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    Aja - may be his captive, 
 
    But I won’t be conquered. 
 
      
 
    The dominant alien ordering me to call him Master is more than a warrior. Dark and mysterious, he has skills and talents beyond any I’ve ever encountered. 
 
      
 
    He can read my soul. 
 
      
 
    He’s discovered my naughtiest secret desires. And he’s determined to make me act out those wicked fantasies—for his enjoyment. 
 
      
 
    But I have another secret. One he must never learn. For it could cost me my life. 
 
      
 
    Vyraz – I am the last of my kind, preparing for the end. Until a headstrong human dares me to conquer her—and brings me back to life. 
 
      
 
    Arythios is gone, destroyed by an evil force. Men, women, children—dead. All that remains of our world, once the most powerful in the galaxy, is a team of warriors, a handful of starships, and me – the last surviving Archon. 
 
      
 
    I carry a heavy burden, that of keeping our history alive. And now I’ve been tasked with another. Choose one of the females sent to us as a breeder and impregnate her to insure the survival of our race. 
 
      
 
    That part of my life has long passed, as has my desire. But I will do my duty and set an example for those who want nothing to do with the small, frail humans the Federation sent us. 
 
      
 
    One catches my eye. Her skin is black as the vast expanse of deep space and there’s fire in her soul. But she refuses to submit – and my honor will not let me take her against her will. 
 
      
 
    I’ll need to call upon all my skills, all my training as an Archon. But as I uncover her most shameful secret desires, she awakens mine. Now I’m determined to conquer her—and make her beg me to bring them all to life. 
 
      
 
    Centauri Captives is a steamy sci-fi romance series from USA Today Bestselling Authors Kallista Dane and Kate Richards featuring masterful alien warriors and the captive Earth women they take as mates in a desperate attempt to save their race from oblivion. 
 
      
 
    Each book is a stand-alone, introducing a strong smart heroine and a super-hot alien hero in a battle of the sexes as old as the Universe. 
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 Prologue 
 
    Vyraz 
 
      
 
    She came toward me slowly, hips swaying. Moving to an exotic cadence as old as time. I could almost hear the low, seductive chant, feel the pulsing beat deep in my loins. An Arythian fertility goddess come to life. 
 
    But the fertility goddesses depicted in ancient scrolls did not have skin as black as the precious gemstones of the Mira-Ba caverns. 
 
    She wore a skirt made of narrow golden ribbons hanging down to the floor. Each one was tied to a link in the bronze chain fitted around her slender waist, just above the place where her hips swelled out. They fluttered with every step she took, revealing she was naked underneath. 
 
    Her head was bowed, her face in the shadows. All I could see was her silky black hair. It flowed down to graze lush full breasts tipped with shocking-pink nipples, as though the gods who created her wanted every male who set eyes on her to hunger for a taste of them. 
 
    She stopped in front of me, so close her scent filled my lungs, and dropped to her knees. 
 
    “Forgive me, Master,” she said. “I have done something forbidden.” 
 
    My mind flooded with erotic images. I fought to keep my voice stern. “What did you do?” 
 
    “I pleasured myself, my lord.” She went on in a rush, as though she might not have the courage to continue. “Without your permission. I know it was wrong.” 
 
    My cock swelled. “How did you pleasure yourself?” 
 
    “With my hands…” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “And the wand.” 
 
    “Don’t tell me,” I growled. “Show me.” 
 
    “No!” She looked up at me then, her beautiful dark eyes wide. “My lord, please. I know I deserve to be punished. But please…don’t make me do that.” 
 
    “You will do it in front of me. Or you will be punished—in front of all my men.” I ignored her shocked gasp. “Now, show me exactly what you did.” 
 
    She lay back on the floor, knees bent, legs spread. The silken ribbons parted, revealing soft labial folds the color of a seasprite shell, all the brighter against her ebony skin. With one hand, she stroked her pleasure nub, making it swell and grow, while one finger of her other hand dipped between the folds. 
 
    She stopped. Dropped her hands to her sides. “That’s what I did,” she murmured. 
 
    My cockheads strained against my pants, desperate to go where her finger had been. “Did you climax?” 
 
    “Yes, my lord.” 
 
    “Even though you knew it was forbidden.” 
 
    “Y…yes, Master.” 
 
    “Then keep going,” I commanded. “Do it again, exactly the way you did before. I want to watch.” I dropped to my knees, positioned myself between her legs so I had a close-up view. 
 
    Hesitantly, she pulled back the hood of her pleasure nub, began stroking it. Slipped her finger back inside the tight folds of her pussy. 
 
    “That’s not the way you did it,” I snapped. “You used the wand. It’s bigger than a single finger.” 
 
    She blushed, her cheeks turning the color of her pussy lips, and slid a second finger in. “Now do it. Make yourself come.” 
 
    I meant to drive home my dominance, but it was more like a punishment for me. Watching her fingers plunging in and out, hips bucking as she picked up the pace. Rubbing her little nub faster and faster, panting for breath as it swelled and grew. 
 
    Finally, I couldn’t bear it any longer. With a roar, I yanked down my pants. I leaned over her, braced myself on my elbows, and set my cockheads free. They twisted and writhed as they neared her dripping wet pussy. I lunged forward, ready to bury myself to the hilt in her sweet heat. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter One 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Vyraz 
 
      
 
    “Archon. Archon!” 
 
    I ran a trembling hand across my forehead. It had been many sols since I had a vision with such vivid detail. Even longer since I had such a rock-hard erection. 
 
    Rearranging my swollen member in my pants, I headed for the wall along the corridor. Laid my palm against it. 
 
    A section of the wall evaporated, revealing Admiral Dylos, his hand raised to knock again. “I’m sorry to disturb you,” he said, striding into the room. “I hope I didn’t interrupt anything important.” 
 
    “Not at all,” I lied. I ripped off the VR headset before he noticed it wasn’t switched on. “It’s time I took a break.” 
 
    “Have you found anything new?” 
 
    “Only a few phrases from one of the oldest scrolls. It’s slow going because I have to spell out every word letter by letter. Once I teach Larissa the ancient script, she’ll be able to transcribe it into both languages as fast as I visualize it.” 
 
    “Yes, Archon, I will.” The disembodied female voice of my AI assistant floated around us. In a moment of nostalgia, I’d christened her with the name of my first girlfriend. 
 
    “Do you think the scroll refers to our enemy?” Dylos asked. “What did it say?” 
 
    I thought back to the cryptic words. “I don’t know how old the scroll was. From the condition, it could have dated back hundreds of millennia. The scribe recounted an attack on Arythios by something or someone called the Rydek. The next few lines were torn away, then it picked up in the middle of a sentence. ‘The beast that thou sawest descended from the darkness above. And they that dwell in this world shall wonder when they behold the beast that was and is not and yet is.’ The part about a beast descending from the darkness above stood out. It sounded like an enemy that came from space, rather than a creature living inside a cave or deep in the ocean.” 
 
    “‘Was and is not and yet is.’ What the seventh hell does that mean?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know yet, Admiral. Our learned Holy Ones often used mystical language to hide the fact that they didn’t have any idea what was going on.” 
 
    Dylos laughed. “We are blessed to have you, Archon. Without your skill, all the ancient knowledge—such as it is—would have been lost to us forever.” 
 
    “It’s not a skill. My ability to recall everything I’ve ever learned is a gift from the gods.” 
 
    “Many are born with gifts. Few take the time and effort to perfect them as skills.” 
 
    I bowed my head to acknowledge the compliment. “I’m sorry I don’t have more to report, Admiral.” 
 
    “Please, call me Dylos. We’ve been friends forever. Besides, even though anything you can discover about our enemy is crucial, I didn’t come for a progress report. May I speak frankly with you?” 
 
    Friends forever. That was stretching the facts. Dylos had been one of my star pupils when I left the military to devote myself to training a new generation of warriors. Now he was commander of the Arythian Starfleet—or what remained of it. The realization hit me, along with a fresh wave of grief. There wouldn’t be a new generation of warriors to train. 
 
    “You’ve been locked away here for so long, Vyraz, I’m not sure if you heard the news. Although the Federation refused our request for sanctuary or assistance, the ruler of one of their minor planets said he was sending us a gift. ‘A gesture of Terran goodwill’ he called it. ‘To see to the needs of our men.’” He paused, pointing to the lounging area in my quarters. “Can we sit down?” 
 
    “Certainly,” I replied. 
 
    Dylos waited till I took a seat then settled in the pod facing mine. “An unmanned transport vehicle arrived a few sol cycles ago from Earth, bearing a cargo of aliens in stasis. We put them through a battery of tests. They are all healthy females.” 
 
    “To see to the needs of our men,” I repeated. “Quite a gift. We may not have a home, but now we can start our own private Pleasure Dome.” 
 
    He nodded. “More of an insult than a gift. That’s what I thought too. Until the doctor informed me they are all healthy fertile females.” 
 
    It took a moment for the word to sink in. “Breeding stock!” 
 
    Dylos nodded. “At first, when I discovered he sent us females instead of weapons or a team of warriors, I was insulted. But frankly, we have to put our pride aside and face the facts. Our world is gone. Men, women, children—all dead at the hand of an unknown enemy that may or may not be this Rydek that invaded our world once before, eons ago. We’re the sole survivors—a single battalion of starship warriors lucky enough—or unlucky enough—to be far away from home when our planet was attacked. Just between us, Archon, there are times I wish the enemy had taken me, too. I still can’t believe my Illora is gone, along with all our family and friends. You know, we never had any offspring but we were still trying…” His voice cracked, and he turned away for a moment. 
 
    I sat in silence, waiting for him to compose himself. There were no words, no gestures of comfort I could offer, to ease the pain in his soul. I didn’t have a mate, but I, too, had lost loved ones. We all had. Captain Mantsk had ordered the solport stripped of all color, knowing the sight of yellow or green or blue would bring back memories of happier times with those who were gone and stab at our hearts. Grief had turned us all gray, and we rocketed through the cosmos in our gray tomb, waiting until death freed us from the unbearable pain. 
 
    My mind was reeling. Was it possible? Could we impregnate these alien females? Assure the survival of our race, even though the gene pool would be diluted? 
 
    Dylos must have wondered the same thing. “We can fuck any species,” he said. “Gods know, our men have had some unusual holes to choose from in the Pleasure Domes. Producing offspring with these aliens is another matter. But the chance to save our race from extinction, even if we’d go on as half-breeds—we have to try.” 
 
    “I agree. And I will ask the gods for their blessing on you and the other men you choose. I assume they didn’t send enough for everyone,” I added. 
 
    “No and that’s part of the problem. As the highest ranking officer left alive, I’m in charge of our Starfleet, like it or not. I have to decide who gets a mate and who doesn’t. I allowed Mantsk first choice, as befitting his status as captain of this solport. It’s the closest thing we have to a home. Then I picked one. Commander Joran came next. And I figured I’d have each starship commander choose a female. I want them to have hope for the future. Something to fight for when we go into battle with the enemy.” 
 
    I nodded. “Wise choices.” 
 
    “Here’s where I need your help. Some of the men have been grumbling. Saying they don’t want to have to fuck ugly aliens and raise half-breed offspring. They’d rather take care of their needs the way our warriors without a mate have always done—with willing females from a Pleasure Dome.” 
 
    “Are the humans ugly?” 
 
    “Well, they’re not as pretty as our females. They’re small and dull looking, and most of them have pale skin.” 
 
    “So you want me to talk to the men? I can try to find some way to make them look at it as a pleasure instead of a duty.” 
 
    “Actually, I was hoping you would choose one yourself. It would set a wonderful example for the troops if our Archon took a human mate and impregnated her.” He caught the shocked expression on my face and hesitated before going on. “There’s one more thing. It turns out the humans they sent us weren’t volunteers. Their leader apparently saw an opportunity to rid his world of females who could cause him a problem. So far the ones we’ve chosen aren’t willing to call us Master and be submissive, let alone breeding with us when we order them to. We’ve had to resort to stern punishment just to make them obey like proper Arythian mates.” 
 
    His face brightened. “On a positive note, we’ve discovered there is one time they change color. It’s when we spank them. Then their asses turn a pretty shade of pink. Sometimes even red.” He grinned. “And they seem to like being punished. So far, every one of them has found it arousing.” 
 
    I was shaking my head. “Dylos, I’d like to help, but that’s out of the question. I’m long past the sol when I could bed a female, let alone sire young.” 
 
    “Based on what I saw when I walked in, I don’t think that’s quite accurate, Vyraz.” He glanced down at the bulge still noticeable in my trousers and winked. “All I ask is that you come and take a look. The rest of them are still in stasis, so you can take your time. Who knows, one may strike your fancy.” His smile disappeared. “I need you, sir. Your race needs you. You’re the last of your kind. When you’re gone, the legacy of an Archon goes with you—unless you produce an heir who has your gifts.” 
 
    I sighed. “I taught you too well, Admiral. When flattery doesn’t work, trot out duty and honor. And if all else fails, aim for the groin.” 
 
    I followed him down the long gray corridors. Though I hated to admit it, he had me intrigued. I’d had my share of females over the sols, but I was dedicated to my studies and then to my work so I never took a mate. And, over time, desire had faded. I couldn’t remember the last time I visited a pleasure worker. But having him appear right after my erotic vision, talking of submission and spanking and bright-red asses, had my cock stiff again. I told myself it couldn’t hurt just to look. 
 
    We headed for the transport bay. It had been taken over by the human cargo, walls and partitions removed to form one cavernous space lined with tables, each one bearing a female in deep sleep. Some naked, some wearing gowns, others covered with a sheet. 
 
    I could see what he meant. They were smaller than our females. One looked so tiny I didn’t see how her body would be capable of taking the erect cock of an Arythian warrior. Dylos stood back while I wandered along the rows, enjoying the sight of them. I wasn’t so old that I failed to be stirred by a pair of lush full breasts or a firm rounded ass. Thank the gods from what I’d seen all of them had only two breasts each, just like our females. 
 
    A darker head of hair at the far end of the room caught my eye, and I wandered closer. Long, silky black locks peeked out from under a sheet that covered the female head to toe, like a shroud. Some perverse instinct made me pull the cloth away. 
 
    My heart pounded. I felt the heady rush of blood pour through my veins, straight to my manhood. 
 
    Her skin gleamed under the bright lights of the bay, as black as the priceless gems mined in the caverns of Mira-Ba back home on Arythios. So black it carried a hint of purple undertones. Impossible. It must have been a trick of the light. Or of my addled brain. Purple was the color of passion in my people. Seeing a rich purple hue was as arousing to a healthy male as feeling up the soft full tit of a brazen wench. Like the one my hand was cupping, though I didn’t remember reaching for it. 
 
    My thumb grazed the deep pink nipple. I didn’t have to look any further. “This one,” I muttered. “I want this one.” 
 
    I glanced back to where Dylos stood, across the huge space. “I want this one,” I repeated louder, my voice ringing though the cavernous space. 
 
    I knew if I spread her legs I’d see labial folds the color of a seasprite shell. My cockheads writhed inside my pants, straining to be freed. 
 
    My fingers tightened reflexively, squeezing the pink nipple, making it pucker and turn a deeper pink. I heard a gasp and looked down. 
 
    Her eyes were open, those beautiful dark eyes. The eyes that held mine when she knelt at my feet. Half-naked, confessing her wickedness. Telling me she deserved to be punished. Then showing me why. My vision—come to life. 
 
    It seemed the gods weren’t ready to have me join them yet. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Aja 
 
      
 
    “What are you doing?” I gasped out the words, waking from a dream that quickly faded out of my ability to remember the details, but a large hand covered my breast, the thumb bringing my nipple quickly to a stiff peak. My breasts, large for my slim frame, always attracted attention. Most people thought they were implants, but no. Just eye candy for every sleaze who came into my father’s store. 
 
    But the sleazes never actually touched—not under his watchful stare. They just leered and ogled whenever his back was turned. To my father, I was an asset, one to be well guarded. 
 
    But what I saw when I peeked from under lowered lids was anything but Father’s store. Nor was it home or anywhere else I’d been before. I lay flat on my back on a table of some sort, nude, and although I saw no visible ropes or chains, and I tried hard, I was unable to move. 
 
    A huge man stood over me, his skin some shade between gray and lavender, his bald head well-shaped, full lips parted as he focused his gaze on…on me. A dark-blue jumpsuit emblazoned with some kind of insignia on the top left chest outlined his broad shoulders and trim waist as well as an alarmingly large bulge below his waist. 
 
    While the man, who must have been at least seven-feet tall, spoke to another man in a language I could—for some reason I couldn’t figure out—understood a little of. Just a word here and there. I was certain I’d never heard it before, but, as their conversation went on, more and more became clear. “This one.” What did that mean? 
 
    I flicked my gaze, the only thing that I seemed to have the ability to move, to the left and right to see rows of other women laid out around me. Had there been an accident of some kind? Had we all been injured? The big, high-ceilinged room in which we lay had little to identify it, but…I struggled to remember anything that might put this situation into perspective. 
 
    Were these men doctors? The one wore something like a lab coat, but the other…could he be some kind of cop? Some sort of CSI guy making a report? The other one held a tablet but the taller one nothing. 
 
    What happened? 
 
    All the bodies around me were female, and all breathing so far as I could tell, so that was reassuring. And I saw no blood, no bandages or other medical apparatus to indicate we were in some sort of a hospital. 
 
    The men stepped back and spoke in quieter tones, joined by a third man who had an air of authority. He must be in charge. Though I strained, I could no longer hear enough to decipher what they were saying. 
 
    Yet I knew I could if they spoke up or came closer. 
 
    Was everyone here paralyzed? Or just unconscious? 
 
    I had to know what happened. I couldn’t recall a plane crash or anything that might have put us all into this state. But then didn’t they say that people who had been in a coma often had little memory of the time immediately prior to their accident or stroke or whatever? Still, unless I’d had an aneurism or something—which the sheer number of other victims made seem unlikely—I shouldn’t be having trouble understanding the two men speaking. Unless I’d been overseas when whatever terrible thing happened? But why? I continued to listen. Or try to. 
 
    No, they weren’t speaking my language. As consciousness cemented itself, I became very sure of that. And I knew why I was getting at least some of their words. 
 
    A chip… I’d heard of implants that could help one to understand other languages, of course. Even seen a few in action. My father, in addition to being one of the largest importers of exotic items of questionable origins, had many connections in the government, and abroad. Sometimes guests at the dinners my father hosted for clients were from far away, and they used them to participate in the conversation. Much less cumbersome than a translator. And more secure. 
 
    But this wasn’t working very well at all—so it must be some really obscure tongue. Spoken by someone whose skin was a hue I’d never seen or heard of before. 
 
    I couldn’t move my limbs, but I could feel them. Did that mean I wasn’t paralyzed? 
 
    If not, then what? 
 
    The guy who seemed to be in charge finished saying something and left. I tried again to move, to sit up, to bend a finger. 
 
    Panic welled up inside me until it threatened to spill out in some form I couldn’t imagine. Finally, I managed to emit a shriek, well more like a squeak, and the remaining duo who were discussing my treatment or injuries or where to have lunch both turned to face me. 
 
    Whatever they saw in my face, terror, fear, confusion, had them stepping fast to my side. 
 
    “What is wrong…her?” The taller man, the one who’d fondled my breasts. Funny how that had slipped my mind when I thought I was dying. 
 
    I was getting more words now. 
 
    “Nothing Archon,” the lab coat-wearing man with the tablet replied. “She’s just coming out of the stasis, and that can lead to some confusion. She’ll be… Won’t you?” 
 
    “Fine, I…” Turned out I could speak. I’d somehow thought I couldn’t. “Are you asking if I’m fine? I can’t move. I-we were we all in an accident?” I wanted to indicate the other women but, without working hands, couldn’t. “Tell me what happened.” 
 
    Both of them watched me with something akin to pity in their expressions. “No accident.” Tablet guy. “Your vital signs and responses are all perfect. You’re probably just a little foggy, but that will pass.” 
 
    I blinked at him, using my eyes to convey anything I could. “Then why can’t I move? I’m not paralyzed?” 
 
    “No.” He made some notes on his tablet. “Not at all.” 
 
    The other man cut in. “Just have her sent to my quarters so I can get her bred and return to my studies.” 
 
    If I’d been panicked before, or thought I had, that sensation had nothing on what I endured now. “Bred? You want to breed me like a cow? Are you my husband? Did my father finally managed to force me into a marriage against my will? I won’t do it, do you hear me? I’ll kill you first!” 
 
    I tried to move even a toe or a finger, anything to get out of here before I found myself tied to this stranger-than-strange stranger for my lifetime. Where had Father dug him up? Must be one of those obscure peoples who never left the rain forest or from Siberia or somewhere. Someone who could do something for him, help him achieve his ultimate goal. 
 
    To my horror, a small smile lifted the corners of the tall one’s lips, raising them into an amused smirk. “I’m afraid I cannot allow you to kill me, although I appreciate your anger. If I’d been raised by a father who I thought might treat me as chattel, I might feel the same. But you aren’t married.” 
 
    I exhaled a half breath in relief before his next words had me sucking it right back in. “No, it’s not your father who had you sent here, at least not so far as I know.” 
 
    “Then who? Where am I? And why can’t I move?” 
 
