy of the rough rape in progress. The enemy, smelling her blood, lost the final thread of their control. Hundreds of Trakonians stroked their gross cocks in unison, spurting their putrid seed to the floor of the stadium. Lines of the closest enemy’s spunk reached Zahara’s cage. She could feel the heat of it burning her skin as she gagged.

      Still, as horrible as her situation was, the poor female literally being torn apart from the inside out had it infinitely worse than Zahara.  She slammed her eyes closed, trying her best to block out the horror show in progress. She tried to focus on the steady voice of Commander Khalil as he did his best to instruct the remaining warriors on how to resist the same fate when they took their turn center stage. He’d stopped shouting to the two bloody males, recognizing it was too late to save them and the ruined female.

      It was almost a blessing when she opened her eyes to see the guards standing at the bottom of the stage lifting their weapons, pointing them at the threesome rutting center stage. She didn’t know what they waited for, until she heard Harvin and the other warrior shouting out their orgasm. In an uncharacteristically charitable act of kindness, the guards choose that moment to end the three lives with their limbs tangled together by aiming their powerful weapons.

      The males collapsed to the floor, their rods still hard and poking towards the ceiling as the female hung limply from the chains. Body fluids gushed from her as if she were in a bathing chamber, only instead of clean water, blood, sweat, slick, and semen contaminated the stage floor.

      The roaring approval of the spectators continued on as new guards stepped into the ring. It was clear they were the clean-up crew as they hauled off the dead bodies and brought out hoses to wash down the disgusting evidence left behind from the torture she’d witnessed.  As if they were at a sporting event back home in Gradon’s Bluff, she heard vendors hawking snacks and drinks in the stands during their intermission.

      The absurdity of her reality closed in. Zahara could feel the panic rising as she fought the urge to puke. With the rod shoved into her throat, she worried she could drown on her own bile if she wasn’t careful, but then again, maybe that would be a blessing. It would at least save her from her turn at the torture center stage.

      She’d closed her eyes in her panic, trying to tell herself to remain calm. Only when she threw her eyes open did she feel Khalil’s piercing gaze, consuming her from across the stage. He had always been intense, but this felt different. It was as if he were trying to convey a message to her. The smallest of smiles lifted his lips and she understood—he was trying to bring her comfort.

      Little did he know it was too late for that. Unless he could magically transport them away from the enemy moon in the next few minutes, she knew he would soon be the one mounting her—hurting her—until she would beg the enemy to shoot her dead as well.
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      In all of his years of combat training, nothing had ever come close to preparing Khalil for the current battle he and his men were in.  He was prepared to fight weapons and soldiers—but he felt helpless to fight against the enemy’s powerful drugs.  Watching Harvin and the other junior Alphas literally tear each other, and the innocent female, apart had been his worst nightmare.  And it may be over for the unfortunates who had been carried off on stretchers, but the worst was just beginning for the remaining Gradonians still caged and awaiting their fate.

      The guttural scratches of his sworn enemy filled the stadium again and was met with raucous cheers as he ordered the next event to begin.  Like before, the doctor took his place as the next unlucky female was dragged to the platform.  It was the smallest of comforts that the sassy assistant to the Princess had been spared going next. It gave him more time to come up with a solution to their plight before more harm could be done to her.  As much as he’d relished the idea of watching her squirm under his punishment loop, never would he wish this kind of ordeal on the spunky beauty.

      Like the female before, the innocent was strung up and injected with the dreaded drug.  Unlike the last time, the doctor instead slathered the Heat cream on her mammary glands first and then her female anatomy, only instead of using his stubby fingers to smear the female’s exterior folds, he scooped a glob of the cream on the end of a long, thick phallic object and rammed the rod as deep as he could into the pussy of the immobilized female.

      Wails of agony came from her as she fought for her freedom, flopping at the end of her chains like a fish on the end of a fishing hook. The doctor stepped back far enough so he wouldn’t be kicked by her thrashing just before nodding to another guard standing off to the side of the stage.

