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CHAPTER ONE

NERREN




Dominion City, Imperial District

The moon Nova-6 of planet Phoros

Galapine System

Standard Date: 3168-09-10

Saturday, 12:46 p.m.

Iwas an omega, and tonight I would be bred.

Claimed. Taken. Impregnated. Or, as they used to say on Old Earth, knocked up.

I couldn’t suppress a shudder of anticipation. And if I was honest, more than a little fear.

Was fear too strong a word? Apprehension, maybe? Nervous excitement?

No, it was fear. But that didn’t stop my cock from sitting thick and heavy, clearly visible through the thin sylke of my expensive blue genlock suit, making my walk through the Imperial District a challenge.

My name is Nerren Ason. And I was on my way to have sex with an alien.


But not just any alien. A Virikan. One of the most imposing, most commanding of the alien races here on Nova-6. Some said despotic, warlike, overbearing. I said large and in charge. They stood over two and a half meters high and were built like hover tanks. Deep purple skin, almost black. Solid black eyes. Silver patterns on the skin of their bald heads instead of hair, each pattern as unique as a Human fingerprint. Raw power in every muscle of their massive bodies. Raw dominance in every fiber of their being. A cock…well, let’s just say their reputation for being magnificent made me eager to see for myself.


And I wasn’t here to have just ordinary sex. I was here to be taken. To be dominated and possessed and banged into next Herasday. And I would submit to him eagerly.

The thought made my cock twitch, anticipating what he’d do, how he’d do it. If he’d be as good as he promised in the holovid he’d sent me.

He would be. I knew it.

I’d taken a first-class shuttleplane to the address provided, which was a new experience in itself. And then I’d stepped off into a dream world. I unashamedly rubbernecked at the gleaming skyscrapers and glittering spires that rose higher than the clouds. I’d never seen anything like it. Not even in holovids. Not even OCS brochure vids did it justice.

Everything was so clean. The air was clear and fresh, so fresh it made you want to draw it in as far as you could and hold on to it, then let it out and do it again. A breeze tickled my skin, and brought with it the scent of green things and something sweet and bright that could only be sunshine.  The people moving through the streets looked so…alive.

It was all so beautiful. Beautiful people in beautiful clothes, beautiful vehicles parked beside beautiful buildings, beautiful patches of colorful plant life sprouting from large planters dotting the sidewalks and reaching for the sun.

An adorable round-looking woman of a species I didn’t recognize tapped past me in incredible transparent shoes, like Cinder Eva. Only this woman wasn’t dressed in rags and covered in soot. She wore a pristine white suit of some curly-furred fabric and a hat that sprouted long, droopy white feathers as long as my arm. She led two furry little six-legged bavas that snorted and darted about on leather straps set with sparkling stones that reflected light in shimmering prisms of color.

I couldn’t believe I was really here. But I was. It was finally happening. The fantasy I’d had for what seemed like forever.

I’d made something of myself.

The tingle of arousal deepened in my groin. Maybe I was off my nut. But I’d been hard for Lord Zhal Z’Voran since I’d seen his message on my OCS feed. And what it had promised.

If I wasn’t fucked senseless by the end of the night with his cum deep in my ass, I would be pissed.

Borra Tower was just ahead on the next corner. It rose like a giant shining monolith, an entire city block wide and so tall it pierced the clouds. I was lucky to be here, and I knew it. Dominion City was a megalopolis on Nova-6, the moon circling a gas giant called Phoros of the Galapine system, in the more populated central sector of the galaxy. Borra Tower was the most prestigious building in the city. A nobody omega like me was out of place here among some of the richest alien species in the galaxy.

Borra Tower was fancy. I was not.


But I did my best to keep my chin high. Fancy or not, I belonged here. I had been chosen. I’d been special-ordered by a big, dominant Virikan noble who would breed me to bear his heir. Me, specifically. Out of all the other omegas at OCS—Omega Consort Services—omegas more experienced, more prestigious than me, he’d selected my profile and tapped Order Now.


The doors to Borra Tower slid open as I approached. I tried not to gape as I hesitated in the doorway, but I couldn’t help it. The floating sculptures made of rare metals and light moved in a mesmerizing display around the perimeter. Fountains and waterfalls filled with a strange, not-quite-liquid filled the air with a musical sound like tinkling bells. On the floor, the gold veins of the black stone tiles slowly ebbed into new patterns in an ever-changing array.

