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Chapter One

 

T’saran brought his cloaked flyer in low over the Earth city, neither surprised nor concerned when his presence remained undetected. He shook his head, his horns almost brushing the top of the small vessel. These humans deserved their fate with their careless approach to security. Even in his short flight, he had detected multiple weak points and opportunities for the fleet. But that was not why he was here. 

He shook his head again, still disturbed by his assignment. Commander T’ngorzul’s order violated every established precedent for an exploratory mission.  While it was true that the Yehrin always took blood and genetic samples from the dominant species on each planet that they conquered, they were not in the habit of removing any members of that species.  Until today, T’saran had thought it was a forbidden act, but he was not about to risk his new commission by objecting when the commander gave him his orders. 

It had taken him three years after that first incident on Ihana to work his way back to Junior Officer, and another three before he had regained enough honor to be chosen by Commander T’ngorzul for this mission. Admittedly, despite his wealth and prestigious family name, T’ngorzul was not held in the highest esteem by many members of the Yehrin fleet, but he had raised T’saran to the rank of Officer. Hopefully, by the time the invasion was ready, he would have achieved enough status to transfer to another command. 

He landed the vessel on the roof of a row of commercial businesses.  As he stepped out of the flyer, his nose wrinkled with distaste.  The smell of fossil fuels laid heavily in the air, along with the odors of grease and garbage and unwashed bodies.  These humans desperately needed Yehrin intervention before they destroyed their planet and drowned in their own filth.  He used his wrist device to cloak himself, then leaned over the edge of the roof to survey his surroundings.

The rain beat down steadily, obscuring his vision, but he could see two human males gathered in the back corner of the alley below.  For a moment, he couldn’t see what they were doing, but then one of them moved slightly and he could see that they were looming over a slight figure—a slight female figure.  Just as he processed that realization, he saw a knife flash and a muffled scream reached his sensitive ears.  They were abusing the female?  With a roar, he sprang into action.

 

With a weary sigh, Lauren stuffed her apron in her battered tote bag and punched the time clock. 

“I’m leaving, Manny,” she called to the cook. He didn’t even bother to grunt a response and she wondered yet again why she bothered. Because my daddy always insisted that I treat my elders with respect, she thought bitterly—whether they deserved it or not. 

A cold rain misted the alley as she stepped out of the rear door. She shivered and pulled her threadbare jacket tighter around her neck with a wistful regret for the warm coat she’d had last winter. Of course, the coat had come with a high price tag—her self-respect. As a cold trickle ran down her neck, she couldn’t help but wonder if she would still be willing to pay that price. If Adam called tomorrow and told her to come back, would she go?  Between her father and her ex-husband, she’d never had much practice in saying no. 

Still lost in her self-pity, she didn’t notice the shadows at the entrance to the alley until it was too late. Two men were standing there, one on each side. She recognized the one on the right, leaning back against the wall in a seemingly casual pose, a cigarette dangling from his lip. He’d been in the diner earlier, watching her way too closely. 

She clutched her tote—all it contained besides her apron were her meager tips and the small wallet that contained her license, but she needed those few dollars to buy groceries. She debated running back to the diner, but the lock always stuck, and she didn’t think she’d have time to get the door open. Maybe they were just taking shelter under the overhang, out of the rain that was steadily increasing, she thought optimistically, even though the tremor in her hands and the sick feeling in her stomach argued otherwise. 

Ducking her head to avoid looking at them, she scurried forward. She almost made it past them, when a hand clamped down on her arm. 

“What’s your hurry, sugar?”  Even though she didn’t look up, she knew it was the one from earlier. 

“I… I have to get home. To my husband,” she added in a rush. “He’s waiting for me.”

“Nah. You ain’t got no ring on those skinny fingers.”

“I can’t wear it at work.”  Her voice was trembling so hard she could barely understand herself. She tried to slip away from his grasp, but his hand immediately tightened, forcing a weak cry from her mouth before she bit her lip. Crying out had always encouraged Adam. 

“Don’t you be lying to me, sugar. You’re not gonna like me when I’m angry.”

The image of the Hulk flashed through her head, and she had a half hysterical impulse to laugh. 

“Please.  Just let me go.”  Damn, her determination never to beg again had deserted her. Her hands shaking, she offered him her bag. She could get by without groceries for another day. “Do you want my tote?  You can have it.”

His friend grabbed it out of her hand, then tossed it away with a casual disdain that made her heart thump. 

“Nah. Not interested. What’d you make today?  Ten bucks?”  He shook his head, and pulled her up against his body, close enough that she could feel his erection.  Her body turned to stone. “I got a better idea. See, Nick here is from outta town. He doesn’t like the local girls. Afraid he’s gonna catch something.”

He lowered his head, the smell of cigarettes and stale beer sickening. “But you, sugar?  Why I’m bettin’ you ain’t hardly been touched at all.”

“Come on, Jeb,” Nick said impatiently. “Let’s get her back in the alley before she starts screaming or something.”

“Ain’t no one around in this weather to hear.”  Jeb laughed, and ran a slimy tongue up her neck. “‘She ain’t gonna scream anyway, are you, sugar?  Someone taught this little mouse her place.”

Screaming…Why wasn’t she screaming?  Because he was right, it had never helped. Still, she parted her trembling lips and tried to take a breath in preparation. That’s when she felt the point of a knife against her ribs. 

“Not the time to be forgettin’ that lesson, little mouse. Now we’re gonna try and find a dry spot and you’re gonna do whatever we say, right, sugar?”

She desperately wanted to say no, to fight and scream and claw, but she was paralyzed with fear.  And maybe, maybe if she didn’t fight, they wouldn’t hurt her. Neither her daddy nor Adam had been quite so hard on her when she gave in to them. 

While she was still wrestling with herself, Jeb had taken her silence for agreement and started dragging her back down the alley. When they passed the diner door, she thought about screaming again, but Manny wouldn’t be able to hear her through the thick fire door. And even if he did hear, she had no faith that he would try to intervene. 

Jeb reached the end of the alley and pushed her under the slight overhang which covered the loading dock for the small Korean grocery store next door. 

“Ain’t the Hilton, but good enough for scratchin’ that itch, right, Nick?”

“She don’t look like much,” Nick said dismissively.

Why were those the words that had tears stinging her eyes?  Because she’d heard them so often?  Her daddy had said the same thing when he gave her to Adam—she don’t look like much but she’s quiet and obedient and a fair cook. You could do worse. 

Jeb laughed. “Hell, boy. You ain’t interested in her face.  I checked her out earlier. Taller than I like and kinda skinny, but the parts are all there.”

With a cruel strength that made her pulse race, he ripped open her coat, then tore open the top of her uniform to reveal her shabby white bra. 

“Tits are kinda small,” Nick drawled, but he stepped closer. Both of them were looming over her now, and she watched in horror as he ran his obscene red tongue over his lips. 

“Hell, if you don’t want her, that’s your problem. My dick’s hard and she’s here. Good enough for me.”

“Fuck, no. You said I could have her first.”  Nick reached forward and grabbed her breast, squeezing her nipple until she whimpered. His eyes lit up and he did it again. “Oh, yeah. I like it when they cry. You sure no one’s gonna hear?”

“Shit, no one’s around. And her boss ain’t comin’ out. I slipped him a twenty to leave out the front.”

Manny had sold her out for twenty bucks?  She shouldn’t be surprised but that didn’t stop the tears from trickling down her cheeks. Nick leaned forward and licked them. 

“Nothin’ sweeter than a woman’s tears.”

“Get on with it, man. I wanna get home to my old lady before she starts bitchin’.”  Jeb had his pants open and was casually palming his penis. 

Bile rose in her throat and she choked. 

“Don’t you do it, bitch.”  Nick slapped her face with a casual brutality that did nothing to soften the impact. “The only choking you’re gonna do is around my dick.”

“That’s more like it.” Jeb had moved closer, too, and he ran his knife between her breasts, slicing her bra open and leaving a thin trail of blood. “How about I fuck her mouth while you take her cunt?  Or I could have a go at that tight little ass.”

As his words penetrated, she tried to back away but found only unforgiving concrete behind her. Even Adam had never gone that far. 

“Oh, yeah. Look at her wiggle. Bet that’s a virgin ass.”

“I want it,” Nick growled. 

“You wanted her cunt. I get her ass.”

The two men glared at each other and, for a moment, she prayed they would turn on each other. Instead, Jeb laughed and slapped Nick’s back. 

“Fuck, we’ll both get a turn. I’m gonna start with her mouth.”  He turned back to her. “On your knees, sugar. The wetter you get me, the easier it’s gonna be on that virgin ass.”

All she could do was stare at him in paralyzed horror. The fake good nature left his face. “I said on your knees, bitch.”

Nick’s hand tightened on her breast, agonizing on the already aching flesh. “Better listen, mouse.”

“N… no.” Her voice was barely loud enough to be heard over the rain. 

“What’d you say?  You ain’t tellin’ me no.”  Jeb’s knife was at her throat. “I didn’t wanna hurt you, but you fight me, it’s gonna go a lot worse for you.”

His knife traced down her neck and circled her nipple. “Are you gonna fight me?”

Sobs tumbled out of her throat. “N… no.”

“Good mouse. But just to remind you…”  He slashed the knife across her breast in a searing line and a scream erupted from her lips before she could choke it back. Both men laughed, then Jeb’s hand was on her shoulder, forcing her down.  When his grasp suddenly disappeared, her feet slipped out from under her and her head slammed back against the concrete. She collapsed in a dazed heap, the world spinning. 

She blinked rapidly, trying to clear her vision. Was that Jeb, suspended from the hand of a giant stranger?  Not just a stranger, but a monster with glowing purple eyes… and horns?  She was still trying to process that thought when the monster threw Jeb across the alley. She heard the crack before his body slumped to the ground, head at an awkward angle. 

“Wait,” Nick said frantically. “We was just havin’ some f—”

He didn’t finish the last word before the monster’s sword flashed, and Nick’s head went rolling down the alley. A spray of hot liquid covered her cheek. Her fingers instinctively went to the spot and when she drew her hand back, she could tell, even in the dim light of the alley, that it was blood. 

The monster stepped forward, and she tried to shrink back against the rough concrete. 

“Come,” he said in a deep rumbling voice as he held out his hand. She stared at it. Three fingers, not four, tipped by long black claws. She had to be hallucinating. 

He knelt before her, still holding out his hand. 

“Come,” he repeated softly. “Safe.”

Safe?  Nowhere was safe. But she looked at the hand waiting so patiently, into those strange purple eyes watching her so intently, and for the first time in a very long time, she wanted to believe. 

“Safe,” she whispered. And she put her hand in his.


Chapter Two 

 

T’saran stared down at the small fingers trembling in his. He should have been repulsed—there were too many and they were capped by pale, useless little nails—but instead, a surprising satisfaction surged through him. She did not need claws. He would protect her. 

He lifted her very gently to her feet, but despite his care, her face paled. She tried to raise her other hand to her head before starting to collapse. He caught her as she fell but she had lost consciousness.  The wound on her breast was ugly, but it should not have made her faint.  Frantically, he checked the rest of her body, then swore when he found the bleeding gash at the back of her head.  Head wounds were tricky things—he needed to get her to the ship and medical care immediately.

Placing her carefully against one shoulder, he climbed rapidly back up the rickety metal stairs which led down from the roof.  When he entered the ship, he swore again.  The only seating was his pilot chair.  The only other alternative was the cage that had been intended to hold a female retrieved for Commander T’ngorzul’s examination.  He was not going to be pleased when T’saran returned with this wounded female instead.

