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                         Prologue
AS BYRON Jones lay in bed with a beautiful alien woman on each arm, he tried to regain his breath. Part of him told himself his exhaustion was all in his head because of the virtual world he found himself in. His real body wasn't tired or anything at all, but he couldn't feel that one anymore. Then again, his virtual cock still felt sticky and throbbing from the incredible sex he'd just been through so he was more than willing to accept the virtual experience instead.

He turned his head to look down at the woman snuggled under his left arm. Her naked body lay on top of the blankets, showing the curves of a normal human with long legs, narrow hips, and full breasts. Yet a pattern of brown stripes covered her body like a tiger's stripes, a tail curled over her ass, and she had two pointed ears on the top of her head.

He turned to look down at the woman on his left arm. Also naked, she looked a lot more like a human woman with a rounded butt and large boobs but with green skin. She even had a ponytail of tousled green hair.

The green-haired woman looked up at him and her beautiful lips collapsed into a scowl. "I hope this isn't giving you the wrong idea, hotshot."

He sighed. Things had changed since he had first entered the Venus Online game only a few hours ago, but not as much as he would have liked. His thoughts wandered back to his life before the game.




Chapter 1
24 HOURS earlier...
Jordan Venn had been the captain of the starship Gibraltar until Lady Necralia and her forces came aboard. Those soldiers clad in black, wielding powerful laser rifles and a fanatical dedication to the Necralia Empire, had made short work of what little crew had remained of the Gibraltar after the devastating assault of the Necralia fleet. Now, Venn knelt on the floor of his bridge, surrounded by Necralia Death Troopers with their weapons pointed at his head while the bridge door swung down.

A tall man in black armor walked through the clouds of swirling mist. The man's pale white skin and glowing white eyes gleamed as his smile showed rows of pointed white teeth.

"Well, well, well," the man whispered in a voice that somehow echoed off the walls. "Here we are together again. You've been a very bad boy, Venn."

Venn coughed and spat out a mouthful of blood before he could talk again. "General Deth, I swear, we weren't trying to run away. We just had to make a detour around a gravity well--"

Deth swept his long coat to one side while reaching into his belt. "Oh, wait. I don't want you to waste this pathetic excuse on me. I'm sure Lady Necralia will want to hear this."

Venn felt a cold chill run through him. "N-Necralia? She's here?"

Deth sneered as he tapped buttons on a device in his hand. "Please. Do you really think her majesty would waste an ounce of fuel to set eyes on you?"

He pushed one last button and a beam of light flashed out of the device, one that formed a holographic image of Lady Necralia.

Venn cowered as the tall woman materialized in front of him. Her spiked armor barely covered her long legs and firm breasts as she loomed over him.

Necralia's blood-red lips and pale face tightened into a snarl. "Venn, what have you done?"

Venn swallowed and it tasted of blood. "My lady, I must give you my most humble apologies. W-We were on our way to make delivery wh-when we hit a gravity well and were forced to--"

Necralia raised a hand with a finger tipped with a long nail.

Deth took two steps forward while pulling a knife out of his belt. He jammed the knife into Venn's hand with a single sweep, pinning the man's hand to the deck.

Venn shrieked in agony as Necralia shook her head with a loud sigh.

"Captain Venn, spare me your lies. Our sensors detected when the freighter docked with your ship in the Quleda sector. We know your hold is empty and the cargo is gone."

Venn grit his teeth. In that moment, he knew he was dead. It didn't matter anymore what he said so he decided to say what he really wanted to. "Cargo? Is that what you call slaves?"

She smirked. "Of course. What else would I call them?"

"Living beings who deserve their free--"

Deth twisted the knife in Venn's hand until his voice collapsed into a scream.

Necralia waved her hand. "Thank you, General Deth. I get so tired of these little speeches people try to give me. Now then, my cargo is missing but we have already tracked it to Caurus Prime. I have a squadron headed there to recover it. All you've done is forced me to give a ten percent discount to the Republic of Uado for the delay in shipping."

Venn clenched his teeth harder until they ached. "No, what I've done is give them hope. And they will fight your squadron to the death which is better than the life you had planned for them. And it's only the beginning. The rebellion is growing every day, and I'm happy to die knowing I've caused you even a fraction of the misery you've imposed on the Galaxy."

"Very noble." Necralia pointed a long nail at him. "Speaking of misery, that's what you'll be going through in a few minutes and I'm afraid it will last for much, much longer than a fraction. Goodbye, Captain Venn."

As Necralia's hologram vanished, two Death Troopers entered the bridge, hauling a tall metal column on wheels. The column had slender arms attached to it with spikes and blades running along their length.

General Deth smiled. "Congratulations, captain. You'll be the first to try my new and improved Torment Tower."

As the column was opened and Venn was hauled to his feet and shoved inside, the captain couldn't hold back the screams of terror that turned into howls of agony as the Torment Tower began its work.





Chapter 2

"DON'T GIVE UP," Byron's sister's voice said, "you're a nice guy. You'll find somebody."

Byron winced against the cell phone by his ear. "Nice guys finish last."

He hunched himself down lower as a cold wind blew through the subway station. A light rain pattered on the train tracks, making them glisten in the light cast from the station, but Byron stayed dry where he stood under the shade of the platform's roof.

He glanced around the train station to see if anyone else could overhear his conversation. No one else gave him even the slightest glance. He paused to linger on a beautiful blond woman standing across from him. She wore a light blue dress that hugged wide hips. It was slightly damp from the rain, clinging to small but rounded breasts. She looked at her cell phone but glanced up when a train rumbled by. He caught her eye for a moment and gave her his most winning smile.
She rolled her eyes as she looked down to glare at her phone again.
He sighed. He could only imagine how he would look to her.
Byron stood only five feet tall and weighed almost 300 pounds. That, plus the scar on his left cheek meant the blond's reaction was all too common. That's why he preferred living in the virtual world of video games.
Byron had lived in New York all his life, raised mostly by his mother after the death of his father. When he was ten years old, a fire had ravaged their small apartment. Byron had gotten his scar from fighting through the flames to save his younger sister, Molly. His father hadn't survived the blaze. Scarred and fatherless at a young age, Byron had come to avoid people as much as possible, preferring a fantasy world of sci-fi TV, movies and videogames.
He looked away as well and caught sight of an older man standing to his right wearing a faded Star Wars T-shirt and jeans. He leaned on a crutch with one hand while squinting at a book in the other. Even from this distance, Byron recognized the book as the third in the Dark HyperStar series by Edgar Michaels. The old man had good taste.
Byron shook himself. "Look, it's true. Girls don't want nice guys."
"No, that's not true. You forget you're talking to a member of the female gender here? Yes, women want guys who are aggressive, who take charge. That doesn't mean you should be a caveman and hit girls over the head with a club. But women do want a guy who will take the first step, ask them out, flirt with them. You gotta be that guy if you want women to be attracted to you. You're too passive."
He sighed. The whole conversation with his sister had started when she asked him about Clarissa, the girl at the call center where Byron worked who he'd been aching over for months. He finally got the courage to ask her out and she said those dreaded words, "I think of you as just a friend." He felt like an idiot. Molly was right. He had gotten himself stuck in the friend zone too many times.
"You also need to take risks," his sister continued. "You work in a boring call center. You never go anywhere or do anything except play video games. You should go out and have adventures in real life. Do exciting things. That'll make you more interesting to girls, and you'll enjoy your life more."
Byron was still about to protest when laughter drew his attention to a group of teenagers who burst out of the stairwell onto the train platform. The gang hooted and shoved each other as they ran along the concrete. Byron never understand why guys need to pump each other up like that.
One of them froze and pointed at the blonde. "Holy shit, check out that hot bitch."
The gang all stopped their horseplay to look at the hot chick across the subway platform. They erupted in hooting, howling, and making jerking motions at their crotches. The woman kept her head down, pretending not to hear, even as her face flushed red.
"Hey, leave her alone, fellas." Byron said the words before he could even think.
The gang stopped and all shot him deadly glares.
One gang member with a red bandana over long red hair snarled. "What you say, faggot?"
Byron knew he was in trouble, but he didn't care. He couldn't stand by and watch any woman abused like that, even if she wouldn't give him the time of day. He tried to look tough but his voice cracked. "I said, leave her alone."
The redheaded gang member broke into frenzied laughter. "Why don't you mind your own business, bitch?"
"You heard him." Everyone looked over at the old man who scowled at the gang. "He said, leave the lady alone."
One of the gang charged over to the old man. "Shut the fuck up, you old cripple, before we kick your fuckin' ass, too."
Even though the old man leaned on a crutch, he still managed to draw himself up to glare back at the gang. "Even with a bad leg, I'm not afraid of you. Now back off."
The redhead raised his hands up in mock surrender. "Oh, okay, well, since you said so, we'll leave her alone."
He turned away and took a few steps.
He whipped around and shoved the old man hard on the chest.
The old man cried out as he tumbled off the platform.
"No!" Ignoring the laughing gang, Byron ran over to the edge of the platform.
He looked down to see the old man sprawled on the tracks, gasping.
That's when he heard the low rumble growing louder. A train.
He looked up at the train tunnel where a light grew brighter. The rumble came along with a distant whine of the train's horn.
The gang whooped as they went running up the stairs and out of sight, leaving Byron and the old man alone.
"Hang on!" Byron threw his backpack onto the train platform and jumped down onto the tracks.
His sneakers stumbled on the loose gravel between the wooden slats but he managed to right himself and lean down over the old man. "Can you stand up?"
The old man gasped and shook his head. "Just-just leave me."
"No, I won't leave you. Hang on."
The train's horn blew again and it sounded even louder than he expected. Byron didn't look up. He didn't want to know how fast the train was going, even as he slipped his arm under the old man. The old man felt surprisingly light as Byron stood up, raising him up to his feet.
It wasn't high enough. The old man struggled to reach up and hold the platform.
A hot wind blew over him from the train rushing towards them. The roar of the train on the tracks and the howling horn made it impossible to hear as the old man called out something. Byron dared to look and saw the train's light growing even closer than he thought.
Byron grit his teeth. He would die, but he wouldn't let this old man die with him.
He bent down, took hold of the old man's legs and leaned back hard. His legs and arms cried out in pain as he hoisted the old man up and onto the platform.
The train screeched with a noise that almost burst Byron's ears. He closed his eyes and waited for the impact, just hoping it wouldn't hurt too much when it came.
*
Byron didn't know what was more surprising when he opened his eyes, the fact that he looked up into the eyes of the old man smiling at him or the fact that he was alive to open his eyes at all.
Byron opened his eyes and looked round himself. He lay on the train platform. The train, the gang, the blonde were all gone. The two of them were alone.
The old man broke into a smile. "You're all right."
"What happened?" Byron sat up, and winced at a stab of pain.
"You saved me. The train stopped in time to avoid hitting you. That was a brave thing you did. Very brave." The old man put a hand on Byron's shoulder. "You deserve a better life."
"What are-I don't know what--"
"Never mind." The old man reached into a pocket of his pants and pulled out a small gray card. "I'd like to do you a favor. Go to the website on this card. Put in your address."
Byron hesitated for a moment before he took the card. He thought it might be a business card or the old man was offering him a job. Instead, the card just said "Venus Online" followed by a web address that seemed to be a random combination of letters and numbers.
Byron looked up at the old man who smiled back at him. "What's this for? What happens then?"
"Then, like I said, you live a better life." The old man stood up and shook Byron's hand. "An honor to meet you. Hopefully I'll see you again."
The old man wheeled around on his crutch and limped away, leaving Byron alone on the platform. When the old man had passed out of sight, Byron stared down at the card.
"A better life," Byron whispered.




