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      Princess Rayne studied the situation. Steffy naked but for her socks, breasts heaving and face flushed like she was so horny she could barely walk. Except that Dirk was fully dressed, with a saxophone on a cord around his neck, hanging to one side. Had he been playing while she stripped?

      Steffy suddenly lunged at the man and hugged him like an excited child getting the perfect birthday present.

      Weird. Even by current standards.

      “I feel like we missed something good,” Rayne said, reaching back a hand to catch Tiffany’s and pull her into the conversation.

      The smell of raw sex was so powerful in here that Rayne wondered if someone had found the perfect pheromones to pump into the atmosphere. She found herself starting to get wet.

      “It was another test,” Dirk said as Steffy stepped back and started gathering up her clothes. “According to the goddess, each of us had been willing to sacrifice ourselves for the other three, and that was the next layer of the onion that needed peeling.”

      “Sacrifice?” Rayne asked, surprised. “Oh.”

      She thought back on her day. She had walked first across the bridge in case the trap was designed to kill her, thus leaving the others safe. Tiffany had come to save her and ended up being tossed into the river. Dirk and Steffy had gone ahead, and apparently faced something else inside this cave.

      Were they in the Forbidden Triangle? The first goddess had been vague on the topic, as had the second one. And Dirk and Steffy had just met a third?

      Were they all goddesses? No, Tiffany had described the man with two cocks that had been sized to fit her perfectly. Dirk had mentioned possibly meeting a younger version of Imelda. Maybe someone else.

      What manner of beings lived in the Forbidden Triangle? That was the question nobody had been able or maybe willing to answer. Or had nobody ever thought to ask?

      There was a zone in space where Deepspace drives simply failed on you. Roughly a triangular solid, hundreds of light years on a side and extremely thick, and filled with stars, so presumably people as well.

      Some manner of people. Not everyone who had attempted entry had returned, but she didn’t know if they had been killed, or ascended to godhead.

      What did she want?

      For once, the answer was not immediately on Rayne’s tongue. She didn’t say Ultimate Power because she had come to understand that she had spent her entire life dreaming far too small.

      The beings she had met transcended anything she had ever imagined.

      “Yes,” Dirk said now, as if reading her mind.

      Maybe he was. Dirk had powers and abilities that mortal men lacked. Everyone knew that. He had always stopped her before.

      Now, he was here keeping her safe.

      What the hell was the galaxy coming to?

      “So we continue?” Tits McGee asked now.

      Rayne supposed that she might slip and call the woman by her nickname to her face at some point. Accidentally now, as she had a new appreciation of the woman.

      “Shortly,” she said, instead turning to the agent and pulling her into a hard, wet, sloppy kiss that took a moment for the woman to catch up to.

      The smells in here seemed to be affecting Tiffany just as fiercely, because suddenly they both shifted and were grinding clits on thighs as the kiss continued.

      Rayne managed to back away, at least in her mind, while she still had clothes on.

      Barely.

      “What was that for?” Tiffany asked.

      “Saving my life,” Rayne said simply, meaning it.

      She had. They all had.

      “Oh,” Tiffany said, leaning in to kiss her softly before letting go. “You’re welcome.”

      Rayne turned to the others. Steffy was dressed. Dirk was Dirk.

      “Forward?” she asked.

      He nodded and gestured for her to lead.

      She blinked, but then then realized what Dirk was acknowledging. It was her quest. The others had been drawn in her wake, but none of them would have chosen to come here.

      Previously-spoiled-brat-Princess Rayne Summers of Texas needed to get them all home safe.

      Whatever her personal cost.

      Rayne nodded, to them as well as herself, and followed the long chamber forward.

      There was a door there when she arrived at the end. A metal hatch like she might have installed on her flagship, Libertine. Standard. Human-sized, when she really had no reason to expect that anything would be.

      Rayne drew a breath and palmed the optical sensor on the right side, which happened to be at the perfect height for her. It opened, and she smelled starship.

      Each ship smelled different, in ways she didn’t always recognize. Crisper than a planetary surface, because most things have to be edited out by the life support system. Drier, frequently, because lower humidity helped electronic systems survive longer. Less natural and more mechanical.

