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        They’re big, they’re blue, and they’re taking earthling females as mates.

        

      

      

      Alien Mate 1:  Diana is ironing her underwear when the hottest blue babe in the galaxy appears in her living room—naked. Abducted, decontaminated and dressed like a harem girl, she’s been chosen to become the alien’s mate.

      

      Alien Mate 2:  Maya's been raised to believe in extra-terrestrials and when she saves a sexy blue one from drowning, she can't resist taking him home-and into her bed.

      

      Alien Mate 3:  Abducted by a hunky blue alien, researcher and admitted geek Penny is eager to study his mating habits—in the flesh. She’d like to blame her illogical affection for him on hormones, but the erotic remedy just heightens her chemical imbalance.

      

      From the sands of white Mexico, to the Xamian home planet, and the vast galaxy in between, three different tales of alien love with a large dose of humor and pleasurable probing.

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        
          Alien Mate

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

          
            Chapter 16

          

        

      

      
        
          Alien Mate 2

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Epilogue

          

        

      

      
        
          Alien Mate 3

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Epilogue

          

        

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Alien Mate

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          
            
              [image: Alien Mate - Science Fiction Abduction Romance]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      The day Diana met her first alien dawned like any other—with a dry, cottony mouth and a bad case of bed head. She didn’t even have any warning because, unlike The X Files and sci-fi movies, she didn’t see any lights in the sky and her TV image didn’t go all snowy. That kind of pissed her off because, had she known she would be having an up-close-and-personal encounter with life from another planet, she might have at least brushed her hair and worn something other than her ragged robe, plaid boxer shorts, and loose tank top. This is definitely not my most attractive look.

      Anyway, there she stood, ironing her underwear—being single left her with way too much time on her hands—when, suddenly, it appeared in the middle of her living room. It wasn’t a spectacular living room as living rooms went, outfitted with a second-hand, sagging couch and chair, a coffee table that wobbled, and some kind of Oriental print rug in bad need of a beating. A receptionist’s salary didn’t go far in the city.

      Needless to say, when it appeared, it did so right on top of her flimsy coffee table, which under its weight collapsed, something her visitor absently noted when it looked down at its bare and fairly large feet.

      Studying it in shock, Diana amended the ‘it’ part to ‘Holy Hunk’ because, if it hadn’t been for the fact that his skin shone a startling sky blue, she would have mistaken him for some super-hot underwear model, one who magically appeared in her living room, only sans the underwear.

      Good thing he’s hung like a . . .

      With flaming cheeks, Diana quickly averted her gaze, but his sizable endowment stayed with her, and flustered, she stammered, “Wh-Who are you?” Other than the most gorgeous naked man I’ve ever seen. She was so startled by her naked visitor that she accidentally left the iron lying on her underwear too long and a burning smell wafted up. Nose twitching, Diana quickly set the iron upright and looked down in dismay at the big burn mark on the ass of her favorite pair of undies. Damn.

      So, of course, her blue alien chuckled. Yes, apparently creatures from space or alternate dimensions had senses of humor too.

      “Greetings, earthling female,” said a voice, smooth as hot, melted chocolate with just a hint of an accent. “I come in peace. I will be your leader.”

      Startled by her alien’s horrible B-movie speech, Diana said the only thing that came to mind. “Um, isn’t that supposed to be ‘Take me to your leader’?”

      Brilliant white teeth that shone opalescent like pearls between darker blue lips appeared when he smiled. “No, you heard me correctly, earthling. I’ve come to be your leader.”

      Diana laughed. She just couldn’t help herself. Of all the things she expected him to say, that had to rank as one of the dumbest. His face remained quite serious, though, so, of course, she continued to howl, even when she saw a tinge of annoyance draw his handsome features tight.

      “I fail to see the humor, earthling female. I will be your leader. You will respect me as is my due.”

      Diana cackled again, wiping the tears in her eyes with the back of her hand. “Oh, you are so funny. And just how is one naked alien going to convince the world that he’s now their new leader?” Diana giggled anew at the thought of him aiming that weapon between his legs. Given its size, he’d definitely intimidate the male population and make the female one swoon.

      A frown met her answer, followed by a wide Colgate smile, which made Diana wonder, Do aliens brush their teeth?

      “I never said I intended to rule the world, earthling. I’ve come to be your leader. You have been chosen by the oracle and the spirits of my ancestors to be my mate,” he stated with a self-satisfied grin.

      That comment rendered Diana speechless. She could almost hear the thump as her jaw hit the floor. His mate? Diana knew, at this point, she had to be hallucinating. Super-hot aliens did not suddenly appear on a lazy Sunday morning to claim size-fourteen plumpers in their don’t-answer-the-door-clothes as their mates. Maybe she’d eaten some bad potato chips.

