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About the Author:

Blurb:

Layla Francis is on her way home from work when a massive flash suddenly flashes across the North Dakota evening sky. She believes the phenomenon is thunder and lightning, and all she wants to do is get home safely and before the storm.

Then, there is another flash, but not as large as before. Layla ignores the phenomenon, passes it off as a storm in the making, and keeps pushing her foot down on the gas pedal.

She’s petite, pretty, and human. 

She has no idea that the flash in the sky is not of this world. The space cruiser had entered the forbidden Earth’s airspace.

She will meet the captain of an alien star cruiser. He’s a warrior and an explorer, and there’s no room in his life for Layla.

His name is Drakon, and once he meets her, he becomes her protector and more. 

How do you solve a problem like Layla?

Perhaps love is the solution.

***Adult content*** 
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The summer breeze rushed over Layla as she left the warehouse, her mind on getting home to drink a tall, cold glass of iced tea. She hadn’t made many friends since she moved from L.A., which made little difference. She only had a few friends in L.A.

Layla Frances was exhausted as she slipped into her ten-year-old Chevrolet pickup truck, started the engine, and left work. She yawned because she was bone tired. Working the night shift at the home improvement store was taking its toll on her. Supply shortages and people who didn’t want to work had her department grossly short-handed.

Bismarck, North Dakota, was as big a city as any city in North Dakota could get. Again, it made little difference to her. She was always a loner.

Petite curvy with large, deep brown eyes and dark auburn hair, Layla attracted a great deal of attention. Men in North Dakota were big and brawny, and the few dates she had were also awkward and clumsy, with little care for her sexual needs.

She decided to put off the dating game until the winter and focus on getting settled adequately in her new home, a small, stunning, logged cabin. 

She was looking forward to the winter. She’d been told they were brutal but beautiful. For her, the thought was exciting. Being brought up in California, she’d never experienced the severe cold or snow.

As she started her journey home, the roads were dark and ominous. Layla gripped the steering wheel, her mind on getting home, drinking iced tea, and going to bed. She had the next two days off and would sleep at least one of those days away.

Above her, as she drove, she noted that the moon was almost full and wondered if that would bring out the werewolves. She giggled. “Silly, there is no such thing as a werewolf.”

She kept on driving when the check engine light came on. “Shit,” she cursed. “Just let me get home.”

Layla stepped on the gas, hoping to get the old heap of metal home before it petered out on her. “Jeeze, these roads are dark. One thing I miss is the brightly lit streets of L.A.,” she said as she kept driving. 

Layla left L.A. two years ago when her company offered her an assistant manager’s job in Bismarck, North Dakota. “What the hell was I thinking, coming out here in the middle of nowhere?” she said as she watched the check engine light on her car’s dashboard. “Just get me home,” she whispered as she kept driving. “Damn it. There is nothing for a few miles. I just need to get a few miles further,” she moaned.

Suddenly, there was a massive flash in the sky. Thunder and lightning, she thought. “Get me home, get me home,” she repeated. Then, another flash in the sky, shot across the night sky, not as large as before. Layla ignored the phenomenon, passed it off as a storm in the making, and kept pushing her foot down on the gas pedal.

And then the engine cut out completely, and she was coasting along. “No,” she shouted. “Please, no, you old piece of shit!”

The car came to a complete stop. She checked her phone, and she still had two miles to go. “Oh, well, that’s not so bad,” she mumbled as she got her things and locked the car. She thought of calling a few friends, but it didn’t pay. She only had two more miles to go, and anyone she called wouldn’t get to her any quicker than if she walked. She slipped on her backpack and began her long walk.

She looked up to the sky. “Funny,” she said, “It doesn’t look like rain.” She laughed. “Idiot,” she said to herself, “It’s dark. You can’t see the damn clouds.”

She kept walking, took her phone out, went to her music channel, and began playing her favorites. She started to sing, and then another flash lit the sky.

She shielded her eyes. “What the fuck,” she said under her breath.

A loud, high-pitched sound reverberated in her ears, and her knees weakened. Layla tried to stand but slowly fell to the ground. The air around her became thick and made it hard to breathe. Large hands ran over her face, and vibrant green eyes stared into hers. 

