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Playlist:

Our Solemn Hour

Within Temptation

Lyrics

Sanctus Espiritus redeem us from our solemn hour
Sanctus Espiritus insanity is all around us
Sanctus Espiritus! Sanctus Espiritus! Sanctus Espiritus!
In my darkest hours, I could not foresee
That the tide could turn so fast to this degree
Source: Lyric Find

Songwriters: Martijn Spierenburg / Robert Westerholt / Sharon Den Adel

Our Solemn Hour lyrics © BMG Rights Management, Spierenburg Music Publishing, Universal Music Publishing Group
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About the Author:

Blurb:

My name is Clarissa Evans, an archeologist working closely, or should I say intimately, with Dr. Edward Emerson, a professor of ancient antiquities. Even though we’re involved, I’m more than a capable assistant—he says I’m feisty and quite unmanageable yet very desirable. 

I know that dragons are creatures of fantasy on Earth. Beautiful beasts, and many believed the product of over-active human imaginations. Or were they? 

Professor Emerson is on a wild goose chase, looking for evidence that dragons existed at one time on Earth. 

I thought dragons were a myth.

His obsession with his quest confuses me until I realize he’s not of this world.

I was in for the surprise of my life.

*****Now the fourth book in the Brute Aliens series and a sci-fi abduction romance.*****
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The Genra warrior walked on the soft ground. This was a steamy, humid planet, much like his own water-ridden planet of Genra. However, the mammoth monsters they encountered might be different, yet they could be compared to the dragons on Genra. They, too, were monsters. 

The captain thought the planet would be the perfect place to drop the eggs. He turned to his second in command. “Leave them here, on this planet. Here they will flourish.”

His second answered, “Captain, we observed a flying creature as large as our dragons. But we haven’t seen the fire.”

His science engineer added, “We haven’t detected any upright and intelligent life. This world is still in its primitive stages and will be for millions of years.”

“It’s a planet rich in resources,” the captain said. “We could mine here.”

The science engineer noted, “That could be dangerous because we’ve seen creatures as big as houses, and many are deadly carnivores.”

The captain scanned the area. “Leave the eggs. The atmosphere here will help them hatch. Even if they lay dormant for eons, the eggs are fertile, and one day if we need them, they can be made to hatch. We have other worlds to explore. Note this one for mining. The only resistance is the creatures, not weapons or intelligence.”

The second in command opened the metal carrying case and took out the large eggs. Together the exploration party deposited the six eggs.

“These are our legacy and our curse. One day we will return.”

The Genra ship started its engines, and its crew of fifty buckled themselves in their seats, ready to take off when the vessel jolted. They never made it off the ground and had grossly underestimated the life forms on the planet. The large carnivores smelled meat. They fought off the beasts, many died, and a few survived, exactly twelve, some of which were unable to leave and would aid the dawn of man on the planet.

Unknown to the few aliens, the foreign planet was evolving. Their damaged vessel could only hold a few, and five aliens left the earth. The rest stayed behind, and soon intelligent upright life began with the help of the Genranians. 

At the end of 2019, a small Genra ship landed on a civilized planet now called Earth in Vietnam near the border of Laos. Their radar cloaking made the ship undetectable. Here the largest cave in the world existed, The Son Doog Cave.

In the depths of an underground lake lay the hidden eggs of a once thriving and now dead dragon population. 

Edward Emerson was the name the captain of the Dolphin 5 took on, dropping his Genra name of Zoltan. 

As generations passed on Genra, the need for the precious dragon eggs scattered throughout the galaxies was dire. 

Earth had matured, and dragons and other monsters no longer roamed the Earth.

Zoltan and his ship, Dolphin 5, were assigned to retrieve the dragon eggs that were left behind.

However, Zoltan found more than he bargained for; on Earth when he encountered me, Clarissa Evans. I am the woman who would love him like no other. I will leave my world, travel to another, and face unfathomable dangers in the name of love. He was a dragon slayer, and he had my heart.
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I stretched my weary body, and I was still bone tired. I was part of an archaeological dig; this was the third day, and I was exhausted. So far, we’ve found little evidence that dragons existed on Earth. Dr. Emerson’s theory was blown to shit, and we would lose our grant if he didn’t find some evidence to support his theory.

“Dr. Emerson,” I said to him, trying to get an answer. “Could you please remind me what we are looking for?”

“Eggs, Cynthia, we are looking for dragon eggs. They are large, leathery feeling and significant.”

Good Lord, I thought he had to be kidding. “Eggs? You’re looking for dragon eggs, and we’ve yet to find evidence that dragons existed. Edward, dragons have always been mythical.”

With that annoying grimace, he turned to me and whispered. “Cynthia, sometimes you annoy the shit out of me. However, you’re the best assistant and fuck I’ve ever had, but you need to support my theory and look for those eggs.”