Chapter 3
BYRON SAT at his computer, staring at the address bar in Chrome with his mouse in one hand, and the old man's card in the other. "This is crazy."
He knew better than to go to some strange website just because a card told him to. It could be a trick. At the same time, he didn't think the old man would do that to him. Maybe he was being too trusting but he didn't think someone would be saved from getting run over by a train and think, "Hey, I'd better give this guy a virus."
Byron typed in the address and hit "enter."
He expected to get a message saying that his computer had been hacked and to pay a million dollars in iTunes gift cards. Instead, a website did come up, but it was almost empty. The only thing on the page was a form and the words, "For Quick Delivery, Enter Your Address."
"Quick delivery?" Byron whispered to himself.
What did it mean by delivery? Was this website going to send him something?
He knew that entering his home address on some random website just because an old man told him to was stupid. This could be some sort of hacker website. Or maybe it would tell a gang of thugs to break into his apartment and steal all his stuff.
Byron glanced around the cramped apartment. The laptop he had propped up on a couple of milk crates was the most expensive thing he owned. No big loss. Besides, he was genuinely curious.
He typed in his address and hit "enter."
He expected the screen to light up with a face laughing or another website to come up with lots of cool free games or that he'd won a brand-new car or something. Instead, a new page loaded that just read, "Thank you."
"That's it?" Byron leaned back in his chair. "What a rip-off."
He sighed and got up from his desk to go to his gaming setup. Since he lived in a studio apartment, that just meant walking a few feet to where he had a TV, an XBox, and a Playstation 4 propped up on stacks of crates. He switched on his PS4 and began playing his favorite MMO, Battlefield: Deep Space.
He usually played fantasy RPGs, but had really gotten into Deep Space. Set in a fictional galaxy, he had spent hours aboard his own personal spaceship, defending the Planetary Alliance against the evil Ivadera Empire. His current goal was to level up his Warrior enough to be able to get a level-14 heavy bomber.
Byron forgot all about the mysterious website as he fought computer-generated aliens for hours until the doorbell on his apartment rang, along with a knock on his front door.
In the type of neighborhood he lived in, Byron's first instinct was to get up and reach for the baseball bat he kept by the door. "Who is it?"
A man's voice called out on the other side. "Delivery for Byron Jones."
Byron looked at the clock. It read eleven o'clock at night. No way this was a real delivery. He picked up the baseball bat and rested it on his shoulder while peering through the peephole.
Two men stood in the hallway outside his apartment. They both wore white uniforms with ball caps that read, "Venus Online Delivery." A tall wooden box stood between them, surprising Byron. If this wasn't a real delivery, these guys sure went to a lot of trouble to look the part.
Byron unlocked the three locks on the door and opened it an inch. "Yeah?"
One of the men raised his eyebrows. "Byron Jones?"
Byron nodded. "Yeah, that's me."
The man held up a clipboard. "We got a delivery for you."
"I didn't order anything."
The man frowned at his clipboard. "It says he placed the order two hours ago. Did you go to the address for Venus Online?"
Byron looked at his computer. It still read, "Thank you."
"No way." Byron looked back at the men. "I just put in my address."
The delivery man smiled. "We promise quick delivery."
Byron opened the door. "I gotta see this."
As the two delivery men pushed the crate and it rolled on wheels into the apartment, they left the scent of sawdust and cigarette smoke. It looked even bigger than he thought, longer than it was tall. It barely fit in his living room between the futon he slept in and the wooden planks he kept his TV and game system on.
The first deliveryman pointed. "Is right here okay?"
Byron held up his hands. "Okay, what is this? What's going on? Who are you guys and what's in that crate?"
The two delivery men exchanged a look while the first one asked, "They didn't tell you what this was about?"
"No, I never heard anything."
"Who gave you the card?"
Byron shrugged. "Some old guy I met in the subway."
The second delivery man broke into a smile. "Did he use a crutch?"
"Yeah."
The second delivery man laughed. "That must have been Otis, Jones."
The first deliveryman (apparently named Jones) held out a hand. "Hey, this is serious, Curtis. We're not supposed to deliver to non-approved personnel."
"What, you wanna go back and tell 'em? You wanna tell him you refused delivery? To Otis?"
Byron held up his baseball bat. "Look, I'm done with this. I wanna know what's going on or you can haul this crap back where it came from."
The second deliveryman (named Curtis) sighed. "Okay, okay. Jones is right, though. We're supposed to be delivering to people who've already gone through orientation. This thing is invite-only. But since Otis gave it to you, we'll give it to you, but only if you want it. Either way, you can't tell anybody about it."
Byron nodded. "Okay, fine. Sure."
Jones pushed a button on the side of the crate.
The crate's walls fell open, hitting the ground with four thuds. The top folded away, leaving a white egg-shaped pod sitting in the middle of the living room. Its surface was so smooth that it reflected the shocked look on Byron's face until lights blinked on its surface. When the lights stopped flashing, the pod cracked open along its length.
The egg's shell split to fold down onto the floor, revealing what looked like a plush white armchair inside. Around where the headrest would go, a series of silvery wires curved over each other and inwards like a spider's web.
Jones pointed. "This right here is a virtual reality simulator. You lay down in it, and it connects with a neural interface to project you into an online multiplayer game called Venus Online."
Byron stared at the chair for a moment before it clicked. When it did, he burst out laughing.
Jones frowned. "What's funny?"
Byron reached up to brush his brown hair away from his face. "Man, I thought you guys were serious. What is this, a prank show on YouTube or something?" He looked at their hands and the chair for hidden cameras.
Curtis shook his head. "Hey, we're serious as a heart attack, man. The wires here read your brainwaves and the pod projects a field that connects to your optic nerves, your eardrums, your skin, everything. It feels as real as we are standing here."
Byron folded his arms. "Sure. Like we have anything close to that kind of technology. That kind of thing would change the world, and you're just gonna drop it in my living room?"
Jones grinned. "That's right."
"Okay, let's say I believe this is what you say it is. How much does it cost?"
"There's no charge right now. Venus Online is in a trial period. You'll be a beta tester. While you're using it, the home servers give us information to see how you're doing."
Byron studied the faces of the two men. "Are you guys serious?"
The delivery men both shrugged.
"Hey," Jones said, "this is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. Otis broke every rule in the book by giving you that card. Even the press release for Venus Online isn't scheduled for another five years. No one's supposed to know it exists outside the company. Even then, there's a one-year waiting period to be a beta tester if you were to go through normal channels. If you don't want it, we'll pack up and leave and you can read about it on the news."
He reached for a button on the armchair.
Byron reached out to stop him. "Hey, hey, I never said I didn't want it."
He studied the armchair. He would have thought something this advanced would be bulkier and more complicated, but it looked almost boring. Part of him told himself to be skeptical, but the other side wanted it to be real. He loved video games. Who wouldn't want to actually be in one?
"Okay," he said, "so how does this thing work?"
Curtis grinned. "You just lie down."
Byron looked down at his grubby T-shirt and shorts. In all the stories about virtual reality, the user had to put on a suit or gloves or cover himself in gel or something like that. It had something to do with force feedback. "Do I gotta strip naked or something?"
Jones made a face. "Hell, no. Like I said, just lie down."
Byron carefully climbed onto the armchair. It smelled of fresh plastic like a new car, and felt incredibly soft like some sort of memory foam that he sank deeper into. As he lay his head inside the web of wiring over the headrest, he watched Jones and Curtis. He half-expected them to start laughing and pull out cameras or pull out guns and reveal this was all a trick to steal his wallet.
Instead, the two men pulled out some sort of equipment. Jones had a tablet and began typing on the screen. Curtis pulled out what looked like a barcode reader at the supermarket and swept Byron's body with red light.
Jones called out, "I'm booting up."
Curtis murmured, "Five feet tall, two-hundred and ninety-three pounds."
"Two-ninety," Byron called out.
"Scanner don't lie, buddy. No heart conditions, glucose levels low, stable brain activity. Good candidate."
Curtis nodded. "Otis knows how to pick 'em. Okay, system's online."
He looked down at Byron and winked. "Go get 'em, buddy."
He tapped a button.
The living room seemed to explode into a shower of light. Instead of a loud boom, everything fell completely silent. Byron almost jumped off the armchair but he couldn't move. He wanted to scream as he felt a sinking feeling like falling off a cliff but could only watch as the light swirled around him.
The light snapped back together with a pop. He felt like he'd landed on something like an elevator stopping short.
It plunged him into darkness.
A few seconds passed until a glowing box popped up over his head with text running through it.
WELCOME TO VENUS ONLINE
After a moment, more text appeared underneath it.
CHOOSE YOUR CLASS
MARINE | TECHMAGE | ROGUE
Byron looked around. Everything else still looked black. "Is this the game? Not very interesting so far."
He looked back at the menu. "So can I get a description of the classes? Because I usually play the big guy. I guess that would be the marine."
He reached out to tap it.
CLASS SELECTED:
MARINE - LEVEL 1
STR: 10
DEX: 5
NRG: 1
HEALTH:    100/100
NEW OBJECTIVE: ORIENTATION
The darkness began to fade, giving way to light until he could see again, but what he saw made him freeze for a moment. His living room vanished. Instead, he looked up at a sky full of stars. Yet he wasn't lying down. He sat in a chair, looking through a pane of glass at a dizzying field of twinkling lights, clustered together in galaxies. When he turned his head, he saw huge banks of controls surrounding the window. All sorts of switches and buttons and levels formed consoles around screens with different readings. It reminded him of a space shuttle or the cockpit of an airplane. Or a spaceship.
"I'm on a spaceship," he whispered.
He looked down at himself and almost jumped out of the chair.
He was used to seeing his round gut in front of him. It had been replaced by a flat chest and stomach under a gray jumpsuit. He reached down to run his fingers over the chest. It felt as hard as rock. Even his arms bulged with muscle.
"Holy shit," Byron whispered. "I'm in the game."
"That's a big, fat Roger, baby."
Byron whipped around in his chair.
Someone stood behind him, what looked like a robot from its silvery body and glowing blue eyes. Yet the robot had a very feminine shape with amazing detail. Its delicate feet arched up in the back to form high heels, and led up to long and curvy legs. It narrow waist tapered up to breasts that defied gravity and tipped with small nubs like nipples. Her head had long lengths of silver wire that flowed around like hair, and a face with full lips that reminded him of Scarlett Johansson.
In other words, she was the hottest robot he'd ever seen, and Byron had spent years Googling pictures of hot robots.
The robot raised its hands over its head as it spoke in a high but husky voice. "Welcome to your ship, baby. Or should I call you 'Captain'?"
The robot's eyes narrowed. "Or would you prefer I call you 'Master?'"