A deep voice spoke, but she couldn’t understand what it was saying. She was lifted off the ground and into strong arms. Another voice rang through her ears, deep and unmistakably a man’s voice, but the language was foreign. 

She was moving.

Solid muscled arms carried her.

Bright lights glared in the distance. 

What was that?

Was she home?

Was she dreaming?

Was she back in L.A.? 

Then, deep male voices filled her ears. 

A large hand ran over her body, tweaked a breast, and probed between her legs. What was happening? 

She was still in strong arms, and she was moving.

A strange odor filled her nostrils, and she was more dazed than ever.

Layla lost consciousness.
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Tarek gazed at the female in his arms. “She’ll have to do. We’re running out of time to meet our quota. We need to investigate if she’s done something wrong.”

Bratta shook his head. “The captain is going to be pissed. He has an aversion to humans. Put her down, Tarek, and let’s get back to the ship.”

“Bullshit. He’s going to rant when he sees we’ve come up short. She’ll have to do. We’ll get a few credits for her, even if she’s not a criminal—some of the other species like human females. We can get rid of her on one of the pleasure outposts and probably get as much for her as the dirtbags we’re rounding up. You must admit she is a pretty female. Although she’s small, she has all the right curves. Our species are compatible, but we’ve been told that humans are off-limits for years. I’ve bedded a few, and they are addictive.”

Bratta shook his head, “It figures you would defy what the council has forbidden. I’m not taking the heat for this. It’s all on you.”

Tarek shrugged his shoulders. “At least we made the quota.”

Bratta glanced at her vehicle. “Should we just leave it?”

Tarek laughed. “People disappear all the time. What’s one more? Just leave it. Earthlings,” Tarek sneered. “These humans believe other life forms don’t exist and are the only intelligence living in the galaxies and the universe. Won’t this little beauty be in for a surprise?”

Bratta just waved a hand at him. “Bah, by the time we are out of Earth’s space, it won’t matter, will it?’

“Nope.”

Bratta nodded as they boarded the shuttle and helped Tarek belt down the little dark-haired human female. There was one area behind their seats for cargo, and she fit there perfectly. Tarek nodded to Bratta as he belted himself in his seat. “We’re off.”

Bratta sat there checking their cargo over. “She’s pretty and smells good. I wonder if she’s like our females.”

Tarek shrugged his shoulders. “Scan her and see if she really is compatible with our species. I see she has breasts. That’s a good sign. I suspect there’s a reason for these humans to be off-limits. I never put much stock into Quanton warnings.”

Bratta was up and came back with a tablet. He ran it over Layla’s body from head to toe and waited for the results. “Shit, Tarek, biologically, there is very little difference between our females and human females.” 

“Run it again. That’s impossible.”

Bratta did as Tarek asked and did a complete scan again. He handed it to Tarek. “See for yourself; she’s like us.”

“You’re right. I’ve fucked a few in my time and notice no difference sexually. They react better than any Quanton mate I’ve ever had. But again, I never thought much about that forbidden crap. Let’s get her on board the Prekas Five and hope the captain doesn’t ring our fucking necks.”

Bratta kept reading the tablet. “Damn, she has all the right equipment, a set of tits that I’d love to touch, and nipples I want to make hard.”

“Keep your cock in your uniform. We’re in enough trouble. Leave her alone.”

“I want to touch her; there’s no harm in touching her.”

“Let’s get back to the Prekas Five. Leave her alone. If the captain gives you the okay, we’ll have a little fun. But not until then.”

“Yeah, sure,” Bratta said.

Bratta sat and watched the pretty female, his mind wandering and thinking about what it would be like to be inside her. He rubbed his crotch, wanting to touch her, but was worried the captain would throw them both in the brig. He reached over and ran his hands over her breasts. Damn, she felt good. 

The human began to move her head and open her eyes. He pulled his hand back because she was coming out of the fog they’d put her in.

Bratta was anxious to slip the confinement collar on her. It would also help them to communicate. It could interpret millions of languages and dialects.

He sat back, visions of fucking the little human on his heated mind. He decided to blindfold her. It would be easier for her to
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