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        Warning:

        This story contains an exceptionally eager alien, a sassy human female, so much foul language it’s likely to make you blush, and enough steam to fog up your kindle.

      

        

      
        It is intended for audiences 18 years and older.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      For our readers who wanted something a little crazy, a little over the top, and a whole lot of fun.

      

      We give you Daeceon.

      

      Daeceon: You can’t give me to them.

      Harpie: *glances around confused* Huh?

      Daeceon:  You can’t give me to them. I’m already taken.

      Erin: *whispers quietly* What’s he talking about?

      Harpie: I honestly don’t know.

      Daeceon: I AM TAKEN.

      Erin: We got it, shuddup so they can get to the story.
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        One unexpected call. One seductive human. And one delusional alien.

        

        His ship is falling apart, literally, but Daeceon doesn’t care. He’s a black market merchant and has a job to do. Nothing will stand in the way of claiming his hard earned credits.

        

        Not the blaring alarms. Not the sparks flying across the dashboard. And most certainly not the annoying calls from his Dam and her continuous attempts to pair him up with a potential mate.

        

        Distracted by a strange signal he intercepts, Daeceon finds himself enraptured in a conversation with a female clear across the universe, whispering sexy, enticing commands. It isn’t long before he’s firing up his busted ship and aiming straight for the little uncharted planet to find this intriguing human and slake his lust for her, skin to skin.

        

        Olivia thought she was just taking another call. Boy, was she ever wrong.

        

        When her newest client begins calling her every day, several times a day, she’s reluctantly intrigued. Work has never been so busy, but she’s not complaining. With a pile of debt lurking in the back of her mind, she gladly entertains her enthusiastic client, even if he is a...little odd.

        

        That is until he busts down her front door and demands she go with him.

        

        When Olivia refuses, he steals her anyway.

        

        Can an alien find love with a human? Well…why don’t you call 1-800-BustyChicks and find out for yourself?
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Daeceon

        

      

    

    
      Ignoring the warnings from the planet’s laughable military personnel, Daeceon changed his trajectory toward Balat anyway. He didn’t have much choice and couldn’t wait any longer. The load in his cargo bay was time sensitive and required immediate delivery, but his buyer, Yimen, never showed up. The cretin was supposed to meet him at Balat’s second moon, Niox, and now the contents in his cargo bay were about to expire and the long trip he made across the quadrant would’ve been for nothing.

      Vrakking asshole.

      Time and fuel were credits and there was nothing more that Daeceon hated than wasting credits.

      As his ship descended, it groaned under the atmospheric pressure. Flames licked the bow violently, causing his command deck to heat up. Daeceon, who was now sweating like a bald-headed greneck, rerouted auxiliary power toward the failing environmental controls. It wouldn’t do much, but at least now there was a slight draft blowing his way from the vents above him.

      Slight.

      Suddenly, as he was adjusting controls, a powerful draft buffeted his ship.

      Grabbing hold of his seat, Daeceon steadied himself while he waited out the unruly wave of turbulence rocking both him and his vessel. But he couldn’t wait long, something was wrong. On the last hard jolt, alarms went off, screaming into his ears like whining zratons after emerging from their shells.

      Daeceon glanced up as annoyance filled him. I’m going to vrakking murder that cretin when I get down there!

      According to his navigation unit, he was descending far too quickly and at the wrong angle. If he kept it up, his ship would disintegrate in Balat’s atmosphere in a matter of minutes.

      “Come on!” he yelled through gritted teeth.

      By now, it was so hot in the cabin sweat poured down his forehead and dripped into his eyes, burning them.

      Daeceon cursed long and hard.

      Adjusting course was one thing, adjusting it while miserably flying a broken ship during descension with burning eyes was another matter entirely. Modifying his course as best he could—given he was nearly rendered blind for the moment—Daeceon prayed to the gods and asked them for forgiveness for whatever wrongdoings he may have done. He knew that with his dangerous and unlawful lifestyle he wasn’t in their graces, but he also knew he hadn’t done anything in particular to anger them. Perhaps they would go easy on him.

      Then again, he was a black market merchant, so perhaps not.

      Wiping more sweat away, Daeceon thought of all the ways he was going to get back at Yimen. The vrakking bastard knew the terms of the agreement. Meet on the ring of Niox. Plain and simple. But that apparently wasn’t good enough for the Balation and without payment, the losses he’d incur if he didn’t finish the job would cut too deep into his savings. It wasn’t an option, even with the knowledge that once he reached the lower atmosphere, Balat’s military flyers would fire upon him.

      Suddenly his viewing screen froze, leaving the blurry image of his impending death for him to stare at. Then the audio drowned out into sharp, echoey tones.

      “What the vrakk?!” He smashed his fingers against buttons and switches, trying to figure out a work around.

      “Daeceon, my son! How are you? Oh, my. You look terrible! Are you ill? Tell me you are not ill. Oh, no this won’t work at all,” his dam’s voice blared loudly, echoing throughout the command deck. As always, her terrible timing was impeccably disruptive to his work.

      How does she always do this? Always gets me at the worst vrakking time?

      As if that wasn’t bad enough, Daeceon realized she must’ve video called him because her image popped up and filled his entire view screen. No wonder he couldn’t see a damn thing. His dam’s face blocked everything out, including the quickly approaching planet.

      “Mother! What are you doing? How are you doing this? Give me back control of the ship!” Daeceon shouted, his fingers desperately flipping switches while he tried to disconnect the call.

      He couldn’t believe this was happening. Just when he thought this delivery couldn’t go any more awry, couldn’t possibly sour any more, it did. Immeasurably so.

      “Now, that’s no way to speak to your mother,” she chided, frowning deeply.

      “How are you even contacting me?! This is a secure line, one I did not give you access to.”

      All attempts to end the call or minimize the screen were useless. Daeceon pressed every button, flipped every switch, and nothing. He even made up nonsensical combinations in his despairing efforts, but his ship was barely functioning, let alone following the commands he inputted. The heat from entering Balat’s atmosphere wasn’t helping things either.

      “I know, you rotten boy! I had to get the number from your sire and he made me promise that I wouldn’t betray him. So don’t you say anything.”

      “Mother, I need you to end the call,” Daeceon implored, desperation lining his voice. “Right now!”

      Her blue eyes nearly bulged out of their sockets as she crossed her arms over her chest. “Absolutely not. We have not spoken in almost a lunar cycle!”

      Giving up on trying to remove her, Daeceon did the only thing he could and turned on every scanner he had, including some old sonar device he’d never used. “Sorry mother, but I am busy right now and you—”

      “You’re always busy, son,” she replied sharply, cutting him off. Turning to face someone offscreen, she ushered them over. “I won’t take much of your time, I promise. I just have someone I wish for you to meet. Come on over dear—”

      “Unidentified craft, this is Captain Eka of Balat O.F.E. Turn back now. You are not cleared to land. I repeat, you are not cleared to land.”

      Great. Just vrakking great. More bad news. Had he not lost visual, he might have been able to evade whatever flyers Balat was assuredly sending his way.

      “Daeceon, who are you talking to? Don’t be so rude when I am trying to introduce someone to you. Come here Nalea. This is my son, Daeceon. He is a merchant,” she proclaimed proudly.

      Another female entered the screen. She was decently attractive, but just another distraction he didn’t need. Especially now. When he was one wrong move away from becoming a Balat casualty.

      “NOT NOW MOTHER!”

      Both females flinched at the sound of his harsh tone.

      “Daeceon!” her chasiticing voice rang clear as a bell. “You will apologize this instant to Nalea. She is a good female and would make a good mate if you only—”

      “END THE CALL BEFORE YOU GET ME KILLED!”

      His dam turned a furious red and the call terminated, but just as he got his screen back, two Balat battle flyers popped into view, their weapons trained on him.

      “This is your final warning, unidentified craft. Turn back now or we will fire on your vessel,” Captain Eka demanded.

      “Of-vrakking-course…” Daceon grumbled irritably. “One blasted thing after another with this wretched venture.”
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        * * *

      

      A short while later, after a distressing experience involving the evasion of several flyers and the missiles they launched at him, Daeceon had managed to lose his dangerous tail. It wasn’t easy. In fact, he wasn’t even certain how he’d survived the ordeal intact.

      The descent into Balat had overheated his systems to critical levels, with his shields barely holding steady. By the time he had regained enough control of his ship to fly the vrakking thing, he was seconds from crashing into some random canyon, but that hadn’t been the worst of his problems. Soon after, Balat military flyers had caught up to him and rapidly shot projectiles at his craft. Explosion after explosion had boomed throughout his vessel, forcing several systems to reboot, most of them going offline completely.

      If it hadn’t been for one of the young, untried Balat pilots who accidentally shot at the cliff face, Daeceon doubted he would have made it out alive. He was a damn good pilot, but the odds had been stacked against him. However, it seemed that luck was on his side after all. The bad shot had blown up a chunk from the cliff top, which caused an avalanching cloud of debris. Taking advantage of his enemy’s momentary loss of radar sight, Daeceon had slipped into a crevice just barely big enough to hide his ship.

      Several sparks flew from the dashboards as he powered down. The only system he did keep active was life support. Shouting curses, Daeceon unbuckled his seat strap and stalked out of the command deck to take stock of the damage. He knew it was only a matter of time before the military found him, or his cargo deteriorated to the point of no return. The Cannabek Lassisti—an incredibly rare, hard to obtain fungi with an even shorter lifespan after harvest—wouldn’t keep for much longer.

      “You lazy Balatian ruckshit,” Daeceon mumbled irritably as he hopped off the ramp and onto jagged rock. That’s all Balat was—a dusty pile of rubble.

      “Daeceon, so good to see you,” Yimen coughed, almost spilling his drink as he moved to sit up from his lounged position under a frilly tent covering. “I thought you’d never make it.”

