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			Chapter 1

			Being clandestine was imperative. And since the blasted curtain in the living room was practically see-through, I’d have to make do by peeking between the slats of the blinds in the bedroom. Upstairs, I rushed, my breath beginning to puff more from excitement than exertion while I got into position. My vantage point was perfect. From here, the entire block lay spread out before me like a smorgasbord. My eyes fastened on my neighbor’s house. It was just after midnight, and everything was dark and eerily quiet. Scanning the sky, far off in the distance, I detected a tiny bluish light. The closer it came, the more it grew in size. My gaze flashed between the house and the light in anticipation. Almost as if there was a large beacon on the roof, the light aimed straight and true to its destination. Now, as it approached, I could make out the circular shape of the object emitting the light. Indeed, the entire craft seemed haloed by the iridescent glow. I’d seen the ship several times, but it never failed to awe and amaze me. Such power!

			My tongue flicked out over my dry lips while I held my breath and watched. I reached down to rub my sweating palm on my jeans. My other hand clenched, steadily holding the blind just enough for me to peek.

			Not much longer now.

			The ship had come to a complete standstill, practically right over my neighbor’s backyard. Mesmerized, I watched as a wide beam of light suddenly pierced the night sky and shone through the window of the house across from mine. Moments later, a shape emerged. Transcending the house, my neighbor floated in the beam of light which slowly drew him upward. Toward the ship he moved, slowly and helplessly, still unaware of the danger. And then, awakening from his slumber, his body bowed and thrashed about. His head darted back and forth between the ship and the safety of his bedroom, no doubt in disbelief. His mouth opened as though to yell, or curse, or cry, but no sound emerged. Seconds later, he disappeared. The ship, done with its dark deed, sped off into the night sky and disappeared.

			For a moment or so, I watched and waited. The street remained silent and unaware of the dastardly event. One of its own had been snatched away, right from his home, his bed, and none was the wiser.

			In the morning, his wife and teenage daughters would awake and find him gone. The police would arrive, and an investigation would be launched. Everyone would have their own theory. When questioned, most of the neighbors would report the man as being mean, petty, and vindictive—growing more so over the years. When they asked me, as I knew they would, I’d be ready. Ready and willing to tell them how miserable and unpredictable my neighbor was. As time went on and nothing surfaced, he’d be suspected of running off, as disgruntled husbands tend to do. Or maybe someone had a grudge and lured him away? Who could say?

			Not I.

			I let go of the blind and padded out of the dark room, a broad grin stretched across my face. My quarterly quota had been safely delivered into my nemesis’s hands. My safety was assured…at least for another three months. It being just the middle of October, I had a little time before I must seek out another.

			And seek I would.

			I would find the perfect candidate to play specimen for the Akkadians—creepy, green, long-armed, long-fingered malevolent beings. Just the thought of their big, black, soulless eyes made me shiver.

			Tomorrow being Sunday, I’d relax. Monday would be soon enough to start casting out my net in search of another. Someone who was mean and cruel, or just someone I didn’t like, or who was in my way—someone who had it coming.

			Better them than me.

			I didn’t feel guilty. There’d be no sleepless nights for me. The ones I chose would better serve humanity as living, breathing guinea pigs for a superior race. The Akkadians were satisfied to take my offerings and leave the rest of the population alone.

			And as for my neighbor and the other misbegotten souls I’d sent to suffer…they could rot for all I cared.

			After a dreamless night, I awoke to a sunshiny day. Brisk, but bright—just the way I liked it. It was Sunday, and generally I’d sip my morning coffee in my jammies, but considering guests may soon be arriving, I put on a pair of jeans and a long-sleeved shirt. Sure enough, an hour later, two cops arrived next door. I guess old what’s-his-name was missed after all. As I expected, they did a routine check of the neighborhood and interviewed the surrounding neighbors. When one of them came to my door, I was more than ready for him. My face was set to display the shock and concern I should dutifully feel when confronted with the fact that someone from my street had disappeared right out of his bed in the middle of the night.

			But when I answered the knock at my door and was greeted by a tall, handsome hunk of sexy muscles in a uniform, I was only capable of gawking in surprise.

			“Sorry to bother you, Miss,” Mr. Hotness began, “but my partner and I are talking to the neighbors of Mr. and Mrs. Rainey. Sometime during the hours of eleven and seven this morning, Mr. Rainey went missing.”

			“What? Oh…no,” I stammered.

			“I understand this may be distressing for you, Miss. You know the Rainey’s, I presume?”

			“Ah, yes. I do. How…terrible.” Stop staring and act disturbed, dolt!