If this was the lobby, what must Lord Zhal Z’Voran’s penthouse be like?

I tried not to sweat as I stood there, trying to find the courage to step through the doors. Even though I’d passed the OCS security checks with flying colors—I have no idea how—I couldn’t help fearing that as soon as I stepped over that threshold, the alarms would sound, the sentries would appear, and the entire jig would be up.

A rush of nerves made my heart race. Whatever happened, I had less than nothing to lose.

With a deep breath, I gathered my courage and stepped through the door.

I held my breath as some unseen security protocol scanned the ID chip under the skin behind my ear.

Nothing happened.

No alarms. No sentries.

Then a holovid of a Human doorman in an elegant black tuxedo appeared in front of me, surprisingly three-dimensional and solid, and nodded graciously at me.

“Welcome, Mr. Ason,” he said in Galapine Common. “May I verify your credentials?”

My palms began to sweat, but I couldn’t very well say no.

“Of course.”

“Nerren Ason of Dominion City,” he said. “Twenty-four years of age, born standard year 3145, 8th Decacycle, 9th Turn. Currently residing in Crimson District, Block 15, Lane 22, Building 5, Apartment 520. Formerly of Sendrion, on New Earth.”

He smiled politely, even as he said “Crimson District,” which wasn’t something biological people ever did. Bios frowned, made expressions of disgust, took a few wide-eyed steps back, that kind of thing. But this was the Imperial District. Where even holosecurity was too polite not to smile.

“Formerly employed by Dominion Space Station,” he continued, “Mechanics Division. Currently engaged as an independent contractor by OCS, Omega Consort Services. Invitation to Borra Tower issued by Lord Zhal Z’Voran, Penthouse, beginning today and extending for sixteen weeks’ duration. Do you certify these facts?”

“Yes.”

“Excellent, sir. Lord Zhal is expecting you. Take the phase lift marked P for penthouse. Have a very pleasurable stay.”

Oh, I intend to.

“Thank you,” I said.

Yes, indeed.

The thought made me shiver with anticipation.

I crossed the stunning lobby to the bank of elevators in the center. Every move I made was watched by graceful dragonflies that flitted from the tall greenery to the fountains, dragonflies that I’d been informed by OCS were security drones that saw all. I hated being watched; it was almost enough to kill my erection.

But not quite. There was no killing my excitement at finally being somewhere like this, where being an omega was an asset.

It was only after I’d fled my home in Sendrion on New Earth that I discovered that many people across the inner systems thought we Human omegas were a bunch of freaks. Not all people, of course. Maybe not even most.

But there was one group that admired us greatly, one very select group: rich, powerful males of several alien races. Aliens to me, anyway. I suppose I’m the alien to them. But our tinkered-with Human DNA allowed us to bear many viable hybrids when mated with other races. What they also liked was that our breeder service came with no strings attached. No parental visitation, no desire to co-parent, no sudden demands for love and marriage and spousal support.

Just the way I liked it, too. I’d done fine on my own so far. Last thing I wanted was to be chained to the same person forever.

What I wanted was exactly this. A long-term career of short-term commitments and all the great sex I could handle, being dominated by some big, powerful alien.

Starting with Lord Zhal Z’Voran and his magnificent Virikan cock.

I’d never had the kind of hot, reckless, dirty sex I’d been promised by Lord Zhal Z’Voran, whom I was here to serve. But not just serve—I was here to submit. He had been very specific about that. He demanded his omega to submit to his every request, sexual and otherwise. I was to obey his every command and satisfy his every desire. And in return…

I was submissive by nature, I supposed. All omegas were. I could have gone to any of the sex palaces in the Poppy District to have some bully beat me up and call it dominance, but I wasn’t thrilled about winding up dead.

I couldn’t afford it, anyway.

OCS was the perfect solution. They’d been spamming me with their holovids for quite some time before the night I finally opened one. I learned that as a contractor for Omega Consort Services, I’d be able to experience the kind of sex I’d always fantasized about (“Please indicate your preferred sexual experiences below…”) with wealthy, exotic clients (“Please indicate your preferred physical traits in a client…”) in classy, exotic locales (“Please indicate how far you are willing to travel…”). All I had to do in return was provide the client with his greatest desire—a child.

