DARK NOVAE

The Giaian tossed about restlessly in his sleep. Erotic images flashed inside his mind. Beautifully sensual images. Her essence was all around him, even her scent...especially her scent.

He could reach out and touch the alluring curve of her thigh, feel the warmth of her flesh under his exploring fingertips, the smooth, flawless texture...symmetrical lines.

It was so real.

His palm fit perfectly to the indentation of her waist. He could hear the soft intake of her breath when he pulled her into the sphere of his arms. Feel the full crush of delicious mounds pressed against his chest, look down and see the erect amber of her nipples.

His mouth went dry. His fists clenched tightly. His body tensed with...anticipation.

He moved in his fitful state, searching for something he could not possibly find.

Her thighs parted and he could feel the heat of her...his member thickening with growing desire.

He could smell the sweet, tangy whiff filtering up to his nostrils, taste the soft, giving nub as his tongue passed over the tiny surface.

By the Creator, he loved to nuzzle that spot.

To hear her moan his name, whimper her passion as he refused allow her close her legs to his administrations. To feel her thighs tremble...

He had felt it many times in the past. She had submitted to his will, but not often enough. Not nearly damned often enough.

He would find himself reacting to the bitch even on the bridge of his Ship...an unconscionable act in itself.

He would glance over to see her bent, performing some menial task. The fabric of her uniform stretched ever so fetchingly across those succulent little ass cheeks.

Fuck her! Wearing her clothing that tight, that a male’s imagination would run wild, that his cock would respond to such stimuli.

She did it a purpose. He was well aware.

He even thought once of chastising her.
But the image of bending her down on all fours. Of watching as he gently pushed the bulb of his cock into that straining, pink, tight..

M’Kal groaned in his slumber, shifting about anxiously in the massive bed, his brow beaded with perspiration, his skin damp, clammy.

She liked when he went between her legs, perhaps for the simple fact, he was on his knees before her, knowing the sadistic little bitch.

No...no, that was not the reason. He had worked diligently for each invitation she had issued. Not that he regretted any time allotted for such investigative efforts.

The bitch had weaknesses. He had sought each out with painstaking search.

But then...he had weaknesses as well. That had also been proven over the course of the experimentation.

Fuck! How did he allow it happen? At what point had he lost control of his life?

A storm brewed outside his domain, winds howled piercingly about the crags and crevices of the stately demesne. Swirling waves tempestuously crashed against the immovable out-jut of high cliff walls.

The violent rhythm of the ocean continuously plummeting the jagged edges of the shoreline.

A storm brewed inside M’Kal’s soul, just as ferocious as the one outside.

So long...so long a period since he had felt her acceptance.

So many hellish nights spent attempting to put her from his mind, by any means afforded him.

He had even spent an entire week with a Meditation Master, hoping to find a method to rid his memories of her, to regain the discipline he once possessed.

Still, in the quiet of the long, miserable nights. She came.

When his mind was unguarded, his shields at their lowest.

He could easily begin to hate her. Her intrusion into his private life...his personal space. But...he did not hate her. Perhaps he should hate himself...his weakness.

‘The Warrior Prince’ they dubbed him. How laughable a thing, indeed. ‘Fearless’...they said, ‘Invincible’...well, what did ‘they’ know?

How could he fight an invisible foe. A specter, that showed its face only in his dreams. His nightmares.

A ghost with golden hair that hung to her waist in ringlets of soft, fragrant curls, that blew in the wind like tendrils of sunshine that framed a face so beautiful that it mesmerized a male, a form so enticing, the thought of allowing another touch it made one physically ill. 

A smile so sweet it melted away the blackest of moods, even when one did not wish it so...especially when one did not wish it so.

M’kal refused allow such thoughts when he was awake. When his control was present.

It was only in this dream state she could distress him. That she dared show her face.

He spread her legs, moving between them. “Put it inside you.”

He groaned loudly at the timid touch of the warm fingers, encouraging her efforts, his own hand curving about her smaller one, holding it to its pleasurable pastime.

She ran his smooth head about the opening of her vaginal area, her breath coming in shallow gasps. He felt her arms lifting about his neck, as she raised her mouth, seeking his lips.

He grunted as the tip of her tongue shyly asked permission to enter, opening his mouth, his own organ flicking hers erotically. “This time...you will ask me to defile you.” He vowed his need.

“You will beg for it.” He rasped shakily, the prospect enthralling him.

Her leg lifted, sliding heatedly up the naked flesh of his thigh. He caught the underside, moving insistently forward, easing his thickness into the steamy envelope of her cavern.

She gasped weakly, then settled closer, sighing contentedly, her nails raking the muscles of his biceps, her mouth parting passionately for his kiss.

He removed his straining shaft, smiling for her desolate whimper of distress.