T’saran decided he didn’t care.  Rather than place his female in the cage, he cradled her gently against him as he piloted the ship off the roof.  As soon as they were clear of the city, he set the auto-pilot, then turned his attention to the female in his arms.  Her hair was confined in a tight knot, but long damp strands had escaped.  Pushing away the soft brown locks aside, he was struck by her delicate beauty.  Her skin was a pale tan, smooth and silky over high cheekbones, a straight little nose, and a lush, soft mouth. One cheek was discolored and he checked it carefully, angry at the injury but relieved that it was merely bruised.  Now that he was touching her, he couldn’t resist running a finger along her full bottom lip.  As he did, her eyes fluttered, opening for a brief second.

As he stared into the deep brown pools, an unanticipated feeling of connection clicked into place.  Her eyes went wide, but she didn’t look afraid, merely returning his stare with dazed intensity.  Before he could speak, her lids came down and she drifted into unconsciousness once more.  He swore and increased the speed on the auto-pilot.

Remembering her other wound, he unwrapped the threadbare coat and ripped clothing he had wrapped around her.  He growled at the sight of the gash across her breast, but it was only bleeding sluggishly and he would wait for Medic S’kran to tend to it.  Bruises were already starting to form around one nipple and the dusky peak was swollen and distended.  He regretted having killed those human animals so quickly.  To treat a female this way… The planet was in desperate need of Yehrin intervention.  

But despite his anger at the men, and despite his concern about her condition, his cock still responded to the sight of her half-naked body.  Even with the damage, her breasts were tempting little mounds and her slender limbs were long and graceful. Although…he ran a careful finger down her ribcage and swore again.  His female was too thin—no one had been caring for her.  Another thing he would remedy as soon as they were on board his ship. 

Ignoring his aching cock, he cradled her against his chest for the rest of the short trip, unexpectedly content just to have her in his arms and know that she was safe now.

As soon as he was far enough away from the planet to avoid accidental detection by Earth monitoring systems, he sent a quick message asking Medic S’kran to meet him at the landing dock.  Unfortunately, when he carried his precious burden out of the flyer, he found not only S’kran, but Commander T’ngorzul waiting for him.

“That was a rapid trip,” T’ngorzul said, surveying the woman in his arms with a raised brow.

“Yes, sir.  My… this female was in danger and I had to rescue her.  She was wounded in the process, so I brought her here for medical care.”

“I did specify a healthy female, did I not?”  The silky tone did not disguise the commander’s annoyance.

Every instinct went on alert.  Even though he was unsure as to T’ngorzul’s exact plans, he did not want this female to be part of them.  “I did not bring her for your testing, sir.  I can obtain another specimen.” 

T’ngorzul waved a hand.  “She is here now.  Assuming she lives, she will do.”

The protest emerged before he could bite it back.  “But, sir—”

“Officer T’saran, do I need to remind you that your penchant for assisting seemingly helpless females has caused enough issues in the past?”

T’saran clenched his teeth against an impulsive reply, anger and guilt fighting for dominance.

Assuming the matter was settled, T’ngorzul had already moved on.  “S’kran, take her to your lab.  It won’t hurt to heal her wounds before you begin your experiments.”  He cast a dismissive glance at the silent figure in T’saran’s arms, once again wrapped in the tattered coat. “Perhaps you should disinfect her as well.”

With that parting shot, T’ngorzul departed. S’kran stepped forward.  Like most scholars, he lacked the musculature of the warriors, but in his case the lack of bulk was almost skeletal.  T’saran knew that he also had an unfortunate fondness for alcoholic substances, but T’ngorzul had assured him that he was still a competent medic.

“I can take her to the lab,” S’kran offered.

“I will bring her myself,” he growled, and S’kran took a nervous step back.

“Yes, of course, warrior.” S’kran ducked his head, then turned and led the way out of the dock, his shoulders hunched as if he expected T’saran to assault him from behind.  He had to bite back another growl at the implied insult to his honor before he followed.

The ship T’ngorzul had chosen for this mission was a small patrol vessel, hastily retrofitted with a lab area and the medical equipment S’kran had requested.  It should probably have been decommissioned years ago, T’saran thought resentfully as he walked behind the medic through the dingy corridors.  He still remembered the gleaming white walls and pristine equipment of the ship transporting him to his first assignment, back when the future seemed full of promise.

Instead, he followed an untrustworthy medic into a lab where the raw metal walls of its former occupation as a storage area were only too apparent, and a motley assortment of machines was scattered about in disorganized chaos.  This is temporary, he reminded himself.  Commander T’ngorzul might not have been liked by everyone, but his lineage was unimpeachable, and this assignment would pave the way to better ones.

“Put her on the exam table, please,” S’kran said, already hurrying to a lopsided cabinet.

T’saran laid her on the table, carefully placing her on her side so that she was not resting on her injury.  His hearts clenched at how small and fragile she looked.  S’kran returned and reached for her coat.

T’saran had him up against the wall, his claws at his throat, before he realized what he intended to do.

“Warrior!” S’kran squeaked.  “I mean no harm to the female.”

Fuck, he was acting like she was his mate.  There was a reason why female Yehrin were only ever treated by female medics.  T’saran took a deep breath and forced his hands to unclench, leaving behind a thin trickle of blood on S’kran’s throat.

“I apologize, medic.”  The words tasted bitter in his mouth, but he had no right to protest.  He stepped back and allowed S’kran to approach the table again.  

“Begin with the head wound,” he ordered.

Keeping a cautious eye on T’saran, the medic ran a scanner across the back of her head.

“As indicated by our preliminary surveys, their skulls are very thin,” he said.  “But it does not appear to be broken, merely bruised, and the skin is torn.”

“Can you correct it?”

“Y-yes.  But I will need to touch her.”

T’saran studied the other male.  He did not like the idea of the medic’s hands on his female, but she needed assistance.  S’kran’s eyes were clear and his speech unimpeded—his abilities would not be hindered by alcohol.

“Very well,” he agreed reluctantly.

S’kran gathered some additional equipment, then carefully removed a small portion of the female’s long brown hair.  Possessed by some unexplainable desire, T’saran gathered the strands and tucked them into his belt while he continued to watch the medic closely.  He didn’t even realize that he was growling until S’kran’s hands started to shake and the medic shot him a fearful glance.

“Continue,” T’saran ordered.  “I will not harm you as long as you are careful.”

S’kran did not appear to find that reassuring, but he continued, using the scanner to identify and heal bruised areas before sealing the wound and covering it with a healing gel.

“That’s the best I can do, but she should recover quickly.”  S’kran took a deep breath.  “Are there other injuries?”

T’saran considered the one on her breast, but he hated the thought of the medic seeing her unclothed form.  Like all warriors, he had received medical training as part of his studies, and he could take care of basic wounds.

“She has a cut and some bruising.  Leave the scanner and the gel.  I will treat them myself.”

S’kran wrung his hands, the small black claws of a scholar looking impotent and helpless.  “Commander T’ngorzul wishes me to perform some tests immediately.”

“She will be healed first.”  His tone brooked no disagreement.

“Y-yes, but—”

“Leave us, S’kran,” he ordered, then remembered the small size of the ship.  He did not want S’kran running into the commander.  

“Wait in your quarters,” he amended.  The medic had a small bunk room attached to the lab.  “Do not emerge until I call for you.”

“Yes, Officer T’saran,” S’kran said meekly, but he moved towards his quarters with suspicious haste.

“Remain sober,” T’saran added.  “You may be needed.”

The door slid closed without an answer, and T’saran suspected that his order would be ignored.  Perhaps that was for the best.  Without S’kran, the commander would not be able to proceed with his tests.

Dismissing them both from his mind, he bent over his female and cupped her cheek in his hand.  His hand encompassed her whole head, the dark grey of his skin a pleasing contrast to the pale tan of hers.  He carefully retracted his claws, and stroked healing gel across the delicate skin.

“Do not fear, little female,” he whispered.  “You are safe with me.”

As he proceeded to open her clothing, his shaft, already half erect merely from being so close to her, stiffened to a full erection, but he ignored it.  Just as he brought the cleansing cloth to the wound, her eyes opened.


Chapter Three

 

Lauren swam back to consciousness slowly, first aware of the ache in her head, then the burning pain in her breast. Confused images flickered through her mind—those horrible men waylaying her and the monster coming to her rescue.  Monster?  

Her eyes flew open as the memory of the massive horned figure with burning eyes flashed through her memory.  Her breath caught when she found him hovering her, looking just as she remembered.  Now she was close enough to see that the purple in his eyes came from striations surrounding cat-like pupils set in a face too harsh and angular to be considered human. Her eyes flicked up to the massive black horns curling back from his forehead. Definitely not human. 

She automatically started to scramble backwards, but he stilled her with one giant hand—one giant three-fingered hand. She tensed automatically, but he wasn’t hurting her, and she didn’t see the claws she thought she’d remembered. The warmth of his hand was oddly soothing, and she didn’t feel as afraid as she thought she should. 

“Who are you?” She looked beyond him to grey metal walls, stacked with odd looking machines. “And where am I?”

He started speaking in the deep rumbling voice she remembered, but she couldn’t understand anything he said. Whatever language he was speaking didn’t sound like anything she’d ever heard before, and her fear started to resurface. 

“I don’t understand.”

Thick, dark eyebrows furrowed, the action making his horns twitch. Despite the heavy, non-human bone structure, his features were similar enough to human that she could read his frustration. She tensed instinctively. In her experience, a frustrated man was likely to lash out. 

Instead, he took a deep breath. 

“Safe,” he said carefully. 

Why did she want to believe him, just as she had when he came to her rescue in the alley?  She knew better. 

“Where am I?” she repeated. 

He considered for a moment. 

“Ship.”

“Ship?  What kind of ship?”  She looked around again at the metal walls, the machines she didn’t recognize, and her heart started to thump. Adding the unfamiliar technology to his inhuman appearance led her to one unbelievable conclusion. 

“Do you mean a spaceship?”  Her voice sounded thin in her own ears. 

“Yes.”  He nodded, horns bobbing, and her head started to spin. He seemed to realize what was happening and his other hand came up to cup her cheek with exquisite tenderness. 

“Safe,” he repeated. 

Somehow, she didn’t find the thought of being on an alien spaceship reassuring, but she bit her lip and nodded. His eyes tracked the movement and she saw a flare of heat. Her stomach twisted. She hadn’t stood a chance against two human men and this alien had defeated them easily. No weapon was visible but considering the breadth of his shoulders and the heavy muscles revealed by a sleeveless black uniform, she doubted he would need one. 

Instead of pawing at her, his thumb stroked her cheek gently. “Safe.”

She almost gave in to a surprising urge to nestle her face against his palm, but then he removed his hand and picked up a cloth.  When his focus shifted, she suddenly realized that her coat was open, exposing her ripped uniform and most of her naked breasts. 

“No!”  She panicked, trying to clutch the torn material together.  The movement made the fiery pain in her breast flare up.

He broke out in another torrent of the harsh unfamiliar language, before he stopped and sighed. Raising a hand to his wrist device, he started tapping with what were undeniably claws. She knew he hadn’t had those earlier. Had her head injury affected her more than she realized? 

“Heal,” he said finally. “Wound. Tit.”

The word sounded shockingly coarse in his deep accented voice, but something about it also made her body respond.  Her nipples tightened into tight little peaks, tingling and aching simultaneously.  She saw him notice, saw his eyes heat, and she braced herself, but he made no move towards her, simply waiting patiently.

