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        A vacation at a luxurious Alien Resort sounds good...until Kara is kidnapped and sold to a brothel. Will her coworker, J'orn, reach her in time?

      

      

      What do you do when you meet your soul mate…and she refuses to believe you belong together? J’orn is a seven-foot-tall Kindred warrior and that’s his dilemma. He’s been in love with Kara from the start, but because she’s older than him, she won’t even consider him as a romantic interest. But then she buys an economy ticket to Paradise Prime and ends up sitting in his lap during the journey. J’orn tries to warn her of the Kidnapping ring operating there, but she refuses to listen.

      Kara can’t believe she has to sit on J’orn’s lap all the way to Paradise Prime! She’s not worried when he warns her of the Kidnapping ring he’s going to investigate because she’s booked at a women-only resort. But what happens when he has to pose as her massage therapist in order to catch the kidnappers and the massage has a *very* happy ending?

      You’ll have to read this older woman/younger man, coworkers-to-lovers, spicy age gap romance to find out!

      Author's Note: This is book 2 in my Kindred Spicy Shorts series. These books are all stand alone novellas set in my Kindred Tales universe and can be read in any order.
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      “And now we’ll be boarding all of our Ultra Express Economy passengers,” the flight attendant said. “Passengers boarding the shuttle to Paradise Prime holding Ultra Express Economy tickets, please come forward.”

      “Finally!” Kara muttered. She brushed a long strand of dark brown hair out of her eyes and looked down at her ticket. It was printed on shiny silver foil in an alien language she could read only because she’d had a shot of Translation Bacteria when she came to work aboard the Kindred Mother Ship.

      The Kindred were huge alien warriors—most of them over seven feet tall and all extremely muscular. They were also a race that was ninety-five percent male, which meant they were always traveling the universe, looking for women to Bond and mate with. They had come to Earth almost fifteen years ago, and now their Mother Ship orbited the Moon. By an arrangement with the World Council, they were allowed to call human brides.

      But Kara hadn’t come to the Mother Ship as anyone’s bride. She had already been married when she took a job as the head of one of the Kindred’s PR teams. Because the Kindred were so big and muscular, a lot of humans were scared of them. Kara’s team did what they could to make the huge aliens more accessible and friendly, so the women who were called as Kindred brides wouldn’t be frightened.

      Kara loved her job, but her husband—now her ex-husband—hadn’t liked it at all. He had been extremely insecure about the fact that Kara was working with such big, muscular guys all day and accused her of trying to find a replacement for him.

      This was absolutely untrue, but Kara had to admit she could see why Kevin, her ex, would feel that way. The Kindred were big and rugged and handsome and they treated women like goddesses. It didn’t help that she’d been given a gorgeous assistant who was willing to wait on her hand and foot and do whatever she asked as soon as she asked it.

      She’d tried inviting J’orn—that was her assistant’s name—to dinner with herself and Kevin one night…but that had only made things worse. Kara had been trying to prove that her assistant was no threat to their marriage—after all, he was way too young for her, as she had repeatedly pointed out to Kevin. Just because he was seven feet tall and his muscles had muscles didn’t make him a threat—right?

      Wrong, unfortunately. J’orn spent the whole night doing everything Kevin couldn’t be bothered to do. When Kara dropped her napkin, he bent down to pick it up. When her shoe came untied, he dropped to his knees to tie it. He even brought a bottle of expensive wine and a bouquet of her favorite flowers—lilacs—to dinner because he said he’d heard it was an “Earth custom.”

      Kevin, who hadn’t bothered to bring her flowers in several years, most definitely felt threatened. Especially when J’orn had come into the kitchen and started helping with the meal. Kevin could barely make himself a sandwich but the big Kindred had expertly julienned vegetables for the salad and then helped make the pan sauce for the chicken dish Kara was cooking.

      Her assistant had also brought the ingredients for a quick chocolate mousse because he happened to remember it was Kara’s favorite. He whipped it up in no time flat and they had it for dessert.

      Kara had to admit it was the best chocolate mousse she’d ever had—but it wasn’t worth the fighting that followed. Kevin accused her of liking J’orn better than him just because he “sucked up” to her.

      “If by ‘sucking up’ you mean he does the things I ask without complaining or just flat out refusing, the way you refuse to put your dirty socks in the hamper instead of leaving them lying all around the house, then yes, I guess he’s ‘sucking up,’” Kara had finally exploded.

      How could she explain that it wasn’t the way J’orn looked, but the way he acted that attracted her? Not that she was attracted to her much younger assistant, of course. Because she wasn’t, Kara told herself. She really wasn’t. But Kevin thought she wanted the big Kindred because of how he looked. He was sure he couldn’t compare with her assistant because he was only five foot nine and on the skinny side. He didn’t seem to understand that his refusal to help around the house in any way or to take even a little of the burden of cooking and cleaning off her shoulders was the main thing that was driving her away from him.

      But Kara had to admit, J’orn certainly was easy on the eyes. He was mostly Beast Kindred but he had some R’drager DNA which gave him dark purple skin and intense, pale lavender eyes ringed in black. He also had two curving horns growing from either side of his forehead that made him look wild and animalistic.

      But it was the way he acted—the way he treated her—that she wished her husband would emulate. The way he looked at her, as though she hung the Moon, as her Granny used to say. The way he was always so protective and eager to do what she asked without dragging his feet or complaining or resenting her for being a woman who just happened to be in charge…

      Stop thinking like that, she scolded herself as she moved slowly towards the shuttle that would take her to Paradise Prime, “The Ultimate Vacation Planet” as it was billed in all the brochures. Thanks to buying her ticket last minute, she was at the very end of the line. This trip was supposed to be all about forgetting both her divorce and her assistant.

      Ex-assistant now. She’d gotten J’orn reassigned in a last-ditch effort to save her marriage—which had already been on life-support. But shortly after J’orn had gone to work in the Kindred Elite Espionage Corps, Kevin had served her with divorce papers anyway.

      It had been a big mess—Kara couldn’t quite block it out of her mind. Her husband had demanded that she quit her job aboard the Kindred Mother Ship and work exclusively on Earth.

      “What are you talking about? Work where?” she’d demanded. “The Kindred pay twice as much as any Earth-based PR firm and we get free healthcare from them—including vision and dental! What other place can I go that can offer us that?”

      “None of that matters.” Kevin shook his head stubbornly. “You need to leave those big bastards alone and come back to work on Earth, Kara.”

      “Look, I let J’orn go and asked for a female assistant,” she reminded him. “What else do you want me to do?”

