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        * * *

      

      Moonbeam includes two sizzling alien romances from Cynthia Sax’s vault.

      

      Lust By Moonbeam

      

      Cathy arrives at Moonbeam, the Roswell of the North, with one goal—to prove the mysterious dead tree circles are not caused by UFOs. Meeting a devastatingly handsome lumberjack with unusual blue and green eyes is a bonus.

      

      He thinks he’s an alien.

      

      That doesn’t bother Cathy. She can tolerate a little strangeness in a one-night stand, especially since Rellec claims her body as no sane man ever has—with the hungry touch of forever.

      

      Rellec arrives at Moonbeam with one goal—to retrieve his destined mate, ensuring the continuation of his species. Having trained long and hard for his passion-filled mission, he is determined to claim his tiny human.

      

      Failure is not an option.

      

      Ravished By Moonbeam

      

      When Officer Danielle smacks a hunky alien with her police cruiser, she suspects her black-and-green perp is up to no good.

      

      She shoots him. He grins.

      

      She hunts him down. He captures her, seducing her on a bed of pine needles.

      

      And she’s never felt so alive.

      

      Krol is Sila’s best warrior. He’s rough and tough and he knows a fragile human female can’t handle his true nature.

      

      To win his mate and ensure the continuation of his species, he attempts to be the gentle male he believes she needs.

      

      Then his Danielle tries to terminate him, and he discovers Earth women aren’t as dainty as they appear.
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        * * *

      

      In Ravished By Moonbeam, the heroine harbors VERY dark suspicions regarding the hero.
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      When Cathy was eight years old, she lost her parents, her home, and everything she’d ever known and loved.

      She’d been searching, since that traumatic day, for a place she could belong.

      Which was why she was now in Moonbeam, a small Northern Ontario town, investigating possible alien encounters.

      Sure, the locals believed they were being visited by beings from another planet. That was…strange. And highly unlikely.

      But Cathy had seen enough weird shit in her life that she hadn’t immediately discounted it as a possibility. And if Moonbeam residents accepted the existence of little green men, they might accept her.

      Now, she knew that would never happen.

      She waved her phone at her surroundings.

      Because the alien visitation thing was all a fraud.

      And when she revealed that unfortunate fact⁠—

      Her grip on her phone slipped. The device flew out of her hands.

      “Shit!” Cathy lunged, reaching out to catch it.

      The phone bounced off her fingertips, connected with the toe of her work boot and shattered against the only freakin’ rock on an otherwise grass-covered path.

      “Great, just great.” She set her toolkit down, bent over and picked up the pieces. “Another supposedly unbreakable phone bites the dust.”

      She stuffed the parts into her pants pocket.

      “Don’t say anything.” Cathy craned her neck to glare up at the shiny, silver, nine-foot-tall model of a UFO. “As you’re certainly not one to judge. You’ve ruined any chances I ever had of making Moonbeam my hometown.”

      “Why?” she continued her one-sided conversation. “Because you’re clearly as non-operational as my phone now is, that’s why. I also doubt the dead tree rings are a result of alien landings, so once I prove the o-rings are either naturally occurring or a hoax and I file my sure-to-be-newsworthy report with the Ministry of Natural Resources, your friendly Moonbeamers won’t be so friendly toward me.”

      She sighed.

      “And I’ll be run out of yet another small town.” Her shoulders slumped. “Sometimes I feel like I’m the alien.”

      An uncomfortable silence stretched.

      She was alone. Officer Danielle, her contact, hadn’t yet arrived and it was too early in the day for tourists.

      It was only her and Moonbeam’s most famous landmark.

      “I meant no offense with the fake comment.” Cathy patted the side of the flying saucer.

      A high-pitched ringing sound reverberated inside the fiberglass shell and a screw dropped from the panel.

      “And I didn’t do that.” Half expecting the whole alien craft to come tumbling down around her, she stepped away from the spacecraft and glanced furtively to her left and to her right.

      No humans or aliens were nearby.

      She expelled the breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding, looked around her once more and bent to pick the screw up.

      It had rolled next to a cheerful yellow dandelion poking defiantly through the cracked concrete base.

      “I also didn’t break the base. It was here when I arrived. When people accuse me, and for some reason they always do, I expect you to vouch for me.” She shook a finger in mock warning at the weed.

      “The herbaceous plant has not yet mastered human speech,” a deep voice observed.

      “Eh?” Cathy straightened quickly, cracking her head on the underbelly of the spaceship.