      Shame about the mental lapse, though, because Mr. Blue could probably be found under the definition of gorgeous. After all, what wasn’t there to like on his six-foot-something frame with abs she could bounce quarters off? With short ebony hair that curled slightly at the tips, a tapered waist, muscled legs, bulging arms, and that club between his legs—which, shockingly enough, appeared bald—he also defined the word ‘yummy’. While she contemplated his perfection, he assumed her acquiescence.

      “Now that you understand,” he said, gesturing to her impatiently, “disrobe that we may perform the bonding ceremony and be on our way.”

      Make that the definition of arrogance. Just who does he think he is? “Excuse me? Did you say you wanted me to undress?”

      “Yes, this is part of the ritual. Fear not. Your clothing will be replaced with something more appropriate for space travel. Besides,” Mr. Blue said, looking at her outfit disdainfully, “you cannot mean to tell me that you are attached to such unattractive garments.”

      Diana drew her ratty robe more tightly around her and tilted her head regally. “Ugly clothes or not, they are staying on. And I never said I agreed to any bonding ritual. This is a joke, right? Some of the guys at work have paid you to play a trick on me. Ha! Ha! So funny. You can come out now. Where’d you hide the camera?”

      “Do you babble often without making sense?” her alien finally interjected.

      “Oh, please. How gullible do you think I am? I’ll admit you might have had me fooled there for a second ’til you asked me to take my clothes off.”

      Mr. Blue sighed in exasperation. “I assure you this is quite serious. Now, stop your pointless arguing and disrobe that we may get the ritual over with and be on our way.”

      Did this alien live on some kind of caveman planet, ordering her about like some harem girl? Hmmm, now that had some interesting visuals. Reining in her naughty thoughts, Diana glared at the source of her frazzled mood. Did he really think that he could simply materialize into her life and she’d become his willing love slave? Hadn’t he heard of women’s lib?

      At his impatient look, she replied sarcastically, “Yeah, well, good luck with that. You might be hot for an alien guy, but I am single and staying that way, and the clothes are not coming off.”

      Although, on second thought, maybe I should get naked. After all, it’s not like I’m a virgin, and to be honest, when will I ever get another chance to play alien probe with a hottie like this?

      Blue’s ebony brows drew over his clear violet eyes, and when he spoke again, he’d lost some of his arrogance. “You don’t wish to be my mate?” The idea seemed to flummox him.

      “Look, I appreciate the offer, but even though this must be some kind of weird hallucination or joke, come on, your mate? That sounds like a long-term commitment to me, and well, I just don’t think that’s going to work. We’ve just met, after all, and I know nothing about you, not even, for example, your name.”

      “Kor’iander Vel Menos, but you may call me Kor. I am descended from the Third Moon clan, the primary line, of course, and I have the post of first warrior to the Third Moon regiment,” he said with a bow, marred only by the swinging appendage between his legs, which made her blush crimson again.

      Gathering her composure, Diana looked him in the eye—no lower. “Nice to meet you, Kor, but I’m still not going to be your mate. Now why don’t you go back to where you came from and meet some nice blue-skinned girl and get married? You’ll be much happier.”

      “This isn’t how it’s supposed to happen,” he muttered darkly.

      “Sorry, but that’s how it’s going to be,” Diana said primly. Although her shameless side was screaming, Take my clothes off and have your way with me, you big hunk of stud!

      And then Diana wondered if he’d read her last thought, for, with a curse—or at least she assumed he cursed, as he spoke in an odd guttural language—he strode all six-foot-something of blue nakedness over to her and grabbed her by the arms. Diana, stunned, didn’t even think to scream. She gaped up at him, utterly distracted by the tingling his closeness created in her body, and she wondered if his lips would taste like blue raspberry.

      “Now,” he barked.

      Now what? Diana wondered. But as it turned out, he wasn’t speaking to her.

      And her lack of action, caused by her overactive hormones, was what led to her being on board her very first alien spacecraft.

      Not that she admired it for very long because she felt a prick in her arm and fell—make that crashed—to the floor in a dead sleep.
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      Kor’iander Vel Menos stared at the slightly snoring form of his soon-to-be mate asleep on the floor and shook his head in disbelief.

      The Oracle had to be wrong. Of course, that had never happened before, but in this instance, Kor really had to question the Oracle’s choice.

      Surely, this feisty, argumentative female could not be his life mate? Docile. He’d specifically written docile when he’d filled in his request for a mate. And this is who the spirits of his ancestors had chosen? A celestial jest on their part perhaps?

      Her looks at least seemed passable. Perhaps once she groomed herself, she’d even be attractive. The kogi nest that currently adorned her head made him want to shave it for fear of unsavory little critters. As for her shape, the ugly garment she wore did not give a proper indication, although she did seem plump and healthy. Thank the Three Moons. His poor childhood companion Rex’Anor had been given a very slim mate for bonding, and it had taken him many moon cycles to plump her up ’til he’d found her attractive enough to bed.

