
  
    [image: Crave]
  


  
    
      CRAVE

      ALIEN GENERAL'S OBSESSION

    

    
      
        HATTIE JACKS

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2021 by Hattie Jacks

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      Cover Design: Kasmit Covers

      Editing: Epona Author Solutions

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        1. Tara

      

      
        2. Kylar

      

      
        3. Tara

      

      
        4. Kylar

      

      
        5. Tara

      

      
        6. Kylar

      

      
        7. Tara

      

      
        8. Kylar

      

      
        9. Tara

      

      
        10. Kylar

      

      
        11. Tara

      

      
        12. Kylar

      

      
        13. Tara

      

      
        14. Kylar

      

      
        15. Tara

      

      
        16. Kylar

      

      
        17. Tara

      

      
        18. Kylar

      

      
        19. Tara

      

      
        20. Kylar

      

      
        21. Tara

      

      
        22. Kylar

      

      
        23. Tara

      

      
        24. Kylar

      

      
        25. Tara

      

      
        26. Kylar

      

      
        27. Tara

      

      
        28. Kylar

      

      
        29. Tara

      

      
        30. Kylar

      

      
        31. Tara

      

      
        32. Kylar

      

      
        33. Tara

      

      
        34. Kylar

      

      
        35. Tara

      

      
        36. Kylar

      

      
        37. Tara

      

      
        38. Kylar

      

      
        39. Tara

      

      
        40. Kylar

      

      
        41. Tara

      

      
        42. Kylar

      

      
        43. Tara

      

      
        44. Kylar

      

      
        45. Tara

      

      
        46. Kylar

      

      
        47. Tara

      

      
        48. Kylar

      

      
        49. Tara

      

      
        50. Kylar

      

      
        51. Tara

      

      
        52. Kylar

      

      
        53. Tara

      

      
        54. Kylar

      

      
        55. Tara

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Also by Hattie Jacks

      

      
        Just who is this Hattie Jacks anyway?

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            TARA

          

        

      

    

    
      I hate him.

      

      He watches me closely, but I’m not going to look at him. He’s disgusting anyway, with his yellowing tusks sprouting from his lower jaw and his piggy dark eyes, not to mention his insipid green skin. He might like to call himself my ‘master’, but he’ll never be the master of me.

      I’ve met many different alien species since I was abducted from Earth nearly a year ago, but this lot are the worst. Who knew there were even aliens out there? It wasn’t a question that had ever bothered me while living my normal life on Earth.

      “Get me something to eat, pet.” My master’s voice booms.

      He sits on the big chair placed in the center of the room like he’s royalty and stares down at me. I’m in my usual position at his feet, looking demure as always. At least I can spit in his food if he’s not looking. I learned a long time ago that outright defiance is dangerous and painful. In my current condition, he’s less likely to hurt me, but the way he’s been looking at me recently, I’m wondering if there’s something else on his mind.

      “As you wish.” I lever myself to my feet, my knees protesting from the slave girl position he insists on, my big, pregnant belly making me ungainly.

      I head over to the table he keeps constantly laden with food and start to pile up a plate. Pritan is a Grolix mercenary who controls this planetoid. They are a foul species, green skinned, covered with rolls of fat and with snouts and tusks that make them look like pigs. They are pigs, big, stinking pigs.

      I sneak a peek behind me, and unfortunately, he’s staring at me with those lust-filled eyes again so I can’t ‘add’ anything to his food. Instead, I carry the plate back over to him and offer it up with an unbalanced bow.

      “You’re looking particularly delicious today.” He bares his crooked, brown teeth at me and licks his lips. It’s all I can do not to shudder. He puts out a hand and rubs it over my belly. “Particularly delicious.” He repeats. “Shame I’m only supposed to keep you until you birth. Perhaps I might just have to have a little taste before you go…”

      One of his guard bursts into the room, and I thank my lucky stars for the interruption.

      “What the fuck do you want?” Pritan grabs the plate out of my hands and throws himself back on his chair.

      “Mighty Pritan,” his guard simpers at him, although there’s a wildness about his eyes that means he’s stumbling over the niceties Pritan insists on, even though he doesn’t deserve them. “The Haalux are here.”

