Northin Salto did not bother to open his eyes when he heard the door open at the front of the quarters. He knew by the small, light steps who it was that had entered the quarters. He hung there a moment, listening to them approach and shortly, right on cue, they stopped.

“No matter how many times you tell me otherwise, I’ll never believe that’s comfortable.” 

He smiled in amusement, gratified at his knowledge of her habits. He was glad he was facing away from her however, as Lessalia would not have appreciated his humor.

“I never said it was comfortable, I said it was relaxing. Being off my feet helps me concentrate and focus.”

He knew that she had crossed her arms and shifted her weight to one hip, all the while giving him a derisive, knowing look.

“And what exactly is it, may I ask, that you need to be concentrating on.”

He smiled again and cleared his mind. Reaching out, he felt the pile of data pads on the desk in the next room. Imagining it floating through the air with his mind, he felt it lift off and float out the room, down the hall and into the room. She seem to notice at first, so he decided to let go. The pad dropped to the floor with a dull thud and she turned to look at the noise.

“Several of the new squadron commanders submitted their detailed crew rosters while you were out.”

When she saw the data pad, she frowned, picked it up off the floor and turned back to him, and irritated look on her face, he knew.

“You shouldn’t be doing that. You know that men aren’t supposed to use their powers.”

He chuckled to himself, “As I recall, it was you that showed me how to circumvent the collar.”

She glared at him, “You know very well why I showed you that and it had NOTHING to do with wanton displays of power.”

He shrugged, “I suppose that you could always give me to someone else.” He opened his eyes and sat up, arcing himself over his own body, so he could look at her. “Perhaps the new squadron commanders need a male.”

She sat there a moment, giving him a look that could have cut metal, then a flash went through her eyes. He had seen that look before, many times and it worried him.

She turned her back on him and let her tone drift from serious to nonchalant, “Your probably right, I suppose I could get someone newer, younger, cuter. I probably could give you to one of the new woman…although they might not appreciate the bruises.”

He frowned in confusion. He didn’t have any bruises on his body, at least that he knew of. He was trying to figure out what she was referring to, when he heard a tone from above him. The small, personal feet harnesses that he used to anchor upside down to the ceiling when he did his exercises and meditation emitted that tone whenever he deactivated him. He hadn’t deactivated them and realized that Lessalia had to of pressed the small panel on the side with her mind, turning them off. He knew he would never make it in time to turn them off, so he opted instead to brace himself for the impact of hitting the floor.

He plummeted towards the floor, which was nearly an eight foot drop. As an Admiral, Lessalia’s quarters were large, with high ceilings. It wasn’t so much the distance of the fall that concerned him, as the fact that he was going to land right on his head. He closed his eyes and braced for the impact but it never came.

He opened his eyes and look around. He was floating, in mid-air, about a foot off the ground. He turned his head and saw Lessalia, standing in front of him, one hand out before her and a look of smug satisfaction on her pretty face.

“You know, I suppose that I could always walk you around the ship like this. That would suit several purposes. It would embarrass you enough that I bet you would mind from now on. I imagine that it would also cause quite a stir among the crew once the rumors of how the Admiral took her male about for a stroll, floating him behind her like a common animal.”

He wriggled in mid air, as if it was going to accomplish something. The grip from her mind was not going to be undone with physical muscle,

“Wouldn’t that sort of under mind your previous statements that you wanted the males treated fairly?”

She shrugged, “Perhaps so but I do know that raw displays of power like that go a long ways towards keeping the crew loyal.”

He gave her a serious look, “Fear and loyalty are two different things Lessalia. You know that as well as I do.”

She rotated her hand and he felt himself being orientated into and upright position. After a moment, it was like he had simply jumped a foot or so into the air and somehow got stuck there. 

She approached him, slowly. 

“The last time I checked, I was the owner and you were the property Northin. Are you sure it’s wise to be lecturing me?”

He knew that he should have kept his mouth shut but some kind of pride within him kept him from doing that, “I’m not all that worried about it. Even Admirals need to be lectured sometimes.”

