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      Maybe drowning won’t be so bad. Megan’s numb arms and legs agreed. Yet, despite the fact her whole body wanted her to stop moving—screamed it actually—she kept fluttering, moving her hands and feet just enough to keep her face above the waves. Every now and then she got a mouthful of salty water that made her choke and did nothing to cure her thirst. At least she didn’t have to contend with the burning sun. Chances were she’d succumb to fatigue before the dawn arrived with its warming rays.  Her sarcastic side—which was begging for a slap—piped in that she should also show thanks that she’d stopped shivering a while ago, her body acclimatizing itself to the Pacific waters she floated in.

      Megan never intended to go for a swim when she set out for an evening cruise. She had her boyfriend—stupid, freaking jerk—to thank for her situation. And to think, she’d thought Cameron was “the one.” He’d certainly said and done the right things in his wooing of her, and she’d enjoyed his company well enough, most of the time anyway, a rarity for her where men were concerned. She should have smelled something fishy when he’d immediately pushed for them to make everything joint soon after they moved in together—the whole cohabiting thing, again, his idea. His claimed, “Don’t you trust me?” should have rung warning bells.

      There was nothing as foolish as a woman in love, though, or, in her case, like. She’d fallen into the trap he laid, and not just the trap of a con man, but a death trap. I wonder if my gravestone will say “Here lies Megan, screwed by a man, yet again.”

      In her defense, no woman ever expected the man she loved—or liked—to betray them, even if, in her case, her track record with men should have provided a clue. She’d blithely agreed to go on a nocturnal jaunt with him, the moonlight cruise a celebration of sorts, the anniversary of their six month dating mark. A record for her. It would now also mark the date of her death. At least the bastard had toasted her with champagne before hip checking her off the boat with an exaggerated “oops.” Then, he’d had the nerve to laugh when she’d asked him for help as she treaded water, incredulity not making her see the obvious at first.

      It didn’t take her long to clue in, and then she unleashed a litany of curses that would have made most seamen blush. Of course, the way she screamed in glaring detail the way she’d maim him when she got her hands on him might have factored in Cameron’s decision to go through with his deadly plan—or precipitated it? She should have probably left off the gruesome details about how she’d emasculate him. But still, what other reaction did he expect given his action?

      Megan heard his derisive laughter for a long time after he steered the yacht away in the dark with only the stars to guide him. Hours later—or so she assumed given the numerous scenarios she’d had time to run through her mind where she survived and got her revenge—she floated at the ends of her endurance and strength, fighting to live, even though she knew she had no hope of surviving.

      A large wave rolled over her head, and she floundered under the water for a moment, almost giving up, too tired to care. Then she saw it.

      A light!

      Disbelief made her stare under the water at the bright beacon hovering just above her head. Rescue? She didn’t question the improbability of it, just strained toward the brilliance using her last ounce of strength. Her head broke the surface of the ocean, and she blinked in the bright glare then blinked again as her body began to rise out of the water. Did I die? Is this how my journey to heaven begins? Sopping wet and pissed? Not to mention she’d always expected a much, much warmer reception when she finally did kick it. A poster child for pure living she wasn’t.

      A flopping fish lifted from the water in front of her and rose rapidly, slapping her in the face with its thrashing tail in passing.

      What the hell?

      Hell had nothing to do with it, though, she surmised. She peered around in slack-jawed disbelief as she and a football field of fish, along with other denizens of the ocean, rose out of the water, caught in some weird anti-gravitational field. And, no, she wasn’t some kind of science geek for thinking that. She’d recently watched a marathon of Star Trek films because of Cameron, a true Star Trek fan. She’d never expected the inane fiction of the screen to ever relate to her life, but how else could explain why she and thousands of sea critters were floating as if weightless, drawn toward an illuminated maw whose edges she could barely make out?

      It occurred to her to scream for help, but seriously, she wasn’t an idiot even if she sucked in her choice of boyfriends. Besides, exactly whom did she expect to save her from an obvious alien extraction? In her current situation, abduction sure beat drowning any day.

      Excitement replaced her exhaustion and resignation of her fate. She was about to meet extra-terrestrial life. Would they be green? Short or tall? Would they appear like a wrinkled E.T. or humanoid like her?

      On top of these curious inner musings, doubt suddenly piled on. What if they were violent? Ate humans as a delicacy? Or—gasp—sold human females as sex slaves? Megan looked down at her plump frame, and her lips twisted ruefully. I’m more likely to end up someone’s main course than a sex slave. While she didn’t mind her plentiful curves, they didn’t appeal to everyone, although she’d had more than one boyfriend claim it wasn’t her body that turned them off, but her mouth. She didn’t believe in keeping her opinions and criticisms to herself.

      The slow aerial ascent took forever it seemed to reach the gaping hole in the bottom of the craft and about time, too, because, out of the water, she shivered with cold, her damp sundress clinging to her. She hugged her arms around her body, but it didn’t help her chattering teeth.

      What are the chances I’ll be greeted with a towel? Looking around at the wide-eyed fish with their mouths gaping open and then shut soundlessly, she didn’t count on it.

      The bright light she’d mistaken for Heaven’s doorway didn’t diminish until she and her fellow aquatic abductees went past the lip of the ship. Then she goggled in astonishment because ringing the area on all sides were huge vats filled with liquid, oversized fish tanks if she wasn’t mistaken—and not all of them from Earth. A purplish fluid in one certainly didn’t resemble anything she’d ever seen and displayed the occasional black tentacle. Cool, although she wouldn’t plan on going for a swim with whatever resided inside.

      As the beam she found herself caught in angled up over the lip of an open vat, she noted something disturbing. All the other tanks were sealed shut. Her mind quickly came to an unwelcome conclusion. If she allowed herself to get dropped into the approaching aquarium, she’d find herself right back in the same spot, drowning.

      “Not again,” she muttered. She twisted herself to look around and noted a network of beams holding narrow walkways running above and around the vats. She needed to get onto one of those. Using her arms and legs, she kicked and pulled, much like she would if she were in water, if water were a thick molasses that fought her every inch of the way. Sweat beaded on her brow as she struggled against the beam’s inertia, her progress slow, slower than the tractor beams implacable movement.

      She brushed against other captives, their wet, slimy skin icky against hers, their lidless eyes watching her passage—and I swear they’re praying I don’t make it. Revenge for her regular Friday night sushi she’d bet. She almost didn’t make it in time, the plopping sound of tumbling fish hitting water taunting her before her fingers grasped a cold edge of metal. She wrapped her hands tight around the beam and heaved herself over, cursing the fact she owned a gym membership she never used.  Muscles straining, she brought her legs up to wrap around the metal support, the sudden loss of the anti-gravitational field’s support making her almost fall as she suddenly held her full weight. Her aching muscles screamed in protest, but she held on for dear life.