      “Make it? You were supposed to meet me outside Niox. Had I not risked my life to come here, your shipment would have perished.”

      “Yes, well, you’re here now, so none of that matters. It’s all in the past.” He waved his hand dismissively, then motioned for one of his staff to bring him another drink.

      “All in the past? Do you take me for a fool? I took heavy fire. My ship is damaged and I need repairs.”

      Yimen winced. “You can hardly blame me for that.”

      “Pay me my credits before I decide to dump your cargo in a desert.”

      “Let’s not get hast—”

      “Then pay me my damn credits. And a little extra for my trouble. Trouble I would not have encountered if not for your callous dismissal of our contract.”

      Yimen sighed heavily and heaved his bulk from the creaking chair. “Take me to my cargo. I’ll need to inspect it first.”

      Searching for patience, Daeceon escorted Yimen through his ship to the hull, impatiently tearing away the slats of crates to reveal the stinking fungi.

      Yimen hemmed and hawed, patting at his meaty jowls. Daeceon bit back a roar that would betray his simmering wrath. “Payment. Now.”

      His nostril flaps twitched as unease filtered through his eyes. “You see, about the payment. I may be slightly short this shipment, but I’ll make it up to you next—”

      Daeceon saw only red. Piece of vrakking ruckshit. I’m going to tear you limb from limb.
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        * * *

      

      Daeceon blinked, narrowing his eyes on the strange signal his systems picked up. It was unlike any he’d encountered before. Accepting the signal, he listened to the robotic tone of voice for several clicks, entranced by the unusual linguistic sounds. The vocals were odd, and not of any species he had encountered before. As a black market merchant, he was familiar with all the species of the Interplanetary Alliance, and many that were not, but as he sat there listening to the stream of steady words, he found himself at a complete loss. He was unfamiliar with this species’ vernacular.

      He had no patience for much after his encounter on Balat. He’d left Yimen in a pile of miserable weeping broken bones and now was stuck with a revolting pile of perishing fungi rotting on board.

      He tapped behind his ear, where his language chip was located just under the skin, trying to get it to kick in. “Lousy device,” he muttered, his skin taut with barely concealed violence.

      “One eight hundred, Busty Chicks. Lonely and needing some attention? Our wettest, hottest chicks are waiting to speak with you. All it takes is a one time fee of twenty-nine ninety-nine to create your account and then the first three minutes are on us.”

      After listening to the signal a few more times, the unfamiliar language finally filtered its way through his chip, the device teaching him at a reasonable pace so that he could now understand what his ears were picking up.

      “If you’re looking for a good time, Busty Chicks is the hotline for you.”

      Busteechyks? Was that some kind of alien race he had yet to encounter? Must’ve been, as he hadn’t heard of the species before or their crude sounding tongue.

      “…females of all kinds waiting to fulfill your every fantasy…”

      Daeceon immediately perked up. After the day he’d had, a little female attention would go a long way for his mood. And only twenty-nine credits? He chuckled, not capable of thinking of anything in the galaxy priced that cheap.

      “To access all the flavors we have waiting for you, dial nine.”

      Daeceon narrowed his eyes, fumbling through the numeric access codes.

      Nine…nine, he searched desperately for it. Did he have one? “Where the vrakk is the nine?”

      “Voice activation complete. To set up an account, please say, set up an account.”

      “Set up an account,” he repeated eagerly in the species’ tongue, his chip now rapidly filtering him the correct terms.

      “Enter your credit card number, please. A total of twenty-nine ninety-nine will be charged to your account.”

      Daeceon paused, there were those nines again. And what was a credit card? At this point, he still didn’t recognize half the things that were mentioned. Language chips were great, but they weren’t miracle machines.

      “Again. Please enter your credit card number at this time or your account will be canceled.”

      “No, no!” Frustrated, Daeceon hammered on the side of the controls. “I don’t have a vrakking credit card.”

      “Account set up cancelling.”

      “Vrakk this,” Daeceon shouted, quickly hacking into the strange system and flooding it with a virus. It was a trick he’d picked up from a previous client.

      “Payment accepted. Account set up can take a few minutes to process. Please standby.”

      Daeceon grinned. Their system’s security was weak and far too easily manipulated.

      “Please choose a profile name.”

      “Daeceon.”

      Patience thinning, he was then directed through a profile questionnaire, but Daeceon hacked their system again, irked by the long procedure. He couldn’t understand the necessity. No male wished to wait around a brothel. Why would they wait around on the comms?

      “Welcome Daeceon. Your profile is now complete. Would you like to chat with one of our busty hotline chicks now?”

      His eyes flashed with lust. “Yes.”

      “Please hold, transferring you now.”

      Leaning back in his chair, Daeceon unzipped his trousers and pulled out his cock. A little female attention and this blasted day could go to hell.
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Olivia

        

      

    

    
      Exhausted from my shift at the diner, and stressed that I was late to start my second job, I raced through the streets of Miami and nearly barreled right into someone.

      “Watch where you’re going!”

      “Sorry!” I shouted back, almost stumbling over another person in the process. It didn’t help my cause that I couldn’t seem to get the customers from table four out of my mind.

      They stayed forever, made a mess, hit on me, and worse? They thought it was acceptable to leave me an “I owe you” for a tip. If I had a nickel for every time some cheap asshole thought it would be cute to do this, I wouldn’t be in the bind I was currently in.

      My bank account was pathetically low, and no matter how many hours I pulled, it always looked the same. I was twenty-eight years old with two full time jobs and little to show for it. Waitress by day, sex-phone operator by night. It wasn’t the life I’d dreamed for myself, but it was all I had. Neither job made me a crazy amount of money, but I was grateful for what I had and I was determined to make the best of it.

      Things could always be worse.

      “Thanks Melvin,” I shouted to the bus driver as I leapt from my seat and stepped down onto the street. Pushing through crowds of people on the corner of seventh and nine, I sprinted toward my apartment. It was just down the road and if I didn’t hurry up, I was going to be la—

      An alarm bleated from my phone, signaling the start of my nightly shift.

      “Shit,” I hissed, dodging another pedestrian.

      Hoofing it up the stairs to my apartment building, I barreled through the entrance and up the inner stairwell to the second floor. Larry, my boss, said if I was late more time he would have my head on a platter. Or worse, he’d fire me.

      Breaths heaving out of me, I skidded to a stop at my door. My landlord stood there, his arms crossed over his stained white t-shirt with a sneer on his face. My stomach dropped. I didn’t have time for this.

      “You’re two days late, Olivia.” Tom looked me up and down, eyeing my button-down waitress uniform like I was a piece of candy. I smothered my disgust and gave him a wane smile.

      “I’ll have it tomorrow,” I lied. “I had to fix my car.”

      My car, however, was not a lie. That old piece of crap was sucking my bank account dry. It started with the check engine light and went downhill from there. If I got one more call from the mechanics shop, I was prepared to scrap it and take the bus from now on. I couldn’t keep sinking money into it. Not with my landlord literally barring entry into my home.

      “Tomorrow,” he warned me gruffly, peeking down my shirt.

      I widened my eyes to keep from rolling them and nodded, edging toward the door.

      There was no way I would have it tomorrow. I wouldn’t have it until I got paid on Friday, which was three days from now. And I wouldn’t have it then if Larry fired me because this asshole held me up.

      Before he had a chance to respond, I popped open my door and practically dove into the safety of my apartment, making sure to lock it behind me. It wouldn’t have been the first time the slimeball had followed me inside to make his demands.

      My phone continued to bleat, sending me into a full-blown panic. Frantically tearing off my diner uniform, I jumped into my favorite onesie—a gift from a friend and fellow operator, Alicia. She had a mouth on her, and never held back from delivering some hard truths, but she’d grown on me.

      The cotton cow udders jutting from my belly flopped around as I ripped the zipper into place. I looked ridiculous, but immediately the stress from earlier started slipping away. From there, I grabbed a well-loved pillow and raced to the couch. I wanted nothing more than to climb into my bed after the day I’d had, however, there was no way in hell I’d take client calls in my bedroom. It was too personal. Too intimate.

      Once seated, I logged into my Busty Chicks account and arranged myself into a comfortable position.

      I was already fifteen minutes late for my shift. Larry would likely be blowing up my phone to reprimand me the moment I logged off for the night. After the day I had at the diner and then that confrontation with Tom, I was really not looking forward to that either. Especially not when the company took thirty percent of my income and in return gave me a perverted bastard of a manager who did not have an ounce of understanding for the girls he managed.

      Hopefully he’d consider overlooking my tardiness if I worked a little over my shift. Normally I would sign off at about twelve, and though it was probably best to call it a day before the rest of it had a chance to go to hell, I had a friend’s birthday coming up, so it couldn’t hurt to stay on a little later than usual.

      I pushed those thoughts away and propped my feet up on my worn brown coffee table, shoved the pillow behind my shoulders, and plopped on my headset. Then, work tablet in hand, I sat back to answer my first call of the night.

      In a blink of an eye, hours blipped by and I could feel myself starting to nod off.

      Just one more hour. One more hour and I could log out.

      At about one in the morning I received a call from a new client. My eyes trailed the tablet in my hands. There was no photo, which was typical, but there wasn’t even a list of preferences. And that was strange.

      Without any details that I could use to cater the call to his requirements, I realized I would be flying blind. Those were the worst kinds of calls. I hated them with a passion. Regardless of my training, they could get awkward—even more awkward than what was expected given the nature of my job. But he’d been assigned to me and I thought I could handle one more call. So I refilled my mug with lavender tea, pulled a blanket over my lap, and mentally prepared myself.

      “Hey there,” I purred in a light, seductive whisper. To the outside listener, I would sound cheesy as fuck, but most men got off on it. Especially the new ones.

      I could always single them out. They had obvious little telltales and were usually hesitant, awkward, or in some cases completely silent on the line, but I didn’t need to hear this guy’s voice to know this was his first time calling in. It said so on his profile.

