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        He’ll do anything to be her knight in purple armor.

        

      Bucking family tradition, Dyre is determined to become his planet’s first hero, even if it breaks his mother’s heart. He sets out on numerous quests to save the universe, however his altruism never seems to turn out quite as expected. Who knew doing the right thing was so hard?

      In between saving those who don’t want his help—and the chaos that follows—he rescues a damsel in distress. She doesn’t appreciate his heroic abduction, and even worse, once Dyre gets to know the outspoken human, he entertains less than noble thoughts about ravishing her.

      It takes only a couple of comical mishaps, some hot kisses and danger for Dyre and Betty to discover their happily ever after—and thank the stars for a heroine who ends up saving this hero, and the galaxy, from his chivalrous side.

      
        Looking for more alien romance?
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        “Every mercenary should have a distinctive title – usually with the word Greatest.” – A Mercenary’s Guide to Prosperity

        

        “Heroes require no recognition.” – The Unofficial Guide to Heroism

        

      “Kill it. Kill it. Kill it,” his cousins and friends chanted, their eyes gleaming with bloodlust, but Dyre held off. He’d already shown himself the more skilled combatant, the tip of his blade at his opponent’s throat only requiring the slightest bit of pressure to end the poor unfortunate’s life. The creature his trainers paired him against in the ring was grievously wounded. Its black, pupil-less eyes, pled for mercy.

      I’ve already won. What purpose would striking a killing blow serve?

      “Victory is mine. No need for death today,” he grandly announced, pulling back the point of his sword. Those watching groaned with disappointment. The alien’s lips peeled back in a grimace of thanks, which showed quite a few razor-sharp teeth.

      Doing the merciful thing felt so good. Dyre swelled with pride. The mercenary way wasn’t the only route for a warrior, and applying a final thrust to one already defeated wasn’t the only answer.

      He’d proven his prowess and beaten his foe. And now, he would celebrate the day’s hard work with food and drink—while ignoring the taunts of those who called him weak because he chose to show clemency. Personally, he thought it took greater strength to not give in to the adrenaline and bloodlust, as well as the peer pressure.

      Hmm, I see I still need to work on my modesty. The path of good was a constant battle, especially since it went against his natural-born inclinations.

      With a final salute to the jeering crowd and the one he spared, Dyre pivoted on a heel and strode toward the doorway leading to the cleansing units. A furtive whisper and a single uttered, “Dibs on his locker” were the only warning something was amiss.

      Dyre whirled, blade in hand, slashing before he’d completed his turn, ripping across the guts of the creature he’d spared. For a moment, chagrin beset him. I can’t believe I killed it when it probably just wanted to hug me in thanks.

      Or not.

      The knife it held in a clawed hand spoke more of an attempt to slit his throat than a congratulatory embrace. So much for his act of mercy.

      “Why is being a hero so frukxing hard?” he muttered.

      A question he would often ask in the galactic revolutions that followed. An utterance that would earn him more than one beating from his parents who couldn’t understand why he refused to be like all the other boys, stealing and murdering. His lonely quest to lead the life of a good and noble hero generated scorn from everyone around him and banishment from his father, which in the end, suited him just fine.

      Many tales of heroes—from books smuggled in from other planets where such a rare thing existed—spoke of the lonely, wandering warrior offering his services for the benefit of all. Battling forces of evil. Saving the downtrodden. Rescuing fair maidens.

      Now if only the damned downtrodden and maidens would stop forcing him to kill them when he did them a favor.
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        “If it hurts, don’t do it.” – A Mercenary’s Guide to Prosperity

        

        “A proper hero should suffer without complaint.” – The Unofficial Guide to Heroism

        

      Clambering the steep and rocky hillside took a little effort and caused Dyre to sweat something fierce under the three hot suns. But he didn’t allow petty things such as his own comfort to stand in his way of doing the right thing. A hero should always suffer when on a proper quest, or so his informal rules, which he’d created, stated.

      Reaching the top, he stood on the plateau that stretched along the mountainous ridge as far as the eyes could see. Only this section of the promontory remained clear, the rest of the lofty spine covered in thick foliage, which hid untold dangers for the unwary. Or, as he liked to call it, fun-filled exercise.

      However, entertainment wasn’t his goal today. Today, he was on a mission, a rescue one. For once, his intel proved accurate. His target was exactly where the denizens of the bar said she would be, captive and awaiting her fate. A brave female, he noted, because even though she saw him, she did not cry out for aid.

      Lucky for her, he’d arrived in time.