      Instead of stars, like normal people would see after a concussive smack, Cathy conjured up a hot man with eyes that could rival the Northern Lights for their brilliance. The iridescent blues and greens pulled her in, making her step toward the stranger for a better look.

      Unable to focus on anything but him, she tripped over the cracked concrete and fell, tumbling headfirst into his arms.

      Her momentum propelled him backward.

      They landed with a thump on the ground.

      His big body cushioned her fall.

      The stranger gulped a big mouthful of the crisp, northern air, his flannel-covered chest heaving against her cheek, and he matter-of-factly flipped her over in his lap.

      Cathy raised her chin.

      Their gazes met and held.

      “Whoa,” she whispered, wincing at the pain ricocheting inside her skull.

      He was good-looking. His chiseled tanned face was topped with disheveled black hair and dominated by those unnatural ever-changing eyes.

      While Cathy stared into his irises, transfixed by the swirl of green and blue, the stranger ran his hands over her body.

      He examined her thoroughly, brushing the back of her aching head and dulling her pain before he trailed his fingertips along her neck and across her shoulders.

      The soothing heat radiating from his palms sent sparks of awareness shooting across her skin.

      He skimmed his fingertips over her breasts.

      His caress tightened her nipples into taut, aching peaks.

      “Whoa,” she repeated.

      Warmth flooded her cheeks as he cupped her ass, squeezing her flesh. Wetness dripped from her pussy. The scent of her arousal flavored the morning breeze.

      Cathy knew she should stop him, but she had been alone for so long. She had missed physical contact. And any of her remaining reservations melted under the man’s magical, healing touch.

      She stretched out her legs, allowing him to slide his palms along her thighs.

      His fingers roamed titillatingly close to the source of her heat.

      “I have fixed your damage, my Catherine.” The man’s accent was thick and foreign. His low rumble caused her toes to curl in her steel-toed work boots.

      “Thank you.” Cathy sat across his legs.

      She fit against him as though she belonged there, cradled in his arms.

      It felt…right.

      And that was seductive.

      She breathed in deeply, inhaling his scent. He smelled like freshly cut grass and rich, dark earth.

      Those aromas also pulled at her already battered control.

      Cathy had to remind herself he was a stranger.

      Though…

      Was he a stranger? She reviewed his words. “How do you know my name?”

      “This is a small town, druzka.” The man’s perfectly formed lips quirked upward. “Everyone knows your name.”

      He wrapped his big arms around her waist. That pressed her back into the solidity of his body and the long, thick ridge in his faded blue jeans.

      She shifted, rubbing her leg against the denim, and the ridge began to vibrate. 

      Oh my God. 

      Stifling a moan, Cathy squeezed her thighs together. “Your phone is ringing.”

      The man’s forehead furrowed with thought lines. “I have not acquired a phone. Is it a requirement for human courtship?”

      The ridge continued to pulsate, massaging her leg.

      Cathy looked into his unusual eyes. “Then what is⁠—”

      Firm, hungry lips covered hers before she could finish her question and all her interest in the answer evaporated.

      Hot damn.

      The man kissed as intensely as he touched, his surge toward her forceful and demanding, driving her head back. He didn’t allow her escape, holding her face in his large palms, securing her, his tongue probing at the seam of her mouth.

      Cathy resisted his passionate assault for two long heartbeats before she released a wonder-filled sigh of submission, opening up to him.

      His tongue slid over hers, tumbling, playing, exploring. He tasted of Canadian back bacon and strong black coffee, and as he kissed her, melding their two mouths together, he stroked her cheeks with his thumbs, his delicious heat rippling across her skin in waves of pleasure.

      They were kissing on a public lawn, in the shadow of a UFO, and the possibility that they might get caught heightened her desire.

      She clasped his broad shoulders, twisting the fabric in her fingers.

      The vibrations against her thigh increased in intensity and she wiggled.

      He groaned into her mouth, his hard body hardening even more, and Cathy gripped the nape of his neck, trying to get closer to him.

      She wound her fingers in his silky hair and used the heel of her hand to pull him closer.

      Something didn’t feel quite right, as if he wore a neck brace, yet the heat and feel of his bare skin belied her instinct. It was almost as if he had a flat bone where one shouldn’t be.

      Cathy drew back from him to have a look.

      His neck appeared normal.

      She touched the spot again, stroking his tanned skin, and her fingertips glided along a hard ridge she couldn’t see. “What the hell?”

      “My sentiments exactly.” A familiar female voice interrupted the interlude.