      “Greetings, female,” a deep voice answered.

      I paused, bewildered by the sound of his unrecognizable accent. Working as a call girl for a little over a year now, I was certain I’d heard them all. Apparently not.

      “How are you doing, handsome?” I crooned back, keeping my smile plastered on my face. It was a neat trick I’d picked up along the way, one that always ensured that no matter how cringeworthy or awkward the call got—and some days it got weird—I always sounded like I was smiling…because I was.

      “You think I’m handsome? Can you see me? How?” He sounded more shocked than pleased. Then he muttered to himself quietly, “I believed my holo-vid was broken.”

      My smile wavered at the strange question, but I pushed past it. Newer callers were more difficult, and yet they were a far cry better than the assholes they sometimes became once they felt more confident to belittle and degrade the operators.

      “No silly, I mean you sound handsome.” I looked at my timer. The seconds were slowly racking up, but I hadn’t quite hooked him just yet.

      Time to ramp things up.

      I flexed my hands as if going into battle. Sometimes it felt like it. “Your voice is very sexy.”

      He cleared his throat. “What is sexy?”

      Oh, God. This was going to be painful, but I wasn’t footing the bill. He was. “Your voice,” I purred again, as I absentmindedly ran my fingers across the cotton fabric of my onesie. “It makes me so hot.”

      “No one has told me they liked my voice before,” he replied in a pondering tone.

      “Really? You sound so irresistible. Deep and masculine.”

      Victoria, my mentor, had been adamant about complimenting the clients during my training. And she wasn’t wrong. Men were too easy. Flattery warmed them up like the sweet apple pies Sherry made at the diner on Tuesdays.

      “I suppose it is rather deep.”

      It felt odd—our exchange so far. I couldn’t quite pinpoint how to pull him into any particular fantasy, not with him questioning everything I said.

      Desperate to hook him in, I pushed him out of his comfort zone a little.

      “What are you wearing?” I asked.

      “What am I wearing?”

      Really? Again?

      My head lolled on the back of the couch as I stifled a yawn and closed my eyes. It was so late and my body was aching from working on my feet all day. This guy wasn’t making staying awake any easier.

      “Mhmmmmm. I bet you’re wearing something sexy too, aren’t you?”

      “Well, I don’t know about that.”

      “We can describe our clothes together,” I offered, hoping this would move the call along.

      I stiffened, suddenly worried as a stray thought popped into my head. This wasn’t some quality control call, was it? I knew the company tested and reviewed their operators frequently, but I’d never actually detected a snoop call myself.

      “Why would we describe our clothes together?”

      At the sound of his question, I frowned. If this was a quality control call, this guy wasn’t very subtle.

      “Because it’s all part of the fantasy. Close your eyes and listen to my voice.” With an amused smile, I glanced down at my onesie. “I’m wearing a pale pink bra. And my matching panties are tiny, barely hiding a thing from you. Do you like what you see?”

      I waited in silence, intent to figure out if this man was testing me. The line went quiet. Too quiet. I began to worry that I had somehow lost him. I couldn’t even hear him breathing.

      “Hello? Are you still with me?”

      The silence pressed on as I bit my lip. Shit.

      “I’m wearing standard issue attire,” he hastily rasped as his labored breathing finally spilled into the line.

      Relief rushed through me and I slouched back against the couch. There was no faking the arousal in his voice. This was no quality control call. Just a nervous newbie. “All buttoned up? I bet you’re dying to climb out of those tight pants, aren’t you?”

      He cleared his throat, but his response still came with a telling grate. “What’s your name, female?”

      “Miranda,” I smoothly lied. Victoria’s rule number one: never, ever give out your real information. The world was full of creeps, especially ones who liked to prey on women.

      He repeated my name with a deep, sexy rumble. I bit my lip, reluctantly appreciating the exotic lilt of his voice. It would sound even better if he knew my real name.

      Yet I’d never know, because I wouldn’t ever tell him.

      Shaking my head at myself, I began to pick at my nail beds. My cuticles had gotten long and calluses had begun to form on my palms from carrying trays all day. But there was no money for a manicure. One day, I sighed.

      “Want me to take something off, handsome?”

      “Daeceon,” he grunted. “My name is Daeceon.”

      Cool name. A mouthful, but original.

      “Daeceon.” I threw everything I had into my next seductive purr. “Do you want me to take something off for you, Daeceon?”

      “Yes?”

      The confused but also eager tone of his response forced a huff of laughter from me.

      Sitting forward, I fiddled with the neckline of my pajamas close to the microphone so he could hear it for himself. I usually hated this part…because there was nothing more cringeworthy than pretending to touch myself while someone on the other line rubbed one out.

      “What was that?” he asked eagerly.

      Now look who’s wide awake!

      I muted myself for a second so I could hide an amused chuckle.

      “My bra. I slipped it off, Daece.”

      Air hissed through the speakerphone which earned another smile from me. That was two now that he’d pulled from me when so many before him hadn’t been able to inspire even one. I quickly took a sip of my tea before it got too cold.

      A rustle of fabric came over the line. “Do you have nipples?”

      His question took me completely off guard and I bent over, sputtering into my drink.

      What the hell did he think I had?

      “Uhm, yes I do.” Glancing at my belly, I huffed another laugh.

      And also, apparently, cow udders.

      At this point, it seemed a good idea to keep my finger hovering over the mute button. Just in case.

      “Most excellent.”

      I turned my face into my shoulder, smothering yet another laugh. This guy. “Would you like it if I played with them?”

      “Y-yes, play with them.”

      Taken slightly aback by the eager tone, I found myself biting my lip.

      When I first got this job, I made a promise to myself that no matter how steamy things got on the phone, I’d never physically act out the fantasy with my clients. It was dangerous and led to attachment. I couldn’t be attached to my clients. Not if I wanted to keep my job and do it well.

      Regardless, most of the time I didn’t want to touch myself with any of the men calling. Most were rude, pervy, and not anything that turned me on. But there was something about this one…I almost considered it.

      “How do you like it, Daece? Rough, soft? Are you a dominant man in bed?”

      He cleared his throat. “What are you doing to me, female?”

      I’d been called babe, baby, kitten, even whore and bitch. Never female. It was oddly…pleasing? I shook my head. I must have bumped it at some point on my mad dash home, but it couldn’t be denied that this call was the most entertaining one I’d ever had.

      “Aren’t I turning you on, Daece? Don’t you want to touch me? Want to feel how wet and warm I am inside?”

      Daece released a sound of shock from the back of his throat and then he was panting over the line with a harsh whooshing sound. My belly trembled from holding back my amusement. I’d never worked up a man so quickly before. I was good at my job—Victoria had taught me well—but never that good.

      “Yes,” he rasped thickly. “I want to touch every inch of you.”

      “I, I—” Shocked by the beseeching tone of his voice, my thighs trembled, the words echoing between my legs in a way I hadn’t experienced on a call before. Most men were a little more arrogant, not wanting to reveal their arousal to a faceless woman over the phone. They typically postured and teased. But he didn’t.

      “I am hard as stone,” he bit out. “What sort of witchery is this? You have the voice of an anelii.”

      “A what?”

      “An angel.”

      Flushing from the compliment, I smiled before quickly giving myself a mental smack. This was a call with an unknown man, in an unknown part of the world. He wasn’t serious with his compliments. Didn’t really see me, Olivia. Still, I couldn’t help but thank him with the utmost sincerity. It was a sweet thing to say.

      “Thank you, that’s sweet.”

      “I speak the truth,” he said to me. “What now?”

      I pushed aside the weird feelings he was invoking and refocused on the task at hand. “Are you touching yourself for me?”

      “Yes,” he rasped.

      “Good,” I purred, trying to ignore the sounds of him pleasuring himself. They were hot. He was hot. What the hell was happening here? He was supposed to be the one turned on, not me.

      “I bet you’re big, Daece. Long and thick and hard.”

      A naughty image popped into my head, but I forced it out before it had a chance to do any real damage. I was not about to be one of those girls who hung up on a client. Nope. Not happening.

      “It will fit your sex,” he replied confidently.

      “Uh, okay?” And suddenly, I went from reluctantly turned on to at a loss for words. Not good considering I needed them to finish this call.

      “I’ve had no complaints.”

      To my relief, Daece didn’t seem to notice my awkward silence and continued on as if I hadn’t fumbled the conversation.

      “And you, female? Are you touching yourself?”

      Biting my lip, I debated. He couldn’t see me. But I couldn’t deny that after hundreds and hundreds of calls this was the first time I’d ever been tempted. Like, really tempted.

      But no, I couldn’t bring myself to do it.

      Still, that I’d even considered it…

      I just needed sleep. Lots and lots of sleep.

      More awkward silence filtered through the room. I opened my mouth to lie…and sorta felt bad about it. “I am.”

      “Are you lying to me?”

      “What? No!” I sucked in a sharp breath, my cheeks burning for being called out.

      “Please,” he begged sweetly. “I want to hear you as well.”

      I adjusted the microphone to follow me as I laid back on the couch, my body sinking into the worn cushions. I even made as much noise as possible so he could hear my movements since he asked me so nicely.

      “Take your shirt off,” I ordered, trying to grapple for some control.

      “I am bare,” he declared.

      “That’s good, Daece.” I propped one arm under my head to get comfortable. “I’m there with you, handsome. I’m climbing in your lap right now. Can you feel me?”

      Ragged breathing penetrated the line before a gruff, “Yes.”

      Fingers subconsciously picking at a frayed string on my cushion, I stared at the faceless icon on his profile. Had I really thought his voice was strange? It was actually just the right side of edgy and hypnotic. And hot.

      “Grab me by the hips, Daece. Move me across that big cock and show me how you want it.”

      “How do you feel? Are you soft all over?”