Anger shot through her eyes and suddenly he felt pain course through his body. He fell to his knees, his back arched in pain. He had been through this before. Lessalia, being as powerful psychically as she was, also possessed abilities other than telekinesis. This particular ability, affectionately called “The Kiss” by the woman of the Valenthyrie, used their telepathic ability to manipulate the areas of their targets brain that caused pain.

Great, I’ve really pissed her off now. 

She approached him, walking slowly.

“It’s true that I was the one who showed you how to get past the collar and yes, it’s true that I allow the males more lenience than most of the other woman. However, I will NOT have you assuming that you, a male, have the ability to lecture someone like me”

He had his eyes closed in pain, so he didn’t realize that she had approached. He realized it though, when she grabbed a handful of his hair and wrenched his head back, so he was forced to look at her. He opened his eyes through the pain and grimaced up at her, 

“Hi…nice day today isn’t it?”

Anger shot through her face and he knew that she was getting ready to increase the pain. Seizing this as his chance, he did the only thing he could thing of to distract her.

Shooting off his knees, he grabbed her wrist and applied pressure to one of the joints on her hand, just in front of the knuckle. She yelped in pain and turned to him, getting ready to blast him with another Kiss. He knew though, that it would taker her a moment to prepare it, especially with her hand hurting the way it was. He used that moment, to grab her and pull her towards him, locking her in a tight embrace.

The rage in her eyes faltered for a moment, replaced with confusion, 

“If you think you can overpower me…”

He grinned evilly, allowing himself this one small chance to taunt her, “Not at all my love.” With that, he kissed her, as hardly and passionately as he could, hoping that it wouldn’t only infuriate her more.

She sat there for a moment, eyes wide, her mouth locked with his. He was about to give up hope and waited for her minds Kiss but it never came. She returned the pressure on his lips and began kissing him just as forcefully. He felt her tug on her arms and he loosened the tight grip he had on her small body. She freed them, only to wrap them back around him. One made it’s way around his body, the other back to the back of his head, pulling him to her.

They kissed like that a moment, then he took her to the ground with him. She straddled him and ripped open the shirt he was wearing, kissing him on the neck, chest and nipples. 

All right, two can play at that game.. He pulled her forward and kissed her again, all the while undoing the back of the jumpsuit that was her day to day military uniform. It fell away from her chest, revealing her small breasts. When she felt her shirt fall away, she grabbed his hands and forced them behind his head. Pulling her head away from him she licked her lips and gave him a deliciously evil grin.

“And just what do you think you are doing?”

He thought for a moment and gave her an equally evil grin.

“Overpowering you.” She looked legitimately confused for a moment, then he lifted his hips and rolled over on top her. Using his greater weight and leverage, he slammed her hands down above her head and used his strength to immobilize her. She was more powerful than he when it came to psychic ability. Physical strength, on the other hand, was an area that she simply could not compete with him in. He worked out several times a day, toning and shaping his body. His physique was something that he was proud of and as a rule, she didn’t seem to mind it much either.

She twisted underneath him and tried to get out of the position that he had put her in. She glared at him but not quite with anger.

“Ok…you’ve got me here, now what?” 

Instead of speaking, he decided to show her. Pulling both her hands down, so they were anchored at her side instead of at her head, he kissed slowly down her neck and chest, ensuring to stop and pay careful attention to each of her breasts. He felt her squirm underneath him and several small moans of pleasure escaped her lips. He kept kissing her chest and lips, then reached out with his mind. 

He called out to her, using the limited telepathic abilities that he had developed since he had come into her possession. He opened his eyes, looked down at her and their eyes locked. He felt her reach up with her own mind and pull him into her and after that everything was a blur. He lost all trace of who he was, what he was or where he was. All he knew was that there, on the floor of her quarters, they became one.