      Cathy gazed over the man’s shoulder.

      Officer Danielle loomed over them.

      The cop grabbed her wrist and yanked her to her feet.

      She gave Cathy a hard, questioning glance.

      Cathy’s cheeks heated.

      She looked away, unable to explain her impulsive actions.

      “What the hell?” Officer Danielle turned her full ire on the stranger. “God damn it, Frank. I can’t leave a single woman alone for five minutes without worrying you’ll maul her.” Disdain dripped from the blonde’s downturned lips. “What do you think you’re doing, defending your title as Moonbeam’s resident manwhore?”

      The stranger, Frank, palmed the forgotten screw before standing, his movements smooth and graceful. “Whore implies mating for monetary compensation.”

      He twisted the tiny silver screw into the hole in the spaceship with his bare hands.

      Frank was huge, towering over Cathy and Danielle, but other than his above-average height, he appeared normal, having no physical defects that she could see.

      Cathy flexed her fingers.

      They moved fluidly.

      She brushed her hands together.

      She felt flesh.

      Her gaze returned to Frank. His shirt collar curved naturally around his neck.

      “I have no need for monetary compensation from my Catherine,” Frank pointed out. His unusual eyes glowed blue.

      His manner of speaking was odd, like the too-proper English used by university professors and new immigrants.

      “Cathy,” she corrected. “I prefer to be called Cathy.”

      She bumped against his side and grazed her hand over his thigh, searching for more sight-touch discrepancies.

      She found rock-hard human muscle.

      “I prefer to be called Rellec.” He beamed at her, the wide smile enhancing his already too handsome face.

      Rellec, Cathy silently repeated.

      She liked his name.

      Rellec was rugged and sexy and something she could imagine calling out in the heat of passion as she writhed under his big body, her legs spread⁠—

      “And last week, he preferred to be called oh baby,” Danielle broke into Cathy’s erotic musings. “Frank changes his identity with every prospective girlfriend.” She rolled her eyes. “Unfortunately, you need to spend time with him, since the dead trees are on his land. You might as well hitch a ride in his pimped-out slutmobile and have him show you around. That’ll save me a trip to the back of beyond, allowing me to get back to police business.”

      It would also allow Cathy to stay with Rellec.

      “Sounds like a plan.” She readily agreed to it.

      The prospect of parting with the man didn’t appeal to her.

      She skimmed her fingertips over her lips. That flesh hummed, imprinted with the pressure of his mouth.

      “If that’s fine with you.” She slid a sideways glance at Rellec.

      He frowned.

      His head tilted.

      “It is fine with him,” Danielle answered for the man. “I’ll catch you later…especially if you speed.”

      The officer laughed at her own joke as she walked away, swinging her police baton.

      Cathy turned to Rellec.

      He watched her, not her beautiful contact’s bouncing ass, and his dark, hungry expression made her pussy clench.

      “Thanks for putting the screw back in the spaceship.” She folded her arms under her breasts. “Not that I broke it or anything.”

      “Do not damage yourself, my Cathy.” His unusual eyes softened. “I am a fixer. That is my occupation.”

      That sounded…accepting.

      She narrowed her eyes at him.

      Every foster parent she’d been placed with had been quick to return her after they’d uncovered her propensity to destroy things.

      She didn’t trust his easy-going reaction.

      But the man’s tolerant, almost loving, expression didn’t change.

      A sliver of hope slid into Cathy’s heart.

      Maybe, just maybe he could be the exception.

      “I suppose we should go fix your trees.” She picked up her toolbox.

      “I did not know fixing the broken trees was a priority.” Rellec held out one of his hands. “It was not on my work detail.”

      Cathy layered her palm over his.

      A tingle of awareness coursed up her arm.

      Rellec then held out his other hand and her face heated.

      She sheepishly transferred the toolkit to him.

      “I will fix the trees,” he solemnly vowed.

      His fingers tightened around her hand.

      That eased her mortification.

      Slightly.

      He stalked forward, taking her with him.

      “How do you plan to fix them?” Cathy jogged to keep up with his longer stride. “Do you know what caused the trees to die?”

      “The thrusters obliterated the trees.” Rellec slowed his pace.

      Her heartbeat remained joyfully erratic, her pulse jumping each time his broad shoulders brushed against her smaller form.

      “The thrusters are too powerful.” He tilted his head to one side. “Or the trees are too delicate.” He tilted his head to the other side. “I will adjust the thrusters first.”