Chapter 4
BYRON LOOKED around the cabin. "Th-this is amazing. It looks so real."
"It is real." The robot lowered her arms and placed her hands on the curves of her hips. "Well, it's close enough. What's the difference? You saw The Matrix, right?"
Byron ran his hands over his chest and face. It felt completely real. He could feel every wrinkle of his clothes, and smelled a chemical scent like ozone. He could even hear a distant hum of engines in the background. "How is this possible? I mean, they're just getting virtual reality headsets going. Nobody ever said we were close to anything like this technology."
The robot giggled in such a sexy way that it made his armpits prickle with sweat. "Byron, you're sitting in a fucking spaceship with a talking robot, and you're worrying about technical specs? Shit, you gotta lighten up."
He shook his head. "Sorry, I just...nobody prepared me for this."
The robot's eyes widened. "Oh, you fall asleep during the orientation? Naughty, naughty. No wonder you're freakin' out. Okay, lemme give you the grand fucking tour."
She crooked a finger to beckon him and turned around to face away from him. Byron couldn't help glancing down at the curve of her ass as she walked out of the control room. It looked naked with rounded cheeks and a deep crack. As a buttman, he appreciated it.
He slowly got out of the chair, took a moment to get over the idea of how real it felt, and followed her.
The spaceship looked familiar, like the ships he'd seen on movies but more Star Wars than Star Trek. Outside the control room, they walked into a large gray entryway with an airlock and onwards to a corridor with curved walls.
As they walked, the robot said, "Welcome to your bitchin' spaceship. You have to give it a name, but we can deal with that later. It's a class-five frigate, has three plasma guns, and four torpedo tubes. Oh, wait. I went too far. Let me start at the beginning."
They passed out of the corridor into an even larger open space that looked like a recreational area. Couches and chairs gathered around a large screen on the wall while a counter nearby had a series of bottles mounted on the wall.
The robot walked over to the counter and took down some of the bottles. "Welcome to Venus Online, a VRMMORPG. That's a tongue twister."
She waved a finger in the air. "As you've probably guessed, it's set in space."
She began pouring the contents of the bottles into two glasses. "If you've seen Star Wars, Star Trek, that kinda shit, you know the drill. I won't bore you with all the details because you'll find out soon enough and whatever you don't know, I'll tell you. I'm your sidekick, your guide, and your first mate. I'm whatever you want me to be."
She paused to raise an eyebrow at him. "And I do mean whatever you want me to be."
The way she said "whatever" made his cock tingle a little bit. He wasn't an expert on women, but he could pick up a sexual overtone from this robot. He told himself he had to be imagining things. Besides the fact that he couldn't imagine a gorgeous woman like her being interested in him, this was also a robot standing in front of him, not a human female. 

That made him think maybe he had misunderstood. "I just realized, are you another real player like me?"

Her full lips curved into a pout. "Aw, you had to go there? No, Byron, I'm exactly what I look like. I'm a robot in the game as well as real-life, sort of like an assistant to help you out here. There are a lot of NPCs in Venus. If you ever meet another player, you'll see a red star glowing over their head like you have."

That made him look up to see a small red light flickering over his head like a tiny sun. "Oh, okay."

She went back to mixing the contents of the bottles, looking like an expert bartender. "Anyway, as you can see, the game is a perfect simulation. It links directly with your brain so you don't need all the fancy goggles and shit. You can see, hear, feel, smell everything, just like real life."
He felt a surge of panic and touched his temples. Maybe his imagination kicked in, because he suddenly felt a throb. "Wait, it connects to my brain? Is it safe?"
She stopped and pressed her fingers over her cheeks. "Well, you're a beta tester, right? I guess we'll find out."
She burst into laughter a second later. "Shit, you should've seen your face. Nah, I'm just fuckin' with ya. Yeah, it's safe. Don't think of all this as a machine plugging into your brain. Think of it as a dream where they can control what happens in it. In the real world, you're asleep and will stay asleep until it's over."
Byron shook his head and began looking around the room. "Okay, this is all really cool but I think I'd like to get out and think about it for a little bit. How do I log out?"
The robot picked up the two glasses and held one out to him. "Yeah, I thought you'd need this. Drink up."
He took the glass. "What-what is it?"
"Just my little cocktail. It'll help." She took a sip.
"Look, I don't want a drink. This is kind of freaking me out. How do I quit?"
The robot shrugged. "Fine, you want the truth? You don't get to just quit, Byron."
"Wh-What?" He looked up. "Computer, end program. Computer, quit program."
"This ain't the fucking holodeck, sweetie. It's a game. And if you want out, you have to win the game."
Byron felt dizziness sweep over him. "They didn't tell me that. They just said it was a game. I can't be stuck in here. I have a job, I have a Mom and a sister. I'll starve out there or die of thirst."
She reached out to pat his cheek. Her hand felt softer than he expected. "Chill the fuck out, baby. Time works differently here. You can spend days inside the game and only a few minutes pass in the real world. The virtual reality pod also has a life-support system that will give you enough nutrients and fluids to survive for over a year. You won't die."
She turned away and took another sip. "At least, not from hunger and thirst. Now drink up. You're hurting my feelings."
The last thing he wanted was a drink, but he decided to humor her. He took a sip and burst into coughs as the liquid burned its way through his mouth and down his throat.
The robot giggled again. "Wow, you're a lightweight. You gotta learn to keep up, baby."
She put the glass down. "Okay, let's get the boring stuff out of the way. You've played RPGs before, so this won't be too much of a shock. Venus Online has three stats: strength, dexterity, and NRG. We'll get to that last one in a minute. Tap the bracelet on your wrist. It'll give you your stats."
Byron looked down and noticed the bracelet on his right wrist for the first time. He tapped it.
A menu floated in front of him.
MARINE - LEVEL 1
STR: 10
DEX: 5
NRG: 1
ARMOR: 1
HEALTH: 100/100
CREDITS: 100
The robot pointed. "Nice, you're a marine. Badass. Okay, strength is just that. How hard you hit, how much you can pick up, also determines what weapons you can use. Dexterity is how fast you move, how quick you are, and also how sneaky you are. Also determines how good you are with machines and crafting. As you can see, your stats aren't worth shit right now, but you'll bring them up with leveling up and new gear."
She held up her finger. "NRG is a powerful substance in Venus Online. I could give you the whole spiel they give you in orientation about how it's this mysterious alien substance that enhances your body and mind and all that shit, but let's just call it magic, okay? You can use it to move things with your mind, start fires, teleport, that sorta thing. It's pretty cool. If you decide to raise that stat, we'll talk more about it. Right now, you can't use any of it."
Byron winced. "Aw, man."
"No biggie. We'll get you a neural implant, you'll be ready to roll." She clapped her hands together with a metallic clank. "I don't think I need to go into armor and health. You look like you know your way around an RPG."
"Yeah, yeah. But look, let's get back to me getting out of here. Why can't I just exit?"
She winced and twisted one toe into the floor. "Well, I can't really tell you that. You could say the company wants to get its money's worth. But it's also part of the game. There is a way out and you have to find it. But hey, maybe you'll like it so much in here that you won't wanna leave."
Byron thought about his tiny apartment, dead-end job, and lack of romance, and had to admit he didn't have much to go back to. At the same time, he didn't like the idea of being trapped in a video game. He also thought about his sister, Molly, who was a sophmore at a nearby community college. She would probably wonder about him. Then there was his mother who lived in a nursing home where he visited her every Saturday. She would miss him, wouldn't she?
Still, the robot seemed to say it would be days in the game before morning came in the real world. He'd have time to worry about it later. "Okay, so what am I supposed to do now?"
The robot spread her arms. "Whatever the fuck you wanna do, dude. You're in outer fucking space. You've got your spaceship and me, your loyal and faithful companion. We'll explore, have adventures, all that shit. So the first thing we need to do is give your spaceship a name."
That made him pause. He always hated that part of games where he had to think of a name because he could never pick the right one. "Oo, uh, okay. How about the Enterprise?"
She folded her arms. "Sorry, that name's taken. You gotta be more original, dude."
He took a deep breath, feeling a lot of pressure until he suddenly remembered the name he had given his ship on Battlefront: Deep Space. "Okay, how about the Icarus?"
SPACESHIP NAME CHANGED TO: ICARUS
She folded her arms behind her back while bowing her head in a nod. "Icarus, it is. And now I'd like you to come up with a name for me."
Byron chewed his lip as he looked over her. "You look kind of like Scarlett Johansson. How about Scarlett?"
The robot shrugged. "Sounds good to me."
ROBOT'S NAME CHANGED TO: SCARLETT
She took slow steps towards him while narrowing her eyes. "Now, let's get back to my original question. Should I call you Byron, Captain, or Master?"
He swallowed. "Uh, Captain is fine."
"Okay. But you know I'm not just here to hoist the sails and give you tutorials, right?" She reached out to run a finger down his chest. "I'm also your faithful companion, here to serve your every need. And I do mean every need."
He tried to swallow again while glancing around. "I'm, uh, not sure what you mean."
"Yes, you do." She stopped close to him, pressing her breasts up against him. They looked like solid steel but felt soft and mashed up against his chest. "As you can tell, this game was programmed by guys. Well, and a few women. But mainly guys. And they know the first thing most guys want to do with a female robot."
The text popped up on his vision again:
NEW OBJECTIVE: HAVE SEX
He took a step back. "Okay, this is gettin' kinda weird."
Scarlett dropped her arms to her sides. "What are you, gay? 'Cause if so, I can switch to a male version."
"No, I mean, I just got here. It sounds like you and this game want me to have sex with you."
"It's not just that I wanna have sex with you. You wanna have sex with me, too."
He flinched at her confidence and tried to look surprised and shocked. "What? No, I don't."
She planted her hands on her rounded hips. "Hey, I'm a robot. I can scan you and tell your heart rate is going up, your pupils are dilating, and there's blood rushing to your dick. So I know you want some o' this tits and ass. What's the problem?"
He paused a moment, considering all his objections. "Well, first of all, you're a robot."
"Yeah, with all the necessary equipment." She reached up to jiggle her boobs up and down. "On the top and the bottom."
She turned her back on him and bent over to touch her toes. A small hatch slid open between her butt cheeks, revealing a moist and pink hole that looked really inviting.
"Shit." Byron ran his hands over his face to find it moist with sweat. He couldn't believe this conversation. "Okay, look, I'm also not comfortable doing something like this with those guys out there watching."
Scarlett turned to face him again. "Captain, no one's watching. There's thousands of people logged into Venus Online. Some of them are fighting, some of them are fucking, nobody gives a shit. The company has better things to do than watch everybody. If you want, we can even block all monitoring in private mode. Just tap your bracelet and turn private mode on."
He went back to his bracelet. When the stats came up, he noticed other options on the menu bar including "Private." He tapped it.
PRIVATE MODE: ENABLED
His robot smirked. "Military-grade encryption. We can't communicate with the rest of the game while it's on, so we can't keep it on all the time, but it's good for quickies. You have total privacy. So now what's the problem?"
He took a deep breath and glanced around.
Scarlett giggled. "Look, I know you want me, and I'm not just a robot. I'm capable of feeling horny and feeling pleasure, so I want you, too."
She waved a hand in circles over her head while rolling her eyes. "So we could do the whole thing where we have this sexual tension floating around between us until we finally fall into bed. Or we could just get it over with right here, right now, and get on with saving the universe."
"Wow." He couldn't hold back a grin. "Never met a woman so aggressive before."
Scarlett reached up to stroke her breasts again. The nipples glowed pink. "Baby, you've never met any woman like me before."