“Wound.  Tit.  Heal,” he repeated.  He raised one hand to show her the cloth and the other to reveal a tube of some kind of liquid.  She couldn’t remember the last time someone had been concerned about her injuries.  Even if it was just a ploy to paw at her, he was still being more considerate about it than her ex-husband had ever been.

In the end, she nodded.  “Okay.”

“Yes,” she added when he looked confused.

“Good.” 

He bent over her, his horns right in front of her face and she clenched her fists, preparing for the pain.  Instead, he very gently washed away the blood clotting at the edges of the wound while she studied his horns in an attempt to distract herself from that alien face so close to her breasts.  The horns were thick and dark, with a rough surface and a spiraling ridge up each one.  Despite their vicious appearance, she had an unexpected urge to touch one.  Before she could work up the courage, he raised his head. 

This time, he held up another device, one that reminded her uneasily of a weapon.  

“Heal,” he said, then looked uncertain.  He tapped at his wrist device again.  “Fast.”

“You mean it won’t take long?”

He nodded, then added reluctantly.  “Fast pain.”

“Oh.  It’s going to hurt?”

She was actually surprised he hadn’t hurt her already, and she was used to pain.  At least he was asking her.

“Go ahead,” she said, and clenched her hands again.  To her surprise, he covered a fist with one giant, warm hand.  Startled, she looked up at him, but before she could ask, there was a brief, searing pain in her breast.  It faded just as fast, leaving behind a slight, lingering ache rather than the fiery burn that had preceded his treatment.

“Good.  Brave female.”

No one had ever called her brave before.  A warm little glow filled her.

“Thank you.”

“Heal.”  He held up a container of grey gel.  It didn’t look particularly appealing, but she hoped it wouldn’t be harmful.

“Go ahead,” she said with a shrug.  Her indifference vanished the second he stroked one big finger down her breast.  Oh.  The combination of the cool gel and his slightly rough finger actually felt amazing.  As he worked the gel into her skin the last lingering ache departed, leaving behind a pleasant warmth.  He was focused on his task, and she followed his gaze.  The contrast of his big steel-colored hand against her pale flesh was oddly erotic.  His claws had disappeared again, and she realized that they must be retractable.

As he continued, his hand slowed, rubbing the soothing substance into her flesh with long, deliberate strokes that were shockingly pleasurable.  Even in the beginning, Adam had never treated her breasts with such tender care.  Eventually, the monster moved to the other breast, the one that Nick had so sorely abused, circling inward until he reached her swollen nipple.  In spite of everything she had been through that evening, she found herself arching into his hand, desperate for the pleasure of his touch to erase the horrible memories.

Her breath caught as he very, very carefully worked the gel into the taut peak, and when he brushed his thumb across the tip, a small gasp escaped.  He looked up, his eyes glowing purple again and, for once, she didn’t feel the need to duck her head.  She returned his gaze openly, wondering what he could see in her face.  Whatever it was, it caused him to pause then draw back.  He pulled the remnants of her uniform back across her chest.

An odd combination of relief and disappointment filled her as he moved on to cleanse her knees, bruised and scraped from the fall, before finally stepping back.  She tried to sit up and he was there immediately, helping her swing her legs over the edge of the table and supporting her while she regained her balance.

“Um, thank you…  What’s your name?”

More incomprehensible language before he shook his head and said simply, “T’saran.”

“T’saran?”

“Yes.”

“Thank you, T’saran.”  She took a deep breath and held out her hand.  “I’m Lauren.”

He stared at her hand for a minute, then reached out to take it.  Just as his fingers closed around hers, a new voice intruded.

“Ah, yes.  I believe that gesture is called a handshake.  Although I am surprised that you wish to shake hands with your captor.”


Chapter Four

 

“Captor?” she repeated, looking at the newcomer, a cold feeling gathering in her stomach. He was not quite as large as T’saran, but he was still huge, his horns heavy and dark.  His eyes glowed yellow and his face seemed twisted into a permanent sneer.  She instinctively lowered her eyes, convinced that it would take little to enrage this male.

“Of course.  Why else would a Yehrin warrior come to the rescue of a human…” Eerie yellow eyes ran over her dismissively.  “Scrap?”

T’saran started to protest in their growling language, but the new alien barked a command at him, and he subsided, his fists clenched.

“I am Commander T’ngorzul, and this is my ship,” the man continued smoothly.  “Officer T’saran was sent to retrieve a female specimen for our experiments.” 

“Experiments?” she whispered, starting to feel dizzy.  Every horrible tale she had ever heard of alien abduction swirled in her head.  And behind that was a horrible feeling of betrayal.  She should have known she couldn’t trust a man, even an alien man.  So much for safe, she thought bitterly.

“There is no need to look so distressed,” he continued.  “It is merely a series of examinations to determine if you—if Earth females are suitable.”

“Suitable for what?” she managed to ask through numb lips.

“For breeding, of course.  We always start a breeding program on conquered planets.”

“But you haven’t conquered us,” she protested, even though her horrified mind was still stuck on the word breeding.  What a horrible, cruel irony.

“Not yet,” he agreed with unruffled composure.  “But by this time next year, you will be under our control.”  

He looked at her again and shook his head.  “I had hoped for a more pleasing specimen, but I suppose you will have to do.”

T’saran burst into speech again to which the new man responded with a few sharp comments before turning back to her.

“You may have one shift to recover from your present injuries.  You may remain here or accompany Officer T’saran.”

Accompany her betrayer? She had no desire to ever see him again.  She shook her head sharply, then felt an unexpected pang of guilt at the way T’saran’s face fell.  But why should she care about his feelings?

“Very well.”  Commander T’ngorzul looked spitefully amused.  “You will remain here.  Do not attempt to leave the lab.  Most of the men on my ship have not seen a female for some time.  They might be tempted to try a breeding experiment ahead of schedule.”

T’saran growled, but T’ngorzul only laughed at her horrified expression before he wheeled and headed for the door with a sharp command to T’saran.

With a last look at her that she refused to acknowledge, T’saran followed him out of the room.  She pulled her legs up and huddled into her coat, then gave in to the gathering tears.

 

“Commander T’ngorzul,” T’saran protested again as they left the med lab.  “You agreed to let her spend the shift with me.”

“I agreed to give her the choice.”

“But she doesn’t understand.  I need the translation upgrade.”  His current translation protocol allowed him to understand human speech, but his own abilities to speak it were severely limited.

T’ngorzul raised an eyebrow.  “You know that the fleet doesn’t provide those for anyone below the rank of Sub Commander until after the first year of conquest.”

T’saran gritted his teeth.  “For another year of service?”

He had already committed to two more years under T’ngorzul—one year to have the bastard refrain from ordering any experiments for a full shift, and another for the opportunity to have L’ren spend the shift with him.  The thought of the additional time filled him with dismay, but he had to do everything he could to protect L’ren. 

The commander stopped and considered him thoughtfully. “You are behaving as if this primitive female was your L’chka.”

The term echoed in his head.  Every Yehrin warrior yearned for that elusive mating bond, but, like their females, they were increasingly rare.  Surely he couldn’t have found his L’chka here on this isolated planet, through a mere accident of fate?

Before he could voice a coherent response, T’ngorzul nodded.  “Very well.  You may have the upgrade for a year of service.”

He managed to choke out a thank you and salute before hurrying off to make the arrangements.

 

An hour later he returned to the med lab, his head aching from the upgrade.  His female was huddled on the exam table, but he was relieved to see that S’kran was nowhere in sight.  He wouldn’t have put it past T’ngorzul to have ordered the medic to begin testing, in spite of their agreement.

As he approached the table, he saw that her eyes were closed.  Although their time together would be limited, he was reluctant to disturb her slumber.  He was debating whether or not to wake her when her eyes opened.  For the briefest second, she looked happy to see him, then her eyes hardened and she looked away.

“L’ren, I must talk to you.”

“You can talk now?”  She pulled herself back up to a seated position, glaring at him when he started to help her.  “I suppose that was all part of your game.”

“It was not a game.  I had to request the upgrade.”

“Why bother?  You brought me here the way you were supposed to.”

He wasn’t sure which bothered him more, the bitterness or the defeat in her voice.

“I did not bring you here because of my assignment.  I brought you here because you required medical assistance.  It was, perhaps, naive of me to assume that your condition would prevent Commander T’ngorzul from seeing you as a subject.”

“Who are you, anyway?”

“I am Officer T’saran R’llen—”

“Not you personally.  I mean all of you… Yehrin, was it?”

Despite his disappointment that she was not interested in him, he was pleased that she was at least speaking to him.

“Yes, we are part of the Yehrin Empire.  This ship is part of the Yehrin fleet.”

“And you really think you’re going to conquer Earth?”

He hesitated, but he wasn’t going to lie to her.  “I know we will.  Just as we have conquered hundreds of other planets.”

“For breeding experiments?” she asked warily.

He had resolved not to lie to her, but this was one piece of information that he could not share.  It was too vital to his people.  He compromised on a partial truth.  “It is one of the reasons.  We also choose to assist planets in transitioning to life beyond just their own world and in developing technology that will not destroy their planet.”

“By conquering them?” she asked skeptically.

“Planets at your stage of development benefit from a firm hand.”  The lesson had been drilled into him at an early age.

“I’ve yet to find a benefit to a firm hand,” she muttered, then ducked her head away from him.

The move reminded him of an abused sekhmet that he had fostered for a short period of time during his first assignment.  Had someone abused this pale, fragile woman? Just the thought forced him to turn away and stalk to the door before he frightened her with his anger.

Several deep breaths later, he had regained enough composure to turn back to her.  The way she was watching him warily, her shoulders hunched, added to his suspicions, but he forced them aside.

“I am truly sorry that bringing you here has forced you into this position.  I have offered repeatedly to return for another female, but the commander will not let me.”

“Would it be any better if it were another woman?”

He understood her point, but again went with the truth.  “It would be for me.  I do not like the thought of you in T’ngorzul’s hands.”

She paled but her shoulders actually straightened.  “I don’t like it, either.  What does he have planned for me?”

“I am not entirely sure.  We have basic information about humans in our data banks already, but he seems to be looking for something more.”

“His breeding experiments?”  She made a noise that could have been a laugh.  “Then you definitely picked the wrong woman—”

S’kran stepped into the room.  His gait was unimpaired, but his hands were trembling, and even from here, T’saran could catch the distinct smell of alcohol.  L’ren, too, recoiled.

“What are you doing, S’kran?”

“I have experiments to run.  On her.”  He peered blearily at L’ren.

“Not tonight.  Commander T’ngorzul has agreed to give her a shift to recover from her injuries.”

“No experiments?”

“Not tonight.”

With an aggrieved sigh, S’kran went to his workbench.  Conversation would be impossible in his presence.

“Will you come with me, L’ren?  I wish to talk to you.”

“What if I don’t want to talk to you?” she said bitterly, then hunched her shoulders again.

“Do you wish to remain with the medic?”

After a quick look at S’kran, who was now frowning at the two different bottles in his hands, she shook her head.  “No, I don’t.”

“Then come with me.  You have my word of honor that I will not harm you.”

His hearts pounded as she hesitated for a long moment, but she finally sighed and nodded.  “Okay.”

“Thank you, my L’chka.”  The word slipped out unintentionally, brought about by her presence and her trust, however reluctant.

“Your what?”

“I believe you would say, my lady.”  It was not a literal translation, but it was close enough.

“Huh.  No one’s ever called me a lady before.”  A smile flickered across her face, turning her quiet beauty radiant.  “Let’s go, my monster.”

“Monster?”  He recoiled as the word translated.