    He nodded. “I understand your concern. First, you were a gift from your government to my people, and our admiral has gifted you to me.” 
 
    I thought my head was going to explode but did my best to contain it. I still had more questions, and if I went off the deep end into hysteria, I’d probably waken “bred and wed.” 
 
    As to where you are, you are on the Arythian Solport captained by the honorable Mantsk, many light years from your home world.” 
 
    Brain expanding, skull about to shatter into a thousand pieces. 
 
    “And you can’t move because of The Controller.” 
 
    Okay, with my blood pressure a million over three-quarters of a million, sane thoughts were hard to come by. But that last one I could maybe handle. “And can you turn off The Controller?” 
 
    He nodded. “Of course, we can.” 
 
    Mmm… “Would you?” 
 
    He gave the other man a look and received a quick head shake in return. “No, I think that will have to wait. Now, if there are no other questions, I must continue my work, and will return to my quarters to breed you shortly.” 
 
    Don’t say that again!” I shrilled. “Don’t say ‘breed’ or ‘bred’ or anything like that. I’m not going to give birth to horribly mutant alien children just because my father or my government or anyone else gave me to you wrapped up with a ribbon.” 
 
    “There’s no ribbon.” His voice was low and even, but his eyes snapped. 
 
    “You know what I mean.” 
 
    “No, but if you’d like to have ribbons, we will try to obtain them for you. Breeding females can be so needy.” 
 
    “Oh my God. I’m not breeding.” 
 
    “You will be shortly, so if we can anticipate those needs, we can meet them better. Before I go, is there anything else you need?” He looked so impatient, as if I was keeping him from more important tasks. Now I wasn’t sure whether to be angry, frightened, or insulted. Suddenly the short, stocky, poorly-spoken son of my father’s business partner in Brazil sounded like a more viable option. Why had I turned him down again? Surely I could learn to live with a little dragon breath if it kept me on Earth. And the youth had fawned over me. This man, this alien, didn’t look like he’d ever fawned over anyone. 
 
    “I. Need. You. To. Take. Me. Home.” How could I say it any clearer? “Now.” There. 
 
    “Oh that’s quite impossible. Besides, I have my assignment. The admiral feels I would be setting a good example for the others if I take you on and impregnate you. To improve morale. Despite my less than military standing here, he feels as Archon I can help. Dylos is a good leader who wants what’s best for all.” He shrugged, as if he was talking about picking a place to buy socks rather than deciding my future as an alien womb. “So, we do what we have to.” He turned away, facing the other man, and their mumbled words were impossible to discern again. It was rather amazing I’d understood him so well, now that I thought about it. The chip had learned quickly. 
 
    Before I finished thinking that, the tall one turned. “I will return to my quarters shortly. You will have her moved there?” 
 
    “Yes, Archon.” So that was his name. 
 
    “Archon?” I called, still attempting to think of a way to change my fate, although I knew there was none. 
 
    “Vyraz,” he said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Vyraz, that’s my name.” 
 
    “I-what is that other name then?” 
 
    “More of a job title, but, under the circumstances, I think you should just call me Master for the time being.” 
 
    “Master? When Hell freezes over.” 
 
    “Very good. I don’t know what this Hell is, but it sounds like a chilly place.” 
 
    “No,” I spluttered, fighting for freedom inside even if it probably didn’t show at all. “Hell is hot, and I meant I wouldn’t call you Master.” 
 
    “But you just did.” He nodded and left. 
 
    And I went into a hysterical frenzy, or at least as much as that was possible with only being able to move my eyes and lips. The tablet man clucked his tongue and approached with a device that resembled a gun. I screamed. He shushed me and pressed the barrel to my arm then squeezed the trigger. 
 
    The last thing I registered before things went dark—again—was the hiss of something penetrating my skin and the tablet guy’s shushing. I closed my eyes, praying this was all a horrible nightmare and I’d waken in my father’s home to the scent of coffee and the sounds of morning news on the screen in the living room. 
 
    Because if this was real, I’d gone from being chattel to being a person entirely without rights. If there was a difference. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Vyraz 
 
      
 
    I headed to my quarters, strapped on my headset, and got back to work. I’d been envisioning the ancient scroll that made reference to an evil force called the Rydek, creating a virtual copy in my mind for Larissa to transcribe and enter into the database I’d been compiling. 
 
    I bore a heavy weight on my shoulders. My work was crucial to our civilization. Not just to discover how our ancestors had defeated the threat to our world in the past, but for another equally important reason. The history of our civilization, its literature, poems—the works of our greatest scholars and theologians—had been reduced to whatever I managed to retrieve from the recesses of my mind. The entire contents of the library in the fortress on Mt. Eris had been destroyed, along with the rest of my world. 
 
    The monks who raised me were long gone, of course. Their successors, the next generations of Holy Ones who were the learned scholars and keepers of the old ways, had all been killed when the evil force raided our planet, as were the other Archons. I alone had survived, only because I’d been on the solport, conducting an advanced training session for a battalion of warriors, the elite squad of the Arythian Starfleet. 
 
    When we got word of the massacre, my other skills were called upon. Grief counselor, therapist, empath. Archons played a complex role in Arythian society. On other worlds, we might have been looked upon as High Priests. But we were all warriors as well, trained to use our sensory talents to enhance our fighting skills. 
 
    The Arythian people were committed to a peaceful existence, honoring life in all its forms. We had not called upon our warriors to go into battle for nearly a millennium, relying on diplomacy to solve any conflicts that arose with other sentient species. But we were a practical race as well, and history had taught us the best way to ensure peace was to back it up with might. So we maintained a starfleet, trained our fighting force, and produced generation after generation of Archons, schooled from childhood in sword fighting, Tridacian wrangling, 10th echelon Paaliaq—every type of combat in the known universe. 
 
    I’d retired from active duty long ago to pursue my studies of the ancient manuscripts in the Fortress. But as the gods would have it, my fighting skills were the ones I’d employed most in the recent past. The warriors needed an outlet for their unbearable grief. I helped them channel it into action. They trained to the point of exhaustion and beyond, honing their formidable abilities and learning new ones. If not for Guryon, a hereditary warrior willing to take on any of them who needed to fight without holding back, and who could make sure nobody got hurt in the process, we’d have had even bigger problems. 
 
    Only recently had I been able to devote myself to my other task, the one I considered even more important to the future of our race. Along with my talents as Archon, I possessed a unique gift, that of total recall. I spent countless hours every sol envisioning the details of the ancient scrolls I’d studied over the years, recreating them in VR for Larissa. Not only did she record my translations of each one, she copied them in the ancient script as well, so that future scholars could have the opportunity to use their own skills and find new interpretations of the archaic passages. That’s where I discovered an ancient reference to the Rydek, a destructive force that came from the heavens. I’d been looking for more information about it ever since, but so far there’d only been a few cryptic phrases that made little sense. 
 
    Try as I might to concentrate, the image that kept popping up on Larissa’s VR screen was that of a naked dark-skinned female with shocking-pink nipples and flowing purple-black hair, lying on a table fast asleep. 
 
    “I’ve recorded this particular image five times already, Archon,” she chided me. “Do you have additional data you want me to include with it?” 
 
    I sighed. “Delete them all, Larissa. And then halt.” 
 
    “Yes, Archon. Blessings and peace to you and all sentient beings in the Universe.” After repeating the time-honored words that served as both greeting and farewell for the Holy Ones, her disembodied voice faded away. 
 
    I ripped off the headset and tossed it on my work console then crossed the room and laid my palm on the wall adjoining my bedchamber. A portion of it vanished, leaving me staring at the same image I’d just erased. With one difference. This naked female was wide awake. And she had fire in her eyes. 
 
    “It’s about time you showed up. Release me,” she snapped, with the attitude of someone used to being obeyed. 
 
    I’d had years of dealing with brash young warriors, each one thinking his size and physical prowess entitled him to dictate the behavior of those around him. So, instead of delivering a lecture on who was Master here, I simply raised an eyebrow. “Or what?” I inquired mildly. 
 
    “Or I’ll…” Her voice died off as the reality of her situation hit home. For a moment, sheer panic replaced the fury in her eyes, but she reined it in. 
 
    I strolled into the room. Ran my gaze over her body, lying on the bed. She strained against The Controller then trembled with suppressed fury. “You can’t keep me here,” she declared. “My father is a very important man back on Earth. When he finds out I’m being held captive on an alien ship, he’ll see to it that our leaders bring the might of the Interstellar Federation down on you.” 
 
    “I doubt that. We’ve already had this conversation,” I pointed out. “It was the leader of your planet who sent you here. ‘As a gesture of goodwill. To see to the needs of your troops.’ I believe those were his words.” 
 
    “‘The needs of your troops.’ How typical of that prick Ravensworth. He sells off women as whores and makes it sound like an act of diplomacy. Well, I may be a prisoner here, so you think you can fuck me all you want,” she raged. “But, sooner or later, you’re going to have to let me up. And then I’ll make you pay.” 
 
    I nodded. “You will certainly try. I would expect no less. But my people are not uncivilized. Arythian males do not force themselves on unwilling females.” 
 
    “Oh, really? Then why am I lying here naked, bound in place by something you called The Controller?” 
 
    “I didn’t say our males would not breed with your females. I said we would not force ourselves on you unwillingly.” 
 
    ”Well, I’m not willing. So let me up.” 
 
    “I’m afraid I cannot do that. But what I can do is see to your willingness.” 
 
    “What the hell does that mean?” 
 
    I reached into my pocket for the jar of cybellus Dylos had slipped me before I left the transport bay. I had never used the substance, since females of every species I’d ever encountered were eager to have sex with an Archon. They’d all heard of our legendary talents. But it seemed this Terran female required persuasion. 
 
    I knew how it worked, so I unscrewed the lid and dipped three fingers in then rubbed it on her breasts, making sure to thoroughly cover her nipples. Blue-gray in color, cybellus had the consistency of the soft clay our potters used to create decorative bowls and vases. 
 
    “Stop it! What is that stuff?” 
 
    “It’s a harmless potion my people use to enhance a female’s desire to mate.” 
 
    “So far, the only desire I’m feeling is a desire to have you get that crap off me. It’s cold, and it’s slimy.” 
 
    She had a point. I didn’t sense any erotic thoughts from her. Perhaps I hadn’t applied it with sufficient attention to the process. 
 
    I dipped my fingers in again, this time concentrating on her lower body. Running my hand up the inside of her thigh, allowing my own fantasies to guide me. It had been many sols since I stroked the soft flesh of a female but, as my people say, it’s like riding a jabala. Once you’ve done it, you never forget how. 
 
    She bit off a gasp when my fingers began spreading the cybellus on her seasprite-pink folds. 
 
    “Get your hands off me, you pervert!” 
 
    Still not the reaction I’d been expecting. I redoubled my efforts, making sure to pay attention to the tiny bud at the apex of her thighs. Terran physiology had a few quirks when it came to the female center of pleasure. I ran my fingertip over it, pushing back the hood that partially obscured my access, and stroked the cybellus on. 
 
    Her eyes closed. She gave a little moan, and a jumble of images flooded my mind, cut off a moment later when she glared at me. 
 
    “I said stop it!” 
 
    “I’m finished for now,” I replied, turning away. 
 
    “Wait! Where are you going? Come back! This stuff is getting hot, and it’s melting all over me. Get it off. It’s…aaaah!” 
 
    Dylos told me cybellus seemed to work even better on the Terrans than it did on Arythian females. It heated up faster, and, based on the descriptions given by the females who’d experienced it, the electrical pulses it delivered came as deep, throbbing sensations. Still, I’d wondered if I’d have the same connection with her species as I did with a female of my own. My concerns disappeared in an instant. The pulse rocketed straight to my groin at the same moment I heard her scream. 
 
    I gave a sigh of relief as I laid my palm on the screen and headed back to my work area. I didn’t plan to be there long. Based on the wickedly explicit images I was already picking up, the only thing I needed to worry about in the future would be having enough energy left to strap on my headset after making the secret fantasies of this dark goddess a reality. 
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 Aja 
 
      
 
    The wall closed behind the bastard who expected me to beg him to fuck me. The sun…any sun in the Universe, had never risen on the day that would happen. He’d made the mistake of letting me know that he wouldn’t rape me. Therefore, despite my nudity and bound state, I would remain unfucked until the end of time. Or until the day he recognized the futility and let me free to return to my people. 
 
    Not that they were any prize. Ravensworth only ruled because he was allowed to. And legally elected, at least, at first. He’d already been in office twice the allowed time, but had somehow managed to retain his seat through some sort of shenanigans that skirted the edge of the law. He’d declared one emergency after another, and, though they were utter nonsense, according to my father and his cronies, they admired him for achieving his goals through means fair or foul. 
 
    I tried to squirm, the cream smeared on my skin melting with my body heat. It produced an itch, a throbbing sort of ache unlike anything I’d experienced before. I wanted to touch myself, to rub all the places where the hot, sticky salve lay burning my skin. Not just my skin… Bound by The Controller, I could do nothing to relieve any of it. Beads of sweat burst out on my forehead, and my breathing grew labored. 
 
    I’d rejected one after another of the men my father paraded before me, and I’d known that could not go on forever. At some point he was going to find a bidder too high to pass on, and my yes or no would no longer matter…was that what did happen? My stomach knotted despite all the other physical sensations I endured. Had he been in this with Ravensworth? I knew a lot of what went on, the sleazy deals my father engaged in, and that he was in bed—figuratively—with the leader but why would that have led me here? I’d never even exchanged words with him, only been hanging back in the corner while they talked. And the last time they did, I had detected some tension, wondered if their political love affair was showing strain. 
 
    Honestly, if I hadn’t recognized that anything Father did was at least technically illegal if not actually criminal, I wouldn’t have even considered the connection. And the fact that I’d spotted a few items in Ravensworth’s mansion that had passed through our shop. Antiquities…very valuable and with no place outside their home countries. My degree in archaeology made me knowledgeable enough to recognize that they were no reproductions. 
 
    But we—the other women and I—were gifts, not purchased. And my father gave nothing away for free. Not even me. So either he got something very valuable in exchange, or I’d been stolen, perhaps in punishment for some perceived slight. 
 
    The cybell-whatever it was seemed to have a life of its own, kicking in again and sending waves of torturous sensations crawling over my skin. It made me want things I’d never wanted before. And want them desperately. All those men who came to the shop and looked me over as if I was one more item for sale, who made offers that I guess weren’t high enough to force my father’s greed into accepting them—the thought of their hands on me made my skin crawl. 
 
    But my “Master,” the alien into whose hands I’d landed for reasons I did not understand—his touch had ignited something deep inside me. Despite my pride, my determination to escape, maybe I could indulge first? My virginity had been guarded like yet another antiquity, something that increased my value. If that was removed from the equation, it would change everything. 
 
    Then when I made my escape back to Earth—I had no idea how that might happen, but was determined it would—my father would have to agree I was damaged goods, soiled, spoiled, and worth nothing to those men. Those uber-wealthy men all at least twice my age, one of whom would eventually have bought me. Kinky old bastards didn’t want spoiled goods. 
 
    I’d have shuddered if I could move. 
 
    If my mother had been around, she’d never have allowed any of this, but she’d been gone since I was a toddler, leaving me no memory at all beyond a sweet voice and warm smile. But with no mother, I had to protect myself. The idea grew. If I let this alien take my virginity, I’d be safe, valueless, and free to live my own life. Of less value, anyway. Maybe I could steal a shuttle and intercept an Earth vessel, or perhaps we’d stop at a planet for supplies, and I could slip away. Plan B was better, since I had no idea how to fly a shuttle. 
 
    The salve seeped into my skin, until I was ready to combust. All right, Master. I’ll ask you to fuck me. But only because it suits my own ends. Let’s get rid of the hymen that’s ruining my life. 
 
    “Master,” I called, hoping he could somehow hear me through the wall. Perhaps via a listening device he’d been using to enjoy the moans that had slipped from me as the evil gray sludge woke my nerve endings and drove them to a frenzy. “Master, anytime. I’m ready to be ruined.” I bit my lip. If he didn’t know about my untouched status, I certainly didn’t want to tell him. Both because it might make him realize my value and sell me to someone else and because, if he did decide to keep me, it would increase his enjoyment. Were alien males like those from Earth? Did they prize an untouched female? Probably. 
 
    I waited then called again. “Anytime, Master. Your sex slave awaits.” The words fell from my lips, but the chill that gripped my spine was in reaction to the truth held therein. I’d decided to let him fuck me one time—but wouldn’t that give him access to me anytime after that? At least until an escape opportunity arrived? Well, I’d deal with that later. 
 
    My swollen clit pulsed, nipples twinged, peaked and reaching for the ceiling. Where was that alien anyway? I’d assumed he was waiting anxiously for my words, but as the moments passed, I began to wonder. I was prepared to grant him permission to use my body, at least for this one time. Didn’t he recognize the honor I bestowed? I’d rejected billionaires from the Middle Eastern deserts and more than one descendant of the crowned heads of Europe. 
 
    Who the hell was this alien to ignore me? It wasn’t an offer I was likely to repeat. I only made it now to suit my own ends. If it eased or “switched off” this bizarre version of an aphrodisiac, that was just an additional benefit. 
 
    I opened my mouth—something The Controller did not control—to cry out again then snapped it closed. Although my skin rippled with need, I refused to beg. What did I have left but pride? My captor, at least, was not unattractive. Although I believed him to be older than me by some years, he was the antithesis of those wrinkled sheikhs and members of the suit-clad gentry who’d expressed interest in the past. He was tall, at least seven feet, and despite his odd coloring, his even features, full lips and deep, warm eyes with crinkles at the sides were attractive. If he wasn’t looking to possess me in such a way, I’d have liked to know him. To talk about the things he’d seen in the wide Universe. My own experience was so limited, even on my own planet, and I was thirsty to know about other places and things. 
 
    But it was silly to even think of when he only wanted me for sex. He was like all the rest in that, after all. But, for the first time, I felt empowered. I could use my body to get what I wanted. If he found me willing, perhaps even eager, he might be led to believe I was happy with my position as his mistress…sex slave…concubine. Then, when we did land on a planet, he’d be caught off guard when I ran for it. 
 
    But whatever the future held, I needed this aching to stop. If my hands were free I could slide my fingers between my legs and touch myself…but they were not. “Master!” I shouted at the top of my lungs. “Please. I await you. Come and take me.” I tried not to think how much sincerity lay behind those words. “If you don’t come, I’ll change my mind.” Yeah, sure, that would happen. “Just come and…and help me!” 
 
    I squeezed my eyes closed, in despair. Perhaps he was a sadist. Taking more pleasure in watching me suffer. Was there a camera up in the corner there behind the bed? In one of the dissolvable walls? 
 
    “Please.” My voice broke on a sob. “I-I can’t stand it anymore. I ache. Make it stop.” With every word, the plan to escape moved deeper into my mind, and the desperate need to deal with what my body craved took precedence. Tears slipped from my eyes to slide down my temples and into my ears. “Please…” 
 
    As that whimper fell from my lips, the wall shimmered and dissolved. He faced me, wearing only tight black pants, no shirt. The jumpsuit was gone. He might be older, but that didn’t do anything to diminish the smooth muscles highlighted on one side by a complex series of tattoos. His skin was changing from gray to lavender before my eyes, the artwork pulsing dull gold. I wanted to trace his nipples with my tongue, to explore his face with my fingertips. I wanted to see what lay behind the huge bulge below his waistband. 
 
    “Please, what, human female?” 
 
    I squeezed my eyes closed before replying. “Ease me. Please fuck me.” There were far less attractive beings to lose my virginity to. When he didn’t reply right away, I peeked. 
 
    The Archon’s lips curved upward. “Since you asked so nicely.” He entered, the wall closing behind him, shutting us in together. “It would be my pleasure.” 
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 Vyraz 
 
      
 
    I took two steps forward then stopped, rooted to the spot. Was it possible? Beneath the jumbled images assaulting my mind, bodies copulating in every conceivable position, I thought I sensed anxiety. Fear of the unknown. 
 
    How could a female with such detailed sexual fantasies fear the act itself? I decided to explore further. 
 
    “What is it you want me to do?” 
 
    She moaned, squirming on the bed. “I told you. Fuck me.” 
 
    I took a step closer. Close enough to inhale the dizzying scent of her arousal. “Tell me how you like it.” 
 
    More images assaulted my mind, flashing by so quickly I could barely take them in. She wrinkled her brow, confused. “You know. The regular way.” 
 
    “The regular way for people of my world may be different from yours. Can you describe in detail how you want me to fuck you?” 
 
    She bit her lip. Beads of sweat stood out on her forehead. “Just get on top of me and stick it in.” 
 
    “No narvi first? No redation?” I tossed out terms I’d just invented. 
 
    “Uh…sure. Of course I want that, too.” 
 
    I sat down on the edge of the bed. “You’ve never been fucked before, have you?” 
 
    “Yes I have. Lots of times. By lots of men. And they all had big cocks.” She got a crafty look in her eyes. “But you’re a really big boy. I bet yours is bigger than any of them. Wanna show it to me?” 
 