Rent-a-womb. That was me. As long as I didn’t have to keep the little brats, I was fine with pumping them out.

I would give Lord Zhal Z’Voran and his magnificent cock the offspring he wanted. And with one of the richest, most powerful men in Dominion City on my client list, I could charge whatever I wanted for my next engagements. Enough to put my shit mechanic job behind me. To put the entire Crimson District behind me, and all the rest of it. The running. To maybe have some loftier life goals than “don’t die today.”

That, and I’d finally get to live out the fantasies I’d never had the opportunity to explore. To have a big, dominant male command me. Possess me. Fuck me so hard I’d come for a week.

Omega Consort Services made me memorize Lord Z’Voran’s profile. He sat on the Dominion City Chamber of Representatives, was a wealthy and powerful member of one of Virika’s noble houses, as well as the Virikan royal family—a nephew of their king. He had a long, cumbersome set of titles but went simply by Lord Zhal Z’Voran. He was an intergalactic terraforming magnate and financier. He was also hotter than a blue star. His holopics had my cock throbbing, even though he’d been fully dressed. The image of Lord Zhal Z’Voran in his dark uniform and gold sash, dripping with colorful medals…Yes, sir.

He had the most amazing deep black eyes that seemed to peer straight into your heart. A fine nose, a strong chin, a wide mouth with beautiful full lips. Big, strong-looking hands.

I’d been imagining those hands and lips on me for weeks now.

And this was finally it. This evening, and for how may evenings it took, I would be claimed. Possessed. Bred. For the few months until I gave birth—Bron from Omega Consort Services estimated three months for a Virikan-Human hybrid—I would belong to Lord Zhal.

I had to reach down and adjust my stiff cock, cameras or no, clearly visible through the expensive sylke outfit Lord Zhal Z’Voran had sent me and ordered me to wear today. A genlock suit, self-adjusting to a perfect fit. The cut of the suit accentuated my lithe form and my decent height, and the deep blue color brought out the blue in my eyes and contrasted nicely with my silver-blond hair. Lord Zhal had ordered me to wear it down instead of in my usual braid. It felt provocative, brushing past my shoulders and teasing my neck. Similar to the way the sylke suit kissed my skin as I moved. The “self-adjusting" trousers were now much, much too tight in the groin.

The handsome tuxedoed attendant at the lift marked P didn’t seem to notice. You couldn’t offend or embarrass a synthetic organism. They never felt awkward or hesitant about anything. Sometimes I wished I could be the same.

Like now, when I felt electrified and half-dizzy with the mix of anticipation, desire, and fear, and I admit it—a hefty amount of pride.


Of all the omegas at OCS and at all the other breeder agencies, this powerful, important man, who could have anything he wanted, had chosen me.


The synthetic attendant smiled at me graciously. “Good afternoon, Nerren Ason. How are you today?”

“Fine, thank you,” I said.

“Of course. Forgive my query, but are you feeling well? Scans indicate increased body temperature and heart rate.”

What, they got all that but couldn’t detect my raging hard-on?

“I’m fine. Just excited to be here.”

“Of course, sir.” He smiled at me again. All the smiles were starting to make me nervous. Did people in the Imperial District actually smile this much?

“The lift will take you directly to Lord Zhal’s penthouse.” He waved his hand elegantly toward the lift, and the doors slid open. “Please enjoy your visit.”

“Thank you.” I stepped into the silvery cylinder and a moment later, the doors closed and the lift whooshed me up toward the top floor of Borra Tower.

Strange, foreign music played softly through unseen speakers. Only a small progress indicator over the door marred the gleaming surface. My stomach churned as the lift rose, and my feet felt heavy and glued to the floor.

I hoped I didn’t disappoint Lord Zhal. I wanted everything to be perfect.

Was I asking for too much? Getting my hopes up too high?

Probably. But I wanted someone to dominate me with pleasure, control me, tell me what to do and what to feel, take complete charge of my body and my ecstasy. And so far, this was the only way I knew how to ask for that.