      The raining plop of objects hitting water made her turn her head to watch as the fish and other sea populations caught in the tractor beam were deposited in the huge tank.  As soon as the last one hit the liquid surface, the beam shut off, and she blinked her eyes at the sudden loss of light.  She could still see, albeit not as clearly, as dim circular lights surrounding the chamber provided only faint illumination. Dim vision didn’t prevent her from hearing the whirring sound of machinery and the soft snick of the aquarium sealing shut, followed by a larger thunk, which she assumed meant the bottom portal had also closed.

      Then it was silent except for a distant hum and her panting breath. Her arms trembled with the strain of holding herself, and it occurred to her that her first order of business should involve getting her feet onto firm ground.

      Exhaustion brought her close to the point of hysteria at her inadvertent pun, and she giggled. Okay, maybe not firm ground but at least a surface she could stand upright on. Hanging like a monkey, she looked around and saw a walkway not far away, if she could only make her way over to it.

      “Just like monkey bars,” she reminded herself as she swung her body toward the next strut. Her hands caught the beam, and she let her legs go so her body could follow. She hadn’t counted on the fatigue in her arms or how heavy her body would drag. Not to mention, she’d assumed a lack of or lesser gravity in space.

      Wrong!

      Her hands slipped from the beam, and she plummeted, her short scream of fright cut off as she landed in an ungraceful heap on something unforgivingly hard and blacked out.
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      Tren, his feet propped on his main console, cursed as an alarm went off.

      “What the frukx is going on now?” he mumbled under his breath. He punched in a sequence of keystrokes on the armrest of his seat, forcing the screen in front of him to bring up the video for the transport bay. More than likely, one of his specimens had gotten free of the tractor beam, not a huge worry with this latest batch. The planet Earth wasn’t known for its deadly denizens. On the contrary, their creatures tended toward the docile side, especially the liquid-faring variety.

      The bay, with its huge vats, appeared in his view screen, and he scanned the room, panning the camera in several directions. He didn’t see anything, but then again, some of the critters he’d captured were quite small. Not like the knovakians with their forty astrometric-long tentacles. Those he’d had to sedate before capturing them for transport.

      With a sigh of annoyance, he stood from his chair and stretched his bulky frame before stomping to the elevator that would take him to the lower level. He stopped just before entering and barked a command. “Proceed to the seventh planet in the quadrant and then drop into hyperspeed. Heading, the Jifnarian galaxy, third planet.”

      “Course locked.” The smooth voice of his computer confirmed his orders. He grunted as he swung into the elevator and jabbed the button for the transport bay.

      Going to wrestle a fish. The thought made him sigh. He’d come a long way from his career as a mercenary. His new life as a wrangler and transporter for rare species from undeveloped galaxies might bore the frukx out of him, but it sure beat getting his ass shot off every time he turned around. Of course, nothing could compare to the rush of a mission where he outsmarted security systems, pitted his skills against deadly guards, and came out ahead. But the life of a warrior for hire wasn’t a long one, hence his career change.

      However, no one had warned him that retirement would mean he’d end up bored out of his mind. He’d tried the life of leisure for a while, he’d certainly amassed enough credits to do so, but a male could only get drunk so many times and plow so many females before everything turned stagnant. So he bought a ship and started a new career—acquisitions specialist.

      At least with his new business, he got to travel, fight the occasional reticent species, and kill off pirates. Those still stupid enough to engage him that was. His reputation preceded him, and now even the scum of the universe avoided him.

      Time to change ships perhaps and fool them into thinking I’m new. He chuckled at the thought and made a mental note to have his business manager look into it. He could use the sport, and it always paid to keep one’s skills sharp.

      The door to the elevator slid open, disrupting his mental plan to fool pirates into playing, and he strode into the large transport bay.

      “Lights,” he barked.

      The dim cavern immediately illuminated, and he strode through the tanks, heading toward the newest one to see what caused his alarm to still ring shrilly. He didn’t bother masking the sound of his arrival, the heavy thump of his combat boots loud in the cargo bay. It wasn’t like the specimens he’d caught could grow legs and run away. What a shame. He wouldn’t have minded some form of entertainment.

      Arriving at the recently filled vat, he peered around on the floor but found nothing around the base of the tank. He clambered up a ladder to reach the catwalks. He no sooner set foot on the metal grate than he saw a prone, wet lump.

      “What the frukx is that?” It didn’t look like the illustrations he’d seen of Earth’s aquatic species. He wrinkled his nose at the stench, a briny, wet fish odor. Toeing the pale creature, he whipped his pistol out when it grunted.

      What he’d mistaken for seaweed moved and then lifted until he found himself face to face with a face, a pale humanoid one. Big, brown eyes shot with red streaks blinked at him, and blue lips parted on a gasp.

      “Holy shit. You’re like Han Solo on crack,” croaked the human.  And with those strange words, the Earthling he’d accidentally abducted, slumped forward again. Its eyes rolled back in its head and its forehead smacked into the grated flooring.

      “Ah, frukxn’ crap.”  Tren braced his hands on his hips and grimaced down at the sodden mess. Kill the Earthling or keep it? He got the impression it was female, although given its contorted position and bedraggled state, it could have also been an effeminate male.  Either way, he didn’t want it. There wasn’t a large market for Earthlings, not given their temperament. The females especially tended to cry all the time and descend into hysterics, especially when introduced to their new masters. Apparently, they took issue with the whole sold-as-a-sex-slave thing. It was why Tren stuck to creatures. They couldn’t talk back.

      I wonder if I can just drop her off somewhere on her planet. He discounted that idea almost immediately. One, he couldn’t be bothered. And two, medical expeditions had learned their lesson after the Earthlings who came back after an abduction freaked, telling all who would listen about probes and needles. Like we’d use such archaic forms of technology. It made him sneer. Most of the civilized worlds considered Earth a barbarian planet, one bent on destroying its natural resources. It was why he’d made a trip to pick up specimens. At the rate they currently destroyed their oceans, he figured it wouldn’t be long now before the whole planet expired, making what he’d grabbed a possible rarity.

      Not that he cared about their fate. The galaxy had more than enough viable planets and sentient races. They wouldn’t miss the loss of one backwards planet out in the far reaches.

      But what to do about the Earthling? He raised his pistol to end the human’s life, but hesitated. What had it meant when it called him Han Solo on crack? His translator didn’t know what to make of it and, dammit, now he found himself curious.

      I’ll kill it after I find out. Decided, he holstered his gun and then crouched to grab the limp body. He rolled the human onto its back, and that’s when he noticed the damage done to the female. And female she certainly was with her plentiful bosom spilling from the top of a soaking rag—only two breasts, though, instead of a lush four or five. He ignored her feminine attributes as he took in her twisted leg, broken in at least three places he’d wager.