    I recognized cybellus-fueled desperation and smiled. “In time. The ability to feel passion and pleasure is a gift from the gods. It should be savored, not rushed. By the time I claim you, little human, your senses will be honed to a fine pitch.” I ran a fingertip over her taut stomach, watching her quiver at my touch. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m already there. So, let’s just do it. Now!” Her voice rose at the end, once again taking on an authoritative note. 
 
    I sighed. It had been a long time since I’d dealt with a willful female. Before I could teach this one how to accept the pleasure I would give her, she had to accept my position of authority over her. Disengaging The Controller, I flipped her onto her stomach, and delivered a sharp swat to her naked backside. She let out an angry howl. 
 
    “We Arythians have rules for our females,” I said. “Rules that must be obeyed. Or the females get punished.” 
 
    It had been a long time since I’d heard the sharp smack of my palm on a firm female ass. I’d forgotten how enjoyable domination could be. For both parties, if it was done properly. My cockheads writhed in anticipation. 
 
    “Fuck you! And fuck your rules,” she yelled. 
 
    Clearly, she wasn’t enjoying it yet. It was definitely time to begin training this fiery alien in how to be properly submissive. I spanked her again, raising my voice to be heard over the stream of curses that followed. These Terrans had such colorful idioms. But the ones involving a man’s mother being a four-legged female canine… Unacceptable and deserving of punishment. 
 
    “Rule number one—you will address me as Master. Rule number two…” I punctuated each number with a stern whack, noting that her skin did not turn red the way an Arythian female’s would have when spanked. I stroked her bottom experimentally. However, it did feel warmer than when I began. How fascinating. Would her body have the magnificent midnight black sheen of a Mira-Ba crystal all the time? 
 
    She cursed me again, and I realized I’d gotten distracted. “Rule number two.” I repeated it with another whack, as though I’d meant to do that all along. “You will not tell me what to do. Ever.” 
 
    “Dream on, asshole!” She twisted away, glaring at me. 
 
    I rolled her back onto her stomach and grabbed her wrists, pinning them in place behind her back before engaging The Controller again. “Rule number three. You will speak respectfully at all times. In a soft voice,” I added when she reacted to my accompanying smack with a shrill screech. “I will continue this spanking until you apologize for your disrespect.” 
 
    “Go to hell!” 
 
    We fell into a rhythm. I’d give her a whack then tell her what I expected from her in terms of proper behavior. She’d answer with what I guessed were rude Terran epithets, since some of her remarks did not seem to translate properly. For example, it was clearly anatomically impossible for me to shove my head up my ass. Then I’d smack her again. 
 
    I had hoped to introduce her to sensual pleasures before having to assert my authority as a male, but the alien female was surprisingly stubborn and unwilling to accept my direction. I knew it was crucial that I win this first battle of wills. I’d never formally taken a mate, but I’d heard it was the same with every female. You had to show them who was in charge. Once they understood their position, they were far easier to handle. 
 
    Still, my overall objective was to put this female into a willing frame of mind to breed her. It didn’t take the skills of an Archon to see that this method wasn’t achieving the desired result. I decided to use a different tactic. 
 
    The next time I smacked her ass, I followed up by tracing slow, sensuous circles on her hot skin with my fingers. Her curse ended mid-stream. 
 
    “You son of a…aaah!” 
 
    I smacked her again. Not hard, but firmly. “Say ‘I’m sorry I was rude to you, Master.’” This time, before she could respond, I slid a finger between the taut cheeks of her ass. The cybellus was still working because she instinctively opened her legs. 
 
    I ran my finger over the seasprite pink folds between her legs and it came away wet with the slick juices of her arousal. Interesting. I’d been so focused on listening to her shrill curses that I hadn’t opened myself to sensing her body’s reaction to the punishment. It seemed Dylos was right. Though they fought against it, these Terran females became aroused by a spanking. 
 
    I nudged her legs farther apart. Running my palm up the insides of her thighs, I coated it with a film of the cybellus I’d spread there then delivered another smack to her ass. I knew the substance would intensify the sensuousness of the spanking, turning it from a burning ache on the backside into a spicy sting that would send a blast of heat rocketing straight to her core. A blast of heat I stoked by working one finger between the slick folds and up into her pussy. 
 
    Gods, she was hot! Hot and tight. She wiggled her ass, and I slid it in farther. “Say ‘I’m sorry I was rude to you, Master.’” 
 
    Her response was a tiny wordless cry. I pulled my finger out, spanked her again then slid it back in. Deeper. 
 
    “Oh yeah, give it to me,” she breathed, rocking her hips up to take it in. 
 
    I smacked her ass, harder this time. “Rule number two. Do not tell me what to do.” 
 
    Instead of cursing at me, she whimpered. I counted it as a victory and gave her a little taste of what she could have. Stroking her slick folds then easing my finger in again, pumping in and out a few times. Teasing. Tempting. 
 
    She was panting when I stopped. 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    She ground her hips against my hand. Desperate. “I’m sorry,” she mumbled, sounding anything but. 
 
    I spanked her again. A volley of hard swats this time. She let out a shriek. 
 
    “Do it properly this time. And call me Master.” 
 
    “I’m sorry I was ru…rude to you, Master.” She was shaking all over. Her voice broke, but she managed to get the words out before dissolving into tears. 
 
    I’d stayed out of her mind the entire time, afraid that if I employed my skills as an empath, I might not deliver her punishment with the stern demeanor it needed to be effective. But her distress moved me. I ran my palm over her back, soothing her with my touch. Then I took a cleansing breath, closed my eyes, and opened to her. 
 
    Wham! Thoughts, feelings, images swirled through me like a whirlwind. All jumbled together. I needn’t have worried about my ability to connect with the alien. Apparently, her species had never encountered an Archon so, unlike the people of my race, she hadn’t learned to erect any barriers to my abilities. Her mind, her senses, her emotions—all were laid bare. 
 
    I understood so much in an instant. The veneer of toughness she wore like a shield guarded a fragile heart. From the time she was a child, she’d learned to act strong because she’d never had anyone to protect her. Calling someone Master went against everything she’d fought so hard for. It threatened her carefully crafted self-image, her belief that she could stand up to anyone without crumbling into pieces. 
 
    Disgusted with myself, I waved a hand and disengaged The Controller. Then I lay down next to her and gathered her trembling body in my arms. If this was the way an Archon acted, maybe it was for the best that I’d be the last of my kind. I’d been so caught up with my own feelings—anxiety over my ability to perform with a female after going for so long without one, needing to establish my dominance over an unfamiliar species—that I’d failed at my primary task. Acknowledging the universal rights of another sentient being, whether Arythian or alien. The right to be treated with dignity and respect, the right to feel and express honest emotions. The right to be accepted as an equal by all other sentient beings. 
 
    “Sssh… It’s all right. Don’t cry, little human.” I stroked her hair. “I’m the one who owes you an apology. I acted like a tarazza.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure she even heard me. Gradually her sobs died away, and I felt her putting the shields back up that she’d always used for protection. Her body tensed, pulling away a fraction, no longer relaxed under my touch. 
 
    “What’s a tarazza?” 
 
    It was the last thing I expected to hear. I tilted her head up and met her eyes. “It’s a wild creature from my world that goes into a frenzy when its mating time nears. A tarazza can’t be caged because it mows down any barrier between it and a potential mate. Not caring whether any creature is injured along the way—including itself or the potential mate.” 
 
    “Kind of like somebody with his head shoved up his ass,” she replied. 
 
    This time the image I picked up was so vivid—and so appropriate—I burst out laughing. “Exactly like that. Now that I’ve taken my head out of my ass, will you forgive me for the way I’ve treated you?” 
 
    She stared at me, wide-eyed. “No one ever asked me to forgive them before.” 
 
    The depth of pain behind those words took my breath away. On the surface, the little human seemed so self-assured, but she hadn’t been treated with much kindness or gentleness in her life. 
 
    If I was serious about treating her with respect, I couldn’t keep calling her “little human,” not even in my mind. I needed to make amends properly. “What is your name?” 
 
    “Aja. My name is Aja.” 
 
    “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Aja,” I replied solemnly. “My name is Vyraz.” 
 
    I let go of her then. Slipped out of bed and got down on my knees. “Well, Aja, I’ll be your first.” 
 
    She swiped a hand over her eyes and sat up. My vision come to life, in my bed. A goddess with silky smooth skin as black as the rare crystals treasured by our people. My cockheads swelled at the sight of those shocking-pink nipples and her lush full breasts, straining against the fabric of my trousers. I’ll be your first, all right. And I’ll be your second. And your third. And your… 
 
    “Shut up, you guys,” I muttered under my breath. “This is important.” 
 
    “What did you say?” 
 
    “I said it’s important to me that I be the first one in your life to do this.” I took her hand. Bowed my head. 
 
    “I, Vyraz of Arythia, am deeply sorry for the way I’ve treated you, Aja. I haven’t shown you the honor or respect befitting another sentient being. I am ashamed of myself, and I apologize for my behavior. I promise I will do better in the future. Will you forgive me?” 
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    My skin burned and itched, my craving for anything to battle the salve making it hard to think. Hard to keep to the plan. Give in, build confidence, and run away as soon as possible. But the goal kept melting away like that gray stuff did on my skin, leaving only a raging desire. What the hell? If Ravensworth ever got his hands on this, he’d be even more dangerous than he already was. 
 
    And if that wasn’t enough to deal with, I was facing the mind-blowing sight of my “Master,” down on his knees, begging my forgiveness and speaking to me in a way no man, including my father, ever had. “Please stop.” Because I had no idea where to go with this. I’d run right down the rabbit hole, and I didn’t think I wanted out. 
 
    “I cannot unless you forgive me.” He spoke into my hand, the one he held in his. “I’ve never treated anyone, male or female, in such a shameful manner. And the future mother of my children deserves better.” 
 
    The future… “So let me get this straight.” It wasn’t easy to push past the sensual fog of the cybellus, as I thought he’d called it, but I had to. “You’re apologizing, saying you behaved badly, but you’re still planning to do me?” 
 
    “Do you?” He lifted his face, puzzlement in his eyes. 
 
    “Fuck me. So you’re sorry but you’re going to breed me anyway, right? Impregnate me?” 
 
    “Yes.” His voice held sorrow. “I must do my part to restore our race; all our females were wiped out by the Rydek, also all our children and everyone else on the face of my world. Only the men in these few remaining ships were off-planet at the time and none of the women. We’d thought maybe one survived…but it seems we were wrong. So, although I had been prepared to spend my remaining days in restoring the precious historical scrolls of our world, scrolls also destroyed by the enemy, Captain Mantsk has assigned me to sire children on your body.” 
 
    I was nearly speechless. “But if you’re sorry, how can you coerce me? Force me to have sex with you and have children I might not even want.” 
 
    He blinked at me. “You don’t want young? You don’t like them?” He was so appalled, it poured over me like a scent. Acrid and hot. 
 
    “Well…no. I don’t have anything against them. But I’m an only child myself, and my mother was gone when I was so little I don’t remember her.” Why was I explaining myself to him like this? 
 
    “So, do you want young?” 
 
    I honestly didn’t have a good answer, but I tried. I couldn’t stand that he was looking at me like I had two heads and both of them were spewing insanity. Which sort of fit the mode of this conversation, but somehow I couldn’t stand that he thought less of me. “I don’t know. I haven’t really thought about it.” 
 
    He stood, crossed the room and came back with a stool, which he placed in front of me then sat on. Every time the conversation lapsed, the cybellus kicked in again, so by the time he was sitting in front of me, obviously ready to listen, I was squirming. 
 
    “Can’t you just do it first, then we can talk? I can’t stand this…this much longer.” 
 
    He rested a hand on my knee, and flames lit in my already burning core. I’d never felt a lick of desire for any of those men my father paraded past me. Was it just the paste, or was there something more? Despite his unusual coloring, he was handsome, and even though he did appear older than me, probably by quite a bit, he didn’t repel me like the others, my suitors, had. “Aja, tell me the truth. I must get young on you, I have been ordered, but if you don’t like them, if you don’t find it in you to be maternal, we can make other arrangements for their raising. It’s never been done that I know of on Arythios, but I accept that Earth females may be different. 
 
    “You are the first one I’ve ever known.” 
 
    With every word, my outrage grew, until I slapped his hand off me and leapt to my feet, pacing back and forth across the cabin. I spluttered and fumed, almost but not quite forgetting my nudity, until I came to rest in front of him. “Listen to me, Master, and listen well. You may be the boss of your females, women, wives, whatever, where you come from, and I am at your mercy here on this ship, but hell will freeze over before one of those other womansicles is thawed out to raise my child. How do I know how they would take care of it? They might forget to feed it or lose it on this ship somewhere.” 
 
    “Solport.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He grasped my hand, stopping me as I started to pace again. “This is technically our solport. It is larger than the other vessels and, if we had no choice, we could live on it for generations. It can produce most resources, including energy, plant matter, and textiles, as well as atmosphere and water indefinitely.” 
 
    I was panting. Between anger, lust, and feeling completely out of control, I was two seconds from throwing myself on the floor and having a toddler-worthy tantrum. “Okay, then no bitch on this solport is going to take over raising my—” 
 
    “Our,” he cut in in that same calm tone. 
 
    “Oh my god. But okay. No bitch on this solport is taking over raising our child. Did I say it right, Master?” I seethed. 
 
    “All right. We’ll rear the children together. I’m glad we got that settled.” He gave a tug, and I fell into his lap, straddling his big, muscular thighs.. “But I think you’ll need lessons in pleasure before we actually get the baby started. Let’s begin now.” 
 
    I parted my lips to protest, but that damn salve was still working, and the heat of his body, even through his suit, burned into my skin. His lips descended, caressing, cajoling, and taking full advantage of the opening to slip his tongue into my mouth and explore. I clung to his arms, my bottom against his substantial bulge, and learned how to kiss. 
 
    I still twitched, anxious for more, but his hands caressed my body, touching me as if I were precious to him rather than booty. In my sheltered existence, I’d never experienced anything like it. My father was not one to show affection and, since I was his prized possession, he’d certainly not let anyone else touch me. I might have been devalued. Gotten fingerprints. 
 
    I pushed these thoughts aside, drinking in the contact, hungry for physical attention in a way I’d never realized could even happen. He caressed my arms, down to my fingers then back up to my shoulders. “Your skin is so soft,” he murmured, lips leaving mine, palm flat on my upper chest. “Does it never change color, beauty?” 
 
    “What?” I opened my eyes, which had at some point drifted closed. “Change?” 
 
    He held his hand in front of my face. Instead of gray, it was a dark lavender. “Like us. It shows our moods, our emotions, our health.” 
 
    “And what does this color mean?” 
 
    “It means I am showing every bit of restraint in my arsenal to take you slowly into pleasure. We were given to understand that most women on your planet were initiated early, had many sexual partners. By your age, at least six or seven, maybe quite a few more.” 
 
    Now I gaped. “Is this what is said about the galaxy? That Earth women are sluts?” 
 
    “No. Just that they have freedom. To do with their bodies what they will.” As he spoke, he toyed with my breast, rubbing his thumb over the nipple in a slow maddening circle. He switched to the other one. 
 
    “Oh.” I thought a moment. “But if that is what is said of us, why would you feel that you could steal that autonomy?” 
 
    He left off his caress and tipped my chin up to meet my gaze. “We have no other option. Your government made the choice to send you to us, but we accepted because without you we have no future.” 
 
    His eyes held endless pain, and I wanted to fix it. From the depths of my soul, I wanted to make him stop hurting. And my ultimate treachery, the fact I planned to make a run for it as soon as possible, would make it so much worse. Because I planned to give him my virginity, to take that value away from my father or anyone wherever I landed in the galaxy, I might very well be pregnant when I left. 
 
    I’d be stealing his child. 
 
    No, I wouldn’t. I’d be taking back my life. 
 
    He continued to search my gaze, as if he could see my thoughts. Did he know I’d run? Did he know I’d jump ship onto any passing freighter or fighter? But wouldn’t that be jumping from the frying pan into the fire? I might be in a much worse situation than lying cradled on the lap of an alien with a tender heart and a body worthy of a magazine cover. It could be worse. 
 
    But I never wanted someone else to control me again. Not even the man who’d gone back to stroking my breast with feather touches that stole my breath. 
 
    Not even him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Vyraz 
 
      
 
    She was planning to leave. 
 
    Even as I stroked her breasts, seduced her with the softest of kisses, one part of her mind had disengaged. Vowing never to be controlled by a male again. Plotting her escape. 
 
    The little fool. Didn’t she realize that stowing away on a passing transport ship would be far more dangerous than staying with me? She wouldn’t be running away to freedom. When they found her, they’d head for the nearest outpost and sell her as a slave to the highest bidder. Or they’d keep her, passing her from one crew member to another until they tired of her or wore her body out then leave her to spend her last months as the lowest kind of sex slave. We frequented the Pleasure Domes, where the sex workers were there by choice. Not true of where she’d be sold. There were far worse treatments than cybellus, drugs that could turn a female into a mindless cum slut, willing to do anything for her next fuck. 
 
    My mind filled with images of my ebony goddess being gang raped by reptilian space pirates. Rocked by a totally unaccustomed blast of rage, I let out a menacing growl. A sound I’d never made before. 
 
    “Oooh!” 
 
    “Gods, I’m sorry.” Lost in the fog of lust-driven anger, I’d gone from gently stroking her breast to squeezing it. Hard. 
 
    I relaxed my fingers, seeing the prints left behind. 
 
    “Don’t be sorry,” she said. “I like it when you do that.” 
 
    Hmmm. Interesting response. “Do you?” I cupped her breast again, rolling her nipple between my finger and thumb. Then I pinched it until the tip drew up into a tight peak. She gasped. “Do you like that, too?” 
 
    “Yes,” she breathed. 
 
    I bent my head, fastened my lips around her nipple, and drew the hard nub into my mouth. Sucking then flicking my tongue across it before nipping it with my teeth. She moaned, squirming on my lap. My cockheads writhed, desperate to delve into her sweet heat. 
 
    I ignored them and did a quick scan of her mind. There were no more thoughts in it of how to deal with the problem of unwanted children. Or of how to escape. Her desperate need for gratification had driven them away. 
 
    Instead, I saw a parade of wild images, naughty sexual fantasies I would be more than happy to bring to life. She may have been a virgin, but in her imagination she had a wickedly erotic sex life. And despite her claim that she didn’t want anyone to control her, all the scenes flashing through her mind were scenes of her being dominated. By a faceless male figure. 
 
    I could have inserted myself into the scenes right then. Slipped into her head and replaced the faceless male with a seven foot tall alien whose skin had a lavender hue. But my pride would not allow it. In time, I’d become the star of all her fantasies, and she’d have no desire to escape. But I’d do it through my skills as a lover, not with some mystical Archon illusion implanted in her head. I vowed if I wasn’t man enough to seduce a virgin with a very naughty imagination, I’d help her run away myself. 
 
    I transferred my mouth to the other breast and went back to tweaking her engorged nipple with my fingers. She moaned again and grabbed my head. It was time to use what I’d learned about her so far. 
 
    Seizing both her wrists in one hand, I pulled away. 
 
    “Oh, no. Don’t you dare try to stop me. You say you don’t want to be mastered, but that’s not entirely true. You want someone, need someone, to take control of your body. Show you the pleasure you’re capable of receiving, the ecstasy of being taken to the peak—and then beyond.” 
 
    I slid my other hand between her thighs, fondling her slick folds, teasing her with a single finger. The cybellus had done its job. She was dripping wet, squirming on my lap. 
 
    “Here are your new rules. You will call me Master. When I command it, you will kneel at my feet. You will spread your legs for me whenever I order you to, so I can touch you and lick you and fuck you until you scream in ecstasy. For my pleasure. Your body belongs to me now, Aja. I alone will bring you to climax. From this moment on, you are not allowed to touch yourself here.” I rammed two fingers into her pussy, and she squealed. “Or here.” I pulled my fingers out, slick with the juices of her arousal, and stroked her clit. She let out a strangled moan, grinding her mound against my hand. “Unless I want to watch you do it. 
 
    “If you disobey me, you will come to me and confess. And then I will punish you.” I gave her throbbing clit a smack, and she squealed again. “Do not think you can deceive me. If you touch yourself but do not tell me, I will know. And I will punish you. Harder.” 
 
    Her head was bowed, buried against my shoulder. Long lustrous strands of gleaming black hair hid her face. I brushed her hair aside, tilted her chin up, and looked deep into her eyes. 
 
    “I will be your Master, Aja. I will make you do all the wicked, shameful things you’ve secretly dreamed of doing. And I will make you love it.” 
 
    Her eyes widened, and she shuddered in my arms. 
 
    “Now say, ‘Yes, Master,’ and then go lie down on the bed and spread your legs for me. I want to examine every inch of my new possession.” 
 
    With a haze of debauchery and desire filling her mind, it took a moment for my words to sink in. I saw it in her eyes. A flicker of fear then the raw hunger. My little captive wanted everything I said I’d do to her. 
 
    “Yes, Master,” she whispered. Trembling, she got up off my lap and went to the bed. Lay down and spread her legs. 
 
    “That was very good. I believe obedience should be rewarded.” I knelt between her thighs. Bent my head and ran my tongue slowly up her pink slit. 
 
    “Oh gods!” she shrieked. 
 
