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Chasing Mayhem

Cynthia Sax

Wild. Free. Hers.

* * *

Mayhem has spent his lengthy lifespan obeying the
Humanoid Alliance’s rules. Finally free from their cruel control,
the cyborg warrior plans to cause chaos. He infiltrates a remote
settlement, provokes the savage locals until they want him dead,
and allows himself to be captured by the sexiest little Retriever
he has ever laid his mechanically-enhanced eyes on.

Imee’s sole mission in life is to keep her family
alive. To do this, she must hunt rebels, returning them to the
Humanoid Alliance's evil clutches where they will be executed. She
doesn’t allow herself to feel anything for her targets…until she
meets a tall, muscular cyborg with wild hair and even wilder
eyes.

With his sure hands, laughing lips and erotic holds,
Mayhem makes Imee’s body sizzle and her resistance melt. Their love
is doomed. She must deliver the warrior to his death or she’ll
place her family’s safety at risk. But she can’t resist him.

Imee soon discovers that Mayhem, life, and love are
never predictable.












Chasing Mayhem

Published by Cynthia Sax at Smashwords

Copyright 2016 Cynthia Sax

Ebook design by Mark's Ebook Formatting

Discover more books by Cynthia Sax at her
website

www.CynthiaSax.com

Smashwords Edition, License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite
ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard work of this author.

This is a work of fiction. All of the
characters, organizations, and events portrayed in this story are
either products of the author’s imagination or are used
fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual events, locales or
persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

First edition: September 2016

For more information contact Cynthia Sax
at

www.CynthiaSax.com












Table of Contents

 Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

About The Author


Chapter One

 Mayhem was
free.

Since the planet rotation he had been manufactured,
he’d been forced to follow other beings’ commands, to adhere to an
order he found unnatural. He had finally escaped the Humanoid
Alliance’s cruel control, and he planned to create chaos.

He planned to create it on the small planet of
Carinae E.

With Menace’s assistance, he guided the ship they’d
stolen downward. White sand swirled below them, eddies of grit
pinging against the metal underbody. Carinae E was unmonitored,
sparsely populated, and thrillingly uncivilized.

Anything could happen.

“We should have buzzed the settlement’s watchtower.”
Excitement coursed through his circuits. “That would have gotten
Death’s attention.”

“Death might not have landed on Carinae E.” Menace,
his friend and partner in this latest escapade, resembled him in
many ways. He had the same dark-brown hair, dark-brown eyes, tanned
skin. His model number was inked on his cheek and he wore the
Humanoid-Alliance-issued black body armor. They were both highly
trained warriors.

But they weren’t clones. There were differences
between them, slight but significant. Menace’s hair was cropped
short. It wasn’t as spiky and wild as Mayhem’s was.

He also didn’t share Mayhem’s appreciation for the
randomness of the universe.

“Death’s female is human.” Mayhem shrugged. “He has
to stop somewhere and replenish the nourishment bars she
requires.”

Cyborgs could utilize the input tubes built into
their ships, inserting those energy and nourishment feeds into
their wrist interfaces. Humans didn’t have that capability.

“He should have returned to the Homeland,” Menace
grumbled.

Most cyborgs who had found their females returned to
the Homeland or other cyborg-controlled space, to the many rules
and restrictions there. Females compatible with cyborgs were rare,
a fluke of genetics tying a warrior to one particular female. Those
‘lucky’ enough to find their females protected them, and the best
place to do that was on the Homeland.

Mayhem had no desire to ever voyage to the Homeland
and he had no interest in finding his female. He enjoyed being
free, having no responsibilities.

Assisting Death with protecting his female wasn’t
truly a responsibility. It was merely an excuse to join him on his
adventure.

Death was one of the best warriors in the galaxy. He
could protect one small human female.

“He could have returned to the Homeland. We don’t
know.” Mayhem loved the uncertainty of their mission. Yes, Death’s
ship had been tracked to this sector and yes, Carinae E was the
only planet in the sector containing life, but the cyborg and his
female could have already left, moving to the next planet, the next
unknown.