      I’m surprised she didn’t scream her head off when she woke there for a moment.  Probably shock kept her from noticing her injury. She’d certainly have plenty to say when she woke again—blubbering and gushing tears he couldn’t abide. For a moment, he again debated just shooting her now before he had to put up with lunatic raving but stopped at the sight of her looking so utterly helpless. He cursed as he holstered his gun. He, the coldest killer in the known galaxies, couldn’t kill her. That’s it. I need to go on a mission before I turn into a complete frukxning softy. He’d let his contacts know he was back in business as soon as he got rid of his cargo, including one sure-to-be-annoying female.

      He slid his hands under her plump frame and drew her toward him before standing with her cradled in his arms.  With no effort on his part—he kept himself in impeccable shape—he carried her to the end of the walkway and the equipment lift. A short elevator ride later, he spilled onto an upper level where he kept his room and the medical chamber.

      Curiosity made him peek at her while he carried her. Her skin appeared pale, extremely so, and beneath its surface he could see a fragile network of veins. He would have called her unblemished but noticed her skin appeared marred by a strange line of pale dots across the bridge of her nose. That’ll decrease her value. She sported dark lashes and brows at odds with her pale-colored hair that streaked from a light gold to a dark brown. Her lips, an odd blue color, were full, and through their parted seam he could see white teeth, flat edged, making him wonder if perhaps her kind were herbivores. Her body filled his arms, opulent and soft, yet not obscenely so. The wet fabric she wore molded to the round fullness of her breasts and clung to her prominent nipples.

      To his disbelief, his groin tightened at the sight. Apparently, he’d waited too long between brothel visits if this pale, sodden female could incite lust, especially considering she owned only two breasts—a common trait among her kind or a genetic abnormality?

      Disgusted with himself and his interest in her as a copulating partner, he dumped her onto the diagnostic table in his medical room. The repair and diagnostic unit descended from the ceiling with a whir. Tren punched in a few commands on the device and then walked away, only to return a moment later when the machine beeped.

      “Stupid machine. It can heal anything, but it can’t stand wet clothes,” he grumbled. He grasped the damp fabric adorning her frame and tore it in half before peeling it from her body. Womanly curves greeted him, and despite her dual mounds, he hungrily drank the sight of her in from the dark blush of her nipples to the brown thatch between her legs. His hand couldn’t help but trace the round softness of her belly with its intriguing hole in the middle. He wondered what it was for and had to admit it made her body intriguing to behold, a fact his hardening cock agreed with.

      With a curse at his lack of control, he whirled and stomped out of the chamber, letting the unit do its work. His clothes, damp and stinking of the Earth’s ocean, required changing, and he proceeded to his chambers to do so. He dropped his soiled garments in the ship’s cleansing unit before dressing in a clean and dry outfit. It was as he tucked his shirt into his pants that it occurred to him he’d have to clothe the female.

      Or let her run around naked, his mind whispered with a dirty chuckle. His cock twitched at the thought. Tren tightened his lips into a thin line. I am definitely visiting a brothel at my next stop.

      Not owning any feminine garments, he snagged a spare shirt and pants of his. He’d pick her up some clothes in one of his docking ports. Or he’d sell her naked, whichever he thought would fetch him a better price.

      Knowing the medical unit would require a few more galactic units to complete its work, he went back to the command center, the spare clothes bundles under his arm. He wanted to do more research on Earthling females and discover ways of muzzling them because, with his luck, she’d probably end up the noisy, wailing type.

      And all males know the only time a woman should speak is during sex when she screams our name.
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      Megan regained consciousness slowly, a half smile curving her lips as her vivid dream of a space buccaneer kidnapping her for seduction slowly dissipated. What an odd dream to have. She opened her eyes and blinked as she stared up at some odd machine. Lights flashed, machinery whirred, and as she watched, a hole opened up and dropped a stream of goop on her.

      “What the fuck?” She struggled to sit up but couldn’t, which caused a mini panic attack. Hyperventilating, her head whipped from side to side, the only part of her she could move, looking for answers. No straps bound her arms, and when she lifted her head to peek, she saw nothing on her legs. Yet something, an invisible force, held her prone while the machine dropped icky stuff all over her body. Most disturbing of all, she wore not a stitch of clothing. Who undressed me? And what did they do to my body?

      Memory of her abduction flooded her mind, and she closed her eyes with a groan. Apparently, the tall, dark pirate she vaguely remembered from her dream wasn’t a figment of her imagination. He’d brought her aboard his ship and now prepared to… She cracked an eye open. Heal her? Probe her? Tenderize her body for eating? She hoped for the first option but wouldn’t hold her breath.

      Caught like a fly on sticky tape—until she could finagle her way out—she took stock of her situation. The burning pain in her leg and ribs seemed gone, numb with drugs? Or had the machine disabled her nerve endings? Maybe to prevent me from screaming when they eat me alive? She really shouldn’t have watched that marathon of bad space movies with Cameron. Make that more like horror flicks about the different ways humans could die at alien hands.

      Of her fatigue, not a trace remained, not even any soreness in her muscles from those hours of treading water. It made her wonder just how long she’d remained unconscious.

      In order to keep herself from panicking as the machine marinated her skin in a variety of liquid slime, she turned her thoughts to her recollection of the alien, a twisted version of Han Solo. She wouldn’t mind taking a peek at him again to see if he was as intriguing as she recalled. Delirious with pain, she’d gotten a brief impression of height, width, and piercing blue eyes. And surprise! He definitely hadn’t expected to find her on his ship.

      Heat suffused her, an unnatural warmth, and she craned her head as far as she could to see if the machine had set her body on fire. No flames licked at her skin, but the weird goop all over her body melted, and a moment later, the invisible force holding her let go.

      Megan rolled off the table-like structure and peered around. As rooms went, this one sucked big time. Decorated in plain, off-white walls with no seams, or even a door, she found herself disappointed. So far, this space ship definitely wasn’t living up to her expectations. Megan turned back to the table, the only object around, in time to see the machine that had gooped her recede into the ceiling.

      Great. Now the room appeared even more barren. With nothing to intrigue her, and refusing to give in to panic—yet—she took a moment to take stock of herself, running her hands over her body, seeking any trace of soreness or abrasions. However, not only did she feel great, she also appeared better than new. Seriously. Whatever the machine had done, it not only healed her injuries but also took care of other imperfections, too. The scar from her emergency appendix surgery? Gone, along with the one on her knee from when she’d scraped it bad in her teens riding a bike and that spot on her shin she liked to nick when shaving. Now if only it could have tightened my ass and tits up, too. While she didn’t mind their size, the jiggle when she ran was distracting.