      Kor sighed. And to think he’d been so excited when he’d been called to see the Oracle. He’d felt honored and thrilled to be chosen. What a joke, he thought, staring down at his chosen’s limp form.

      Well, at least there was no one here to witness his ignoble attempt to go through with the mating rituals of his people, somewhat adapted to take in the new reality that they needed to mate with females from outside their species.

      The problem with being alone, though, was who in the silvery moons did he ask for help?

      “Alphie, please search archives for anything on the subject of reluctant earthling females.”

      Kor could have sworn he heard Alphie—Alpha 350, the ship’s artificially intelligent computer who someone mistakenly had given a sense of humor—snort.

      “This is not entertaining. My chosen refuses to acknowledge me as her leader and won’t bond with me.”

      “Could it be because you demanded instead of asking?” came the computer’s smooth voice.

      “Why would I ask? I’m doing her a great honor and following ritual. I think maybe I didn’t get the right female.”

      “The coordinates were exact. But perhaps you should have done a little more reading on earthlings, their women to be precise, before ordering her about. On their planet, the concept of arranged marriages is almost nonexistent, especially in the area she resided in. As a matter of fact, many of the Earth women choose to not enter into a pair bond.”

      “What? But that’s preposterous,” said Kor, appalled at the thought of thousands of females roaming around without the guiding hand of a male.

      “Preposterous or not, that’s this planet’s custom. And furthermore, I did recommend you read the file on your future mate. But what did you say to me?” reminded Alphie.

      Kor grumbled. “I said it would be fairer if we met at the same time without preconceived notions about each other. You could have warned me.” When he’d made the decision at the time, it had seemed like the right choice and still would have been had his intended been docile like he’d asked for. But a feisty mouth might mean a feisty bedmate. Her bed skills, though, would become apparent only once he convinced his earthling she had no choice but to bond with him.

      “You should have listened better,” continued Alphie in a matter-of-fact voice. “What’s the point of having access to a supercomputer like myself if you don’t take advantage of it? Now stop your complaining. What’s done is done. There’s still time for you to catch up a bit before she wakes. Now, are you ready for the decontamination process? Might as well get it done now while she’s still unconscious.”

      Kor straightened his intended’s limbs then sighed and braced himself for the low-level laser cleansing. The process, accomplished painlessly—actually, truth be told, it could be quite arousing—was necessary to ensure that alien microbes did not survive and cause havoc back on his home planet. During the course of the voyage, his soon-to-be mate’s body would be cleansed and prepared to adapt to life on his planet, something he just knew she’d argue about too.

      Unmoving, she lay as he’d positioned her on the floor, and he decided that perhaps it would be best if he gave her the first of the several inoculations she’d need to ensure her body adapted to the slightly different atmosphere and consumables of his planet. He injected her quickly with only a slight red pinprick left behind to show he’d even touched her. With that done, he also decided he’d better relocate her just in case the sedative wore off sooner than expected and she awoke on the hard floor.

      Picking her up, Kor found himself pleased at the soft curves that pillowed against his body, making his blood pound faster through his veins and other places, creating an erection that was impossible to hide in his still undressed state. But with no one to see him except a machine, Kor relaxed and decided to enjoy holding his chosen female without her haranguing him.

      The cruiser, thankfully, had a well-appointed cabin, one with a large bed that took into account the new service the males of his planet required. The cruiser’s primary use now consisted of fetching female mates from around the galaxy so that the males of his world could mate with them and make sure his people did not die out. A pleasant task for most, or so he’d heard, he thought with a disgruntled look at the still sleeping female who had refused to do as he told her.

      Kor laid the earthling on the covers and stood back, looking at her again pensively. The garments she wore were truly awful, and given her earlier stance about keeping them on, with a mischievous grin, he stripped them off her. When he’d disposed of them—permanently—he looked at her again, interest making his violet eyes glow and his body firm up in arousal.

      Lush curves met his gaze, her smooth, unblemished skin tempting his hands to touch. She had a very full bosom, heavy handfuls with light pink areolas that puckered as if sensing his interest. She had an indented waist, a rounded tummy, and a thatch of ebony curls that hid pinker delights, which he’d explore and taste later when she finally accepted her fate.

      Kor found a brush and painstakingly combed out her messy hair, the texture so silky between his fingers that it made him shiver as he imagined her dragging it across his sensitive skin. With her dark hair fanned across the bed’s pillows, sensuous full lips slightly parted, and serene face, Kor found himself mightily attracted to his future mate. Perhaps this wouldn’t be so horrible after all.

      Tempting as he found her, though, he would wait ’til she awoke and completed the bonding ritual with him. He wanted their first joining to be mutually pleasurable, something he’d trained for with great success, according to his teachers. Now if only he could get her to feel the same attraction when she awoke. Then they could mate properly and satisfy the sexual urges that now consumed his body.