    Her passionate cry aroused my hunger as much as the taste of her did. I’d forgotten the sheer pleasure of being a female’s first. I licked her again, ending by flicking my tongue back and forth across her clit. She jerked reflexively and clamped her thighs around my head. Time to drive home the rules. 
 
    I rolled her onto her side and gave her ass two stern whacks. She gasped, more out of shock than pain. “When your Master tells you to lie down with your legs apart, you do not move without his permission.” 
 
    “Y-yes, Master.” 
 
    “Get back in position. And then I want you to use both hands and spread your pussy lips open for me.” 
 
    Hands shaking, too embarrassed to meet my eyes, she turned her head away. But she did as I ordered. I found her reluctance charming. It was so much at odds with those explicit fantasies. I decided that though I wouldn’t let her escape, I would very much enjoy freeing the naughty slut hiding inside my shy virgin. 
 
    I explored her with my lips and tongue. Leisurely, taking my cues from her wordless cries. My tongue grazed her fingers, and she shuddered. That’s when I discovered calling her attention to the shameful command she’d followed made the act of submission even more arousing for her. So I made sure to do it often, sometimes deliberately licking her fingers then dipping my tongue into her pussy to lap at her juices. 
 
    By the time I transferred my attention to her throbbing bud, she was panting wildly. 
 
    “Put your fingers here…and here,” I said, showing her with my own hands what I wanted. She whimpered as I pulled back the hood that covered the tip of her swollen bud, exposing it fully. Once her hands were in place, I ran my tongue around it. First circling, then licking and flicking back and forth over it. 
 
    Her whimpers became desperate little cries. I drew it into my mouth and sucked. 
 
    She shattered. Bucked her hips and let out a full-throated scream as she climaxed. 
 
    I kept going. Rode her through the first wave and on to the second. Her pussy clenched then gushed. 
 
    My cockheads went wild. Swelling, writhing madly. I got to my knees and yanked my pants down. 
 
    Then I slid on top of her—and set them free. 
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 Aja 
 
      
 
    I’d asked for things I had no understanding of. Read stories, seen a few videos in secret late at night where men and women did things to each other. I was drawn to the dominance of strong men even while fighting those who made decisions for me without my consent. 
 
    Consent…was that the issue? 
 
    My Master, Vyraz, seemed to know without my saying a word just how to send me to the pinnacle of ecstasy. He buried his head between my thighs and drove me to orgasm—and it didn’t take nearly as long as the porn vid scenes seemed to take. Was I desperate? Horny? A slut? Was it the cybellus? 
 
    I didn’t care. Master couldn’t have unlocked my ecstasy better if he’d had a key. He touched me, sucked me, licked and nipped, all with the touch of dominance I was shamed to admit I craved. 
 
    How he could know? Almost as if he could read my mind, but he was definitely older than me and everything about him showed me he was vastly more experienced. He probably could read a woman’s body. And I couldn’t be unhappy about that. In fact, if there were men half as intuitive on Earth, women would be a whole lot happier. From the stories my friends told, the daughters of my father’s friends, girls who’d been much more cooperative in the marriage market than I, even older men were selfish bastards who were only interested in their own pleasure. 
 
    Still, when he revealed what those pants truly held, my pleasant fog dissipated, replaced by panic. I tried to scramble back, to escape the very alienness of them. “Don’t touch me! I can’t—I won’t.” But he grasped my ankle and pulled me back down to him. “No!” 
 
    “I have seen pictures, Aja. I know that my anatomy is not exactly the same as that of your males. But I also know that yours is not identical to our females’.” A shadow crossed his face, deep pain, and I remembered what put it there. They had no females. His mother, his sister, aunts, cousins, nieces, whoever he’d had in the female department. All dead. 
 
    Sure, he was different, and a little scary, those multiple—were there really five?—heads reaching for my body, but I was different to him, in ways I didn’t even know. And he’d lost almost everything. Yet, despite being handed me as a breeder, a sex toy, he took the time to make me feel safe, treasured even, and pleasured me before taking his own. 
 
    I could do so much worse. 
 
    And I’d decided, right? I was going to get rid of my virginity as soon as possible, lowering my value, making me ordinary. Less valuable to those who sought such things—i.e. all the men who wanted to marry me on Earth. 
 
    Plus, one more look into those eyes, and all I wanted to do was ease his pain any way I could. We were both orphans of the storm, different storms, different planets. But cast adrift nonetheless. 
 
    Plus, I was so horny—if my inexperience was not causing me to misname what I was feeling—I would die if he did not get those things inside me 
 
    Now! 
 
    “Aja?” His voice held question but his lips twitched. I was really starting to think he could read my mind. Despite the scientists swearing it was impossible. “Aja, are you ready?” 
 
    In answer, I wrapped my legs around his hips, bringing his cock and all its extra parts right to my entrance. They moved with lives of their own, but suddenly I was okay with that. He was strange to me. I was strange to him. And that was fine. As they entered, it felt like all together, then came to my hymen, the part of me most precious to my father in his negotiations for my future, my Master paused and bent to kiss me. His lips moved on mine with care and patience that increased as he held me tight and plunged through into my body. It hurt, that’s no lie. But less than I’d expected, a sharp sting followed by the caress of the heads as they passed by, almost soothing before driving into me again. 
 
    His mouth on me had been more pleasure than I’d even known was possible. And certainly more than I’d thought would be in my life. But this! Coherence fled as the five or more, it felt like more, heads of his fabulous alien cock worked their way deep into my body, stroking places I was sure no human man could reach, finding nerve centers that flared to life at his touch. 
 
    His kisses muffled my cries as he drove me to orgasm after orgasm, each one more intense and seeming to come from individual places inside me. How could this work? I had no idea and didn’t even care. I sent pity to women on my planet who would never know such ecstasy, and to their men who had no ability to give it. 
 
    Bucking my hips under him, I writhed and sobbed, tears flooding my cheeks in not sadness but a release of tension I would never have admitted I held. And a surge of optimism, also brand new. 
 
    Had I never felt good before? 
 
    As I tipped over the edge into climax for the seventh or eighth time—at least—Vyraz tangled his fingers into my hair and plunged his tongue deeper into my mouth, dominating me from the crown of my head deep into my core. He wrapped the length around his hand and tugged. It hurt, but somehow the sting blended with the kiss, with the cock invading me, with his hips bumping mine, and the tightening once again in my depths. 
 
    “I can’t…not again,” I gasped when he lifted his face and I could draw a breath. “I can’t…I’m no!” I felt totally out of control, and it scared me a little. 
 
    “You don’t tell your Master no, Aja.” He cupped a breast and squeezed it. “Come with me.” 
 
    My body responded even when my mind hesitated, flying over the edge and into the hardest climax yet. And just as I started to come down, I felt the first spurt. His cockheads went off one after the other, bathing my insides with his cum. Burning hot but also driving me into another series of explosive orgasms, one rolling over the other. I shrieked, clinging to him, riding the waves of incredible pleasure until at some point my mind became overwhelmed and I blacked out, retreating into a place of calm, of silence. 
 
      
 
    “Aja.” A deep voice rippled over me, like water over smooth stones in a creek, implacable, unavoidable. “Aja, wake up.” 
 
    “What?” I forced my eyelids open to see him lying next to me, nude, propped up on an elbow and smoothing strands of tangled hair back from my face. Oh, the tangles. I’d be combing them out for hours. Did he have a comb? His head was smooth, either shaved or always bald, sexy, but no solution if they were all like that. Nobody would have a comb or brush. 
 
    “There you are.” His smile transformed his face, made him appear younger, less severe. “I was afraid I’d killed you for a minute.” 
 
    “Me too.” I stretched out my arms and legs, relieved not to be under the effects of The Controller or the cybellus, but aching in every cell from the unaccustomed activity. “I guess that salve wore off?” 
 
    He shook his head. “No, I washed it off. I didn’t think you could take much more for the moment.” 
 
    “Right.” How long did it last when nobody removed it? I didn’t want to consider it. “Thank you…” Did I have to call him Master? Still? 
 
    “Address me properly, Aja.” 
 
    “Yes…Master.” God that seemed weird. “Will I always have to call you that? It isn’t something I’m used to.” 
 
    “We’ll see. But for now, yes.” He sat up and drew me with him. “Are you hungry?” 
 
    “A little.” 
 
    “Would you like to shower and go to the dining hall? Or would you rather I used the machine here in the room for a fast snack?” 
 
    Despite myself, I laughed. “You mean I’m not a prisoner in this room, Master?” 
 
    His appalled expression made me feel a little guilty, which seemed odd since I was a captive, although a sated one. “You are my female. You will be, if all goes well, the mother of my young and honored as such. We are in charge, we males of our people, but that does not make you less than us. Rather, you are to be protected and respected.” 
 
    “So I have the freedom of the ship?” Escaping might be easier than I thought. 
 
    He eyed me, and once again I got that uneasy feeling he knew what I was thinking. “No, I would prefer you don’t leave my quarters unescorted for now. I will go with you or, if I am busy and you need or want to go somewhere, I will arrange for a crewman to accompany you.” 
 
    “And once I’ve proven myself? Once you see I don’t get into mischief or get lost or something?” 
 
    “Let’s take this one sol cycle at a time. Today, once you’ve showered, I will show you the dining hall and then, if you’d like, my work space.” 
 
    It was a start. “That would be nice, Master.” Gods that still felt weird. “I’d like to see what you do. If I stay here in this room all the time, I’ll go crazy fast. Like a trapped rat.” 
 
    His chuckle surprised me. “Well, we can’t have a trapped…whatever that is. Claws and teeth?” 
 
    How did he know that since he didn’t know what a rat was? “Yes, to both. Where is the shower?” 
 
    He took me into a cubicle through yet another dissolving wall and showed me how to use it. It cycled through water, a spray of foamy suds, and a rinse cycle then a blast of air that dried me off. When I emerged, I felt like myself for the first time in a while. In however long I’d been prisoner. But my hair, predictably ,was a rat’s nest. We had a rodent theme going. I dressed in the jumpsuit he gave me, rolling up the sleeves and legs. It was still big, but perhaps I could find a way to make it fit better, or a belt or something. He’d even come up with shoes, which remarkably fit, low boots that were pretty stylish. 
 
    Vyraz waited, dressed in tight black pants but with no shirt yet. He had elaborate tattoos over much of his skin. I’d noticed before but been more worried about other things. 
 
    “Are you ready to go, Aja?” he asked, reaching for a shirt. 
 
    “Master, do you have a comb?” 
 
    “Comb?” His brow furrowed. 
 
    I held up a knotted strand. “To fix my hair?” 
 
    “Oh.” He rubbed a hand over his smooth skull. “No. But perhaps Jess can help you. Her hair always looks smooth.” 
 
    “Jess?” 
 
    “Captain Mantsk’s female.” 
 
    Even though I knew I was one of many, I thought the rest were still asleep or maybe on other ships. “I’d love to meet her!” I gushed. 
 
    He still watched me as if I was going to run or explode or something. But he gave a regal nod. “She can help you adjust to life aboard the solport.” 
 
    “I would like that, Master.” For however short a time I planned to stay. 
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 Vyraz 
 
      
 
    After clearing the visit with Mantsk, I escorted Aja to his quarters and introduced her to Jess, who met us at their door. 
 
    “Aja! I’ve heard about you. It’s great to meet you. Welcome to my home.” 
 
    “It’s nice to meet you as well.” Aja took two steps in and stopped, staring around the room, filled with dazzling color. She ran her fingers over a plush turquoise throw tossed over a nearby lounging pad, as if she couldn’t resist its soft texture. “But this—this is so beautiful! Your quarters don’t look anything like what I’ve seen of the rest of the ship.” 
 
    Jess grinned. “I know. Right? I found the most fabulous shopping mall…well, technically it’s not a mall. It’s the ship’s storage bay.” She waved at the walls. “There’s this enormous space crammed with incredible works of art, furniture, textiles, rugs, vases. You name it, they have it down there.” 
 
    She picked up a ceramic cinora rimmed with mother of pearl she’d proudly displayed on a side table. “I don’t know what half of the stuff is or what they used it for, but it’s all so beautiful.” 
 
    It was my turn to grin. “That particular piece is an antique. It once belonged to a royal infant. I believe your people would refer to it as a training potty.” 
 
    She made a face. “I was going to use it as a fruit bowl! Guess I’d better take Mantsk along when I pick out our dishes.” 
 
    “Why do they keep such beauty locked away? And surround themselves with gray walls and gray floors. Everyone I’ve seen since I woke up wears gray all the time, too. Except you and the Archon.” Aja reached out to touch the sleeve of Jess’s gown, the color of a ripe dasifruit. 
 
    “They used to live like this.” Jess waved a hand around the room. “Until their world was destroyed. You know about that, right?” 
 
    Aja shook her head. “All I know is that the females on their world all died in some kind of attack or invasion.” She glanced at me and lowered her voice. “So the aliens bought us. Or traded for us. Or … something.” 
 
    “Oh, sweetie, you haven’t heard the whole story. It’s hard for most of them to talk about. Honestly, it will break your heart when you hear what they’ve been through. And it will piss you off when you hear the truth about how we all ended up here!” She gestured to the lounging pad. “Please, sit down. I’ll fix us a cup of Arythian tea. You’re gonna love the stuff. It’s as good as a nice glass of Chardonnay for girl talk. I’ll tell you everything you need to know—and you can tell me all about you.” 
 
    “I would like that,” Aja replied formally. “If it’s not too much trouble, do you have a hairbrush or a comb I could borrow first?” She pushed a tangled lock away from her face. “I don’t know about you, but I didn’t get a chance to pack an overnight bag.” 
 
    Jess put an arm around her shoulders. “I know. What that bastard Ravensworth did to us sucks. I’ll get you a hairbrush right away so you can use it while I make the tea.” She gave Aja a quick once-over. “You’re much taller than I am but I think I can find a couple of things for you to wear, too, if you’d like. They’ll fit better than Vyraz’s jumpsuit. Although if anyone can rock that look, it’s you. The cream color is fabulous against your skin. Were you a model back home?” She glanced at me and smiled. “I know you have work to do, Archon. I’ll take good care of her until you come back.” 
 
    “Thank you, Jess.” Breathing a sigh of relief, I headed back to my lab. 
 
    Though I’d been certain Jess would give my new mate a warm welcome, I was happy to see how well the two females seemed to get along. My human’s emotional state was as important to me as her physical well-being. I didn’t want to restrict her to my quarters any longer than I had to. Confining her would be like caging a magnificent wild tarazza. The sooner she accepted her situation, the less I needed to be concerned that she’d try to escape. 
 
    Jess was an excellent role model. Mantsk said she’d been defiant at first, as would be expected of any unwilling female given to aliens to become a breeder or sex slave. But our captain won his little human over and, when they were together, I could sense the genuine love and affection they had for each other. 
 
    I knew I should have told Aja the truth right away. That when those of us who were left approached the Federation for sanctuary and help in tracking down and defeating the enemy who destroyed our world, Earth’s leader had given her and the other females to us instead. Their leader Ravensworth called it a goodwill gesture. But I knew it for what it was—a move to stave off what he feared would be an alien invasion. By us. An unknown number of male warriors from an unknown world. He’d sent the females to us with as much concern for their fate as a cornered man has for the hunk of raw meat he tosses at the pack of darwolves surrounding him. 
 
    I’d been so aroused by my first sight of her. Then her wildly passionate response to the cybellus and the spanking and her first sexual experience drove everything else out of my head. 
 
    To assuage my guilt, I told myself another human female would deliver the news in a more compassionate way. From what we’d learned about the humans, they all had two things in common. Along with possessing damning information about their leader Ravensworth, none of them had any close connection to beings of their own race. No family ties, no mates. For the ones who’d been awakened, it seemed to make the transition to living in our world easier for them once they bonded with their warriors. 
 
    Our world. The images flooded my mind. I faltered, leaned against the wall for support as a wave of grief hit me just as hard as it did when I first became aware of our loss. 
 
    I knew the moment Arythios was attacked. After we received the desperate calls for help, I didn’t have to wait for scans from the defense missiles we sent out ahead of our Starfleet. Through my connection as an empath, I felt the fear, the horror, the unbearable pain. I saw the devastation through the eyes of my brother Archons as they lay dying. The ruined shells of our once-great cities. The smoking skeletons of majestic trees—all that was left of our vast forests. Carcasses of fish rotting on the shores of our oceans, of animals lying in the fields. Corpses of men, women—of the children—littering the streets, burned beyond all recognition. 
 
    I’d borne the burden in silence, hoping for once my gift had led me astray. That what I’d seen wasn’t real. Then, when the horrible images were beamed back to us, I didn’t have the luxury of giving way to anguish. I had to stay strong for my fellow warriors. As the last surviving Archon, it was my duty to bury my own heartache and tend to the psychic wounds of my men. 
 
    One day, I’d let myself mourn. But for now, I had another burden to bear. I believed the secret to finding justice for our fallen world lay in the past. That somewhere among the ancient scrolls I’d discover the identity of our faceless enemy. Already, I’d found cryptic references to an evil force that attacked Arythios long ago. Our ancestors found a way to defeat their foe. But how? 
 
    I took a deep breath, squared my shoulders, and headed back along the corridor to my lab. It was time I got back to work. The key to the salvation of my race lay hidden somewhere inside my head. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Aja 
 
      
 
    After Vyraz left the room, a silence descended for a long moment. I’d been only with him, shut up in his room for the most part and hadn’t seen another woman, not one awake at least, since boarding the ship. Finally, Jess opened her arms. “Bring it in,” she said, not waiting for me to do so. She enfolded me, hugging me tight and patting my back. “I’m so glad to meet you. You must have a thousand questions.” 
 
    “A million,” I told her. “More than that.” I stepped back, fighting the desire to just hold on for dear life. There was something so comforting about her. So safe, so warm. “But first, I want to work on these tangles. Maybe I should just hack it off and not try to take care of my hair in space.” 
 
    “No!” Jess fumbled in a drawer and turned around holding a brush and comb. Like everything in her room, they were colorful. Wildly so. 
 
    “Those are gorgeous. Are they ivory or something? Rainbow ivory?” I reached out a finger to touch the back of the brush. “So smooth.” 
 
    “I am not sure what they’re made of, but they’re great, right? And considering hair is not a common thing among the men on this vessel, and apparently only one woman ever entered their space force…” 
 
    I gaped. “One? Ever?” 
 
    She nodded emphatically. “I know, right? Not that men don’t seem to dominate most of the good careers on Earth, but women at home at least had jobs.” 
 
    “And Arythian women…” 
 
    “You know, they don’t talk about their lost women too much. Every time I ask a question, Mantsk gets so sad, I back off. Their hearts are broken.” 
 
    I kept my gaze fixed on the items she still held. “I guess it’s understandable. I didn’t have a lot of family, just my father, who was not exactly Mr. Warmth, but I can’t imagine having to tell people that Earth was no more. I mean…all the beauty of the mountains and the ocean—not that we didn’t ruin a lot on our own, but there was still a lot there to love.” My throat tightened. “And all the kids who never had a chance to grow up…” 
 
    “That’s why I let Mantsk tell me what he wants and try not to push. Sometimes he wants to share things, and sometimes not. When I put myself in his place, I don’t think I’d even be able to go on.” 
 
    I traced the swirls of colors, all those in the rainbow and some I couldn’t even put a name to, as silence stretched out between us. Finally, I lifted my eyes to meet hers. “How do they get by, day to day, with something like that?” 
 
    “I guess you do what you have to. Before they had us, they were looking at extinction as soon as the men aboard these ships die. Poof! Almost as if they’d never lived.” 
 
    “I think that’s beyond what my brain can even process. We’re way out here, somewhere, I have no idea where. But back on Earth, people are coming and going, working and playing, having babies…” I sank onto a low-backed chair, contemplating the prospect. “They’re very brave, aren’t they? The Arythians?” 
 
    “Yes.” She fiddled with the brush and comb. “I’ll take you down to the storage bay if you like. If the Archon allows.” 
 
    “Argh!” My head snapped up, jaw locked. “That’s what makes this all so confusing. Sure, they’ve been through hell, experienced a loss greater than I can really take in, and they still keep moving, trying to find a way to get past it. And the Archon—” My cheeks heated. “Well, I don’t have a lot to compare it to, but he’s amazing in bed.” 
 
    She grinned. “Or over a chair, or standing against the wall, or in the shower. I mean, it’s a squeeze, but so worth it.” 
 
    I lifted a hand. “TMI. But it sounds like you know what I’m saying.” 
 
    “Yes.” Her eyes sparkled. “I think it’s genetic. But it doesn’t matter. I doubt there’s a man on Earth who can compare.” 
 
    Still blushing, I couldn’t hold back. Jess made it easy to share. “The anatomical details don’t hurt at all.” 
 
    We were both laughing now, the first time I’d felt so free in a long time. Maybe ever. Jess came over and bent to give me a big, warm hug. “I’m so glad you’re here. I love Mantsk, but there are no other women awake aboard this ship yet, and I sure needed a friend.” 
 
    “Me, too, even though I didn’t really have many at home. At least not since I finished school.” 
 
    She cocked her head. “It’s easy to get busy with work and lose touch.” 
 