      Whole in body, unsure of her spirit, and with more questions than a cop, she prowled around the edges of the room, running her hands along the surface looking for a seam or something to press that would allow her to exit. She also really wished she could find something to wear. Somehow encountering alien life while in the buff didn’t seem like it would put her at an advantage, so when she heard a whisper of sound behind her, she whirled while slapping one hand over her crotch and flinging the other across her boobs.

      Given her generous size, that didn’t accomplish much other than make her alien kidnapper open his eyes wide before laughing, an apparently universal sound.

      “I fail to see the humor,” she growled through gritted teeth. “Now, if you don’t mind, I’d appreciate you turn around or, even better, run along to fetch me some clothes.”

      That shut him up even if he remained facing her. “Xfinew fika gdolpa?” He spoke to her in a guttural tongue that sent shivers dancing along her skin.

      She ignored how his voice affected her and concentrated on the fact she didn’t understand a damned thing he said. “I don’t know what the hell you just said, so do you want to try again in English instead of whatever alien language you’re using?” She tapped a bare foot as she glared at him imperiously. Naked or not, she refused to show fear, even if inside she quivered at the situation.

      He snarled some foreign words before throwing a bundle at her and stalking out of the room. The package hit her as she watched in stunned amazement how the previously unseen door just slid across the opening, leaving the wall seamless again.

      Unsure of when the annoyed alien freak would return, she perused the fabric package only to realize they were garments. She scrambled to get into the clothes, his, she surmised, judging by the size and style: a white tunic shirt that hung to her knees and pants that hugged her rounded ass but went well past her ankle. She sat down and rolled the bottoms until her feet peeked out. As attire went, she was well covered, if braless.

      As she waited for the Martian to return, her mind took the time to dissect his appearance properly. First, immense didn’t begin to describe him. The man had to tower over her by at least a foot or more, and at five foot eight, she wasn’t some dainty little flower. And talk about wide. Holy freaking chest. She had only to look down at the shirt that draped her body to swallow in awe at the width of his torso. Big from muscle or fat? Or does he have like alien parts hidden under there?

      She couldn’t deny a curiosity to find out. Ignoring his body for a minute, she thought on his face and the color of his skin.  Purple, he’s freaking purple. Not a light pansy violet, but a deep rich mauve that made his almost opaque blue eyes pop. His dark hair, with its slight wave, hung almost to his shoulders, the color matching the neatly trimmed goatee on his square chin. He wore a silver ring in one nostril and another in his arched brow. His lips appeared black, but his teeth gleamed brightly—and pointed. Definitely a carnivore with chompers like that. And when he spoke in that strange gibberish, he rumbled low and sexy, a gruff voice to go with his tough-ass look. She vaguely recalled calling him Han Solo on crack, but she revised that to Johnny Depp in his pirate role commuted to space. Dark, dangerous, and wickedly hot looking.  Given his alien characteristics, she had to wonder just what other surprises he hid other than his skin color and teeth, like maybe a forked dick or acidic jizz. She slapped a hand over her mouth before she could giggle aloud, not sure if he or some other E.T. watched her from some hidden camera.

      Forget his good looks, she wasn’t here on an intergalactic cruise to pick up sexy aliens—even if she couldn’t deny curiosity. She’d narrowly escaped her last lover, and now that she had a second chance at life, she needed to swear off men—even hot space ones—for a while. A long while. Hell, maybe I’ll check out what it’s like on the other side. Maybe I’d have better luck with another woman. The idea didn’t enthuse her.

      With no warning, the wall slid open again, and her dark pirate stepped in, his clear eyes glittering. He tossed something small at her, and she lifted her hands to catch it—and missed. She’d never excelled at sports, outside the bedroom that was. Naked, she could keep up with any skinny bitch.

      The little black object clattered to the floor, and she heard an exasperated sigh. “Well, excuse me for not being Miss Agile. You try getting almost drowned by your boyfriend, sucked into some spaceship by a tractor beam, and then having some weird machine experiment on you. I guarantee your reflexes would suck, too.”

      He didn’t reply, just crossed his arms across his massive chest and inclined his head at the object on the floor. She stooped to pick it up and turned it in her hand, not recognizing the item at all. “What is it?”

      Another sigh sounded, followed by movement.  She flicked her gaze at him and sucked in a breath as she discovered him coming at her, almost seven feet of bristling, purple alien pirate. In a disgustingly girly reaction, she backed up. He growled, and in reflex, she growled back. Her response made his brows shoot up. She couldn’t help the smirk that crossed her face as she threw him off balance.

      In a lightning-quick move, his hand shot out toward her, and she squeaked before she dashed behind the table she’d woken up on.

      “Don’t come near me,” she yelled. “You—you giant, purple weirdo.”

      “Kddwol sgewo.” He spoke gibberish again and motioned her forward with his hand.

      She snorted. Not likely. He snarled, baring his pointed teeth. With nothing to protect herself, she threw the black thing at him.  He caught it with a blurring movement of his hand, and she gulped. He displayed remarkable reflexes. He moved around the table, and she shuffled her feet, keeping herself away.

      It wasn’t like her to act so cowardly, but truly, the guy—if an alien could be called a guy—was freaking huge, and he didn’t look happy. She screamed when he leapt over the table and snagged an arm around her waist. She continued to shriek and thrash as he whirled her around. He yanked her back into his hard chest, his one arm an immovable anchor around her waist. His other hand fiddled at her ear, and she screamed. “Let go of me you freakish brute.”

      “Would you shut up, you annoying female, before I give into my first impulse to kill you.”

      As his words penetrated her panic, she stilled, her chest heaving. “I understood you,” she whispered.

      “Of course you did, silly human. If you hadn’t panicked, like your kind are wont to do, I would have shown you how to insert the translator yourself.”

      “Well, how the hell was I supposed to know?” she snapped back. “It’s not like I’ve ever met an alien before. In my world, we don’t shove things in people’s ears when we meet them for the first time.”

      “Yes, I am well aware of your planet’s barbarian status,” he retorted with a disgusted snort.

      “What?” she sputtered. “Look who’s calling the kettle black. I’d say you aren’t that far from caveman status yourself.”

      “I knew I should have killed you,” he grumbled from behind her.

      It occurred to Megan that perhaps she should shut up for a moment before he acted on his words. The silence, though, made her aware of where she stood, more against whom. Pressed against her back, the alien heated her even through the fabric separating them. The palm pressed against her stomach branded her through the thin linen shirt and held her firmly against him. She wiggled in a sudden attempt to get away, but this served only to have him bring her closer, and her eyes widened as she felt something poking her in the back. That better not be what I think it is.