      However, the sedative he’d given her would last a few more hours still unless she proved resistant, so with time to waste, Kor dressed in loose slacks and a billowy shirt before going to check on their travel status and other ship functions that needed tending. But while he worked, his mind strayed often to the lusciously obstinate female in his bed.
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      Diana woke slowly, her mind still pleasantly befuddled from the dream she’d had about a handsome blue alien who wanted her as his mate. Diana wished only that the dream could have continued a little longer and that she hadn’t been so prickly. She would have liked to touch that smooth blue skin and maybe even taste it. Oh, the things I would have done to his deliciously muscled body.

      Diana giggled and rolled over onto her stomach, the smooth, satiny sheets rubbing sensuously against her bare skin.

      Bare what? I never sleep naked.

      Diana opened her eyes and sat up in shock. Her gaze flicked down to see she wore not a stitch of clothing and that the bed she found herself in wasn’t her own.

      Where on God’s green earth am I?

      She looked around in consternation, not seeing anything familiar. Panic settled low in her tummy. Okay, let’s not freak out here. Maybe I’m still dreaming. Diana pinched herself hard.

      Owww! Diana glared offensively at the red mark she’d given herself. Okay, maybe not a dream then. Grabbing the loose satin sheet on the bed, she draped it around herself and stood up to take a look around.

      Smooth, seamless cream-colored walls surrounded her. No door, no nothing to show how to get in or out. Is this some kind of prison? But I’ve never heard of a prison like this. And, besides, I’ve committed no crimes.

      For furniture, there just seemed to be the large bed covered in creamy sheets and pillows, and two chairs that looked like overly large beanbags that had been punched in the middle for a seat.

      The floor underneath felt spongy on her bare feet, and Diana looked down at it and frowned. She’d never seen anything like it. It looked and felt like suede with the consistency of rubber, making it very cushy to walk on.

      Her dream of the blue alien came back to taunt her. Surely not. I mean, aliens don’t exist, right? But where am I then?

      Feeling a change in the air, Diana whirled, the sheet clasped tightly to her breasts, and saw her blue E.T. standing in a doorway that had just appeared in the wall.

      “You?” she exclaimed then narrowed her eyes as understanding sank in. “Where am I? Why have you kidnapped me?”

      “We are aboard my spacecraft heading for my planet. As for why you are here, I told you that earlier. You have been chosen to be my mate. I will be your leader, or will be as soon as we complete the ceremony.”

      “I am not doing any ceremony with you. I demand you take me home right now, or I’ll-I’ll—” Diana got flustered at this point. What exactly can I do if what he says is the truth? If we really are in space, I can’t just jump ship and walk home.

      “Taking you home is not an option. Believe me, I am not so sure the Oracle made the right choice either. But choose you as my mate she did, so whether you are willing or not, we will be conducting the bonding ceremony.”

      Not likely. “I can assure you it won’t be willing. So, unless you intend to force me, there will be no bonding, mister. Besides, did it ever occur to you that maybe I already have a boyfriend?”

      “You mean a mate?” Mr. Blue frowned at her. “Do you have one?”

      “No.” Diana couldn’t help a sulky tone. Stupid jerk had been cheating on her, so she’d dumped his ass. “That’s not the point. I could have had someone special, but you didn’t even ask.”

      “Sorry,” he said, not sounding the least bit apologetic. “Now can we move past this? You will be my mate and the mother of our children. It has been decided. You need to accustom yourself to this idea so that we may move on.”

      “Children? Okay, now you’re really getting ahead of yourself there. Just who is this Oracle who says I’m supposed to be your bride? I’d like to talk to her. I think she’s made some kind of mistake.”

      “Are all earthling females so argumentative?” he asked.

      “Only the smart ones,” snapped Diana. “And my name is Miss St. Peters to you, not earthling.”

      “I will call you whatever I wish.”

      “We’ll see about that,” growled Diana. “Now I demand to speak to this Oracle.”

      “You cannot speak to the Oracle.”

      “Why not?” Diana asked, chin jutted out stubbornly.

      “Must you keep questioning everything?” he asked with exasperation.

      “Hey, this is my life we’re talking about here. I think I have the right to know what’s going on.”

      Kor—she remembered his name from the dream that wasn’t a dream—sighed loudly. “Will you be more agreeable if I answer some questions for you?”

      “Maybe.”

      “Fine then,” he said, walking over to sit in one of the funny-looking chairs. “Ask away.”

      Diana hadn’t expected him to give in that quickly, given his previous high-handed behavior, so she collected her thoughts before speaking. “How did I get here?”

      “Molecular transportation.”

      “What?” said Diana blankly.

      “My computer dissolved our molecular structure and reassembled it here, on the ship.”

      Diana’s eyes widened. Beam me up, Scotty. She patted herself down, relieved to see she seemed to have made it in one piece, including those pounds she’d have preferred to lose.