      Things went from bad to worse as the guard reached to remove the dreaded punishment whip all the Trakonians carried with them at all times—ready to torture at a moment’s notice.

      The whip snapped against the tender skin of the crying female with amazing precision. He knew her screams would haunt him should he manage to escape the dire situation they were in. His anger only grew worse as Lord Trakon further humiliated the poor female by taunting her. “Female—beg to be fucked and you will be spared the whip. Refuse, and your body will be raw and bleeding by the time your warriors pierce you.”

      Khalil admired her courage as she screamed, “Fuck you!” The jeering crowd loved the bold drama, and cheered the anguished cry of the female as the whip fell several times in fast succession.

      “I will ask you again. Beg to be fucked and you will be spared.”

      She wasn’t as quick this time, but she repeated her “Fuck you,” reply nonetheless.

      Khalil glanced over at Zahara and saw the terror on her face as she watched what would certainly be happening to her next. He wanted to tell her that as brave as the woman being whipped was, she was being foolish.  As horrific as being raped was, as a realist, there was nothing that was going to stop it from happening. His only hope at this point was that the remaining Alphas would be stronger than the unfortunate dead soldiers who had gone first.

      The smell of synthetic slick reached his nose just as the female broke down—overwhelmed by the pain and drugs. She was producing even more of the fake omega juice than her predecessor, giving Khalil an indication of the depth of her artificial heat cycle.

      He was grateful the whip-wielding enemy recognized the strung-up female was beyond verbalization.  The torturer lowered his whip and took his own cock in hand instead, stroking it wildly as he took deep breaths of the heavenly near-omega aroma.  Only a true Alpha could distinguish between the artificial and real omega smell.

      When the guards approached Thrash and Akon’s cage next, he shouted to his number two. “You must fight the drug! Find a way to work together—not against each other!”

      Thrash didn’t acknowledge, too busy struggling against his bonds.  With any luck, the drugs would not have the same effect on the warrior with some Trakonian blood flowing in his veins. That, combined with his number two’s deep sense of honor, gave Khalil hope that his friend might end his time center stage alive, unlike the junior warriors before them.

      By the time the guards released the Alphas, the beta female strung up and waiting was humping her hips into the air. Taller than her predecessor, the female’s toes barely touched the stage, but it was enough leverage for her to thrust her ass back and forth, frantically fucking an imaginary partner.

      The second Akon was free, he beelined it to the stage, more than happy to accommodate her desperation. Khalil watched as his warrior buried his rock-like rod deep into the slick pussy in one thrust, spearing her so hard her toes left the ground as he lifted her up. The female’s head lolled back as she wrapped her legs around Akon’s waist, frantically humping against him as he squeezed her heat-soaked breasts.

      The rutting was rudimentary, yet it produced so much heat-contaminated slick that Khalil began to lose control of his own physical reaction. He hadn’t even been drugged yet and he could feel himself slipping into the rut—devolving to the primal mating machine his enemy intended. If he struggled now, how would he be able to maintain control when it was Zahara Sterling writhing in pain before him? He’d wanted to mount her from the moment he’d seen her from a distance. How was he supposed to resist her under these conditions?

      He admired Thrash’s control as the mammoth warrior paced the stage looking like a madman. The only indication the spectator’s had that the Heat in his bloodstream was having any impact on him was his own fist pumping his shaft wildly as he watched Akon and the beta mating.

      Only when Akon seemed to lose control and begin strangling the female in heat did Thrash step in to take action. Instead of fighting his friend, however, Thrash took up a position behind Akon and proceeded to wrap his long fingers around Akon’s neck. The Alpha struggled wildly trying to shrug off Thrash while maintaining his pumping action.