      Instead of smartly shutting up, she took in a breath. “Oh, no fucking way. If you think I’m going to service you sexually, you are out of your mind. I don’t bang guys I don’t know, and that goes double for aliens. I don’t care if you accidentally rescued me—”

      He thrust her from him and snorted. “You think highly of yourself, female, if you think I would stoop to copulating with your pale form. Your mouth alone is enough to shrivel any man’s cock.”

      Megan whirled and planted her hands on her hip. “Pale? I’m the one with some normal color here instead of freaking purple.  And I’ll have you know, my mouth has never received any complaints; on the contrary, my oral techniques are well known among my lovers.” When his lips twitched into a partial grin, she grasped what she’d said and red heat rose up her neck to color her cheeks. However, she didn’t cower or run. She stood straighter and faced him with a glare.

      “Thank you for advising me of your aptitude. I shall be sure to add it to your list of skills when I auction you off at the first available port.”

      And with those words, he whirled on his heel and began walking away.

      Auction? Oh, hell no. She steeled herself for battle and took off after him.
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      Tren bristled with anger, not at the Earthling who’d amused him with her brave posturing and inane chattering, but at himself for his interest in finding out just how good her oral skills were. He had no interest in the barbarian creature, although, shoving his cock into her chatterbox would at least muffle the sound of her complaining for a while, something his turgid shaft urged him to try.

      And there lay another issue—his attraction to her. It didn’t help she’d gone from drowned, wretched-looking sea creature to feisty and surprisingly attractive female. Dry, her hair was streaked yellow and brown in a strangely attractive manner and curled slightly. Her backside, which he’d not noticed previously, was round and inviting. As for her two-breasted shape, he enjoyed the way her round breasts filled out the fabric of his shirt and how her nipples protruded through the fabric, begging for a mouth to suck them.

      No. We do not play with the merchandise. Wait, that applied to virgin stock. From the way this one spoke, she was far from that state. Although, she might end up as frozen food if she keeps haranguing me. She followed close on his heels as he strode away in an attempt to escape her tirade.

      “There will be no selling of me and my services,” she screeched from behind him.

      Tren ignored her and kept walking. What she wanted didn’t even factor into his decisions.

      “Ooh.” Exasperation colored her exclamation, and a moment later, she attacked him, pummeling his back in a fury with her fists.

      Seriously? He turned, and her blows rained on his rock-hard abdomen. He stared down at her while she vented her wrath, and only when she slowed did he drawl, “Done yet?”

      She raised sparking brown eyes to his, and he couldn’t help notice the pink flush on her cheeks. He found himself captivated by the redness of her lips, their natural color, he assumed, now that she’d warmed up. He missed seeing her knee, though, which connected with his cock with unerring accuracy.

      “Now I am,” she sassed, sounding all too pleased with herself.

      Tren gritted his teeth through the burning pain, and before she could inflict more damage, he grabbed her and upended her over his shoulder.

      “Put me down,” she yelled, pounding his back with her fists.

      “No.”

      “I will not let you rape me, you—you purple pirate!” she exclaimed.

      “Like I said, I have no interest in your body. Not enough breasts for my liking. But lack of body parts or not, I’m going to sell you to the highest bidder.” His words, delivered in a menacing tone, did nothing to halt her mouth.

      “You can’t do this to me. I demand you bring me back to my planet. I will not be sold like-like an object.”

      “Silence,” he roared, smacking her bottom with the flat of his hand to grab her attention. When she screeched in rage, he smacked her again and again until she quieted. A shame because he would have enjoyed slapping it some more, perhaps naked. She did have the most delectable bottom. “Finally, some quiet. Now listen up, Earthling. Firstly, we’re not even in your star system any longer, so returning you to your home world is not an option, which, believe me, I am already regretting. Secondly, I’m beginning to think, unless I muzzle you or remove your tongue, I’ll never have any luck selling you. Men like their females docile and biddable. And quiet, very, very quiet. A lesson you might wish to learn. And three, my ship, my rules.”

      “Your rules suck.”

      Tren’s jaw dropped in surprise at her reply. Did this female not own common sense? Only idiots antagonized him—and never more than once. He made sure of that. “Anyone ever tell you that you don’t know when to shut up?”

      “All the time, but let me ask you, how would you feel if your boyfriend tried to kill you and then you got kidnapped by an alien who wants to sell you? Would you just give up?”

      Then, to his horror, she burst into tears.

      “Oh, no.  No tears. I won’t tolerate that. You stop crying this instant,” he ordered.

      She just sobbed louder.

      At a loss, Tren, who’d reached the command center at last, dropped her into his chair and stood back to survey her. His captive smirked at him, not a trace of tears to be seen on her face. She’d faked it.

      A grudging admiration at her spirit tugged him, but annoyance at her drama tempered it. “I see even Earthling females are prone to the same dramas as all females the universe over.” Her reply to his disgruntled observation? She blew him a noisy kiss and flashed her middle finger at him, which probably meant something back on her planet but just gave him an urge to bite her digit—then suck it.

      Pushing aside thoughts of places he’d like to nibble on her frame, he discovered a curiosity about some of her earlier words. “Why did your male companion choose to kill you? Was it because you wouldn’t shut up?”

      “No,” she replied, her spine straightening as he intentionally goaded her. “He wanted my money. Stupid me, I didn’t know he was a con man until he decided he no longer needed me. He pushed me off a boat and left me to drown.”

      Strangely, the actions of her male partner angered him. Not that he let it show. “Lucky me, I now get his botched remains. I warn you right now you’d better start behaving because, if I decide to kill you, I will succeed.” He gave her his most dangerous look and waited to see the fearful respect he’d grown accustomed to.

      She stuck her tongue out at him, and Tren almost went crossed eyed at her temerity. “Go ahead,” she taunted.

      “Are you insane, female?” he roared. “I told you to behave or else.”

      “Why bother? You already said you intend to sell me,” she accused. “That’s not very nice, you know.”

      Tren shrugged. “Niceness doesn’t enter into it at all. It’s just business. You were a part of my catch, and I can’t just release you; it wouldn’t make financial sense when I can fetch a small price for the trouble you’re going to incur.”

      “What trouble? Are the space police going to come after you for abducting me?” Her tone and eyes brightened at the prospect, and Tren almost laughed.

      He controlled himself, keeping a serious mien plastered to his visage. He did, however, snort before replying. “Policing is for those that are a part of the universal coalition. Your backward planet doesn’t count, and everything on it, including its people, are fair game. Most slavers just can’t be bothered with your kind because of your mental instability.”

      “Our what?” she sputtered.

      “Screaming hysterics and lack of basic understanding of how the universe works.” He shrugged. “Actually, kind of like the behavior you’re currently exhibiting.” He moved sideways and avoided the foot she swung his way.

