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Blurb:

Marcus was a paid killer and a half-breed, part Earth human and part Decortian, a species of large, muscled, handsome alien breed humans. With a reputation for being ruthless yet cunning, he navigated the shadows between worlds, never quite belonging to either.

Marcus preferred Decortian females over human women. So, when Louis Bantini, the CEO of a large interstellar munitions company, commissioned him to eliminate his wife, he thought killing a human female would be just another hit.

The fee was staggering and hard to pass up. He’d killed women before, but that was in combat; this was different. Suddenly, the stakes were personal, and Bantini’s motives reeked of jealousy and revenge, not survival.

Marcus took the assignment; it would be easy, a long-range shot to the head would be quick and painless. But that wasn’t what Bantini wanted; he wanted more, a kidnapping and torture.

Marcus agreed until he saw Eva Bantini. From that moment on, nothing went as planned. The instant their eyes met, Marcus felt the world shift, and the job he thought he could control started slipping through his fingers.

Book 19 of the Brute Alien Series. Romances that are out of this world.
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Marcus



Marcus awoke with a start. For a moment, he had no idea where he was, and last night was a complete blur. He turned to find a red-haired female beside him. “Fuck,” he hissed. As visions of his night with this creature ran through his dulled, still-asleep mind.

He sat up and ran his fingers through his thick dark hair. “Damn,” he said under his breath.

A soft voice answered. “It was quite a night, big boy. It is true what they say about Decortian men, you’re my first.”

“Fucking great,” he answered. “What the fuck are you?”

She sat up, letting the cover fall from her, revealing huge, overstuffed breasts, smiling. “I’m human and quite appreciative. You’re a great fuck.”

He shook his head. She sure was human, and more than half of her was over-enhanced by plastic surgery. Damn, he thought, he had to be in a drunken stupor to pick her over the rest of Lilly’s girls. 

She ran her fingers over his hard abdomen. “Come on, big boy, how about you get your money’s worth? Fucking you was the highlight of my week.”

He slid his legs over the side of the bed as he tried to erase the haze from his brain. “Getting my money’s worth?” he asked, again trying to get his bearings.

“A good deep throat sucking of your big, amazing cock,” she answered while she ran her fingers down his broad back. “I’ve heard about you Decortians, and your amazing, thick cocks, but man, fucking one of you can sure spoil a girl.”

“Yeah, yeah, just get down here on your knees and finish me off. Seems I paid more than usual for a night with you. I have a big day ahead of me, so suck away red.”

The red-haired whore slithered over to him and got to her knees. She looked up at him seductively, and he grinned down at her and then closed his eyes. 

Even though he wasn’t into human females and must have been pretty drunk, he’d never turn down a morning blowjob.

As her mouth sucked him down her throat, he remembered his night with her. He’d fucked her over and over again, as her screams of joy filled the room. It was a night, and now a morning, that he’d try to erase from his mind. 

He closed his eyes, his mind on his meeting today with a new client. This was it, his last hurrah. He was done with the killing. It was time for him to retire before he became the target on someone’s hit list. 
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Marcus

Marcus waited in a private waiting room of Bantini Corp, an interstellar munitions company, run by Louis Bantini, Trillionaire. He had no idea why the disgustingly rich Mogul summoned him. He wasn’t waiting more than ten minutes when a long-legged, stunning human blonde came for him. “Mr. Marcus, I’m Mr. Bantini’s personal secretary, and he will see you now.”

He stood and watched her eyes scan over him. “Do you mind if I ask how tall you are?” 

“Not at all, 6 feet 8 inches, about average for my species,” he answered.

“Average? Oh my,” she said, smiling from ear to ear. “Please follow me.”

We walked through an amazing glass-enclosed corridor, and the view was breathtaking. He’d heard of this guy and how rich he was; now seeing it firsthand, he knew whatever he was asking would come with a hefty price tag.

They stood before double doors that now slid open, and the blonde led him in. “Please take a seat and wait here,” she said and left.

Marcus sat down, wondering where the fuck this Bantini was, when a man entered. He wasn’t very tall, and he was older than he anticipated. “Mr. Marcus, how nice to meet you,” he said as he walked right over to him. “My request is straightforward. I want you to kidnap my wife and then fucking kill her. No, I want more, torture the bitch before you end her life on this planet.”

He took Marcus by surprise. “Kidnap and kill your wife? Look, maybe you should try to work this all out with a lawyer. As a rule, I don’t kidnap or kill women.”

“Mr. Marcus.”

He stopped him right there. “It’s Marcus, we don’t have surnames like you humans, just Marcus. Now explain to me why you want her dead?”

“The bitch is not getting half of everything I own.”

Marcus raised an eyebrow. “So, you kill her?”

Bantini paced in front of him. “Sounds bizarre, right, but I worked too damn hard to hand half of everything I accomplished over to her. She wants out of the marriage, and I want her out of my life. But she’s not getting a penny.”

“Okay, but don’t you think killing her is a bit over the top? You can afford the best lawyers in the galaxy, maybe you’re overreacting?”

Bantini smirked. “She’s a cheating bitch. She deserves nothing. Look, I will pay you enough money so that you never have to do what you do ever again. I will make you rich!” He yelled.

Marcus laughed. “I am already rich. I do what I do because I’m good at it, feel little emotion, and usually the victims deserve to die. Needless to say, the pay is ridiculously obscene. But I am curious, can you give me a figure of how much you are willing to pay to have her eliminated?”

Bantini took a piece of paper, scribbled down a figure, and slid it over to him. After seeing the figure, Marcus raised his head, “Impressive figure, and I will do the job if you double this.”

“Fuck!” Bantini hissed. “Fine, I will double it.”

“Half up front,” Marcus demanded.

Bantini held out his hand, “It’s a deal. But I have one more request: film the torture.”

Marcus smirked. “You are a sick bastard, and that can be arranged. When should the abduction happen?”

Bantini sat back. “If I give you half today, then as soon as possible. She doesn’t deserve to live any longer than necessary. We can do an immediate bank transfer today.”

Marcus smiled, stood, and took out his phone. “I can give you a one-time code, untraceable, of course, for the transfer. Mr. Bantini, you must know some very important people, I’m not that common place.”

Bantini smirked. “I am one of the richest men in the galaxy, hell, in many galaxies, I can buy anything and anyone I want, including you,” he said, licking his lips.

Marcus just smiled, wanting to tell the asshole that it seemed he couldn’t buy his wife.

Bantini called in his secretary. “Claudia, please come in. We have a bank transfer to do.”

Marcus was used to not asking questions when he was hired to do a job. The less personally involved, the easier the job. But this one was confusing, and it would prove to be the hardest. 

He was a hitman. He wasn
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