      “I told you—come back to work on Earth. It doesn’t matter that you let him go—you’re still surrounded by those…those aliens.” He made the word into a slur. “They’re all trying to seduce you, all the time!”

      “That’s ridiculous!” Kara exclaimed. “Most of the Kindred I work with are already mated and married. They’re not like human men, Kevin—they’re completely monogamous. None of them is ever going to cheat on their wives to come after me!”

      “J’orn wasn’t married or mated!” he spat. “He was all about pleasing you—all the damn time! And I don’t just mean in the office—I saw the way he looked at you, Kara! He was constantly undressing you with his eyes!”

      “Well, maybe if you tried to please me—even a little—we wouldn’t be in this position!” Kara had exclaimed, losing her temper completely. “You know I haven’t had an orgasm with you in the past five years, right?”

      The minute the words were out of her mouth, she knew she’d gone too far. But damn it, it was true! Kevin didn’t even try in the bedroom anymore. He never wanted to go down on her—he didn’t seem to want to do any foreplay at all. He just rolled on top of her, pushed himself inside, and gave half a dozen weak thrusts she could barely feel before rolling off again and going directly to sleep. How was she supposed to get off when their whole sex life could be boiled down to five minutes every other week?

      “Look, I didn’t mean—” she began.

      Kevin pulled out a sheaf of paperwork and waved it in her face.

      “Leave the Mother Ship and the Kindred now or sign these,” he’d demanded.

      Kara had had enough at that point. Their marriage was dead—perhaps it had been dead for a long time. And she knew at that minute that there was absolutely no saving it.

      She’d pulled out a pen and signed.

      Now, as she walked slowly forward, glancing down at her shiny, silver ticket, she tried to put the past out of her mind…and failed.

      It wasn’t like Kevin had been such a great husband—he hadn’t. He’d been a complete slob who left a trail of crumbs and dirty clothes and dishes wherever he went and always expected Kara to clean up after him. He refused to learn to cook because his mom had always cooked for his dad and so “that was how things are supposed to be—the woman serves the man.” Even when she started making more money than him, he still expected her to do all the cooking and cleaning.

      Really, Kara didn’t know why she hadn’t left him sooner.

      The one thing she really regretted was letting her assistant go to try and save her already failed marriage.

      Sending J’orn away had been a horrible, gut-wrenching affair almost worse than the scene she’d had with Kevin. She still felt terribly guilty about it when she remembered it…

      “Can I talk to you?” she remembered J’orn saying, on the last day they worked together.

      Feeling resigned, she had nodded and led him into her office. She shut the door, making sure they wouldn’t be disturbed, and then went to lean against the edge of her desk. Arms crossed over her breasts, she nodded at him.

      “All right—talk.”

      To her surprise, J’orn was suddenly on his knees before her.

      “Why?” he asked, his deep voice nearly breaking. “Why are you sending me away from you, Kara?”

      Kara was taken aback—she hadn’t expected such a passionate reaction to her request to reassign him.

      “Well, first of all, it has nothing to do with your performance,” she began, trying to soften the blow. “You’ve been nothing but absolutely excellent and I promise that was exactly what I said to Commander Sylvan when I asked him to reassign you.”

      “I don’t care about that!” he insisted, looking up at her. “I care about you sending me away. Why are you punishing me like this?”

      “Punishing you?” Kara shook her head, dumbfounded. “What are you talking about? I’m not punishing you.”

      “Yes, you are!” he’d insisted, his pale eyes blazing. “You’re punishing me for wanting to serve you—for wanting to be near you!”

      “J’orn, I never—” she began. She felt really uncomfortable having this conversation with him on his knees before her. “Look, if you could just get up…”

      “It’s because of your mate, isn’t it?” he’d demanded, frowning at her.

      “No, of course not,” Kara lied uncomfortably, but she couldn’t meet his eyes as she spoke.

      Clearly, her words didn’t convince J’orn.

      “Kara, I would never seek to end a true Bonding between mates the Goddess has put together, but he is not worthy of you!” he exclaimed. “He doesn’t go out of his way to serve you or help you with any of the household chores—I’ve heard you speak of it to some of the other women aboard.”

      Kara frowned at him.

      “Wait—have you been spying on me?”

      “No, of course not!” J’orn ran a hand over his curving horns. “I’m just attuned to you—I can’t help hearing you if you’re anywhere near me. I try not to listen but it’s not just the things I overheard you saying that convinced me your mate is wrong for you.”

      “J’orn—” she began in a warning voice, but her assistant was still talking.

      “He doesn’t listen to you or value your opinion—he acts like your work isn’t important,” he went on recklessly. “He doesn’t even satisfy you sexually!”

      “What?” Kara had stared at him in disbelief. “How could you possibly know that?”

      “I can smell your heat,” he said simply. “Your need is so strong some days I can barely keep from reacting to it. No woman who was being properly serviced by her mate would have such a heated scent.”

      Kara’s cheeks had gone hot with an embarrassed blush. It was true she never got what she needed from her husband anymore, but that wasn’t her assistant’s business! She remembered that she’d read how women in their forties and fifties sometimes went through a period of extreme sexual desire while men declined at the same age. Maybe that was the problem with her and Kevin. But even if that was the truth, it still wasn’t any of J’orn’s business.

      “I think you’d better go now,” she’d said to her assistant in her best, steely, “I am the boss” voice. “My life and my marriage aren’t your concern.”

      “But don’t you see—I wouldn’t be concerned if I didn’t care for you!” he’d protested.

      Kara had taken a deep breath. So this was where all the late-night work sessions, and the snack breaks, and the easy, light-hearted friendship with her assistant had gotten her. She should have been stricter—should have made sure to keep some professional distance between them. Instead, she’d allowed the feeling that J’orn thought she was attractive get to her.

      It was the way he looked at her—Kevin was right—there was longing in those pale purple eyes every time he glanced in her direction. But she’d ignored it and now look at where they were.

      “J’orn,” she said in a steady voice. “If you’re saying what I think you’re saying, you need to stop and reconsider. I’m forty and you’re not even thirty yet. I’m too old for you. And I’m not exactly skinny either,” she added ruefully. “You should go find a nice girl who’s your own age—some pretty, skinny young thing who’ll⁠—”

      “I don’t want some other woman,” J’orn protested. “And don’t speak that way about yourself, Kara. You’re what we Kindred call a ‘Mature Elite’—a woman of wisdom blessed by the Goddess with extra bountiful curves. I know I’m not worthy of you now but if you’ll give me time⁠—”

      “I’m afraid we’re out of time,” Kara said firmly. “This is your last day in the PR department, J’orn. I’m not sure where Commander Sylvan is sending you, but I know you’ll be a credit to whatever department⁠—”

      “Don’t give me that bullshit!” he’d said roughly, surprising her by cursing, which he almost never did. He rose to his feet to tower over her and for a moment, she was afraid he might get angry and start shouting or break something—that was definitely what a human guy would have done.