It was a big glorious galaxy filled with unexplored
terrain and unfamiliar beings.

“If this piece-of-debris ship could distinguish
cyborgs from humanoids, we’d know if he was here.” Menace smacked
the console with his palm. “Our search would be over in mere
moments”

They could scan the settlement without landing on
the surface.

“What would be the fun in that?” The floor shuddered
under Mayhem’s booted feet as the ship touched down. He cut the
engines and removed his hands from the control panel. “While
searching, we can mix with the locals. Some are bound to be violent
and--”

“All beings within the Refuge are under my
protection.” A voice crackled over the ship’s communications
system. “There’s no killing without my authorization.”

Mayhem stared at the distorted image appearing on
the main viewscreen. He had planned to make a comment about
killing, a task cyborgs were designed to do, a task many of them
thoroughly enjoyed.

Who is he and how did he access our ship’s
systems? Menace asked using their private transmission line.
We blocked all incoming communications.

They were cyborgs, half organic, half machine. No
being should be able to break that block.

Mayhem tried to unscramble the image and was unable
to. That was another testament to the male’s skills.

“Your friend and his female aren’t in the
settlement,” the unknown male informed him, using the universal
language. “But you’re welcome to search it, providing you follow
our rules.”

Frag that. Mayhem was done with following rules.
“How do you know who we’re looking for?”

Had Death and his female been captured by the
Carinae? Is that how the male knew about them?

Death was one of their best warriors but there were
rumors of genetic enhancements and cloning on Carinae E. It was
possible to modify a humanoid until his or her skills in battle
rivaled a cyborg’s.

“I know everything.” The male’s tone was arrogant.
“Stay by your ship. I’ll send a being to escort you to our
gates.”

“I volunteer for that duty, Kralj.” A female joined
the conversation, her voice stroking over Mayhem’s balls and
hardening his cock.

He straightened in his seat, his circuits humming
with awareness, his stomach twisting with dread. There was only one
being who’d have that impact on him.

Mayhem stifled a curse. He wasn’t ready to meet his
female, not yet.

“You want him, Imee?” the male, Kralj, asked. “You
don’t know what he is.”

“They’re targets. That’s all I need to know,” the
female, Imee, murmured at auditory levels no human could overhear.
Mayhem wasn’t human, however. He heard every word. “They escaped
the Humanoid Alliance. They’re flying one of their ships. The
Humanoid Alliance will want the males back and will reward me
handsomely for that.”

“I haven’t given you permission to retrieve him.”
Kralj made no attempt to hide his communications.

“Them,” she corrected. “And you will.” Her
confidence made Mayhem smile. She was a strong female, accustomed
to getting her own way.

The male made a non-committal noise. “Imee will meet
you at your ship, warriors. I recommend that both of you
remain there.”

The communication line closed.

Mayhem and Menace looked at each other.

“We’re not remaining here.” Menace was the first to
speak. “We’ll climb over the walls, enter the settlement
unannounced, search the grounds, and leave before that Kralj being
realizes we’ve been there.”

“Two warriors aren’t required for the search.” Once
they were within close proximity, a cyborg could sense another
cyborg’s presence. “One of us should stay with the ship and ensure
Imee, our escort, doesn’t salvage it for parts.”

Mayhem wouldn’t breed with his female, not yet, not
until he’d had a few more adventures, explored a few more
planets.

But he wanted to meet her, wanted to see if the rest
of her was as appealing as her voice, as her take-no-prisoners
attitude.

“I’m not sitting around the ship, playing guard
duty.” Menace snorted. “Searching the settlement was my idea.”

“You had the idea but do you have the skills to
complete the mission?” Mayhem argued out of habit. He wasn’t
interested in the search-the-settlement assignment. Imee was his
mission. He grasped the container of semi-permanent stain set on
the console, the material cool against his fingers. “Scaling the
walls unseen requires stealth.”

“Frag you.” His friend’s eyes glittered with humor.
“My stealth abilities equal yours and I have the higher kill
rate.”