He gently pushed his middle finger into the wet, saturated cavity enjoying her addictive moans of delight. He stroked her several swift thrusts. “You like that, do you not, pet.” His mouth claimed hers with all the passion she aroused within him. “I like it as well.”

She closed her eyes, her head falling over his forearm. He took the opportunity to trail a searing path down her neckline unto her breasts with his mouth.

Her arms tightened about his body and she caressed him sensually, her fingers massaging his neckline lovingly as he attended to her nipples.

“Hurry.” She asked breathlessly, pushing on his shoulders, attempting to move upward, squirming, directing him where she wished him to be.

“Like fuck!” He chuckled at the notion. “I prefer to take my time.”

“NO!..” She shook her head negatively, her voice tremulous. “Now.. I want you...now, M’kal.”

“Well, at least you are aware of who it is this time fucking you..” He teased. He had never felt less like doing so.. “Tell me what you want.” He nuzzled the freshly shaven mound lovingly...temptingly.

Almost, but just barely not...touching what she so obviously wished him to ‘touch’.

“I...I t-told you!” She reminded, becoming agitated.

“Say the fucking words.” His tongue flicked her nub several quick passes.

She lifted, instantly, wiggling about unashamedly. “YES...that! Do...That!”

“Is that what you wish?” He lifted his head, his eyes blazing with his involvement.

“P-Please!” She practically wept. “W-Why are you...doing this?”

“Say...the fucking words!” He grated. He felt very much a male when she ...said the fucking words.

“Make love to me.” Her small fists clenched the bed linen tightly, twistingly. “You bastard..” She snapped waspishly. “Put your fucking cock inside me and...Fuck me!”

“Why did you not simply...” He moved, grasping her hips, roughly tugging her downward, grasping his shaft. “Say as much?” He guided the stiff rod into the receptive hollow, closing his eyes to the delicious feel of the molten depths.

He thrust rapidly, the friction of her wetness building the fire inside him to burning intensity within seconds..

Her arms enclosed him, her mouth distracted him but in the end...he was able to devote his entire efforts into finding the pleasure her body could always afford him.

He withered in ecstasy, allowing the tension to build to an implosive state of euphoric proportion, one that took him to amazing heights of physical release...the pleasure so intense it verged on pain.

M’Kal awoke, jarred into the cold light of reality. He could do nothing but allow his body its dictates, the last dredges of fluid escaping the tiny slit of his cock.

He lay back, drained, emotionally and physically. It took several moments to acclimate himself to his new surroundings. It had been ever so pleasant ...where he had been before.

His mind wandered, as his body keyed down, his breathing slowly returning to normal, his blood cooling in his veins, the tension easing from his straining muscles.

“You are very lovely...but, you know this, of course.”

The first thing he had said to her...of a personal nature. It had taken him many months to gather the courage to approach her.

He was not shy about approaching a female, The Creator knew, but he had fought the urge to take her to his bed from day one.

Her heritage...her Sire...his own. Many things came into play.

He had decided after a month or so...it would be best to forego such a tryst.

He had taken another lover in Galea’s stead. He had journeyed to Eda, as his father had wished, to meet S’rea Du Lac..a very distant cousin.

He realized his acceptance of the invitation meant that he was considering a union.

S’rea was very lovely...beautiful really. As intelligent as she was shrewd...the perfect consort.

Well, his Sire would allow nothing less, after all. M’Kal had not even been displeased with her performance in bed.

Why then, could he not wait to return to his Galleon. His first love. His only love.

He could not be a Star Cruiser’s Commander all his life. He must think of the future.

Once on board, he had felt restless...unsettled.

Never before had he experienced such emotions on his beloved vessel. It troubled him so, he even mentioned it in passing to T’eon.

It was with a feeling of foreboding that he stepped back onto his Bridge that first day. He hoped, once in his chair...once back to the routine of normalcy.

And then she approached...

Her hair all awry, standing out in a ridiculously idiotic fashion, complaining of the fact that the Chief Engineer had insisted she enter the barium chamber to tighten the release valve, knowing full well, she was abundantly certain...that it would affect her hair in just such a manner and these ridiculously immature pranks had been a staple of her days since his departure and could he possibly, if it were not too much trouble...make them stop!

Had she been close to tears, M’kal would have very likely, lost his temper...for he was sincerely troubled by the odd feeling that had plagued him the entire time he had been gone. More important things on his mind, certainly.

But she had not been upset...simply pissed. Highly so.

He had kept his features stoically impersonal, even though he had felt like laughing in her face, with her hair flouncing around so comically, electrified to the max by the ion particles in the chamber.

He had told her to go back to her station and that he would handle the matter.

She seemed most relieved and happy to trust his judgement on the matter.