      “So soft,” I crooned. “You love the feel of me. I’m so wet, Daece. I need you inside me.”

      “Yes,” he grunted. “Inside.”

      “I ache, Daece.” I put a hitch into the word, my voice a desperate, hungry sound. “You need me, don’t you? You need to shove that big cock up into my pussy?”

      “Pussy?”

      “Yes, Daece, in my pussy.”

      Maybe he was an ass man? Perhaps it was time to reconsider foreplay with him altogether.

      The soft sounds of him stroking himself abruptly stopped. “Your cunt?”

      Frowning down at the tablet, I distractedly looked at the timer in the corner. “Uh, yeah, my cunt.” Terrible word, but different strokes for different folks. “How would you touch me right now, Daece?”

      “My cock is spreading your sex wide.”

      I blinked, once again taken aback by his strange choice of wording. My what? Just where was this guy calling from anyway? There was no time to sit and think on it, so I increased the fake moaning. “Oh yeah, Daece. Touch my clit.”

      He hummed. “Ah, yes. You have a little nub above your cunt, don’t you? Would you like me to stroke it?”

      And now I was turned on again.

      This was getting ridiculous. Who the hell was the client here?

      “I am close,” he warned over his grunts, the words ending with a strange growl that was so deep and animalistic, it shocked me how my body responded to it. I shifted anxiously, sitting back up and checked the timer again. We’d been talking awhile. A lot longer than it seemed.

      “Do you like tongue?” I asked, my voice edged with impatience that disguised my discomfort. I really needed to get him to finish, and soon. Normally I would love the money, but I was more uncomfortable with the things he was making me feel.

      “Tongue?”

      “Yes, tongue. Imagine me licking your big cock, Daece. It’s so thick in my—”

      “Where is your tongue?” He demanded to know.

      There we go. That’s it.

      “Wrapped around your massive cock, hands—”

      Air hissed over the line. Then there was another howling growl.

      I gaped at the tablet screen as his grunts were abruptly cut off and the call was closed.

      “What the fuck?” Did he sign off already?

      I didn’t know how long I stared at the zeroes beside the call log in utter disbelief. He didn’t leave a tip. Not a dime. Had I really been duped by another cheap, sleazy asshole? Twice in one day?

      Pissed and a little disgruntled that I’d read him so wrong, I set my line to unavailable and logged off for the night.

      This entire day could go to hell.

      I was going to bed.
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      Daeceon shouted curses as the connection abruptly severed. Of all the things that could happen, why did a solar storm roll through the sector just when he was imagining that sweet female using her tongue on him? It was as if the universe was screwing with him, but Daeceon wasn’t having any of it.

      A throbbing ache pulsed from the base of his cock, all the way up the tip. He hissed. Jaw clenched, he wrapped his fist around himself to dull the pain, but to his frustration, it did nothing except heighten his need for the female. The tender flesh of his cock was a burning inferno and the only way to extinguish it was to find release, but how could he possibly find that now?

      Who knew how far away that female was? Or worse, if he’d ever pick up that odd signal again. While he hoped he would, Daeceon was too focused on the relief she promised him to even consider that she was lost to him forever.

      Tearing his eyes off his engorged shaft, Daeceon quickly glanced at his dashboard and let out an annoyed grumble. Most of his systems were offline from his impulsive run on Balat and the ones that weren’t completely destroyed were in desperate need of repairs. His ship wasn’t even flying anymore. Instead, it was just drifting through the verse on the last few shock waves of the storm.

      Daeceon didn’t want to think about it, but if he was being honest with himself, he was lucky to have survived the dangerous changes in atmospheric pressure. Sure, he was a little reckless, but he wasn’t suicidal…or perhaps he was? Come to think of it, there wasn’t a single other merchant he knew who would risk their lives for so little.

      Well that was a lie—his old friend Greshen would—but only if the male believed he would come out of it with a decent story to tell. Nothing less would please the Ceurt. The one time Daeceon worked with the male, he tried to fly them into the event horizon of a black hole, claiming it would give them a safe place to hide from the Interplanetary Alliance soldiers hot on their trail.

      Crazy halfling.

      Daeceon shook his head, not wanting to think of the Ceurt any longer, and groaned when he started compiling a list of repairs that needed fixing, beginning with what he believed to be the highest priority. Within the span of a few seconds, his list became unbearably long and he let out a frustrated snarl.

      Vrakk it. If I’m going to die out here, might as well rub one out first.

      Besides, he wouldn’t get anything fixed in his current state. He could barely think let alone do something useful.

      Ignoring the occasional spark which flew his way and attempted to singe his skin, Daeceon proceeded to finish what he’d started. He closed his eyes and drew up the female’s light purr and suggestive tone. The sound of her voice was music to his ears, and the more he replayed their conversation in his head, the more it drowned out his shitty morning.

      After a while, he tried to imagine the face behind the exotic voice too, in an effort to add some realism to his naughty fantasy.

      Soft and sweet, smooth as Danalian satin and—

      “You never called me back!”

      Eyes popping open, Daeceon spotted his dam’s angry face, which had suddenly filled the screen, her wide eyed stare latching onto his.

      “MOTHER! H-how?” He gaped at her, his fist still wrapped around his engorged cock. Disturbed, he stumbled out of his seat to get off screen as quickly as possible, but he was so humiliated that he ended up tripping over himself and stumbled to the ground, ass-end up.

      “What are you—Daeceon?! Where are your clothes? Why are you naked?” she shrieked, her piercing tones making his ears scream out their own protest. “Tayla, avert your eyes. Immediately!”

      “What did I tell you about dropping in on me?” Daeceon hissed, righting himself.

      As soon as he was able, he snatched his slacks from around his ankles and bucked to draw them up around his hips.

      How was it that his ship was amidst a massive system wide crisis, one that had severed the connection with the exotic female, yet his dam was still able to connect? Was this the universes’ way of also telling him he needed a mate? As if his dam’s ceaseless efforts weren’t enough already…

      “Deaceon,” she barked in warning. “This is no way to present yourself to a prospective mate. You have embarrassed me and our family.”

      “Now is not the time to discuss this, Mother. I will comm you when I have finished my next run.”

      He really needed to find a way to block her communications. All her communications.

      “Absolutely not! You already scared Nalea away with your awful cursing. I will not have you scare away sweet Tayla as well. There are only so many accommodating females left in this sector. Will you really make your poor ailing mother travel so far just to see her only son mated?”

      He rolled his eyes. His mother was far from poor or ailing. More like sweetly manipulative with her way of words and sharp mind. His poor sire. Daeceon chuckled slightly, knowing all too well that despite how much his sire denied it, he adored her.

      “Mother, you cannot pretend such things with me. I happen to know you are in great health. I promise as soon as I am done with this run, I will come visit.”

      “This cannot wait another lunar cycle if I am to have grand younglings…” she began, time wasting away as she spoke in great lengths. “…if I have to wait until you are ready, I will be much too old…”

      Daeceon didn’t know how long she spoke for, but it felt like spans and eventually, after rubbing his temples, he’d heard more than enough childing to last him a lifetime.

      “Mother, I need to get back to Miranda,” he accidentally said, his mind wandering to the seductive female again.

      “I beg your pardon?” His dam’s eyes shot out of her head. “Who is this Mereenda?”

      Realizing his mistake, Daeceon eyed his comm unit with desperation. “I hope this works.”

      “Hope what wor—” Her sharp tone was cut off as soon as Daeceon slammed his fist through the console.

      Pain radiated up his arm and down his spine, but a blissful silence fell through his ship. Daeceon slumped his shoulders, relaxing, and glanced down at his deflated cock tucked behind his trousers.

      Vrakking shit, he thought. He couldn’t resume his activities with his berating dam’s tone still echoing in his ears.

      Agitated and pissed, Daeceon stood in the middle of his command deck, taking in the disarray of his systems. Sparks flew haphazardly from the damaged console, smoke overflowing at the edges.

      With a sigh, Daeceon got to work.
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        * * *

      

      After the rather inconvenient solar storm and the embarrassing incident with his dam, Daeceon spent a good chunk of his evening attempting to get his ship flying again. When that failed, he did all that he could to patch his short range comms. And for the amount of time it took, Daeceon felt he deserved an award.

      First he had to shut off his ship’s main power supply just so he wouldn’t electrocute himself, but even doing that was an arduous task. Because his dashboard had been rendered almost entirely useless, he had no other choice but to break into the engine room, which, after the recent incident on Balat, apparently no longer had a functioning door. It wouldn’t have been so bad if ripping the control panel out of the wall unjammed the useless thing, but Daeceon attempted to do so, only to find that wasn’t going to do the trick either.

      His ship—if he could even call it that at this point—had fallen to pieces around him. Never in his career had he accrued so much damage that it seemed far easier to blow the damn craft up rather than attempt basic tasks.

      His work around was removing countless bolts and panels to create an access way into his ship’s maintenance tunnel. Daeceon didn’t know what vrakk’n idiot built a vessel that only had one, but by the time he’d finished making the giant hole in his corridor, he wanted to murder the male.

      Once the power supply was finally off, Daeceon had to crawl back through the maintenance shaft and squeeze his way through the opening he’d created, which was barely big enough to allow him passage. Then, once he was back on his command deck, Daeceon had to piece together and reroute wiring cables without being able to see anything worth a damn, and then rush back down to engineering to power everything back up again.

      All before he ran out of oxygen.

      By the time he was finally done, the ship was vrakking freezing, but somehow he was still sweating like a lapil boar.