      Shuffling her feet, she got her toes caught in the edge of the sheet wrapped around her body, reminding her of her nude state. “Where are my clothes?”

      Kor grinned at her with what she swore was a twinkle of mirth in his eyes. “Gone.”

      “What do you mean gone?”

      “They were ugly, so I got rid of them. Next question?” he said, leaning back, looking pleased with himself.

      Diana glared at him. Never mind the fact he was right, her clothes had been awful, that didn’t give him the right to strip them from her. Wait a second . . .

      “You undressed me?” she asked slowly.

      Kor nodded his head.

      “But that means you saw me naked!” Diana flushed crimson. Somehow this fact had evaded her usually alert mind, and she burned with embarrassment.

      “I have to admit that, in that respect, the Oracle chose well. You have a beautiful body, and I look forward to enjoying it.”

      Diana just gaped at his comment. On the one hand, she felt a tingly little pleasure that he’d liked what he’d seen, but on the other . . .

      “There will be no enjoying nothing, mister. I mean it,” she said, stomping her foot when he chuckled.

      Kor didn’t seem to mind her childish tantrum. He stood and walked over to her, thankfully dressed now, unlike earlier, but even clothed, he still seemed very intimidating—and sexy. Diana backed away, but the cabin wall met her back, and she couldn’t escape him when he draped an arm on either side of her body. He leaned toward her, his violet eyes alight with some emotion she couldn’t identify. She just hoped it wasn’t anger.

      Diana lost her ability to speak—a rare occurrence—stunned by his proximity, a closeness that had her body warming in naughty places. His face drew nearer, and when he spoke, his minty breath feathered across her lips, making her nipples tighten and her lower parts flush with heat.

      “Oh, I will enjoy taking you, and I guarantee you will enjoy me in return,” he promised arrogantly before touching his lips to hers.
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      Diana’s eyes fluttered shut as he kissed her, his full lips surprisingly firm against hers, and she felt an electric shock run through her body. Make that more like a lightning bolt, as his touch made every nerve ending in her body come alive and sing with pleasure. Diana wanted to push him away, but her body betrayed her. Melting instead under his sensuous onslaught, her lips parted on a soft sigh to let his alien tongue plunder her mouth. She felt his hands move to grab her around the waist and pull her closer to his body. This close to him, she could feel the hardness of his arousal pulsing against her tummy, making her damp. Diana sighed into his mouth and moved her hands slowly up to grasp his shoulders, then . . .

      An amused voice broke the embrace.

      “Kor, while I see you are busy, you are being hailed by your mother on the status of your mission. Should I tell her to call back?”

      Diana, shocked to discover their kiss had been witnessed, found the strength—barely—to push him away. Kor let her flee to the other side of the room, his face thoughtful and his eyes glowing. Diana, for her part, felt shaky and unfulfilled. Wanting . . .

      She rubbed her lips, trying to erase the feelings he’d aroused in her, but her body still pulsed, and she quivered when she looked down his body and saw him in the same state.

      Kor smiled at her regretfully. “Your questions and the rest of our discussion will have to wait. I hope you now see that this is what’s meant to be. I shall return shortly.”

      “But . . .” Diana spoke to empty air as Kor left and the door sealed seamlessly shut behind him.

      “Arrgh!” she yelled, stomping her feet. She flounced over to the bed and fell on it, her thoughts and emotions a jumbled mess as she fought arousal and irritation in equal measures. How did he manage to get me so hot so quick? I don’t even know him.

      “Do you require anything?” asked the smooth voice that had interrupted the kiss.

      Diana peered around the empty room, looking for the source of the voice but saw nothing. “Who are you? Can you take me home? I think your friend’s gone off the deep end,” Diana asked, hoping for a way out of this mess.

      “I regret that I cannot take you home. But never fear. Your new life will be an enjoyable one with wonders never dreamed of on your planet. As for me, I am Alpha 350, ship computer and the premiere model in artificial intelligence. You may call me Alphie. I can provide you with food, clothing, toiletries, as well as answer some questions you may have on your new life.”

      Great, a computer. Hopefully this one doesn’t go psycho like the one in that sci-fi book. “Okay, I have a question for you. Why me?”

      “Why not?” retorted the smart-ass machine.

      That’s if it’s really a machine. Seems to talk pretty human to me.

      “Oh, come on. I mean, look at me. I’m not exactly the kind of woman men go all gaga over.”

      “Please explain. I am not familiar with the term ‘gaga.’”

      Diana rolled her eyes. “What I meant to say is usually kidnapping for the purpose of marriage happens to pretty, skinny women, not plumpers like me.”

      “Where Kor comes from, women with girth are considered much more attractive than one who is, as you say, skinny. A too-slim mate is the sign of a poor provider. Was that all you wanted to know?”

      Great, a BBW-lovers society, this is getting weirder and weirder. “I have another question. If Kor is an alien, and you’re an alien computer, just how is it that I can understand you? Don’t tell me English is the language of the universe.”