      “And?” Pritan splutters with a mouthful of food, waving the Grolix equivalent of a chicken leg in the air. “What do I care about that bunch of gray-skinned bastards? This is my base. Make them pay the toll and get rid of them.”

      “Wise, Pritan.” The guard starts to wring his hands, his gimlet eyes darting around the room as if he looks for inspiration. “They are not here for supplies or pleasure…”

      Pritan interrupts him with a loud guffaw. “The Haalux have no need for pleasure! They keep their seed to themselves!” He grabs his crotch suggestively with a greasy hand as he looks down at me. “Just get rid of them, they never spend any credits anyway.”

      From what little I have seen outside Pritan’s fortified palace, he runs this planetoid as a cross between a trading post, a brothel, and a gambling den. It’s made him stupidly rich and arrogant. Seeing his guard, twisting his hands together, concern and fear fitting across his ugly face, I believe that it’s also made Pritan complacent.

      Back when I was on Earth, I was a pretty good judge of character. Of course, all that went once I found myself surrounded by aliens. Body language, facial expressions and speech patterns meant I had to learn it all over again. Plus, whatever species abducted me determined I only needed the lowest level of translator chip. It means I can understand and speak Grolix, but little else.

      Somewhere inside Pritan’s palace there is an unnatural rumbling sound. He looks up, and for the first time ever, I see concern on his face.

      “What the-?”

      “The Haalux General, mighty Pritan. He said he had come for you.” The guard says.

      I’m not sure what scares the guard more, Pritan or whatever the ‘Haalux’ is. There’s a further rumble, and he edges towards the door. Yep, it’s the Haalux, and my face aches from trying not to laugh at the look of fright on the faces of these aliens who have tortured me for months.

      “What did you say the General was called?” Pritan has turned an interesting shade of sickly pale green.

      “It’s General Kylar, sir.” The rumble gets louder, and Pritan is on his feet, the plate of food tumbling to the floor.

      “Keep him away from me!” He says. “I want all guards to mount full resistance. The Haalux must not be allowed to get into my inner chamber.” He grabs me by my wrist and pulls me towards his bedchamber.

      I resist, but only because I’m trying to work out how scared Pritan is. He yanks me so hard I feel something click in my wrist, and a spear of pain shoots up my arm. There’s a loud explosion as he drags me into his chamber. The heavy door slams closed behind us.

      He thinks that because I’m small, female and very pregnant, I’m not a threat.

      He’s wrong.
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      “General,” my lieutenant, Zorx, addresses me with a formal salute and bow. “We have penetrated the Grolix fortress.”

      “Have you located Pritan?” I ask, already knowing the answer, Zorx would never come to me unless he had the full report.  He’s well trained and ambitious.

      “He retreated to his safe room like the coward he is.” Zorx lets his emotions show in his words, something I will have to beat out of the young hot head in the training arena. “We thought we had him cornered.”

      “You ‘thought you had him cornered’? What do you mean?” I give Zorx the full benefit of my legendary stare. He swallows, and I hear him take in an urgent breath. None of my warriors ever want to displease me. They know the consequences.

      “There’s a problem, General. You’ll need to see…” He tails off as I get to my feet.

      I can tell that he dreaded delivering this news and rightly so. I expected more of him and my warriors. It was a simple raid they were more than equipped to handle.

      “Show me.” I order. He hurries to catch up as I stride through my ship toward the airlock.

      This was supposed to be a straightforward raid on a Grolix den belonging to a small time mercenary.  Our glorious new leader, Rexitor, has decreed we should crack down on the mercenary scum. It’s one thing on which we can agree. The Grolix have been getting too bold in recent times. Some species fund them; their weapons and ships have improved considerably. This has made them more of a threat to the Empire, especially after their attack on our Fleet flagship, Excelsior.

      They are, however, easy pickings. Most of them prefer to hole up on grotty planetoids like this one. AS-Seven, I believe it’s called. It’s the ass end of the galaxy all right.

      Our orders are to locate, raid and extract information from whatever Grolix is in charge, then to put them out of business. It’s hardly warcraft, but it’s dirty work and I’ve never been afraid to get my hands dirty. It’s a plus that no one cares what we do to our Grolix friends either, as long as we send the information back to Haalux.