    Or be kept a virtual captive in my father’s shop and home, not to be released until I accepted one of his marriage “suggestions.” But Jess wouldn’t understand that, and the memory was painful enough without the pity I’d see on her face. She was clearly a modern woman. So I went another way. “Did you say you love the captain?” 
 
    A soft look came over her face. “At first I thought it might be Stockholm syndrome. You’ve heard of that, right?” 
 
    “Where kidnap victims identify with their captors?” 
 
    “Close enough. But after I got to know Mantsk, to see him in the command seat, the respect the crew has for him… Sure, the sex is extraordinary, and once I got used to his bossiness—not what he calls it—saw past it to the tender heart underneath, I grew to like him then it kind of snowballed.” She pressed a hand to her belly. Our baby is going to have an amazing dad.” 
 
    “So you don’t want to run away, to go home?” 
 
    Her lips curved up, her eyes taking on a sheen. “This, for now, is home. And we are looking for a planet where we can put down roots. Especially since babies born in space may have some problems. But I have faith in Mantsk. He will take care of us.” 
 
    I had hoped to ask her for advice, for some information that might help me with my plan to escape. But Jess was going nowhere. She was happy aboard this ship careening through the galaxy. And while I thought I understood, she was having a baby after all, I wanted to be in control of my own destiny for the first time in my life. 
 
    Whatever that might mean. 
 
    Jess brushed a tear off her cheek and straightened her shoulders. She lifted a lock of my rat’s nest, and I remembered why I was there. 
 
    “Even like this you have the prettiest hair I’ve ever seen. Want me to brush it for you? Sometimes it’s hard to get those knots in the back, especially with long hair.” 
 
    “Would you really? I’d appreciate it.” And I didn’t want to cut my hair. It had been to my waist since I was a toddler. Caring for it took up some of the time of my nearly empty days. Helped ease the anxiety of waiting for whatever middle-aged, paunchy marriage prospect might cross the threshold at any time. Or the occasional pasty wimpy son of a political contact. And wondering how my father would eventually, inevitably, force me to marry one of them. “Maybe I’ll braid it or something afterward, so I don’t have to go through this again.” 
 
    “Good plan. I can do that for you. Let me get the tea brewed first, and you can sip it while I do your hair.” She fussed around by the beverage dispenser before returning with two cups. “Here we go! I’m anxious to hear how you like it.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I took one of the cups and breathed the steam. “Smells delicious.” 
 
    “Good. Now lean back, relax, and let’s play salon. So, Ms. Aja, how are things at home? Any new recipes to share?” 
 
    I froze. “He isn’t going to expect me to cook…” 
 
    She lifted a strand and began to work the comb through it, laughter shaking her hands. “No. But they are trying to grow some Earth veggies and fruits for us, so we feel more at home. Apparently also to make sure we don’t lack any trace vitamins or minerals. I just learned they are actually growing them in soil from our planet.” 
 
    “That’s really considerate.” 
 
    “Don’t sound so amazed.” Jess set the comb down and lifted a piece of hair in the back. “This is a real snarl. I’m going to use my fingers. Tell me if it hurts. Anyway, Mantsk is very considerate. And the Archon is amazing. Did you know he has most of their history, lore, and I don’t know what in his head? His job is transcribing it to make sure it’s not lost. He’s the last of his kind, so they treat him like a treasure.” She leaned over my shoulder and gave me a serious look. “He’s also a warrior in his own right. I know it’s all strange, but hang in there. I think you’ve scored one of the best of them.” 
 
    “I’m an archaeologist.” It felt odd to say. “Although I never used my degree. But I wanted to.” 
 
    Straightening again, Jess continued to untangle my hair. She had more patience than anyone I’d ever met. “That must be interesting. Why didn’t you ever—” 
 
    Before she finished or I had to explain, the wall dissolved and Vyraz and Mantsk stood there. Jess set down the brush and moved toward the captain. He held out his arms, and she stepped close to be enfolded in his embrace. “Did you have a pleasant visit, little one?” 
 
    She nodded, face buried in his chest. “Yes, thank you, Master. It’s nice to have a friend.” 
 
    He tipped her chin up. “Am I not your friend?” 
 
    She beamed. “Of course, but it’s not the same thing. Did you know Aja is an archaeologist?” 
 
    “And what is that?” 
 
    “She studied human history, right Aja?” 
 
    “That’s part of it,” I replied, standing up. I ran my hands over my hair, feeling its smoothness. I’d braid it myself since it seemed salon time was over. “If you have a hair tie or something, I would appreciate the loan.” 
 
    “Oh, sure.” She stepped away from the captain and hurried to a smooth section of wall where she waved her hand. “Mantsk likes our quarters neat so I keep these things hidden away.” A small bit dissolved, revealing a shelf filled with an array of brightly colored items. I wasn’t sure why they would make the room messy in the cacophony of the rest, but that was their choice. “I think this will work.” She gave me a length of cord, gold and green strands wound together in a pretty pattern. 
 
    “Perfect. Thank you.” 
 
    “Time to return to our quarters, Aja.” Vyraz reached out a hand, and I realized he might feel slighted. I hadn’t even greeted him. Not a good way to earn his trust. In an attempt to undo the damage, I plastered a huge smile on my face, but he just shook his head. 
 
    I took his hand. “Thank you for the visit, Master. I hope I may come again soon?” Appropriately subservient? 
 
    “Yes, if Mantsk doesn’t mind.” 
 
    Damn, if the men had to be consulted every time we breathed, it wasn’t going to be easy to hang out. 
 
    Or escape. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Vyraz 
 
      
 
    I’d been lost in the latest scroll for hours. Visualizing the text line by line then working with Larissa to record it. 
 
    Along with the virtual translation, I’d designed a program to print a hard copy of each sacred book in the original language onto a replica of an actual scroll. One day, gods willing, my people would have Holy Ones again. I wanted those who came after me to feel the same sense of wonder and awe I did when I first held the sacred books in my hands and read the ancient script. 
 
    It was a time-consuming process. The scrolls weren’t just a dry recounting of historical facts. They were the repository of all our Arythian culture and beliefs, a link between our earliest ancestors and ourselves dating back untold millennia. I wasn’t just skimming through them for information about our enemy. When I read the scrolls, the words came alive. Past and present merged into one unending river of time. I saw my forebearers, felt their joys and sorrows, their triumphs and fears. 
 
    In many ways the work was healing, easing my grief. Reminding me that though individual lives end, life itself goes on. Flowing like a river. 
 
    Suddenly, inspiration hit, taking me in a totally different direction. I felt excited. Energized. I needed to get my thoughts down immediately. 
 
    “Larissa, cease this translation. We’re going to switch to a different task.” 
 
    “Yes, Archon.” The voice was calm, as always. Emotionless. 
 
    We’d perfected AI on Arythios but it was no replacement for a live partner at work. I’d given my virtual assistant a pleasing female voice, but I couldn’t give her that special something that makes us sentient beings. Separates us from the androids we built to look like us and act like us. She might be able to sense the change in my mood, even correctly name the emotion she heard in my voice. But Larissa could never share my excitement or come up with a creative spark of her own. 
 
    “Larissa, create a new document. Working title: Post-apocalyptic Musings of the Archon Vyraz. It’s going to be hailed as the most important work created by an Archon in this generation!” 
 
    “Yes, Archon. Will you require a physical copy for this document as well?” 
 
    “Absolutely. In fact, put it onto one of those blank scrolls we created.” 
 
    “Yes, Archon. Proceed when ready.” 
 
    Sighing, I struggled to get back the sense of excitement I’d felt. Larissa had absolutely no sense of humor. A live assistant who’d worked with me for as long as Larissa had would have been full of questions. A lab partner who really knew me would have teased me mercilessly, realizing I meant the title as a joke, a sarcastic reference to some of the boring texts we studied written by pompous old Holy Ones through the ages who fancied themselves on an equal footing with the gods. Of course it would be the most important work of an Archon in this generation, since I was the only one left. 
 
    “Past, present, and future—all lives merge into one unending river of time,” I began. “The mightiest river is made up of individual drops of water, but it does not cease to flow if a cupful is taken out.” 
 
    I stopped, shook my head. Started pacing the floor. “Strike ‘a cupful is taken out,’ Larissa. It’s hardly worthy of a post-apocalyptic musing that’s going to be hailed as the greatest work of our time. Replace with ‘if a few drops disappear’ and then read it back to me so I can hear how that sounds.” 
 
    “Past, present and future—all lives…” 
 
    Larissa went on in her ever-so-boring even voice, but I’d quit listening. The wall between the lab and my sleeping quarters had suddenly vanished, and my attention was fixed on the figure standing in the opening. 
 
    She came toward me slowly, hips swaying. Moving to an exotic cadence as old as time. I could almost hear the low, seductive chant, feel the pulsing beat deep in my loins. An Arythian fertility goddess come to life, just like in my vision, with skin as black as the precious gemstones of the Mira-Ba caverns. 
 
    Instead of a skirt made of narrow ribbons, she wore one sewn from a fabric so sheer it was nearly translucent. She had nothing on underneath it, and her beautiful breasts were bare. Every time I laid eyes on them, I hungered for a taste of her shocking-pink nipples. 
 
    I’d never seen the skirt before, and I guessed that Jess had helped her sew it as a surprise for me. Ever since I introduced them, the two had spent hours together nearly every day while I worked in the lab. Jess was teaching her the subtle nuances of the Arythian language, and they learned about our culture and practices watching vids and hols we’d stocked for the amusement of the crew. 
 
    Just as in my vision, she stopped in front of me, so close her scent filled my lungs, and dropped to her knees. 
 
    “Forgive me, Master,” she said. “I have done something forbidden.” 
 
    My mind flooded with erotic images. I fought to keep my voice stern. “What did you do?” 
 
    “I pleasured myself, my lord.” She went on in a rush, as though she might not have the courage to continue. “Without your permission. I know it was wrong.” 
 
    My cock swelled. “How did you pleasure yourself?” 
 
    She bowed her head, unwilling to meet my eyes. “With my hands.” 
 
    That was different. In my vision, she’d used the wand, too. Then it hit me. She didn’t know about the wand. I’d been so caught up in my work, I hadn’t taken the time to introduce her to its pleasures. 
 
    Remembering how this vision had ended, I took her by the arm and led her back into our bedchamber where we wouldn’t run the risk of a crew member walking in on us. The wall materialized, sealing us inside. “Do it again. Right now.” 
 
    “In front of you?” She looked up at me then, her beautiful dark eyes wide. “My lord, please. I know I deserve to be punished. But please…don’t make me do that. I would be so embarrassed.” 
 
    “You will do everything you did alone right here in front of me. Or you will be punished—in front of the crew.” I ignored her shocked gasp. “Now, get on the bed and pull your skirt up to your waist. Then show me exactly what you did.” 
 
    Trembling, she turned and walked the few steps to the bed. She gathered the folds of her skirt and climbed onto the bed with her back to me, baring that sweet ass. I was tempted to give it a few firm swats, but I could do that any time. The idea of watching her pleasure herself was far more intriguing at the moment. 
 
    She lay down on her back. Knees bent, legs spread, revealing those soft folds the color of a seasprite shell. My cockheads writhed, desperate to be freed, when I saw that she’d come straight to me, her labia still slick with the juices of her arousal. 
 
    She didn’t deserve to be punished. Far too often, I’d brought my little human to a screaming climax then gone off to work in the lab and left her alone. It wasn’t fair to awaken her sexual urges and then give her nothing to do but think about them while forbidding her to discover for herself the many ways her body could experience pleasure. She’d become so desperate that she was willing to submit to punishment if that was the only way to get my attention. 
 
    I vowed that I’d make it up to her. Starting tonight. 
 
    She closed her eyes. She stroked her pleasure nub, making it swell and grow, while one finger of her other hand slid between the folds. 
 
    She stopped. Dropped her hands to her sides and opened her eyes. “That’s what I did,” she murmured. 
 
    My cockheads strained against my pants, frantic to go where her finger had been. “Did you climax?” 
 
    “Yes, my lord.” 
 
    “Even though you knew it was forbidden.” 
 
    “Y…yes, Master.” 
 
    “Then keep going,” I commanded. “Do it again, exactly the way you did before. I want to watch.” I got up on the bed and positioned myself between her legs so I had a close-up view. 
 
    Hesitantly, she pulled back the hood of her pleasure nub and began stroking it. Dipped a fingertip back inside the tight folds of her pussy. 
 
    There were times when I blessed my ability to know what went on in her mind. She’d learned to love my dominance. In fact, she’d been fantasizing about it the whole time she played with herself. So I gave her what she craved. “That’s not the way you did it,” I growled, feigning a far sterner demeanor than I felt. “You used two fingers. And once you got aroused, you shoved them in as far as you could.” 
 
    She hesitated then slid a second finger in. 
 
    “Now do it. Keep going until you make yourself come.” 
 
    I meant to drive home my mastery of her, but it was more like a punishment for me. Watching her fingers plunging in and out, hips bucking as she picked up the pace. Rubbing her little nub faster and faster, panting for breath as it swelled and grew. 
 
    Finally, I couldn’t bear it any longer. With a roar, I yanked my pants down, leaned over her, and braced myself on one elbow. My cockheads twisted and writhed as they neared her dripping wet pussy. Grabbing both her wrists in one hand, I pinned them to the bed above her head. Then I lunged forward and unleashed my wicked warriors. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Aja 
 
      
 
    I writhed under him as he buried himself deep inside me. No matter how many times we did this, he drove me mad with passion. I knew women could have more than one orgasm, but he gave me so many, it had to be breaking a record. Although when I’d asked Jess, as we sewed together earlier this sol cycle, she’d told me it seemed to be the norm. As we became friends, spent more time together, I’d become more comfortable discussing the details of our sex life. After all, it wasn’t like I had a lot of other things to talk about. Arythians had that special something. Not just the physical aspect, either. 
 
    I couldn’t wait to tell her how he liked my new outfit. 
 
    Although my confession might have had a lot to do with his extra enthusiasm. 
 
    But, as his cockheads drove into me, moving together and separate in a way unexplainable—at least to me—he murmured, “You were very naughty, Aja. You know I’ll have to punish you for touching yourself.” 
 
    “Are you going to spank me, Master?” My words were breathless, visions of being held over his lap, my head hanging low while he turned my ass crimson with his warrior’s hand driving me nearly mad with desire. Even the Archon was a warrior, as Jess, had explained to me, trained to do battle for his people as well as in their lore and to pass on the knowledge to others. He had other special skills, like empathy, making him an incredibly valuable member of the crew as well as his race in the larger sense. And the only one left of his kind. 
 
    “I will punish you…as I see fit.” 
 
    He dominated me, but in such a way that I always got what I wanted, even if it seemed as if it was his for his own pleasure. I knew what I was doing when I showed up in the outfit, and when I brought myself to an orgasm much less satisfying than the ones he gave me—even though I fantasized about him the whole time. 
 
    But when I did it on his orders—a shudder rippled through me at the memory, and he groaned. “Aja, you’re as tight as the first time I took you. Hold tight to me.” I wrapped my legs around his hips, arms around his neck, and shrieked when he stood, taking me with him. He braced my back against the wall and drove deep inside me, again and again. The cockheads swirled in an elaborate pattern, finding new spots to stroke with each motion. I linked my fingers behind Vyraz’s neck, holding on for dear life through the storm. 
 
    “Did you think you could pleasure yourself better than this, Aja?” he growled before biting down on my earlobe and tugging. It stung, and I shrieked, but I didn’t want him to stop. 
 
    I’d learned I liked a little pain with my pleasure. Knowledge he’d also seemed to pick up on without my telling him. The Arythian was either the most intuitive or really could read my mind. But, right now, I didn’t care. I’d become addicted to the pleasure he gave me. 
 
    His cockheads began to fire, bathing my insides with hot cum, splashing inside me like a series of fire hoses shooting hot foam. I shrieked as another climax came upon me, and I rippled around him. With a quick pivot and two long strides, we were on the bed again, while he gave a final plunge into my body then braced himself on his elbows and looked down at me. 
 
    “I have an idea.” 
 
    I blinked. “Can I have a minute to recover first? I don’t think I’ll survive another round otherwise.” 
 
    “Do you think of nothing but sex?” His deep chuckle never failed to send me, and he rolled us over so I sat on top of him, with his cock still buried inside me, and moving a little. I swore those things were alive sometimes. He lay on his back, knees bent to give me something to lean on. “That wasn’t what I meant, but I will accommodate your request. 
 
    He looked so relaxed, while I wanted to squirm. “Vy—Master, please.” 
 
    “Please, what, Aja? What would you like?” 
 
    The slow movement of the five—yes, I had determined the number at some point—cockheads made it hard to think. “I want…I want to know what my punishment will be.” 
 
    “Very well.” And just like that, he lifted me off him and set me on the edge of the bed. Before I had time to take it in, he was on his feet and moving toward the wall. He revealed a ledge, similar to the one Jess used for her baubles. But this one held different items altogether. Closing his hand around something, he faced me again. “On your hands and knees, Aja. And don’t ask questions. I will explain as I choose. Or not.” 
 
    Trembling, I rolled onto my stomach and crawled forward into position. I had questions, but defying him would only lead to a punishment spanking, which was not the kind that made me come. 
 
    “Don’t turn around.” 
 
    “Y-yes, Master.” I might get away with his name sometimes but, during punishment, I knew better. 
 
    Big hands grasped my bottom cheeks and pulled them apart. I tensed. “Relax, Aja. I have something special for you here.” Cool liquid slipped over my bottom hole, followed by a finger smoothing it around. “One day I will take you here, but for now we can combine your punishment with the start of training.” 
 
    “Yes, Master.” But I was not relaxing. 
 
    “If you stay like this, it’s going to hurt more. Up to you.” Something smooth and hard prodded at my rosette, pushing against the tight muscles. “Easy.” He gave a solid shove and it popped inside, stretching me. “There. Now hop up and follow me to the lab.” 
 
    And he was gone. 
 
    I was naked, and plugged. And wet because, damn my body anyway, but the second he started fiddling with my bottom hole, my pussy gushed. And he had to have noticed. “May I dress?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    I backed off the bed and stood, hyper aware of the foreign object shoved into my ass. He’d inserted the tip of his finger a few times while licking my pussy, and it always sent me over the edge but a giant alien dick with five squirming heads entering me that way? I was terrified. And embarrassed at the trickle of arousal that ran down my thigh as I followed him into the other room where he worked. 
 
    And where sometimes other crewmembers entered on ship business. Was he going to follow through on his threat to humiliate me? I had done just what he wanted… And I shouldn’t get turned on by the idea. 
 
    I was intrigued despite my discomfort because he’d never invited me in there before. Not for more than a moment or two while he shut things down or something. 
 
    “On my lap, Aja. I want to introduce you to someone.” Oh gods, he was bringing someone in. 
 
    Walking almost on tiptoe to avoid driving the device deeper into me, I made my way to his side and sat. He arranged me facing forward, toward a screen, my legs spread over his. Who was coming to see me like this? 
 
    “Larissa, this is Aja.” 
 
    “Welcome, Aja.” A disembodied female voice came from somewhere all around me. 
 
    “What?” I searched for the source of the sound. “Larissa, where are you?” 
 
    “Larissa is my virtual assistant.” Vyraz placed his palm on my chest and drew me back to lean against him. He stroked my breasts, pinching the nipples and rubbing his thumbs over them. 
 
    “So, she’s not a real person?” The fear of being watched, which, to my dismay, also had an erotic element—what was wrong with me?—lessened. 
 
    “Not technically, but we’ve been together a long time.” The touching continued, moving up and down my torso, pausing at all the pertinent points. “You’re very wet, Aja.” Before I could reply, he continued. “Larissa, I propose to make Aja another assistant. She has a background in archaeology, and I think she can help us. Your thoughts?” 
 
    “Help would be welcome for such a large important project.” 
 
    Vyraz slipped two fingers inside me and pumped them a few times. “I agree.” 
 
    I squirmed, whispered, “Can she see us?” 
 
    “Larissa, privacy.” 
 
    There was no sign she’d left, and I had my doubts, but at least she didn’t speak while he rubbed and stroked me to climax. After I regained my mind, I wriggled a bit, very aware of how full I felt. “Master, can you take out the plug now?” 
 
    “You’re being punished, Aja. Rather, you might ask if you may get on your knees and worship my cock with your mouth.” 
 
    “May I?” 
 
    “Yes, and then we will discuss your new duties.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Vyraz 
 
      
 
    She sank to her knees, giving a little squeal when the plug shifted inside her as she slid off my lap. 
 
    The unaccustomed stimulation in her ass drove her wild. In the past, she’d been hesitant and unsure when she pleasured me with her mouth. Teaching her what to do aroused me more than I’d ever been when I was with a skilled courtesan. Or an experienced Archon fucker. 
 
    All across the galaxy, I’d found females who willingly, eagerly, offered to suck my cock when they heard my title. On some worlds getting fucked by an Arythian Archon was a status symbol, followed only by sucking one off. 
 
    But technical skill was no match for raw passion. Aja went after my cock as though she’d been starving for the taste of my cum. She wrapped her fingers around the iron-hard shaft and pumped her hand up and down its length. Then she brought it to her lips. 
 
    Dear gods, it seemed like only yesterday she’d been an inexperienced virgin. And now the little human knew instinctively how to drive me mad. 
 