      “Of course not.” The hidden voice chuckled. “Kor learned your language through an implant. We’ll give you one, too, as part of your integration. It will allow you to understand any language in the universe and, where vocally possible, speak it as well.”

      Diana, while intrigued at the idea of being multilingual, did not like the idea of an implant. It never goes well when they get one in the movies. “We’re going to have to talk about that implant idea. Have to say that doesn’t sound like something I’m going to enjoy.”

      “I begin to understand Kor’s difficulty.”

      Diana put her hands on her hips. “Hey, are you implying I’m difficult?”

      “Let me phrase this using an expression I discovered when researching your species. If the shoe fits . . .”

      “I am not—that is, if the situation were different . . .” Diana sputtered.

      “Let me ask you, earthling—”

      “Would you stop calling me earthling? My name is Diana.” Why she gave him her first name when she’d told Kor to address her formally, she didn’t know. Maybe because he’s not trying to marry me and get into my pants.

      “Diana, then, what exactly do you object to? According to my report, you have no close living family. Very few friends. No current love interest. No pets. You hate your job. You hate your apartment. Your romantic fantasy confessed to an online acquaintance consisted of a tall, dark stranger sweeping you off your feet and taking you away from it all. So let me ask you, what has Kor done that you object to so strenuously?”

      Diana just listened, dumbfounded, as the computer recited off facts of her life that made her sound, well, pathetic, and lonely actually. “How do you know all these things?” she whispered, shocked.

      “I did my research, of course. The advent of computers and the Internet on your world have made it quite simple for an advanced AI system like myself to find out pretty much anything I need to know.”

      “Have you told Kor all of this?” she asked, hoping the answer would be no. Her life, or lack of one, was none of Kor’s business.

      “He never asked,” said Alphie sullenly. “But that’s beside the point. Let me ask you again. What exactly about his choice in you as a mate do you object to?”

      “Well,” she stammered, “he didn’t ask. He just told me, and he’s-he’s blue!”

      Alphie gave a snort of disgust. How does a computer snort? “I can’t believe you’re an alienist.”

      “A what?” she asked, confused.

      “Someone who thinks her species is better than all the others. We see that a lot in earthlings.”

      “But I never said I thought I was better. You’re twisting my words. It’s just . . . he took me by surprise. I’ve never seen a blue man before and certainly never imagined marrying one.”

      “If he weren’t blue, would you be reacting like this?”

      Diana thought about it. “Actually, yes, I would still act like this because this isn’t romantic. When I dreamt of my fantasy man taking me away, it was because of love, not because some busybody told him to. He doesn’t even like me, but he wants to marry me ’cause some Oracle says so.”

      “Romance? Hmmm, I’ll have to research that. Let me get back to you. Bye.”

      “Wait,” Diana shouted.

      “What?” asked Alphie.

      “Before you take off and do computer stuff, could you maybe get me some clothes? I’d rather not wear this sheet all day. And maybe something to eat. I am kind of hungry.”

      “Of course.” And with those words, a drawer popped open, and Diana walked over to it and pulled out an outfit—a very revealing, diaphanous outfit made of draped layers of what seemed to be scarves stitched together.

      “You’ve got to be bloody kidding me,” she grumbled, holding up the flimsy cloth.

      “It’s what the females of his world wear,” said Alphie with a snicker. “Talk to you later.”

      As he said that, another drawer opened in the wall, and Diana peeked in, hoping for more clothes, but, instead, saw a steaming plate of food consisting of a white-sauced pasta with vegetables and garlic toast. Well, at least they’re feeding me stuff I recognize, which made her wonder who did the cooking.

      Sighing, Diana decided to eat first before tackling the sex kitten outfit. But I swear to God, if Kor laughs when he sees me looking like a giant fluffy marshmallow, I am going to sock him where it hurts.
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      Kor walked in and stopped. For the first time since he’d laid eyes on Diana, he thanked the Oracle. And, yes, he’d finally relented enough, or should he say groveled enough, that Alphie had given him his mate-to-be’s name, along with some basic information about her, but not too much. Kor, for some unfathomable reason, looked forward to discovering more about his chosen. He especially couldn’t wait to see how she’d look naked with face flushed and her body aroused. That erotic thought presided at the forefront of his mind as he viewed his intended looking radiant as the moon goddess wearing the flowing garments of his people. Her shapely curves, both hidden and revealed by the strategically draped cloth, made her look good enough to eat. As soon as Diana opened her mouth, though, Kor rolled his eyes and lost his appetite.

      “I demand you find me some proper clothes,” she stated, hands on her hips, glaring at him, not realizing what a fetching picture she made. “I refuse to be dressed like a harem girl.”

      “I do not know what you refer to, but the answer is no. All the women on my planet are attired thus. I do not see the problem. Your planet seemed to embrace attire of a much more revealing nature than this.”