      But J’orn didn’t start trashing her office—he didn’t even raise his voice. He just looked at her with such an intense gaze that Kara found she had to drop her own eyes because she couldn’t meet his anymore.

      “This isn’t over, Kara,” he rumbled.

      For a moment she’d thought he was threatening her. But the words weren’t spoken in a menacing tone of voice. It was like he was simply telling a fact he was sure she would soon find out.

      “What do you mean by that?” she’d demanded, daring to look at him again.

      J’orn leaned closer—leaned over her. He rested his fingertips on either side of her on the desk and his big, muscular body seemed to surround hers. She could feel his heat and smell his scent—that clean, warm, woodsy scent that she’d always liked so much. But now it had a wild tang to it—some dark spice she’d never smelled on him before.

      He smelled dangerous, which didn’t make any sense but that was what her body insisted as her heart rate picked up and her pulse began to race.

      “J’orn?” she asked, her voice coming out breathless and uncertain as she looked up at him. “What⁠—?”

      “I meant exactly what I said, Kara,” he murmured, dipping his head to speak in her ear. His warm breath sent a shiver through her whole body. “There’s a reason I was sent to serve and protect you. You can send me away now, but we’re not done with each other yet.”

      “Stop…stop talking like that!” she’d demanded breathlessly.

      She put out her hands to push him away but her fingertips barely grazed his broad chest before he rose to his full height and took a step back. Then he’d turned and left her office, closing the door gently behind him instead of slamming it, like she might have expected.
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      Kara looked down at her ticket again. She had been shaken by the encounter with her assistant—deeply shaken. Even now, almost a year later, she was still uncomfortable when she remembered it.

      She hadn’t seen J’orn again, though she’d heard through the Mother Ship grapevine that he was training to be in the Kindred Elite Espionage Corps. From what she could tell, that was like the Kindred version of the Special Forces—black ops soldiers who were trained for all kinds of covert missions.

      The thought of her sweet, gentle giant of an assistant becoming an assassin or a spy made her sad. That wasn’t J’orn, she thought. He was such a sweetheart—so kind to everyone. She couldn’t imagine him hurting or killing anyone.

      “Excuse me, may I see your ticket?”

      The flight attendant’s voice broke her train of thought and Kara realized she had finally reached the head of the line—which was now non-existent since she was the very last person to board the shuttle to Paradise Prime.

      “Er, yes—here you go,” she said, holding out the silver piece of foil that was covered in black alien markings. Thanks to her shot of Translation Bacteria she’d been able to read most of it, though there was a part near the end that she couldn’t quite make out, no matter how hard she tried.

      Still, this shuttle—which left from the Mother Ship every few days—was the only way to get to Paradise Prime and she’d never heard anyone complain about it. She was just glad she’d been able to scoop up this last-minute ticket when her boss, Commander Sylvan, had insisted she take some vacation time that had been accruing.

      She’d gotten a whole package, actually. The shuttle ticket was linked with accommodations at an all-female resort located between the beautiful purple Paradisian seas and the snow-capped mountains of Paradise Prime. It sounded like the perfect place to forget both her failed marriage and her ex-assistant—who she still thought about a lot more than she wanted to.

      “This way,” the Paradisian flight attendant said to her. She was bipedal and humanoid and if it wasn’t for the third eye in the middle of her forehead and her shiny gold skin, she might have looked human.

      “Oh, thank you.” Kara followed her through the docking tunnel into the shuttle itself. They went through the first class section which was incredibly plush. Everything was decorated in dove gray with pearl accents and the seats looked big enough for two people. There were wide, glowing holographic screens that popped up when you pressed a button and from the glimpse she got, Kara saw there were plenty of choices for in-flight entertainment. Nice.

      Of course, she couldn’t have afforded the first-class tickets even if she hadn’t booked last minute. The Kindred paid really well, but she wasn’t a millionaire. But as they passed through a curtained doorway, she saw the second class section was nice too. The seats were a little smaller and there were more of them, but there was still plenty of legroom and smaller glowing screens to watch a movie or a show on. Kara wondered what kind of shows the Paradisians had—she was interested to learn about their culture.

      The flight attendant kept on moving to the back of the shuttle and they passed through another curtained doorway into the third class accommodations. These were much more crowded and the seats were considerably smaller. Kara wondered uneasily which seat was hers and if the seatbelt harness would fit over her ample hips.

      But the flight attendant kept on walking, not stopping until she reached yet another curtained doorway.

      “Your seat is through here, Miss,” she said to Kara. “You’re in 521 B.”

      “Okay. Thank you.” Kara nodded and went through the dove-gray curtain since the attendant was gesturing for her to do so.

      To her surprise, the fourth-class accommodations looked like first class all over again with large, cushy seats and plenty of legroom. But there was something strange about these seats—some of them appeared to be occupied by two people at once.

      Kara passed a large alien male who had blue skin and a forked beard. There was a pink-skinned woman who didn’t look like the same species as him perched on his knees. A little further on she saw a Paradisian male with shiny gold skin with a woman who looked like she might be his wife sitting between his legs. What was going on here? Had the shuttle service sold some of these seats twice?

      With growing apprehension, Kara made her way down the aisle. At last, she came to the very last row—521. There, sitting in the seat closest to the aisle was a tall, lumpy alien who looked like he was made from oozing, olive green oatmeal. He wasn’t wearing any clothing except a kind of bright pink Speedo that barely contained his bumpy privates.

      Sitting beside him in the window seat was a big male wearing a black long-sleeved shirt. Kara couldn’t see his face because he was looking out of the shuttle window and there was some kind of semi-transparent divider between the seats which was already raised.

      “Er…” Kara looked up at the numbers above the seats. They read “521 A and B” and “522 A and B” but there were only two seats.

      Hoping there was some mistake, she looked at the seats on the other side of the aisle. But they were labeled as “523 A and B” and “524 A and B” and both were occupied.

      A horrible suspicion began growing in her mind. Was she supposed to sit on Mr. Oatmeal alien’s lap? Surely not…

      “Hey, sweet thing—are you lost?” It was Mr. Oatmeal, speaking in a thick, burbling voice.