      We leave the confines of my Battle-Class ship, the Guardian. AS-Seven is as I expected, windswept, dusty and a nonentity. Pritan’s fortress is exactly the same as every other Grolix mercenary we have come across. My warriors easily breached the entrance and overpowered most of Pritan’s guard. I hear blaster fire inside, meaning there are pockets of resistance.

      “There are one or two individuals who are still fighting, General, but the fortress is secure.” Zorx reports to me.

      As he speaks, a door slides open behind him. I grab his clothing and fling him to one side while I pull out my psi-dagger. The ugly Grolix charges straight into my blade. His face morphs from anger to shock as I twist the blade in his belly, then drag it upwards, gutting him, before I push his limp body back through the doorway. It lands with a squelch and a thud.

      “Any more Grolix you need help to subdue?” I ask Zorx, who scrambles to his feet.

      “No General,” he mumbles.

      “Then take me to your problem,” I sigh, pinching the bridge of my nose. All the warriors on this raid are going to be getting some additional training after this. They’re getting sloppy, especially Zorx. I will oversee it all myself.

      “Yes, General.” Zorx says, and he hurries ahead of me.

      We reach Pritan’s inner sanctum, which I note with amusement he has set up like a throne room. The Grolix are the bottom feeders of the galaxy, yet they have a very high opinion of themselves.

      “Through here.” Zorx is on edge as he leads me through to a bedchamber at the rear of the room.

      It’s luxuriously appointed with wall hangings made from the finest Matax silks, subtle lighting in reds and blues and a floor covering I sink into as I enter the room. An enormous bed on a raised dais dominates. It, too, is covered in silks. Above it hangs a large mirror, although why the fuck-ugly Grolix would even want to look at themselves is beyond me. The bed is despoiled with the prone body of a large Grolix male, an ornate dagger sticking out of his chest the reason for his stillness.

      Three of my warriors surround something on the floor next to the bed. They are incredibly jumpy. I hear the clack of their armor and blasters as they shift uncomfortably. They are not sure what to make of the other thing in the room, and it shows.

      “General Kylar,” Zorx announces. The warriors move aside upon hearing my name. There is a palpable sense of relief.

      As they move aside, I see the reason for their unease. Kneeling on a soft pillow next to the bed is a tiny female, possibly a human.  I’ve seen one before, although this one has a different head covering, so I’m not completely sure. She has adopted the traditional slave pose, head bowed and hands in her lap in front of her very pregnant stomach. She wears nothing more than a couple of scraps of silk that barely cover her creamy, pink skin.

      Her scent reaches me, and I stop dead. She is entrancing, from the curve of her breasts, sitting proud over her pregnancy, to her long golden hair I want to run my fingers through. She slowly lifts her head. I stare into the most beautiful green eyes I have ever seen, then she looks down. Her gaze is gone, and I feel like a spell has been broken.

      “Who did this?” I fire out, pointing to the dead Grolix. “If it’s any of your warriors, Zorx, I swear I’ll have your hide in the training arena!”

      “He was like this when we breached the chamber, my General,” Zorx says. He holds my gaze, and I’m impressed. I’ll make a warrior of him yet.

      “You’re not telling me that this little female killed him?” I snort out.

      My warriors look back and forward between themselves, unsure and out of their depth. Not that I blame them. Most of these younglings will not have had a zycle and have little or no experience with females.  Most of us are products of artificial insemination and Haalux children grow up without a family as they are prepared for the Empire in the academy.  Even with their General present, they are uneasy in her presence.

      I walk over to inspect the corpse. He does have a look of surprise on his face, although it could just be a death grimace. Whatever information we might have got out of him went with him to the afterlife. I look at the female again and catch her peering up at me. As soon as she catches my eye, she drops her gaze.

      I crouch down next to her. Close up she is quite beautiful, high delicate cheekbones and fine soft skin like a juuli fruit. Her gaze flicks to me, then down again.

      “Did you do this?” I ask her, keeping my voice soft as I point to the body. ”Did you kill him?”

      Her eyes fly to me, across to the dead Grolix and back down onto her pregnant stomach. I place my hand on it, and she stares at me in alarm.

      “Is this his child?” I ask her.  She furrows her brow and looks confused.  “Can you understand me?” I point to my mouth.