“Because I gave you that last kill on Tau Ceti.”
Mayhem dipped two fingers into the container and dragged his
fingertips across each of his cheekbones, enjoying the
primitiveness of the marking.

“You missed that last kill. You didn’t give me
anything.”

“I’m giving you this.” He tossed Menace the
container. “Cover your model number.”

“Which was, again, my idea.” The warrior did as he
was ordered. The black marks on each of his cheeks made him appear
as savage as the beings they’d soon interact with.

“You chatter about so many ideas. One of them is
bound to be good.” Mayhem teased his friend.

“I had two good ideas this planet rotation
alone.”

“Isn’t that your record?”

“Ha.” Menace rolled his eyes. “As usual, you’re
focusing on the wrong issue. I can complete the search mission.
There’s zero doubt about that. The more critical question is, ‘Can
you safeguard our ship from the female?’” His voice lilted with
humor. “She sounds formidable.”

She sounded sexy as all frag. Mayhem stood, eager to
see the female named Imee. “She could be formidable.” He ran
his hands over his weapons, ensuring his daggers remained in his
body sheaths and his guns were in his holsters. “Unlike a certain
arrogant ass, I don’t underestimate the enemy.”

“Unlike a certain arrogant ass with a higher kill
rate and numerous great ideas, you must have meant to say.” His
friend laughed. “Try not to get yourself shot this time.”

“Is that reminder for yourself?” Mayhem swaggered
toward the exit. “Because if I recall correctly and, being a
cyborg, I always recall correctly, you were the last warrior
to get himself shot.”

“I was stunned.” The warrior followed him.

“Still counts.”

“I didn’t think Death would pull the trigger.”

Death had tried to stop them from following him, the
stubborn male. Like they’d allow him to have all the fun. “You
should have known he would. I would stun you any opportunity I
could.”

“Which is why you’re exiting the ship first.”

“I’m exiting first because I’m the superior
warrior.” A blast of hot, dry air hit Mayhem’s face as he left the
confines of the ship. His systems immediately adjusted to the
change in conditions. He’d battled opponents in brighter lit,
hotter terrain. The Humanoid Alliance often sent cyborgs into
battlefields humans refused to fight in.

“You’re the superior warrior?” Menace scoffed. “Are
your processors malfunctioning?”

They must be. I’m communicating with you. He
switched the conversation to their private transmission line and
scanned the area around them.

It was devoid of lifeforms.

Glaring white sand blew around giant boulders of the
same color. The sun shone down on them. The sky was the cloudless
blue of infinite possibilities.

Imee hadn’t yet arrived. Mayhem sucked back his
disappointment. They’d landed the ship an easy cyborg run away from
the settlement, trying to hide their sole means of off-planet
transportation in the middle of four massive rock formations.

Those precautions hadn’t worked. Kralj had somehow
located them.

Mayhem glanced at Menace. Their foe was unknown and
that increased the danger of the mission. Kralj accessed our
systems. He knew things we didn’t share with him. He’s not a simple
humanoid. Conceal your footprints and pay attention to your
surroundings.

Menace dipped his head. Be as wary, my
friend. The warrior jogged away from him, slowly accelerating.
He might not be expecting me but he IS expecting you to be here
and he knows this terrain.

The warrior disappeared from view, moving at cyborg
speed through a narrow corridor of stone leading in and out of the
space.

That was the only opening. If it were blocked, they
could climb the rock, go over that natural barrier. They were
cyborgs. Humans couldn’t scale it, not unaided.

Mayhem would keep the passageway open for Imee. He
placed sensors around the ship, activating a containment field few
could penetrate.

Imee was his female, the one being capable of
bearing his offspring. But their genetic compatibility wouldn’t
earn him her loyalty, her respect, her love. She was an unknown and
could be as dangerous, as deadly as Kralj, the being she
served.

Mayhem would observe her before he made her aware of
his presence.

And he would have some fun with his female. He
stepped heavily in the sand, walking from the containment field
near the ship’s ramp to one of the rock facings. Then he concealed
the rest of the footprints.