      “Oh, uh…” Kara looked down at him uncertainly. “I’m supposed to be in 521 B, but I’m not sure where it is.”

      “It’s right here, sugar.” Mr. Oatmeal patted his lap invitingly. But when he lifted his hands from his bare legs, long strings of sticky greenish mucus stretched like snot between them.

      Kara had to fight not to gag.

      “What—you mean I’m supposed to…to sit on your lap?” she asked faintly, still hoping there was a mistake.

      “Of course you are! You know, I booked this seat hoping I’d have a sweet little seatmate like you, but you’re even prettier than I imagined,” Mr. Oatmeal burbled. “Sit right down and make yourself comfortable, darlin’.”

      Somehow the Translation Bacteria in her system was making the oatmeal alien sound like a Texas oil baron but it wasn’t funny. He was looking her up and down in such a lascivious way that Kara felt like the plain black, stretchy dress she’d chosen to travel in was see-through! And the lump in his pink speedo was growing alarmingly. Ugh!

      “Excuse me, Miss—why haven’t you taken your seat yet?” The flight attendant was suddenly at her shoulder, a frown on her shiny gold face.

      “I, uh…this, er, man says I’m supposed to sit on his lap,” Kara said uncertainly. “But that can’t be right—can it?”

      “I’m afraid it is. Look—see here? Our Ultra Express Economy seats are always sold with the understanding that you might have a seatmate.” The flight attendant waved the silver foil ticket and pointed to the tiny alien script near the bottom that Kara hadn’t been able to decipher earlier. “That’s why these seats are so cheap.”

      Kara began to feel sick. There was no way she could sit on the horny, slimy oatmeal alien’s lap for the four-hour flight to Paradise Prime! She would have to eat the cost of this vacation and just stay home in her suite aboard the Mother Ship for a few days instead.

      “I’m sorry,” she said faintly. “But I didn’t know that. I’m afraid I can’t take this flight—I need to get off the shuttle.”

      “I’m afraid that’s going to be impossible—we’ve already undocked from the Kindred Mother Ship. In fact, the pilot is just waiting for all the passengers to be seated and strapped in before we enter the first wormhole,” the attendant said, frowning sternly. “So if you’d please take your seat, I’ll let him know we’re all ready to go.”

      “But…but I can’t,” Kara exclaimed. The more she looked at the alien in 521 A, the more he looked like he was made out of boogers rather than oatmeal. She just couldn’t sit in a snot-monster’s lap for four hours—she couldn’t.

      “Why not, darlin’?” the alien demanded, his lumpy features turning down into a frown. “I promise to keep my hands to myself. Mostly.” He leered at her.

      Oh God, this was getting worse and worse! Kara groped for an excuse.

      “My dress!” she said, pulling at the stretchy black fabric. “It’s dry-clean only. And I don’t think I’d be able to get your, er…excretions off of it.”

      “Excretions? You talkin’ about my slime, darlin’?” Mr. Oatmeal/Snot demanded. “What’s wrong with it? I’m Octobursorian, you know. We’re covered in the finest slime this side of the galaxy!”

      “I’m sure it’s lovely but, er, I’m allergic to slime,” Kara said, thinking up a new reason she couldn’t sit in his lap. “Yes—deathly allergic! I could have a reaction and die if I come in contact with it! I really could,” she said, appealing to the flight attendant, who didn’t look in the least convinced.

      “Miss,” she said sternly. “The entire shuttle is waiting for you to get strapped in before we can take off. Would you please take your seat?”

      “But I really can’t!” Kara protested, her voice going high and tight in protest. Mucus made her sick and the more she looked at Mr. Oatmeal, the more disgusted and nauseated she was. “Isn’t there anywhere else I can sit on the shuttle?”

      “No, every seat is full. Now are you going to take your seat or do I need to get some of my fellow attendants to put you in it forcibly?” the attendant demanded. “If I have to do that, I can assure you that the Paradise Peace Keepers will be waiting for you once the shuttle docks. And the penalty for delaying a shuttle or causing a scene during interplanetary transportation is a whole year in jail. Is that what you want?”

      “No, of course not!” Kara exclaimed. “But I can’t⁠—”

      “She can sit with me.”

      The deep voice was familiar. Kara looked up to see the semi-transparent seat divider between seats 521 and 522 being lowered. Soon a face she knew was revealed.

      “J’orn?” she asked blankly. “Is that you?”

      It looked like her old assistant…but not. The old J’orn had been clean-shaven—this J’orn had a closely clipped beard. The sharp points of his curving horns had been capped in some kind of black metal and he had tattoos now—she could see one curving up from the open collar of his shirt to cover the side of his neck. He looked…harder somehow, she thought. As though he’d seen a lot of unpleasant things since they’d last been together and it had marked him.

      “Kara,” he rumbled and nodded at her. “Did I hear you say you need a different seat?”

      “Yes, she does,” the flight attendant said briskly. “Says she’s allergic to slime.” Her tone made it clear she thought Kara was lying.

      “Well, she is,” J’orn said mildly. “I happen to know it for a fact—I used to work for her. We always had to be careful she never came in contact with any slime—it might kill her.”

      “Oh.” The flight attendant looked at Kara with new respect. “My apologies.”

      It miffed Kara that the attendant only believed her because a male backed her up, but she was in no position to be indignant. Also, she was lying through her teeth about the slime—it was probably better not to fight about it.

      “Thank you,” she said stiffly. “So if you could please find me a new seat.”

      “There’s your seat,” the attendant said briskly, pointing at J’orn. “This gentleman has kindly offered to allow you to sit with him. So please get in his lap and get buckled in so I can tell the captain we can take off. We’re already behind schedule,” she added, giving Kara a severe look.

      “Oh, um—all right.” It was going to be awkward as hell sitting in her old assistant’s lap, but Kara couldn’t deny that it was better than sitting on Mr. Oatmeal’s pink, oozing Speedo for four hours.

      She tried to find a way to climb over the lump, gooey alien without touching him, but his large, bare, bumpy legs filled the entire gap between his seat and the next where J’orn was sitting and he didn’t seem inclined to move them. In fact, he was giving Kara a sulky, pouting look as though he was angry that she didn’t want to sit in his lap and get slimed.

      J’orn clearly saw her predicament—and the flight attendant’s impatience.