      Striking a heroic pose—which meant a hand on his sword and the other upraised for emphasis—he uttered the speech he’d honed over the past few years. “Fear not, damsel in distress. I am here to save you.” Overcome with gratitude, she gaped at him in silence.

      Brandishing a gleaming blade in one hand and a laser pistol in the other, Dyre placed himself before the captive female and waited to face danger. Excitement coursed through his veins, and anticipation gave him strength. How he enjoyed these types of quests. Of course, he didn’t accomplish his tasks just for the rush. He was here because protecting the female was the right thing to do, the noble thing—and screw his family’s disapproval.

      Back on his home world, the general consensus was anyone stupid enough to volunteer to be sacrificed deserved whatever painful death they’d agreed to—and all of their belongings were considered easy plunder.

      Dyre didn’t agree. How could he allow this virginal maiden, with her half dozen eyes, four tentacles, and slavering tusks, to face death just because of some archaic custom of her people?

      I can’t! No self-respecting hero would. He would save her from herself and her village, not to mention the massive beast stomping its way toward them through the teal-hued jungle rife with vines, thorns, and other nasty surprises. He knew this because during his first foray, he’d attempted to hack his way through it to find the beast’s lair only to give up as the toxins on some of the shrubs gave him a chafing rash.

      Better to face the creature on a battlefield with fewer distractions—and an admiring audience. Hand steady on his sword, Dyre prepared to face the beast, away from the dangerous plant life.

      “Get out of the way, you purple idiot,” the tethered damsel hissed. “You’re screwing with the plan.”

      The terrified female thought to spare him. How kind. “Fear not for me. I am pleased to offer my services even at the risk of my own life.” As if that would happen. He was more than decent with a blade, and an even better shot with his pistol. But his humbleness still needed work. “Just so you know, there is no shame in asking for help, or accepting it. I know it’s not easy breaking tradition and forging your own path and destiny. I, too, have faced the adverse consequences of my actions as I strive to do good instead of following in the steps of my family.”

      “But I don’t want your help.” The voice warbled oddly.

      Dyre shot a glance behind him at the irate female alien, who huffed and puffed in her tethers, the outlines of her shape wavering. A symptom of her fear? Perhaps. He admittedly didn’t know much about her kind. He’d landed on the planet to refuel when he heard of the barbaric ritual about to take place. In proper hero fashion, he rushed off to save the day. Speed was of the essence, especially when he heard the rumors.

      Sacrificing a virgin to some kind of jungle beast so that the village inhabitants would have a full galactic revolution of good luck? Even if Dyre had followed his family’s tradition of being a murdering mercenary, he would have thought the concept unenlightened. If this were his world, any warrior with any mettle would kill the monster, save the virgin, and then debauch her as his prize.

      While Dyre agreed with the first two creeds, as a hero, he would forgo the whole ravishing aspect—more because he feared coming to harm given their species weren’t exactly compatible.

      Back in the bar, when he mentioned his plan aloud to save the female from the folly of her people, all of the bar patrons mocked him. Probably because they feared the ferocious beast. Dyre, though, had the courage needed to save the day.

      Finding the location of the sacrifice wasn’t hard, tall peak, two poles with a few shackles, oh and the most telling evidence, the not-so-fair maiden tied up and awaiting her fate.

      But would it kill her to show a little gratitude?

      Good thing he hadn’t become a hero for the thanks. It was amazing how many people cursed him and tried to kill him when he saved them from themselves. Some even attacked him at the cost of their lives. More than one planet had banned his presence after a gallant deed. But he didn’t let their ungratefulness deter him from his path. It is my duty to save them, whether they like it or not.

      The noise of crashing and cracking tree limbs drew closer. Dyre braced himself. The female huffed and muttered something about stupid idiotic males. He ignored her as he mentally prepared himself—and wondered at his sanity as the beast appeared.

      Towering over him by at least a dozen or more hand spans, the ugly creature was covered in a layer of matted russet fur striped with black. Long tusks extended past its elongated jaw while the tips of its two-fingered hands, or was it more accurate to say paws, bore wicked black claws.

      Each tread caused a tremble underfoot, but it was its stench that truly made a person stagger. It seemed bathing wasn’t one of its cultural habits.

      Something else Dyre had discovered on his self-made path? Questing was dirty, smelly work.

      “You may want to look away, fair damsel, while I dispatch the wicked beast,” he announced with a wave of his sword. The sun caught its bright polished edge and caused it to flash.

      “I’d prefer to watch while it tears out your entrails and slurps them like noodles,” she muttered.