			The officer smiled at me with beautiful, even, white teeth that sparkled against the glow of his bronzed skin. How the hell does anyone get a tan this time of year? Wow, he was super cute, and tall—at least six-four, seeing as he was about a foot taller than me. His hands were big with long, tapering fingers that were wrapped around a pen and a notepad. His head tilted to the side while he seemed to ponder me, seeing if I’d break down in fretful tears. On his head rested a police cap, under which I saw dark hair in a buzz-cut. A snug, blue, unzipped jacket revealed a massive chest barely restrained beneath the blue uniform shirt. My gaze lowered, feigning sadness, and checked out his tight pants—blue as well—tucked into calf-high black boots. He was rocking that uniform.

			“Would you mind answering a few questions?” he asked, his voice deep and utterly masculine.

			“No. Not at all. Please, come in.” I moved back from the door to allow him into the entranceway. He seemed uncertain, as though he should just get my statement and move on, but seeing him hesitate, I fanned a hand before my face. “I think I need to sit down.”

			A wonderful look of concern crossed his face. “Of course,” he agreed. He tucked away his pen and pad and reached out to take my elbow, helping me down the short hallway to the living room. Once he had me settled comfortably on the couch, he sat down beside me. “Would you like a glass of water?” he asked, as though entertaining a guest.

			I waved off his concern like a trooper. “Oh, no. I’m fine, really. You were saying my neighbor disappeared? Do you suspect foul play?” I arched a practiced brow.

			“We’re not ruling anything out as yet. However, we’ve uncovered no signs of forced entry or a struggle.”

			I dropped my head a little and looked up at him conspiratorially. “I’m not one to spread gossip, of course. But I’m sure you must have heard some things about Laric, my neighbor?”

			He shrugged noncommittally. “What can you tell me about him?”

			“Well.” I pretended to be properly shocked. “I’ve heard he’s somewhat of a player.”

			“You mean he likes women? Steps out on his wife, does he?”

			My lips turned down in mock disgust. “Not just women, I’ve heard.”

			

			Mr. Hottie raised an eyebrow. “Really?”

			I nodded.

			“Though his wife will deny it, I’m pretty sure this isn’t the first time he’s disappeared.”

			“Hmm.”

			Now I had his full attention. And seeing the way his eyes slipped ever so slightly to appreciate my full breasts, I intended to keep it.

		

	
		
			

			Chapter 2

			His name was Ariston—a little funky, but it suited him. After his shift ended this afternoon, he was going to pick me up and take me out for dinner. What an unexpected bonus handing over this quarterly quota had turned out to be.

			“Thanks, dipwad,” I said, peeking out the bedroom window at the now silent street. While my neighbor’s wife undoubtedly wrung her hands in worry, I knew deep down I’d done the woman a favor. No more would the dolt stand in his big picture window, hands on his hips, glaring at anyone who dared park their car in front of his house. No more terrible online tweets about how big the assholes in his neighborhood were. No more false waves and questions about how my day was, when I knew he’d been pacing a hole in his floor, swearing about how one of my dates arrived blaring music from his car stereo. I silently hoped they’d probe him till his ass fell clean off.

			Three outfits littered my bedroom floor before I finally decided to go semi-casual with a pair of nicely cut black pants and a V-neck long-sleeved blue shirt. My bra and panties were matching black silk—just in case Mr. Hot-pants decided he wanted to frisk me later. I tidied up my house and rehung my clothes, not wanting him to think I’d given a considerable amount of time to prepping. My long, dark brown, bouncing curls hung almost to my waist, and my face was lightly made up when the clock struck six, and my date arrived promptly.

			“Hi, Danni. You look great,” he said, rewarding me for my efforts.

			“Thanks. You too.” My expression was welcoming, but also displayed just the right amount of restraint considering the circumstances that brought us together. He stepped in the entranceway, and as I closed the door, I saw he’d arrived in a sleek black car. He wore snug black pants, a dark gray button-down shirt, and a black leather jacket. Sweet.

			In fact, he looked so good that I regretted agreeing to go out for dinner. I should have played Susie Homemaker and insisted I make him dinner instead. Not that I could cook, but I knew a kick-ass restaurant that delivered delicious food right to your door.

			“Would you like a drink before we go out? Unless you made a reservation.” Being a cop, he may decline, but I took the chance anyway.

			“Ah, no. I didn’t actually. A drink sounds good.” He shrugged out of his jacket and folded it over the back of one of the chairs as he trailed me into the living room. He took a seat on the couch while I wandered over to the portable bar.

			“What’ll you have?” I asked, hoping I had what he liked.