      “Here,” he said. And half-standing, he leaned over his seatmate’s head and reached for Kara. Before she could protest, he’d wrapped his big hands around her waist and was lifting her clean over seat 521 and its snotty occupant and settling her firmly in his own lap.
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      “Oh!” Kara felt breathless after her short flight through the air. Also, who knew J’orn was so strong? She wasn’t exactly a lightweight and yet he’d lifted her like she was a doll!

      “Comfortable?” J’orn rumbled. He was wearing a long sleeved shirt and the tight black leather trousers that the Kindred called “flight leathers.” His long legs felt extremely firm and muscular under her ass.

      “I…I guess so,” she said, wishing her voice didn’t sound so breathless.

      “Good. Then we’d better get strapped in.”

      He drew an X-shaped harness that fit over both of them across her chest and snapped it in the middle, right around her midsection. Then he reached between her legs.

      “Hey!” Kara nearly jumped out of her skin. “What do you think you’re doing?”

      “Oof! Careful with the bouncing!” J’orn growled. “This is a five-point harness—I have to hook the last piece in place before we can take off. It’s between our legs,” he added pointedly.

      “Oh, um…sorry.” Kara felt foolish. “I thought⁠—”

      “I know what you thought,” he rumbled in her ear. “But you don’t have to worry. You made it more than clear that you don’t want that kind of attention from me.”

      “Look, I never…oh!” she ended in a little gasp because he had found the final part of the harness between both their legs and drawn it up between her thighs. Though he was clearly trying to be careful, she could feel his long fingers brushing the sensitive skin of her inner thighs as he felt around to get the tab into the buckle and the sensation sent shivers through her entire body.

      Even worse, the black strap attached to the tab stretched the fabric of her dress and pulled it up past her thighs. Kara had to wait, feeling utterly mortified, until the big Kindred finally clicked the tab into the silver buckle before she could reach between her thighs and hurriedly try to pull the black fabric down to hide her panties, which were perilously close to being revealed.

      “There,” J’orn rumbled in her ear. “Sorry that took so long—it’s hard to get it in when you can’t see it.”

      “That’s what she said,” Kara said, without thinking, and then winced. It was an old joke from the days when they’d worked together—one of the first pieces of “Earth humor” J’orn had learned and they used to say it to each other all the time.

      He stiffened at first but then a rumble of laughter came from his broad chest. Since Kara was sitting on his lap, it shook her whole body.

      “I forgot about that!” he said. “That was our favorite joke before you sent me away.”

      “J’orn, please—I didn’t really send you away,” she protested.

      “Oh yes, you fucking did,” he growled in her ear, making her shiver again. “You sent me away because of your mate. How is old Kevin, anyway—is he still failing to please you in the bedroom?”

      “That’s enough of that!” Kara snapped, turning her head and craning her neck to look up at him. “Watch your tone, J’orn!”

      “No, I don’t think I will.” He looked down at her with a thoughtful look on his face. “I’m not your good little assistant anymore, Kara. You can’t order me around.”

      “I never ordered you around!” she protested.

      “No, you didn’t have to. Because I was so fucking lost in you that I jumped to obey you before you even gave the order,” he growled, glaring down at her. “But our relationship has changed, Kara—I’ve changed.”

      “We don’t have a relationship!” she pointed out heatedly.

      “Oh yes, we fucking do,” J’orn growled. “For the next four hours, anyway. Unless you’d rather scoot over and sit in our seatmate’s lap?” He nodded at Mr. Oatmeal who was staring at them with interest, clearly taking in the entire argument.

      Kara didn’t like the scrutiny. This was a private conversation, damn it!

      “Here—how do you raise the divider?” she demanded, leaning to her left to press the buttons on the armrest.

      But the button she pressed didn’t raise the divider. Instead, it made the seat start vibrating—violently.

      “Oh! Oh m-my g-goodness!” Kara exclaimed, her voice coming out funny because of the way the whole seat was shaking. “T-turn it off!”

      “I c-can’t,” J’orn growled. “It’s on a t-t-timer. The cycle has to run its c-course!”

      “F-for how long?” Kara demanded. The vibrations were shaking her body and causing her more than ample bottom to rub against the big Kindred’s crotch. Already she could feel something hot and hard poking her in the ass—it was absolutely humiliating.

      She tried to squirm away from the hard thing—why not just call it what it is? His cock—J’orn’s cock is poking you, whispered a little voice in her head—but her movements only seemed to make things worse.

      At last, she felt two big hands clamp down on her thighs and hold her in place.

      “That’s enough wiggling!” J’orn growled in her ear—his voice sounded hoarse and strained. “You’re driving me fucking c-crazy!”

      “I…I d-didn’t m-mean to!” Kara exclaimed. Now the hard bulge of his cock was poking right between her thighs—she swore she could feel it rubbing against the crotch of her panties and her outer pussy lips. The sensation was almost more than she could take—especially since the vibrations kept rubbing the two of them together so intimately.

      She tried to sit up in his lap at least, so she wasn’t leaning back against his broad chest. But this only caused her pelvis to tilt down so that the hard bulge of his cock was actually parting her outer lips through her panties and pressing against her swollen clit. And the vibrations just kept on coming—it was like the chair had turned her old assistant into a massive vibrator for her personal use.

      Oh my God! she thought. If this doesn’t stop soon, I might come!

      She tried to close her legs, which had somehow spread out much wider than was ladylike, but the strap of the harness was in the way.

      “Oh!” she moaned softly, trying to keep her pleasure in check. “Ohhhh!” She couldn’t come on J’orn’s lap—she absolutely couldn’t!

      Have to hold on—just a little longer, she thought, gritting her teeth. Have to hold it back—don’t come, Kara. Don’t…Come!

      Luckily, just as she was sure she was about to tilt over the edge of orgasm, the vibrations stopped. A moment later, J’orn eased his death grip on her thighs and hips.

      “You okay, baby?” he rumbled and there was an unmistakable undertone of lust in his deep voice.

      “I…I think so. That was, uh, an adventure.” Kara tried to laugh the awkward situation away. “And since when do you call me ‘baby?’” she added.

      “Sorry,” he muttered. “It just slipped out. I guess only your mate gets to call you that, huh?”

      “Kevin never called me ‘baby,’” Kara informed him. “And he’s not my mate anymore.”

      “What?” His big body stiffened beneath her—it was as though she’d told him some momentous piece of news. “What did you say? Did you dissolve your Bond?”

      “Well, we were never really ‘Bonded’ in the Kindred way,” Kara reminded him. “But yes, we got a divorce. Not long after you left the PR department, actually,” she added. “It’s been almost a year now. That’s why I’m taking myself on a private vacation—to celebrate being on my own and not having to deal with Kevin anymore.”