      “I look like an idiot.”

      Kor processed the word and its meaning. His brows rose. “On the contrary, you look quite attractive.”

      Surprisingly enough, his compliment stopped her next harangue, and, pinking prettily, she said, “I do?”

      “Very,” he said, crossing the room to stand before her, his towering height making him feel oddly protective, an emotion he was unaccustomed to. “Come,” he said, offering her his arm. “The ship is not large, but I thought that perhaps you would enjoy a tour, and perhaps I could satisfy some more questions I’m sure you have.”

      For once not arguing—had his one compliment disarmed his prickly intended?—she tucked her hand onto his arm, her pale skin looking stark against the vivid blue of his own and sending a surge of lust through him. His aroused body demanded he throw her down ’til those pale hands scratched his back in pleasure.

      But no, he had to control his urges and guide her slowly, as one would a Jelaxian mount, those pesky alien creatures commonly used for planetary travel. They were well known for their skittishness, just like his intended. He needed to build up Diana’s trust in him. Not perhaps the way he’d envisioned his mating trip but, given her lack of cooperation, a necessary step.

      Leading her from the bedroom, he showed her the conservatory where fresh produce was grown to keep space travelers healthy. They toured the lounge area that also doubled as a dining area then, finally, the command center with its large window screen showing the vast, dark space they traveled quickly through.

      “Oh my God,” she exclaimed, taking her hand off his arm and wandering up to the large display, her eyes wide in her face as she took in the celestial view.

      Kor wandered over to the main console and slowed the ship down so she could better see some of the stars and planets they were passing.

      He heard her gasp. “We really are in space.”

      “Of course we are,” he replied, somewhat confused. “Where else would we be?”

      Facing him, she looked uncertain, and he had the strangest urge to take her in his arms and hold her tight. What is happening to me? I am a warrior by trade, she is simply my mate. Why do I feel like this?

      “I guess I still thought this might be some kind of prank or even a dream. But it’s not, is it? This is really happening. To me. I’m never going back home, am I?” The last she said in a lost voice, her arms reaching around to hug herself as if she felt alone.

      Kor, without thinking, strode over to her and replaced her arms with his own. Hugging her lush body tight to his, he rubbed his cheek and chin against the softness of her dark curls. “You will have a new home, never fear. One I am sure you will approve of. And I will show you such wonders as you’ve never imagined.”

      “I’m sure your planet is chock-full of neat stuff, but it’s your planet, your people. How is someone like me going to fit in?”

      “As my mate, you will be accorded full respect.”

      “I’m not talking about respect,” she said, pushing out of his embrace, a spark of her will straightening her back again.

      So much for docile, he thought ruefully.

      “I’m talking about friends and companionship,” she said, gesticulating with her hands, agitated.

      “I will be your companion,” he said with a grin. “I look forward especially to sharing the communal bed with you.”

      “I’m sure you do,” she muttered darkly. “But what about the rest of the time? Surely you have to go work or something. What about then?”

      Kor held back some of his glee that she finally spoke as if she intended to bond with him. He needed to tread carefully now. “There will be other mates for you to befriend, earthlings like yourself and females of other species who have been mated.”

      “So I’m not the only one?” she queried.

      “No, there are many like you who have been chosen to leave their home worlds and become mates to the males on ours.”

      “Why?”

      “Let us become more comfortable if we are to embark on a history lesson,” he said, guiding her back to the lounge area and pressing a button to drop a vid screen from the ceiling. At least instead of arguing she was now showing an interest. He hoped she’d be more receptive to his plight once he gave her a history lesson.
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      Diana allowed him to seat her, still somewhat stunned by the reality of her situation.

      I’m really on a spaceship flying through the universe on my way to a new world. Holy crap! And by the sounds of it, I’m not the first one.

      A giant screen that had dropped down from the seamless ceiling lit up, and Kor stood beside it, pointing to the large planet that appeared in the middle of it.

      “This is my home world, Xaanda, or, translated, Planet of Bounty. You’ll notice it resembles your planet Earth quite a bit, although we are several times larger. We have a bright sun much like your own and a second, smaller, red sun. Rotating around our planet are three moons, the resting place for our ancestors. But that is a history lesson for another day.”

      Kor touched the planet on the screen and zoomed in quickly ’til the view shrank to a panorama of a city—a futuristic one by Diana’s standards. It gleamed silver, white, and cream with some buildings towering high while others seemed low and spread. Little saucers zipped around busily like bees in a hive.

      “This is our capital, Menderiosa, where what you would call a president or emperor resides. We will be living just outside the capital, here, in Jenol.” Again he zoomed.

      Diana gaped at the astonishing scenes he was showing her. It’s so pretty, she thought. “It’s all very nice, but you still haven’t explained why you took me.”

