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Never a Slave

Trek Mi Q’an: Book 10

By Jaid Black

 



Chapter One

The jungle outside Valor City

6049 Y.Y. (Yessat Years)

 


Jesus Christ—what a bloody week!

It was
bad enough that he was the only paying
customer at The Smiling Faces and Peaceful Hearts retreat who had
managed to flunk out, having failed to find his wretched peace. It
was bad enough to learn upon his return to England that Letty, his
wife of five years, had decided she was a lesbian and left him for
a barmaid who was nicknamed “The Tongue”. It was worse still to
discover that Letty’d not only taken his pride with her, but his
dog Max as well. Of the two, he’d have picked Max as a companion
any day of the week—at least the dog was loyal.

But this…

Lord Julian
Jameson scowled at nothing in particular
as he dashed through the maroon jungle of…wherever in the hell he
was. His sweat-slicked muscles bulging, his bronzed, naked torso
glistening, he decided that nothing, but nothing could be worse
than this.

He had no
notion as to where he was and even less
of a clue as to how he’d gotten here. He was fairly certain he was
not—unfathomable as it sounded—still on Earth. If the five moons
hovering atop the skyline hadn’t given that fact away, then the
technologically advanced weaponry he’d seen the females here
sporting would have.

For seven
solid days and nights Julian had been on the run from women.
Women he was fairly certain wanted to
make him into some manner of sex slave. As incredulous as it
sounded even to himself—namely that any female should want to
engage in intercourse with him at all let alone make sex-giving his
sole purpose in life—it had taken but an hour’s worth of
eavesdropping in the last tiny village he’d holed up in to
ascertain that, indeed, sex and servitude appeared to be all that
men were good for around this place. The irony, of course, was not
lost on him.

Julian’s sex
life up until this point could best be
described as nonexistent. He was a handsome man with his golden
good looks and tall, muscular physique, he supposed. Blond hair and
brown eyes, dimples that defined his cheeks on the rare occasions
he smiled—he’d been described more than once as a visual study in
contrasts. Such mattered very little when you were wed to a woman
who wanted nothing to do with you.

Once upon a
time, he had thought that Letty would
make the perfect wife. She was beautiful, learned and had pretended
to be head over heels in love with him. He had wasted no time in
setting his sights on marrying her, deciding she would make not
only an ideal viscountess his parents could approve of, but an
ideal lover as well. Julian had, he now realized, been mistaken on
all accounts.

He had
courted Letty for over a year before they’d married. During that year he had wanted so very much
to bed her, to know what it felt like to sink into her exquisite
flesh and pump away like a mad jackrabbit. He had thought Letty
wanted the same thing. But as “The Tongue” could surely attest,
that was never the case.

Having been
raised by extremely conservative and devoutly religious
parents who’d forced him into attending
boys’ schools his entire life, Julian had been a virgin on his
wedding night. Waiting had been more difficult than words could
express, for he thought about sex day and night. But, conversely,
he had shared his parents’ religious views back then and had wanted
to wait because he felt it was the morally proper thing to do. And
so he’d waited for Letty, taking solace in the knowledge that once
he married her he would be given free rein to go wild on her body,
to make love to his wife at whim.

That, unfortunately, was not to be.

Julian knew
that people often wondered why it is that
he never smiled. But then those very people weren’t aware of the
fact that, a wedding ceremony and five years’ worth of marriage
later, Lord Julian Jameson was still a virgin. A thirty-year-old,
hornier-than-all-bloody-hell virgin who, as idiotic as it sounded,
remained faithful to a wife who refused his touch.

He frowned,
wondering for the first time in seven days if he should just end the wretched chase, let himself get
caught by the huntresses and be done with it all—his virginity
included. But then, engaging in a bout of sex and suffering the
indignity of sexual slavery were two entirely different
things.

And so
here he was, dashing as fast as his bare
feet could carry him, doing his damnedest to avoid being captured
like some manner of undignified prey. The soles of his feet were
callused, his feet scratched up and a bit bloody from running, but
it didn’t matter. He had no intention of stopping—not now or
ever—for he had no notion as to what these huntresses wanted with
him. Sex, or so he assumed, but beyond that…

Julian had
tried his hand at eavesdropping on the
females who were hunting him the last time they had stopped and
made camp. Thinking to find out why precisely it was that they
wanted to capture him to begin with, he had realized inside of five
seconds that no answers would be soon in coming.

Unfortunately, Julian thought as
he made a sharp left turn and ran toward a dense patch of maroon
shrubbery to use as camouflage, they didn’t speak any of the three
languages he’d been schooled in. But then he didn’t need to
understand what the women were saying to comprehend the fact that
these particular females were pack-hunters. Pack-hunters who hunted
men.

“My’at fena, mala ra!” a female voice called
out.