      Khalil recognized his second’s use of an evasive maneuver their squad had practiced many times in training. Thrash was rendering his comrade unconscious by cutting off his air supply, but would stop shy of causing lasting damage. As the warrior’s air ran out, he started to slump to the floor. A gush of slick spilled from the female’s stretched pussy as Akon’s rod inside her was removed.

      It was a testament to Thrash’s honor that he was able to maintain control enough to slowly lower his friend’s unconscious body to the soiled floor of the stage. Even from a distance, Khalil was relieved to see the chest of the warrior expanding as he continued to breathe—gratefully he was no longer awake and tortured by the Heat.

      “Do not fear me. I will not defile you, female,” Thrash announced. The jeers of the sadistic spectators were expected, but the snarl of anger from the strung-up woman in artificial heat was a surprise.

      Gone was her bravado from before as she screamed at Thrash, “Fuck me!”

      “I will not.”

      “Just do it. I need your cock more than I need air,” she grunted.

      “It is the drugs. Your need will pass.”

      She growled an animalistic howl of agony as the weaponized drugs ravaged her body.  Khalil wasn’t sure he would be maintaining control as well as his number two had he been center stage. That thought horrified him, knowing it wouldn’t be long before it would be the beta with the shimmering hair and eyes begging to be fucked. He wasn’t sure he would be able to resist.

      Lord Trakon baited Thrash. “You may consider yourself the victor by resisting sinking your cock into the female, but your control is proving something much more important to me. You deny it, but the Trakonian blood coursing through your veins is powerful enough to help you reject the urge to mate.  Join us. Pledge your loyalty to Trakonia and I will let you live.”

      Knowing the warrior as he did, Khalil noticed Thrash had begun to tremble under the weight of his denied need. Lord Trakon and the entertained crowd waited, watching for several long minutes while Thrash struggled against the drugs in his system and the female in heat begged him to violate her.

      Only when she began to thrash so hard in her chains that her wrists began to bleed did Thrash finally approach her.  He hugged her tight, lifting the weight of her body off her bleeding wrists, but like the male before him, she wrapped her legs around his waist, humping her spasming cunt against his engorged tool smashed between their bodies.

      Thrash grunted out a warning. “Cease your actions, female, or I will not be able to maintain my control.”

      “Fuck your control! Fill me!”

      Even without the drugs in his system, Khalil would have been hard pressed to maintain his honor, so he was not surprised when Thrash finally lifted her body just enough to impale her on his massive rod. Like the rest of his body, Thrash’s manhood was Trakonian-sized as well, drawing a blood-curdling scream from the female flailing wildly as she was speared again and again.

      Lord Trakon’s laughter spurred the crowd to shout victoriously as they enjoyed the downfall of their enemy’s honor.  From his angle, Khalil had a front row seat to the scowl of anguish on his friend’s face as he lifted the small female as if she were weightless, using her drug-filled body as a sex machine, pistoning her at a hard and fast pace.

      The enemy had not said it, but Khalil suspected that in addition to putting its victims into an artificial heat, the Heat Fragment also had the diabolical ability to stave off true sexual satisfaction. As the spectacle center-stage went on and on with no shouts of satisfied climax, the crowd started heckling Thrash for not being able to satisfy the victim.

      Onyx leaned in to talk against Khalil’s ear to be heard over the shouts of the crowd.  “As horrifying as this is, he is doing well to waste as much time as possible. Every minute that passes, we are a minute closer to the rescue team arriving.”

      “I hope you’re right. I don’t see how this will end well for any of us without their arrival.”

      It was Avincent who spoke next. “I have hopes that like with the Freeze Fragment, I might have a small immunity to the Heat drug.”

      Khalil answered. “We can only hope that will be true. But no matter, we must all pledge to maintain enough control that we do not hurt each other or the female. It will be foolish to assume we’ll be able to resist the drug’s effect completely, but all will be lost if we turn to violence against each other.”

      “If we work in concert, we might be able to stay alive long enough to be rescued,” Onyx agreed.