      “I’m getting to that. We discovered the ability to space travel quite some time ago, something your people are only just coming into. We’ve been exploring the galaxy far and wide, bringing back treasures in the form of new plants and animals. We chart the stars and their planets, tracking other sentient beings like ourselves, making contact when deemed ready. We are, however, a violent species, much like earthlings. The world I showed you is divided into six major areas of government. And while we skirmish over borders and rights, we mostly save our aggression for the races beyond our planet who enjoy subjugating. One of these violent races thought to enslave us. They are now extinct.”

      Diana shivered at the dark smile that came over him when he said that.

      Kor continued. “But before we destroyed them, one of them came to our world unbeknownst to us. He brought with him a deadly virus. One that attacked our women and killed them. Those who survived were left barren. Our males retaliated and wreaked horrible vengeance, but our revenge was bittersweet, for the cure to the disease was found too late. Over ninety percent of our female population died, and of the ten percent left, less than three percent could still bear children.”

      “That’s horrible,” whispered Diana.

      “Beyond horrible. Without the gentle guiding hand of our females, the males became wild, fighting among each other, fighting over the few females left. We were going backward in evolution. Then the Oracle spoke. The Oracle, you have to understand, has always been. Whether it has always been the same being or if the position of Oracle is an inherited one, no one is sure. However, the Oracle is considered the most powerful person on the whole planet. When she speaks, all listen.”

      “The Oracle is a woman?”

      “The Oracle has always been a female, yes. Anyway, she told us during the great turmoil to stop our fighting. If we wanted to rebuild our world, there was a way.”

      “So you started kidnapping women and forcing them to be your wives.”

      “No, not quite. See, even though we are similar physiologically, alien matings rarely reproduce. Certain conditions need to be met. One of them is mental harmony.”

      Diana giggled. “What, they need to be in love?”

      Kor frowned at her. “I am not sure I understand that word. We don’t have a translation for it in our language. What I am talking about is complete mental balance, where the souls of both join and become as one.”

      Now it was Diana’s turn to frown. “What do you mean the souls join? You guys believe in souls? Life after death?”

      “Yes, but we are digressing. The Oracle said she’d found a way for us to rebuild our population by bringing in female outsiders. At first this idea was scoffed at. We are a proud race, but numbers, mainly population numbers, brought us to our senses. If we did not do as the Oracle suggested, our race would die out.”

      “So one person is in charge of setting all you men up with wives?”

      “Not quite. The Oracle, as you said, is only one, the universe vast. She wisely turned to the spirits of our ancestors to help us in our hour of need.”

      “You mean you’re letting ghosts choose your brides?”

      “The spirits of our ancestors are nothing so vulgar as your world’s concept of ghosts. They are beings of energy that retain a sense of their corporeal self.”

      Diana snorted. “Ghosts.”

      Kor’s brows drew together, and she could see him about to argue again, but he held himself back. With a pained expression, he continued as if she hadn’t spoken. “The ancestral spirits, not being bound by the laws of physics that we are, can travel the galaxy quickly. With the fate of our civilization at stake, the Oracle asked them for help. While some had been dead so long they’d lost their sense of self and family, many others, especially the recently dead females, still remembered and thus set themselves the task of finding mates for their remaining male family members. As choices are made, the spirits inform the Oracle, who then notifies the lucky male.”

      “Do the men not get a choice in this?”

      Kor squirmed a bit. “The males are given the choice of whether or not they wish to have an alien mate found for them, as the females of our species, even so many moon cycles later, are still too few.”

      Diana watched him and had a feeling there was more to it than that. “And?” she said, arching a brow and trying to look supercilious.

      “Males fill out a questionnaire with one of the Oracle’s acolytes, and the questionnaire is relayed to the spirits.”

      Diana jumped up. “You mean I was chosen from some kind of shopping list you made up?”

      Kor’s cheeks blushed a mauve color, but instead of admitting he was wrong, he jumped up to defend his actions. “If my ancestors had followed my list, you wouldn’t be here. I asked for a biddable female, not someone who questions everything I say or do.”

      “Well, excuse me, Ken, for not being your perfect Barbie doll,” she retorted, hurt that he didn’t consider her his ideal female. She was even more pissed that she even cared what this stupid blue alien thought.

      “I do not know what you refer to, but before you get all annoyed, let me just say in my defense that I was simply following procedure.”

      “Blah, blah, blah,” chanted Diana. “I’m not listening to you.”

      Maybe it was the fingers in her ears that sent him over the edge. Whatever it was, Diana found herself wrapped in a pair of strong blue arms, looking up into a volatile pair of violet eyes that swirled with emotion.

      “Let me g—” Diana never did finish her sentence, as his firm lips crushed hers and captured her voice. And to her mental chagrin—but her body’s delight—she felt that same inferno as earlier go racing through her body, lighting all her senses and making her melt in his arms.

      Floating on a pleasurable cloud that consisted only of his lips making
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