The sound
chilled him as it reached his ears, the shout sounding almost
victorious. Which could only mean
that…

Oh no.

Julian
grunted as a strong pulse of energy hit
him full force in the back. He bellowed as he stumbled to the
ground and rolled, maroon mud staining his chest and face a dark
red as he tumbled down the side of a hillock.

Damn! He needed to get up and
run, but he had been rendered immobile by whatever it was that had
hit him. I’ve got to get out
of here…

It was the last thought he was to entertain
as a free man.

Julian
bellowed a final cry of anger before landing face-first in a black
puddle. The cold feel of a handcuff-like
mechanism was clasped unforgivingly around either wrist as he lay
there in the sludge unable to move, a strange fatigue overwhelming
him.

It was over,
he knew, his heart rate thumping like a rock in his chest courtesy
of whatever type of energy beam they’d
managed to fell him with. His body automatically tensed up as he
felt the hand of a huntress glide over his muscled
buttocks.

Julian
closed his eyes, giving in to the fatigue, realizing that escape
would have to be put on hold until he
woke up.


Chapter Two

 


He slowly
awoke to the feel of several female hands touching him intimately. On his chest, on his abs, on his
cock…

Shit, Julian thought as his stomach muscles clenched and he
expelled a breath of air on a hiss. Someone was even cupping his
tight balls and massaging them.

He fought
within himself, his traitorous body
loving the long-denied sensations being evoked by exploratory
female hands whilst his mind abhorred the idea that he should want
this. He halfheartedly tried to break away from their touches, only
to realize he was, although standing upright, chained against a
soft but unyielding disk-like structure. It rotated occasionally,
making him aware of its roundness. He tried to open his eyes, but a
blindfold prevented him from doing so.

“‘Tis a
wicked big cock this creature possesses,”
boomed an authoritative female voice. “Feel free to inspect it
before the auction begins, but no fucking it. The right to deflower
the innocent creature belongs to whichever of you will leave here
his Mistress.”

Julian’s nostrils flared at the
rather delicate description. His anger was so acute that he’d
almost neglected to notice that he was somehow able to understand
what was being said about him. He would have thought more on the
subject, but another female voice broke his train of
thought.

“Aye, ‘tis
true,” she said breathlessly. “His
manpart is nigh unto as big as the rest of him.”

Julian’s jaw
clenched. Against his volition, said manpart swelled even further. And then further still when his
body’s reaction met with a bunch of ooing and ahhing from his
enraptured audience.

He
gritted his teeth. Bloody hell. This was just
too much. If it wasn’t for the fact he was fairly confident he was
headed for a life in chains, this scenario would have been like
some depraved fantasy come true. The sort he’d entertained whilst
having sex for one all these lonely years.

A small, wet
mouth began to nibble on the head of his cock. He sucked in his
breath, for some reason not having
expected that. The mouth toyed with him a bit before it opened up
wide, inviting him all the way in to the back of her talented
throat.

A second
mouth latched onto one of his balls, forcing a stifled moan from
him. The mouth played with him in such a
way that brought to mind bobbing for apples. A third mouth latched
onto his other testicle, sucking it like candy whilst the first
mouth greedily suckled his rigid shaft. A fourth and fifth mouth
found either of his nipples.

He
groaned, unable to suppress the
sound.

“The
creature responds well to stimulation,” a
spectator mused. “Mayhap I shall taste his man juice after Her
Worthiness drinks of it. If she finishes before the
auction.”

“His scent
is very virginal,” a second woman murmured. “Mmm. I so want his cock for mine own.”

“‘Tis a
healthy man sac he possesses,” another voice chimed in. “Leastways,
‘tis a certainty his cock can make plenty of juice for all of
us.”

Julian’s
penis swelled impossibly further. It was almost too much
to believe that any woman should want to do this
to him, let alone all of these women. His only experience with a
female, however, had been with a wife who refused to have anything
to do with him.

He shouldn’t
want this, his mind screamed, but his body refused to listen. His cock was being pleasured for the first
time in his life by someone other than himself. And greedily at
that. And his balls, and his nipples…

Bloody,
bloody, bloody
hell.

The mouth
working his shaft slowed. He expelled a breath of air,
not wanting to admit he wished she’d go
faster.

The talented mouth took her time,
furthering her intimate knowledge of him with heady, leisurely
sucks. This went on for what felt like hours—too slow for release,
too damn good to ignore. Before long he was unconsciously trying to
buck his tethered hips toward the mouth, his body aching to be
finished off.

Julian
groaned when the talented mouth working
up and down his shaft took him in so far he swore he could feel her
tonsils. He gritted his teeth when she picked up the pace. He could
imagine in his mind’s eye the image of her face bobbing feverishly
back and forth whilst she sucked on his cock.

I’m coming, he
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