Northin awoke to darkness. He opened an eye and looked around, trying to see where he was. Within his own sleep addled mind, all he knew was that it was dark and there was something soft and fragrant in front of him. After a moment, his eyes adjusted to the dark and his brain finally decided to catch up. He was lying on his side on the floor in the main area of Lessalia’s living quarters. It was dark because the computer had performed it’s bi-hourly scan of the room and had found that their life signs indicated they were asleep and automatically dimmed the lights.

The soft and fragrant object in front of his face turned out to be Lessalia, or more accurately, her hair. They were laying naked on the floor, with her spooned up against him. He propped himself up on one elbow and looked at her. She was still asleep and snoring very softly. Looking down at her, he nearly laughed out loud when he saw her mouth. She had her tongue stuck out between her lips, every so slightly, as if she was concentrating on something. He was about to get up when he noticed two small patches of discolored skin on her tongue. Leaning forward, he saw two small square marks, as if she had bit down on her tongue. The marks had the pale, discolored look that matter gave off once it had gone through a regeneration process.

That’s really strange. I wonder what could have happened?”He decided to make a mental note of it. Standing up, he stretched and looked back down at her.

“I can’t just let her sleep on the floor.” Reaching down, he picked her up very gently. She stirred for a moment and mumbled something indecipherable, then buried her head against his chest and fell back asleep. He walked her into the bedroom and laid her down on the bed. It was a mild temperature in the quarters but given that she was stark naked, he decided to walk over to the environmental controls and raise the temperature of the room by several degrees, ensuring that she would be comfortable. 

Walking out of the bedroom, he returned to the main area of the living quarters to retrieve his clothes. Picking up both his and hers, he dropped them into the recycler and made his way for the bathroom. Once there, he turned the shower on and set the water at the temperature he wanted it to be at. He let the water start but before getting in, he turned to the mirror. He had shaved the day before but there was the dark shadow of new growth on his face. Lessalia liked for him to be clean shaven and he had to admit, it was much easier to maintain. 

On a shelf next to the sink, he picked up a small, palm sized disk. He pressed it against his face and it automatically turned on, emitting a weak hum. As he slid the disc around on his cheeks, chin and neck he could feel a slight tingling as the disk used a focused energy beam to disintegrate the hair. He had shuddered when the news of how the Earth males shaved had made it’s way around the ship.

“I admire you all for your freedom…but I can’t imagine having to use an actual BLADE to shave…no thank you.”

Once he was done shaving, he put the disc back and got into the shower. He wet himself down and leaned forward, placing his head against the forward wall, allowing the strong pulses of water to ease the kinks in his back and shoulders. With as strict a workout regimen as he maintained, he often had sore or tight muscles and a hot shower was often just what he needed to work out some of the kinks. 

Once he was done soaking, he reached down to a small bottle resting on the edge of the tub and poured some of the scented gel into his hand. He scrubbed it through his hair and scalp, then took some of the lather in his hands and washed his face with it. He had his eyes closed and was working it behind one of his ears, when he felt something cool and wet on his back.

He jumped. “What the..”

He heard Lessalia’s voice behind him. “Quiet. I’m washing your back for you.”

He turned his head and gave her a sly grin, although he still had his eyes closed thanks to the lather, “I appreciate it. I don’t suppose that you would mind washing more than that?”

She kept working the soap around, “Don’t push your luck. I’m not in the mood.”

He could tell by her tone of voice that something besides his soapy manhood was on her mind, so he decided not to push the issue. He was rinsing his face off, when she suddenly grabbed him and tugged on his arm, indicating that she wanted him to turn around. He did, wondering what was going on, when she suddenly embraced him again, pressing her wet body against his. 

He was taken back for a moment, then embraced her in return, wondering what was going on. She loosened up and looked up at him, then reached up, grabbed his face and pulled him down into a kiss. They kissed for a moment, then parted and he looked at her with one eyebrow raised in confusion.

“What was that all about?”

She shrugged, “I don’t know. I just felt sorry about earlier. I shouldn’t have put you in that Kiss. I was just agitated about something that happened in the hangar bay.”

He stepped around her, dropped to his knees, placed some of the soap gel in his hand and began washing her in return. “Is that where you got those marks on your tongue from?”

