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Blurb:

I was a prisoner in an alien world, doomed to a life of misery. I was once a humdrum secretary in Cincinnati named Julianna Stewart. My home planet, Earth, was in chaos as one alien race after another invaded it and ransacked it. We were so behind in space travel technology and found ourselves unable to fight them off.

So many humans were living a nightmare, chained to other creatures on a dark, desolate planet called Beta One, a penal colony. Caught up in the insanity of the invasion, taken and sold off like cattle, I had one hope, and he stared at me from the crowd below.

Exhausted and in pain, I managed to smile at him because he looked interested, and he raised his hand and yelled. His voice was smooth and deep, but I didn’t understand a word he said. It was apparent he was haggling over the price, and finally, I heard the clang of a bell, which meant I was sold.

In a heavily accented voice, the auctioneer said, “You are sold to Prince Frade Arnory.”

Did I hear correctly a Prince purchased me? The auctioneer forced me to my feet. The alien stood before me, and he was a tall, muscular brute, a multi-colored-skinned devil. He raised my chin so I could gaze into his clear amber eyes and said in English, “You belong to me now.”

Nothing prepared me for the tall, bare-chested, muscled alien, nothing in this world or any other.
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The pain in my heart was genuine. Six months, and I was still pining away for Tommy Jenkins. The scoundrel was a cheating son-of-a-bitch, but so damn handsome and the best I ever had in bed. 

I was just twenty-five, and I had hopes of marrying Tommy. I wanted a home and children, and he destroyed all my dreams. He broke my heart. Would I ever learn? Buffed, handsome, and hung, men like Tommy always, always fucked me over. Yet I had no trouble attracting men the likes of Tommy Jenkins.

Sure, I was pretty, petite, and curvy. I had long chestnut brown hair, large expressive blue eyes, and full non-collagen lips. I was happy with who I was and how I looked, but it was as if my pussy had a sign on it that said free. My outgoing personality came across as fuck her, and you won’t regret it, no strings attached. Yet all I wanted was love, devotion, and commitment. 

Ugh, I was so done with pretty boys, hunks, and dreamboats. 

All I wanted was to be loved. Was that asking for so much? 

My Aunt Lily owned a beautiful place on a few acres of land in the mountains, and after she heard about my breakup with Tommy, she suggested that I take a week or two off and go to the cabin. 

“Julianna, you need some time alone,” she said, offering me the solitude her place would afford me. “Think about what you want and maybe give that quiet, not-so-gorgeous guy a try. You’re far too shallow, and you go for the exterior of a person and not what’s inside.”

She was so right. There, I could try to mend my broken heart, and I wouldn’t sulk. 

It was always beautiful and astounding when the sun set and rose in the Catskill Mountains. There, I would get a grip on reality. Other girls warned me about Tommy and should have realized he’d break my heart. I didn’t listen, but I never did take any derogatory advice when it came to men. I thought Tommy was my dream man. Instead, he wound up being a damn nightmare.

I left the city, took a few weeks off work, and headed for the mountains. I needed to get away, sulk, cry, gather my wits, and heal.

I sat on the flowered couch and cried. I thought a short trip to the cabin in the mountains would help me forget the love of my life. 

It didn’t. I was lonely, feeling sorry for myself, and on the second bottle of wine. Tears ran down my cheeks, and my nose ran. I was a mess.

“Fucking ass hole,” I cried. “Julianna Stewart, you are a stupid, trusting soul,” I spat as the tears continued. 

Feeling no pain, my mind wandered to the last time Tommy and I made love. It was then that he broke my heart.

“Julianna, I need to tell you something. I know this is a really bad time, but I’m getting married.”

It was like he stabbed me with a spear straight through my heart. He had to be kidding. He’d just fucked me, made me come three times, and now he was telling me this was over? He had to be kidding.

“Tommy, that’s a joke, right? We’ve been seeing each other for over six months. If you want to break up with me, just fucking say it. Don’t give me a bullshit story.” Now he pissed me off.

“Baby, it’s not like that at all.”

Was he fucking joking? I wanted to scream but kept my composure. “Like what!” I railed.

He pulled away from me, knowing I was losing my cool. “What I mean is, Theresa and I were a thing when I met you. I was fucking her and you, and when I decided to break it off with her, she told me she was pregnant.”

I couldn’t believe my ears. The piece of shit was fucking the two of us. “When did you find out that you knocked her up?” I asked, my blood boiling in my veins.

He grinned sheepishly. “A week ago. She’s having a baby, and it’s my duty to marry her. It’s time I became responsible.”

I couldn’t breathe. My world imploded.

I took another sip of wine and realized I’d dodged a bullet. I felt sorry for Theresa. Yet I was lonely, horny, and needed to rectify the latter.

Just thinking about him ruled my senses and made me long for him. The guy was so damn good in bed. 

It was dusk, and the weather was balmy as I began to rub my aching pussy. “I need my trusty little vibrator,” I whispered. I stood and looked around. There wasn’t anyone or anything around for miles. I giggled. It was a perfect night to get naked and masturbate to the evening stars. I searched through my suitcase and found my little toy. I stripped, slipped on my robe, grabbed the bottle of wine, and went outside. 

I lit the firepit and sat in front of it, enjoying the flames and crackle of the aged wood. It was a perfect night for self-pity and the strong vibrations of my sex toy. I sipped the wine as I gave in to the first orgasm. “Excellent,” I moaned. The night had just begun.

I must have fallen asleep. When I opened my eyes, I saw a flash in the sky. I thought nothing of it until I saw three more bright flashes across the dusky horizon. “My goodness, are those meteorites?” I quickly took out my phone, trying to get a few bars and some news. 

Nothing. 

I ran into the house. If those lights in the sky were meteorites and hit the planet, the damage would be devastating. Maybe it was just lightning. 

I turned on the television and found that the news channels reported nothing unusual. 

I checked my email and my texts. I was surprised I hadn’t heard from my pain-in-the-ass brother. Brian always texts me obnoxious messages and makes me laugh. He knew I was in a bad way since my breakup with Tommy.

It had been an emotionally exhausting day. I closed my eyes, got comfy on the couch, and then it happened. The sound from the TV hurt my ears. A large warning signal took over the entire screen of the television. 

I sat up. “What the hell,” I whispered. A frazzled reporter yelled into the camera. “Run for your fucking lives! This is a nightmare. Run!” he screamed.

Behind him came screams and strange mechanical sounds, not gunshots, but a loud buzzing. People fell to the ground, and then I saw it, or should I say them. 

Bedlam broke out before my eyes. Screams echoed, and people scattered in all directions. Sirens rang, and I could hear them even here, up in the mountains. I ran to the front door. 

It was seven-forty P.M. July 27th, 2023, a Thursday night, when Earth was invaded by an alien race called Metadrones. They hailed from a planet called Alteri Seventeen, which was light-years away. They were a scientifically advanced species with similar appearance and multi-colored skin. As similar as they seemed, they were significantly different.

It was the beginning of the end of life on Earth as we knew it.

Suddenly, my heartache with Tommy was so small and infinitesimal now that all human life was at risk of extinction. I ran to the fireplace where two rifles hung and took them down. I knew where there was ammo and ran to the kitchen. Beneath the kitchen sink, my aunt kept the bullets, and I loaded both rifles and sat and waited.

I’d wait for months. Chaos broke out, and Earth was unprepared for such an invasion. We never thought intelligent life existed in space’s cold, stark darkness. Humans would learn the hard way.
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