      Not at all daunted by her lack of faith—she’ll soon see how well I wield my sword, my metal one at any rate—Dyre sprang into action. He ran at the creature, which surprised it. The massive furball stumbled to a halt and cocked its head.

      No hesitation did Dyre show. His first swipe of his sword sliced across the tendon of its knee, which made the beast bellow in rage. The creature attacked, relying on its massive size rather than skill. Dyre ducked, and then he slid on the ground, narrowly avoiding the sweep of a paw.

      “Aha. You’ll have to do better than that to defeat a Kulin warrior of Aressotle.” He sprang to his feet and twirled, blocking the thrust of another claw with the flat edge of his blade.

      And thus did they dance—well, he did. The monster didn’t have his grace. The beast roared and charged, swinging its mighty, hairy arms. Dyre dodged and parried, dealing damage via numerous well-placed cuts, not aiming to kill the poor misguided monster, just render it harmless.

      His tactic worked. The beast eventually tired of their match. With a grunt and a bellow of annoyance, it retreated. Leaving a trail of oozing green slime behind, the monster lumbered back into the jungle from whence it came, leaving Dyre victorious— and the female safe.

      But not in the least grateful.

      “You, dumbass,” the tentacled female screeched. “Do you know what it took to get here? How much this illusion charm and the sleeping potion I used cost to get me this far?”

      Dyre pivoted to regard the alien, a frown creasing his brow. “Illusion? I do not understand.”

      Nor did she explain. Instead, she ordered in a crisp voice unlike her previous phlegmy one, “Cut me down.”

      A request for freedom, finally something he understood. With a simple aim of his laser pistol, he zapped the locks on the manacles, and the female staggered free, the outlines of her body wavering.

      What an odd species, a species that was arriving with reinforcements.

      Facing the approaching crowd, who slithered up steps carved into the rock on the other side of the mountain, Dyre couldn’t wait to tell them he’d beaten back the beast menacing them. Freed them from their reign of terror. He’d be a hero. They’d honor his name, not that he performed his good deeds for recognition. Just knowing he did the right thing was gift enough for him.

      Beaming his widest smile, and showing his finely sharpened teeth, Dyre held his arms wide open and announced, “Good aliens of this planet, I, Dyreokulan, mighty Kulin warrior of the planet Aressotle—” He left out the part where his own family had exiled him because he’d renounced their mercenary ways. “—have saved you from the monster plaguing your life and taking your virgin daughters.” The swarm of tentacled aliens rumbled. He bowed. “No thanks are required. I am pleased I could provide my assistance.”

      Speech said, he clasped his hands together and waited for the cheers. The applause. Maybe even the slobbery hug of an ecstatic mother able to bring her female child home.

      A low grumble went through the crowd, a discontented sound that swelled in treble especially when a multi-armed female, looking remarkably like the one he just saved, pushed her way to the forefront and screamed, “There’s the imposter who stole my sacred spot.”

      “And her accomplice who broke our lucky chain of sacrifices,” bellowed a male with a wave of his numerous appendages.

      “Capture them so that we might feed on their bodies and appease the gods,” yelled another.

      Uh-oh. Not yet another incident where the right thing was ill received. Dyre seemed to have issues with that. Of more concern were their claims. Had he saved an imposter? Was she not a virgin?

      Turning to the female he’d rescued, Dyre caught her backing away, her appearance shimmering. The fuzzy edge of her shape made him blink.

      “Stupid, cheap, malfunctioning piece of crap,” she grumbled as she slapped at her chest.

      Before Dyre’s disbelieving eyes, the prodigiously ugly female disappeared only to be replaced by an even odder appearing one.

      Boasting light-hued flesh with short, cropped almost white hair was a two-legged humanoid with only two breasts. Dyre gaped at her. Where was all her color? Her extra arms? Razor-sharp teeth or claws?

      “What in the universe are you?” he asked.

      “I’m a human, dum-dum.” Her clear green eyes rolled with evident disdain. “Don’t tell me you’ve never heard of my kind?”

      “Human?” His eyes widened. “As in an Earthling barbarian? But how? Your kind is not on the approved list of galactic travelers.”

      “Yeah, like that stops people from smuggling us off planet,” she snorted. “And could we discuss this another time, say like when we’re not being chased by an angry mob.”

      Dyre cast a glance over his shoulder. Hmm. Good point.

      He turned back to offer his assistance only to see the human had already put her feet into motion. Since Dyre had no set direction, he followed the Earthling female as she raced down the mountainside, her nimble feet leaping from rock to sandy surface to boulder.