Chapter 5
BYRON couldn't deny to himself that Scarlett was amazingly sexy and beautiful, and the fact that he hadn't had sex in over a year meant that it wasn't a tough decision. "Okay, so how's this work?"
Scarlett blew out her lips while rolling her eyes. "Seriously? Even if you're a virgin, you must have seen porn, right? Or didn't they go over it in health class?"
"No, no, I mean, like, where do we, uh--"
"Oh, right." She pointed at the front of the ship where Byron had first appeared. "Well, at some point, I wanna break in the chairs on the bridge, but we can start with the bedroom. Follow me, and don't forget to check out this ass while you do it."
Scarlett turned on one heel and strutted off through the ship, giving her hips an extra sway. He followed, obediently watching her chrome butt cheeks swinging in front of him, whispering a silent thanks to the engineer who designed her.
She headed down a hallway to a large cabin with everything he would expect to find in a bedroom including a mirror, a dresser, and a bed. She spun around and tilted one hand at it. "Will this do, for a start?"
He took a deep breath, knowing this was actually going to happen. "Yeah, that'll work."
"Great. Come here, baby." She came close and pressed her lips against his.
Her body had a light scent of roses, and he was impressed by the detail of the experience. Once again, he was surprised to find her lips as soft and juicy as a real woman. It seemed like the metallic appearance was just that, and her body felt as warm and pliable as flesh. He wrapped his arms around her waist and drew her close to kiss her deeper.
She suddenly tore her lips away from him and gave him a worried look. "Do you want me to call you Captain in bed, too?"
He laughed. "Uh, no, just on the bridge is fine."
She smiled, showing rows of white teeth. "Okay, baby."
They kissed again, and he pushed his tongue into her mouth. She welcomed it, swirling her tongue around his while moaning softly. Her chest pressed closer and he felt her hardening nipples pushing against his chest. Her arms reached around him and he felt her delicate hands roaming his back through the fabric of his jumpsuit. He slid his hands down, cupping the cheeks of her ass and she moaned even louder.
She took a step back, moving further into the bedroom while holding his hands. He followed her until they made their way to the bed. She leaned back to take him by the hands and gently turn him around. With a light push on his chest, he fell back to sit on the edge of the bed.
Scarlett ran her hands up her rounded thighs to her full hips. "You like what you see, sweetie?"
"Yeah, absolutely. You're gorgeous."
She broke into a smile that shone with joy. "I'm glad. I'm here to please you. In every way."
She dropped onto her knees in front of him and ran her hands up his legs, along his thighs, and pushed his knees apart. Her eyes stayed locked on his as she reached up to the collar of his jumpsuit and dragged down the zipper.
As the jumpsuit fell open onto the bed, he looked down at his chest and his jaw dropped. His hard pecs and six-pack abs looked completely foreign to him. Having spent his whole life in a flabby, scarred body, he couldn't believe it.
"Mmm," Scarlett moaned. "You look so fucking tasty, baby."
Byron winced. "Uh, you know this isn't what I really look like, right?"
She licked her lips. "It doesn't matter what you look like out there. Only what you look like in here. And I like what I see right here."
Her hands pushed off the shoulders of his jumpsuit to pool them on the bed behind him. Her slender metal fingers curved over to run down the muscles on his chest. They paused to tweak his nipples, making him jump and quiver a little. That made her giggle as she continued to trace the curves of his pecs, down the ridges of his abs, and down to his waist. As she did, he realized how he had been frozen in place the whole time. He reached out to run his hands over her shoulders and down to her breasts.
"Oh yeah," she moaned. "They're all yours, baby."
He could see his hands trembling as he ran them over the soft and supple flesh. He'd never touched boobs like hers, even though he'd dreamed of them so many times. All his other girlfriends had been flat-chested or had saggy boobs, not huge and firm ones like this. Yet the fact they looked like metal but felt like flesh was mind-bending. It felt completely real (he still hadn't gotten used to how real everything seemed) as her full globes rolled under his fingers. The heavy breasts barely fit in his palms as he cupped them.
She leaned in to plant gentle kisses on his torso. Her lips traced a path over his muscular flesh, making her way down. While he played with her tits, she continued to click his zipper down until it went past his waist, revealing his boxer briefs. Her eyes widened at the bugle in his underwear and he felt a shock of surprise as well.
"Wow," she breathed.
"Yeah, uh, that's definitely not what I look like in real life."
"The 3D modelers do excellent work." She reached her hands down to slip into his underwear.
Goosebumps sprang up on his thighs as her slender fingers reached his throbbing member. She dragged his thickening flesh into the cool air and hummed softly in appreciation. As he had guessed from the bulge, his virtual dick was way bigger than his real one. It looked at least eight inches long and thick, too. With his muscular and well-endowed body, Venus Online really did give him a better alternative to his real body. He'd always been heavy, even as a toddler, so seeing himself in a hot and sexy body was a thrill he'd never imagined possible.
She whispered. "God, I wanna taste that fucking dick."
All those thoughts vanished as Scarlett turned her piercing eyes on him and opened her mouth. Her plump lips spread wide to accept his hardened cock between them. When the lips closed over him, he groaned from the pleasure moving along his shaft.
"Oh, that feels amazing," he groaned.
She let him go and giggled again. "Hey, don't shoot off just yet, tiger. I'm just getting started."
She slipped him into her mouth again and pushed her head forward. All the girls Byron had been with gave him head reluctantly, infrequently, and badly. He had thought oral sex was just overrated. Now as he felt Scarlett draw on his cock, he knew why guys loved it so much. The feeling of her soft cheeks and tight lips around the shaft felt amazing. Her tongue glided along the underside, tickling it lightly. Even the way her teeth grazed him made him shiver.
"Oh God, yes." He squeezed his eyes shut. "You're so good."
She tightened her mouth around his cock and something clicked inside her.
The suction increased a thousandfold, making him gasp. It felt like he'd stuck his dick into a vacuum hose, but one that was hot and wet. When he looked down, he saw that she had taken his cock all the way into her mouth until her lips met his balls. Since she was a robot, maybe she really did have a vacuum inside her mouth.
He reached down to run his fingers through her long silver hair. It felt softer than real hair, and smelled of a flowery perfume. "Oh, that's amazing. H-how are you...oh, shit, yeah."
She continued to suckle on him while bobbing her head up and down at a faster pace. He felt his toes curl in his boots as her mouth took him in again and again, gliding along his swelling member. When her fingers came down to encircle his balls, he grunted and felt his cum starting to rise. Part of him wanted to tell her to stop, afraid she would rip his cock right off, and the rest of him wanted to beg her not to stop.
She raised her head up and held it there while her hands went down to her breasts. She lifted them up to wrap around his glistening shaft, surrounding him in a tunnel made of her enormous tits. The sensation of going from almost unbearable suction to hot, soft flesh while her mouth continued to savor his swollen head put him over the edge.
"Oh, shit," he grunted through clenched teeth.
She released him from the double grip of her boobs and mouth to crawl up his body with a seductive smile. "Oh, no, you're not gonna blow your wad that quick for me. I want it inside me."
She kissed him again before rolling over onto her back. She spread her legs open wide and the hatch between them slipped open. The oval shape of the portal and the pink, wet interior gave him an inviting pussy. "Come on, baby. Give me that big, fat cock."
He stood up and let his jumpsuit fall down to pool around his ankles. He climbed on top of her and guided the head of his thickening cock deep into her.
She cried out. "Oh, yeah, baby! You're so fucking big!"
He could only groan from the tight sensation of her body. He had never felt anything like it. It wasn't like he had a lot of experience, having slept with women only a handful of times, but he knew she was tighter and wetter than any woman he'd ever been with by a long shot.
"God, you feel so good," he groaned.
She smiled. "You know what they say. Once you go robot, you'll never go back."
He pushed himself deeper and deeper in as her pussy moistened and accepted him into her. His fingers glided over her thighs, over her tight stomach to reach her breasts. As her flesh rippled from her thrusts, the nipples glowed brighter until they looked as red as burning coals, gleaming off her chrome skin. Her eyes rolled up and her body shuddered as he filled her again and again.
"Yeah," she moaned. "Do it, baby. Fuck that tight pussy like you own it."
For a moment, he seemed to step outside of himself and watched the scene in amazement. Only a few hours ago, he had been mourning the loss of another potential girlfriend and faced a long sexual dry spell. Now he was balls deep in a sexy female robot that wanted him almost as much as he wanted her, if not more so.
Her hands stroked up and down his back, pulling him closer. He kissed her and their tongues twisted over each other as she moaned. He ran his hands up her thighs as they clamped around his hips, and felt them quivering in pleasure. When he drew back, her eyes closed tight and lips curled into a snarl as she felt him enter her again and again. He was amazed at how lifelike she was, considering Scarlett was just a robot. Then again, she was a robot in a video game.
As he pumped in and out, her hips began to buck harder to meet him. Her moaning grew louder into his ear.
"Oh yeah," she whispered. "Fuck me, baby. Harder. Shit! I'm gonna fucking cum."
The shock of finding out a robot woman could have an orgasm gave way to excitement as he felt her reach her peak.
Her whole body stiffened against him. Her arms crushed him in a tight embrace, pressing her large breasts against his chest. He felt her legs clamp behind him, forcing him deeper inside and not letting go. She jerked once, twice, three times and he felt her pussy squeezing his cock, milking it in her ecstasy.
"Oh god, yes," she gasped. "Fuck!"
Her eyes rolled up as she quivered under him, still thrusting to keep her pleasure high. Her glowing nipples blinked in an uneven pattern as he kissed and licked her quivering breasts.
Before she could even begin to relax from her orgasm, he could feel the peak rising with him. He felt a moment's panic as he had with other women when he didn't wear a condom but suddenly realized he was in a video game. He felt a surge of joy as he knew he didn't have to hold back. He continued to pound her as she wrapped her legs around his bucking hips.
"That's it, baby," she moaned. "Gimme that hot cum. Shoot it up in my tight pussy."
He pushed in one more time and exploded inside her. She quaked under his sweaty body, arching her back into him as he spasmed on top of her. It seemed like his climax had triggered another wave inside her, and they writhed in a dance of pleasure.
When he finally collapsed, gasping and spent, she ran her fingers along his spine and hummed into his cheek.
OBJECTIVE COMPLETED
+500 XP
100 CREDITS
LEVEL UP! YOU ARE NOW LEVEL 2.
Byron took a deep breath and exhaled. "Wow."
"Shit, Byron," Scarlett whispered as she gently used her fingers to wipe away the sweat running down his face. "That was so fucking amazing."
"No, you're amazing." He kissed her soft silvery lips.
He settled down to roll over onto his back with a sigh. The glow in her nipples faded until her breasts returned to normal, and she laid her head on his sweaty chest.
He sighed again. "Okay, well, that was awesome."
He had a thought and looked up. "Wait, did I get experience points for that?"
She giggled. "Uh, yeah. Mission fucking accomplished."
"That's crazy. Who makes a game like that?"
"Somebody who wants to get laid, dude."
He laughed. "Incredible. Now what?"
She looked up. "Well, you gotta turn off private mode, and then--"
He touched his bracelet and tapped "Private."
The text appeared in the air in front of him again.
PRIVATE MODE: DISABLED
NEW MISSION: SLAVE TRADE
As the text began to fade, a siren blared and red lights began to flash all over the ship.
Scarlett sat up with a sigh. "Shit, you had to ask."