      “Well, at least we’re not rude, overbearing jerks,” she retorted.

      Tren growled at her and bared his teeth. To his annoyance, she didn’t even flinch. “Do you know how easily I could kill you?”

      She rolled her eyes. “Oh, please. Save the big, bad routine for someone more gullible. If you didn’t murder me after I kicked you in the balls, then you’re not going to for just talking.”

      A scowl crossed his face at her reasoning, and to his amazement, she laughed, a rich throaty sound that made her lips curve enticingly and her eyes dance. It also made his cock swell with interest. He didn’t like it one bit. How am I supposed to make her respect me if she finds my threats amusing? He’d never run into that issue before. Most beings cowered, fainted, or wet themselves when he turned his displeasure their way.

      He needed some space from her and the contrary emotions she evoked. “I’ve got work to do. Don’t touch anything.” He barked the command at her, but she just continued to grin in a way he found disturbing. To ensure she didn’t attempt to drive them into the nearest star, he tapped a panel on the wall by the elevator and locked the console to voice command only—his voice—then left. To his surprise—and odd disappointment—she didn’t say a thing to stop him.

      Good. It’s about time she gave that tongue of hers a rest. Although he could think of other ways she could exercise it. Ways that made his cock strain the crotch of his pants.
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      Alone, Megan drummed her fingers on the armrest of the chair and looked around with interest.  For some reason, she’d expected a bigger command center for the ship. However, the actual space rivaled that of her spare bedroom with less furniture. She knew the ship was immense from her glimpse of the cargo bay and how much floor they’d traversed when he’d carried her upside down—those long legs of his had an immense stride—the impression compounded as they got on an elevator to change floors for God’s sake.

      However, sizable as it all seemed, the one thing his ship seemed to lack was other people, beings, aliens, whatever she wanted to call them. Despite his purple color, she found herself hard-pressed to think of him as an extraterrestrial. He oozed too much testosterone and chauvinism for that. Just like a man back home.

      It occurred to her she should probably be more upset about her current situation—hysterical screaming and hyperventilating came to mind—but honestly, after the shock of her attempted murder, this space adventure she found herself on came as kind of a relief. And it wasn’t as if anyone would miss her; she had no family left to care about her, part of the reason she was such an easy mark for preying men. She worked from home as a web programmer and analyst, so no coworkers existed to wonder where she’d gotten to. As for friends, Cameron made sure to estrange her from them. Grooming me for my eventual midnight swim, the jerk.

      What truly pissed her off wasn’t her currently odd situation but the fact that Cameron had probably made it back to dock by now and probably celebrated her demise at his hands. Spending my money, the asshole. She wanted to go back just so she could kill him herself.

      While thoughts of revenge and annoyance at Cameron sustained her, the more immediate concern was her eventual fate. Despite her captor’s threats, she didn’t get the impression he’d actually abuse her, even if he kept threatening to kill or sell her. His smacks on her ass had stung, but given his size and evident strength, he’d obviously held back. Not like some of her previous boyfriends who’d turned violent for less provocation. I honestly don’t think the purple pirate will hurt me. A possibly dumb intuition based on nothing more than gut instinct, which in her case had shown itself as rather unreliable in the past.

      I have such a great track record with men. If they’re not out to screw me, they’re fucking around on me, trying to beat me, or, in my newest scenario, murdering me. She never put up with any of their shit, of course, but the pain of their betrayals still hurt. Is it so much to ask for a guy who’ll like me for who I am, outspoken, curvy, and all?

      Maybe she should consider allowing her captor to sell her as a sex slave, an object of value to someone, even if alien. Allow herself to become someone who gave and received sexual pleasure. I’m good at that. I could become a first-class courtesan and have my owner shower me with presents, an interesting fantasy for someone else. However, knowing her penchant for giving orders and stating her mind, it seemed an unlikely scenario in her case.

      Alone and in need of something to occupy herself, she hopped up from the chair and prowled the control center, or so she assumed even given the sparse decor. Unlike the Star Trek films and shows she’d watched, there existed a definite lack of cool flashing lights, buttons, and levers. Just a lot of blank wall space with faint scribbles, a chair, and a big window-like screen that showed nothing, not even her reflection.

      Boring.

      She leaned against the screen and tried to peer through it, wondering if perhaps it acted as a two-way glass.

      “Command console locked. Please speak to confirm identity.”

      Megan reeled back at the feminine voice that spoke from thin air. When nothing happened and no one appeared, she lightly touched the screen with a finger.

      “Command console locked. Please speak to confirm identity.”

      This was more like it. A voice activated computer. Cool. “Um, hi, I’m Megan.”

      “Invalid voice entry.”

      “So whose voice will work?” Megan spoke aloud, but the computer didn’t reply. Her abductor probably had it keyed for only him.

      Foiled in that area, she wandered around touching various panels where she found symbols, some of which caused the computer to relay the same command, some of which did nothing. She also tried to figure out how to open the door to the elevator thing but ended up kicking the wall in aggravation and stubbing her toes.

      Annoyed, she threw herself at the wall with a frustrated yell, pummeling it with her fists. When it suddenly slid open, she stumbled forward into a brick wall with steadying hands.

      “Are you done abusing my vessel?” said her purple captor in his low, sexy voice.

      A shiver skated down her spine, and it had nothing to do with fear. Her hands, sprawled across his chest, registered a steady thump, like a heartbeat; of course, it was on the wrong side of his torso and lower, but it still made him seem more human. Awareness of his body and an answering call in her lower tummy stunned her more, though. Attracted to a purple slave trader with pointed teeth? Am I completely insane?

      Realizing he waited for her to speak, she sprang on the first thought that came to mind, other than asking him to remove his shirt so she could inspect him. “I’m bored and hungry,” she complained, pushing back from him. She shot him a mutinous look as she crossed her arms over her chest, mostly to hide her erect nipples that seemed determined to catch his attention.

      “I didn’t realize it was your people’s custom to throw a tantrum like a young’un.”

      Her chin tilted stubbornly at his rebuke. “Maybe if you hadn’t locked me up with nothing to do I wouldn’t have to resort to childish tactics to get some attention.”

      She could have sworn she saw a glint of humor momentarily light his eyes. “Oh, you have my attention. Don’t blame me, though, if you don’t like it.” He bared his teeth at her, and she rolled her eyes.

      “Enough with the trying to intimidate me. I’m no use to you dead, so unless you’re planning on starving me as some sort of punishment, I need food.”

      “I have better ways of chastising you.” His eyes roved her body sensually. Megan couldn’t help the bolt of heat that speared her cleft.

      She pretended to not understand his sexual innuendo. “Could you beat me after you feed me?”