In return, I would give Lord Zhal what he wanted: eighteen years of duty and responsibility and thankless service to a whiny, sniveling brat who’d grow up to be exactly the opposite of what he expected and break his heart.


I knew all about that. If my fathers could see what I’d become…

My thoughts drifted to Lord Zhal’s holovid message. I’d replayed it dozens of times. Most of those times, I’d had my cock in my hand, furiously beating off as his deep voice seduced me, aroused me.


“I won’t waste time on flowery words,” he’d said, his piercing black eyes seeming to stab right into my heart with their heat. “You’re coming to me to be taken. Owned. Dominated. You will not be disappointed. I will teach you pleasure beyond your wildest fantasies. I may even break you utterly.”


Here, Zhal had flashed an arrogant smile. It was that smile that nearly buckled my knees.


“But that’s the risk you take,” he went on. “To be given the things you want most in the world. The things you could only ever dream about at night in the dark. But I will make those dreams come true. Over and over again…”



His eyes flashed. “I take very good care of what’s mine.”


He’d stood with military straightness in that dark uniform, big shoulders thrown back, power radiating from him, even in the holo.

Desire in those piercing black eyes, blazing hotter than the heart of a star.

The elevator began to slow, and then it came to a stop. The door slid open.

I swallowed hard.

Then I stepped out into an elegant foyer.

No one was there.

To my right, a thick window ran the length of the wall. Even from where I stood, the view commanded me, drew me in. It was breathtaking. I could see nothing but clouds below, thick puffs of them as far as the eye could see. The tops of several other towers pierced the clouds like thin conical needles, but none as tall as Borra Tower. I felt like the boy from the story, Jarek, who’d climbed the beet-stalk to the giant’s castle in the clouds.

I turned back to the foyer. The area was filled with exotic plants I’d never seen in real life. Glow fruits and tall, thick-leafed blue palms. Strange, silvery vines flowed along the ceiling, their diamond-shaped leaves shimmering and swaying in time to the gentle music playing in the background.

Across the foyer stood a large wall that was in fact an enormous, floor-to-ceiling fish tank. I stepped closer, mesmerized by the gentle motion of the creatures and their amazing variety of colors and shapes. A sandy bottom studded with rocks hid several strange, hard-shelled creatures with large claws. Smaller fish darted between the rocks, taunting them. Higher up, plumes of fuzzy blue weeds bobbed on spindly stems and blew bubbles into the water. Tiny little fish of all colors rode up and down the bubbly currents.

Mesmerized, I put a finger against the glass, and two little pink fish raced over and tried desperately to bite it with remarkably sharp little teeth.

And then a melodic tone sounded, and a door to the right of the tank swung out toward me.

So he knew I was here. I don’t know why that surprised me. I’m sure he’d been informed the moment I entered Borra Tower. Maybe even when I entered the Imperial District itself.

Was he watching me from somewhere right now?

A rush of excitement made my stomach quiver. I stepped up to the door and peered in.

The place was pure luxury. Glass floors shimmered with some silvery liquid running in quicksilver patterns below the surface. The aquarium wall lay to my left, visible from inside the apartment as well. Deeper into the apartment lay furniture like nothing I’d ever seen—in flowing patterns and curves. Soft shapes, soft colors, soft textures. I wanted to reach out and touch it all. Feel it against my skin.

Glass-like pillars enclosed live flames and gave off a warm glow. The flames danced and twisted and writhed inside the pillars like living creatures. I’d never seen anything so magical.

And romantic.

I grinned. Under all the uniformed, dominant arrogance, Lord Zhal was a romantic.

I must have taken too long to enter because a deep, unseen voice sounded from inside.

“Welcome, Nerren. I’ve been waiting for you. Please come in.”

Heart pounding, I obeyed his command and stepped through the door.


CHAPTER TWO

NERREN

Dominion City, Crimson District

The moon Nova-6 of planet Phoros

Galapine System

Standard Date: 3168-08-19

Thursday, 10:45 p.m.

THREE WEEKS AGO

I left the Paradise Tavern and stepped back into the smoggy brick alley of the Crimson District. The winds from the factories were blowing a gale tonight. It was always windy, winds that would have scraped your skin raw even before the chemical waste they carried off to the Uncharted Lands. I sighed, my breath fogging the dank air as I pulled my scarf higher over my face. I was weary from a long day of repair dock maintenance in zero-grav on the Dominion Space Station, and the tight knot between my shoulders had only grown tighter.