      “That’s all you can adjust.” She frowned. The Ministry wouldn’t appreciate him mucking around with genetics. “And the thrusters are used for?”

      “Our transport vessels, my Cathy. The thrusters enable the transport vessels to leave the surface of your blue and white planet. The gravitational pull is very strong.”

      Cathy stared straight ahead, keeping her face carefully blank.

      Damn it. He was hunky and hot for her.

      So, of course, he was also batshit crazy.

      Because, other than the color of his eyes, which could merely be a genetic aberration…and the feel of his neck, which could have been a trick of her mind, the rest of him was very much human.

      A being evolved to live on another planet would have more differences than he had.

      But she would play along.

      “You believe you’re an alien?” She forced her casual tone.

      They passed a shiny, apple red convertible.

      Rellec didn’t stop.

      He pulled her forward.

      “To you, I am an alien. To me, you are…you’re an alien.” He shrugged as he paused in front of an old blue pickup truck covered with rust spots and mud.

      Rellec set the toolkit in the flatbed, securing it, and opened the dented passenger door.

      Cathy turned her head, gazing back at the red pimped-out slutmobile behind them.

      She then looked at the blue ozone destroyer.

      Rellec didn’t move, standing by the open door.

      His dark eyebrows lifted.

      Get a grip, Cathy. He’d know which slutmobile was his.

      She clutched the sides of the truck, stretching to place her foot on the high step. “Does your species…ummm…have relations with other species?”

      He was good-looking and polite and she was only in Moonbeam for three more nights.

      What the hell.

      Crazy or not, she’d fuck the kinky bastard, and she might even wear tinfoil antennas while he boned her.

      Metal crumbled under her grasp.

      Cathy released the door’s frame immediately and backed away, brushing the rust stain off her skin.

      She peeked at Rellec through lowered eyelashes.

      A smile curled his lips. “Under normal circumstances, no.” He placed his hands on her hips, his fingers spread possessively over her body, and he lifted.

      The curve of her ass rubbed over his groin. That intimate contact caused Cathy to inhale sharply and the peculiar ridge in Rellec’s jeans to vibrate faster.

      “The Silan race does not mate with other species.” He nonchalantly tossed her into the cab.

      Cathy landed with an oomph on the torn leather seat.

      She righted herself, pushing her brown curls out of her face. “But these aren’t normal times?”

      He rounded the hood. The door windows were either open or missing.

      “Your intelligence pleases me.” Rellec grinned at her as he filled the driver’s side with his big body and the cab with his delicious scent. “These are not…aren’t normal…times.” He repeated the word as though testing it. “The Sila have many, many males and very few females. We risk termination of our species and have searched the galaxies for compatible races.”

      He pulled out of the parking spot without checking for traffic, the engine grinding under the strain of the fast start.

      Cathy slid along the seat and her knee banged against the door.

      She put on her seatbelt, drawing the strap securely around her hips. “Humans are compatible,” Cathy surmised, nodding her head. “So we can fuck.”

      Rellec stared down Highway 11 as though the winding road contained all the secrets of their universes, hers being real and his a fictional creation.

      “Fuck is not within my vocabulary,” he admitted.

      Cathy hoped it was within his skill set.

      “Have sexual relations,” she explained.

      “Yes.” He stole a glance at her. His eyes swirled green and blue. “We can fuck.”

      He turned the vehicle onto a smaller road, narrowly missing a collision with a honking logging truck.

      The stench of burning rubber filled Cathy’s nostrils.

      “Do you wish to fuck now, my Cathy?” Without slowing down, Rellec unfastened his belt buckle.

      “No, not now,” she squeaked. “Concentrate on your driving, please.”

      Cathy held onto the passenger door as Rellec swerved the pickup truck onto a gravel road, the tires squealing.

      “We can fuck later, when we get to your place.” Her gaze dropped to his lap.

      The large bulge in his jeans moved, gyrating against the denim, and she wet her lips, hungry for a taste of alien cock.

      She’d lick him sane and swallow his crazy cum.

      “We will fuck soon,” Rellec amended.

      The road narrowed until tree branches scraped the sides of the truck, releasing a fresh pine scent.

      He didn’t slow the vehicle down and Cathy held onto the dashboard, her teeth clicking together as they bounced over potholes.

      “The dead trees.” He pointed at the bush.

      Sunlight shone through a thinner patch of pine trees.

      She stared into the woods, but he was driving quickly and the blurring trees that lined the road blocked her view so she couldn’t see much.