      The sound of Thrash roaring a climax drew their attention back to center stage.  Despite his completion, his pounding of the female continued. Her head had fallen forward onto Thrash’s shoulder as she mumbled unintelligible encouragement for him to continue.

      Around the arena, Khalil heard their enemy taking bets on how long the assault could continue before the female was rubbed raw and bleeding. Others shouted to the whip-master, daring him to resume whipping both of the captives on stage as they mated.

      And more than once a piercing scream was heard from the stands as the aggressive Trakonians became desperate enough to rape and torture that they picked out one of the smaller or weaker males among them—pinning them down and lining up to take turns raping the anal cavity of the unlucky enemy.

      The sights and sounds of violent debauchery permeated every inch of the stadium. Trying to block it out, he returned his attention to Zahara. Her unique shimmering hair was a mess, hanging askew. Even from the opposite side of the caged stage, he could see the lines of drool spilling from the corners of her mouth. He felt like an asshole wishing it was his cock filling her throat instead of the metal rod.  The tears in her eyes made her look so innocent and helpless, making him all the more desperate to protect her from any more harm.

      After what seemed like an eternity, Thrash finally fell to his knees—lines of white seed spraying from his cock like a hose.  What looked like liters of slick poured from the female’s cunt to the stage floor as she hung limp from the chains holding her captive.  Each of them gasped for breaths as they tried to recover from the marathon sex act they’d performed for the audience.

      Lord Trakon nodded to the guards still standing near by and they rushed forward to secure Thrash in chains once again before he could regain his strength. Once he was secured to rings in the stone floor, the whip-master went back to work, alternating between strikes against the sobbing female and the roaring Thrash.

      “I am feeling generous tonight. If either of you are still alive after receiving twenty lashes with the whip, I will let you live.”

      Their leader’s declaration was met with jeers from the crowd and angry curses from Thrash. If he’d had the use of his arms, Khalil would have thrown his hands over his ears to block out the horrifying sounds of torture. As it was, he was forced to endure through each agonizing stroke of leather on skin until the last lash had been delivered and by some miracle, both Thrash and the female survived.

      It was Onyx who observed, “It is good that they are moving them to the cage together instead of separating them in some remote area of moon. This way they are nearby for the rescue.”

      Avincent added, “I have salve that will help them fight infection and pain. It’s onboard the Viper.”

      “Then we need to get back there, don’t we?” Khalil interjected.

      Too quickly, the guards had cleaned up the stage enough for the third and final act of the show to begin. With dread, Khalil watched them approach Zahara’s cage, wheeling her closer to the platform before opening the cage door and roughly removing the rods shoved in at either end.

      She coughed and sputtered as they dragged her up the stairs.  As they approached the wooden restraining post she fought to be free. What she lacked in strength, she made up for in speed and agility. He felt an odd pride as she managed to break free and take off running towards the door of the enclosed stage.

      Khalil called out a warning to her as he saw one of the guards with a stunner lifting his weapon, prepared to shoot her down.  It was only by luck that she was stopped and dragged back to the stage before she’d been shot dead, yet if he were honest, perhaps death would have been preferable to what she was about to endure.

      Like the females before her, Zahara was chained to the post, her arms wide and her feet nowhere near touching the floor. She winced with pain as the weight of her lithe body pulled on her shoulders.

      Her fear was palpable as she tracked the doctor approaching, his long needle in hand.  Khalil cheered when she succeeded in kicking the drug out of the doctor’s hand, sending the needle several feet away to the stage floor.

      The whip-master didn’t even wait for Lord Trakon to instruct him.  He lifted his whip and snapped it against Zahara’s back. He felt her scream in his bones, hating the impotency of his situation.

      I know you’re brave, little spitfire, but you’re only making things worse.