Chapter 6
  
BYRON SAT up in bed, looking around at the blaring sirens in the cabin. "What's going on?"
"New mission." Scarlett got up and crawled off the bed as the dripping hatch that formed her pussy lips snapped shut. "Orientation's over. Time for the real game to begin. Incoming distress signal."
OBJECTIVE: ENGAGE ENEMY FIGHTERS
She hurried out of the bedroom.
Byron dragged his shaking legs off the bed to pull on his underwear and jumpsuit. As he zipped the jumpsuit up his chest, he paused for a moment when he caught his reflection in a full-length mirror.
For the first time, he saw himself but almost didn't recognize the image. His body looked like a Greek god with huge muscles on his chest, arms and legs. His head had a smooth haircut with brown hair and the face resembled his, just a lot thinner. What struck him was the scar.
It was gone.
He reached up to touch his left cheek and feel the smooth skin instead of the slightly pitted flesh he was used to. Of course, the game wouldn't copy his scar, but it made his throat burn a little to see it. He wished he could have gotten rid of the scar that easily in real life.
He shook himself and hurried out of the bedroom and down the corridor after Scarlett.
On the bridge, one of the screens blinked with a wireframe image of a boxy-looking spaceship. Scarlett sat in the right of the two chairs seated in front of the bank of controls with her hands flying over the rows of equipment.
Byron finished zipping up his jumpsuit, feeling the thrill of action. The adventure in space was about to begin. "What've we got?"
Scarlett tapped buttons on consoles. "Incoming distress signal. Looks like a class-2 light freighter in orbit around Caurus Prime. It's flying a flag from the Yulon Corporation, but the codes don't match."
He shook his head. "What's that mean?"
She raised her metal eyebrows. "It means the flag is fake. Could be an ambush by some asshole pirates. Could be smugglers. Only one way to find out. Caurus Prime isn't far from here. It's your call."
"We're going for it." He sat down in the captain's chair and held his hands out in front of the consoles before he put them down. "I, uh, I don't know how to fly this ship."
Scarlett rolled her glowing eyes again. "Man, they really should have put you through orientation. How'd you get in this game without learning all this stuff?"
"Apparently not in the right way. I saved some guy from getting run over by a train and he gave me the invitation. I guess his name was Otis."
Her eyes bulged in their metal sockets. "Otis gave you the invite?"
"Who's Otis?"
Her mouth fell open. "Uh, Otis Accolade is only the guy who invented this whole fucking game. He designed the code himself, runs the whole Venus Online game system."
"What was he doing in a dirty old subway station?"
She waved a hand. "I don't know. Go ask him. Anyway, we'll talk more about that later. I'll fly the ship for now and we'll teach you later."
She tapped on keys, flicked switches, and took hold of two levers. "Get ready for hyerspace jump. This is so fucking cool."
She thrust the levers forward.
The ship lunged forward with enough force to press Byron up against his chair. Space outside the window of the ship turned into a rainbow of swirling light as a vibration ran through the deck and through Byron's whole body. A strange sound like a musical tone began to play just at the edge of his hearing.
The song ended with a pop and the colorful lights faded, leaving a view of a huge blue planet floating among a haze of stars. A gray spaceship with the same shape as the one on his screen drifted in the planet's orbit with three smaller starships swirling around it, firing beams of light. Wherever the laser fired, explosions boomed over the length of the larger ship.
Scarlett flicked switches. "That's the freighter sending the distress signal. I can pick up its broadcast."
One of the screens switched to a view of a woman's head and shoulders. The woman had to be an alien, because she had dark brown stripes covering her face and neck, and pointed ears on the top of her head that reminded him of a cat. Her full black lips curled up to reveal fangs as she spoke.
"--anyone out there. This is the RSS Xuar requesting immediate assistance. We are under attack. Is anyone out there? Please, this is the RSS Xuar requesting immediate assistance."
"Oh, boy." Scarlett leaned over to study wavelines on another screen. "Those are Necralia Imperial fighters."
Byron shook his head at her. "You say that like I'm supposed to know what that means."
"Shit, you need to read the fucking manual. Lady Necralia rules the biggest and most dangerous empire in the whole Galaxy. She makes Genghis Khan look like Mister Rogers, and her soldiers are the best of the best. This ain't gonna be easy."
Byron grinned. "Sounds like fun."
"It totally is." She tapped keys. "Except this is kind of weird. Normally, new players are supposed to fight the Nood Continuum on their first battle. Total pussies, just cannon fodder. Even experienced players don't meet the Necralia Empire until level ten. Anyway, I've got you patched into the comm frequency. She can see and hear you now."
The cat-like woman on the screen widened her slitted green eyes. "Oh, thank the gods. Can you read me, handsome stranger?"
The "handsome" part took him aback a little until he remembered what he looked like.
Byron looked at Scarlett, who tilted her head towards the screen and nodded while mouthing, "Talk to her."
He faced the screen again. "Uh, we read you. This is the Icarus, responding to your distress call."
The cat woman broke into a smile. "Oh, thank you for your assistance! We feared we were lost. We're heavily damaged and under attack by Necralia fighters. We have no offensive weapons. We beg you--"
Static flashed across the screen, replacing the cat woman with a black helmet that had fang-like teeth curved into its surface.
"Icarus," the soldier on the screen said, "this is Sergeant Forsh of Death Wing Alpha Squadron. You will break off your intercept course. This freighter and its cargo are the rightful property of Lady Necralia as they were stolen from Her Ladyship's fleet. We are merely enforcing intergalactic law by recovering it. You will not interfere or you will become an enemy of the Necralia Empire and will be destroyed. Leave this sector immediately."
Byron leaned back against his chair. "Sorry, you're breaking up. We didn't catch that. We'll be defending that freighter, though, so I suggest you break off your attack."
Forsh reached up a black gloved hand to tap a button on the side of the helmet. A visor snapped up, revealing glowing white eyes surrounded by pale skin the color of a drowned corpse. "Tread carefully, Icarus. You do not want to make an enemy of Lady Necralia."
"Got it. She's the boss." Byron looked at Scarlett and made a chopping motion with his hand.
She got the message and tapped a button.
The Necralia pilot's face vanished from the screen, replaced by bar graphs.
She whistled. "Captain, if you knew who that was, you'd know you had balls of steel right there."
Byron shrugged. "Hey, we're out here to have fun, right? Fighting enemy empires is what it's all about."
"I like your attitude." She snapped a lever. "I'll handle the flying, you handle the guns."
He nodded as he looked over the screens in front of him. One screen showed a glowing series of circles with colorful dots moving on it. He had seen enough videogames to know it was a mini-map of the area. When he looked up at the glass window in front of him, it flickered with an overlay showing text next to the ships out in deep space. One label highlighted the larger ship as the Xuar while the smaller fighters were highlighted as "Necralia Fighter." When he looked closer at the main viewing window, all the ships popped up the same text along with healthbars.
A joystick popped out of a slot and into his hands. It had two triggers; one on the top, and another on the side. When he took hold of the joystick, a targeting reticle appeared in the window as well, turning green as it drifted and red when it landed on a fighter's path.
As the Icarus began to turn and rush towards the freighter, Scarlett pointed at the joystick. "Top button is guns, side button is missiles. Gun turrets are powered by the ship's engines so as long as we have power, we have guns. We've got ten missiles. Don't waste 'em. Read out's on the upper right corner."
He took note of the number ten in the corner of the map screen. "Got it."
"Then let's kick ass."
The Icarus rumbled as its engines burned hotter, taking them closer to the battleground. Byron gripped the joystick tighter as he looked out at the vast window before them. They had drawn close enough to see the enemy fighters clearly. In space, they looked like balls of metal spikes spinning and twisting around the freighter. Their guns poured laser beams into the freighter, leaving tiny explosions in their wake.
Byron pushed the trigger on the top of his joystick. Red streaks of light rushed out of the Icarus and streaked across the stars. One of the enemy fighters spun close to his laserfire, and he twisted the joystick to turn it towards the fighter. The lasers cut across the fighter, causing it to explode in a ball of flame.
The text popped in front of him.
+200 XP
XP 200/1000
100 CREDITS
Scarlett whooped. "Leveling up, baby!"
He couldn't hold back a huge smile. "I love space sims."
Byron turned the joystick while pulling the trigger. He remembered how many hours he spent playing games like Elite: Dangerous and Eve: Valkyrie and it all clicked into place. He aimed the laser turrets ahead of the swarming fighters, and watched the lasers clip the wing of one of the enemy fighters which sprayed a trail of flames.
Forsh returned to the communication screen, eyes blazing through his visor. "Icarus, you have already sealed your fate by killing an elite Death Wing pilot. Continue to fire on us and you will suffer greatly for destroying vital tools of the Empire."
Byron held up two middle fingers to the screen. "I got your vital tools right here."
Scarlett burst out laughing as the screen went back to showing bar graphs.
Byron went back to firing lasers at the enemy fighters. One of them twirled around to face the Icarus and its gunfire slammed into the ship.
Byron felt the ship rock as red lights and sirens blared. "That's not good."
"Playtime's over." Scarlett flicked switches. "Shields are down thirty percent. I'm boosting power from life support to compensate."
He swung the joystick around and pressed the secondary fire. A missile roared off the Icarus as a glowing spear launching into space. The Death Wing fighter he aimed at blazed red to put on a burst of speed, moving out of the missile's range.
The Icarus rocked again as another boom shook the entire ship. Byron almost fell out of his chair as the sirens went off again, and red lights started showing up on all the screens.
Scarlett tapped switches to bring up a new image on the main screen. It showed a Necralia fighter spinning in space. "We've got one right on our tail! Evasive maneuvers!"
Byron felt the drag as the ship began to spin and the stars twisted around the windows. The fighter stayed with them. "Can I get rear guns?"
She pointed at one of his screens. It had a button for "Forward" and "Rear." He flipped it to "Rear" and pulled the trigger. Spears of red light flashed across space, but the Necralia fighter twisted out of range and fired back.
Byron felt the shudder of the impacts, and one of the consoles popped with sparks. "Status report?"
Scarlett shook her head. "Shields are down. One shot got through, hit the main deflector dish."
He leaned back in his chair with a deep sigh. "Great. Doesn't sound like we're gonna win this one. Can I respawn?"
"Uh, Byron, once again, you should have read the fucking manual. There's no respawn. You get one life. You die, that's it."
"So I'll get out of the game?" He let go of the joystick. "Maybe I'll try to get killed then. Venus Online is cool, but I don't think this is what I thought it would be."
She winced at him. "Uh, I wouldn't do that if I were you. It's one of those 'die in the game, die in real life' kinda deals."
He stared at her. "And you chose to tell me that in the middle of a battle?"
She jabbed a finger at him. "Hey, you're the one who jacked into the game without even a fucking quick start guide. Again, I thought you knew that already."
Byron pressed his hands over his face, feeling sweat gliding under his palms. "Okay, okay. We have to win this."
He held the joystick again and tapped the button to turn on forward guns again. His eyes scanned the battlefield, reminding himself he was in a game, not a real spaceship. All combat sims had rules that could be exploited as well as strategies that applied to battle, and he just needed to see what they were.
He watched the fighters closely. It didn't take long to notice that two of them moved in a familiar serpentine pattern or a straight line, depending on whether it was pursuing the freighter or the Icarus or just going in for an attack. The third one moved in a less predictable way, but still in a pattern he could recognize.
He also started to figure out the console. A wireframe of the Icarus showed glowing lines that faded from green to yellow to red. That was obviously shields. As he watched the impacts from the weapons of the enemy fighters, he saw the shields dropped faster with weapons from one specific fighter.
He pointed at one large red dot on the heads-up display. "That ship. It's labeled a Death Wing MK-3. All the others are MK-1. Does that mean it's more powerful?"
Scarlett nodded. "Yup. It's probably Sergeant Forsh's ass."
"Head for that one. Keep us in a spiral to avoid the others, but I want to be focused on that one. We're taking it out first."
"You got it, Captain." Scarlett's hands became a blur as she keyed in commands.
The Icarus swung around, pressing Byron against his chair until it headed for the MK-3 Death Wing. Byron aimed the guns and fired a hail at the oncoming fighter. The fighter's heath bar dropped but only by a quarter of its length, even as numbers floated off to show the damage. Not nearly enough damage. At this rate, it would take hours to finish it off, even if every shot connected.
The communications screen lit up again with Forsh's angry glare. "You dare to target a Death Wing commander? You will roast in the fires of Haela for--"
He vanished as Scarlett pushed a button.
"Yada, yada, yada," the robot sneered. "I blocked him, we get the gist of it."
Byron continued to fire as the Icarus drew up close. The fighter tried to spin around, but the Icarus stayed on his tail. Byron held off firing while biting his lower lip until he saw the fighters in the right position. He fired a missile.
The missile flashed out, whipping past the enemy fighter, which veered to one side to avoid them. As it changed course, it swung into the path of another enemy fighter. The two slammed into each other. The MK-1 enemy fighter health bar dropped to zero and exploded. The MK-3's health bar dropped to only a quarter of its length.
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As the MK-3 struggled to get under control, its flight path weaved less quickly, and the reticle glowed red with a lock. Byron unleashed four of his remaining missiles, forming a column of flame at the fighter reeling before him.
The MK-3 fighter exploded in a fireball that faded quickly in space.
+200 XP
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100 CREDITS
OBJECTIVE COMPLETE
LEVEL UP!
YOU ARE NOW LEVEL 3. NEW STAT POINTS AVAILABLE.
Scarlett jumped out of her chair. "You did it! Holy shit! You took out a MK-3 fighter!"
Byron collapsed in his chair, breathing heavily. His whole body trembled from the rush of adrenaline and fear from the battle. It felt way different than playing one of his space combat simulations.
Scarlett dropped back into her chair and looked up at the main screen. "We're getting a hail from the freighter."
He held up a shaky finger. "Go ahead."
The feline woman appeared again, her eyes wide and gleaming. "A thousand blessings upon you and your house, handsome stranger. We're opening the hangar bay. Please come aboard so we may thank you properly."
Scarlett leaned against the console in front of her while raising her chrome eyebrows. "To the victor goes the spoils, baby. Let's see what was worth killing for, shall we?"