      “We should look at them first.” Cathy pressed her lips together to suppress her sigh. “That’s what the Ministry sent me here to do.”

      “The status of the dead trees will not change, my Cathy.” Rellec slammed on the brakes.

      Gravel peppered the undercarriage like raindrops on a northern lake.

      Cathy gasped as she was flung against the seatbelt.

      “This is my…place.” He bounded out of the truck, rushing to open her door.

      His place was a mobile home set in a small cleared yard, surrounded by tall pine trees. The siding was a sparkling white, as though it was brand new. The wooden steps had been impeccably varnished with a clear coat. Several cords of wood cut in perfectly uniform lengths were stacked neatly nearby.

      His place was perfect.

      Cathy wrinkled her nose.

      It was too perfect. It didn’t appear to be lived in.

      “How long have you been here?” She sought an explanation for its sterility.

      “I have been here for eight sunrises.” Rellec placed his hands on her waist and lifted her down, sliding her body against his.

      He was hard and aroused and Cathy swallowed the lump in her throat.

      “We will fuck now.” He shut the passenger door and tugged his flannel shirt over his head.

      Hot body alert.

      His chest was smooth, tanned, and defined with muscles.

      Her other one-night stands, men with physiques less ripped than his, had flexed and posed, angling for compliments.

      Not Rellec.

      He nonchalantly bent over, his six-pack abs rippling, and removed his boots.

      His feet were bare and big and sexy in a way she never knew feet could be, and while the gravel crunching under his heels must have been uncomfortable as hell, his expression displayed only an ego boosting eagerness.

      “Do you wish for me to change?” Rellec unzipped his jeans, pushing them down. “My Cathy.”

      My lord.

      The man wasn’t wearing underwear either and Cathy’s body temperature soared to sizzling levels, because that large cock he so casually displayed oscillated back and forth in short, shallow thrusts.

      She licked her bottom lip, enthralled by the hypnotic motion.

      “Ahhh…” Her brain turned to mush. “Whatever you like.”

      He beamed. “You are my Cathy.”

      Rellec gave her a hearty smack on her lips, almost bowling her over with his enthusiasm.

      As he slid his hand across her shoulder to steady her, his cock pulsed against her thigh and any thoughts she might have had scattered.

      “My natural form will bring us more pleasure when we fuck.” He stepped back and pinched his earlobe.

      There was a shimmer in the air like heat rising off asphalt and he turned bluish-green all over, including his cock.

      His head was bald with ridges cascading down his skull and he had muscles in places she didn’t know muscles could be.

      She gaped at him, her mouth dropping open.

      “Oh my God,” she whispered.

      His smile was hesitant and human-like, but his lips were a vibrant blue.

      Cathy swept a hand over her face.

      There was a logical explanation for this. There had to be. “How hard did I hit my head?”

      “Do you require additional fixing?” Rellec cupped her chin, lifting her face to meet her gaze.

      His green and blue eyes were clouded with concern.

      For her. A former foster kid.

      A woman no one else on the planet cared or thought about.

      It was intoxicating, soothing, right. She drew closer to him.

      His body heat engulfed her.

      The feeling of calm, of being safe, protected, cherished intensified.

      She couldn’t resist it. Or him.

      “You’re an alien.” Cathy touched his skin.

      The texture was soft, yet unyielding.

      She stroked his jutting cheekbones and traced along his flat nose.

      “I am your Rellec. You are my Cathy,” he offered as though it explained everything.

      She tapped the tip of his nose.

      His nostrils flared.

      Threat.

      She jumped back and raised her smaller fists.

      Her heart beat wildly.

      After a lifetime of often being in new homes, with new temporary parents, attending new schools, alone and unprotected on those savage playgrounds, readying for an attack was instinctual.

      But there was no attack.

      Rellec breathed softly. His mouth curved upward in a serene smile. An amused glint lit his unusual eyes.

      Cathy laughed nervously, her face flushing in light of her overreaction.

      With trembling hands, she returned to her exploration.

      The man…alien stood passively, patiently waiting.

      She skimmed his brightly colored lips.

      His tongue darted out to lick her fingertips and she started, but she didn’t pull away, trusting him not to hurt her.

      Rellec reminded her of the land she loved. His skin was the colors of the tall pine trees and the clear blue sky and his physique was as beautifully jagged and unrelentingly severe as the geological shield they stood upon.

      She trailed her fingers down his neck. Hard bone protected his jugular vein, yet she felt the flow of life along his ridges, warmth radiating from his big body.