      Their eyes met as he finished his thought.  He tried to send her comfort, willing her to focus on him instead of what the doctor was about to do.  It was as if she’d heard him as she maintained their visual connection as the needle penetrated her, delivering the dreaded Heat.

      Zahara’s face contorted with pain as tears pooled in her unique eyes before spilling down her cheeks. How he longed to reach out and comfort her—to wipe those tears away, but it wasn’t to be.  He watched with dread as her eyes widened, panicking as the fire snaked through her veins, spreading pain in its wake.  Her breaths turned to pants as she tried to suck in enough air.

      The doctor was back with his glove covered in the remaining Heat cream. Unlike his previous applications to the restrained female’s pussies, this time he went around behind Zahara as he nodded at one of the nearby guards to come and assist him.  With dread, Khalil watched the enemy folding Zahara at the waist, lifting her bottom high so the doctor could better apply the Heat deep in her anus.

      Her piercing scream as the fire burned her from the inside out would haunt him forever.  Next to him, Onyx and Avincent fought against their chains, knowing they could not free themselves, but as desperate as himself to help the innocent beta. All three warriors could not stop the doctor from applying the remaining cream to the folds of her pussy before nodding to the guard to let her hang down again.

      Her moans of agony got the crowd cheering.  Zahara’s head fell forward limply as if she might be close to losing consciousness.  It would be a blessing if she could just faint and miss what was about to happen to her, but it was not to be.  She threw her head back, releasing another cry of pain so loud her voice cracked.  Unlike the two previous victims, Zahara began to convulse, her body shaking wildly as she flailed. Within minutes, she was covered with perspiration.

      The doctor had refilled his needle and was approaching the men’s cage. This was it. He was determined to fight the drug’s effect to ensure he’d live long enough to kill each and every one of the Trakonians on this wretched moon.

      Avincent received the first dose of Heat, cursing the Trakonian doctor for using his medical knowledge to do harm instead of good.

      Onyx was next, not even flinching as the fire entered his veins.  Within seconds, Khalil sensed his friend was losing the battle already as his eyes turned black and rolled back into his head as he roared in pain.

      Khalil looked back at Zahara, praying he would not lose control and truly hurt her.  It was just as the needle punctured his skin to deliver the drug that a gush of slick fell from between her legs, splashing the floor below her and he felt the first burst of flames in his blood as it hit him. The aroma wafting to him was unlike any he’d smelled in his life. It was as if… no. It had to be the magic of the drugs. It could not be.

      Khalil shook his head to get the thought out of his mind. It would only make things worse for all of them if he didn’t purge the thought before he lost himself to the fever.  While he might try to control his brain, he found his body was another story. His cock turned to stone, recognizing the aroma for what it was.

      He shook his head, fighting off the thought, but the smell now surrounded them, pulling him in and making it impossible to control his reaction.

      As the guards prepared to open the gates and turn the three of them loose, Khalil fought to verbalize his command.

      “She. Is. Mine.”

      Onyx answered by lifting his leg, attempting to kick his commanding officer. It was not a good sign of his first officer’s control.

      But it was Avincent who scared Khalil the most when he calmly said the words Khalil had hoped were not true.

      “Impossible… We’re in so much trouble. She is a true omega.”

      

      
        
        The End… for now.
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        * * *

      

      Stay tuned for the next episode in the Caged Alpha series, Alpha’s Torture. Coming soon.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Caged Alpha Series Will Continue!

          

        

      

    

    
      I promise not to leave you hanging for too long for the next episode in the series. There are three more books planned and a possible spin off:

      

      
        
        Book One: Alpha’s Capture (you just read this)

        Book Two: Alpha’s Torture

        Book Three: Alpha’s Rescue

        Book Four: Alpha’s Revenge

      

      

      In the meantime, while you wait, head over to check out the Black Light Series, the contemporary BDSM series created by Livia Grant and Jennifer Bene and published by Black Collar Press.

      I suggest starting with Infamous Love, the prequel, that is a unique M/m/f menage love story.