I’d thought the crappy meal I’d ordered at the Paradise had smelled a little off when the server kid had sloshed half of it over the table, and now the half that was in my stomach was making my gut twist. But for people like me without bank chips, which was most people in the Crimson District, places like the Paradise that took paper notes were our only option.

A group of figures appeared on the other side of the street, illuminated by the ever-present orangey glow from the city lights reflecting off the impenetrable smog of corolyte that hung over the city. I swallowed and quickened my pace. In this part of town, like in many towns, an omega was a dangerous thing to be.

I was just within view of my building when the figures began to follow me. Three of them. I could see their bodies in the ambient light, not enough to make out their races but enough to know they were filthy and desperate. Dangerous.

Opi-heads. Looking to finance their next fix.

Head down, I picked up my pace.

I smelled her cheap perfume before I saw her.

“Hey, Pretty Boy. You’s home late tonight.”

Laboa Tobo melted out of the shadows of a doorway in her atrocious purple-striped gown. She smiled at me without revealing the teeth that had recently gone missing. She looked too old to be walking the streets, but I knew she was younger than she looked. The Crimson District had a way of aging you.

“Hey, Pretty Girl,” I replied in our regular banter. “You’re working early tonight.”

She had a big purple bruise around her right eye that she’d tried to conceal with cheap makeup. Her face contorted, but she immediately pushed the tears back and smiled. “Boss wants a day’s work before a day’s pay, don’t he?”

Behind us, the figures drew closer, their boots beating a menacing rhythm against the pavement.

“Think you could spare a little tonight, Pretty Boy? Just for a bite to eat?”

A sickly sweet odor from the three men wafted toward me on the wind, like blood and dirt and the fumes of oil and senolyte. Opidine smoke. The scent was so thick you could taste it, could feel its greasy residue on your tongue. Whoever would put that into their body was just crazy.

Or desperate to be anywhere other than here.

I couldn’t fault them for that.

I glanced back. They’d seen us.


That meant the three paper notes I had left over from my dinner were gone now, either way, so I jammed my hand in my pocket and pulled them out. Shoving them into Laboa’s hands, I whispered, “Run!”


She dissolved back into the shadows, a survival skill for her kind.

I was too slow.

A tall, broad Jetian with a wild, fleshy beard and an angry scowl leaped at me, and we both went down hard.

“What’s in yous pockets, omega freak?” he snarled in bastardized Galapine Common.

I gulped, heart thudding against my chest. I didn’t answer.

The Jetian’s face contorted with rage. The others, another Jetian and a scaly Myug, grabbed me by the front of my shirt, lifting me off the ground. “Empty yous pockets,” one of them growled. “Now!”

I did as I was told. I reached into my pockets and pulled out the linings. That’s all I had. No paper notes, no bank chip, no comm-pad. I wasn’t fool enough to carry that around. My pockets contained nothing but lint.

They swore and shifted their weight, but the leader began to laugh. “Lookit dat,” he said. “An omega withouts a note to his name.”

I tried to back away, but the two men shoved me back against the brick wall of a building. “Yous shouldn’t go out empty handed,” he said, his eyes narrowing and a black-toothed smile on his lips. “Incase’n yous runs into trouble.”

Before I could reply, he lunged forward, punching me in the gut. Pain shot through my body, and I doubled over, unable to draw breath. The other two began to laugh, and he punched me again, this time in the face.

My head slammed back into the bricks. I stumbled, trying to push myself away, but the other two pinned me back against the wall. The leader punched me once more in the gut, and I gasped, unable to breathe.

I collapsed onto the pavement in a ball, my body shaking and my eyes stinging with tears, stars dancing behind my lids as their boots crashed into me everywhere at once. My nose crunched, and the stars disappeared.

When I woke up, people were stepping over me, around me. I sat up and puked on some guy’s shoes, but he kept on going. It must be morning; people thronged the streets hurrying to work in the factories that made up most of the district and which contributed most of the smog that made it nearly impossible to tell day from night. I lay there for some time until eventually, after the crowd thinned, I worked up the strength to stand.