      The female shakes her head slowly. Looks like the cheap fucking Grolix couldn’t even be bothered to get her a decent translation download.

      “Is this his child?” I rub my hand on her belly and point at Pritan. She shakes her head wildly from side to side.

      “No way! I wouldn’t fuck that ugly bastard for all the tea in China!” She spits out, leaning forward, then remembering herself, she adopts the slave pose once more.

      I laugh at her impudence, which earns me another stare. I give her belly another rub. It’s smooth and warm. The touch of her skin is having a strange effect on the tightness of my trousers. She lets out a low whimper. It’s only then I notice her wrist, swollen, with a black and purple color that’s in direct contrast to the rest of her skin. I take it gently. She hisses in pain.

      “Take the female back to the ship, I wish to interrogate her further. She is injured, make sure she sees the medic and then make her comfortable in my quarters.” I order.

      Zorx stares at me for a beat. “Yes, General, as you wish.” He’s never seen me be this generous to any other creature before.

      He motions to the warriors and they reach down, helping the female to her feet. She does not resist. I watch her as they lead her out of the door.
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      Great! A new bunch of massive muscular aliens to add to my growing list of big bad bastards. This lot are pretty easy on the eye, especially the particularly imposing male they brought in last. To add to my fun, my translation chip isn’t working at all. Their language might be Ancient Greek for all I can understand. It has a nice ring to it, much better than some of the harsh, guttural sounds from some of the species I’ve met so far.

      My degree was in modern languages, followed by a masters in Spanish. I’d loved being a student. I got to spend time around tutors who were experienced and intelligent. At least it meant I didn’t spend most of my time waiting for the world to catch up. They were only ever a few steps behind me. Well, more than a few steps behind, but I’d become more forgiving by then.

      So it annoys the hell out of me even more that the Haalux alien can understand me and I can’t understand him. I can tell when someone is being condescending to me in any language. The guy who talked down to me like some sort of pet is at least half a head taller than the others, broader in the chest and spoke with authority. The way they look at him, he’s obviously their leader, not that he could be anything else.

      He has the most gorgeous iridescent gray skin with an electric blue marking diagonally across his forehead. His strong, angular face is noble, and although there is a hint of cruelness around his mouth, his deep red eyes are mesmerizing. He’s wearing the same black body armor as the rest of them, but his bulk hints at an impressive set of abs underneath, and my lady parts are reacting in a way that I haven’t felt since I was taken from Earth. A very wrong way given my current condition.

      He also seemed to think that I would have let Pritan get close enough to get me pregnant. I’m sure that even in slave girl mode I don’t look like the sort of female that would touch Pritan with a barge pole, a very, very long barge pole.

      The way he looks at me is impossible to fathom. His eyes drill into me, but give nothing away. When he moved, I saw the blood on his hands, and that’s why when the others help me to my feet, I go with them without question. He’s killed. Maybe that’s what I had seen in his eyes. The last thing I need is to spend more time around a killer.

      Because that’s what I’ve become. I’d been hiding the dagger currently adorning Pritan’s chest for weeks, hoping he wouldn’t notice it missing. I’d honed the ornamental blade to razor sharpness, and I had been biding my time until I got the chance to use it. When he dragged me into his chamber, I knew what he wanted and what he was going to do. He’d managed to keep his hands off me until that point. Something had him holding back. With the Haalux at his door, he was scared for his life; he had nothing to lose.

      The thing was, neither did I. As he stalked over to me, lust flaring in his eyes, he was distracted for a moment by a noise outside the chamber. I raised the dagger as a warning. He walked right into it, and it slid into his chest with the most appalling sucking sound. It’s a sound I’m never going to forget, and neither is the death rattle as he collapsed onto the bed.

      I’d like to say that his death at my hands almost made up for the months of torture through my early pregnancy. It almost made up for the excruciating pain in the wrist he had broken. But it didn’t. I never wanted to take any life, even his.

      I’m not sure I’m prepared to become another alien’s pet either, even if these Haalux appear and smell considerably better than the Grolix. However, they’re heavily armed, and I’ve buried my only weapon in Pritan’s chest. I guess I’m just going to have to roll with it until I can find another way of escaping my living hell.