      

      Blurb:

      A private car on a train to Paris.

      One penniless, language-challenged, curvaceous grad student. 

      Two A-list male models with a penchant for dominance; for each other, and a stranded young woman. 

      Emma Fischer begins her journey a girl, but ends it a woman in the commanding arms of Jaxson Davidson and Chase Cartwright. 

      Does what happens on the train have to stay on the train, or can it bloom into something real. Find out in this sexy, exciting menage romance.

      Grab your copy here or read FREE it in Kindle Unlimited! It is also available in audio here,

      

      Excerpt from Infamous Love:

      She watched silently as he opened the bottle of champagne. The sharp pop of the cork startled her. The room was so quiet; she could make out the sound of the bubbles as Jaxson poured three flutes to the three-quarters mark before reaching for the OJ and filling them to make mimosas. His eyes bored into her as he approached the bed where she and Chase lounged, the drinks in tow. He held a glass out silently to her, nodding for her to reach out and take it.

      Emma noticed Chase did Jaxson’s silent bidding, sitting up to take his own drink. Jaxson finally spoke, raising his glass in a toast. “To new friends.”

      Both men drank, but Emma sat frozen, her back against the pillows stacked along the headboard. “You aren’t drinking, Emma. Don’t you like meeting new friends?” Jax stared as he waited for her answer. She’d never met someone this intense before.

      “Is that what we are? Friends?” Where did that question come from?

      Jax finally cracked a small smile, “Of course we’re friends. Don’t think we invite everyone we meet into our private car.”

      “I’m not complaining, mind you, but why did you do that, exactly?”

      Jax’s green eyes twinkled with a mischief she hadn’t seen there before. “I don’t think she trusts us, Chase. What do you think?”

      She tore her gaze from Jax to see Chase grinning at her. Her skin felt on fire where his left hand was now caressing her left ankle, moving slowly higher under her jeans to her calf as he lifted his glass with his other hand to his lips to sip the drink before answering. “I think you’re right, Jax. What a shame, too. We are very trustworthy kinda guys.” The heated look on his face told her they were anything but.

      Despite the alarm bells going off in her head, Emma was filled with a foreign desire to live dangerously. Yesterday she’d concluded she needed to start taking more risks. It wasn’t every day she had a chance to make friends with two hot models.

      “Trustworthy, you say. I’d have to say so far, that might be true considering you saved me from the goons in the station and have helped me recover from their attack. Still… you haven’t mentioned what you expect in return for your kindness.”

      Jaxson answered with an exaggerated tone, which told her he was playing with her. “I resent that. We want to help out a beautiful woman and get accused of wanting something in return.”

      Emma’s self-doubt ran deep. The words spilled out of her mouth without even thinking, “Ha! Now I know you are liars. I’m not beautiful. At least not like those two models you were with yesterday at the hotel. I’m fat and plain and…”

      He moved so swiftly she barely had time to understand what was happening. She felt Chase’s hand squeezing her ankle as if to hold her still while Jax put his drink down on the bedside table before leaning in close. His hands brushed her body sending an electric shock through her, as she smelled his minty breath as he chastised her. All traces of his smile were gone, replaced by a scowl.

      “That will be the last time you call yourself fat… or plain… Do you hear me?”

      Her heart pounded in her chest by the serious anger she saw flashing in his eyes. “Why are you so angry? I’m only saying the truth.”

      Emma truly didn’t understand the rules of the game the men seemed to be playing. They sat in silence for a full minute, the atmosphere growing more awkward by the second. By the time Jaxson spoke, she knew whatever came out of his mouth would be the truth. She saw him struggling to find his words.

      “You honestly don’t see it, do you?”

      “See what?”

      “How beautiful you are.”

      She snickered, yet a small part of her obsessed over how awesome it would be to have those words be true. “Listen, you guys are nice, but you don’t have to keep lying.”