Chapter 7
AS BYRON stood in the Icarus' airlock, he prepared himself to board the freighter. Part of him felt good about saving the Xuar, but he couldn't be too careful. Scarlett reminded him that the flag of the freighter had been forged which meant it could be a trap. That's why they decided to prepare for an attack on the ship.
As he lifted a heavy silver rifle, he grunted from effort. Scarlett helped him gear up for the boarding party, and that mainly involved putting on armor and weapons. The Icarus didn't have much in the way of weapons and armor, though Scarlett assured him they would get more later on.
He put on a bulletproof vest, pants lined with armor plating, and a helmet. As for weapons, he jammed a plasma rifle into a holster on his back and a mass driver pistol into a holster on his hip.
When he finished, he pulled up his stats.
MARINE - LEVEL 3

STR: 12
DEX: 7
NRG: 1
ARMOR: 4
HEALTH: 100/100

CREDITS: 5000
Byron grunted. "Not much of an improvement, but it's better than nothing. Gotta say, I'm surprised I'm leveling up so quickly."
The robot dusted off her hands. "Yeah, don't get used to it. You know how it is. The first few levels have low XP requirements, just so you'll get into the game. The later levels require more points."
She glanced around as if looking for someone who might be listening and stepped closer while lowering her voice. "Which brings me to something we need to talk about. Like I said, something weird is going on. That Necralia squadron? The way you managed to beat them at level three? I've never seen that happen before."
The hair on the back of Byron's neck prickled as he asked, "How many guys have you been with before?"
She smirked and ran her hand down his cheek. "Hey, tiger, don't get all possessive on me. I'm an assistant program. Everyone gets a version of me when they join Venus Online, but I'm unique to you. I can access the memories and experiences of the other bots, but I personally have never been with any other player."
She turned around and patted one of her round butt cheeks which jiggled and clanked from the impact. "You got yourself a virgin, baby."
Byron nodded, flushed and feeling a little silly. Of course, she was just a program in the game, but he was surprised how close he had gotten to her. He really was buying into her as a real woman, and he had started to think of them as being true lovers.
He looked her in the eyes, seeing how the blue light glowed back at him. "Hey, I need to know something. Are you just programmed to be attracted to me or are you really attracted to me?"
Scarlett winced. "Hey, let's not get into all that philosophical Ex Machina bullshit, okay? For what it's worth, I think you're really sweet and really cute and gorgeous. But let's face it, it's a game. I'm made for you, and you're perfect for me. How about we leave it at that?"
"Fine, okay. But what's it mean what you said about me beating them at level three?"
She sighed. "Well, it means you're not like other players I - I mean, we've seen in here. We'll see what happens, I guess."
"Okay, I need to get some more answers pretty soon. Like how did I get the Venus Online equipment so quickly? I ordered it online, and the guys showed up to deliver it in hours."
The robot shrugged. "Sorry, lover. I wish I could answer that, but I can't. I only have limited knowledge of what goes on outside the game and some of the things I do know, I'm not allowed to share."
She reached out to tug his bulletproof vest into place around his shoulders. "Now, come on, let's stop dicking around and get in there. That cat-looking lady was a Nikora, a race of aliens. Wait'll you see the rest of her. Nikora are very submissive but can be really ferocious fighters when they want to be. They're also really horny, so you have a good shot at her."
He stared at her. "Wait, are you-I mean, you're trying to set me up with her? Aren't you jealous?"
She leaned a hand on his shoulder, and wiggled her metal eyebrows up and down. "Byron, I don't get jealous. In case you haven't figured it out, I'm your helper in here which means whatever you want, I want. And I'm guessing you want a lot of hot chicks to fuck, which means that's what I want for you. I'm also a horny little bitch, so if she hooks up with you, I'm hoping to get a shot at her, too. You should also know that you can form a party with other NPCs and players in the game, and they can all be female, if you'd like. Yeah, that's usually called a harem. Lucky you."
She clapped her hand on his shoulder. "Okay, enough talk. Let's go."
She picked up a laser pistol and they turned around to face the circular gray metal airlock attached to the freighter. Scarlett tapped keys on the control board that caused locks to disengage around the door with a series of clanking sounds. A warning red light flashed as the airlock spun around and swung open. Air hissed from somewhere in the ship.
OBJECTIVE: BOARD FREIGHTER
As it opened, Byron brought his pistol up to aim into the dim light on the other side. The freighter's airlock had a single bulb glowing on the ceiling that flickered on and off. Otherwise, it seemed empty.
He looked down at Scarlett who shrugged.
He took a step out of the airlock and towards the freighter. The air flowing in from the other side smelled woodsy like cedar, but was breathable. Beyond where he could see, a corridor curved to the left, out of sight.
"Hello?" he called out. "Anyone there?"
A distant rumble like an engine kicking on started.
He walked into the freighter, glancing over the plain gray walls with warning labels over them telling him to watch his step for dangerous chemicals. He moved further to turn down the corridor.
"Scarlett," he whispered. "You picking up anything?"
She shook her head. "My scanners are limited until you upgrade them. Right now, I can scan your dick better than what's ten feet in front of us. But for what it's worth, I'm not detecting any lifesigns in that ten feet."
He narrowed his eyes and eased his way down the corridor, following the line of sight along his pistol's barrel.
At the end of the corridor, all lights had been extinguished, leaving it in darkness. He felt around on his vest until he reached the flashlight Scarlett had shown him. He snapped it on.
The beam of light pierced the shadows, falling onto what looked at first like more shadows. After a moment, his eyes adjusted to the fact that it wasn't a shadow. Something tall and black stood in the light's path.
Before he could even get a sense of what he looked at, red light flashed out of the darkness. Byron dove to one side as the laser fire slammed into the wall where he had been standing.
Three health bars popped up over the heads of three soldiers, all wearing black armor and a variation of the helmets that Forsh had been wearing. Soldiers from the Necralia Empire, he guessed. Their black rifles fired a volley at Byron and several hit his arms and chest. It felt like fists punching into his body, throwing him against the wall.
HEALTH: 75/100
Well, he told himself, I knew pleasure works in here. Now I know pain works, too.
He also knew he'd been right to bring weapons. It had been an ambush, after all. He felt a surge of anger at the Nikora who led him into the trap. He had tried to save her, and she stabbed him in the back.
As smoke from his charred armor singed his eyes and nose, he fought through the pain to look down at his flashlight. It had been shattered. He fired back into the dark. One of his shots hit a trooper who fell back, but the trooper's health bar only dropped by a fourth.
Scarlett screamed in a battle cry behind him as she fired rounds from her pistol. The bolts crackled around the enemy soldiers who took very little damage but scattered, moving to hide behind crates nearby.
First person shooters were Byron's other passion, and he put his skills to the test. He couldn't see the room so he relied on what he knew. There were at least three enemy soldiers, maybe more hiding in the shadows. By the flash of the enemy guns, he could see crates scattered around the room. Of course. It wouldn't be a first person shooter without crates. The soldiers had the advantage because they had cover to hide behind while Byron and Scarlett were in the open in the corridor. Cover was the first objective.
He dashed forward in a serpentine motion out of the corridor and into the other room. He made his way to the nearest crate, weaving but keeping his rifle fire concentrated on the soldier hiding behind it. The soldier fired back, but the enemy health bar dropped quickly until the soldier flew back, blood spurting from charred wounds.
+75 XP
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As Byron hunched down behind the crate, he broke into a smile. He had moved with lightning speed, even wearing armor and carrying weapons. The strength stat really paid off.
With a crate to hide behind, Byron had a better chance of survival. He glanced down at the screen on his rifle. It showed he had only four more shots, but he had an ammo clip on his belt. He fired his rifle at the other crates, not just to hit them but to let him see better from the muzzle flash. It lit up the room which turned out to be only slightly bigger than he could see from the corridor. The other two soldiers leaned out from behind crates and fired back, hitting Byron's cover instead.
The screen on Byron's rifle blinked red. Empty.
He took several quick deep breaths as his fingers hit the rifle's latch like Scarlett had taught him. The ammo clip popped out to clatter onto the floor. He yanked the spare clip off his belt and slammed it home.
The screen showed he only had ten more shots for the rifle. He couldn't wait to upgrade so he could get more weapons and carry more ammo.
He leaned up and fired more rounds. The two soldiers reeled from the impact of his weapons, but their health bars only dropped to a half. They fired more before ducking down to wait him out.
He couldn't fight them like this. They carried more weapons and had better armor than he did. He had to outthink them. He didn't know if the soldiers had night vision, but maybe they didn't. If not, then as long as no one shot, he couldn't see anything but neither could they.
Well, he could see one thing. The enemy health bars. They glowed in the darkness, floating over two crates while occasionally shifting position. Byron wondered if the soldiers could see his own health bar. If not, he had an advantage.
Byron slipped his rifle back into place as he drew his pistol with the other hand. He checked the ammo. Only five bullets. "Wait! Hold your fire! I want to surrender!"
He crawled on his hands and knees out from behind his crate, headed for one of the other soldiers. He couldn't see the soldier, but could see the health bar and hear the soldier's deep voice call out.
"No surrender! Your death is the will of the Goddess!"
He moved quickly towards the source of the voice. When he drew close, Byron jumped up and fired. By the muzzle flash, he saw the soldier almost right in front of him. The soldier faced away from him, but seemed to be turning towards him.
Byron brought the pistol right up against the soldier's helmet and fired three times. As he hoped, the point-blank range punched through the helmet, dropping the enemy health bar to zero. The soldier tumbled back into the darkness.
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Byron heard the Necralia trooper's rifle clatter at his feet. He reached down and tried to pick it up, but it felt like it weighed a ton. He kept trying until the game popped up another message.
NECRALIA PULSE RIFLE
LEVEL 10 REQUIRED
"Great," he snarled.
He checked his pistol. It flashed "zero." Out of ammo.
Byron holstered his pistol and flexed his fingers. Time to try out his level twelve strength.
He headed for the last remaining soldier. The enemy soldier fired into the darkness in all directions.
"Where are you, heretic?" the soldier roared.
Crawling on the floor, he circled around to where he hoped the soldier would be facing away. With a final burst of speed, Byron dashed out. The enemy trooper whipped around and fired. Byron felt the laser bolts slam into his chest but let the momentum carry him forward.
HEALTH: 35/100
Byron grabbed hold of the enemy trooper's helmet and twisted as hard as he could. The soldier's head whipped around as a loud crack rang out. The soldier went limp and collapsed as its health bar dropped to zero.
+75 XP
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OBJECTIVE COMPLETED
The room flooded with light. Scarlett stood across the room, one hand on a switch.
"Why didn't you turn on the lights?" She froze, looking around. "Holy shit, you killed three Death Troopers in the dark? What the fuck?"
Byron collapsed onto the floor.