    She ran her tongue over each throbbing head. Licked her way down my shaft. 
 
    I wanted to fist my hands in her hair and ram it into her mouth. But I forced myself to sit back. She’d asked permission to worship my cock and, in all honesty, I wanted to see what she’d do without my direction. 
 
    One after another, she took the heads into her mouth. Swirled her tongue around them. Tantalizing, teasing me. I groaned and gripped the arms of my chair. She looked up and gave me a wicked smile. 
 
    The naughty wench. I’d spank her ass good and hard when she was through. With the plug still in it. 
 
    The plug. I’d almost forgotten. Ramping up the game, I used my abilities to activate one of its features. I heard the low hum at the same instant I saw her eyes go wide with shock. She let go of my penis and started to reach behind her. 
 
    “Don’t you dare touch that thing. Your punishment isn’t over.” 
 
    I didn’t need to be an empath to feel the bolt of lust rock her. She took the cockhead closest to her lips in her mouth and started sucking. Pumping her hand up and down my shaft all the while. Drawing the cum up from my balls. 
 
    I sent out a mental command, and the plug’s vibrations went up a notch. She gave a strangled cry, sucking harder. My cockhead erupted, shooting hot cum down her throat. 
 
    She swallowed every drop and went on to the next. Licking, stroking, then sucking. Her body shuddered as I toyed with the vibrations from the plug. Sometimes low and steady, sometimes a rhythmic throbbing. 
 
    Somewhere around my third cum, I forgot all about the game and left the setting on high the whole time as she alternated sucking my last two heads. Finally, I couldn’t stand it any longer. I grabbed the back of her head and shoved both of them in her mouth. Threw back my head and roared when they exploded at the same time. 
 
    She licked me clean as I panted for breath. Then squealed in surprise when I yanked her over my lap. Face-down. My little human needed to be rewarded—with her favorite punishment. 
 
    I lowered the intensity of the vibrations and gave her ass half a dozen firm swats. Then I spread her cheeks apart, grabbed the end of the plug with one hand, and rammed two fingers of my other hand into her dripping wet pussy. 
 
    “You were very naughty,” I said. “Teasing me like that. Weren’t you?” 
 
    She moaned, and her pussy clenched around my fingers. I’d hit one of her darkest fantasies. “Yes, Master.” 
 
    “Say, ‘I’m a naughty slut, and I deserve to be punished.’” 
 
    “I’m a naughty slut and I…oooh…I deserve to be punished.” 
 
    I worked the plug part way out of her ass then slid it back in and ramped up the pulses. “Like this?” 
 
    She squirmed on my lap. My cockheads started to swell again. I was as insatiable as a randy lad around her. 
 
    “Oh gods, yes.” 
 
    “Then take your punishment like the naughty little slut you are.” 
 
    I worked a third finger into her pussy. With my other hand, I fucked her ass with the plug. Deep and hard, the throbbing pulses set on high. She let out a wild scream and came within seconds. 
 
    I slid the plug out, rolled her onto her back, and cradled her in my arms. She shuddered as the aftershocks hit. 
 
    “Dear gods, one of these days you’re going to kill me. I’m still shaking. I thought I was going to pass out.” 
 
    “It’s all right.” I held the plug up. “If your heart stops, I have a setting on this thing that will get it pumping again.” 
 
    She giggled. “How far up my ass would you have to shove it to do that?” 
 
    I narrowed my eyes. “Careful, little human. You’re being naughty again.” 
 
    “Oooh!” She threw her arms around my neck. “I do love being your dirty little slut, Master.” 
 
    “And I love…” 
 
    I stopped. Stunned at the word that almost came out of my mouth. I could get inside her head whenever I wanted. But I’d never realized that while I was doing it, my little human was working her way into my heart. 
 
    I’d been a bachelor all my life, set in my ways. I’d never had to be responsible for a mate, let alone a child. I knew I could protect her, protect our offspring from harm. But the idea of being there for another being emotionally, opening myself up so she could know me the way I knew her through my gift…laying my soul bare so she’d discover that behind the mask I wore as the legendary Archon was just another flawed being doing the best he could in life and sometimes failing … The very thought filled me with terror. 
 
    “And I love being your Master,” I finally mumbled. 
 
    She laid her cheek on my chest and snuggled against me. The great Archon. She was so trusting. So content. 
 
    I felt like a fraud. 
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    I woke up in our bed. Alone. And sans plug. Not only was the fullness gone, my questing fingers found no apparent damage from its presence. But the memory remained. The vibrations seemed to go from my ass to every part of me, sending near electric shocks along with it. With Vyraz’s cockheads in my mouth, his musk heady and arousing, it was all too much. And then the spanking… I clenched my fists to avoid touching myself again at the memory. Not that I hadn’t had good results from my first confession, but another session like that so soon might kill me. 
 
    A pretty good way to die, though. 
 
    But that plug had been a punishment as well as the start of “anal training.” Readying me to take his cock in that much smaller hole. I probably should be unhappy about that instead of getting wet over it. 
 
    Hands at your sides, Aja! 
 
    We’d defiled every part of my Master’s lab before he carried me in here and collapsed at my side. The time marker by the bed indicated it had been many sol cycles before. I hoped he wasn’t angry that I’d slept so long right after he offered me a job, but what could he expect after our orgy. Could it be an orgy when only two were involved? Maybe a debauch? Bacchanalia without wine? Although I’d been sipping a fair amount of that tea since Jess turned me onto it. The Archon said it didn’t do anything to him, but it gave me a mild, pleasant buzz. 
 
    He was brilliant, well-respected, sexy-as-fuck, and had offered me a position as his assistant so I wouldn’t spend most of my days lying around here losing my mind and fantasizing about our next lovemaking session. Was that the real term? 
 
    I wasn’t in love with him. I loved things about him…and things we did together. And I couldn’t wait to start my new job! With that in mind, I leapt up, wincing a little at some aches in new places, and, for the first time ever in my useless life got dressed for a real job. Using my real knowledge and skills. I still planned to leave at the first opportunity, to take the reins of my life into my own hands, but the fact was I had never had such a fulfilling existence under my father’s thumb. 
 
    The man lived in the past. A time in our original country’s history when giving a virgin daughter to another leader cemented a relationship and could result in funds guaranteed to place a dethroned ruler back in the seat of power. 
 
    Sure, I’d gone to college, but only because an education was one more jewel in my princess crown. I’d also had training in hair and makeup, posture, spoke half a dozen languages—a shame none of them were Arythian, would have saved me needing a chip—and other skills and graces suitable for my future job as trophy wife. 
 
    Sex with any of the men paraded in front of me would have been less than satisfying. Most of them were so old they would have required an infusion just to make their withered old stalk hard enough to attempt to sire a child on me. 
 
    And I would have required medication to avoid vomiting on them while they tried. 
 
    Was I wishing for too much? Looking a gift horse in the mouth? What more did I really want? That girl sitting around Father’s shop like one more piece of expensive merchandise would have jumped at what I had now. If I’d been asked, I might have agreed to board the ship and become the Archon’s assistant slash wife. 
 
    But nobody asked me, did they? 
 
    Just like my father, Ravensworth used me for his own ends, whatever they were. Father’s recent shaky connection to him, maybe. People often acted as if I had no ears to hear, like I was a mannequin, so I overheard things. But whatever it was must have been worse than I knew. Without me and without Ravensworth’s support, Father would never be more than an importer of illegal antiques, a man sure to end up in jail eventually. 
 
    I tried to feel sorry for him, but I didn’t. He’d treated me as an object, showed me none of the affection due a daughter. Did he know where I was? What had become of me? Did he care—I mean, beyond the loss of me as a cog in the wheels of his plans to regain a throne he’d only actually held for a matter of days before I was born? 
 
    My upbeat mood was draining away, so I pushed the topic aside. Even if I managed to escape, and even in the less likely event I returned to Earth, I’d never see my father again. And that would be by choice. 
 
    Back in the moment, I approached the wall between the bedroom and the lab. Master had given me some ability to open the doorways to get between here and Jess’s and into a few storage areas and things, but this one, at least so far, had been beyond my permissions. Still, I gave it a shot. Vyraz didn’t always let me know when he extended my little freedoms. I still couldn’t do it with my mind, had to wave or gesture in some way, but it was pretty cool. 
 
    To my delight, the wall dissolved, revealing the lab, but Master was nowhere in sight. I entered, nervously. If the door opened, and I was his new assistant, I should be able to look around a little, right? At least he hadn’t told me not to. 
 
    “Welcome, Assistant Aja.” The female voice caught me off-guard, and I jumped. “How can I help you today?” 
 
    Holy shit. “Err, hi Larissa. I’m just waiting for the Archon. Maybe you can give me a tour?” 
 
    “It would be my honor. Please approach the control panel, and I will instruct you in its operations. 
 
      
 
    Sometime later, Larissa piped up, “Welcome, Archon. Blessings and peace to you and all sentient beings in the Universe,” and I jumped again. I’d been so focused on learning the system I hadn’t heard him enter. 
 
    “Larissa, Aja, it seems you two are thick as thieves—I believe that’s the Earth expression?” 
 
    I turned to face him. “It is, yes, and a phrase I don’t believe I’ve used since I’ve been here. How do you know it?” 
 
    For the first time, my Master looked uncomfortable. He flushed, and his lips moved. But before he managed to answer, Larissa cut in. “We have files of idioms from many planets if you would like to access it, Assistant Aja.” 
 
    I continued to study his face. “That must be it. For a second, I thought you might be reading my mind. But of course that’s not possible. Right?” 
 
    “Larissa, let’s pick up where we left off last sol cycle. I would like Aja to observe for a time before we assign her her own tasks.” 
 
    I took a seat in the chair next to his, prepared to learn as much as possible. The opportunity to study the history and culture of the Arythians was not to be missed. While it wasn’t strictly an archaeological slant, it still awoke parts of my brain that had been slumbering, atrophying for a long time. 
 
    And I was taking full advantage. 
 
    For as long as I remained aboard this alien space vessel. 
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    I knew my human was intelligent, but the speed at which she absorbed and processed information impressed me. 
 
    Till now, all I’d really scanned in her mind were her dirty fantasies. “Dirty” was the word she used to describe them. It seemed her species was highly judgmental, with a narrow concept of what was acceptable and natural when it came to physical pleasure. And what I found most odd was that the dirtier she thought the act was, the more aroused she got when I made her do it. We hadn’t brought to life her sex-and-punishment-in-public fantasies yet, but I felt a huge spike in her libido when I dropped a reference to those topics. I couldn’t wait to see her reaction when I introduced her to her first Arythian Fertility Festival. 
 
    On Arythios, it was considered an honor to be chosen as a participant in the public fertility rites, but my human registered both a wild thrill and a sense of deep shame at the thought of being bared and spanked then fucked in front of an audience. I could read the human mind, but I definitely did not understand it. 
 
    But that celebration would have to wait until we had more than a token handful of females to put on display while they gave and received pleasure. It would not boost morale for our warriors to watch a select few of their brothers fucking then have to return to their quarters alone. Even though group sex was the norm for many by the end of the festival, we simply didn’t have enough females to go around. 
 
    My cockheads stirred at the thought of stripping Aja naked on the sacred altar and taking her in every hole while the drums beat and the crowd chanted the ancient melody. I forced myself to shut down my lecherous thoughts and concentrate on the work. 
 
    We’d developed a system for the transcribing the scrolls that seemed to be going well. With the headset on, I’d pull up a passage from memory and then visualize and project it to Larissa. Larissa would copy it to the ship’s main data bank while simultaneously creating a hard copy of the ancient script on a scroll. I’d read each line aloud as I visualized it. 
 
    My progress was slow since I frequently had to stop to teach Larissa a new word or character then make sure she copied each letter of the ancient script properly. It was Aja’s job to read the documents as we created them. Presented with a seamless translation, she was able to concentrate on the content rather than the technical process of creating it. 
 
    I’d go through a section with Larissa; Aja would read it while I went on to the next. Periodically, we’d take a break so I could get her feedback. Bringing a fresh eye to the translations, she questioned references I’d dismissed as folklore—ancient myths and legends I’d heard versions of since I was a lad. 
 
    “This part reminds me of Heinrich Schliemann,” she said, pointing out one passage. “He was a pioneer in archaeology. He’d studied the classical literature of Ancient Greece and was convinced that Homer’s tale of Troy was based on a real place. Everyone dismissed him as a kook, but he trusted his intuition, traveled halfway around the world, and discovered an ancient city, complete with a burial vault filled with a treasure trove of gold and jewels.” 
 
    “A kook?” 
 
    “A crazy person. A madman putting his fortune on the line based on some old fireside tales. You know, we have stories of Superman, an alien from another world who has incredible physical power on Earth. In the story there is one element that robs him of his strength. It’s kryptonite. As far as I know, there’s no such thing as kryptonite. But if humans get near objects that have been exposed to dangerous levels of radiation, they weaken and sometimes die. It’s our version of kryptonite. Maybe your ancestors discovered some substance that gave the Rydek its power—or took it away. And that’s how they were able to defeat the Beast.” 
 
    “So you’re saying the cave where the ten horns were hidden may really have existed?” 
 
    She read the passage aloud. “It says, ‘The ten horns which thou sawest in the cave receive power from the Beast.’ And then further on, ‘These beings have one mind and shall give their power and strength to the Beast.’ You’re going on the premise the enemy that destroyed your world could be the same enemy mentioned in these ancient texts. Sometimes your ancestors referred to it as the Rydek, but more often they called it the Beast. What if the Rydek is like a hive? Many creatures acting with one consciousness.” 
 
    “And they that dwell in this world shall wonder when they behold the Beast that was and is not and yet is.” I quoted the obscure line I’d found earlier, the one that Admiral Dylos found so frustratingly vague. “That could describe the individual creatures separating then coming together again to create one consciousness with limitless power.” 
 
    “Maybe your ancestors used the ten horns to describe the weapons the Rydek used.” Aja jumped up and began pacing around the lab, too excited to sit still. “We’re talking about something that happened countless millennia ago. What if they were weapons so far beyond the technological abilities of your people back then that they had no way to explain how they worked except to say they derived their power from the Beast?” 
 
    That’s what I’d missed. What Larissa, competent as she was, could never deliver. That spark of enthusiasm. It was impossible not to get caught up in Aja’s excitement. 
 
    I picked her up. Swung her around in my arms. “You may be onto something! Larissa, please scan all existing documents in your memory bank and pull up any references to Beast and Rydek.” 
 
    “Don’t forget horns, Larissa,” Aja added. “And ten of anything—and caves.” 
 
    “Yes! Horns, caves—whatever she says.” I spun her around again, then set her down and slapped my headset back on. We had thousands of scrolls to scan. But now we had something specific to look for. We needed data to support our theory, even if it was based purely on feelings or intuition, or whatever we call that indescribable something that separates sentient beings from artificial intelligence. 
 
    I glanced at Aja, already immersed in the references Larissa was pulling up. How did she describe the Terran? A kook. A madman putting his fortune on the line based on some old fireside tales. 
 
    I was putting my faith in the words of these ancient scrolls. Words many on Arythios had dismissed as myths and legends. 
 
    But the enemy that destroyed our world was no myth. It was still out there somewhere in the vast reaches of space. And if we could find a way to defeat it, we wouldn’t only find justice for my people. 
 
    We might find the key to survival for countless other worlds. 
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    I woke each sol cycle excited to see what it held. Each sleep cycle, my Master brought me to orgasm over and over, while I exercised the skills I was acquiring to do the same to him. Arythian males were not like humans, needing long periods of rest to do the deed again. Especially as they got older. The Archon was older than the others aboard ship. Jess had confirmed that much, although she wasn’t certain by how much. And I’d not yet gotten up the nerve to ask, for fear he might think I was implying something negative. There were so many things to learn about my new people. 
 
    While I hadn’t yet entirely given up my plan to escape, it dwelled somewhere in the back of my mind. How could I leave the work I did? Together Vyraz and I sought to understand the greatest threat the galaxy had ever faced. To my knowledge, at least. A threat I believed capable of attacking Earth or any other planet with sentient beings. If I could use my education—at long last—in a useful way, it was worth postponing my exodus. 
 
    My Master teased me often, while he fucked my pussy, manipulated my breasts, or inserted yet another larger plug into my ass, about doing these things in front of others. And I had no way to hide my reactions. He no longer used lube to insert the plug, since a few dirty words in my ear made me so wet, he simply drew the item through the slick juices and slid it right inside. 
 
    This cycle, we were going to work with the specific Beast and Rydek references. Unfortunately, just like on my planet, his people’s lore contained many seemingly contradicting passages, and we had begun to think perhaps some were lore, without facts behind them. Perhaps cautionary tales like don’t wear your red cape and sing when going through the woods alone with a basket full of food if you don’t want to get eaten by a wolf. 
 
    But so far, what we’d managed to untangle seemed logical. The archaeologist in me mourned the lack of artifacts to study, but I made do. I sipped a cup of tea as I finished braiding my hair and slipped a soft dress of the most beautiful pink over my head. My Master said it was the color of a seasprite shell when I brought it back from Jess’s place, and I’d been waiting for a special day to wear it. But then I realized that one day was the same as the next as we traveled through space heading for a promising planet many sol cycles away. 
 
    I could wait for our arrival. 
 
    But I wanted to see that sparkle in his eye I’d caught when he saw the dress on me. I just felt special today. Maybe we’d learn something amazing that would save the galaxy. I petted the suggestion of a cape we’d sewn into the dress. Supergirl…Wonder Woman…rescuer of all sentient beings by correct interpretation of ancient lore. 
 
    Grinning, I turned toward the lab and lifted my hand to dissolve the wall. But before I could wave, it was gone, and my Master stood in the opening, holding a scroll. He lifted his gaze and his jaw dropped. So did the scroll. 
 
    “Aja.” 
 
    I waited…but he stood as if thunderstruck. Gobsmacked. “Master, are you all right?” 
 
    He blinked. Swallowed. Cleared his throat. Score one for Aja! 
 
    Then he strode toward me. Cupped my chin. His eyes held fire. “Turn around, bend over, and grasp your ankles.” 
 
    “Huh?” What was he… 
 
    “The correct answer is, ‘Yes, Master.’ Followed by obedient actions.” But as I parted my lips to speak, he moved me into position like a marionette, flipped my dress over my back, and stepped away. 
 
    A trickle of arousal down my leg made it impossible to hide how his manhandling of me turned me on. But then, he already knew that. 
 
    I gripped my ankles, swaying, trying not to tip over as I anticipated his return. I didn’t have to wait long. 
 
    “So wet. Always so ready for whatever I want to do to you, my little Aja.” Fingers slipped inside me, scooped up my juices, and brought them back to swirl around my anus. “I have something special for you this cycle.” A finger pressed into my bottom hole, retreated and returned, joined by a second. He moved them in deeper then scissored them, stretching her. “You’re still so very tight. It’s going to hurt when I finally fuck this hole. You’ll like that, won’t you, female?” 
 
    I whimpered, but he gave me a slap with his free hand on my butt cheek. “Are you arguing with me? Whose hole is this, Aja?” Another slap. 
 
    “Y-your hole, Master.” 
 
    “Yes.” His fingers worked in and out, stinging but also driving me high, close to orgasm already. “All your holes are mine to do with as I please. And today I please to use the final trainer. Can you reach back and pull yourself open for me without tipping over? 
 
    “I can try, Master.” A little dizzy from my position, I moved my feet wider apart and released my ankles, swaying some, and he grasped my hip, steadying me. I grabbed hold of my cheeks and tugged them apart. 
 
    “Good now?” 
 
    I nodded but nearly fell in the process then recovered. “Yes, Master.” 
 
    “Good.” His fingers withdrew to be replaced by something else. Some things rather. I squeaked as he worked them inside me, a bundle entirely different from the other plugs. What was this? 
 
    “It…it hurts.” 
 
    “You can take it, can’t you? My little pain slut? Your Master knows what you need.” 
 
    “Y-yes.” I swallowed hard. “But I’m scared, too. I don’t know what it is.” 
 
    He worked it in deeper, farther than anything before. “Relax, Aja. This is just the final preparation for my cock. And it’s still much smaller than me.” 
 
    Oh God. If this device didn’t rip me asunder, he was sure to. So why did I want to rub against anything that might ease me? I had such dirty fantasies, he’d only begun to tap into them. 
 
    I braced my legs, forcing them to keep me in position while he worked the long bundled stalk in and out of my bottom hole. He could see everything with me like this. Finally, he gave me a slap across my exposed hole, pushing the plug, if that’s what it could be called, in all the way to the wide flange I knew was on the bottom of all his butt toys. “There. Now on your knees and face me, mouth open wide. 
 
    I fell more than lowered to the floor then maneuvered around toward him. He’d already taken his cock out of his tight black pants, and it was fully erect, every head alive and moving. “Yes, Master,” I said, ready to suck on his multiple heads, one by one, or maybe two at a time as he liked. 
 
    He caressed my cheek. “All of them at once, Aja. If you cannot, I have a gag to help open your mouth wider.” 
 
    I stretched as wide open as I could while he fed his cockheads inside my mouth. It was very full, but his groan of pleasure encouraged me to continue, until my plug came to life, the bundle spreading into individual ends, just like the cockheads in my mouth. They moved in a complex dance, and I nearly bit down in my startlement but managed to stop just in time. 
 