      As luck would have it—not that he believed luck was on his side at this point—he was nearing a few poorly mapped shipping lanes. With as much discreteness as he could muster, Daeceon sent out a distress signal, one that Balat wouldn’t think twice about and eventually, after waiting hours, one of the passing frigates picked up his signal and towed him to the nearest repair station.
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        * * *

      

      By late eve, Daeceon was wandering the decrepit repair station in search of a tech to patch up his long range comms. He couldn’t believe it. His ship had been docked for a near span and to his absolute frustration, they still weren’t finished piecing together some auxiliary relay down in maintenance. To add to his annoyance, they didn’t even bother fixing the jammed door which led to maintenance and instead, crawled through the hole in the hallway. At this rate, he was never going to connect with Miranda again.

      Daeceon spotted a Menchek and pointed his finger at the male. “You. I have need of your services. Follow me at once.”

      After tossing the male a credit slip, the tech followed behind him eagerly until they reached his ship, passed several workers, and then entered the command deck.

      “I want the long range comms fixed immediately. I don’t care about anything else.”

      The Menchek tech kneeled down, peeled off the panel, and sighed. “It is completely busted. Looks like someone ran their fist through it.”

      Daeceon scratched the back of his head. “Is it fixable?”

      The tech sighed.
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        * * *

      

      Sometime later, unable to wait any longer, Daeceon’s patience thinned.

      “Well?” he snapped, knowing every click this male spent working was another credit spent.

      The tech stood, stretching his knobbed spine. “It’s not a perfect patch, but it should hold you over until you can acquire a replacement.”

      All Daeceon heard was that it would suit his current needs and dismissed the tech without a second thought.

      “Sir?” The tech stopped and shifted hesitantly. “I couldn't help but notice your most recent intercepted signal. You’ve been in contact with a sector that has been black listed.”

      “What do you know of the signal?” Daeceon demanded.

      “That it comes from a planet called earth. I suggest that you ignore it, better to not get involved.”

      Daeceon waved him off. He didn’t care much for the Interplanetary Alliance’s rules. And yes, he knew of Earth. A species populated that planet. Humans.

      Daeceon grinned. His Miranda was a human.

      Anticipation crawled through him, igniting every eager nerve he had as he sat in his chair, the sound of the door behind him whooshing closed, leaving him in silence.

      Finally, at long last.

      Once again patched in and able to comm the Busteechyks agency, Daeceon followed the alien prompts to sign into his account, requesting the female—the human—from the evening before, and then waited.

      And waited.

      And waited.

      The repair crew alerted him several times, distracting him from the on-hold tinkling tune, but Daeceon refused to be knocked down from his place in line.

      Once more, the crew sent an alert and Daeceon punched the receiver in frustration. “What?”

      “It seems the dislargenukule system is in a bit of disarray—”

      “The what?” Daeceon asked. What the vrakk is the dislargenukule? Gritting his teeth, his ass stayed glued to his seat, unwilling to move. “Not now.”

      “But we cannot access the—”

      “Not now,” Daeceon repeated.

      “Sir, I must caution you. Any long distance flight in this condition could prove to be—”

      “Fix whatever you can,” he rumbled ominously and clicked off the communication line.

      Eyes narrowed on the comm unit, sick of being held from his Miranda, Daeceon shifted in his seat impatiently. How much longer will I be forced to wait?

      The tune clicked over and then there was his female, purring her greeting. “Hello there, Daece.”

      A grin stole over Daeceon’s mouth. Despite the disrepair around him, her seductive lilt immediately calmed his inner turmoil, and his surroundings slowly disappeared.

      “Miranda,” he sighed her name with relief.

      “I’m surprised to hear your voice after you jumped off the last call so quickly.”

      “My apologies,” he returned. “I lost signal.”

      “Oh, your call dropped? I hate when that happens…but you’re back now. That’s all that matters.”

      Daeceon flushed, unbuttoning his pants. She was absolutely right. All that mattered was right now. “Please resume where you left off.”

      “Woah, hang on there. Let’s warm you up a little first—”

      “No, no. I believe your tongue was wrapping itself around my cock.” He closed his eyes, picturing her warm mouth around his girth. He imagined it would be glorious.

      Her soft laugh drifted through his ears and his cock hardened to the point of pain.

      “How was your day?”

      His day?

      “Terrible,” he replied gruffly and frowned at how slow going their conversation was.

      “Oh, I’m so sorry to hear that. I bet I can make it better.”

      “It is of no consequence now that you are here. I’m ready.”

      “So impatient,” she teased him. “All right then.”

      Impatient did not begin to describe how he was feeling. His cock had been aching since their call was interrupted by the solar storm. If she kept up this agonizing pace, he wasn’t sure how he’d ever survive. He needed release so bad that it was nearly killing him.

      “What are you wearing, Daece?”

      Daeceon frowned. “Same as before.”

      “Still all buttoned up? I bet that hard cock is dying to break free.”

      Daeceon grunted. Had he not unbuttoned it would have split the seams. “It is throbbing for release.”

      “I got all dressed up just for you,” she whispered with her bewitching tone.

      “You had anticipated my call?”

      Miranda cleared her throat delicately. “I missed you last night. I was hoping you would call back.”

      “I am pleased to hear it.” While he wasn’t particularly interested in what she was wearing after claiming she dressed up for him—he’d rather it be nothing at all—he thought it rude not to ask. “How did you dress for me?”

      Daeceon’s thighs tensed as the female softly began to describe her coverings in great detail. “Midnight black teddy for you tonight, Daece. My breasts are cupped in silk, raised high, my nipples perked and pebbled against the sheer fabric.”

      “I want to see them. Though I do not know what a teddy is, black is the color of my ship.” Daeceon dropped his head into his hand, nearly flushing with how ridiculous he sounded. Black is the color of my ship? He held back a frustrated groan.

      “Are you a captain? A sailor?” A soft sigh filtered through the line. “That makes me so hot, Daece.”

      Daeceon grinned through his relief. “I am a merchant. And the captain of my ship.”

      “Is it big? I bet it’s a beautiful ship.”

      He glanced around, slight embarrassment flooding him as he noted the vrakking mess of his control room. But she would never see it…

      “Daece?”

      “It is glorious,” he lied, shaking off the dangerous thought of Miranda boarding his ship. “I take great pride in caring for it.”

      “Oooh, I love a man who knows how to clean. So sexy.”

      Daeceon grimaced. “Yes…I keep my ship very clean.”

      Do females really fuss about such things? His mind wandered to his dam for a brief moment and all the times she’d made him tidy his nest as a youngling. But then just the thought of his dam was counterproductive to his current needs, so he quickly shook away the memories.

      “Hello? Daece? Are you still there?” Miranda asked, her voice trailing off, almost disappearing completely. “No wonder you’re having issues with the signal.”

      Daeceon shot up with alarm. “Can you not hear me, Miranda?”

      “You’re a little patchy, but we can make it work.”

      “This is taking too long. I need release,” Daeceon said, attempting to drive the conversation back to his intended purpose.

      “How do you want me tonight? Are you a missionary man, Daece?”

      “Missionary? Female, I just told you I’m a merchant. I am on no spiritual mission.”

      “From behind, then?”

      Daeceon sat forward, sudden interest overtaking him. “Behind?”

      “Oh yeah,” she purred. “Are you an ass man?”

      Daeceon swallowed thickly. “Are you suggesting I stuff my cock in your ass, female?”

      “If only you were here, Daece. I’d like you to take my ass with that thick cock of yours. You’d like it, I promise. We both would.”

      His environment once again fell away and Daeceon’s sole focus was the seductive words drifting through his mind.

      “I want to take your ass,” he choked out desperately.

      There was a soft laugh. “So eager. I’m bending over for you right now, baby.”

      “I am no babe,” he gritted, fisting his cock. “I am fully grown.”

      “No pet names for you then, okay. Come closer, Daece, shove that thick cock in my ass.”

      He’d never experienced such a lude act in all his life. The very thought thrust him to the brink of climax and if only to savor the moment, he dropped his cock, slamming his forehead against the controls as he leaned forward.

      “Mmmm. You feel so good. Do you like taking me from behind, squeezing you as you pump into me?”

      “Yes,” he rasped, choking on his labored breaths.

      “Grab my hips, Daece. Thrust me onto that big cock. Use me.”

      Daeceon’s hands fisted in the air helplessly, wanting the female to materialize before him so he could grab her as she described.

      “That’s it, Daece. Fuck me hard. Ohh. I wish you were here! Fuck that thick dick into my tight little asshole.”

      Daeceon shouted a curse, fisting his cock again and pumping with furious abandon. That was the second time she’d said she wished he was there with her. Daeceon’s mind scrolled back to the conversation he’d had earlier with the tech. What were those coordinates again?

      He popped an eye open, warily noting the piles of trash on the floor.

      Vrakk.

      “You feel so good,” she moaned, redirecting his thoughts.

      “I want to fuck that hole,” he replied hoarsely.

      “That’s it, Daece. If you were here, you’d feel how wet and tight I am for you.”

      “I can’t hold it back,” he groaned. He wanted to fire his ship’s engine immediately, locate her and spend his release inside her. His hand was a miserable substitute.

      “Good, come for me. I want your hot cum all over me,” she moaned lightly. It was soft and femine, as if she were truly a small human he could maneuver however he wished.

      Daeceon could almost imagine himself right behind her, feeding her tight bottom with his throbbing cock.

      With a roar, his seed spurted forth, splashing everything in front of him. His entire body thrummed with pleasure, while his eyes rolled into the back of his head. “Vrakking shit!”

      “Oh,” she moaned softly. “That was so hot, Daece.”

      “Yes,” he murmured, panting. His chest heaved up and down as he slumped back in his seat. Substitute or not, he’d never experienced anything more gratifying. “I have reached release.”

      “You sure did, big guy. Same time tomorrow?”

      “Tomorrow?” Daeceon blinked, focusing on her abrupt change of tone as he dazedly glanced around his ship. “I’ll need to make repairs tomorrow. I would not want my ship to get raided by pirates.”

      “Oh, yeah, of course. That sounds dangerous,” Miranda said, her voice lowering as if disappointed. “When do you think you’ll be free?”