He laughed softly to himself. She’d think he had
disappeared into the stone.

He slid into a shadowed crevice in one of the other
rocks and waited.

* * *

His female was in no rush to meet with him. The
blazing hot sun had moved to the midpoint of the sky before she
arrived.

He heard the hum of an engine in the distance. The
sound faded too soon. His cautious female must have abandoned her
transport far from the opening.

A scent drifted on the breeze, the most delectable
aroma he’d ever experienced. Mayhem gulped mouthfuls of air,
drawing her musk into his lungs. Frag. His cock was as hard as a
dagger, pressing against his body armor.

No breeding, he reminded himself.

They would have an almost endless lifespan to enjoy
each other physically. There wouldn’t be much else to do while they
were trapped on the Homeland, protected to the point of
boredom.

First, he’d enjoy himself, see the galaxy, face
unknown opponents, be free.

After he’d satisfied his curiosity about his
female.

Sand crunched, Imee’s tread light yet detectable.
What would she look like? Mayhem craned his neck, watching the
opening. Energy coursed through his circuits.

There was a glimpse of white, a brim of a head
covering, the curve of fabric stretched over rounded metal. A
helmet poked out of the shadows. It wasn’t very high off the
ground. His female was short.

The helmet didn’t move.

Moments stretched.

The helmet shook once, twice, the action
unnatural.

It moved farther out of the passageway. Sunlight
reflected off the barrel of a long gun.

The helmet was a decoy, designed to determine if
he’d shoot at her. Mayhem grinned. She was clever and he couldn’t
resist having more fun with her.

He sprinted across the sand, darting from patch of
shade to patch of shade. The helmet didn’t move, his female unaware
of his approach. He snatched the headgear from its perch on top of
the long gun, dropped it three strides away from the passageway,
and then ran back to his crevice.

The gun withdrew. “What happened?” Imee’s sweet
voice was edged with bewilderment. “Where did my helmet go?”

She peeked out of her hiding place and Mayhem sucked
in his breath.

His female was stunning, more beautiful than anyone
or anything he’d ever seen. She had uniquely shaped brown eyes, her
eyelids lacking the useless crease his had. Her skin was golden and
glistened with a layer of sweat, her thermoregulation system not as
efficient as a cyborg’s. Her hair was as straight as a thrown spear
and as black as open space. A long scar carved her left cheek in
two. RET56927 was inked under her right eye.

She wasn’t a cyborg. He’d be able to detect
that.

But she had been the property of the Humanoid
Alliance. His scan revealed one of their tracking devices in her
right wrist.

Mayhem ran the numbering sequence through his
database.

His nose wrinkled at the distasteful results.

His female was a Retriever. She did the Humanoid
Alliance’s dirty work, hunting down and capturing rebels, beings
such as himself, males, females, offspring who had thought
themselves finally free of tyranny, of torture, of other being’s
rules.

Those rebels would be sentenced to death, sent to
the cyborg manufacturing compounds and used as part of that harsh
training. His brethren would be forced to kill them, to battle the
humanoids in the fighting rings.

Imee was the enemy, a being without loyalty or
honor.

She was his female, Mayhem reminded himself. When he
chose to claim her, her past wouldn’t matter. He’d take her back to
the cyborg Homeland and neither of them would ever leave.

She’d never again associate with the Humanoid
Alliance. He’d never again explore unknown terrain, never battle
another warrior to the death.

That safe, uneventful future depressed him.

For now, they were both free, on a strange planet,
facing one another as possible foes, not as a male and his female.
Mayhem would enjoy his remaining moments to the fullest, delay the
inevitable for as long as possible.

Imee glanced at the helmet he’d set on the sand,
looked in his direction, and squinted. Although she couldn’t see
him—her human vision was inadequate to pierce the darkness— she
felt his presence.

Satisfaction warmed Mayhem’s soul. Imee would
experience that awareness with no other male. She’d remember it and
wouldn’t be tempted to breed with others while they were parted.
Humans weren’t monogamous as cyborgs were.