      “So you’re going to Paradise Prime all alone?” he asked, sounding worried.

      “Yes. Why—is that a problem?” Kara turned her head to look up at him again.

      “Yes, it is,” he said shortly. “I’m being sent there on a mission to expose a kidnapping ring that’s operating out of some of the bigger resorts.”

      “A kidnapping ring? That’s terrible—are they taking children?” Kara asked anxiously.

      He shook his head.

      “No—women of prime breeding age. There have been five women kidnapped in the past two solar months—it’s extremely serious.”

      “Oh my God—that’s awful!” Kara exclaimed. “What happened to the women?”

      “Only two have been recovered—I’m afraid the other three died,” he said grimly. “They were sold to brothels in the Red Light District and the three that died…well, I hate to say it but they were basically fucked to death.”

      “What? Is that even possible?” Kara demanded.

      He nodded.

      “When you’re forced to service hundreds of males a day—some of a much larger species than your own—it’s absolutely possible. I’ve been told that two of the women were even forced to service a Trollox.”

      “A Trollox—what’s that?” Kara asked, feeling sick.

      “The closest thing I can think of is a troll or a giant from one of your fairytale books,” J’orn said grimly. “Your average Trollox is nine to twelve feet—or three to four meters—tall, and most of them have more than one head on their shoulders.”

      “So those poor women were fucked to death by a two-headed troll?” Kara asked, feeling her stomach roll over. “That’s horrible!”

      “Which is exactly why you ought to catch the next shuttle the minute we land on Paradise Prime and go back to the Mother Ship,” J’orn told her.

      “What?” Kara twisted around to frown up at him again. “That’s ridiculous, though. You said they were taking women of, er, ‘prime breeding age’—that’s pretty much behind me now. Nobody’s going to want to kidnap a middle-aged woman who isn’t exactly thin. They’ll be looking for a pretty young thing who looks good in a bikini.”

      J’orn shook his head.

      “I don’t understand why you always underestimate yourself, Kara. You’re fucking gorgeous. As a Mature Elite, you’ll be in more danger of being kidnapped—not less.”

      Kara felt a surge of pleasure go through her at his compliment—she knew she shouldn’t but she couldn’t help it.

      “That’s very kind of you, but I really don’t think I’d be a prime target, J’orn,” she said. “Besides, I’ll be staying at an all-female resort—no males allowed. I should be perfectly safe.”

      J’orn frowned.

      “I still don’t like the idea of you being alone on Paradise Prime with this kidnapping ring on the loose. But I guess if I can’t change your mind, I’ll just have to escort you to your resort to be certain you get there safely.”

      “Honestly, you don’t have to do that,” Kara said uncomfortably. “I really don’t think⁠—”

      “It doesn’t matter what you think—I’m going with you,” he growled. “And you’re not leaving the resort the whole time you’re there.”

      “What? But I wanted to go to the beach and the mountains!” Kara protested.

      “That’s too damn bad,” J’orn growled. “Promise me you’ll stay inside the walls of your females-only resort or I’ll call Commander Sylvan and ask him to send a long-range shuttle to come pick you up as soon as we touch down in the Paradise Prime port.”

      “You wouldn’t do that!” Kara exclaimed. “You wouldn’t dare!”

      “Oh yes I fucking would,” he growled in her ear. “I’ll tell him you’re in danger and I saw a stranger eyeing you on the shuttle.”

      He shot a meaningful look at Mr. Oatmeal, who was still taking in their conversation with rapt attention.

      “Would you please put up the seat divider?” Kara hissed at J’orn. She didn’t dare to try to do it again herself—not after the vibrating incident where she’d almost come in his lap.

      “Certainly.” He pushed the right button and the frosted seat divider rose smoothly between their seat and Mr. Oatmeal’s, much to Kara’s relief. But the moment it was up, J’orn spoke in her ear again. “Promise me,” he rumbled. “Promise you’ll stay in the resort. I know you’ll keep your word if you give it to me, Kara—so promise. Now.”

      Kara wondered where in the world her formerly pliant and agreeable assistant had learned to be so dominating and demanding! But he was right—if she gave her word, she always did her best to keep it. Reluctantly, she nodded.

      “All right. I won’t leave the resort.”

      “Good girl,” he growled, much to her surprise. To her further surprise, the words sent a shiver down her spine and she felt her nipples getting hard. What was wrong with her?

      “Excuse me?” she demanded, frowning up at him, trying to cover her confusion. “Did you just call me a ‘good girl?’”

      J’orn gave her a lazy grin.

      “Yes, I did. You got a problem with that?”

      “Well, I hardly think—” she began but just then an announcement came over the overhead com system.

      “Attention, ladies and gentlemen, and also to our customers who have no sex or more than one sex,” the pilot’s voice boomed out. “We would like to welcome you aboard this interstellar shuttle with non-stop service to Paradise Prime and inform you that we are about to enter a wormhole. If you’ve never been through a wormhole before, this particular one can be a bit bumpy. Please keep your harnesses fastened and stay in your seats for your safety, comfort, and convenience.”

      The com system clicked off and Kara frowned. How bumpy could it be?

      “You ever been through a wormhole before?” J’orn asked her.

      “Er, no. I’ve never been anywhere but the Mother Ship,” Kara reminded him. “I don’t—Oh!”

      Her words ended in a gasp because the shuttle took a massive jolt—as though it had hit a huge bump. It jerked and Kara was flung forward against the harness and then backwards against J’orn’s chest. The blackness of space outside the window suddenly went neon blue and wavy, as though they had dived into an ocean of light.

      “Here—I’ve got you.” J’orn’s massive arms came around her, encircling her waist and holding her tight against him. Kara would have protested but she actually needed the extra security—the wormhole was extremely bumpy!

      After what felt like forever—but was probably more like five minutes—the neon blue light that had flooded through the window faded to black and the bumping stopped.

      “Ohhh…” Kara sagged in relief. “That was rough.”

      “Yes it was—makes me wonder if that wormhole is in the process of destabilizing,” J’orn growled. “You okay, baby?” he asked her.

      It was the second time he’d called her the endearment, but this time Kara didn’t protest. She was grateful he’d been kind enough to hold onto her during the turbulence, which always scared her to death when she was riding in a plane.

      “I…I think so,” she murmured. “I’ve just never⁠—”

      “Excuse me, Ma’am, Sir—would you like a beverage or a snack?”