			“Whatever you’re having is fine.”

			I poured us each a drink and handed one to him while I took a seat beside him. “Hope you like red wine.”

			“Sure.” There was a moment of uncomfortable silence while we both sipped our drinks. He cleared his throat. “So, how’re you making out?”

			He was talking about the disappearance. My gaze lingered on my glass of wine while I decided on the right words and facial expression. “Oh, it’s been hard. I haven’t been able to bring myself to go over there yet. I know that’s terrible. I should have gone right after you left. But I didn’t know what to say.” Fragile Concerned Girl—good choice.

			He set his glass down on the coffee table and looked at me. “Don’t beat yourself up over it. Situations like this are difficult. It’s hard to know what someone else needs; whether they want to be comforted or left alone. I’m sure if you go by tomorrow, maybe bring a casserole or something, the family would appreciate it.”

			I smiled. Yeah, like that was gonna happen. “An excellent idea.” I dropped my gaze and put my glass down next to his. “I feel bad for them, but at the same time, situations like this reinforce how uncertain life is. It makes me want to grab hold of life with both hands and seize every moment.” Actually, I’d like to grab hold of you with both hands… “You must know what I mean, especially in your line of work.”

			“Ah, yeah. Sure. I get it.” He was trying hard not to look at my breasts.

			“Doesn’t something like this make you want to just do something wild and crazy?” I should have worn a skirt.

			He swallowed, picked up his glass, and took a couple of big gulps before setting it down again. When he leaned back on the couch, I reached for his glass intentionally and took a sip right from the place where his lips had been. I stared at the glass and then at mine on the table and blushed prettily. “Oh, sorry.” I set his glass back down next to mine so that they were touching. Then I leaned back on the couch as well and closed my eyes.

			“Ariston?” I said.

			“Yeah?” he croaked.

			I opened my eyes and turned my head to gaze at him solemnly. “I suddenly don’t feel much like going out.”

			He leaned toward me ever so slightly. “That’s all right. Neither do I.”

			We met halfway, and then his lips were on mine. Such soft, determined lips he possessed. My arms reached around his neck, and I thrust out my breasts so they touched his chest. Waiting for his tongue took an eternity. First, it licked at my lips, asking permission. Opening my mouth wider in invitation, I greeted him with my own tongue and danced a tango. How long had it been since I’d been laid? Weeks? Ah, yes. My last conquest had sported a tiny pecker and giant balls. He’d thrust twice, ejaculated, rolled away, and fallen asleep. A girl needed a good, solid thumping every so often, especially this girl. Unfortunately, finding the right enduring man was somewhat of a challenge.

			Ariston’s hand found my breast and squeezed. His hand slipped through the V in my top and crept beneath my silky bra. Finding my ample breasts, he cupped one, weighing it in his hand. Then his thumb and forefinger pinched my nipple. Ah, how I hoped he wasn’t one for drawn-out foreplay. It had its place, maybe the second time around, but right now I wanted lustful, heart-racing, hardcore fucking.

			“Ariston?” I purred.

			“Yeah?”

			“I…need you. Make me feel alive.” Pulling away from him, I lay right down on the couch.

			“Sure, baby,” he agreed. He unbuttoned and unzipped my pants, yanked them down, and tossed them on the floor in record time. He got to his feet and began removing his clothing. I sat up and pulled off my shirt while admiring the awesome bod he revealed. He was tanned all over. His chest had a smattering of dark hair and was rippled with firm muscles. His biceps bulged. He had a couple of tattoos. One on his left arm of a black cobra, and a weird, detailed star on his back right shoulder—check out that ass! What tight, small buns he had. I was licking my lips when he turned around, and I felt my mouth drop open. His enormous cock stood straight and proud, thrusting out like a steel sword. As he bent down to take off his socks, I undid my bra and shimmied out of my panties. I suppose the lady-like thing would have been to let him undress me—but I couldn’t wait.

			He got on the couch, and when I opened my thighs, he settled down between them. He lay over my body, balancing his weight on his bent arms. Dipping his head, he kissed my lips first, then seared a hot trail down to my breasts, giving each nipple equal attention. Beneath him, I arched my back and squirmed, gently digging my nails into his back. I really wanted him to go down on me, but after seeing his giant cock, all I could think about was having it inside me. I flung my legs up over his back and reached down to grip his ass.

			He took the cue.

			The head of his cock bumped against my opening, then slowly pushed inside. I felt a moment of uncertainty as to whether I could take him as my walls stretched to accommodate his enormous size. Unaware of my sudden discomfort, or despite it, he surged forward, making me gasp.

			“You’re…so fucking big!”