      As if in answer to my thoughts, the creature inside me squirms and kicks. I want so much to think of it as a baby, a new life and something good, but I’m struggling. It doesn’t help that I’ve been stuck with Pritan throughout most of my pregnancy.

      Before that, I’m not entirely sure where I was. They kept me drugged most of the time. Occasionally snatches of my memory return, and I’d rather they didn’t, given that it’s mostly the sound of my own screams and the recollection of intense pain. I could be carrying just about anything in my belly. I rub my good hand over my bump to quieten it, and I earn a terrified look from one of my new alien friends.

      Looks like males and pregnancy don’t go together the universe over.

      They walk me out of Pritan’s lair and onto an enormous spaceship, something I’ve never seen up until now. It’s just like in the movies, silver, cigar shaped with a tail fin and three massive articulated legs. I’m taken up a ramp in the side. The interior is much the same as the exterior, all stainless steel and full of the gray skinned alien males. I get more than enough funny looks as they lead me through the ship.

      We reach a room that is full of beds, each one has its own cover, like a pod. I’m greeted by a new Haalux, who, once he realizes I can’t understand him, gently leads me to one of the beds and helps me on. He looks older than the others, his eyes even redder than the imposing male I met earlier. Having run a strange silver wand over me, he bustles off and comes back with some glistening gel. He carefully slathers the stuff over my wrist. I feel it heat as it hardens, and the pain dissipates. It’s the first nice thing that any alien has ever done for me.

      “Thank you,” I tell him, grasping his hand with mine.

      He looks a little alarmed by my touch, so I release him. He says something, nods and smiles, so me touching him can’t be that bad. Once he’s satisfied with the gel and my wrist, he brings back one of the aliens that brought me onto the ship. They have a brief conversation and occasionally shoot a glance at me, then I’m shown into a new room, the door sliding ominously closed behind me.

      Having checked that there’s no way out, I explore my new surroundings. There’s a living area, with a couch, table and four chairs, and there’s a bedroom with a large comfortable bed. On the wall are a couple of black squares. I press one and a door pops open. It’s a wardrobe and it’s hung with alien clothing. Male alien clothing.

      I’m in someone’s bedroom. If I had any doubt about what this new set of aliens want from me, it’s all chased away by my findings. After all this time fending off Pritan, I’m going to end up an alien sex slave anyway. I sink down on the bed, rubbing absently at my bump as I consider my options. Finding a weapon is going to have to be top priority. I’m just about to get up to start looking for something when I hear a noise in the other room.

      It’s too late.

      My new master has arrived.
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      She’s kneeling on the floor next to my bed when I get into my cabin, her hands demurely in her lap and her head bowed. Shame she didn’t have time to close my wardrobe door. She might be trying to pretend she’s a slave, but she’s been snooping around my quarters. I already knew that there was much more to this female than meets the eye. Although what does meet the eye is extremely pleasant and my cock is making its presence known in my trousers.

      I don’t know why I’m reacting to her in this way. For a start, she’s not a Haalux. Additionally, I’m not due my mating zycle for some time, and anyway, I hate my zycle.

      I’m General Kylar, the most feared Haalux warrior of all time. I made my name fighting against the Xarax many turns ago. I’m the hero of the Rotor nebular and the scourge of the Utren Corridor. No one stands in my way, no one defies me, and no one touches me. All my new recruits have to fight me in the training arena when they are allocated to my battalion, and the medics dread that day because of the work I give them. Not a single young warrior has ever left a mark on my skin.

      My mating zycle is completely different. Haalux males are usually unpredictable, wild, and even dangerous in zycle, but not me. I become the most compliant male. A simple light sedation, and I let myself be pleasured by female after female for my thirty days. I’ve fathered hundreds of Haalux children in my three zycles, yet I’m dreading my fourth. I hate what I become, pathetic, weak, and numb. All qualities I detest.

      The little female peers up at me through her eyelashes, like she did in Pritan’s chamber. If she was in there with him, it meant she had access to him and access to his information. She is therefore useful and requires an interrogation. That’s the reason I asked for her to be brought to my quarters, and that’s what I’m going to keep telling myself.