      “Follow me and I shall provide sustenance. Perhaps it will improve your ill disposition.” He smirked as he stepped back into the elevator, and as she entered the tight space facing him, she threw a dirty look at him for his remark. He leaned around her, and she sucked in a breath, expecting retaliation, only to release it when she realized he simply wanted to push a button.

      It occurred to her as the door slid shut behind her she didn’t know if her space pirate had a name. Somehow purple people eater didn’t seem apt. “My name is Megan, by the way, or do you not name the merchandise you’re going to sell?”

      She could have sworn his lips twitched before his grim façade took over again. “I’m Tren, and I name all the things I sell. New hover car. Relaxing retreat. Night at the Red Vulva. You know, that type of thing.”

      It was her turn for her lips to quirk. “Touché. So, I have to ask, if my people are such barbarians, how is it you know our language?”

      “I don’t, the translator does. It is standard protocol for the devices to be programmed with all known languages, defunct or not. Although I believe the version for your planet might be somewhat out of date given some of your expressions aren’t translating.”

      Megan inclined her head in understanding. “Pop culture references I’ll bet.”

      “And this Han Solo I heard you mention before, he is a pop culture?” His clear blue eyes bored into hers as the elevator stopped, and she almost fidgeted at his intense look.

      “He’s a movie character. From Star Wars.” At his blank look, she laughed. “I don’t think I can explain this without you seeing the actual movie. But, basically, your whole bad-ass buccaneer look was first done by Harrison Ford who played Han Solo in the Star Wars trilogy.”

      The brows of her captor drew together. “I am not an actor.”

      She rolled her eyes. “Well, duh. I’m just saying, at first glimpse, you reminded me of him in that role. But don’t worry. Now that I’ve really gotten to look at you without the whole pain and exhaustion thing messing me up, I’ve changed that comparison to Johnny Depp in Pirates of the Caribbean. Except you have whiter teeth, pointier, too.”

      His lips tightened at her words. “Nothing you’ve just said makes much sense. I am myself, and while there are those who would try to copy me, I am unique.” He stepped from the elevator into a long hall, his back stiff.

      Megan laughed. It appeared as if Tren, her purple pirate, was offended. “I never said you weren’t unique.” He swiveled to peer back at her and shot her a dark glare. She smirked, and with a shake of his head, he turned back again. “Just forget it. So where are we going?”

      “My quarters.”

      Megan stopped walking. “Excuse me. When I said I was hungry, I meant for food, not sex.”

      He craned to look at her over his shoulder, and she definitely couldn’t mistake his slow grin this time. It transformed his face and made her heart stutter. “Who said anything about sex? It’s where the food replicator is located. Although, since you keep offering, I am not averse to testing the merchandise after our meal.”

      Megan’s mouth rounded into an O of surprise. “Like hell.”

      “I would assume you mean no. But do not blame me for offering. You are the one who keeps referring to intercourse. I was just trying to meet your obviously insatiable needs.” He eyed her frame up and down in a slow perusal that ignited a slow burn between her legs.

      She pressed her thighs tight together. “I need another lover like I need a hole in my head. No thank you. And I am not some kind of nymphomaniac.” Even if the current conversation was making her hot.

      “If you say so,” he drawled as he led the way into a large suite, which, of course, held a massive round bed.

      Megan ignored it, afraid any comment would lead him to believe she wanted to test its springs—which her pussy certainly did—but went against the grain. While she enjoyed a healthy sexual appetite, she had one teensy tiny requirement in her partners. She had to at least like them.

      She wandered around the space, noting the table bordered by chairs that appeared made of rubber. A shelving unit built into the wall held strange objects, figurines of creatures but unlike any she’d imagined. One appeared a mix of fairy and a dragon in a rainbow of colors. Another, a voluptuous woman with five boobs, waved four arms.

      “Are these real creatures?” she asked, running her finger across their varied surfaces.

      “Keepsakes from some of my more notable conquests,” he boasted.

      She snatched her hand back and whirled with wide eyes. “You fucked all of them?”

      He frowned at her. “If you mean had sex, then yes. But that’s only a fraction of the females I’ve been with and, like I said, the most memorable.”

      “Great, I’m stuck on a ship with man whore,” she snorted with disgust, although she couldn’t deny a certain curiosity. Exactly how knowledgeable is he about the female form?

      “I am not paid to pleasure my partners. However, if the need is great and I am not in the mood to woo, then I will recompense a female for her time.”

      “Great. I made it to space and met my first alien, only to discover men all over the universe are pigs.”

      Tren’s brow knitted into a frown. “I do not like your tone or implication. My method is the one most widely followed through the known universe. How do your people handle their sexual needs?”

      “We date. You know, go out to dinner, maybe see a movie. Then, if we like each other, we go to bed.”

      Tren laughed, a short barking sound. “So instead of exchanging credits, you are purchased for a meal or an evening of entertainment. I see no difference other than your females can be cheaply bought. And at least my conquests don’t try to kill me after we’re done.”

      His reference to her boyfriend’s attempted murder rankled, and Megan glared at him. “I’m really starting to dislike you.”

      “Good. I hate clingy females.”

      With that rejoinder, he turned his back on her and fiddled with something on the wall above the table. A moment later, an odd aroma tickled her nose.

      Curious, she stepped forward and saw two plates, the steam still rising, resting on the table. “What is that?”

      “Food.”

      She slid into the rubber chair, which molded to fit her bottom and almost caused her to scream. When she realized her seat wasn’t about to swallow her, she relaxed enough to poke at the purple and green stuff on her plate, interspersed with white marble things. “What kind of food?”

      “The kind that won’t kill you, so eat.”

      Using a pair of silver rods, much like chopsticks, he dug into his meal. With trepidation, and, yes, a fear of food poisoning, she followed suit. To her surprise, she didn’t immediately spit it back out. Whatever the goop on her plate was, it tasted pretty good. She ate with relish, the only dinner sounds consisting of them chewing and swallowing.

      As her hunger eased, curiosity prompted her to question him. “So, you’re obviously not human. What exactly are you?”

      He swallowed before answering. “I am Kulin, a mighty warrior race superior to your own.”

      “Well, you’re definitely more conceited, I’ll give you that. As for superior, I’d say the jury is out on that one.” She ignored the dirty look he shot her way and continued on her quest for answers. “So are there like a lot of other alien-type dudes out in the galaxy? I mean, other than your skin color and teeth, you look kind of human, so is that the norm?”

      “The universe contains many varied life forms. While bipeds are the most common, it would be ignorant to assume that most creatures are like yourself. Especially given your lower status on the evolutionary scale compared to the more advanced and genetically enhanced civilizations.”