Everything hurt. My legs shook, and my ears rang so loudly I could barely hear. I debated going home, but I decided to go to work. I couldn’t lose even this shit job. And one perk of working at the second most dangerous job in the city after the factories—that is, being a mechanic for the Dominion Space Station—was that they at least had an infirmary.

My supervisor took one look at me, cried liability suit, and sent me home.

It was a very long, very slow walk with what had to be at least two broken ribs and who knew what organs in what conditions inside me. By the time I got home, I collapsed onto my hard little cot in my one-room flat on the fifth floor walk-up and slept for two days.


CHAPTER THREE




ZHAL




Dominion City, Imperial District

The moon Nova-6 of planet Phoros

Galapine System

Standard Date: 3168-09-10

Saturday, 1:19 p.m.

I’d watched the little Human all the way through Borra Tower on the display screen from the den. A smile curved my lips as Nerren obeyed my first command and stepped into my penthouse.

Good. He was an obedient young man. That was to my liking. Saved me time having to teach him all those lessons that would leave his pale bottom raw.

I didn’t have time for foreplay. I wanted to conceive my son and be done with it.

That’s not to say I wasn’t eager to enjoy him. I didn’t require my lovers to be completely submissive. I preferred a bit of spine in them. It made me savor dominating them, taming them, controlling them even more. It was nothing to have a sodden milquetoast collapse into a puddle at your feet. It was something else entirely to command them to kneel there.

It made it much more satisfying to drive them near insane with pleasure afterward.

Spine was one thing, but I despised outright disobedience. Call me a control freak. Most people did, including myself. Yet someone had to maintain order. Without order, there was chaos. And chaos was bad for business. And pleasure.

The penthouse door closed smoothly behind the Human. He glanced back at it nervously for a moment, then collected himself and came forward.

He was even more beautiful in person. Conception notwithstanding, I was eager to bed this one. I’d fucked males of many different species—not only males, but females, nons, and trigens, too—of my own Virikan race as well as Obahts, the Redda of Dal-Tamal, and Gorz, to name a few. Gorz only fucked after you defeated them in combat. Consequently, they were rarely victorious.

But I’d always had a soft spot for Humans. They were small but eager for bedplay. Clever. Curious. Sometimes mouthy. But oh, how those soft, wet mouths felt wrapped around my cock.

This was the first one I’d ever brought to my home, though. This one I was going to breed.

He was mine. All mine, for sixteen sweet weeks. We Virikan had been warriors since long before we took to the stars. Now we fought our battles in the financial markets and board rooms. Mostly. Still, when I saw something I wanted, I made it mine. And from the moment I saw his holovid profile at Omega Consort Services, I’d felt a strange, almost obsessive need to possess Nerren Ason. To learn his secrets.

And he had many.

He stopped and looked around. I crossed my arms and watched him, wanting to know if my intuition about this little omega was right. He was aroused; that much was certain. A small smile crept over my lips. The sylke genlock suit I’d sent him left absolutely nothing to the imagination. Not that his cock mattered all that much to me. It was his ass I was after. That and his omega womb. I was the one on top in this arrangement. I would be the one plowing the field. Planting my seed.

He turned to admire the flame pillar, and my throat went a little dry. His ass was very nice indeed. Round. Leanly muscled, like his legs. Narrow waist, broader back, nice shoulders. Good arms. Much nicer than his holovid.

My cock began to stir, but I forced the feeling away. Omegas were such…interesting genetic constructions. I had read about Sendrion, the region on New Earth inhabited primarily by Human males. It didn’t say why. Only that they’d spawned a genetic anomaly that allowed males to bear young. In any case, the omegas fulfilled a need.

Nerren Ason was here to fulfill mine.

I’d ordered him from Omega Consort Services to bear me a child. In return, I’d give the young, submissive omega the most mind-blowing, soul-searing sexual experience of his life. It was a simple transaction.

Would he prove up to the task of conceiving my heir?

We would have to wait and see.

My cock stirred again as I watched Nerren glance nervously around my penthouse. He was waiting for me to appear.

I’d show my face when I was good and ready. I wanted to see what he’d do if I kept him waiting.

Mostly, I wanted to establish control. My house. My rules. My timeline. Best to make that clear right from the beginning.