The thought of her touching another male disturbed
him. It was one of the only possible holes in his plan.

“They couldn’t have moved it,” she murmured, her
words spoken at a softness no human could detect. “Could they?”

Mayhem heard her but he didn’t answer her question.
He waited for her next move, for her to come to him, to track
him.

Imee cautiously stepped out of the corridor of
stone, revealing her entire body, and his big cyborg heart pounded.
She was diminutive yet sturdy, a sheath-sized stunner.

All of the females the other cyborgs had claimed
were tiny. They were human. But they’d appear tall, standing next
to his female. She barely reached midway on his chest.

Imee wasn’t inconsequential, however. Far from that.
She had broad shoulders and equally wide hips, muscular arms and
legs. Between her white leather breast and ass coverings was a
bared toned stomach, the exposed golden skin decorated with small
silver scars, the firmness of her midsection contrasting
intriguingly with her high full breasts.

She was armed, guns on both hips, daggers in her
knee-high boots, at least one more blade hidden in her breast
covering. Restraints dangled from her waist. A long gun was held in
her right hand.

Mayhem liked that. She was a fighter. When he
claimed her, she’d understand him, challenge him, perhaps provide
some much needed excitement during their captivity on the
Homeland.

She certainly was adding excitement to his lifespan
now.

Imee approached the helmet, gazed around her,
scrunched her nose. Her fingers rested on the trigger of the long
gun. She pushed the helmet with the barrel, stepped back, raised
the long gun.

When nothing happened, she rolled, scooped up the
helmet, put it back on her head as she stood once more, her booted
feet braced apart, her knees slightly bent.

His female was ready to face danger.

Mayhem’s lips curled upward.

He was eager to supply it.


Chapter Two

 Imee
tightened her grip on her long gun. Sand shifted around her booted
feet. Awareness skittered down her spine.

She was being watched.

By at least one of the males. She’d sensed his
presence as soon as she’d arrived at the landing site, her physical
reaction to him disturbingly intense. Her nipples had grown taut,
pressing against her leather chest covering. Her pussy had become
wet, needy.

She desired him. Imee snorted softly, disgusted with
herself. Her feelings wouldn’t change their relationship. It
couldn’t.

She was a Retriever and the male stalking her was
her target. He could be nothing more. She’d capture him, return him
to the Humanoid Alliance, collect the credit.

Keep her family safe, perhaps earn the right to see
them.

She was their only hope. Their planet had been
conquered by the Humanoid Alliance when she had twelve solar
cycles, her dad losing his life in that invasion.

She’d been strong for her age. That increased her
odds of meeting quota. She’d also been female. The Humanoid
Alliance deemed her gender as being psychologically weaker and
easier to emotionally manipulate.

They had made her watch as they brutally tortured
and executed her neighbors, friends, extended family. Imee had
pleaded for mercy with each kill, each victim.

Nothing stopped them.

The worst death had been Cheskka’s. Her cousin had
seen only two solar cycles and could barely string three words
together.

That hadn’t saved her from the torture. The Humanoid
Alliance males had sliced her cousin’s face into strips. Every
flash of their daggers had drawn screams from the child’s throat.
Blood had dripped down Cheskka’s neck, soaked her garments.

The abuse had lasted a full planet rotation until
she bled out.

The Humanoid Alliance males had dumped Cheskka’s
lifeless body in a mass grave, a giant hole in the ground filled
with Imee’s loved ones, and then they had redirected their evil to
another rebel. The torture, the killing had gone on and on.

Imee became crazed with grief, sick to her stomach,
ready to agree to anything.

That was when they offered her a deal—retrieve
rebels for the Humanoid Alliance and her beloved mom, her younger
sister Jae, and her baby brother Geo would be spared.

They’d live.

As long as she retrieved her quota of rebels, all
three of them would be safe, cared for, guarded on an
administrative station far from any fighting.

If she failed, they would die.

That couldn’t happen.

No emotion. They are targets, not
beings. Imee pushed away her distracting arousal and mentally
recited the rules her mentor Kralj had taught her. Concentrate on
retrieving them, capturing them.