“I didn’t mean it in a bad way,” she said quickly.  “Just when you came swooping down out of the sky like that to rescue me, that’s what I thought you were.  My own monster, come to save me.”

He considered, then bowed his head.  “Then I am honored.  Will you allow me to assist you down from the table?”

The brief smile reappeared.  “Since it’s almost as tall as I am, I suppose that would be a good idea.”

He stepped closer, his senses swimming with her scent, her warmth, her closeness.  As he reached for her, she looked up at him, her strange human eyes dark and earnest.  “Don’t betray me again, my monster.”

“Never, my lady.”


Chapter Five

 

As Lauren followed T’saran out of the cluttered medical lab, she hoped she wasn’t making a mistake.  She found she believed his explanation, believed that he hadn't wanted her to end up as part of his commander’s plans.  The knowledge that he would have taken another human woman should have disturbed her more than it did, but she wondered if the Yehrin considered humans as anything more than a primitive species.  And were these alien invaders really coming to conquer Earth?  It seemed impossible, but looking at the tall, broad figure in front of her, horns sweeping up above his head, and remembering how easily he had eliminated her attackers, she shivered.

The spaceship, on the other hand, did not seem very threatening.  The dingy metal walls and scuffed floor bore more resemblance to a rather dirty industrial building than any type of advanced technology.

When they reached an intersection, T’saran paused to look in both directions before leading her to the left.  She would have asked what he was doing, but she could see the tension in his shoulders.  In her experience, a tense man was an angry man.  He had yet to lash out at her, but she didn’t want to push him.  Another intersection, another pause, then he ushered her quickly through another door.   

Unlike the rest of the spaces she had seen, his small cabin was almost compulsively neat, and clean white paint covered the walls. A neatly made bed occupied one side of the room while a row of cabinets filled the other, but her eyes were drawn beyond them to the window that dominated the rear wall.  The moon floated just outside; every detail perfectly clear.

“Is that really the moon?”

“Yes, that is your moon.”

Her knees weakened as the full impact of her predicament slammed into her.  Despite his alien appearance, despite the revelation that she was on a spaceship, some part of her had remained skeptical.  Looking at the moon floating in front of her now, seeing it as she had seen it in countless movies, made it only too clear how far away she was from home.

She reached out a trembling hand toward the window and felt herself sway.  T’saran wrapped her in his big, warm arms before she collapsed and led her to the bed.  She sat down gratefully, her knees still feeling unsteady. He stepped back, and she found she missed the warmth of his touch.

“What’s going to happen to me?” she asked.

“S’kran is going to examine you.  He will not hurt you,” he added quickly.

“And then what?”

He hesitated, then his face hardened.  “I will return you to your planet.”

“Really?”  She wanted to believe him, but...  “Even after your commander just told me an alien invasion is coming?”

After a brief pause, he sighed and sat down next to her.  The bed suddenly seemed a lot smaller, and she was acutely conscious of his warmth and a faint spicy scent.

“Do you think your government would believe you?” he asked.

“Believe a waitress from a crappy diner in Philly?  No.”  Despite her conviction, she remembered the commander’s cruel face.  “But do you think your commander will be willing to take the chance?”

“I will not give him the opportunity to object,” he said firmly, but she had an uneasy suspicion that it was not quite that simple.  Still, she went along when he changed the subject away from her return.

“Why do you not think your government would listen to you?  Is a waitress not an honorable occupation?”

“Honorable?  I suppose it’s honorable enough.”  Better than selling myself on the streets.  “But the diner wasn’t an… ideal job.  I didn’t have a lot of choice because I have no other skills.”  

Her father had arranged for her to marry Adam straight out of high school.  She hadn’t objected.  His boyish good looks had made her heart flutter, and she had yet to realize the monster beneath.  She had half-jokingly called T’saran her monster, but despite his fearsome looks, he had treated her with the tender protectiveness she had never received from her ex-husband.

“I do not believe that was a safe environment for a delicate female,” T’saran said sternly.

A bitter laugh escaped.  “You think?  But I don’t have a car and the diner was close to my apartment.”  Apartment was a fancy term for a one room studio in a rundown building.  “When my ex-husband divorced me, he managed to avoid paying me any alimony by providing me with living quarters for a year.  He chose the cheapest thing he could find.”

“Husband?”  His head tilted as he studied his wrist device, then he looked at her in horror.  “You have a mate?”

“Not any more.  I told you.  He divorced me.”  

The words still stung.  While she had been happy to get out from under Adam’s thumb, she hadn’t been prepared for him to cast her aside so quickly after her father’s death.  She wondered again if her father had anticipated that.  She had been part of the arrangement when Adam was made a partner in the family business, but the will had left the rest of the business to Adam with no strings attached.  As soon as the will was read, Adam had turned to her, eyes glinting with satisfaction.

“Looks like I don’t have to put up with your skinny ass and frigid ways anymore.  I want you out of the house tomorrow.”

“What?”  She’d stared at him. Her mind was still reeling from her father’s death.  He had been harsh, and frequently unkind, but he had still been her father.  Despite the fact that he’d never softened towards her, not even when she nursed him through that last endless year, she’d always hoped that her presence meant something.  But no words of love or appreciation had ever crossed his lips, and the only thing he’d left her in his will was a boat.  A boat moored miles away in North Carolina that she could neither use nor sell.

She was so lost in her bitter memories that it took her a long time to realize that T’saran was staring at her.

“What is it?” she asked.

“I do not understand this concept.  Divorce. Is the translation interface correct?  An Earth male would put aside his mate?”

“All too easily.  You don’t have divorce in your society?”

He looked appalled.  “No Yehrin warrior would ever put aside his L’ch… his mate.”

Despite his hasty amendment, she caught the slip.  “That’s what you called me earlier.  L’chka.  You said it meant lady—you never said anything about it meaning mate.”

“I apologize.”  He rubbed his chin, looking as embarrassed as a seven-foot tall, horned warrior could look.  “I had no right to make that claim.”

“But you… wanted to?  You don’t even know me.”  Despite her protests, a small surge of pleasure filled her.  No one had ever really wanted her before.

“A Yehrin warrior always knows his mate.  And I do know you.  You are both brave and beautiful.”

No one had ever called her beautiful before, either.  She had gone from a pale, skinny teen to a pale, skinny woman, easily overlooked.

Before she could decide on a response, her stomach gurgled.  T’saran looked confused.

“What was that noise?”

“Um, my stomach.”  She could feel her cheeks heating.  “I haven’t eaten.”

“You are hungry?”  Once again, he looked appalled.  “I will remedy that at once.”

He rose and went to the other wall, opening one of the cabinets to reveal shelves and a small microwave-type device. Then he stopped.

“The replicator is only programmed for Yehrin food.  I do not know what to feed you.”

Replicator?  She had the oddest sensation of being in a science fiction movie; however, the thought of alien food was not appealing.

“Um, maybe just some fruit?”  She tried to think of something relatively innocuous.  “Or soup?  I eat a lot of ramen noodles.”

He frowned at the device.  “I will try.”

“Also, do you have a bathroom?”

“There are no bathing rooms on the ship.”  He turned to survey her, his eyes heating.  “Although I find the thought most enticing.”

Dammit, she was blushing again.  “I didn’t mean bathing—although that does sound wonderful.  I meant, um, urinating.”

To her relief, he didn’t laugh.  Instead, he opened another cabinet door to reveal a small white closet that looked barely large enough to fit him.  There was nothing inside.

“How does this work?” she asked doubtfully.

He walked her through the buttons, including one that thankfully made an odd shaped toilet emerge from the wall.

“Would you like to shower as well?” he asked.

“Oh, yes.”  She hadn’t realized how much she longed to be clean until he suggested it, but the thought of removing the grime of the alley, not to mention the persistent fast food stench of the diner, was almost unbearably tempting.

He showed her how to operate the shower, then rubbed his chin.  “Would you like something else to wear?  I am afraid the only thing I can offer you is a mutashi.”

“Mutashi?”

“We wear it for certain types of training.  And for leisure times.”  He opened another cabinet and pulled out a pair of loose white pants and a wrap top.

Both of them would swallow her whole but they were still better than her torn uniform.  She nodded, and he showed her where to place them to keep them dry while she showered.

“Thank you,” she said gratefully.

“You are very welcome.  I only wish I had clothing appropriate to your beauty.”

Unable to think of a response, she bit her lip and escaped into the shower unit.

 

A significant amount of time passed before she emerged.  To her delight, the shower not only washed but dried with a blast of warm air.  Her bra was beyond saving but she was able to wash and dry her panties the same way.  As she suspected, the clothes he had provided were way too big.  The pants were impossible, but the wrapped top came down to her knees, covering more of her legs than the cheap uniform had done.  She wrapped the top as tightly as possible, rolled up the sleeves until she could get her hands free, took a deep breath, and returned to the cabin.

While she was showering, T’saran had arranged a table in the middle of the small space and every inch was covered with dishes.  She stared at it in amazement until she realized that T’saran hadn’t said anything.  When she looked in his direction, he was standing frozen, yet another dish in his hands, but his eyes were fixed on her.

His gaze traveled up over her bare legs, over the mutashi top, to the hair that now streamed down over her shoulders, and she felt it like a physical touch.  Her nipples hardened under the silky white fabric, and she instinctively looked away.  But as she did, she snuck a glance of her own, taking in the broad muscled chest, the heavy thighs… and the massive erection tenting the tight black uniform pants.

Her breath caught as she flashed back to the alley. But he hadn’t hurt her then and she prayed that he wouldn’t hurt her now.  Gathering her courage, she raised her eyes to his.  Glowing purple met dark brown, but despite the undeniable heat in his eyes, there was an element of… was it tenderness?  She felt herself relax, despite the lingering arousal dampening her panties.

“I like your hair free,” he said, and she gave him a pleased smile.

Long and thick, her hair was her one vanity, and a little thrill of happiness went through her at his obvious appreciation.  

“It is as long as a scholar’s hair,” he continued, running a hand over his own short, black hair.

“A scholar?”

“Like S’kran,” he explained.

Now that he mentioned it, she remembered that the medic had worn a long black braid.  She also remembered that S’kran didn’t have T’saran’s massive horns, only short nubs on each side of his forehead.  Were they even the same race?

Before she could ask, T’saran rubbed his chin and looked at the table.  “I was not sure what you would like so I prepared a variety.”

“You certainly did,” she said, and to her surprise, a giggle escaped. 

He smiled back, revealing a rather distressing amount of white pointed teeth, but she gulped and kept smiling.

“Are you going to tell me what they are?”


Chapter Six     

 

T’saran watched with satisfaction as his female, wearing his clothing, ate the food he had provided for her.  It would perhaps be more correct to say that she tried the food he had provided, but nonetheless, it satisfied some deep primal urge to provide for his mate.  Remembering the prominence of her ribs, he urged her to take more food, but she finished far too quickly for his liking.

“I can’t eat any more,” she said as she put down her utensils with a sigh.  “That’s a lot more food than I usually eat at one time.”

 “You are too thin,” he growled.

To his dismay, pink washed her cheeks and she ducked her head, her beautiful hair covering her face.

“L’ren, did I say something wrong?”

“No.  You were just being honest.”  She would not look at him.  “I know I’m too thin for a man to find appealing.”

“Not appealing?”

Shocked at her interpretation of his words, he automatically reached for her.  They had been seated next to each other on the bed while she ate, and now he simply lifted her onto his lap.  She gasped and looked up at him at last, her eyes startled but not afraid.