Besides, I liked my lovers eager and a little uncertain.

It was all about building anticipation.

His.

Mine.


He seemed very impressed with his surroundings. He should be. I’d spent more credits than he’d see in his lifetime to make this place worthy of a Virikan lord. He seemed fascinated by the flowing liquid meluria flooring. He also seemed impressed by the new porcelain statue I’d acquired for the occasion, which the gallery assured me was the creature Humans called a dog.


He turned to admire the view from the massive windows along the outer walls. Hard to blame him for that. The view of clouds stretching to the horizon from the tallest tower in Dominion City was something most people would never see. He gazed wide-eyed down at the cloud cover, and his reaction pleased me. Which was strange. It shouldn’t matter what he thought of the view, or the art.  Only that he would bear me a strong, healthy child.

He moved deeper into the room. I liked how he moved, with a kind of easy grace. The genlock suit I’d sent him, made of rich blue emplar sylke from Ledath, complemented his fascinating pale skin. That skin would contrast nicely against mine: deep purple thrusting in and out of that beautiful peachy pink. I knew from experience with these fair breeds that their skin would glow a delicious red when you smacked a hand across their ass. Perhaps I would try it and see.

He grew more nervous as he waited. I liked that too. It was good that he was on edge—I intended to keep him there until I was good and ready to give him the pleasure I’d tempted him with. Teased him with. The mastery he’d come for.

That’s what most of my lovers came for. My reputation. They came to be mastered. To be taught that true pleasure came when you learned to let go.

Or like this little omega, who’d probably never had a decent lay in his life, to learn what it was he truly needed and then to let someone provide it. Me. Because I meant to lift the little Human into the air, impale him on my cock, and fuck him until he lost his mind.

After all, I wasn’t a selfish lover. I enjoying having the power to bring them pleasure.

And to control it.


Nerren moved through the great room of my penthouse, gazing at my collection of artwork from different worlds, as well as my collection of alien weapons, some of them very illegal to own in Dominion City unless you knew the right people. Or unless you were the right people.


I was.

He looked but didn’t touch. I approved of that as well. It looked as if all the research we’d done on him might actually pay off. His genetic profile provided by OCS indicated good compatibility, which increased the chances of a viable hybrid. Virikan traits would be dominant, of course, but even thought I knew it wouldn’t happen, I wished my child would have the Human’s eyes. So very, very blue…

No Virikan had eyes that color. Few other races did either.

Desire coiled inside me as I watched him walk about. He was even more graceful than he’d appeared on his rather contrived OCS holovid—face left, face right, hand on hip, turn and cross his arms… My cock felt heavy and alive as I watched the man who ironically had dominated my dreams for the last two weeks.

It had been too long since I’d taken a lover. Too long since I’d enjoyed a casual conversation with anyone other than RPA-9. If all went well, I would have plenty of time to catch up on both.

And afterward, I would have my son. Nerren Ason would have a good deal of money for whatever it was he sought to gain. We’d both have what we came for. And our arrangement would be complete.

But enough was enough. It was time to claim this man whom I’d possess completely for the next sixteen weeks.

The door slid shut behind me as I walked down the penthouse hall to the great room where my omega waited. I stopped in the archway and leaned against it, crossing my arms. Nerren spun to face me, startled by my approach. His eyes, just as they had on that holovid I liked, seemed quite big and very blue. And for a moment, he looked very afraid.

I liked that, too.


CHAPTER FOUR

NERREN

Dominion Space Station

Orbiting the moon Nova-6

Planet Phoros, Galapine System

Standard Date: 3165-10-02

Tuesday, 6:34 p.m.

THREE YEARS AGO

When I’d climbed out of the cargo bay, I was more afraid than I’d ever been in my life. I hadn’t meant to stow away. I was being chased by New Earth police, and it was going on longer than usual. They had synths on me this time, and synths didn’t get tired. Hiding began to seem like the best alternative to being shipped off to the prison colony on Bel-Dova for stuff I didn’t even do.

And that was not on my agenda. My goal had always been simple—stay alive, and stay free.