    This plug was indeed the final preparation. And their movement drove me mad. It was all I could do to continue to suck and mouth him when the squirming ends began to vibrate. 
 
    “Do not come yet,” he told me, caressing my cheek. 
 
    I couldn’t protest, but I sucked harder and faster, hoping that if I could bring him to climax, he would let me come. I held onto his pants with both hands, struggling for control, my entire body invaded by him or his agents. I couldn’t…couldn’t…but apparently either I was successful in my efforts or he was just as turned on by the whole things as me because the hot spray of cum filled my mouth and spilled down my chin, one head after another firing off. 
 
    “Come.” 
 
    He pulled out of my mouth and gripped my shoulders while I writhed in the throes of orgasm, the heads inside my dark hole moving in different ways so each time I started to relax I flew over yet another edge until I was screaming, “Enough. Stop. Please. I can’t…” 
 
    And it all did stop, leaving me limp, my muscles and bones unable to hold me up. My Master scooped me into his arms and carried me to the bed where he held me close while I tried to remember how to breathe. 
 
    “Such a pretty dress,” he said, stroking the fabric tightly fitted over my breasts. “What made you choose this color, Aja?” 
 
    “I thought it was nice, that you might like it.” 
 
    “I love this color. It’s a perfect match.” 
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    “Match to what?” 
 
    “To this.” I reached into my pocket. Pulled out a tiny pouch and handed it to her. 
 
    “Is this a present? For me?” 
 
    “You’ve been working so hard. I wanted to give you a little something. To say thank you.” 
 
    She stroked the pouch with a fingertip. “It’s so pretty! The fabric changes color when it catches the light from different angles.” She smiled and threw her arms around my neck. “Thank you! I love it.” 
 
    “Open it.” 
 
    “You mean there’s something inside?” 
 
    I smiled. “The pouch is merely the vessel. Your gift is inside it.” 
 
    “Vessel. How cute. Sometimes I feel like I’m talking to one of those ancient scholars who wrote the scrolls.” 
 
    I kept the smile plastered to my face, but her words stung. Compared to her, I was ancient. What business did I have giving a token like this to a young, vibrant female? 
 
    “What is the container for an offering of one’s thanks called on your world?” 
 
    “’Container for an offering of one’s thanks.’” She laughed. “See, that’s what I mean. You’re always so formal. Back home, we’d call it a gift bag. But I’ve never seen a gift bag as beautiful as this. I’m ashamed to say they are often just cheaply made paper and thrown away. Wasteful, isn’t it? And not a part of the gift that I can keep forever, like this.” 
 
    She liked it. Thank the gods. I’d asked Jess for help, and she outdid herself, fashioning the little pouch from a bolt of the rarest textile in our storage bay. Aja untied the narrow ribbon and tipped the contents into her palm. 
 
    “A seashell! How pretty.” 
 
    “It’s a seasprite shell.” I pointed out the delicate cord Jess had plaited from the multicolored threads spun by a brkana. “You can hang it around your neck.” 
 
    “Seasprite. That’s what you call me sometimes—or at least that’s what you call the color of my pussy,” she added shyly. 
 
    “You’re right. That is my pet name for you—and your sweet pussy.” 
 
    She slid the cord over her head. “Can you give me a hand? My hair is getting in the way.” 
 
    “Gladly.” I lifted her long silky black locks, and she dropped the cord around her neck. 
 
    “You’re right! It matches this dress perfectly. I can’t wait to show it to Jess! May I go to her quarters, Master?” 
 
    “Yes, you may.” 
 
    She went to the door then turned and dashed back to me, planting a kiss on my forehead. “Thank you, Master.” 
 
    She headed for the doorway again, the skirt of the seasprite-pink gown swirling around her. The wall dissolved, and she darted through without even a backward glance. 
 
    I sank onto the bed, crushed. That kiss? It was the kiss you give to an elderly uncle you’re fond of. Not to the lover who just gave you the token of his pet name for you. I didn’t even have time to recite the formal declaration that went with such a token. Let alone give her the history of the shell. 
 
    All she could think about was showing it to Jess. Sharing her happiness with her girlfriend instead of her mate. 
 
    Though I’d seldom delved into her mind since I brought her to work with me in the lab, I knew Aja still thought about escaping. Maybe the time had come to speak with the admiral about finding a different mate for her. A younger, stronger, more virile warrior. One she wouldn’t want to leave. One who could impregnate her quickly. Though I’d spent my seed in her every night, I hadn’t been able to breed her yet. Jess was already pregnant, and so was Dylos’s mate Trina. Though it would break my heart to let her go, perhaps it was all for the best. 
 
    Mind made up, I pulled a shirt on and headed for the lab. 
 
    “Larissa, contact Admiral Dylos. Tell him the Archon wishes to speak with him.” 
 
    “Yes, Archon.” 
 
    Moments later, Dylos appeared. Normally, given his position as commander of our Starfleet and the leader of our entire race, I would have asked to be granted an audience then gone to him. When I told Larissa to summon him using my title, I pulled rank. Out of respect for the Archon, he came to me, though in holographic form. 
 
    Dylos bowed his head. “Blessings and peace to you and all sentient beings in the Universe.” 
 
    I inclined my head a fraction. “And to you, may it please the gods.” Formalities out of the way, I got right to the point. “Admiral, I wish to return the human female. Please assign her to another warrior.” 
 
    “Return her? What’s wrong? Has she offended you in some way? I know how busy you are. I can punish her for you if you like.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Quite the contrary. She pleases me very much. I just think she’d be happier with a different mate.” 
 
    Dylos looked concerned. “I don’t understand, old friend. The last time Mantsk and I spoke of personal matters, he told me she and Jess were getting along very well. And I know she’s been working hard in the lab. You said she’s been a great help to you. What makes you think she’s unhappy?” He stopped. Shook his head. “I’m sorry. That was a foolish question. Of course, you’d know if she was unhappy.” 
 
    “It’s not her happiness I’m concerned about, Admiral. And I haven’t tapped into her mind—at least not about that. It’s our suitability as mates. Or rather, my suitability as a mate.” I sank into a chair. “May I speak frankly?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “I gave her a token—of my pet name for her.” 
 
    “Congratulations!” Dylos beamed. “You must have a mating ceremony. The Terran females place great importance on that.” 
 
    I sighed. “I’m afraid not. She said thank you—and then kissed me. On the forehead.” 
 
    “Oh.” His face fell. “I’m sorry. I know you care for her. It must have hurt to get a reaction like that, especially after you declared.” 
 
    I’d been a coward, presenting it at the last minute as a thank you gift so I could gauge her reaction to it before making my declaration. But I couldn’t admit that to Dylos. 
 
    “I didn’t exactly declare.” 
 
    “Well, no wonder she reacted the way she did! She’s a Terran. And unlike you, she can’t read minds. I’m sure she had no idea of the significance of the token. You need to explain our custom to her.” 
 
    His voice softened. “I remember the day I gave Trina my token. A bouquet of tassiflowers. I called her my tassi because the bright pink center of the flowers reminded me of her…” His skin tone changed to lavender. “Well, never mind why.” 
 
    He shot me a wry grin. “Damn. I always forget I’m talking to an Archon. I’m sure you know exactly why I called her that.” 
 
    I shook my head. “I don’t intrude upon the private thoughts of others without permission.” I didn’t need to intrude. The image in Dylos’s head was so vivid even a neophyte telepath would have picked it up. Still, I wouldn’t embarrass him by telling him that. 
 
    The memory of Aja’s wicked fantasies popped into my mind. “Except for the human. I did scan her mind a few times.” More than a few. And she hadn’t minded the outcome. But Dylos didn’t need the intimate details of my relationship. 
 
    “You lucky devil. There have been plenty of times I wished I could see into Trina’s mind. Females just don’t think rationally, like we do, whether they’re Arythian or alien.” Dylos sighed. “Anyway, to get back to my point, Trina wasn’t exactly overcome with joy when I gave her my token either. There I was, declaring my undying love, laying my heart on the line. She said thank you and then wandered off to find a vase so she could put them in water. I had to explain to her what it meant. I remember every word I said. ‘I present you with these tassiflowers as a symbol of my wish to formalize our union. I will declare before all that I claim you and you alone, forevermore, as my one and true Mate.’ 
 
    “She started crying—you know how they do that for no reason…” I nodded, and he went on. “And then I said if she accepted me, she was supposed to take the gift and say ‘I will kneel and declare to all of Arythios that I yield to you and you alone, forevermore, as my Master and my one and true Mate.’” 
 
    He said the last in a definitive tone and then fell silent. When I didn’t respond, he prompted me. 
 
    “So that’s what you need to do. Go find her and explain. You’ll see. She’ll be just as thrilled as Trina was. I’m certain of it.” 
 
    “No. I realize now I have no business taking on a mate, let alone offspring to raise.” 
 
    Dylos gave me a sharp look. “So that’s it. You’re afraid. Gods know, I can relate to that. You made yourself vulnerable, and you feel like she rejected you. Right now, you’re afraid if you explain about the token, she’ll say no. And that would hurt even more.” 
 
    “And then there’s the other fear,” he went on. “What if she says yes? In some ways, it’s easier to face an enemy in battle than it is to wake up and look into the eyes of your mate every morning. One encounter is over in seconds, and the outcome is fixed. With a mate, you have to prove yourself worthy all over again every sol. Be the heroic warrior who will take on the universe for her, the firm but loving Master to the one person who knows you better than you know yourself. The person who sees all your flaws, all your weaknesses. I won’t kid you. Taking a mate forevermore is probably the hardest thing you’ll ever do—and it will bring you more joy than you could ever imagine.” 
 
    I tried to keep my face impassive. Everything he’d said was true. Maybe I wasn’t the only Arythian with the ability to read minds. 
 
    While I was making Aja’s fantasies come true, I’d gotten caught up in a fantasy of my own. A fantasy of having Aja as my forever mate. My partner. She’d breathed new life into my study of the scrolls. What had once been a burdensome task weighing on me had become an exciting adventure thanks to her enthusiasm and abilities. 
 
    And she’d awakened a part of me I thought was as lifeless as the words on those ancient texts. I’d discovered the sheer joy of giving and receiving pleasure. Not just sexual pleasure, although gods knew she made me feel like a virile young warrior. I couldn’t get enough of her body—or her mouth and hands on mine. But she brought me joy in so many other ways. I got caught up in her excitement about what every new sol might bring. And she made me laugh. 
 
    So, like a lovestruck lad, I put reason aside and rushed headlong into giving her a token. Then, when she didn’t even acknowledge what it meant, all my fears took hold again. 
 
    Dylos even put into words fears I hadn’t acknowledged. Except one. I’d failed to impregnate my mate. What if I took her forevermore and still couldn’t sire offspring? The more I thought about it, the more it weighed on me. I was the Archon. I owed it to my race to set her free to find a more virile lover. A young warrior whose seed was strong. One who could assure that our race would survive. 
 
    “My mind is made up, Dylos,” I finally said. “I do not want the human as my mate. I hereby relinquish my ownership of her. Please give her to another warrior. Immediately.” 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    The anguished cry caught me by surprise. I looked away from Dylos’s hol and caught a flash of shocking pink just as the doorway resealed itself. 
 
    Aja. I’d been so engrossed in my discussion, I never heard her come in. I’d planned to sit her down after speaking with Dylos. Explain I was giving her back because it was best for both of us. How much had she heard before she ran away? Dylos’s catalogue of all my fears and failings—or just the last part? 
 
    The first was embarrassing. The second, heartbreakingly cruel. I could bear the embarrassment. But I couldn’t bear the pain of thinking I might have hurt my sweet gentle human. She’d done nothing but place her trust in me, body and soul. I wanted to set her free, but I didn’t want her to think I was rejecting her. 
 
    Total recall is both a gift and a curse. My own words haunted me, playing over and over in my head. I do not want the human as my mate. I hereby relinquish my ownership of her. Please give her to another warrior. Immediately. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eighteen 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Aja 
 
      
 
    I rushed down the corridors to Jess and Mantsk’s quarters, a route I’d come to know well over the past “sol cycles,” a term they used for days. I wasn’t sure precisely how they compared to Earth days, but my body had adjusted to rest, work, and waking periods, so it was either close to our twenty-four hour period, or I was more adaptable than I had ever given myself credit for. 
 
    I kept my hand over the seasprite shell, warm already from contact with my skin. It lay perfectly in the deep vee of the dress, and made me happier than diamonds would have. 
 
    I gestured as I’d learned to do when approaching someone else’s quarters, the waving equivalent of ringing a doorbell, and after a moment, the wall opened to reveal my friend, swathed in lengths of jewel-toned fabrics. “Hi,” she said around a mouthful of the little spikes she used as a substitute for straight pins. She pulled them out and grinned. “You look beautiful. Did the Archon like the dress? Of course he did. How could he not. Come in and tell me all about it.” 
 
    Sometimes it was hard to get a word in with Jess, probably a result of having no girlfriends to talk to onboard ship. Although, from what she’d shared with me, she hadn’t had a lot of close pals on Earth either. We had that in common. As well as the gratitude to have one another now. 
 
    I trailed her into the sitting area of the captain’s quarters. Despite her best efforts to neaten it at her Master’s request, it was always awash in colorful items. Every time she returned one to the storage bay, she came back with two more. My friend was the human equivalent of a dragon with its hoard. She loved beauty and color but had told me her favorite colors were the ones displayed by Mantsk when they were alone together. 
 
    We’d compared notes, and learned that while the shades of the Arythians for different moods were similar, each was a little different, personal only to him. We had no knowledge about the females of the race, but, since they no longer existed, we didn’t like to ask a lot of questions. I had my eye out for information about them and their color changes in the scrolls, but it must have been such common knowledge nobody bothered to make note of it. 
 
    “Jess?” I said when she paused for breath. “He gave me a present! Look.” I uncupped my hand from around the shell and held it out for her to see. 
 
    “Oohh. That’s beautiful. And just the same shade as your dress…” 
 
    “I know. And you should have seen the effect the dress had on the Archon. Not that he isn’t usually…ardent? But whew.” 
 
    “Are you walking a little funny?’ 
 
    “Does it show?” We both burst into giggles. Walking funny had become a way of life due to the attentions of our alien males. 
 
    Finally, we stopped laughing long enough to unload the fabric from her body into a corner and sit down with our favorite tea in front of us. I’d wondered if the mild high it produced might be an issue with her pregnancy, but the ship’s doc was positive it wasn’t, and he also insisted it provided trace minerals that Arythians needed, so she indulged. Happily. And without guilt. 
 
    “Mantsk is meeting with Guryon about something or other, so we have time to chat. This stuff is the best, isn’t it?” Jess took a sip and sighed. 
 
    “It is. I’m so glad you turned me on to it.” We were quiet for a few minutes, while I continued to toy with my new necklace. “I was so touched to receive this, you know?” 
 
    “Still want to leave at the first opportunity?” She looked at me in a way like Vyraz when I would swear he could see what I was thinking. “Or have you realized that this life might be better than what you lived on Earth?” 
 
    I’d shared so much with her during our chats and while we sewed. “It’s better. But I didn’t choose it, you know? And I feel like I’ve never gotten to choose anything.” 
 
    “You didn’t choose to come aboard. And our guys are pushy, for sure, but I’ve seen you together, seen how he goes out of his way to please you.” 
 
    “But he’s still in charge.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. “Yes and no. They are dominating, protective, and maddening. But have you asked yourself if the husband you would have ended up with on Earth would have treated you like this? I mean—spectacular sex aside. Even if you’d chosen your own man, something that was not very likely to happen, would he have been a better mate?” 
 
    “He’s not my mate. He’s my Master, and that’s a whole different thing.” 
 
    Jess set he cup down and looked at me. “But the token. You accepted it. I assumed that meant you changed your mind. Accepted his declaration. I thought we’d be planning your wedding or mating ritual…or combination thereof. Wasn’t that what you came to tell me? 
 
    “What?” My brain went poof. “This is…he called it a thank you gift or something…” 
 
    “This is a seasprite shell. I’ve seen pictures of them, although this may be the only one left in existence. Which tells you how valuable it is.” 
 
    “Wow. So it’s a nice gift but—” 
 
    She shook her head as if I was too dense to live. Which I might be. “Aja. Does or does not the Archon call you Seasprite? I’ve overheard it a couple of times.” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Let me spell it out for you, sunshine. A nickname token is the equivalent of an engagement ring. A valuable one like yours is the ultimate engagement gift. In giving this to you, he was offering to make you his mate.” She paused. “Although there is a ritual, some words he should have said to you that would have made it clear. I don’t understand why he didn’t.” 
 
    I flushed. “Uh…he might have if I hadn’t kissed him on the forehead and raced out the door to show it off.” Yep, definitely too dense to live. “Oh, what must he think? What do I do? I have totally screwed up his proposal. You sure this was a proposal?” 
 
    Jess shrugged, the merriment in her eyes hard to take in my current mental state. “Pretty sure. But there’s only one way to find out.” 
 
    “Go back and…I can’t face him.” I tossed back the last of my liquid courage. “Can I live here?” 
 
    Jess pushed to her feet, one hand on her belly. “I swear I’m already off balance. Soon you’ll be pregnant, too, and our babies will grow up together.” She escorted me toward the door that reappeared at her wave. “Unless you’re already…are you?” 
 
    “I don’t think…” My mind was a whirl already. “I have to go face him, and apologize on my knees for being the stupidest woman in the world. Or the galaxy.” I grabbed at her hand. “Come with me? You can back up my stupidness.” 
 
    “Ohhh no.” She pulled free and gave me a little push into the corridor. “You’re on your own. He’ll understand. Probably. Besides, once you’re on your knees, he’ll be distracted.” Her laughter followed me down the hallway. “But I want a full report.” 
 
    “Bye, Jess.” As soon as I turned a corner, my steps lagged. Was she right? Did I just short-sheet a proposal? Did I even want a proposal? My plans for escape, never fully formed, had been fading into the background as my new life took shape. I had a kind, hot man, a job I loved already, a chance to study something fascinating, and another something I didn’t want to consider yet. 
 
    But there was one very important detail. A proposal implied a question. Will you marry me? Mate me? However they phrased it. Could I say yes or no? A choice? Was I finally being presented with a choice? Even my degree was in an area selected by my father for its possible use in his business—pure luck that I liked the field. And a shame I’d never gotten to use it. Until Vyraz made that possible. 
 
    Aja, do you choose to live with the most amazing man you’ve ever met. To finally have a great job. To share the greatest adventure of finding a whole new world to live on. To put down roots with this great man who wants me without even knowing I was a royal princess for real. 
 
    I’d come to a stop, but suddenly, I couldn’t wait to get back to our quarters. To apologize and hope he still wanted to propose. 
 
    To make the first real decision of my life. 
 
    I raced toward home. Waved my hand and dissolved the wall, excitement bubbling inside me. Vyraz was speaking with the admiral via hologram. I hung back to let them finish their conversation. 
 
    And heard the words that tore a hole in my soul. 
 
    I do not want the human as my mate. I hereby relinquish my ownership of her. Please give her to another warrior. Immediately. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nineteen 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Vyraz 
 
      
 
    I hadn’t seen Aja in 7 sols. 
 
    Not that I hadn’t tried. 
 
    After I got over the shock of finding out she overheard my conversation with Mantsk, I realized I needed to set things straight with her as soon as possible. First, I’d find out how much she heard. Then I’d explain in the gentlest of terms that although I still wanted to work with her on the scrolls, our personal relationship had to end. 
 
    There was only one place she would have gone. I dreaded the confrontation, so I let some time pass before heading to Mansk’s quarters and gesturing my presence. 
 
    “What do you want?” Jess called through the wall. 
 
    A bad sign. Proper etiquette required her to open the doorway and invite a visitor in. Especially the Archon. 
 
    “I need to speak to Aja.” 
 
    “Just a minute.” 
 
    Silence. I paced the corridor. 
 
    “She doesn’t want to talk to you,” came Jess’s voice. “She says anything you have to say you can say to me.” 
 
    I hadn’t expected that. Time to assert my male authority. 
 
    “Tell her that her Master orders her to return to our quarters. I need to speak with her. Privately,” I added. 
 
    I heard low murmurs then Jess’s voice again. 
 
    “She says you can’t tell her what to do. You’re not her Master any more. You gave her back.” 
 
    I bit back a curse. Legally, she had a point. 
 
    “Very well. As Archon of Arythios, I command her to accompany me to our quarters. It is imperative that I speak to her. Now.” 
 
    I heard a loud “Oh hell, no!” from Aja, followed by more low murmurs. 
 
    “She says you can’t call them ‘our quarters’ anymore. She doesn’t belong to you, so she’s decided to live somewhere else from now on. And since she’s not an Arythian, she says the Archon doesn’t have the power to command an alien he doesn’t own or want as a mate to do a damn thing. Especially not an alien princess.” 
 
    More murmurs then a giggle. Jess’s. 
 
    “She says as a princess she commands you to go away and leave her alone.” 
 
    I’d never doubt her claim to be descended from nobility. She certainly knew how to act like a royal pain in the ass. 
 