“I’m to escort you to the Refuge.” Her declaration
echoed off the walls of rock. Once Kralj, the leader of that
settlement, granted her permission, she’d return the two males to
the Humanoid Alliance, collect her credits.

“I won’t be entering the Refuge.” The mystery male’s
low deep voice skittered down her spine and coiled within her
womb.

He was the one watching her. She knew that in her
gut. Where was the other one?

Imee stared in the male’s direction, unable to see
anything. “You have to accompany me.”

“I’m free. I no longer have to do
anything.”

“I’m not giving you a choice.” She lifted her long
gun.

One moment, she was holding the weapon. The next
moment, her hands were empty.

“What happened?” All she’d seen was a blur, large,
dark, moving quickly, and then nothing. He’d disappeared, fading
back into the shadows, taking her gun with him. “Who are you?”

The male chuckled, the sound making her stomach
flutter. “Others call me Mayhem. You may call me your male.”

“You’re not my male.” And she wouldn’t ever use his
name.

That was another one of Kralj’s rules. Don’t call
targets by their names. View them as anonymous beings. That made
sending them to their deaths easier.

“What are you?” She wanted to know the type
of being she was facing.

“Before the sun sets, I’ll hear my name on your
sweet lips.” He ignored her question, issuing her a challenge.

It was a challenge she’d win.

“That won’t happen.” She glanced to the left and to
the right, seeing nothing except sand, shadow, and white rock.
“Where is the other male?”

“He’s not for you.”

“You’re not for me.” Imee rolled her eyes.
“Kralj insists I escort the two of you to the Refuge. The other
male--”

“Isn’t here.”

Then the other male was dead. No being disobeyed her
mentor and lived to talk about it. “Kralj will see that as a sign
of disrespect.” Disrespect was contagious, her mentor often told
her. It couldn’t be tolerated. “He’ll kill your friend.”

“He’ll try to.” The male, her sole remaining target,
didn’t sound concerned. “Menace isn’t easy to kill.”

Her target and his soon-to-be-dead friend were
called Mayhem and Menace. What species had their skills and that
type of naming convention? Imee dredged the depths of her memories.
No species she’d been exposed to fit those perimeters.

“You don’t know whom you’re dealing with,” she
cautioned.

If he mouthed off to Kralj, he’d die also and a dead
target wasn’t worth anything to the Humanoid Alliance. She’d earn
no credits by returning a corpse. Imee had learned that the first
solar cycle.

“I’m not scared of your Kralj.” Her target scoffed
at her warning.

“Then you’re a fool.” Kralj ruled the Refuge with
violence and strength. Nothing happened near its walls without his
approval. He had powers Imee couldn’t fully comprehend.

The male in the shadows could be as dangerous.

“My processors are highly advanced, my female.”

Imee frowned. “Your processors?” What manner of
being was he?

Metal flashed in the darkness, light reflecting off
a dagger’s blade. “Catch me and I’ll accompany you.”

She was the best Retriever in the galaxy. Catching
targets was her sole purpose and the only reason her family
remained alive.

The overconfident male would lose his challenge.

Imee extracted her restraints, winding the
unbreakable metal strips around her fingers, watching, looking for
her opportunity. He’d make a mistake. Targets always did.

The sun’s rays illuminated the edge of a dagger,
pinpointing his exact location. That was it, her chance. She sprang
forward.

The male laughed, moving before she reached him.

She cursed. He ran, his tread light yet audible,
sand crunching under his boot heels. Imee followed, catching
glimpses of him.

He was a big brute, his shoulders broad, his hips
narrow, his fit physique clad in skintight black body armor.
Daggers and guns decorated the garment.

Every weapon she viewed was top quality and well
maintained. This target wasn’t a ragged rebel who had barely
escaped with his lifespan. He was an experienced warrior, valuable,
rare.

The Humanoid Alliance would want him back, would
grant her multiple credits for his retrieval. She’d already made
quota for the solar cycle.

She could earn the right to see her family.