      Daeceon palmed his head, thinking. “But I suppose I could make time…”

      He could possibly carve out a moment while the crew finished their long list of repairs. There was still a lot for them to do, and it wasn’t as if he’d be much help to them if he was standing in their way…He would make it work.

      What did he know about ship repair anyway?

      “Tomorrow then,” he agreed.

      “That would be great, Daece. It’s a date,” she replied, the eager tones in her voice replacing the melancholy.

      Daeceon decided then, regardless of the state of his ship, he would not miss his next date with the beguiling human.
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      As club music pumped through the speakers, I rolled my hips to the beat. Out of the corner of my eye, I caught Maybelle smiling at me from across the dance floor. She was an awkward dancer, but from the looks of it she was having the time of her life.

      Smiling back at my friend, I felt grateful how she seemed to be having so much fun. Today was her birthday, and because she had a demanding, cheating shithead of a boyfriend, she was never allowed out. But not this year. There was no way in hell I—or any of our friends—would allow her to age another year older without so much as having a party. Besides, thirty only came around once.

      “Shots!” Alicia screeched as she danced her way back to the table with a tray perched dangerously in her hands.

      “Watch out!” I yelled as she almost tripped into Maybelle on the way, but thankfully Alicia managed to gracefully catch herself—and the tray—before disaster struck.

      Amused and slightly relieved we weren’t cleaning up a mess of broken shot glasses, I shook my head and grinned. Alicia was already drunker than a sailor and I doubted she had plans to stop any time soon.

      Reaching over the table, I pushed the empty glasses aside so the tray could be set down safely, but when I counted all the tiny little cups, my eyes nearly bulged out of their sockets. “Holy hell? Who’s going to drink all these? Did you even leave that poor bartender with enough booze to serve anyone else?”

      “You’re hilarious,” Alicia drolled with a grin as she eagerly rubbed her hands together. “Okay, who wants one?”

      “I’m not drinking tonight,” Victoria told us primly. She rarely drank whenever we went out, but I didn’t mind because she kept a close eye on everyone else’s intake, which was one less thing for me to worry about. “I’m taking calls later.”

      “One shot won’t knock you out, girl. Come on, live a little.” Alicia pouted her lip, but from the look on her face she likely knew it was a losing battle. Once Victoria had set her mind to something, it was almost impossible to change it.

      “What part of designated driver are you forgetting? Someone has to see us all home safely.”

      “And why does it have to be you? We’ll call an uber.” Alicia countered.

      Penny snickered. “Because, Victoria’s a lightweight. That’s why.”

      “That’s a load of shit. I am perfectly capable of holding my own.” Victoria scowled. “Take your peer pressure and shove it up your ass.”

      “Mhmm…Well, Olivia and I are partying until the sun rises.” Alicia shoved the tequila shot and lime wedge into my hands. “Right, Olivia?”

      “Well, I don’t know about all night.”

      If I allowed her, Alicia would bully me into drinking so much that I’d regret it in the morning. I had the scars from my last hangover to prove it.

      Scowling, she pointed her finger toward the dance floor. “Hey birthday girl, you too! If we drink, you drink.”

      Maybelle nervously made her way over, her hair slightly damp from dancing. “That’s not a real rule, is it?”

      “Of course it’s not,” I told her, shooting Alicia a reproachful look from the side.

      Penny hugged her arm, smiling at Maybelle with encouragement. “She doesn’t want to be the only one drinking, that’s all.”

      “Bottoms up, bitches.”

      Following Alicia, everyone who wasn’t holding their own, grabbed a glass from the tray—except for Victoria—and downed their shot.

      “Oh my God! What is that?” I gagged, my eyes watering as the burn slicked down my throat.

      “A good time,” Alicia purred with an exaggerated wink.

      “Your new guy not around tonight?” Penny suddenly asked as soon as she slammed her glass down on the table.

      “What new guy?” Alicia, nosey as always, pierced me with a questioning gaze.

      Ah, shit. Alicia was going to kill me when she found out I had a new regular and hadn’t told her first.

      “Olivia’s hooked herself a live one,” Penny announced to the group with a grin, partially revealing the short conversation we’d had earlier that day. A conversation which should have been private.

      “What’s so special about him?” Maybelle’s question was innocent. She didn’t have much incite into the inner workings of being a sex phone operator—or as Alicia often referred to us, a call girl. She was a librarian. A sweet, demure librarian who didn’t judge us and we loved her for it.

      “Nothing. Nothing at all.” Flushing, I delicately pinched Penny under her arm.

      “He says things like, female and vrakking. And apparently he’s a captain,” Penny continued with an impish grin, swatting my pinching finger away.

      “So he claims.” In retaliation, I jabbed an elbow into her stomach, but it was already too late. Everyone could smell the blood in the water. There was no way in hell they’d give up until I spilled every last detail.

      “So, he’s a nerd,” Alicia stated, unimpressed. Always the most competitive of the group, she likely didn’t want to focus on my mounting client list. She’d been working at Busty Chicks longer than anyone and was rooting hard for a promotion.

      I wasn’t opposed. I’d rather have Alicia as my manager over Larry, but it was likely a fool’s errand. We were in a man’s business and Alicia was most useful on the phones.

      Victoria sighed. “All of our guys are probably nerds. Why else would they call a sex hotline to get their rocks off? It’s not like we cater to beautiful men with staggering sex appeal.”

      Her question had my mind whirling back to Daece. Without a profile picture, I had no idea what the man looked like, yet I couldn’t deny his voice held some major sex appeal, even if he was a bit nerdy. Recalling my last call with him and how eager and earnest he’d seemed, I cleared my throat and sat a little taller before anyone else could call me out on the subject.

      “You never know,” Penny added as she leaned down to readjust one of her heels, “one of my regulars is a race car driver with a little too much time on his hands and—”

      Alicia guffawed, bending to hold her stomach. “Oh get off it, Penny. None of these guys tell the truth. I bet your race car driver is a twenty-year-old college dropout living with his parents, and racking up their credit cards while he hides away in their basement.”

      “Stop it,” I bit out, irrationally pissed she was tearing down Penny’s guy while also aiming for Daece. “You don’t know anything about him. Daece is nice and if Penny likes her race car driver, then she’s allowed to fucking like him without judgement from you.”

      Everyone gaped at me with varying degrees of shock flitting across their faces.

      “Sorry,” I muttered. I had no clue where that came from and I wasn’t in a sober state to analyze it.

      “So long as they pay you, you can like them all you want.” Alicia rolled her eyes.

      “Not everything’s about money, Alicia,” Maybelle hesitantly intervened. I watched her closely, knowing that her boyfriend controlled every nickel and dime in her bank account. If Maybelle hadn’t convinced Brandon they were going bowling and I was footing the entire bill, I doubted he would’ve allowed her to go out, even with it being her birthday.

      I really had to get her away from that asshole but Maybelle seemed determined to make it work with him. I couldn’t understand it.

      Alicia scowled, completely unaware of Maybelle’s duplicitous actions and still mostly in the dark about her relationship issues. If she knew about Brandon, I had no doubt Maybelle would be single because Brandon would be either in a hospital or six feet underground.

      On second thought…

      “Which one of us at this table has no say in our clientele or their backgrounds?”

      And that was why Maybelle hadn’t been able to open up to Alicia since meeting her last year.

      “Be nice,” Victoria admonished.

      “Whatever, this is about Olivia. How many times has he called anyway?”

      Alicia was looking for a fight tonight and I was at a loss as to the reasoning behind her bad attitude. Well, she always had an attitude but it seemed to be easily triggered tonight.

      We were all friends, some longer than others. I’d met Alicia and Victoria two years ago and they introduced me to Busty Chicks which was how I met Penny. Then Maybelle moved in next door to me and she eventually started to hang out with all of us—when she could. Regardless of Alicia’s usual confronting personality, we weren’t normally at each other’s throats.

      I frowned down at the empty shot glasses. It must be the alcohol.

      Alicia stared at me, an eyebrow raised in question and I realized I’d been silent for too long.

      Definitely the alcohol.

      “Twice,” I finally revealed, scowling when Alicia smirked knowingly. “Two nights back to back, and he’s carving out time for me tomorrow.”

      Maybelle patted my arm soothingly. “He sounds nice.”

      He was nice. Refreshing too. Yeah, I helped him to get off, but somehow it didn’t feel as sleazy when it was him on the other line.

      Alicia snickered. “Yes, and maybe he thinks she’s the one.”

      It was meant to be a joke but it just came across as bitter. We all knew “the one” was not likely to be a client, that our line of work did not introduce us to decent guys, certainly not marriage material, but that wasn’t why we worked for Busty Chicks. We did it for the money, not to find ourselves a husband.

      Once again, I had to wonder what was going on with her, where all the hostility was coming from, but Victoria seemed to be on top of it. She was watching Alicia with a worried frown, so I let the sharp comment roll off my shoulders.

      Or tried to. I was flustered by the line of questioning and by Alicia’s accusation and I didn’t want to consider why. It wasn’t like I’d had any meaningful conversations with my clients, especially not Daece. I barely knew him. He was like any other many in my life, all hot and bothered, ready to cut to the chase.

      Nothing special.

      But my chest was tight with something unfamiliar, so I turned my back on Alicia and urged Maybelle toward the center floor where we could both dance our troubles away.
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        * * *

      

      “That’s it,” I coaxed him, settling on the couch, briefly muting my microphone to spoon in another bite of ice cream. It had been a long day, especially since I was still nursing a hangover from the night before. And just when I thought my newly acquired client wasn’t going to call in, he did. “Just like that, Daece.”

      “Faster,” he panted, the sounds of his restraint coming through with frustrated, broken growls.

      “No, honey. I like it just like this,” I purred. “Slow and steady.”

      “I want to rut,” he choked out.