    I was getting nowhere. I tried one more maneuver. Projected my thoughts directly to her. 
 
    To my shock, I hit a wall. Somehow, she’d learned to close her mind to me. 
 
    I headed back to the lab. I decided I’d give her some time and speak with her when she came to work the next sol. She was hurt, but once she realized we were better suited to be colleagues, she’d get over it. 
 
    But she didn’t show up. Mantsk came to me instead. 
 
    “Aja isn’t coming,” he informed me. “She asked me to send her regrets to the Archon, but she isn’t feeling well enough to work this sol.” 
 
    “That’s not what she said.” 
 
    He looked sheepish. “You’re right, Archon. She had several suggestions of what I should tell you, none of which I deemed appropriate. I found one particularly imaginative. It involved your head and another part of your anatomy.” 
 
    I sat down. Ran my hands wearily over the head under discussion. “By the gods, I never meant to hurt her. It’s just—I’m an old man, Mantsk. She’s young and vibrant. She deserves a warrior in his prime, one who can take care of her properly.” 
 
    “From some of the conversations I overheard between her and Jess, it sounded like you took care of her quite well.” 
 
    “Fucking isn’t the same as breeding,” I muttered. 
 
    “Is that what this is about? You sent her away because you’re upset that you haven’t impregnated her yet? Maybe I shouldn’t be telling you this, but I did hear that topic being discussed. Apparently some human females are not as focused on having offspring as our Arythian mates were. Aja told Jess if she had a child at some point in the future that would be wonderful, but she was in no hurry. And if it never happened, that would be all right, too, because she loved the work she was doing here. She said she never would have had the opportunity to pursue her passion back on Earth.” 
 
    Mantsk put a hand on my shoulder. “I know you’re the Archon, but in some ways you’ve led a sheltered life. Being there for all the Arythians meant you never committed to just one. I lost my mate when our world was destroyed. I thought I’d never survive the pain. When I took Jess as mine, it was only to breed her and do my duty to see that our race would go on. To my surprise, as I got to know her, I came to care for her. You’ve met my Jess. How could anyone not care for her? She’s charming and funny, with such a big heart. Over time, my grief and pain began to heal, and that caring grew into love. She’s filled my life—and this entire solport—with color again.” 
 
    “There’s a reason we survived,” he went on. “Only the gods know what it is. But life is their gift to us, and I don’t believe they want us to spend the rest of it grieving our losses. So what if you don’t sire offspring with Aja? If your life is richer for having her in it, if she can say the same, and you make each other happy, well, that’s all that really matters. You’re the Holy One. Take a leap of faith.” 
 
    I mustered a smile. “Now I understand why Dylos put you in charge of our solport. You’re a wise leader, Captain Mantsk—and a compassionate one. Thank you. I will reflect on your words.” 
 
    To some it may not have sounded like much, but, as an Archon, telling him I would reflect on his words was the highest praise I could bestow. It meant I would meditate on them. And an Archon’s meditation is a powerful thing. 
 
      
 
    Aja still had not come back to the lab. Finally, I gave up waiting. 
 
    I went to the doorway of the captain’s quarters, gestured my presence then spoke to the blank wall. 
 
    “Jess, I would like you to give Aja a message for me. I understand if she doesn’t want to see me. But I would like—no, I would humbly ask—that she listen to what I have to say.” 
 
    I didn’t wait for a response. 
 
    “Aja, I hope you can hear me because there’s something I never told you. I didn’t pick you at random. The gods showed you to me in a vision. You called me Master and knelt at my feet.” 
 
    I decided to leave out the other details of the vision. They weren’t appropriate to shout out in a corridor. One day, gods willing, I’d tell her all about it—while bringing her pleasure wilder and more intense than she’d ever felt before. If I was ever blessed to have her kneel at my feet again. 
 
    “I think that’s the moment I fell in love with you. Before I knew you were real. Then Fate brought you to me. Fiery and stubborn, determined to have the freedom to make your own choices for once in your life. 
 
    “I gave you a seasprite shell. But I never said the words to go along with it. Aja, princess of the Terran world, the gods have blessed me. They brought my vision to life—and into my arms. I, the Archon of Arythios, presented you with a seasprite shell as a symbol of my desire to formalize our union. I want to declare before all that I claim you and you alone, forevermore, as my one and true Mate. But only if you choose to be. 
 
    “There’s a story behind my gift to you, Aja. I’ve never told it to anyone before. I found that shell on the beach when I was just a boy. I’d never seen anything so delicate. So beautiful. I ran to show it to my mother. She said ‘Oh, Vyrazi, you found a seasprite shell! How lucky. They’re very rare, only found on Arythios. You know, no one has ever seen a live seasprite. We’ve only found their empty shells. It’s said that the seasprite is magical. Unlike other sea creatures, she doesn’t have to stay in her shell. She’s free to come and go as she pleases. The legend says if you find an empty shell, when the seasprite who lived in it returns, she’ll make all your wishes come true—if you give her home back to her.’” 
 
    I didn’t know if she was listening. But I went on. “Aja, my world is gone. The gift I gave you—it’s the last seasprite shell in the Universe. Since the first time I saw you, you’ve made my wishes come true. You’ve been the partner I needed in the lab, someone who shares my dedication to the critically important work we’re doing. You’ve been the sensuous lover I always longed for but never had. I’ve given you back your shell—and now I want to give you myself. Body and soul. To be your Master, your partner, your lover. Your best friend. Please, Seasprite, make my final wish come true. Choose me. I’ll give your heart a home.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Vyraz 
 
      
 
    She came toward me slowly, hips swaying. Moving to an exotic cadence as old as time. I could almost hear the low, seductive chant, feel the pulsing beat deep in my loins. An Arythian fertility goddess come to life. 
 
    She was more beautiful than ever. Even her skin, black as the precious gemstones of the Mira-Ba caverns, had a luminous glow about it. 
 
    She wore the same sheer skirt she’d worn before, and I could see she was naked underneath it. The silky black hair I loved to touch flowed down to graze her breasts. They looked even fuller and more lush than they did the first time I saw them. 
 
    I’d wondered when I first saw her if she changed color, as we did. Now I had my answer. Her nipples were no longer a shocking pink. They had taken on a deeper rosy hue. One I found even more erotic. And I still hungered for a taste of them. 
 
    She stopped in front of me, so close her scent filled my lungs, and dropped to her knees. Legs spread far enough apart to reveal soft labial folds the color of a seasprite shell, all the brighter against her ebony skin. 
 
    She opened her mouth to speak, but I couldn’t hear her words. 
 
    The sound of drums overpowered them, growing louder with each passing moment. I made out two distinct beats. One deep and slow, the other fainter, but rapid. Like fingertips tapping out a new and unfamiliar rhythm. Hesitant, but eager to learn. 
 
    Aja smiled. A knowing smile, a smile that hinted of the mystery and power of the Universe. The smile I’d seen depicted on the faces of statues of the fertility goddess. This time, above the beating of the drums, I made out her words. “I bring you a gift, Master.” 
 
    Not drumbeats. Heartbeats. Hers, deep and slow. And the other… My eyes filled with tears of joy. I reached down and gathered her into my arms. “Our child. You’re carrying our child.” 
 
    “Not just a child,” she said. 
 
    That’s when I felt it. The bond that linked our kind together through the ages. The bond so cruelly severed for me when everyone on our world ceased to exist. It was there again. I could feel it in my mind, in my very soul. Faint, tenuous, but unmistakable. One of my own kind, reaching out even now, without words. 
 
    Aja was right. The babe she bore was more than a new life to assure the survival of our species. 
 
    I was in the presence of another Archon. 
 
      
 
    We hope you’ve enjoyed Conquered, Centauri Captives Book 4. Turn the page to see what’s coming next! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Coming Soon! 
 
    Forbidden 
 
      
 
    Kalani 
 
    I am forbidden. 
 
    Forbidden to feel a man’s touch 
 
    Forbidden to taste his lips on mine 
 
    Forbidden to know the savage thrill of making love 
 
      
 
    Dedicated to the Goddess as a child, I led a sheltered life in the Temple. Until I woke on an alien starship. 
 
      
 
    Now a hulking seven foot tall warrior says I belong to him. He means to claim me. I tried to tell him my vows will not allow it. If he dares to touch me, we will both die. 
 
      
 
    But he doesn’t believe me… 
 
      
 
    Guryon 
 
    My world is gone. My people are dead. 
 
      
 
    Men, women, children—killed by the Rydek, an unknown enemy with unlimited powers of destruction. 
 
      
 
    We’re all that’s left of the Arythian civilization. One squadron of elite warriors and a small fleet of starships. The enemy is out there somewhere in the vast expanse of space. To defeat them, we must learn all we can about our foes. Discover their weaknesses. I am heading a mission to track down the Rydek and bring one back. Alive. 
 
      
 
    Our leader presented me with a beautiful human slave. He says it’s my duty to mate with her before I go, to assure the survival of our race. But I know the truth. I volunteered for what may be a suicide mission—and he wants me to have one final night of erotic bliss before I die. 
 
      
 
    The sight of this sultry, exotic female awakens dark hungers in me, hungers demanding to be satisfied. There’s only one problem. Though I ache to make her mine, she says I cannot touch her. 
 
      
 
    She says it will cost me my life—because she is forbidden. 
 
      
 
    Centauri Captives is a brand new sci-fi romance series from USA Today Bestselling Authors Kallista Dane and Kate Richards featuring masterful alien heroes and the captive Earth women they take as mates in a desperate attempt to save their race from oblivion. 
 
      
 
    Each book is a stand-alone, introducing a strong smart heroine and a super-hot alien hero in a battle of the sexes as old as the Universe. There's no cheating, no cliffhangers, and you're guaranteed a HEA  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Don’t Miss Books 1 and 2 in the Centauri Captives Series 
 
    His Captive Human: Centauri Captives Book 1 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Available Here 
 
    The planet Arythios is no more… 
 
    At least as far as those who formerly inhabited it are concerned. Captain Mantsk of the starship was far away from home on a diplomatic mission when communications with ground control broke down. By the time they made their way back to the vicinity of home, they learned of the invasion and massacre of all on the planet’s surface. Men, women, children…all murdered. The only remaining Arythians are those on a handful of other vessels fortunate enough to have been away as well. There were no females aboard. 
 
      
 
    Captain Mantsk and his crew are on a mission to save their people. Their requests for help to the Interstellar Federation have either not been returned or, in the case of Earth, been rebuffed. The leaders of that planet, however, did offer to send some sex slaves for the men to use… With no females, the captain accepts. These females will have to be more than bodies for his men to use. They will also have to save the race from extinction. 
 
      
 
    My world is gone… 
 
    Jess 
 
    After a nasty breakup, I was determined to make some changes in my life. But when I volunteered for a diplomatic mission to the planet Arythios, I never expected to wake up naked hurtling through space on a grim alien warship. Given away by my country as a sex toy for its stern commander. 
 
      
 
    He’s huge and gray, and even more of a Dom than my old boyfriend was. I hate being his captive—but my body loves the things he does to me. 
 
      
 
    My world is gone… 
 
    Mantsk 
 
    We were far from home when we found out our planet Arythios had been attacked. By the time we learned of the invasion, it was too late. Men, women, children…all murdered. The only members of my race to survive were my crew and those on a handful of other vessels fortunate enough to have been away as well. 
 
      
 
    Our requests for refuge and help from the Interstellar Federation were ignored or refused, except for an offer from the leaders of Earth to send sex slaves to my crew. Though I was furious at the casual insult, I accepted. 
 
      
 
    I had no choice. 
 
      
 
    The females they sent will have to be more than bodies my men can use. They will have to save our race from extinction. 
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    I was an old-fashioned girl, saving myself for Mr. Right. 
 
    Now, I’m the property of an alien warrior—and he’s determined to make me his mate. 
 
      
 
    An unknown enemy destroyed Arythios, killing every living creature on the planet. The only survivors of their race are an elite band of male warriors who were away on maneuvers when the attack occurred. 
 
    Vowing to track down and crush the enemy, they turn to the Interstellar Federation for help. Instead of aid and shelter, they are given a handful of females from a minor planet called Earth. 
 
      
 
    Dylos 
 
    Arythios is no more. We’re the only survivors. Though I’m still grieving the loss of my mate, it’s my duty to claim one of these primitive aliens as my own. Mate with her and produce offspring to save our race from extinction. They’re uncivilized, but I’ll train mine to be properly submissive. 
 
      
 
    To my dismay, the alien female I’ve chosen is stubborn and defiant, often in need of stern punishment. I’ve tried to keep her at a distance, but her virginal innocence stirs my loins, awakening a savage hunger I thought was as dead as my world. 
 
    And her beautiful soul has touched my heart. 
 
      
 
    Trina 
 
    After I refused the advances of one of the most powerful leaders on Earth, he locked me up until I’d agree to participate in his kinky sex games. When his wife found out, she insisted I be sent far away. So he added me to what he said was a diplomatic mission to another world. 
 
      
 
    I woke up on an alien warship staring into the eyes of a hulking gray-skinned warrior who says I’m now his property. He’s ordered me to call him Master and obey his every command. When I don’t, he punishes me. 
 
      
 
    He can be kind, too—and he makes me feel things I’ve never felt before. But he’s an alien from another world. How can someone so wrong be the right one for me? 
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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Xia 
 
      
 
    The air carried a new scent. Overriding the sharp metallic smells. A musky odor like that of leather and sweat. It must have been the whiff of something different that awakened me. 
 
    Those weren’t the scents of my home. Or my ship. Or the hellhole where I’d spent the last six months. 
 
    I kept my eyes closed, my breathing slow and regular, using all the skills and heightened senses I possessed to figure out where I was. No light-headedness. No ground under my feet, so I must be lying flat. 
 
    It wasn’t the slumberpod on my ship. There I awakened on a soft cushion of air scented with lavender. For some odd reason, whoever designed the gravibeds on our ships decided being surrounded by the artificially-created odor of dusty purple weeds would be soothing. Personally, I preferred the smell of leather covered with a thin film of fresh, honest sweat—the scent that was growing stronger with every intake of my breath. 
 
    I tested my range of motion. Discovered I couldn’t move my arms or my legs. But I didn’t feel any restraints around my ankles or wrists. So, something else rendered me immobile. I ruled out paralysis since all my muscles responded when I tensed them. Could it be some invisible force holding me in place? 
 
    Next, sounds. A mechanical beeping, accompanied by odd clicks and grunts, along with unintelligible strings of rough consonants. I’d heard those vocalizations before, in the background, when Ravensworth’s men tried to strap me to that table. The memory was vivid. Three of them hadn’t been able to accomplish it. I’d tossed one against the wall and dislocated the arm of another before the third made a hasty retreat. 
 
    Then—nothing but darkness. Stillness. Until now. In a barely perceptible motion, I flexed the muscles in my buttocks. Hard surface, cool against my skin. 
 
    I’m on the damn metal table. They must have drugged me, pumped a gas into the room through the ventilation system after they ran away. Fucking cowards. 
 
    My throat was dry, but my head wasn’t pounding. There was no nausea, not even a nasty taste in my mouth. That ruled out half a dozen compounds I could think of. I gave a mental shrug. No point spending any more time trying to give it a name. 
 
    On the table, then. But not in the same room I was in before. My senses told me this space was larger, with more hard objects to magnify and echo every sound. Machines. That explained the sharp metallic scent in the air. 
 
    Sound. Scent. Touch. Taste. I’d exhausted them all. That left two. Sight…and the undefinable, unnamed sense I’d developed as a small child. I knew when a storm was brewing, when danger lurked on the other side of an outcropping of rocks. Knew before an enemy moved which way it would pounce. 
 
    Somewhere in the room, lights were flashing. Red, yellow, purple, green. I could see the imprint of the colors dancing on the insides of my eyelids. Slowly, I opened one eye a slit. 
 
    The musky odor of leather and sweat came from an alien making his way toward me. The being stopped at other metal tables, inspecting the silent figures spread out before it. The alien moved slowly, giving me time to size him up. 
 
    It was definitely a “him.” Tall, probably well over seven feet, judging from the height of the tables compared to his body. He wore midnight-blue pants and a matching shirt, topped with a sleeveless vest made from the hide of some unidentifiable animal. The source of the leather smell. 
 
    Other than the size of him and his gray skin tone, he could have passed for a human. A prime physical specimen of a human. He moved gracefully, no wasted motion, with a stillness about him that brought back long-forgotten memories of wild beasts on the prowl. 
 
    As for the musky scent? Raw male pheromones. They emanated from every pore of his muscular body, grew stronger when he lingered to run his fingers through the long blonde locks of the woman on the table next to me. He turned and said something to an unseen figure in a far corner of the room. 
 
    The other being responded. More grunts and garbled sounds. My mind struggled to interpret them, and I realized Ravensworth—or someone—had ordered an updated Tellex chip implanted in my brain. One unfamiliar with this language, since it didn’t immediately begin translating. 
 
    It could be hours, even days, before the chip was fully functional. I couldn’t afford to wait that long, so I consciously shut down the connection and relied on my own abilities. I didn’t try to translate sounds and gestures into familiar words. I simply absorbed them. Felt them. Allowed the most primitive part of my brain to take over. 
 
    The alien cocked his head to one side as he listened to the response. The muscles in his shoulders relaxed, and he uttered a string of sounds, all alike. Short, staccato noises without a hint of anger or fear. 
 
    Alien laughter? The other being must have said something humorous. 
 
    I possessed a unique skill. One never taught in all my warrior training. An ability that had served me well in my career. Unlike anyone I’d ever met, I was uniquely qualified to understand the communication of an alien species. 
 
    I’d learned to do it as a tiny child, when interpreting pants and whines, grunts, snarls, and full-throated roars had meant the difference between life and death. Watching, listening, reading the clues from muscles tensing and shifting, told me when to flee and when to draw near. Those were my earliest memories, flooding back into my mind as I watched the hand and body motions, listened to the guttural sounds coming from my captors. 
 
    For captors they were. 
 
    Lined up as far as I could see, rows of metal tables held motionless reclining figures. I couldn’t tell if all of them were human like me. But the alien’s surging pheromones led me to guess they were all female. All pinned in place, unable to defend themselves. Unable to get away. 
 
    The alien turned away from the blonde he’d been examining. Glanced around. His gaze came to rest on me. It was the first chance I’d had to see his face. 
 
    Chiseled cheekbones, square jaw. Lips set in a firm line. A face made up of hard angles without a hint of softness. I’d seen that same face, those hard angles, many times on many worlds. Some with battle scars, some who carried their scars deep inside. The face of a warrior. 
 
    He was bald, but his skin wasn’t wrinkled, and he had black eyebrows, leading me to believe the lack of hair on his head was a choice, rather than a physical trait of his species. His eyes were deep-set. Gray, like his skin. I found myself wondering what he’d look like with a full head of thick hair. Would it soften the hard planes of his face? 
 
    Barely breathing, I strained to watch his huge hand run over my body. Felt him stroke my tits, fondle my nipples. They hardened at his touch, poking up under the thin fabric of the body-skimming gown they’d given me to wear when the prison guards delivered me to the unmarked government facility. 
 
    He pinched a nipple. A fresh wave of pheromones poured off his body. He drew in his breath. When his mouth opened, I caught a glimpse of what lay hidden under his stern façade, the fullness in his lips that hinted at a sensuous nature. 
 
    Next, he ran a hand through my hair, idly wrapping one of the short dark curls around a fingertip. He froze, and I saw a glimmer of something come into his eyes. It may simply have been curiosity, but I thought I detected a flicker of heat. 
 
    He let go of my hair and used both hands to raise the hem of my gown. Those full lips curved into an unmistakable smile when he revealed matching dark curls below. A blast of rage tore through me when he reached down and twirled one around a finger. 
 
    I opened my eyes and glared at him. He met my stare unflinching and slid his finger lower to probe the folds of my pussy. 
 
    ’That was when I knew. 
 
    A torrent of curses flooded my mind, but I found myself powerless to voice them. The invisible force holding me in place left me unable to speak or move. Unable to protest. Unable to stop him. 
 
    ’There was nothing as swift as the rumor mill in prison. We’d all heard about a previously unknown alien race entering our vector and the interplanetary war they’d waged. Their side lost. Their world was destroyed. All the beings on it slaughtered, leaving only a handful of ships filled with bloodthirsty warriors traveling through the cosmos. They sent a message to the Federation, asking for help to track down and fight their enemy. 
 
    Fear led our leaders to turn them away. They told the aliens our Federation was a union of neutral parties when it came to interstellar conflict with beings from other parts of the galaxy. We refused to allow them entry, even for a short time. But the rumor spread that, fearing an attack on our world, Earth’s leader, Ravensworth, planned to stave it off by sending them a gift. “A token of Terran goodwill,” he’d told them. “To see to the needs of your troops.” 
 
    That rat bastard decided to take care of two problems at once. He’d shipped human females to an alien species. 
 
    Given them. Traded them. Sold them. He could call it what he wanted. It didn’t matter what term he used to justify his actions. I knew the truth. Our leader was a coward. Willing to sacrifice his own kind to save his sorry ass from any possible harm. With tokens of Earth’s goodwill. 
 
    Otherwise known as whores. Sex slaves. Fuck toys. 
 
    And I was one of them. 
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