      There were some stragglers of Pritan’s guard. I needed the workout, so I stayed and disposed of them. My psi-blade hasn’t had much use recently and I’ve missed the fight. I’m covered in dirty Grolix blood and, as much as I want to question this delectable female, I’m going to cleanse first to get the disgusting smell out of my nostrils. She lifts her head as I stride past her to the bathroom, her intelligent green eyes following my every move as she lifts one hand and rests it on her pregnancy. My cock nearly pokes its way out of my trousers at the action, and I hurriedly close the door.

      General Kylar, terror of the Harom Galaxy, doesn’t want a tiny female to see his arousal.

      I strip off and dump my soiled clothing in the disposal chute before I enter the shower. On a Battle-Class warship like the Guardian we can have water to bathe in, not like the smaller ships that use the cleansing crystals. The hot water soothes my muscles, and I lean my head against the wall. My cock is throbbing. I look down to see that it is fully erect and as hard as hell. This is not normal for a Haalux male. Outside my zycle I’m rarely interested in sex.

      There’s nothing for it, I grasp my thick shaft and close my eyes as I begin to stroke myself. Thoughts of the luscious ripe female waiting in my bedroom arrive in my head, unbidden, and I’m imagining what it would be like to dip myself into her. A soft noise in the bathroom has me instantly on alert and I see her standing at the door, watching me. It’s not quite clear who is most shocked, me or her. Her eyes rest on my member for several seconds longer than they should, and I don’t move out of her eyeline either. Then she’s gone and the door is closed, leaving me to complete my work, which takes a nano-second.

      Once I’ve recovered my composure and changed into a clean uniform I return to my bedroom. She’s sat on the bed, propped up against the pillows, looking for all of Haalux like she’s a permanent fixture.

      “What was that all about?” I ask her as I sit on the bed next to her.

      She slowly lifts her gaze to mine. “I can be whatever you want me to be,” she replies. “I just want to be safe.” She rubs her big belly.

      Although she’s tiny, especially compared to Haalux females, she can’t be that far off giving birth with a pregnancy that size. I scoot up the bed until I’m lying beside her, and I go to place my hand on her stomach.

      “Do you mind?” I ask her. It’s the first time in a very long time I’ve asked permission for anything.

      She nods, understanding that my gesture and hesitance is a request, and I give it a rub. Her skin is as soft and warm as I remember.

      “I’ve never been close to a pregnant female before.” I swirl my palm over her belly. “After my zycle is done I’ve always been sent far away on Empire business. Any children I have fathered are spread over Haalux and will not know who their sire is.” I have no idea why I’m telling her this. She can’t even understand me. “It is the way of the Haalux.” I sigh instead and rest my head against her.

      A deep, dark tiredness seeps into me. There are things in my past that I don’t want to remember. That’s why I spend my time in the far reaches of the Galaxy, doing the jobs that no other self-respecting Haalux would do. The filth makes me feel better. The violence I can mete out makes me feel better. The destruction I can unleash makes me feel better. Until now that is, until I’ve ended up with this odd female in my bed. She’s like a balm over my soul.

      So when she tries to brain me with a large ornamental statue, it’s not the relaxing evening I was hoping for.
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      Whoever this Haalux is, he’s sexually frustrated.

      I peeked into the bathroom where he was having a shower, wondering how I could overpower this enormous warrior, and saw what he was doing. It seemed that he needs to get off before he gets it off. These guys obviously have needs. More worryingly, it seems he’s influencing me too. It might have been the sheer size of him. I was right about the muscles, he is incredibly built. A fully defined six pack, enormous muscular arms and thighs and a tiny waist.

      His cock was something else entirely, not that I’ve seen many, but there’s no way any human man is ever going to measure up to this guy. It was huge, and I doubt I could get one hand around his girth. There was also a long electric blue stripe all the way from the base to the tip, like the one on his forehead and across his chest.

      None of what I witnessed is wasted, and his post hand job haze gave me time to come up with a plan. I can use his desires against him.

      I didn’t expect him to get as close to me as he did, or to gently touch my baby bump. He talked at me in his melodious language and sounded almost sad. It did make it a bit harder for me to raise up the heavy ornament I found in the living area, ready to bring down on his head. A little bit, not that much. As far as I’m concerned, they can all die.