      I flushed from head to toe, unable to smother my reaction to his eager request. The ice cream suddenly did nothing to cool me down. “How bad do you want it, Daece?”

      “I need release,” he choked out desperately.

      “You can’t have it until I get what I want.”

      “Tell me what it is. Tell me what you need and I’ll get it.”

      “I’m so wet, Daece,” I answered with a breathy tone. “Why don’t you put that mouth to good use.”

      His gasps abruptly fell short. Tense silence filled the line. “You want me to lick you?”

      I blinked, shocked. His question was full of delight but also befuddlement. Did he really…not know women liked that sort of thing? “Yes. I want you to fuck me with your mouth before you take me.”

      A harried gasp-growl left him, and then there was an abrupt sound of shifting as if he were leaning closer. His voice grew loud with excitement. “Do you taste sweet, Miranda?”

      “Mmmmmmmmm,” I moaned after timing a perfectly delicious scoop of ice cream into my mouth. Nothing tasted better than mint chocolate chip. “You know I do.”

      I could hear his chest heaving with every agitated breath.

      “If you were really here, I would never stop tasting you.”

      Startled, heat rushed through my core. Just a little. But it was more of a reaction than any other client had given me. I had no words, yet I must have made some kind of distracted response—or an embarrassing moan—because he kept going, taking over the script and my control of the conversation. As seemed to be happening more and more lately.

      “Spread your thighs,” he coaxed me sweetly. “Let me get a look at you.”

      Startled, I dropped my tub of ice cream. Streams of melted mint chocolate splattered my thighs. I wiped at them, my breaths coming out in a little ragged gasps. It was not lost on me that I felt my own touch in a way I hadn’t in a very long time. Before I realized what I was doing, I spread my thighs as if he were right before me, his coiled body ready to pounce.

      “Tell me what you look like?” he asked on a near beg.

      “You’re watching me,” I explained dazedly, imagining him sitting at the edge of my couch with hungry eyes only for me. “Hating the small scrap of fabric blocking your view. Do you tear it away, Daece?”

      “Yes,” he rumbled. “I want to see.”

      I shifted my lounge shorts and panties to the side.

      I couldn’t believe I was doing this, but it was as if he’d been the one guiding my hand. I had no control over my body anymore.

      “You’re staring now,” I whispered, my voice hitching slightly. “You can’t tear your eyes away from my wet slit begging for your tongue.”

      I could almost hear him licking his lips. The lewd sound inside my head became real when it filtered through my earphones. So close to the microphone, his voice felt like it surrounded me, and he hummed as if tasting me for the first time.

      “I want to feast on you.”

      Chest tight, thighs trembling, I nodded. The words that came out of my mouth were purely scripted from memory, because I could not think past my sudden and unexpected desire. “Yes, Daece, I want your tongue lapping at me. Your mouth sucking on my clit.”

      I moaned again, this one completely unintentional, especially when it was me who was now imagining a hot navy captain feasting upon my body, like it was the only thing he needed to survive. It was my fantasy now. A damn good one.

      “Gods,” he groaned. “I need more of you.”

      “Same,” I breathed slowly, forcing my hips still. My hand fell between my thighs to whisper against the part of me that ached and throbbed to be touched. Not by myself but a man. Daece. A broken breath left me and I shoved my face into the arm of the couch, stifling it.

      “Touch yourself for me,” he suddenly begged. “Pretend it is my tongue lapping at your slit.”

      I was caught in an unexpected role reversal, my body flushed, toes curling into the soft carpet. This went against every one of my rules, every single rule I’d put into place to keep my desires and emotions in check, but damn it all if I didn’t dip my finger down to play.

      “That’s it,” he said, his voice softening. “Let me hear how much you love my tongue.”

      My voice broke again as I let him hear me, my finger now circling around my clit with intent. “Daece, please,” I begged.

      “No,” he barked. “You want me to earn it, don’t you, Analii? You want to make me wait until you release against my tongue?”

      I nodded, trembling as my finger became two and then I was whining, overcome by an unbearable desire to be filled by him.

      “I am fucking my fist, imagining your tight, hot wet surrounding me. But I won’t let myself release, Miranda. Not until I show you just how much I crave your taste.”

      That did it. The fact that he was handing me all control.

      I gasped, arching my spine as everything came over me with a thunderous wave of relief. I could hear Daece over my own stuttered moans, his voice rasping in and out as he called my name.

      All I could hear for long moments was both of us catching our breath. He didn’t immediately log off, but he did let me hear his satisfied rumbles as I gave him mine.

      “Daece?” I finally asked, groggy and slightly confused. It wasn’t long before a tight feeling crept in around me, as if the walls were closing in. I wasn’t claustrophobic, but I could not deny the need to escape invading my mind.

      “I am here, Miranda.”

      “I, uhm, thank you?”

      A rough chuckle left him. “A gift, Miranda. I will hold it close.”

      I winced as he said the fake name I’d given him and all my clients, so I hastily clicked the line off. It was the first time I’d ever ended a call, apart from the occasional ass that would call in.

      It seemed tonight was full of firsts for me, yet I wasn’t quite sure how to feel about any of them. And it wasn’t like I would ever tell another soul.
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Daeceon

        

      

    

    
      “…thrusters are compromised, but they should last until you replace the…” the tech droned on and on. “…and the hull has been adequately patched but you should really…”

      “Great. Good work.” Daeceon nodded distractedly, cutting the mechanic off mid-speech. He clicked off the comm and then fired up the engines as quickly as he could. He wanted off this station.

      It would take him nearly five days to reach his human’s planet. Hovering just out of reach of normal shipping lanes, Daeceon sighed. He did not have an adequate chart guide to lead him.

      After the call, in which he made her shout his name in rapture, Daeceon decided he would no longer imagine her soft curves. He would no longer settle for a fantasy. He wanted to see her writhe beneath him as she screamed his name. He wanted to touch and taste every inch of her. Nothing would stop him from accomplishing his new goal.

      Daeceon spent the last two days—apart from when he was listening to his human purr his name—acquiring a shipment for a buyer by the name of Polaris. It was the perfect justification for roaming that far off his usual routes. An adequate pay to cover the costs of his excursion with a little extra to grease the wheels for his next contract.

      With his human in tow, at his beck and call for his every physical need, Daeceon could saunter through good times ahead.

      The Night Crawler trembled as he exited the atmosphere. A few alerts popped up, but nothing dire, and then he was drifting into trading lanes, switching to auto-pilot and settling in for another entertaining night with his future consort.
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        * * *

      

      Four Days From Earth

      

      Daeceon leaned back, sated aside from a steady growing impatience to actually feel her bent before him as she’d described. Her cunt spread open to ease his cock. Daece groaned, palming his cock as he began to harden once more.

      Her delicate laugh pierced his ear and he cursed, frustrated as he shot to fully erect. “You will be the death of me.”

      “Mmm,” she hummed. “But what a way to go.”

      “Indeed,” he murmured. “Death by release. If it is your cunt that claims my last breath, I will die a happy male.”

      “What do you look like, Daece?” Her question came softly, hesitant.

      Daeceon was no fool. His female was human and as such she was likely to be unaware of the worlds lurking outside her own. He was not yet ready to reveal their vast differences, not before he had her locked in his ship, unable to escape.

      “Very handsome,” he said instead. “Many a female have praised my physical form for its strength and size. I have also been told I have a striking jaw line.”

      Her feminine giggle was pleasant to his senses and he wished to hear it more often. “I want to see this striking jaw line.”

      And very soon she shall. “And what of my female?”

      Coy, as was her way, she began to describe the ethereal being of his fantasies. “Average height, though I suspect you would dwarf me with your strong, physical form. Long brown hair, with a few auburn highlights my friend touches up every few weeks.” Her voice dropped low. “Pouty pink lips that match my nipples.”

      “Go on,” he coaxed.

      “Sky blue eyes,” she said wistfully. “I got them from my mom.”

      Detecting a hint of melancholy, he carefully prodded. “I am sure she is thrilled to have passed them on to you.”

      “I wouldn’t know,” she said sadly. “She died shortly after I was born.”

      “I am terribly sorry for your loss.”

      “It’s okay. I have some pictures of her from when she was younger and I look a lot like her. I’m glad for that. Makes me feel connected.” After prolonged silence, she cleared her throat. “Sorry, didn’t mean to get all sentimental on you.”

      “Tell me more about your breasts,” he requested, if only to relish in her surprised laugh. It was something far more enjoyable than her sadness. He wanted nothing more than to soothe it, but he was still so far from her.

      “Already hard again, Daece?”

      “For you,” he growled playfully. “Always.”
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        * * *

      

      Two Days From Earth

      

      “Favorite color?” she asked.

      “What color are you wearing?”

      “Well,” she drawled. “I was wearing purple, but if you remember, you very sweetly asked me to remove every last stitch.”

      He chuckled, ass bare in his captain’s seat. “I remember fondly.”

      “Name one thing in the entire world you want more than anything?”

      “Do you have to ask?” He grinned. “Inside that cunt.”

      “Naughty boy,” she teased.

      “What is your favorite color, Miranda?”

      “Pink...oh, but also purple,” she chirped. “I’m a girly-girl through and through.”

      Daeceon stared down at his flaccid cock and grinned. It was pink.
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        * * *

      

      One And A Half Days From Earth

      

      “1-800 Busty Chicks, lonely and looking—”

      Leaning back in his seat entirely buck naked, trousers around his ankles, Daeceon hacked through the system to avoid payment again. An uncomfortable feeling tightened his chest knowing Miranda had yet to notice his circumventing the system. Not once had he paid her for her time. He settled the guilt with the knowledge that he would soon be in a position to make it up to her.

      “The BustyChick you’re trying to reach is currently unavailable. Can we interest you in, perhaps, Viola?”

      Daeceon scowled, leaning forward to poke at the controls. “No. Miranda.”