“My… lady, you are the most beautiful female I have ever encountered.”  He gazed directly into her eyes, willing her to believe him.  “My concern is only for your health.  And as for appealing…”  He tucked her a little closer, letting her feel the hard ridge of his cock against the soft curves of her ass.  “My cock has been hard for you since the moment that we met.”

“Oh.”  Her mouth formed a perfect circle and he had a dizzying vision of thrusting his cock between those soft, pink lips.  His cock jerked beneath her and more color heated her cheeks, but this time he didn’t think it was embarrassment, especially when he caught the delicate fragrance of her arousal.

“T’saran, I…  You…”  She bit her lip, then blurted out.  “You’re very attractive but I’m not ready for sex.”

“Of course not.  You have had a traumatic day and perhaps, not the first one?”

She gave a reluctant nod and he had to take several deep breaths to suppress his rage.

“I hope you can believe that I would never force you.”

“Yes, I do believe that.”  A shy hand reached up to touch his mouth.  “Do the Yehrin kiss?”

The definition provided by his translation interface caused his cock to jerk again.

“It is not customary,” he said, and her face fell.  “But I would very much like to experience it.  If you are willing.”

“I haven’t been kissed in a long time.  I miss it.”

“I am at your disposal.”

Her radiant little smile peeked out.  “It’s supposed to be a mutual pleasure.”

“Then you must instruct me.”

“Me?”  Her shocked look was followed by another smile.  She reached up and tugged his head down, her fingers burrowing into his short hair and circling the base of his horns.  He groaned at the feel of her soft fingers on the sensitive area, and she drew back.

“Am I hurting you?”

“Not at all.”  He couldn’t resist adjusting her position so that his aching cock nestled between the soft cheeks of her ass.  “That area is very sensitive.”

“Your horns?”

“Just at the base.”  He had to suppress a second groan as she stroked him there again.  “Yes, there.”

She tugged slightly, sending an electric thrill through his body, and he lowered his head.  Still using his horns to guide his movements, she tilted his head and then pressed her soft mouth against his.  The sensation was quite pleasant, but then she ran a soft little tongue across the seam of his lips.  He parted them instinctively and her tongue slipped inside his mouth.  Her taste exploded across his senses and he immediately wanted more.  

Careful to shield her from his teeth, he sucked the soft flesh deeper into his mouth, relishing the delicious taste.  Her fingers tightened around his horns and he grew bolder, letting his own tongue explore the tender depths of her mouth.  His cock throbbed an insistent demand, but his whole being was focused on where their mouths connected.  She nestled closer and he could feel the hard points of her nipples against his chest.  When he finally, reluctantly, raised his head, her lips were pink and swollen and her face glowed.

“That was wonderful,” she whispered.

“Yes, my lady.  Can we do it again?”

“Oh, yes.” 

As he started to lower his head, he remembered the way she had rubbed against him.  “Are your tits sore?”

She bit her lip.  “No.  Whatever it was you put on them worked really well.  It, um, felt really good when you applied it.”

“May I touch them again?”

A tide of color washed over her face and down her neck.  He desperately wanted to know if it stretched as far as those tempting little tits, but he waited until she nodded shyly before he parted the mutashi to reveal the perfect mounds that were indeed flushed a delicate pink.

“Oh.”  She jumped as he carefully cupped one breast, checking to make sure that no sign of injury remained.  The bruising had disappeared and only a thin red line marked the place where she had been cut.

“I didn’t realize you were going to…”

His gaze flicked to her face as he stroked a careful thumb across one taut peak.  A line had formed between her brows and he immediately halted his movement.

“Did I do something wrong?”

“I thought you meant over my clothes.”

He reluctantly started to withdraw his hand, but she took a deep breath and pressed it back in place with her small fingers.

“It’s all right.  Just… just be careful, okay?”

“I will always be careful with you, my lady.”

She gave him a considering look, then smiled.  “I think I believe you, my monster.”

He rewarded her trust by teasing the impudent little peak.  When she gasped and pressed against his hand, he gave into temptation and lowered his head, watching her carefully for any objection before he closed his mouth around her nipple.

Instead of protesting, she grabbed his horns, tightening her grip around them as he moved from tit to tit before returning to the tempting succulence of her mouth.  When he raised his head a second time, she was writhing against him, the tantalizing massage bringing him dangerously close to ejaculating.

“T’saran,” she gasped.

“Yes, my lady?”

“I want… I want to come.  Can you help me?”

His seed almost escaped at the shy request.  In answer, he slid his hand down her soft stomach until he reached the apex of her thighs.  He paused there, about to ask permission, when she parted her legs and he felt her hot damp heat for the first time.  A scrap of cloth separated his hand from her flesh, and he tore it away impatiently, sighing with satisfaction at the silky warmth beneath.  He delved deeper, finding a spot that made her gasp and clutch his horns even tighter.  Returning to the delightful temptation of her kiss, he stroked into her mouth with the same measured pace that he stroked the small hard nub of flesh.  She lifted her hips, urging him on, increasing the pace as her soft body moved across his cock in a tantalizing dance, his own body tightening in step with hers until at last she cried out into his mouth and he felt her liquid flooding his fingers even as his own seed gushed forth in an explosion of searing ecstasy.

When he dropped a final kiss on her lips and reluctantly raised his head, her eyes fluttered open.

“I… I’ve never… Thank you, my monster.”

Before he had a chance to respond, her eyes closed again, and her breathing deepened into the soft rhythm of sleep.  He held her in his arms for a long time, watching her face, full of wonder and fear.  He had found his L’chka and she was perfect—but he would have to return her to her planet and leave her alone until the fleet came.  Alone and unprotected.  His instincts raged at the thought, but he could find no alternative.  She would be no safer aboard a ship under T’ngorzul’s command.  He would have seethed about his foolishness in choosing such a desperate path to regain his rank, but how could he when it had brought him to her?

At long last, he placed her in his bed, cleansed them both, and then curled around her.  Tomorrow was uncertain, but for now, she was safe in his arms.


Chapter Seven

 

Lauren awoke slowly, feeling unusually safe and warm.  The source of both was T’saran, wrapped around her so tightly that she could barely tell where he ended and she began—although, the hard bar pressed against her ass was most definitely him.  She thought she should feel more embarrassed about the events of the previous evening than she actually did.  While it was more than a little mortifying that she had ended up having almost sex with an alien stranger, she was still amazed that she had finally had an orgasm.  

She had come a virgin to her marriage bed and Adam had been impatient with her nerves.  Their wedding night had been short and painful, and while she had eventually adjusted, she had never been able to more than tolerate their brief infrequent couplings.  He considered her failure to orgasm yet another indication of her shortcomings.  

But T’saran… T’saran had been patient and gentle and so incredibly sexy that even the memory had her pussy dampening.

“Mm.  You smell delightful this morning, my lady.”  T’saran’s deep voice rumbled against her ear and her nipples responded immediately, already anticipating pleasure.

He rolled her easily onto her back and rose over her, his horns dark and massive above her, but she wasn’t afraid.  His eyes glowed a soft purple in the dim light and she reached up to run her fingers lightly across his mouth.

“Good morning.”

“A good morning indeed, with you in my bed.”

Feeling unexpectedly playful, she smiled up at him.  “You know it is customary on Earth to start the day with a good morning kiss.”

“I approve of this custom.”

He lowered his head and she parted her lips, already anticipating the rough brush of his tongue. Unlike a human tongue, the surface of his was textured and almost coarse, but it felt amazing against her own and even more amazing against her nipples.  Would it feel just as amazing against her pussy?  The naughty little thought snuck into her mind and she smiled as his lips reached hers.

Unfortunately, she’d barely had time to taste him before he stiffened and lifted his head.

“What is it?”

He tapped impatiently at his wrist device with his claws.  “We have been summoned to the med lab.  I’m afraid I was only able to buy you one shift of delay.”

“Buy?”

“It’s of no consequence.”  He brought the lights up, then climbed out of bed, and the color filled her cheeks as she realized that aside from his wrist device, he was completely naked.  Unconcerned about his nudity, he walked to one of the cabinets while she watched in speechless awe.  Without clothes, she could see the well-defined muscles that covered every inch of his frame.  Her gaze traveled down over broad shoulders, a wide back, and a truly impressive ass to muscular thighs and calves and… clawed feet?  How had she missed that before?  She studied the three black front claws and the almost palm like foot leading to the rear claw in horrified fascination.  Then he turned around and she immediately forgot about his feet as she saw his cock for the first time.

Still partially erect, it hung heavily halfway down his thigh.  Unlike a human penis, it wasn’t a straight column, but instead bulged and twisted into an undulating shaft.  Even from here, she could also see that the surface wasn’t completely smooth, and she wondered if it was as coarsely textured as his tongue.  As she stared, it began to fill and lift.

“My lady.”  T’saran’s voice sounded strained.  “You make it very difficult for me to remember my duty.”

She ducked her head, old instincts kicking in.  “I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean to stare.”

“I am delighted to have your eyes upon me, but it makes me yearn for your touch as well.”

Still embarrassed, she nevertheless managed to raise her head and give him a shy smile.  “Maybe later?”

“I will look forward to it.”

 

After a quick wash and a hasty breakfast, they prepared to leave the cabin. T’saran had resumed the black uniform, a sleeveless top tucked into tight black pants with a wide utility-type belt fastened around his waist.  For her outfit, he had shortened the sleeves of the mutashi top with an intimidating looking knife before cutting away a large portion of the pant legs.  She was still swallowed by the garments, but she was also covered.  He paused at the door, apparently listening.

“What are you doing?” she asked, remembering his caution from the previous day.

“Checking to see if anyone is about.”  He looked down at her, eyes grave.  “Word of your presence has undoubtedly spread but I would prefer to avoid having anyone see you.”

Her head dropped at his words.  Was he ashamed of her?

Before the thought took hold, he raised her chin in one big hand.  “I do not want to have to fight every man who lays eyes upon you.”

At her blush, he dropped a far too brief kiss on her lips and led the way out of the room.

They made it to the lab without encountering anyone else and the rest of the day passed in a long blur of tests.  S’kran poked and prodded, although fortunately, he seemed able to perform his examinations while she was dressed.  He measured her eyesight, her hearing, her sense of smell, and even ran a taste test that included some remarkably disgusting substances.  He also took samples of all of her bodily fluids, although even the blood draw was quick and painless.

“Fascinating,” he muttered as he entered notes onto tablet computer.  “And only a single heart.  How inefficient.”

T’saran hovered in the background the entire time, a low continuous growl coming from his throat.  After his initial hesitation, S’kran seemed to accept it and barely flinched when the volume increased whenever he stepped to close to her.  That acceptance came to a rapid end when S’kran asked her to undress.  T’saran was immediately between her and the doctor, every inch an enraged Yehrin warrior.

S’kran stepped back, his hand flying to his throat.

“I need to do an internal examination.”

“Use the scanner,” T’saran growled.

“B-but Commander T’ngorzul wants visuals as well.”

“He is not going to get them from my L’chka.”

S’kran’s eyes widened.  “Your L’chka?  You have formed a mating bond?”

T’saran cast an almost embarrassed glance in her direction.

“She has not accepted my claim.”

Had he asked her?  She distinctly remembered him saying he had no right to make the claim, but he had seemed to indicate that he wanted to do just that.  The thought of a bond with him created a surprising yearning in her heart, even though she knew there was no future for them.  She would be returning to Earth—to her pathetic existence—and he was going off to do warrior things.  Would he even remember her if the Yehrin actually returned?

T’saran and S’kran continued to argue while she rather gloomily considered the possibilities.  To no one’s surprise, T’saran won the argument and escorted her back to his cabin.