			“I know.” He withdrew enough to make me think he’d taken mercy on my tight pussy, but then he thrust again, and again, and again until I was mindless with his erotic torture. I wanted him to stop, and yet I wanted him to go on. As though sensing my discomfort, he paused momentarily.

			“Want me to stop?”

			Is that a smirk on his face?

			Before I could reply, he began to plunge again. His head lowered to kiss me hard, his tongue darting deep inside my mouth to simulate the movement of his cock. Faster and faster he plunged, cresting a peak until I was pushed over the edge of ecstasy. With one last plunge, his tongue down my throat, his cock buried to the hilt, he came hard. I dug in my heels, and we rode out the waves together. Slowly, we lowered to the Earth, both of us a sweating, trembling, entwined mass of spent lust. Ariston rested his head on my forehead.

			“Sweet,” he said, and then moved to get up off of me.

			I stared at him in wonder as he rolled to his feet and began to dress, when I could do no more than lie there helplessly and think, What the hell was that?

		

	
		
			

			Chapter 3

			Ariston had to help me to my feet. Then he even helped me to dress. Very thoughtful of him, considering he’d just given me the thumping of my life. He smiled smugly when he saw me wince, pulling on my pants.

			“Sore pussy?”

			“Thanks to your giant dick.” I wasn’t sure whether to be annoyed or impressed.

			Fully dressed, we faced each other. Both of us reached for our wine and chugged what was left. There was a sparkle in his blue eyes that I couldn’t help but respond to. I’d practically begged him to make me feel alive, and he’d delivered. Big time.

			“I don’t know about you, but I’m starving,” he said.

			“Worked up quite an appetite, did you?” As if I had to ask.

			He had the sense to look bashful. “What do you say we hit a burger joint? Nothing fancy, just thick, dripping, meaty burgers.”

			I smiled. “Sounds divine.”

			We took his car, and twenty minutes later, we sat facing each other, comparing who had the most juice running down their chin. I couldn’t quite put my finger on what it was that made me enjoy his company so much. Whether it was his easygoing manner, which made me relax, his sense of humor, which made me laugh even with a mouthful of french fries, or his deadly good looks. Not to mention that immensely enjoyable fuck session I wouldn’t soon forget. Perhaps it was the entire package—a nice guy rolled up into an incredibly hot body. Whatever it was, I hoped he wouldn’t turn into a one-night stand.

			The thought was daunting, and I had no idea where it came from. For some reason, when I looked at him, I felt all dreamy-eyed and jittery, like a schoolgirl with her first crush. Funny, considering how most people tended to annoy the hell out of me. And, bearing in mind my side job of alien supplier, I wasn’t keen to form any lasting bonds. Not that I had any. I’d been on my own since I turned sixteen. Both parents were write-offs. Neither of them ever wanted me. My dad couldn’t bail on us fast enough, leaving mom and me to fend for ourselves. Mom wasn’t much better. She entertained so many men that I lost track. When one of them decided to sample my goods, I bolted. He’d chased me out the door, right by my passed-out, drunk mother. Woods surrounded our old farmhouse. It was here I’d run to, hoping to lose the bastard. When I ran into a small clearing, he’d caught up with me, and we’d struggled.

			It was then that it happened.

			My first encounter.

			While the son-of-a-bitch pinned me down and pushed my nightie up around my thighs, a bright light descended upon us. Hovering practically right over our heads, we’d both backed away in fright. A beam of light shot out of the little craft directly to the ground. And out of the light a shape emerged. Horrifying, it’d scared both my attacker and me into statues. We dared not even breathe, never mind flee.

			The creepy, hunchbacked, long-faced thing pointed a long green finger at me. “Come,” it’d said in a raspy voice. The bastard beside me got hold of his sense of self-preservation long enough to push me forward. When the alien reached for me and grabbed hold of my arm, I knew I had to do something. From the gleam in its soulless eyes and the way it looked at my legs and budding breasts, I suspected ill intent. “Wait!” I’d cried. “Take him instead.” I pointed at the jerk behind me. The alien seemed to consider my request. Back and forth it stared between its would-be victims.

			In one fantastic lurch, the alien finally reached out past me with its long arm and snatched the bastard. His scream was abruptly cut off once it threw him into the light. He shot upward into the ship. Then the alien turned to me. Being a short distance from it, I could feel its fetid breath against my skin. I’ll never forget the smell—like a cross between burning garbage and overripe apples.

			“Every three months we…contact you,” its voice crackled out. “You supply alternative, or we take…you. Understand?”

			I nodded. The alien reached out then and grabbed hold of
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