Chapter 8
THE WORLD spun around Byron as he opened his eyes. He could barely find the strength to lift his head and look up at Scarlett leaning over him. She kept her eyes focused on a white box in her hands, tapping buttons on its surface.
"Don't move," she murmured. "You lost a lot of health. I'm using a medpack to restore it."
The medpack beeped as she pressed the medpack into his chest. It shrank like melting ice as it entered his body, but he felt no pain. As it merged with him, he could see the blood and holes on his armor fading away, and strength and energy flooded through him. When the medpack vanished, he felt better than ever.
HEALTH: 100/100
He propped himself up on one elbow and ran his hands over his healed body. "Wish it was that easy in real life."
Scarlett tapped him on the forehead. "What were you thinking? That was crazy. Attacking three Death Troopers with level three weapons was suicide."
He shrugged. "It worked out."
"Yeah, and I still can't figure that out. You are, like, totally fucking OP, dude."
Byron braced his hands on the floor and eased himself up onto his feet. The crates and dead bodies of Necralia Death Troopers still surrounded him, but someone new had shown up.
He recognized the woman from the distress signal. Even though his new body was taller than his old body, this feline alien still towered over him, smiling down with sharp teeth. The stripes on her face and neck ran all the way down her body. Her clawed fingers played with the straps of her bikini decorated with intricate metalwork and a necklace of tiny bones. He couldn't help lingering on her rounded breasts that strained the fabric of her top. Her long legs ended in small feet with clawed toes, and a long tail twisted and flicked in the air behind her.
He also couldn't help drawing his pistol and aiming it at her head. "You set us up."
The Nikora female dropped to her knees and laid her torso flat with her hands on the floor. "A thousand apologies for the deception, most handsome and noble warrior. The Death Troopers threatened to destroy the freighter and all on board if I had not played along. My sincerest hope was that you would prevail against them, as you have. You are truly a great warrior sent by the gods."
Byron sensed her desperation, and the view of her ass from above also helped him to forgive her a little bit. "Well, I don't know how we can trust you now, after that."
Scarlett widened her glowing eyes. "I can scan her heartbeat to see if she's lying."
He nodded. "Okay, do it."
As the Nikora sat back on her heels, Scarlett walked up to the alien and kissed her. The Nikora quivered a little in surprise and confusion, but the robot held the back of her head with both hands, keeping their lips together. It didn't take long for the Nikora to relax and even lean into the kiss. They moaned softly into each other's mouths as they pressed against each other.
When Scarlett finally drew back, both of them panted and looked deeply into each other's eyes and Byron was rock-hard.
Scarlett smiled. "She's telling the truth."
"Thanks." Byron lowered his pistol. "Was the kiss really necessary to scan her?"
Scarlett wiggled her metal eyebrows at him. "Not at all."
The Nikora touched her own lips with her fingers. "You are strange people. But we thank you for the rescue. You may call me Chetaara."
"I'm Byron Jones. This is Scarlett. You said you were afraid the empire would destroy everyone on board. Who else is on the freighter?"
Chetaara rose up and bowed. "I will show you, honored Byron Jones."
She turned and walked away with graceful steps, and Byron followed with his pistol at the ready.
She led the way through the ship, down bare metal hallways, until she reached another airlock. This one had a keypad where she typed in a code. The airlock popped open with a hiss and she swung the door open.
On the other side, hundreds of Nikora women stood or sat in a huge containment area, all naked and hauling chains around their wrists and ankles. Hundreds of pairs of naked breasts stared back at him, along with wide and frightened eyes. The air on the other side smelled sweet but humid.
"What is this?" Byron pointed. "I thought the Necralia soldiers said they were here for cargo."
Chetaara held out her hands with the palm up towards the women. "This is the cargo, Byron Jones. We were captured into slavery, bound to be sold to the highest bidder for hard labor or sex or both. The captain of our vessel took pity on us and helped us escape onto this freighter. He forged our codes to try to hide our escape, but Lady Necralia's spies found us. We were sure we were bound for punishment and harsh labor but you have saved us. We are in your debt."
The Nikora women all dropped to their knees and bowed until their foreheads touched the floor.
Byron shook his head. "This-this is so wrong. Even for a game."
Chetaara frowned. "Game? This is no game, Byron Jones."
Scarlett leaned over to him and whispered, "Most of the NPCs are programmed to think this is reality. Even if you try to talk them out of it, they won't listen. Just play along."
Byron nodded. "Okay, well, I'm freeing all of you. Can we take this freighter somewhere and drop them off?"
"Sure can. Aegis is only a few sectors from here. There's an outpost for the Republic of Beriza there where they can be given asylum."
"Let's do it."
The women all burst into cheers. Some rose up and hugged each other. Others wiped away tears. A few even clasped their hands together and whispered prayers. It made Byron feel so good.
Chetaara moved close to him and wrapped her long arms around him. Her soft body felt like velvet against him as she hugged him close and whispered in his ear. "Byron Jones, I am forever in your debt. My mother, my sister, they are on this ship. Please, allow me to form the Ritual of Bonding with you and I will remain at your side for the rest of my days."
Byron didn't need much convincing to have the beautiful alien woman near him. "Absolutely."
"Good." Her eyes narrowed. "Come. I will take you to perform the Ritual of Bonding."
She took his hand and walked away, pulling him along behind him. He looked back at Scarlett, who just grinned and made thrusting motions with her hips.
The sound of laughter and cheering grew more distant as Chetaara and Byron made their way through the freighter. After passing through narrow metal corridors, they found a long hallway with doors alongside its length. Each open door showed a small cabin inside it. This seemed to be the living quarters for the freighter.
Chetaara ignored all of them, headed for the very end of the hall with a much larger cabin. The sign on the door said, "Captain."
She turned back to him and looked down at him with heavy eyes. "Here, where the freighter's captain once tried to force me to perform the Ritual of Bonding with him when we came aboard. I choose to perform the ritual with you."
He looked behind them down the hallway. "Sure the captain won't mind?"
"No, he will not. I killed him."
A lump formed in his throat at the calm way she said the words. "You did?"
"Of course. Attempting the Ritual of Bonding with an unwilling Nikora is punishable by death. I ripped his throat out with my teeth. I killed all the freighter's crew because they tried to take advantage of us. But fear not, Byron Jones. I will not kill you."
He swallowed the lump. "Uh, good."
She leaned down to rub her nose against his. He breathed in her earthy scent like pine cones as she whispered, "I ache for you, Byron Jones."
His cock swelled at the touch of her body against his. "I ache for you, too, Chetaara."
She took his hand and yanked him into the captain's quarters, surprisingly strong enough to almost pull him off his feet. When they were both inside, she slammed the door, locked it by swiping akeypad and turned to face him with hungry eyes.
He really hoped the Ritual of Bonding involved something sexual. He was picking up that vibe but part of him wondering if the ritual was just about praying together or something. He considered the fact that she was taller than him and covered in stripes, but that only made her seem more exotic.
Her hands slid up her stomach, over her breasts, and up her neck until they reached a knot on her bikini top. She pulled the string and the top fell away. Her breasts came into view and they were beautiful; plump and heavy with large nipples. He reached out for them, keeping an eye on her to see if it was okay. He still wasn't sure if he had misread her signals.
When he finally pressed his hands against her breasts and she moaned, he knew this was going down. He leaned in to kiss and lick her tits while she rolled her head back and cried out.
"Yes," she moaned. "Make me yours."
She arched her back, forcing her breasts deeper into her mouth, all while whispering something in a language he didn't understand. His hands stroked the boobs in circles while he planted kisses over their soft curves. The nipples grew firmer between his lips and she cried out.
"Oh, yes! That feels so good." She followed with a string of chants in an alien language.
She pulled his head up to kiss him, and he felt her urgent need as she pressed against his lips. Her fingers traced along his neck, grazing his skin with her sharp claws but never cutting him. The sensation made goosebumps spring up on his neck. She continued to trace a path down to his collar.
"Remove these coverings," she whispered into his ear.
He obeyed, reaching down to unzip his jumpsuit. She helped it off his shoulders and down his arms until it slipped down and pooled around his legs. Her hands eagerly went to his boxer briefs. He let her slip them down, and she had to kneel to reach his ankles.
Her almond eyes looked up at him. "You are so handsome, Byron Jones."