It took hours for her hair to return to normal. He carefully had averted his eyes the entire time. Which is more than he could say for his Bridge Personnel. Who took great delight in Galea’s predicament.

He did note, however, that the inexplicable mood that had bothered him had entirely disappeared.

He returned to his duty, thinking nothing of the matter until months later.

“You are very lovely, but you know this of course.” The quote came to mind yet again as that day was recalled:

“Ohh, yes, she is very pretty, isn’t she, Commander. You could not make a better choice.” Galea had smiled ever so politely, returning to her duties with prim devotion.

M’Kal had scowled his confusion then realized...she had thought he spoke to a young Yeoman that was nearby, attending to the gathering of samples.

“...I was speaking...to you.” He had corrected her misconception.

Galea continued to catalog the indigenous plant life, humming to herself happily, seemingly now, oblivious to whatever he would attempt next with the other female.

“...I was speaking...” He stepped, raising his voice effectively. ”To you, Science Officer.”

“Yes, Commander?” She seemed startled he would do so. “May I assist you?”

M’Kal studied her carefully...she appeared honestly confused as to why he might still be present.

She had glanced to the other female. “Oh!” She smiled sheepishly. “Of course...I will give you some privacy. Forgive my stupidity.”

M’kal was left to his own devices. The only sound had been T’eon’s smug laughter at his expense.

And so it had begun.

Never had a female been so blatantly disinterested in him.

It was a definite challenge, of course, but more so..he had grown to reluctantly admire her intelligence...her innate kindness often made him rethink his decisions on matters...after he had calmed his temperament, of course.

Her outlook on the Universe in general...on different species...on simple, everyday issues. Things he had never bothered to analyze before. She forced him to take a second, oft times, a third look.

‘To think outside the box’ was her favorite saying.

Slowly, his crew had begun to accept the Hybrid.

The Rec Room was empty most times because she preferred to spend her free time in the atrium...with an old guitar her mother had sent her from Rylan.

She sang...as, he was also informed, did his crew. Well, certain key members, among those numbered..T’are and T’eon, and played to all hours of the day and night...depending on her assigned schedule.

At first, he thought to put a stop to such foolishness, but it truly hurt nothing and seemed enhance efficiency performances on the Galleon.

T’eon had told him to lighten the hell up and get his thumb out of his ass.

He chose, from then on, to ignore such goings-on and allow certain things any other more sane Star Cruiser Commander would never allow.

Such as an on-line betting pool from anything to ‘how long a certain relationship would last given the knowledge that the participates were blissfully unaware that each was also involved with another’s consort’, to how many times the Council would berate their Commander this particular month.

Or his personal favorite... How many females would their Commander fuck before the lunar cycle was completed.

He turned a blind eye to such behavior.
Even the fact that his crew had a running feud with several other Star Cruiser crews over which was the best in the Fleet. And that they would do anything short of actual murder to insure the failure of each’s missions.

That one had caused several unexpected ‘flies in the proverbial ointment’ that he had been forced to deal with while in the midst of, oh...a battle with an encroaching enemy, say.

He would explode, rant and rave about ‘rampant stupidity’ for a day or so, then conveniently forget to follow through on his promised ‘punishment’.

Still in all, not once had his people failed in their duties.

Reprimands had fallen to nil and in-house disputes were a thing of the past. Unity was the order of the day. They had even taken to wearing ‘colors’. Each Ship having it’s own.

He could not begin to imagine just whom had suggested such a thing.

The Creator forbid if an opposing ‘color’ was found on the same Starbase, on leave, at the same time.

It was the stuff of which legends were comprised...T’eon assured him.

All he knew was that he would have to drudge down to the Law Enforcement Section of said Starbase and retract his people from their hospitality, usually for...how was it often phrased? Oh, yes...Willfully and With Malice of Forethought...inciting a riot.

None of these...oddities had occurred before Galea S’lar’s arrival on his ship.

And not once had he ever extracted his people that she was not in their midst, assuring him faithfully that it had certainly not been anyone’s fault other than those horrible misfits from the OTHER crew.

That his own people had shown exemplary virtues in attempting to avoid the fiasco that had arisen. That it had all been an enormous misunderstanding on the part of the Law Enforcement Officers.

If that was the worst that ever happened, he considered himself blessed

And to date...that had been the worst. At least, on his Ship.

This new development involving the female.

This incessant...obsession!

This could not be allowed continue.
He was pleased he had told Myles to bring Galea S’lar to the Galleon. He would confront his demon face to face. He would finally put to rest these insidious nightmares.

She was merely flesh and blood. No different than any other female.

He needed to remind himself of that fact.

More importantly, he needed to see her again. That he could once and for all. Put the matter into perspective. Then...he could move ahead. T’eon had said ‘closure’ was the order of the day.

Perhaps there was something to such nonsense.