It was days before the freighter docked and I was able to crawl out. By then, I was half starved, mostly dehydrated, and almost dead. And I had no idea where I was. I’d been fairly successful until then at staying alive doing odd jobs back on New Earth, sweeping up here, shoveling shit there. Moving around. Maybe supplementing my income now and then with a little petty theft, but only when I was very hungry. It wasn’t like the rich bastards would miss a loaf of stale bread or a wormy apple. And I was fast enough not to get caught.

Mostly.

But now, as I stepped out onto the Dominion Space Station landing area, it was as if the entire universe of possibilities had opened up before me.

The first thing I saw was the big sign floating over the crowded spaceport. “Immediate Help Wanted. No Experience Necessary. No References or Background Check Required.”

No references or background check? Everybody required references and a background check. Which was why I’d never had a real job. Because I had no references. No prior work history, no permanent address, no next of kin.

I did have a background, though. Which was why I was hiding out on that freighter in the first place.

But here it was, in black and white holotext—no references or background check required.

This could be my chance. A chance at the normal life I never thought I’d have. A job. A steady, actual job. With pay.

I could settle down, get a place to live that didn’t blow away when it got windy, quit eating out of garbage bots. Maybe even afford a comm-pad from this century—plasma, instead of a battery you had to charge. With electricity. Whose power ports were getting harder and harder to find.

I gazed around the landing area. It was like a miniature city, lined with shops, businesses, and restaurants of all kinds, bustling with people of all species, sizes, and colors. A clothing shop sat side-by-side with a deep-space shuttle service to the inner planets next to an all-you-can-eat Gorzish buffet and an android repair shop, which also fixed things called vacuums and sewing machines.

“That’s him!”

I turned to see a guy in black robes standing near the docking bay where the freighter I’d just crawled out off of was still unloading. Singularity? Here?

Ice formed in my veins, making me shudder. He was standing with two uniformed security synths, pointing right at me.

I ran.

I ran as fast as I could, staggering, much slower than usual since I was nearly dead. But there was another sign hovering up ahead for the no-background-check job, with a blinking arrow pointing to an unassuming door marked Mechanical Department.

I was closer to the door than the synths were to me, but it was still a long shot.

I went for it anyway.

Just as I reached the door, it opened and a huge Jetian with his weird fleshy beard stepped out and nearly flattened me. He looked like he wanted to kill me.

Maybe he’d kill the security synth instead.

“Hey, watch where…”

“‘Scuse me, sorry,” I mumbled and shoved past him and through the door.


The door closed itself behind me. Ahead was a long hallway with a low-tech analog sign. Applications: Room 102. Someone had added a crudely drawn arrow pointing the way.


It was the next door down, an old-fashioned one with a knob you had to turn and open yourself. I slipped in and closed the door behind me. There was a smaller knob over the hand knob. I turned it and it made a clunking sound. It must have been some kind of locking mechanism, because a moment later, someone on the other side pounded and shouted for me to open up, cranking the hand knob back and forth, but it didn’t open.

I turned around and pressed my back to the door.

Across the otherwise empty room, a bored-looking Hovik guy sat behind the counter, gazing at me blankly with his multiple eyes.

“Zem synt’s after you?” he said in his buzzy voice.

I thought about lying, but it was kind of obvious. I nodded.

More pounding. “Security! Open Immediately!”

“You’s applying for ze job?”

I nodded.

“You’s Singularity?”

“What? No.”

“Well, hurry up, zen. I ain’t gots all day.”

He passed me a datapad as I approached, which surprised me after all the analog in the place.

“Name, address if yous gots one, if not just puts NA. Comm code if yous gots one. If not, just puts NA. Place of birth if yous knows it. If not, just puts NA. Height and weight in Galapine standard. If yous don’t knows it, just puts—”

My head was spinning. I had to hold on to the counter for support. “Do you have any water?” I asked. “Maybe a probar?”

He stopped talking and gazed at me. I must have looked pathetic enough because he pulled out a tin box from under the table and grudgingly passed it to me. It looked like his lunch. I devoured the weird gloppy stuff in the little packets and drank down the terrible orange stuff in the bottle.

Wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, I passed the box back to him. “Thank you. I’ve been…traveling a while.”

He continued to gaze at me as if he wasn’t sure if he even wanted the box back. But he put it back under the counter and added, “When you’s done wi’ ze form, press Submit.”
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