      “You’re an alien,” she repeated, pressing against him.

      They fit together surprisingly well, her curves softening the abrupt angles of his body, and that made no sense, because she never fit anywhere.

      Cathy shifted and his cock vibrated against her stomach. A corresponding pulse originated deep in her womb, the synchronization reassuring her.

      This was right.

      “A big handsome alien.” She swirled a fingertip in the hollow underneath his accentuated collarbone, testing the small surface before pressing her lips to his brightly colored skin.

      So right. She moaned.

      The texture of soft and hard against her mouth appealed to her.

      Tremendously.

      Cathy swept her tongue over him, tasting salt with a hint of iron, a flavor she could easily find addictive, and she licked more of him, lapping at his ridges.

      “You are small and soft.” Rellec caressed her neck as though it was the most fragile thing he’d ever encountered. “Although I was informed of this difference between our species, I did not fully comprehend.”

      “You were informed?” She pulled back from him to read his expression.

      His face was stark with open desire and a heady surge of feminine power rushed through her.

      “Are there more of your kind here?” she asked.

      He didn’t answer, his mouth pulling downward into a very human frown.

      “On this planet,” Cathy clarified.

      “No. I am the only one of my kind on your planet.” He met her gaze.

      And in his remarkable eyes, she saw her own loneliness reflected, the vivid blues and greens underlain by a yearning for home no amount of travel or work could ever extinguish.

      Cathy tilted her face upward, blinking back tears, and she reached out to him, cradling his hard cheekbones in her hands.

      Rellec closed his eyes as if to savor the contact, his rugged countenance softening.

      “You are alone.” So am I. She whispered that truth to her heart.

      He was millions of miles from his home and she had yet to find hers. They were linked through their shared solitude and, though she knew it to be a selfish emotion, Cathy was relieved to meet someone who understood.

      “I am no longer alone.” His voice was husky. “I have you, my Cathy.”

      Rellec turned his head slightly to kiss her palm. His lips were tender upon her skin.

      Cathy caught her breath, her nipples tingling, aching for their turn with his mouth.

      His words were lies. He didn’t have her and she didn’t have him. They were simply two strangers, using each other for temporary comfort.

      But they were lies Cathy had always wanted to hear and she swayed against his body, eager to risk everything for a rare moment of connection.

      “And.” Rellec’s cheeks flooded with blue and he gave her an endearingly sheepish grin. “They watch.” He pointed to a black box attached to the mobile home.

      The other aliens would watch them fuck.

      The day got kinkier and kinkier.

      “Yes.” Cathy trembled with excitement, her pussy growing wet. “Let them watch.”

      She wrapped her arms around Rellec, holding onto him tightly. There were ridges on his back, down to his ass, his firm muscles encased in soft skin.

      She investigated his unprotected ass cheeks with her fingertips, cupping and squeezing his vulnerable flesh, and he groaned, his rumble reflecting her rising sexual hunger.

      “My Cathy.” He burst into a flurry of action, gripping the lapels of her shirt and pulling, ripping the fabric.

      Her buttons popped off in joyous arcs of freedom and she shivered as her skin made contact with the cool morning air.

      God, he was a beast.

      Her nipples tightened, aching from the promise of those rough hands on her soft flesh.

      “I have great need for you.” He stated that obvious fact.

      She felt his great need pressing against her slick pussy.

      “We must fuck.” He nuzzled her neck, his breath hot and heavy, his hands moving to her pants.

      “Don’t—” Her protest came too late.

      He tore those in half also, the ripping noise a heady declaration of erotic intent.

      “You destroyed my clothes.” Cathy slapped her palms on his chest ridge. The sharp sting impelled her arousal higher.

      “I will fix them.” Rellec lifted her, resting her ass against the closed passenger door before turning his attention to her torso.

      He nibbled over her collarbone, feasting on Cathy as though she was a delicacy, tasting every inch of her.

      She clutched his bald skull and drew his mouth downward, yearning for that hot mouth on her breasts.

      “I will fix everything.” He shredded her best black lace bra with a couple of flicks of his fingers and cupped her small breasts with his big hands, weighing them. “So soft.” His tone was reverent and Cathy basked in the warmth of his admiration. “Your upper ventral region pleases me very much.”

      He swiped a calloused thumb over her nipple, sending shivers of sensation skittering along her skin.

      “Breasts, call them breasts.” She arched, holding onto his shoulders.

      Her legs wrapped around his waist and she dug the heels of her sturdy work boots into his ass
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