After a rather silent dinner—where she noted that he gave her only the items she had enjoyed the night before—he stowed the table, then lifted her gently into his arms.

“You have been very silent, my lady.”

“As have you, my monster.”

“I do not wish to be parted from you,” he said immediately, surprising her with his directness.  A lump formed in her throat.

“I’m going to miss you, too.”  Fighting her natural urge to avoid a painful subject, she took a deep breath.  “Will I see you again?  If the Yehrin return.”

“The Yehrin will return and you will most definitely see me again.  I will miss you every day that we are apart.”

A tear escaped down her cheek and he leaned forward and kissed it gently before directing his attention to her mouth.  He kissed her long and slowly, and she could feel the same sorrow in her heart in his kiss.  But despite the underlying sadness, her body responded to his touch and she could feel his cock hardening beneath her.

“Will you allow me to bring you pleasure again tonight?”

“I would like that very much.”

As soon as she finished speaking, he stripped away the mutashi top and cupped her breast in one big warm hand.  

“That is much better,” he said, so obviously satisfied that she didn’t feel embarrassed to be half-naked in his arms.

“You could remove your top as well,” she suggested shyly. 

His fingers immediately went to his shoulder and the uniform fell away.  She put a hand on his chest.  Despite the hard muscles, his skin was warm and smooth, lightly dusted with dark hair.  Feeling brave, she trailed her hand down his stomach, but he caught it as she approached his waistband.

“You are tempting my control, L’ren.”

The fact that he responded so quickly to her touch was tremendously empowering and she gave him what she hoped was a sultry smile.

“Good.  Can I touch you?”

“I could wish for nothing more, but…”

Her heart sank at his hesitation and she suddenly felt exposed.  He must have read her expression because he kissed her gently.

“I do not believe you are ready to mate.  It is best that I concentrate on pleasuring you.”

“But what about you?”

“I find great satisfaction in your pleasure,” he said so sincerely that she couldn’t help but believe him.  “May I have the privilege of tasting you tonight?” 

“Tasting?  You mean…”  She made a helpless gesture, sure that her cheeks were on fire.  Another thing she had never experienced.

“I mean I wish to taste your delicious cunt,” he said bluntly, and her nipples tightened.  He smiled in satisfaction.  “I see that you approve.”

Before she could decide if she wanted to protest, he kissed her again, not sweetly this time, but with a passion that swept her along with him.  His hands roamed her breasts, tugging gently at the taut peaks, before he slipped his hand under her borrowed pants and parted her folds, grunting in satisfaction at her slickness.

“Perfect.”

He kissed down her neck, that rough tongue thrilling against her skin and she shivered with anticipation at how it would feel between her legs.  Pausing only briefly to tease her breasts, he parted her legs, spreading them wide and high.  She started to protest the exposure, but then she realized he had to do so in order to make room for his horns.  The impossible reality of a horned alien between her legs had her hesitating, but then he took the first long lick and her fears disappeared.  Her hands went instinctively to the base of his horns and he groaned his approval.

He lapped at her urgently, setting her nerve endings on fire, then thrust his tongue deep inside her channel in one sudden move.  The hot, wet intrusion had her hands tightening on his horns, and then he found a place inside her that had her whole body arching upwards.

“Oh, god.  T’saran!”

Still working the sensitive spot with his tongue, he brought a finger to her clit and began circling the swollen nub, the combined sensations bringing her to a rapid climax as her vision sheeted white and her body convulsed.  He growled against her clit and the vibrations sent her into a second series of spasms.  

When her eyes finally fluttered open, he was smiling at her, pointed teeth gleaming.

“That was as delightful as I anticipated.  Thank you, my lady.”

“I think I should be thanking you.  But what about you?”  

He rose to his feet and cast a rueful glance at his groin.  She realized that he, too, was naked, and his thighs were smeared with blue fluid.  It took her a second to realize that he had also come.

“Your semen is blue?”

He tilted his head.  “Yes.  Yehrin seed is always blue.  What color is human seed?”

“It’s white.”

“Does this bother you?” 

“No, not at all.”  Driven by an impulse she didn’t quite understand, she ran a finger across his thigh and brought the sample to her mouth.  She touched it lightly with her tongue, and found it had a delicious salty sweetness.  She popped her finger in her mouth and sucked off the rest of the delicious taste.  He groaned again as he watched her, and she realized that he was fully erect once again.

“I’ll fetch a cleaning cloth,” he said quickly, and disappeared into the bathroom.


Chapter Eight

    

 

Unlike the previous night, L’ren did not fall asleep after her climax.  After fighting down his unruly cock, T’saran cleansed them both, then gathered her into his arms, content to hold her as they both stared out at the moon.  She stroked his chest absently.

“Why are you here?” she asked suddenly.

“Commander T’ngorzul told you.  We are here to prepare for the invasion.”

“That’s not what I meant.  I meant this ship—you don’t belong here.  I don’t trust the commander for a minute and S’kran seems like a drunk.  Why aren’t you on a better ship?”

“Because this was the best ship I could get,” he said bitterly.

“Why?” she asked gently, her hand still stroking him in a soothing rhythm.

He found that he didn’t want to tell her, but she deserved the truth.

“On my first mission, I was assigned to the planet Ihana.  It was the third year of our occupation and things seemed to be progressing well.  I was assigned to the Supreme Commander’s personal guard.  It was a high honor.”  He had been so proud.  Fresh out of his Warrior House, full of confidence—sure that this was only the first step to an illustrious career.

“What happened?” she said softly.

“There was a female.”  He saw the slight flinch, but he was committed now.  “One of the natives, of course.  I think she was a few years older than me, but she was very beautiful and charming.  In my own arrogance, it never occurred to me that she might not be sincere in her protestations of devotion.”

Her face softened.  “She was using you?”

“Yes.”  Lingering bitterness still tainted his words.  “It was not until there was an attempt on the Supreme commander’s life that I realized.  She knew exactly when to seize the opportunity because I did not guard my tongue.”

“Did you tell anyone about it?”

“Of course.”  Devastated as he had been, he had never doubted his duty.  “I turned both of us over to my commander.  I was stripped of my rank and forced to watch as they… questioned her and then executed her.”  

He would never forget the defiance in her eyes… or the way she had laughed at how easily she had manipulated him. 

“I was sent to Kadah—a labor planet—for three years as a guard.” Three years before he disgraced himself again, but he found he didn’t have the stomach to reveal the second incident to her.  Only the fact that the base commander’s son had been involved had prevented him from being demoted a second time. It hadn’t stopped them from rushing him off the planet and into an equally low status position on a mining transport.  He had made three attempts to transfer off that ship before Commander T’ngorzul had offered him this position and a new rank.  And now he realized that despite the increased rank, he was as trapped as he had been on Kadah.

“What did she look like?” L’ren asked, breaking through his abstraction.

“She?”

“The female, on Ihana.”  Her cheeks were flushed, and she wasn’t looking at him.

He didn’t have to think, her image was etched into his brain.  Although, unfortunately, it was the image of her lined against a wall with the other conspirators, waiting for execution.  

“Golden skin, scaled like an Icluthian female.”  It had been bruised and darkened at the end. “Bright blue eyes.”  Those hadn’t changed, although they had gone from what he had foolishly assumed was loving to bitter and defiant.

“She sounds beautiful,” L’ren said, and he caught the sorrow in her voice.

“Not as beautiful as you, my lady,” he said firmly, pushing the past aside.  Perhaps all his previous mistakes had been leading up to this meeting, to this woman who he knew was destined to be his. 

“If you are not too tired, perhaps you will allow me another taste?”

He caught the scent of her arousal, even as she wiggled against him.

“Okay,” she whispered, and he lowered his head, determined to enjoy the present.

 

The next morning, Commander T’ngorzul summoned him to his cabin.  Unlike the rest of the ship, the space was not only pristine, but richly furnished in a tangible display of his family’s wealth.

Remembering their last encounter, T’saran knocked cautiously but T’ngorzul greeted him almost jovially, a satisfied smirk on his lips.

“The test results have been analyzed.  It looks promising, very promising.”

“That is good news, sir,” he said cautiously.

“It is indeed.  The next step is a true trial.  You will attempt to breed the human female.”

Even as his body responded to the idea, he took a step back.  The very process was forbidden.  “Sir?”

“You heard me.”  T’ngorzul waved an impatient hand.  “I had thought to do it myself, but I do not find her particularly appealing.”

A growl escaped his lips at both the insult to his female and the idea that another male would touch her.

“And that is the other reason.  This bond you have developed…  If she is not your true L’chka, you still seem to be experiencing a similar bond.  That gives me great hope for this experiment.”

“But what of the Forbidden Cycle?”  The Yehrin Supreme Council forbade relationships between warriors and the females of the planets they conquered for an initial period. 

T’ngorzul shrugged.  “The planet has not yet been conquered.  It doesn’t apply.”

T’saran was quite sure that wasn’t true, but looking at the commander’s arrogant face, he knew there was no point in arguing.

“But what if L’ren does not want to be bred?”

“Then you will convince her.”  T’ngorzul’s voice turned hard.  “Make no mistake, Officer T’saran.  We will attempt to breed her and if you are not willing then, bond or not, I will pass her to another member of the crew.”

T’saran wished that he were shocked by the commander’s threat, but he was only sickened.  An honorable Yehrin warrior would never force a female, but his experiences on the labor planet had shown him that not all warriors were honorable.  The rest of the small crew of the ship were loyal to T’ngorzul, and he had no doubt that they would obey his orders.  Impotent fury raged in his veins, and he bowed his head before T’ngorzul could see his rage. 

“I will do it,” he choked out.

“I thought so.”  The man’s self-satisfied chuckle added to T’saran’s anger, but he kept his mouth shut and headed for the door.  T’ngorzul had one last blow to deliver.  “And, T’saran, she will be examined tomorrow.  If there is no trace of your seed inside her, I will keep my promise and give her to another more willing male.”

Only the thought of L’ren waiting in his cabin enabled him to leave without drawing his sword.


Chapter Nine

 

He returned to his cabin to find L’ren pacing anxiously.

“What did he want?”

He could think of no way to make the news more palatable and finally just blurted out, “He wants me to breed you.”

The color left her face.  “Breed me?  But—”

“I know.  I know you do not want this.”  His hearts ached at the shocked expression on her face.  “But if I do not do it, he threatened to assign another crew member to the task.  I will defend you with my life, but I am outnumbered.”  There was a guard outside his cabin already.

“What exactly did he order you to do?” she said slowly.

“To have sex with you.  He believes that the test results prove that you will become pregnant.”

She gave him an odd smile. “He is wrong.”

“You may be right.  Yehrin breeding is… difficult.  That is why there are trials on each planet we conquer.  But do you think you can tolerate me enough to perhaps make the attempt?”

“Tolerate you?  T’saran, surely you know that I lo… like you very much.”

His hearts started to pound.  “Does that mean you are willing to try?”

Her head tilted and she stared off into the distance.

“Yes,” she said finally.  “I would like to have this time with you.”

Already eager to touch her, he stepped forward and she immediately drew back.  He froze in place.

“My L’chka, I think perhaps you are not ready.”

“I’m ready,” she assured him.  “Just… nervous.”

“I will sit on the bed.”  He sat down and, after a moment’s thought, stripped off his uniform top.  She seemed to enjoy stroking his chest.  “Do you want to sit next to me?”

“Yes,” she said hesitantly, then shook her head.  “Of course, I do.  I’ve spent two nights in your arms.  I’m just being silly.”

“We have all the time you need.”  He hoped.  “There’s no rush.” 