      “Wow, you really are a jerk. Apparently, when it comes to manners, you’re not so advanced, Mr. My-shit-smells-better-than-yours.” His furrowed brow at her insult was his reply. A portion of his statement caught her attention, though. “Wait a second? Did you say genetically enhanced? What’s that mean?”

      “Some of us choose to expand upon the abilities we are born with. It’s almost a standard procedure along with embryo manipulation to ensure not only physical perfection, but mental astuteness as well.”

      “Great, you’re not only a purple freaking space pirate, but a Mutant X one on top of it.” Once again, she pretended not to see his annoyed expression. She actually wanted to ask him a whole bunch of other questions, such as whether he had any super powers, but she wasn’t sure how far his patience would stretch before he shut her down. Prudence dictated that she leave the subject of his genetic aberrations for later to hit the most important query first. “So where exactly are we going?”

      “Somewhere I can auction you off.”

      She frowned at him. “And where would that be?”

      “The first planet we come across that offers that service.”

      Irritation at him and his plan in general made her flick—accidentally of course—a piece of food in his direction. The jerk opened his mouth and caught it. Intrigued, she flung another piece. Arching a brow at her, he caught it again with a snapping jaw. Megan didn’t, however, manage the same with the chunk he tossed at her.

      She wiped it off her cheek, all the while glaring at him. He just grinned back and continued to eat.

      No longer hungry—and petulant he’d beaten her at her own game—she pushed the plate away and looked around but didn’t spot what she wanted. “You got anything to drink?”

      Without pausing in his meal, he slapped his hand sideways and pressed the wall a few times, causing a faint glow to appear each time. A moment later, a compartment slid open and out slid two glasses, more like pitchers considering their size.

      She dragged one toward her and peered into its ruby-colored depths. “Please tell me this is wine.”

      “If you mean an alcoholic beverage, then yes.”

      Just what she needed. Megan took a sip and wondered at his idea of alcohol, given how smoothly the stuff slid down her throat. Thirsty, she took several swallows before she noticed him watching her.

      “You may want to imbibe more slowly. The Kijar you drink can prove quite potent for the uninitiated.”

      She blew him a raspberry. “Bah. I can drink like a fish.” Her boast came out slightly slurred, and she giggled. “Fish. I guess since you caught me in your space net, I’m like some kind of m-mermaid.” She howled at her own joke. She glanced over at him and saw his puzzled look. It set her off again, and she fell off the chair laughing. She scrambled to her feet, swayed, and took another swig of the yummy wine.

      “I think you’ve had enough.”

      She slapped the mug back down. “Did not.” She shook her finger at him. “You’re just a sp-spoilsport.” She giggled at his stern look. She went to grab the wine, but he slid the mug out of her reach. She lunged at it but ended up missing it and losing her balance. Not a big deal since she landed on his lap.

      His arms steadied her, and she thought she heard him sigh. She twined her arms around his neck. “You smell good,” she announced, sniffing his neck.

      “You’re drunk.”

      “Am not,” she announced. She squirmed in his lap, and he groaned. Sensing his distraction, Megan snatched her mug and drained the contents. Her whole body glowed with warmth, and she twisted back to smile at him.

      “You’re not bad looking for a purple dude.” She twined a finger in some of his hair, surprised at its softness.

      He tilted his head away, freeing his lock of hair. “I believe you should rest to sleep off the effects of the drink.”

      “Ooh, time for bed.” She hopped off his lap, staggered, and caught her balance. She veered toward the bed and collapsed on it, giggling. She rolled onto her back and peered over at him. “Aren’t you coming?”
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      Tren didn’t know if he should throttle the Earthling or join her in the bed. Aggravating, mouthy, outspoken, stupidly brave and fascinating. He’d never met a female like her, and he’d yet to decide if he liked her or wanted to kill her. Right now, his body knew what it wanted—her naked with her thighs spread wide so he could plow her. He’d done enough research to know their sexual organs were compatible, and he was tempted to see just how far that compatibility went—and how good her vaunted oral skills were.

      She sprawled, with a grin, on his bed and beckoned him with a crooked finger. While he recognized her brazenness resulted from overindulgence, he couldn’t deny her allure.

      “You’re drunk,” he stated flatly, but his claim did nothing to stop his cock from swelling.

      “And horny.” She enhanced her statement with a grope of her breasts, squeezing their plump shape.

      A part of him urged him to show some control and turn away from her display. But quite honestly, he was enjoying it too much. He did try to caution her again, though. “You will yell at me when you come to your senses.”

      “I’ll yell more if you don’t get over here.” She patted the bed beside her.

      A male had only so much endurance. Tren shrugged and stood from the table to approach the bed. He loomed over her, and she licked her lips as she stared up at him with heavily lidded eyes.

      “Take off your shirt,” she ordered. “I’ve been dying to see what you’re hiding under there.”

      Tren stripped the white linen off and almost took his pants off, too, at the appreciation in her gaze.

      “Good grief,” she whispered. “Even your abs have abs.”

      His chest swelled at the awe in her tone. “I take it you are pleased?”

      She struggled to her knees and ran her hand across his chest, her soft skin leaving pleasant tingles where it touched. Tren sucked in a breath when she placed both palms against him. She leaned forward and brushed her lips on his skin, a scalding mark that shot straight to his groin. Unlike the males of her kind, he did not possess nipples—a wasted characteristic on a male in his opinion. But his chest wasn’t without adornment.

      She found his silver ringed piercings, a pair on each side, penetrating his upper pectorals. She tugged them and grinned. “These are hot.” She leaned forward and ran her tongue around the metal, and Tren closed his eyes at the intense sensation. Warming and wetting them, she toyed with the rings, and Tren wondered if she knew how sensitive they were to any type of touch. Whether she did or not, she played them with expertise. She alternated between pulling and licking his erogenous zone.

      Arousal raged through his body, rendering him impatient, a distinctly new sensation for him. He placed his hands around her waist and lifted her until they were eye level, hers glazed with a burgeoning passion. She parted her lips, and he expected her to speak—it seemed her habit to forever chatter—but she finally put her lips to better use, pressing them against his with a soft sigh. The sensation proved electric.

      Tren folded her tight to him, his mouth plundering hers in a sensual kiss that rendered his breath ragged. Her hands crept up to slide through his hair, dragging his face closer. The feel of her tongue slipping between his lips made him groan as he met it, thrust for thrust. He grazed his pointed teeth along its length, and she mewled into his mouth.

      Her lower body pressed against him, and he dropped one hand to grab her thigh and wrap it around his waist. Quickly understanding, she twined her other leg around him as well, bringing her covered sex up against his throbbing cock.

      She keened, the sound vibrating against his lips as she gyrated her hips against his hard appendage. He slid his
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