I wanted to smack him but held my anger at bay because when he said those words, there was no venom, and his voice was not condescending. Edward was always professional and straightforward. Yet, in bed, he was the most dynamic lover I’d ever had. It’s not that I’d had many, but sex with him was incredible. “Edward, you’re pushing your luck. There are no eggs, and the best fuck you ever had is ready to pack her things and get the hell out of here.”

He sighed and touched my face, “Cynthia, I’m sorry, but you must believe me, there are eggs. I know there are. It’s been passed down through generations that my ancestors knew of dragons. You won’t leave me. I think you like me too much,” he said, giving me his damn professor smile.

He’d told me the entire story of his life. He had annuls that he said dated back to the dawn of man and that he was a descendant of another species that wasn’t from this planet.

However, Edward was holding something back. I never pushed him for personal information. However, he was open about age, telling me he was thirty-six and unmarried. After working for him for two weeks, I realized why he was so honest about those details. He wanted me and didn’t hide his desire for me.

We worked late, Edward going over his theory with me, explaining why he was sure dragons once roamed the Earth,

“You see, Clarissa, far too many myths and legends depicting dragons. These magnificent creatures are revered in Chinese culture. The images are far too similar and descriptive. The past dynasties in China have dragons in their stories, scriptures, and calendars. This is not by coincidence. I believe in China. In the past, dragons dwelled. We will find that evidence.”

That evening, I found him fascinating; he held my attention the entire night. However, I was exhausted, and when I went to leave, he took my hand. “Clarissa doesn’t go. Stay the night.”

I thought he was offering me his couch, but that was soon laid to rest as he pulled me into his arms. “Edward,” I signed as his muscular arms crushed me against him. His eyes held mine and our lips touched. Soon the kiss went from a soft touch to a deep-tongued one. The kiss was perfect, and there was no turning back.

Edward was outstanding in bed, actually phenomenal, and it didn’t take long for me to develop feelings for him. Still, I never asked him about his past sexual encounters, and I was surprised that he had no sexual inhibitions like I assumed most geeks did.

However, it wasn’t just the sex. It was more. It was how he treated me professionally. I had minimal experience since it was my first dig, yet he was patient as he trained me. 

Edward Emerson was an enigma. A professor of ancient animal life and probably one of the most buffed, geeky professors I’d ever encountered. Beneath the horn-rimmed glasses and neat nerdy clothes was a body and a cock to die for. He was far from a pretty boy, with eyes as dark as coal, sharp, almost brute-like features, oozing testosterone. He excelled in his expertise as a lover. He was a beast. 

That’s where Edward’s macho thing ended. His demeanor was stern, serious, and highly orthodox, and he always shook a finger at me when I made a mistake. He was also very blunt, to the point, because he was brilliant. He was often condescending, and I wanted to smack him silly at those times.

He rolled me beneath him and took my lips. Damn, he could kiss. He didn’t wait any longer to impale me with his big thick cock, and I melted, my insides wet and ready for his loving invasion. He groaned as he pushed deep and spread my thighs wide so I could take him deep.

His long hard strokes drove me wild with desire, his muscular body ramming into me, taking my breath away. He knew how to grin his pelvis into mine, arousing my clit and bringing me to an explosive orgasm. 

He came filling me, kissed me, and whispered, “Clarissa, I can’t get enough of you. You’re like a drug. I’ve never done this before, slept with any of my students or assistants.”

I was wrapped in his embrace, and it was times like this that he let down his guard. “Why me?’ I asked, curious about his answer.

“You’re beautiful and built to please a man. And, yes, Clarissa, you’re smart but sassy and disobedient.”

I was sure my auburn hair was a mess, and my built-to-please body was always an extra twenty pounds more than I liked. However, Edward constantly praised my curves, and his tongue proved he truly enjoyed what he saw.

“Thank you for the compliment, Edward. Disobedient? I thought you liked when I was bad.”

He moved closer to me, and I could feel his growing erection. My hand traveled down and grasped his cock. “You’re growing, Edward.”

“Yes, I am, Clarissa. You have a very positive effect on me.”

He rolled onto his back, taking me with him, and grinned. “You take control and ride me hard. I want to see your amber eyes sparkle with desire.”

He didn’t get any argument from me as I guided his stiff member deep. Good Lord, he felt fantastic in me. Edward put all the men I’d ever been with to shame. 

We made love longer this time, and my body opened up for him. When I came, the orgasm encompassed my body and soul. In the short time I worked for him, I fell in love with Edward.

He also had the insane ability to shut down his emotions. We’d just shared incredible intimacy, and he could push it aside, going into his stern professor mode. “Now,” he said. “I need your help. Please be more supportive.”

There it was, the professor in him taking control.

“I’m fucking you, Edward. How can I be more supportive,” I said, grinning.

I could see a naughty glint in his eyes. “You need some domestic obedience. Too bad we live in a society that frowns upon giving your partner a
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