She nodded and sat next to him.  He put an arm around her and lowered them back to the position they had been in last night.  For a moment she tensed, then she sighed and snuggled closer, her hands reaching out to stroke his chest.

Forcing himself to wait until her body relaxed was more demanding than the toughest training exercise.  His cock was an incessant, throbbing ache and he wanted nothing more than to bury himself in her delicious cunt, but he wouldn’t rush her.

When her breathing slowed, he adjusted their position and kissed her—long, slow, drugging kisses that had her arching against him.  He loosened the mutashi and slid his hand inside, gently toying with her nipples until they were hard little nubs.  Still kissing her, he spread the garment wide, then finally raised his head.  Perfect.  Her lips were flushed and swollen, her eyes heavy and dazed. The sight of her delightful little body notched up his desire another notch, and he had to grind his cock against the bedding in a vain attempt to keep it under control.

Despite his need, he kept the pace slow, lingering over her breasts to lick and suck, before finally parting her legs.  She tensed slightly and he dropped kisses along the insides of her thighs until she relaxed again.  Her folds glistened and he licked eagerly at the delicious fluid before concentrating on her clit, licking and sucking until it was swollen and needy.  Her hands clutched his horns and he couldn’t prevent a groan, but she only shivered against his mouth.  While he circled her clit with his finger, he burrowed his tongue into her tight little cunt, easily finding the spot that made her quiver. Finally, finally, he increased his pace, plunging in and out of her tight sheath while he flicked back and forth across the swollen nub.  Her hands tightened, and her back arched, pressing tighter against his mouth, as she called out his name and came in a shuddering wave.

It took all his years of self-discipline not to follow her over into climax, but he clenched his free hand in a tight circle around his cock.  While she was still shuddering, he took a last delicious taste, then gently inserted a finger.  By the Ancestors, she was tight.  He could feel her sheath clenching against his digit as he worked it in and out.  Still wet and soft from her climax, she took a second finger with only a slight resistance.  He slowly scissored them apart, gently stretching her in preparation for his cock, while his mouth returned to her clit, teasing it until it stiffened once more. 

When she was as ready as he could make her, he finally released his aching erection and rose over her.  She looked up at him, eyes huge and dark, but he saw so sign of fear.  Moving with exquisite caution, he slowly, thoroughly, pushed his way into ecstasy.

 

Lauren bit her lip as T’saran’s massive cock finally began to enter her.  She could feel her pussy first resist then slowly open.  If she hadn’t been so wet and ready, if he weren’t being so exquisitely careful, it could have been painful.  Even with those things the stretch and the sense of fullness almost overwhelmed her.  She kept her eyes fixed on his, taking comfort in the glowing purple eyes watching her with equal intensity.  He thrust a little deeper, and she almost protested but then the roughened skin that sheathed his cock reached a place that instead made her cry out with pleasure.  She felt the fresh wetness easing his way and the undulations of his shaft pushing and pulling against her inside walls in a symphony of pleasure.

By the time he reached the end of her channel, they were both panting.  Impaled and spread open, she perched on the knife edge between pain and pleasure as he began an equally slow withdrawal.  Despite the overwhelming stretch, her channel clung to him, not wanting to lose the connection between their bodies. He paused when only the wide head remained inside her pussy, his face a taut mask, pointed teeth bared in a savage grimace.  He had never looked more alien, but she was not afraid.

“I… I can’t wait,” he growled, and his hips jerked forward an inch, two, the sudden movement once more catching her on the edge of pain.  But despite his words, he controlled his pace, entering her with exquisite slowness while his finger began circling her clit, the sensitive flesh also stretched wide by the massive invader.  His head dropped down and he began kissing her with frantic intensity.  The sensations overwhelmed her—the heat of his tongue thrusting into her mouth, the undulating cock that massaged her tender pussy while the rough surface awoke nerve endings she had never dreamed existed, the finger circling her oversensitive clit.  Her hands flailed, seeking something to cling to, something to hold her in place against the barrage of sensation, and she found his horns.  Her hands clamped down and he groaned deep and low into her mouth, his speed increasing now, and all she could do was hold on as electric waves of pleasure and pain flashed over her until at last, they sent her flying, her vision sheeting white as her body convulsed in mindless ecstasy, as he cried out her name and erupted in a torrent of hot, useless seed.

When her body finally calmed, tears were leaking from under her closed lids and she had her arms wrapped tightly around his neck. T’saran’s arms were equally tight around her as they clung together.  When he finally raised his head, his satisfied smile turned to a look of horror when he saw the tears on her cheeks.

“My L’chka, did I hurt you?”

“No, it’s not that.  It was wonderful—you were wonderful.”

He gave a relieved sigh.  “I regret the circumstances, but I cannot regret being with you.  I find myself hoping that my seed takes root.”

She took a deep breath, already anticipating the repulsion she would see in his eyes.  She had anticipated this moment, but she had been unable to resist the experience of being with him completely, even if was only once.  The Lauren of a few days ago would not have told him, would have waited for him to grow impatient and then angry the way that her ex-husband had, but she was no longer the same person.  T’saran had given her the courage to speak, even if it meant losing him.

“It will not take root,” she said quietly, forcing back the tears.

“Then we will try again,” he said, smiling softly.  “The effort is most enjoyable.”

“Yes, it is,” she agreed, and then reached up and placed a hand on that alien face, already so beloved.  “But it will never succeed.”

“What do you mean?”  His horns lowered as his brows drew together.

“I’m barren—infertile.  I can’t have children.”

“No children?” he repeated slowly, and despite her newfound bravery, she had to close her eyes, unwilling to see the horrible truth cross his face.

“No, never.”

Her heart broke as he slowly pulled free of her body, then immediately got up. When she opened her eyes, he was already getting dressed.  Had she been nothing more than a baby-making machine all along?

“You must dress, L’ren.  There is no time to waste.”

“Dress?”  He was throwing her out already?

“I have to get you off of the ship immediately.”

“Am I so disappointing?”  Despite her efforts, her voice trembled.

“Disappointing?”  He immediately ceased his urgent movements and came to her, drawing her up into his arms.  “My lady, my L’chka, you could never disappoint me.  I have never been happier that I am in your arms.  But once Commander T’ngorzul finds out, he is going to be very angry.  He has been tolerant so far in the hope that you would prove to be a breeder.  Once he learns that you are not, I am afraid that he will pass you to the crew.”

She stared at him in shock.  “You’re not upset that I can’t have children?”

“I am disappointed.  I would have liked a son with your smile.”  His face softened.  “But it is you that I love.  Having you at my side is happiness enough for any male.”

“You love me?”  This time, the tears were happy.

His eyes glowed soft purple.  “Of course, I do.  I have done so from the moment you put your hand in mine.”

“Oh, T’saran, I love you, too.”  

He groaned and pulled her closer, kissing her with passionate intensity before raising his head far too quickly.

“We will come back to this,” he promised, “but now we must go.  The guard left once I claimed you, and I believe there is a small window of opportunity for escape.  We must take it.  Get dressed and put your human coat on over the mutashi.”

As she hurried to obey, he disappeared into the bathroom.  When he returned, his shoulder was bleeding.

“T’saran, what happened?”

“It is nothing.”  He shrugged and pulled on a new shirt.  “I just removed my tracking chip.”

“Tracking chip?”

“All Yehrin warriors have one implanted so that their remains can be located.”

He wasn’t making sense.  “But why did you remove it?”

“So they can’t find me, of course.”

“Find you?  You mean on Earth?  Why would they be looking for you?”

“Because I am staying with you, my lady.”

An incredulous joy filled her.  “Do you mean it?”

“Of course.   I was foolish to ever think I could leave you for even a day.  However, I will have to stay cloaked until the Yehrin return and my appearance will not arouse suspicion.”

Happiness lightened her steps as she flew around the cabin getting dressed.

Once again, he stopped and listened at the door, then led her rapidly through the ship until they emerged in a cluttered landing bay with a single small vessel in the center.  They had just reached the base of the flyer, when Commander T’ngorzul’s voice came from behind them.

“Just what do we have here, Officer T’saran?  Or should I say former Officer T’saran?”

 


Chapter Ten

 

T’saran pushed her gently behind him as he turned to face the commander.  His hand had gone to his belt, but he answered calmly.

“I am returning L’ren to her planet.”

T’ngorzul stepped further into the bay, his hand on his belt as well.  “I did not order her return.”

“But it is my duty to return her.” T’saran moved to meet the commander.

“You’re hardly a good judge of duty,” T’ngorzul sneered. “You almost got your Supreme Commander killed over a female.”

T’saran didn’t even flinch, although she knew from his story how much the incident distressed him.

“That was a mistake.”

“So is this.  If you do this, you will never achieve another commission.”

T’saran shrugged.  “That is no longer of importance to me.”

With a snarl of rage, T’ngorzul pulled a hilt from his belt, a blade magically extending.  T’saran repeated the gesture, his own sword appearing in his hand.

The men sprang at each other, conversation abandoned.  They thrust and parried in a deadly dance as she watched in horror.  The moves were almost too fast to follow, but she suddenly realized that T’ngorzul was trying to get to her and T’saran was blocking him.  She edged away from the ship, looking for some way to help.  T’saran roared and she saw a bloody gash appear on his stomach.

“No,” she cried.

“Yes,” T’ngorzul panted.  “You’re next, you pathetic bitch.”

Her hand closed around something that bore a close resemblance to a paint can.  Gathering her strength, she threw it at T’ngorzul as hard as she could.  It barely came close to him, but it startled him enough that he took his attention off of T’saran for a brief second.  It was enough.  T’saran’s blade cut a line down across T’ngorzul’s chest, then he reversed his grip and slammed the hilt against the commander’s head, leaving a line of blood from temple to cheek as the man finally collapsed.

T’saran swayed and she rushed to his side.  Sliding under his arm, she tried to provide what support she could, but he was incredibly heavy.  Gritting his teeth, he managed to make it onto the ship and into the pilot’s chair, but he was panting, and his wound was bleeding heavily.

“Hold on,” he warned, as the landing bay doors opened, and he launched the ship.  As soon as they were clear, he pushed a few more button and sat back.

“Autopilot,” he muttered, his complexion paling to a sallow grey.

Lauren ripped off her coat and the mutashi and pressed the top against his stomach, watching in horror as it immediately turned bright red.  

“T’saran, I don’t know how to stop the bleeding.”

He fumbled at his belt, then handed her the device she remembered from when he had treated her injuries.   

“Need to cauterize the injury.  Press the button and move it along the wound.”

“I can’t.”

“Yes.  My lady.”  He smiled at her as his eyes drifted shut.

“No!  T’saran, wake up!”  She raised a shaking hand to his mouth, breathing a sigh of relief when she could still feel him breathing.

Despite her trembling hands, she managed to peel his shirt away from his injury.  The deep gash made her stomach twist, but he needed her.  She had to do this.  Taking a deep breath, she pressed the button and touched the device to one end of the horrible gash.  A faint smell of burning filled the cockpit and she gagged, but she fought down the sickness.  T’saran’s body jerked but he didn’t regain consciousness.  With a muttered prayer, she continued along the wound.

By the time she was finished, she was sick and shaking, but the bleeding had stopped. She wished she had something to put on the newly closed flesh but there was nothing.  

As the ship continued towards Earth, she tried to think of a plan.  She had to get him somewhere safe, somewhere out of sight.  As the planet grew closer and they flew in low over the ocean, it came to her.  The boat—the wretched boat her father had left her would finally be good for something.  All she had to do was get him there.