Adrenaline surged through Imee. She wouldn’t let him
escape her.

He wove through the boulders. Imee tracked him.

Every time she thought she’d lost him, he’d make a
mistake. She’d reach a fork in the path and spot a tanned hand.
She’d slow and hear a heel strike stone.

Sweat trickled down her spine. Her muscles
ached.

She felt more alive than she had in solar cycles.
Normally, her targets were easy to apprehend. They realized that
their choice was retrieval or death by Kralj’s hand and they didn’t
put up much of a fight.

This was a challenge, a worthy adversary.

The path made a hard right. Imee rounded the
corner.

Big arms hooked around her waist, drawing her
against a wall of rock, knocking the restraints from her hands. She
twisted out of his grasp, reached for her weapons. Her target
gripped her wrists, stretched them high above her head, pinned her
hips with his.

She raised her knee. He repositioned to block the
strike, moving faster than her gaze could follow.

Shit. Her breasts heaved against his chest. He’d
restrained her. Her gaze lifted to his face and her jaw
dropped.

No being should ever be that handsome.

His hair was wild, sticking straight up, defying
gravity. His dark eyes glimmered with humor, sparks of gold in the
blackness of space. His jaw was defined, his face beardless and
stark, as though it had been honed from the rock around them. Two
stripes of black decorated each tanned cheek, making him appear
even more savage, more primitive.

His lips, stars, his lips. They were firm with a
slight curve in them, hinting that he found the universe, his
lifespan, and everything else, including her, amusing.

Imee swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry. She wanted
to taste that levity, to taste him.

He was a target. Nothing more than that. She
couldn’t forget that.

“You--”

The male claimed her lips, severing her sentence,
her declaration of intent. The force of his kiss drove her head
back.

She bit him, hard, drawing blood.

A normal male would be furious. He laughed.

The cut on his bottom lip healed before the sounds
of his mirth faded. She stared at his flesh, at the blood already
congealing. “You’re not human.” He was something other.

“No, I’m not.” Undeterred, he covered her lips with
his again.

She bared her clenched teeth, silently communicating
that he would never get access to her mouth. He sucked, tugging on
her.

A sexy bubbling sensation spread across her flesh, a
thousand tiny mouths pulling, releasing, pulling, releasing.

She denied him. He persisted, his tenacity earning
him her begrudged admiration. The male, her target, laved her lips
with his tongue and rocked his hips against hers, the ridge in his
body armor long and thick and hard, pressing against her mons.

Arousal fogged her brain. She forced herself to
think, to concentrate on her foe.

Resistance wasn’t effective. She had to change her
strategy.

Imee parted her teeth, feigning capitulation. Her
target didn’t hesitate to accept his prize, pushing his tongue
inside her.

A wave of wanting accompanied his sensual assault.
She moaned, the sound escaping her before she could stop it. He
tasted of blood and metal and aroused male. She twined her tongue
around his and inhaled, drawing him deeper.

The fizzing spread through her mouth, down her
throat, across her body. A band of need wrapped around her chest.
Her breasts ached. Her pussy pulsed.

He held her wrists in one large palm, cupped her ass
with the other, lifting her until her boots no longer touched the
sand. Although she was shorter than many females, she was broad and
muscular and heavy, yet he showed no signs of exertion.

The warrior was unlike any being she’d ever met.
“What are you?” She raised her chin, breaking their kiss.

“Yours.” He bent his head and licked down her neck,
leaving a sensuous trail on her skin. “I can’t stop touching you.”
He sounded as unhappy with their attraction as she was.

Because he was her enemy, her target.

The male was playing games with her, delighting her
body, muddling her thoughts, making her forget who she was, what
she had to do. “Do you know who I am?”

He was an unknown species. Perhaps he didn’t know.
Perhaps he saw her as merely a female to fuck.

“You’re mine.” He fastened his mouth to her chin and
sucked.

Imee’s eyelashes fluttered. “I’m not yours.” She
couldn’t belong to him, to any male. The Humanoid Alliance owned
her. They had her family and
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