      Despite his questions about her presence on this planet, Dyre couldn’t help but admire her agility—and her trim buttocks. She might sport a less-than-pleasing coloration—which a dip in a violet-hued dye would fix—but, encased in tight slacks, her rounded and plentiful rear end was most pleasing to watch, as was the occasional glimpse he got of her jiggling mammary glands.

      Bounding down the incline, he caught up to the female and kept pace—as well as started a conversation. “So, where are we going?”

      “I don’t know about you, but I am escaping.”

      “To where?”

      “Does it matter?” she huffed, sliding a bit on some loose gravel. “So long as it doesn’t have angry aliens, I’ll consider it an improvement.”

      “Might I inquire as to how you found yourself tethered on the hillside?” he queried, ducking as a spear went flying overhead.

      “No, you might not,” she sassed back. “Now, would you shut the hell up and leave me alone? Or better yet, since you’re the one who messed up my plan, why don’t you stall the mob chasing us while I get away?”

      “My lady desires a rescue?” The hero code had an entry for just such a request.

      Dyre halted in his tracks and whirled to face the oncoming horde, just in time to bat away another spear.

      “What are you doing?” yelled the human.

      Did she suffer from short-term memory loss? “Rescuing you. Fear not, pale maiden, I shall hold back the invading forces while you flee to safety.” A glorious task for a hero.

      “Are you for real?”

      What a strange question. “I am not a holographic image if that is what you are asking. Quick, make your escape while I stall the advancing enemy.”

      A peek over his shoulder saw her standing still. She sighed. “Of all the stupid things.” Soft fingers clasped his arm and tugged. “Don’t just stand there, you idiot. Let’s go.”

      “Go?” He cast a glance forward at the tentacled aliens who didn’t move down the mountain as quickly as he and the human. It seemed they weren’t quite as fleet of foot, but they wielded wicked spears. He deflected another one with the flat of his sword. “But I thought you wanted me to protect your retreat?”

      “So did I, but apparently a little thing called my moral conscience won’t allow me to let you die. I’m just as confused by it as you are. Now would you get your big purple feet moving? We’ve got a spaceship to reach.”

      “A new objective.” His expression brightened. “Lead the way.”

      Sprinting after the female, who seemed determined to confuse him with her ever-changing quests, he couldn’t help but think he preferred this new plan. While dying as a hero sounded great in theory, it was also kind of final, for him at least. At least this new request might see him living a touch bit longer, giving him a chance to do more good, and aid the female, who now bore an interesting pink flush to her cheeks as she panted.

      He approved of the subtle color, but also noted what it meant. The lady tired. Dyre could help with that.

      Tucking his pistol back in its holster, he then used his free hand to grip the female around the waist and hoist her over his shoulder. She showed her immediate appreciation by pounding him on the back, easing some tense muscles, and trying to alleviate his burden by screaming, “Put me down.”

      How generous of her, but not needed. He’d trained with worse weights. She was feather-light in comparison. “While your desire to not tax my prodigious strength is kind, fear not. I can carry you. Simply lead me in the right direction, and I shall take you to safety.”

      And perhaps earn a boon, like a kiss. Pale or not, the female did possess a tempting mouth—when it wasn’t yelling.
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        “Don’t kill your allies, unless they’re annoying.” – A Mercenary’s Guide to Prosperity

        

        “Welcome allies with open arms.” – The Unofficial Guide to Heroism

        

      What is wrong with this giant purple meathead?

      First, he ruined her plan to get kidnapped by the hairy troll and taken back to its cave, where rumor stated it hid untold riches—riches she’d planned to get her hands on. Then, tall and purple—with his big freaking sword and massive muscles—antagonized the local populace, tried to get himself killed acting as a live shield, and, now, insisted on carting her over a brawny shoulder while dodging spears.

      The guy was a few cards short of a full deck. But, he is cute. And different than others of his kind.

      As an orphan kidnapped a few years back with some other girls and her teacher, Louisa, Betty had actually met some Kulin warriors before. Actually, she was well acquainted with two, Brax and Xarn, and they were just as dumb as her wanna-be hero. A species trait perhaps?

      But at least she could relax knowing he hadn’t kidnapped her to use as an appetizer for later, unlike the Lxroakian race. Apparently, those monstrous aliens considered humans a sushi-like delicacy, a fate she’d narrowly avoided a few planets back.

      Sporting a pea-sized brain or not, her new hero wasn’t abducting her for a snack. But while her flesh might not be in jeopardy, could she say the same about her
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