As the ground grew closer, she realized that they were headed back to Philadelphia, back to the diner.  Of course, he must have simply set the autopilot to return.  The small ship came to a quiet landing on top of the same building housing the diner.  Now all she had to do was find some type of transportation.

After pulling on her jacket, she managed to open the door of the flyer.  With an anxious glance at T’saran, still unconscious, she crept to the edge of the roof.  A bitter wind whistled around her ears.  The alley below was shrouded in darkness but she was too consumed with worry about T’saran to relive that nightmare.  The lights on the convenience store sign were still on which made it relatively early since it closed at eight.  She peered into the darkness, trying to decide what to do.  If she’d had the skills, she would have had no hesitation in stealing a car, but she knew absolutely nothing about car theft.  Car…  She leaned further over the edge.  

Yes!  Manny’s car was parked at the end of the alley in the illegal parking spot he used when he was in a hurry.  What’s more, she knew that he kept a key hidden in the wheel well.  Now all she had to do was get T’saran down to the car.  Biting her lip, she climbed back into the ship and reluctantly tried to wake him.

For a long moment, she was afraid that he wouldn’t respond, but his eyes finally opened.

“My lady,” he whispered. 

Her eyes filled with tears.  “My monster.”

She kissed his hand and it tightened around hers.

“We made it to Earth, and I think I have a place where we can go, but you’re going to have to climb down from this roof.  I can’t carry you.”

He started to nod, then thought better of it.  Instead, he used the arms of the chair and managed to stand.  Lauren hastily ducked under his arm and braced herself to help support his weight.  Together they made it through the door and onto the roof, both of them panting.  Leaning heavily against her side, he pulled a small control from his belt and aimed it at the ship.

“What’s that?”

“Self-destruct.  Leave no trace.”  He pushed the button then turned away.

He was destroying his last chance to return.  More tears wanted to fall, but she didn’t have time for that now.  When they reached the edge of the roof and looked down the fire escape, she could have cried again.  It was only two stories, but how could he make it in his condition?

“I’ll go first,” she said.  “I’ll brace you.”

“No.  My weight could make you fall.  I will go first.”

“But, T’saran, you’re hurt.”

“I know.”  A gleam of humor lit his face for the first time.  “But I will still go first.”

“Please be careful.”

“I will,” he promised, and lowered his leg over the ledge.  She watched in an agony of apprehension until he was several steps below the roofline.  As she turned to follow him, she gasped.  The ship was gone.  Nothing remained but a small heap of ashes, and even as she watched the wind blew some of them away.

No turning back now.  She stepped off onto the ladder, her hands clinging to the cold metal.  Her fingers were numb by the time she made it to the bottom, but she made it and T’saran was there waiting for her.  He was leaning against the building, pale and shaking, but he was alive and upright.  She slipped under his arm again, and they managed to make it to the car.  It was a beat-up old Dodge, but she knew Manny took care of the engine.  

She had to check three wheels before she found the key and she was beginning to panic when her fingers closed around the small magnetic box.  When she opened the passenger door, T’saran half fell inside, collapsing onto the seat.  She helped him lower the seat back and he smiled at her.

“I may sleep,” he warned. 

“That’s fine.  You need to recover your strength.”

He took her hand and showed her another device on his belt.  

“Cloaking,” he said, then pressed the button and disappeared from view.  If she hadn’t still been touching him, she would have panicked.  Even so, it was remarkably eerie to see him vanish.  Her hands shook as she closed the door.  Hurrying around to the driver’s side, she breathed a prayer of relief that the gas tank was almost full.

“Hold on, my monster.  We’re on our way.”

A warm invisible hand closed over hers.

 

By the time they reached Wilmington, eight hours later, she was so tired she could barely see.  She had spent the whole trip hunched over the steering wheel, convinced that she would see a trail of police cars behind her at any moment.  T’saran floated in and out of consciousness, frequently muttering in Yehrin.  But he was still there, still alive, and when they finally pulled into the parking lot of the marina, he was coherent again.

At four o’clock in the morning, thankfully no one was around as she parked at the far end of the docks.  T’saran made it out of the car under his own power and uncloaked.

“That’s her.  Lady’s Pride.”  She had only accompanied her father three times, but the graceful lines of the wooden sailing ship were etched in her memory.  He had seemed… softer on those trips.  Perhaps he had given her the ship in remembrance of those times.

“A fine craft,” T’saran said.  “Can you sail her?”

“Probably not,” she admitted.  “But there’s an engine to get us out on the water and there are manuals on board.  We can learn together.”

“Together.  I like the sound of that, my L’chka.” 

She smiled and took his hand, then looked back at the car.

“What should we do about that?  It’s a connection between me and the ship.”

He pulled another object from his belt and lurched forward to place it in the car.

“Another self-destruct?” she guessed.

“Yes.  The last one.  I have no other way of obscuring our trail.”

“The ocean will take care of that.”

Together they walked to the boat, ignoring the quiet rustle from behind them.  The air was warmer here, already hinting at the upcoming spring.  It whispered across her cheeks as they untied the lines and cast off.  The engine started with a quiet purr and they puttered slowly out of the marina and down the Cape Fear river.  The sun began to rise just as they reached the ocean and she turned to smile at T’saran.  He was still uncloaked and leaning forward, studying the horizon.  The rising sun gilded the edge of his horns, but he didn’t look out of place.  He looked like a mythic warrior off to explore new lands.

“I think we made it,” she said softly, the tension finally leaving her shoulders.

“We did.  Thanks to you, my brave L’chka.”  He rose a little shakily and came to stand beside her.  “I have been so obsessed with regaining the promise of a career, but all I really need is right here.”

“‘All I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by,’” she quoted softly.

“And you, my lady.  I love you, L’ren.”

“I love you, too, T’saran. My monster.”

She nestled against his side, and together they sailed out into the dawn. 


Epilogue

 

Ten months later

 

As soon as the boat cleared the harbor, T’saran uncloaked.  The months at sea had been good to him.  His wounds had healed, although he would always carry the scars, and the sun had darkened his skin to a deep slate grey.  He was shirtless, as he usually was aboard ship, and she ran an appreciative eye over him as he scowled. Once she would have flinched at the forbidding expression, but she knew her Yehrin warrior would never lay a hand on her.

“I still do not like this.” he muttered.  “They think you are alone and unprotected.”

“But I’m not.”  She stepped closer and ran her hands up over that broad, hard chest.  “I’m never going to be alone again.”

His face softened as it always did when she touched him.  “Neither of us will be.”  

He bent his head and kissed her, lifting her effortlessly into his arms as she wrapped her legs around his waist.  His kiss turned hard, demanding, as it always did after one of their infrequent visits to a small port where she would trade the shells he’d gathered from deep beneath the ocean for the few items they needed to purchase.

“I need you, my L’chka,” he growled in the deep rumble that never failed to arouse her own desire.

“I need you, too, my warrior.”  She tugged on the short beard he had grown, the bracelets he had made for her jingling softly.  “I want to ride you.”

His eyes heated as she knew they would. He lowered them to the deck, leaving her astride his waist. Moving with tantalizing slowness, she pulled off the light linen top she’d worn ashore and discarded her bra.  His eyes were focused on her breasts, and the heat of his gaze felt as tangible as warm breeze that swept across her skin and turned her nipples to aching points.  He brought his hands up, easily spanning her ribcage as he ran a teasing claw across the taut flesh.  Mm.  She shivered and leaned forward, letting her nipples drag across his chest as she kissed her way up to his mouth.  

Lingering there, she dropped butterfly kisses across his mouth, then nibbled his full lower lip, licking and teasing before she finally gave in to temptation and slid her tongue against his rougher one.  Once again, the kiss turned hard and demanding and she writhed against him, her slick pussy rubbing along the hard ridges of abdominal muscle.  His hand slid between her legs and stopped.

“L’ren, where are your undergarments?”

Grinning at his shock, she wiggled impatiently.

“I didn’t wear them.”

“You went ashore without them?”  His eyes glowed purple.

“I knew that you’d only rip them off when we returned. I didn’t want anything separating us.”

With an impatient growl, he ripped away his own pants, lifted her up, and impaled her on his cock in one swift move.  Even after all these months, he stretched her to her limit, and she arched her back with pleasure.  His hand moved back between her legs, strumming her swollen clit.

“Dance for me, my lady.”

And she did, moving in time with the rhythm of the ocean, reveling in the sunlight, the freedom, and most of all, the beloved alien watching her, eyes alight with love, until they surged together into a long shuddering climax.   

  

A considerable time later, they were lying on the deck, watching the clouds.  Still wrapped in T’saran’s arms, Lauren jumped when the boat’s radio turned itself on. A deep, pleasant voice emerged, informing them in perfect English that the Yehrin had arrived. She listened in shock as the Yehrin leader outlined a plan of cooperation and technological advance. 

“I don’t understand,” she said after the radio clicked back off. “He seems so different than T’ngorzul.  He sounds like he really wants to help humans.  And now that it’s official, you won’t have to be cloaked anymore.”  She took a deep breath. “We could even go back to a city if you want.”

“I am still a deserter,” he said dryly.  “But it is of no consequence. I have no fondness for city life. I have everything I could ever want or need right here.”

He pulled her back into his arms and kissed her until her toes curled. When he raised his head, she smiled up at him, that alien face now so beloved. He smiled back at her before his expression turned thoughtful.

“That was S’mathan, Leader of the Scholars.” He rubbed his chin. “He must have convinced the Supreme Council to try a peaceful approach.”

“That’s good, right?”

“I don’t know,” he said slowly. “I was trained to believe that a swift, decisive victory is best for all.”

“But if it’s peaceful, no one has to be the winner.”

“Perhaps,” he said, but she could see the doubt in his eyes. “As long as the humans don’t fight back.”

“And if they do?”

“Our warriors will come, and your humans will be defeated.”

“We can fight,” she said indignantly, despite the chill tracing her spine. 

“I know you can, little warrior.”  For a moment his eyes warmed as he stroked a finger down her cheek, then he turned serious again. “But it won’t matter.  In the end, you’ll lose.”

“Maybe the Yehrin will just decide to leave,” she argued. 

“No, my L’chka. Earth has something far too precious for that—our hope for the future.”

“You mean...”

“Yes. Your women.  Any warrior would willingly die for a chance to achieve the happiness that I have found.”

How could she argue with that?  Meeting T’saran was certainly the best thing that had ever happened to her.  She smiled up at him.

“Then I can only hope that other Earth women will be as lucky as I am.”

He lowered his head to kiss her again and her concerns for the future disappeared.


Author’s Note

 

Thank you so much for reading Alien Selection!  I hope you enjoyed reading this story as much as I enjoyed writing it!  I never intended to write a prequel to the Alien Invasion series, but as soon as I started wondering about what had happened prior to the events of Alien Conquest, I knew I had to tell the story of T’saran and Lauren!

 

Want more horned alien warriors?

 

The first book in the Alien Invasion series, Alien Conquest, describes what happens when S’mathen’s peaceful plans go awry and a human female gets caught in the backlash!

 

Find Alien Conquest on Amazon!

 

And for information on the upcoming releases in the Alien Invasion series, plus all the latest teasers and giveaways - Sign up for my Newsletter!

 


Other Titles

 

If you like hot alien warriors and the human women they can’t resist, there’s more steamy goodness available in my Alien Abduction series, beginning with Anna and the Alien.  

 

A kidnapped woman.  An alien warrior.  Can they find happiness on a deserted planet?

 

The Alien Abduction Series
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Or for a sweet and steamy standalone romance, co-authored with the fabulous Bex McLynn, try Mama and the Alien Warrior!  

 

Can a weary warrior and an abducted single mom save each other?
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