      She was on her feet in a flash, pulled there by Jaxson before he led her to the full-length mirror on the sliding closet door. Jax was a full foot taller than her. Their gaze met in the mirror as he held her still in front of him with his hands on her hips.

      “Do you want to know what I see, Emma?” He didn’t wait for her reply.

      His right hand stroked her long, thick brunette hair, weaving his fingers through what she considered her best physical attribute. Surprise arced through her when he yanked it, pulling her head back and exposing her creamy neck to the man who suddenly looked like a predator. “This is extraordinary hair, Emma. It makes me want to run my fingers through it and use it as a handle while I fuck you from behind.”

      His shocking words branded her, but he wasn’t done. His left hand moved to cup her double D breast, drawing a groan from her when he pinched her nipple, helping it to protrude obscenely through her thin top. “Did you see the pathetic breasts the bitch I was with yesterday had? They didn’t even fill half my hand. I could spend hours tying up and playing with your tits, baby. Skinny girls don’t have what you have.”

      It was a toss up whether her heart or brain was racing faster at Jaxson’s unexpected statement. Could he be telling the truth that he not only overlooked her less than perfect body, but actually valued it?

      Chase had joined them at the mirror and spoke next. “It’s your lips I can’t stop thinking about. You have the most beautiful, full lips. I would give anything to have you on your knees in front of me, looking up from below while you wrapped those pretty, perfect lips around my cock.”

      Jaxson had to see the surprise in her reflection because he jumped in again. “You’re a natural beauty, Emma. You don’t need tons of makeup and designer clothes to hide behind. But, it was your gorgeous eyes that attracted me to you first. They are the most unique shade of violet. In our business, everyone lies. I’ve learned how to read people through their eyes to try to pick out the bullshit. Your eyes are a mirror into your soul, Emma.”

      She braved speaking for the first time, “And what do my eyes say to you?” Her voice quavered. She wasn’t sure what she was hoping for.

      His mischievous grin was back. “They tell me you want to believe me. I see your intelligence… your honesty… your desire to be the one in the limelight for once instead of the one sitting on the sideline

      That hit a bit too close to home for Emma. How could this man possibly know how she had been feeling since coming to Europe? Jax’s gaze flashed with satisfaction. “I have your attention now, don’t I little girl?”

      

      Black Light Series Information:

      Season One:

      Infamous Love - A Black Light Prequel - https://amzn.to/2IQrasz

      Black Light: Rocked - https://amzn.to/2Jd2Q3s

      Black Light: Exposed - https://amzn.to/2xhyPe2

      Black Light: Valentine Roulette - https://amzn.to/2Ja8pQ5

      Black Light: Suspended - https://amzn.to/2KY6RpK

      Black Light: Cuffed - https://amzn.to/2JeSUXj

      Black Light: Rescued - https://amzn.to/2ITfLEn

      

      Season Two:

      Black Light: Roulette Redux - https://amzn.to/2ktoYZf

      Complicated Love - https://amzn.to/2y8zPOK

      Black Light: Suspicion - https://amzn.to/2xWYXca

      Black Light: Obsessed - Â https://amzn.to/2ynYaku

      Black Light: Fearless - https://amzn.to/2ryTrIU

      Black Light: Possession - https://amzn.to/2TnvLI2

      

      Season Three:

      Black Light: Celebrity Roulette - https://amzn.to/2Hi0kr4

      Black Light: Purged - A Black Light Short - https://amzn.to/2MTSiJw

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About Livia Bourne

          

        

      

    

    
      Livia Bourne is the alter ego of USA Today Bestselling author, Livia Grant. With the Bourne books, you'll still be getting the same raw, gritty romances that will take you to the edge of your seat, but these stories will be out of this world...literally.

      Don’t miss the next Livia Bourne release! Sign up for her Newsletter here for updates on upcoming releases and events.  You can also find her at the social media links below.
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