      It was the voice of the flight attendant. She was peering over the seat divider, though Kara could only see the third eye in the center of her forehead.

      “Er, no thank you,” she said politely. She was afraid she might have to pee if she drank anything and it would be so awkward to ask J’orn to lift her over Mr. Oatmeal and then lift her back into his lap again.

      But J’orn said yes.

      “Yerba juice would be good if you have it,” he added.

      “We do, Sir. Chilled yerba juice coming right up,” she said sweetly. A moment later she passed a chilled cup over the seat divider. J’orn reached for it and Kara found the tray table on the back of the seat in front of them and let it down so he would have a place to put the juice if he wanted to. She also noticed, as she did, that there was no holo-screen for any in-flight entertainment.

      “Excuse me,” she said to the attendant.

      “Yes—have you changed your mind about having a snack?” The third eye—which was bright blue—blinked at her.

      “No, thank you,” Kara said politely. “But I was wondering where the holo-screen is for the in-flight entertainment?”

      “Oh, I’m afraid that’s not available in our Ultra Economy section,” the attendant told her. “However, we do offer an Immersive Dream Experience which will help to pass the time instead.”

      “A Dream Experience? What’s that?” Kara asked, frowning.

      “We give you a tiny puff of Dream Gas mixed with a mild relaxant,” the attendant said. “This enables you to drift into a soothing dream state where you have lovely, vivid dreams and don’t wake up until we reach Paradise Prime. Many of our customers prefer it to the in-flight entertainment,” she added. “A little nap always makes you feel so refreshed and ready to start your vacation.”

      “Oh, well…I’ll think about it,” Kara said uncertainly.

      “You do that. We’ll be coming back around with the Dream Gas cart as soon as we finish the snack and beverage service.”

      The attendant moved on, leaving Kara to wonder if she ought to try the Immersive Dream Experience or not.
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      “So what do you think about the Dream Gas? Are you going to take some?” Kara asked, as soon as the flight attendant moved on down the aisle.

      “Don’t know—I might,” J’orn said. He didn’t usually like being drugged but Dream Gas was fairly mild and honestly, anything that helped him forget he had the woman of his dreams on his lap—a woman he knew he could never have—might be a good idea.

      Gods, he couldn’t believe he had his arms around her and her soft little bottom was pressed against his shaft. He only wished this was happening in different circumstances—and that Kara actually wanted him to be holding her instead of just tolerating his presence.

      From the moment he’d first been introduced to Kara Landing, he’d known the curvy little Earth woman was the only one for him. It had struck him like a blow between the eyes the first time he’d seen her and took her hand in his to greet her.

      He hadn’t cared that she was his boss—or that she was more than ten years older than him. She was the woman he was destined to be with—he was sure of it. Everything about her drew him like a moth to a flame—her full, curvy figure including her wide hips and deliciously large ass…her long brown hair which she always flicked over her shoulder when she was distracted or concentrating on a problem…her big brown eyes that looked exactly like melted dark chocolate, which also happened to be her favorite Earth confection. There wasn’t a single thing about her that J’orn didn’t love.

      His devastation when he’d learned that she already had a mate had been total, because it was an unwritten rule that a Kindred never came between an already Bonded couple. But as he learned more about the humans who had come to live aboard the Mother Ship, he realized that their idea of Bonding wasn’t at all the same as the Kindred idea.

      The Kindred mated for life and formed a mental and emotional connection—a Soul Bond—that couldn’t be severed by anything but death. The humans, on the other hand, never formed such a connection. They simply signed a piece of paper and said some vows. Which meant that they were able to dissolve their union any time they pleased.

      Like Kara’s union is dissolved now, he couldn’t help thinking. He wasn’t surprised that she’d finally left that useless mate of hers. Kevin—what a stupid name!—had been utterly unwilling to help with any of the domestic labor of their household. He acted like all the cooking and cleaning were exclusively Kara’s job, just because she was female!

      It was the stupidest thing J’orn had ever seen—in a Kindred household, the chores were split evenly between the two partners. Or three, in the case of the Twin Kindred, who shared a woman.

      Her mate also hadn’t satisfied her in the least. How many times had she come to work with the scent of sexual need on her? It was a scent he smelled now too, and it was driving him fucking wild though he was doing his best not to show it. But thank the Goddess, there was no scent of another male on her. So though she was clearly unfulfilled—more than unfulfilled, almost in heat, he amended to himself—at least she wasn’t trying to find some unworthy male to scratch her itch.

      And who do you think would be worthy—you? asked a contemptuous voice in his head. You know how she feels about you—she thinks you’re too young—too inexperienced to protect and serve her and meet her sexual needs!

      He could still remember the way she had dismissed him from her service in the PR department so casually, as though he meant nothing to her. As though he was a used tissue she was throwing away.

      The thought made his anger surge…and his determination. Kara might not think much of him, but he would prove her wrong, he promised himself. He would escort her to the resort she was staying at and be certain she was safe. Inwardly, he resolved to keep track of her movements and be sure she was staying in the resort as she had promised and that she wasn’t in any danger. She might think that the kidnappers wouldn’t want her because of her age, but J’orn was convinced she was wrong.

      Kara always had the strangest ideas about her appearance. She thought that because she had a few crow's feet around her eyes and laugh lines around the corners of her mouth that she was unattractive. She also spoke disparagingly about her weight. J’orn could never understand that because the Kindred loved curvy women. But he had learned that human males didn’t. In fact, they shunned them—J’orn wondered if maybe her ex-mate had made hurtful comments about her curves that made her self-conscious about them.

      Whatever the reason—either her judgmental society or her stupid ex-husband—his former boss had never understood how truly beautiful she was.

      J’orn longed to kneel at her feet and make her believe in her own beauty. He longed to spread her thighs and worship her pussy with his tongue—to part her outer lips and taste her sweet juices while she gripped his horns and moaned his name, thrusting her hips up to meet him as she came all over his face.

      Then he would open her tight little cunt with his cock, thrusting deep inside her—Claiming her as his own. He would plow her thoroughly and let her know she was his. And then, as his Bonding knot swelled inside her pussy, tying the two of them together for hours of pleasure they would form a Soul Bond that could never be severed. They would⁠—

      That’s enough! he told himself harshly, cutting off the fantasy. Keep that up and you’ll get hard again!

      He was still semi-hard from their mutual encounter with the seat’s vibration function—he didn’t need to get another raging erection and start poking her between her thighs again! It showed a lack of self-control that he abhorred. He ought to be able to control his body and keep himself from such animalistic reactions—especially after all the training he’d been through to join the Kindred Elite Espionage Corps.