      I’m not going to be anyone’s slave. Not his. Not Pritan’s. I’ve been able to look after myself for a very long time after all. Orphans always can fend for themselves, something I learned after I lost both my parents in a car accident when I was six years old. With no other family, I was trailed around a succession of children’s homes and foster homes in various areas of England. I’ve had to deal with my fair share of bullies, and this massive Haalux warrior is no different.

      His hand shoots up, quicker than I anticipated, and he grabs mine where it’s clutching the ornament, his red eyes piercing and a snarl on his lips. I think I have probably fucked up big time as he squeezes my hand with just the right amount of pressure so I let go. The statue falls to the floor with a clunk. I stare up at him, wondering what his next move is going to be.

      He starts to laugh, a low chuckle at first, and then a great belly laugh as he pushes me back against the headboard and stalks across the room to the opposite wall. He presses a black clawed fingertip on a small shiny black square and a drawer slides out. When he turns back to me, there’s an evil grin on his face. He stalks back to the bed, coming around to my side. His eyes are dark with anger, and he kicks away the heavy ornament as if it weighs nothing.

      I can’t understand what he is saying, but the tone and the growl to his voice clearly indicate what he thinks about my actions. I turn my head away and squeeze my eyes shut, hoping that he is from a species that doesn’t usually hurt pregnant females. I feel him grab my good wrist and hold it up above my head. There’s a slight pressure and then…nothing.

      I open one eye. He’s still standing over me, grinning from ear to ear. I look up. A silver cuff is wrapped around my wrist and it’s stuck to the headboard like it’s magnetized. I try to pull it away and I can’t. It’s stuck there. I struggle against it for a while until I conclude I can’t get free. The big male sits next to me and stares into my eyes with his intense gaze. He continues to talk to me, gently brushing my blonde hair back from my face.

      “I don’t understand.” I tell him, gesturing to my mouth then my ear with my free hand.

      He takes my hand and brings it up to his lips, pressing a kiss on my knuckles. As swiftly as he moved earlier, there is another silver cuff on my wrist. He lifts it over my head and presses it against the headboard and it’s stuck fast like my other wrist. He steps back to admire his handiwork and his eyes burn into me.

      “You complete and utter bastard! Let me go!” I fire at him, twisting against my bonds. My previously broken wrist protests and I stop my movement. “Let me go and I can give you a better time than you had on your own in the bathroom earlier,” I say, making my voice low and husky.

      He responds by returning to his earlier position next to me and runs a hand over my hair, down over my shoulder and cups my breast, weighing it with a big smile on his face.

      “You like that, huh?”

      He nods, and his hand drifts onto my stomach. He looks at his hand and then raises his eyes to mine and says something.

      “I don’t know who the father is,” I reply. It’s probably not the question he asked but I seem to be unable to stop talking. “I was abducted from my planet by a bunch of aliens, not you, other aliens. I don’t remember much after that until I ended up with Pritan. It was while I was his slave I realized I was pregnant. I guess the first lot of aliens knocked me up.”

      “Kylar.” He says to me, his voice is rich and gravelly. He points to his chest. “Kylar.” He repeats.

      “Tara.”

      He hums, a sound that rumbles through my chest. He hasn’t taken his hand off my stomach, instead he lets it drift lower, descending down towards my thighs. “Tara.” He repeats in his deep voice.

      I let out a stuttering breath as he uses both hands to part my thighs. Pritan wasn’t hot on underwear so I’m not wearing any under my tiny silk skirt. I’m lucky he gave me anything to wear, given he was always threatening to parade me naked. Kylar’s eyes widen with interest as he pushes his hands up my thighs towards my heat. There’s flood of moisture, and my cheeks burn. I was trying to kill him five minutes ago, and now my treacherous pregnant body, stuffed full of baby and hormones, wants him to ravage me.

      He traces a finger through my soft curls, toying with them. I lift my hips a fraction, wanting him to touch and explore me further. He maintains eye contact as his fingers tease the skin of my thighs, curling around and under my butt cheeks or skirting under my big belly. I twitch and moan, unable to get away from him, although there’s nowhere else I’d rather be.

      Without any warning, he stops everything. I immediately feel the loss of his light touch that has aroused me very nearly to the point of climax. He stands up and towers above me.

      “Tara.” He says as he stares down at me, shakes his head, and walks out of the room, leaving me panting in my own juices.
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