As she knelt, her eyes dropped and widened at the sight of his throbbing member. It hung at eye level for her, and he hoped she would get the idea of what to do with it. She did, lunging her head forward to eagerly take it into her mouth.
"Yes, suck it," he groaned.
He gasped as her lips closed over his thickening shaft. It felt amazing, even though the sharpness of her fangs on his skin made his balls tighten. Yet she took him in gently and kept her teeth only grazing the length of his cock.
He rested his hands on the back of her head as it moved up and down, and her triangular ears flicked through his fingers. She worked her way along his shaft, leaving it wet and gleaming from her tongue and cheeks, and he couldn't hold back another groan.
"Oh, yeah," he gasped. "That feels so good, Chetaara."
She released him from her mouth and slowly rose to her feet. "I want to make you feel good. I want you to claim me by filling my body with your seed."
As she spoke, her fingers tugged the knot on her loincloth and it fell away, revealing glistening wetness between her thighs. She kissed his cheek and neck while crawling onto the bed next to him and settled on her knees and elbows. She looked over her shoulder at him with a coy smile.
"Take me, Byron Jones," she whispered.
He obeyed, coming up behind her and admiring the full roundness of her ass presented to him. His thickening cock didn't need any help finding its way into her and he groaned at the tight velvety grip of her pussy as it surrounded him. He placed his hips on her hips and began to thrust.
Once again, his mind spun at how amazing his life had become. Once practically begging for just a date with girls he didn't even feel that attracted to, he now had two women throwing themselves at him within the space of a few hours. He wished he could find that old man from the subway and give him a kiss in gratitude. If he had known how amazing Venus Online was, he would have been willing to do anything to log into it.
Since she had longer legs than him, Byron had to thrust upwards to enter Chetaara, but that only made it feel so much more incredible. Her back arched to meet him and she let out soft groans with each movement to fill her depths.
"Yes," Chetaara gasped. "Make me yours forever, Master."
His whole body tingled when she called him Master. He'd never thought he was into that sort of domination, but the way his cock went rigid told him he probably was.
He ran his hands along the curve of her back to cup her breasts from behind as they swung below her.
She shuddered as his fingers played with her nipples, and he felt them stiffen under his touch.
She seemed to draw him ever deeper. She whimpered and twitched, savoring every inch of his manhood.
Her eagerness and incredible body made his arousal go sky-high, and he felt the climax building inside himself. She seemed to sense his growing pleasure and pumped her hips faster to meet him, fucking him instead of him fucking her. Her energy and hot pussy slamming onto his dick let his climax peak. He thrust his final hard strokes deep into her until he finally came.
She let out a roar like a lion as her body began to spasm along with him. His legs went weak until he had to lean against the bed to keep standing as he shot his load again and again.When the final drops came oozing out of him, he let himself collapse. She laid her body down on the bed, rolled over, and took him into her arms.
She kissed the top of his head, his forehead, and made her way down to kiss his lips. More of her alien chant poured from her lips until she spoke English again.
"The Ritual of Bonding is complete," she whispered. "I am yours. Henceforth, you are no longer Byron Jones. You are my Master."
He smiled as he looked up at the ceiling. "I could get used to that."
Text blinked above his head.
CHETAARA IS NOW A MEMBER OF YOUR PARTY




Chapter 9
GENERAL DETH never knew what he would see when he walked into what Lady Necralia called her playroom, and this time was no exception. The screams could be heard long before he approached the door and the two Death Guards stepped aside to allow him to pass.
One of Lady Necralia's slaves cowered against the wall, naked and vainly struggling against her chains in an attempt to get away from her master's whip. The bloody lines running down her back, limbs, and breasts showed the futility of her efforts.
Lady Necralia herself stood in front of her slave, naked with blood dripping down her own breasts. She wielded a hooked whip with obvious pleasure as she lashed it across the slave's body.
Deth felt somewhat disappointed at the scene before him. He had hoped she would have a more interesting torment for him to see.
Lady Necralia paused to look at Deth. "I assume you have important news. You know interfering with my hobbies could put you in my slave's place in her stead."
Deth glanced at the sobbing nude woman. Having been on the receiving end of the lady's agonies, he knew this was no idle threat. "Of course, your majesty. My apologies. But I thought you should know this at once.
Necralia sighed. "Very well."
She tapped a button on her bracelet. The chains fell away from the slave who stood frozen for a moment, as if unable to grasp the concept of freedom.
Necralia reached out a hand to stroke the slave's chin. "You have pleased me well and earned your freedom. Go and be at peace."
Tears flowed down the slave's face as she dropped to her knees and bowed. "Th-thank you, your majesty."
The slave stumbled to her feet and began to limp out of the playroom.
Necralia drew a sword from its place on the wall and hurled it at the slave. The blade punched through the woman's skull.
As the slave collapsed, Necralia sighed. "There, now, what is the news, General Deth?"
Necralia walked barefoot over to a bathtub against the wall as Deth said, "My lord, we have news on the lost shipment of slaves."
Necralia sank into the bubbling waters with a sigh. "Ah, has the delivery been completed?"
"No, your highness. In fact, the freighter has been lost. And the squadron destroyed."
Necralia fixed her cold white eyes on Deth. She didn't move, leaving him to cower in her gaze until she whispered, "How?"
Deth looked down at his tablet to avoid her gtare. "I-It makes no sense, my lady. The flight recorders show a single ship destroyed all three Death Wing fighters with level three weapons. I'm assuming there's an error in the recording, but we have yet to find it."
Necralia settled back and her breasts bobbed gently in the waters. "A level three."
"Yes, your grace. Our initial analysis has identified the ship as one recently registered, the Icarus. The owner on the recordings is named Byron Jones. But I'm certain there must be someone else working with him, because the Icarus was a class-five frigate. Again, no match for our pilots. There must be more to it."
"Or-" Necralia held up a clawed finger. "The one we were warned about has come."
Deth couldn't hold back a laugh of scorn. "My lady, the story of the Outsider is a fairy tale. Surely--"
She thrust her finger at him. "You will find this Byron Jones. You will take a battleship and you will capture him and you will bring him to me."
"A battleship? Surely that's a bit much for--"
She settled back in the steaming waters. "You have your orders. I want you to carry this out for me personally, general. And if you fail, I will have you chained to that wall and I will peel the flesh from your bones, and bathe in your blood."
Deth bowed to hide his shudder, knowing she never made idle threats. "I will not fail you, your highness."
He hurried out of the room, his mind reeling. The idea of sending an entire battleship with a thousand soldiers and a hundred fighters to track down one man for a single lost shipment of slaves seemed like madness. Yet there was no doubt in his mind that Lady Necralia was mad, and he would rather see her thirst for blood satiated on slaves and this Byron Jones than on himself.
*
When the doors closed behind General Deth, Lady Necralia settled back in her bath. Her fingers slipped down to play with her nipples as she pondered the situation.
Just as the Orb had predicted, a low-level player had defeated her. It was a small victory. She had a vast network of billions of slaves spanning a hundred worlds, and one lost shipment was almost infinitesimal but the symbolism was unbearable.
Of course, she faced losses all the time. As one of the most powerful enemies in the Galaxy, every so-called hero wanted to fight against her empire. She could handle a level fifty foiling her plans, even a level ten. But a three? It was impossible. If news of the loss got out, it would weaken her reputation. There could be only one explanation.
Her hands moved down her belly and began to rub between her thighs as she called out, "Bring me the Orb."
The lights dimmed. A low rumble shook the walls and floor, causing the water in her bath to ripple. A light flickered in the center of the room that grew until it formed a glowing white ball in the middle of her playroom.
The Orb spoke with a deep voice. "Why do you disturb me, Lady Necralia?"
Under the water, her fingers toyed with her pussy lips as she called out, "It seems your prediction was correct. One has appeared who is far stronger than he should be."
"Of course I was correct," the Orb rumbled. "I know everything about the game. I know the future. Is it Byron Jones?"
Her body froze a moment before she could speak again. "Yes. How did--"
The Orb growled. "It's happening as I have seen it. But we will stop it this time. You will kill this Byron Jones. You will not fail."
Necralia's fingers quickened on her clit. "Yes, Master. I will give him such pain that the gods themselves will pity him."
The Orb disappeared in a flash.
As Lady Necralia thought of Byron Jones' blood dripping from her naked body, she cried out in orgasm.
Coming Soon: Part 2....
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