      The training had been six solar months of pure Hell in which both his mind and his body had been pushed to the limit. Many times J’orn had felt ready to quit—or to break. But then he would remember the curvy little female who had cast him aside and his determination would double. He wanted to change for Kara—he pushed his body to the breaking point to become worthy of her—even though he knew she would never want him.

      J’orn wondered what she would say if she knew she was his sole motivation and his guiding star? Somehow he doubted she would be happy about it. She thought the age difference between them was too great. Which was ridiculous. He had seen several Kindred warriors about his age who had been lucky enough to secure Mature Elites as their mates. The gap in ages didn’t matter once the Soul Bond was formed. Also, a Kindred’s bride tended to slow her aging to match with his once their bodies were in sync. He wondered if Kara knew that—or if she would care if he told her.

      Better not—she’ll just think I’m “coming on to her” as the humans say, he told himself.

      No, it was better to leave things alone, he decided. It was a strange twist of fate that had brought him and Kara together in this way, but it didn’t mean anything. He would just have to do his best to ignore her female-in-heat scent and her soft bottom planted directly on his aching shaft for the rest of the journey.

      There was nothing else he could do. Kara didn’t want him and she never would. He just wished there was some way to change her mind…and to show her how he really felt about her.
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      “You know—I think I will take some of the Dream Gas,” J’orn remarked when the flight attendant came around again.

      “You will?” Kara craned around to look up at him. “In that case, I think I will too. It would be good to, er, take our minds off…”

      She trailed off because he was frowning at her.

      “Off the fact that you’ve been forced to sit on my lap?” he rumbled.

      “No, no—you know I’m grateful you let me, er, sit on you,” she protested. “I just meant I can never sleep on flights because they always make me so nervous. It would be nice to get a little nap and get to our destination refreshed instead of frazzled—you know?”

      He gave a noncommittal grunt which could have meant anything but finally, he nodded.

      “So you’d both like the Dream Gas?” the assistant asked when J’orn lowered the divider to talk to her. She was pushing a cart with a round silver canister on it. There was a long hose attached to the top of it.

      “Yes, please,” Kara said politely and J’orn nodded as well.

      “Very well. Let me just attach a new mask…” The flight attendant produced something that looked like a triangular oxygen mask and fitted it onto the end of the tube. “Now, I’ll be giving the gas to the gentleman first,” she said, speaking to both J’orn and Kara. “Since he’s in the back of the seat. Then the lady can have her turn.”

      “Thank you,” J’orn rumbled. He took the mask and pressed it over his nose and mouth.

      “Very good, Sir. Now let me just twist the nozzle and if you’d take two or three deep breaths…”

      As she spoke, the attendant turned the silver valve at the top of the tank and Kara heard a faint hissing sound. Behind her, J’orn was breathing deeply. After a moment, she felt his big, muscular body relax and he slumped back in the chair.

      “There we go! Now let me just get a fresh mask for you.” The attendant pulled back the tubing and swapped out the mask for another one, which was smaller, for Kara. She handed it to her but before Kara put it over her nose and mouth, a new thought occurred to her.

      “Wait—this stuff—this Dream Gas—won’t make us do anything we, uh, wouldn’t normally do, will it?” she asked anxiously.

      She was thinking of a story she’d read about a woman who took an Ambien before getting on a long airplane flight. While under the influence of the drug, she took her jeans and underwear off completely and began masturbating vigorously. The flight attendants tried to stop her, but they couldn’t wake her up. The poor woman had no idea what she was doing or why—when the plane finally landed and the Ambien wore off—the police were waiting to arrest her for public indecency.

      But the flight attendant was shaking her head.

      “No, no—I assure you Miss, you won’t do or say anything you don’t want to. The Dream Gas has a mild muscle paralytic to be sure passengers who take it can’t get up to any mischief. In fact, this particular formula is what they give to sleepwalkers to keep them in their beds at night,” she assured Kara.

      “Okay, well…all right then, I guess.” Kara took the mask and pressed it over her mouth and nose. After all, wasn’t sleeping through this uncomfortable situation better than being bored and anxious for the next three and a half hours? She believed the answer to that was “yes.”

      She had no idea what was in store for her.
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      Kara was walking through a deep blue mist that seeped up from the unseen ground below and drifted around her in mysterious waves. Was it some kind of alien ocean? But no, she didn’t feel any water brushing against her—no wetness. The sky above was pale green and she could hear birds calling somewhere, though she could never quite see them.

      Then she managed to make one out. It was a huge crow-like bird—as big as an airplane—and it had brilliant, iridescent feathers that were shiny black with blue, gold, and green woven through them.

      “Oh my,” she said aloud. “That thing is huge.”

      “It’s a Dream Crow,” said a deep, male voice behind her.

      “A what?” Kara turned her head and was surprised to see J’orn standing there. No, not standing—he was sitting. And she was sitting in his lap. How strange! She hadn’t seen him in almost a year but now she was on his lap.

      “A Dream Crow,” he repeated. “It comes to warn people in their dreams that they’re soon going to be in danger.”

      “Caw! Caw!” The huge crow called hoarsely, as though it was agreeing with his words.

      “How do you know about Dream Crows?” she asked curiously. Now that she thought about it, it didn’t seem at all strange that she was sitting on his lap—or that he was shirtless, as she suddenly noticed.

      She had only seen his bare chest once before—it was on a PR department outing. They had taken a shuttle down to Earth to visit the beach and have a barbeque as a team-building exercise. Kara remembered having a very difficult time not staring at her assistant’s broad chest and eight-pack abs. He had just a little chest hair, right between the flat, copper disks of his nipples and it led in a trail down to his navel and then further, down into his swim shorts…

      “You know, you look really good with your shirt off,” she remarked, looking him up and down. Somehow this was possible to do without straining her neck in the dream. “I mean really good.”

      Wait, am I dreaming? she asked herself. I must be—I never would have told J’orn out loud that I liked his body otherwise.

      “You look good too, baby,” he growled softly. “And you feel good in my arms. Why don’t you lean back against me and let me just hold you?”

      Kara thought about it but she couldn’t come up with a reason to say no to his request. With a little sigh of contentment, she leaned back against his broad chest, loving the feel of his warm, bare skin against her shoulder blades.

      “Mmm, are you comfortable, baby?” he growled softly in her ear. “You don’t know how long I’ve wanted to hold you like this…how long I’ve wanted to touch you.”

      “Touch me? Touch me how
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