      She stepped through and wondered if someone had added roses to the hydroponics element. She’d never seen that on a ship, and made a note to ask Jock Manhammer about converting some space at some point on Libertine into a rose garden, just so everybody got to enjoy something like this.

      Laboratory. She would say mad science, but the space revealed was too well organized. Too proper in that things were assembled in a manner than looked professional, when most lunatics with budgets tended to be more haphazard.

      Three decks in here, with two catwalks above that were solid in places like mezzanines and open grate in others. Machines she couldn’t identify that filled the space. Dimness fading to black in the distance, with that weird mood lighting that brought a blue tinge to everything and seemed to be how vid directors conveyed “strange scientific experiments” without ever saying anything.

      Rayne stepped into the space and looked around, the others close behind her. Even the gravity in here was off. Not much, Maybe it had dropped five percent on entering.

      The others followed, and she found herself at the point of a diamond now. With Dirk behind her and the other two on her wings.

      “Ah, you have arrived,” a man’s voice suddenly filled the space.

      Rayne looked around and found the man, emerging now from behind a device her mind wanted to interpret as a test tube tall enough to hold a human as big as Steffy comfortably.

      The man was human. Presented as human, anyway. Presented as male, too.

      Tall. As he walked closer, a cold smile on his face, Rayne would have guessed him to be nearly seven feet tall. Bald. Felt like a man in his mid-fifties. Dressed in the requisite long white lab coat over dark slacks that such scientist wore in places like this in the vids.

      Neither handsome nor homely, but possessed of a firmness of spirit that also seemed to surround him like a mist or a perfume.

      Rayne held her ground. Felt the other three spread out a little, but nobody was hyped for combat right now. Not even Steffy, which she found a little odd.

      But Steffy had changed on this quest, too. That was good.

      “Princess,” the man inclined his head formally as he stopped, maybe eight feet away. “Tiffany. Steffy. Dirk.”

      She watched.

      “Extremely few people ever make it this far,” he announced, still smiling coldly at each of them. “You are to be congratulated, whatever happens thus.”

      “What does happen thus?” Princess Rayne of Texas asked regally now. Sharp. Prepared. Maybe.

      “You will be tested individually from here,” the man—The Scientist—replied, eyes narrowing to focus on her. “Rather than as groups or collections.”

      “Meaning?” she pressed.

      “Meaning that at this stage, people might gain access to the Forbidden Triangle itself, having demonstrated all the requisite qualities we look for before granting it,” he said coldly.

      “And those who fail?” Dirk spoke up.

      The man paused to nod to Dirk again, but Rayne understood that the gods had a different opinion of Dirk Thruster than they did the rest of humanity. And rightly so.

      “They return to a safe point,” he said with more deference in his voice now. “With no memory of the things they had undertaken, save for vague recollections occasionally misremembered as dreams. As I noted, all of you have reached something of a penultimate, which frankly surprised a few of us, but in a good way. New blood is always welcome.”

      Rayne felt a weight slide off her shoulders. Even if she fucked it all up at this point, everyone else would be safe. A small part of her was appalled at that thought, but that was old Rayne. New Rayne would be an entirely different person when she returned home.

      Returned home? Was she not going to stay in the Forbidden Triangle and explore all manner of earthly and unearthly delights that might come with such power?

      Maybe. But she had many things back on Texas and other places she needed to fix at some point. Before or after she became a god. At this point, she honestly wasn’t sure if she really wanted to become a goddess. Still, she was here.

      “How do we proceed?” she asked simply, staring at the man.

      His smile lost the frigid chill now and actually turned warm, but if he’d been reading her mind, he would see the truth of her thoughts as well.

      The galaxy had changed. And had changed her.

      The Scientist turned and gestured for them to accompany him. Rayne felt the others following without having to look back, and that warmed her as well.

      The man stepped up to a rack of four of those immense test tubes and moved to one side.

      “Each of you will strip and enter a chamber,” he said, voice turning scientific now. “Inside you will undergo metamorphosis—chrysalis—and then emerge transformed and ready for the final test.”

      Final test?

      Rayne doubted it. Final exam for these gods, but not the last thing she would have to overcome. There were thirty years and more of bad decisions behind her at this point that she would need to try to undo or make up for.
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