She looked back over her shoulder at him. “How do you know about those?”

“When you sleep, you stick your tongue out. It’s actually very cute.”

She turned red and an embarrassed look came to her face. He reached up and gave her waist a gentle squeeze, “Don’t worry Admiral, your secrets are VERY safe with me.” He winked up at her and she returned it with a loving look. He returned his attention to her back and the conversation at hand, “Anyway, what happened that made you bite your tongue that hard?”

She poured some of the soap in her own hand and began washing her front, “There was some sort of malfunction with a piece of equipment in the bay and a maintenance pack nearly crushed a Gaiean and the tech inside of it.”

He frowned in confusion, “So what kept it from hitting?”

“I did. It was the only thing I could think of at the moment, so I summoned as strong a telekinetic wave as I could and slammed the pack out of the way before it hit the armor.” She leaned over and began washing her legs. He was afforded an incredible view of her behind because of it, although he decided not to act on it.

“I know that I have to concentrate fairly hard to lift something as heavy as a table, which weighs at most 150lbs. Those packs weigh in the tons and you shoved one out of the way with you MIND?” He stood up behind her.

“Yes I did and I was concentrating so hard, that I accidentally bit through my tongue. Doctor Wahryn says I’m lucky that I didn’t bit the front half off entirely. As it was, I made two really spectacular holes in it. They were able to just repair the tissue, as opposed to having to grow me a new tongue entirely.” She finished washing herself and stepped into the water, causing the soap to run off her body. She turned to rinse off her back and looked down at him.

“I was thinking that we might go for some training after we get out.?”

He looked up at her, one eyebrow raised, “That’s fine with me.” Standing up, he stepped out of the shower as she began to wash her hair. He reached over, grabbed a towel and began drying himself off. He was drying his back, when he looked up and saw her staring at him through the transparent material of the shower door with an odd smile on her face.

He grinned back at her, “What?”

She shrugged, “Oh nothing.” She went back to working the lather out of her hair.

He wrapped the towel around his waist. “What were you thinking just now?”

She shrugged again nonchalantly but he soon saw a smile come to her face, “I was just thinking about how much I love you.”

He rolled his eyes and snorted playfully. “I love you too but you know, you must have some kind of a mental problem. You have half the crew on the ship scared to death of you and the other half doesn’t know what to think. Then you come home, damn near torture me, make love to me, then start acting like some kind of flirtatious eighteen year old?”

She winked, “Different faces for different situations love.”

He shook his head in exasperation, “I suppose.”

She finished with her hair and stepped out of the shower, grabbing her own towel and when she spoke again, the Admiral had crept back into her voice.

“Hurry up and get ready to go. I’ll probably be another half hour. Go ahead of me and get the training room ready.”

He decided that now was probably a good time to slip back into his predetermined role, “Yes ma’am.” Depending on the woman, the men were allowed to call them different things. Lessalia was more lenient than most in that she allowed Northin to call her ma’am or Admiral, although some woman went so far as to require their men to call them Mistress in public.

He attended to all of his personal needs, such as his teeth, hair and body odor prevention and then slid on a pair of workout shorts and a sleeveless shirt. 

Walking out of the quarters, he turned right and made his way towards the closest lift. He found one and waited patiently for the white door in front of him to part. Several other officers walked by, presumably coming from or going to work. Lessalia’s quarters were located deep within the habitat section of the ship and a lift was required to get anywhere of any kind of importance on the Kithsan Requiem. 

The doors parted to reveal several other males inside, none of them accompanied by a woman. 

Must be on errands, he thought as he stepped into the lift. They shuffled about inside and let him in. 

“Main concourse,” he said to the computer and the lift added his destination to the end of the list after the areas that all the others had requested.

They rode in silence, which was usual and expected. Many of the woman were not fans of their men talking unnecessarily, so it eventually became a habit among most of the men to not speak unless spoken to. 

After several minutes, the lift arrived at the main concourse of the Requiem and Northin stepped out into it.

To be continued in chapter 12 part two……….