      “I’m sorry, that operator is unavailable.”

      Daeceon smacked his fist against the armrest of his seat. “Miranda.”

      “Belinda is horny and awaiting your attention.”

      “MIRANDA!”
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        * * *

      

      Thirty Seven And A Half Clicks Later…

      

      Daeceon was still struggling with the operating system’s insufferable denial. He wanted his Miranda. Only his Miranda.

      Palming his weeping cock, Daeceon gnashed his teeth, demanding to be directed to his female. He had no interest in another. Not after getting to know Miranda over the past week and a half. Sure, he loved fucking her tight body in his imagination, who wouldn’t? But what he enjoyed the most was how easy it was to speak to her. She wasn’t like any other female he’d spoken to before. Humorous, sweet, and captivating, she was the most fascinating creature he’d ever encountered.

      “I’m sorry, Miranda is currently unavail—”

      Vrakking shit!

      “My son!” his dams’s voice shouted, cutting through the robotic prompts.

      “MOTHER?!” Fingers rushing to pull up his pants before she could take over his vid screen, he ducked low to hide his needy cock from view.

      “You have been avoiding me for spans now. Even after you promised me a visit.”

      “It’s not been that long. We spoke just the other day. And I have not yet finished this run. Soon,” he promised her on the end of a pained groan, one which left him massaging his aching temples.

      Was it so much to ask that Miranda was available? Or for his dam to cease interrupting him at the worst possible times?

      “Do you know how much you’ve embarrassed me or how mortifying it was to send two unmated females back home after witnessing your rude behavior? How am I supposed to find you an adequate mate when you refuse to take my efforts seriously?”

      “I don’t want a mate,” he explained firmly, fighting for calm. The words came out easy, but felt like a lie.

      She scoffed. “I will not hear any more of this. You will find a mate. I want grand younglings before I die.”

      He took a deep breath, more so that he didn’t offend his dramatic dam. While her presence was often an annoyance, and came at the worst possible times, he still loved her. “I already apologized for my earlier state of undress, and I will no longer discuss this with you. If I am to mate, I will find her myself.”

      His mind conjured up hazy images of Miranda. Her sky blue eyes glinted with desire, brown hair brushing against her soft skin as he took her from behind. Immediately his cock returned to life at the thought of taking the female as a mate.

      No. He shook his head. No mate. This is just rutting.

      “No female will want you with your attitude. At the very least you could apologize to Nalea and Tayla for your rude behavior.”

      “Fine. I will send it later. Anything else?”

      “Well now that I have you on the line, Laya is a wonderful female looking for a mate. She comes from a wealthy—”

      “Mother!” he growled.
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        * * *

      

      One day from Earth

      

      “Daece,” Miranda called his name with light exasperation. “It’s only been four hours!”

      “I need you again,” he said without an ounce of shame. His cock weeped for her nearly every click of every span. It was the strangest thing. Never in his life had he been unable to control his carnal urges, but whenever he thought of Miranda and her soft voice and sweet commands—which was more often than he liked to admit—he became unbearably hard. So hard, that focusing on anything else was impossible.

      “My other clients will be jealous if they knew I was ignoring them all for you.”

      “Other clients?” Red hot fury rolled through him. “There are no other clients. I’m your only client.”

      She belonged to him.

      Miranda chuckled. “You want me all to yourself?”

      “Yes.” And she very, very soon would belong only to him. Well, until she found a mate that is. Daceon struggled as the revolting thought of another speared his mind.

      “All right, then. I’m all yours.” Her tinkling laugh soothed his anger. “How do you want me tonight?”

      Pushing the dark thought of another male touching her from his mind, Daeceon considered every fantasy Miranda had invoked within him. His hand had become a poor substitute but thankfully, time was dwindling down. Soon, he would not need to imagine his cock sliding into her giving body. He would experience it firsthand.

      “I want to take you from behind again.”
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        * * *

      

      Arrival

      

      “System malfunction.”

      Daeceon punched the controls.

      “System malfunction.”

      He hit them harder.

      “System failing.”

      Daeceon cursed, shutting off the computer’s alert system altogether.

      Those vrakking mechanics had swindled him. There were patch jobs everywhere. Not a bit of decent labor was completed in any section of his ship. If he hadn’t been so distracted, perhaps he would have realized sooner. Possibly turn back and demand them to do their jobs properly. That was out of the question now. He thanked the universe that the majority of the trip had been smooth sailing and that it wasn’t until he neared the human planet’s gravitational pull things started to act up.

      And act up they did. Every shit system was failing him.

      But he was here. And somewhere just below him, waited his Miranda. At the very least he had enough function in his navigational systems to guide him to the right land mass but from there, he would be flying blind.

      His mind already whirring with a plan, Daeceon preemptively hacked into her signal and followed the wave as close to her coordinates as he could get. Unfortunately, without the signal live, it could not zero in on her exact location. It could only hover nearby.

      Daeceon focused on settling his ship in orbit and rushed to his small transport flyer in the hangar. Once on the planet, he could refocus on how to track her. He flew under cloud cover, half-decently attempting to shield his presence from the humans, but he did not know how long his ship could withstand its precarious position.

      He was rushing. The sooner he found her, the sooner he could exit this solar system and move on to Pinkox-Nine to pick up his next shipment.

      After a steep descent, Daeceon landed in a nearby field. Stout trees and tall grim dwellings encircled the lush green clearing, which gave him just enough cover to dash out of his ship completely unnoticed. Or so he hoped.

      He did not know what to expect. Daeceon had not invested much of his time considering what the planet would look like, what obstructions he might encounter, whether they be physical or mental. But as he took in his first sights of his female’s home planet, his lips curled in disgust. It was bright, for one. Far brighter than his home world. Within moments, his eyes ached enough that he began to squint.

      As he left the clearing, he immediately noticed how crowded everything was, repulsively so. Humans were everywhere. They crammed together like in the streets and in nearby domiciles. No matter which way he turned, he could not escape them. Neither could he escape the smell. Plumes of distasteful emissions polluted the air from their archaic travel mediums and industrial exudations.

      Daeceon had no grievance against humans in general. He did not know enough about their kind to form much of an opinion on them as a species, but he could not help but focus on their first impressions as he jogged through their confusing thoroughfares.

      They frightened easily. Embarrassingly so.

      They took one look at him, opened their gaping maws, and spewed forth their terror. Rather than confront him—the danger they felt he posed—they ran away. Others stood frozen in terror and just gawked as their unintelligible screeches assailed him.

      He prayed his female was not so heedless of her own safety. He prayed she was not so infuriatingly insipid. But even if she proved to be like the rest of her maddening species, it was no matter. He would care for her. Both her mental and physical health. He was suddenly wracked with the overwhelming notion that she would be reliant on him in all things, yet he could not deny the pleasure this filled him with.

      At least until she found her mate…

      Daeceon did not waste much time aimlessly wandering. He followed the last ping of the signal as far as he could before knowing that he would need to link to her in some way to narrow her location down in the human city.

      Standing on a corner of a motorway, he ignored the trembling human before him— a young male and by the looks of him, not a threat—and tried to access her line. After several tries and being redirected to a robotic prompt asking if he would like “another Busty Chick,” for his was unavailable, Daeceon gritted his teeth, then hacked into her location by using the nearest signal that had been in use during their past comms. It was a receiver line. Ancient, but it would do.

      The connection rang with that annoying, tinkling bell rather than simply connecting to save time as his comm’s operated. Crossing the crowded motorway, Daeceon eyed the frightened humans as he waited for his Miranda to answer. It was then that one human grew courage to confront him. Or rather, from behind the safety of his vehicle, where he found the mettle to attempt to run Daeceon over.

      Metal crunched, bent, and cracked, as the vehicle crumpled around Daeceon’s tall form. He flinched, not from pain, but from the awful noise. Truly he had never heard anything so dreadful in his life until he remembered that one time his dam introduced him to a female who believed she could bring any male to his knees with her beautiful voice. Oh, her screeches brought him to his knees alright.

      Daeceon extracted himself from the bent metal, shaking his head with pity as the human blinked blearily, blood pooling across the feeble beings crown.

      “Really?” Daeceon asked, struck by how foolish humans were proving to be.

      The male lost his courage and began to scream.

      Daeceon sighed, deciding to relocate as he rang Miranda’s line once more. He dodged the chaotic gathering of humans, willing her to answer before his presence drew even more curiosity and panic.

      The humans threw things at him. Growling in annoyance, but he brushed past them all, completely unaffected by their poor attempts to attack him.

      “Hello?” Finally, he heard her voice in his ear but it was nearly drowned out by the chaotic sounds around him.

      Daeceon dodged another brave vehicle, increasing his pace. “Miranda?”

      “Daece?”

      Several humans wailed in fright, nearly causing him to miss his name on her lips. Daeceon stopped, baring his fangs at the humans in warning. They shrieked once more, but this time while fleeing his path.

      He could not stand this place any longer. He was getting his human and leaving this wretched planet. Never to return again.
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Olivia

        

      

    

    
      The sound of the blender on my counter nearly drowned out Larry’s secretary’s impatient reply. “You haven’t worked the hours to be paid.”

      “What do you mean I haven’t worked the hours? I worked every damn day last week. This week too!” I replied as anger heated my face.

      It took a lot to rile me but I was starting to get pissed. Larry was trying to swindle me. Did he honestly think I wouldn’t notice all the hours missing on my pay stub? I’d had at least fifteen calls with Daece in the last week alone. He was a fiend and I couldn’t tell if it was because he was just horny or because he honestly enjoyed being on the phone with me.

      “As I’ve said, you were paid for what you worked. We’ve gone over your stub and the logs. There’s nothing more we can do. Now if you would, please stop wasting my ti—”

      “You tell Larry that if he doesn’t fix this, I’ll quit.” I bit my lip, hoping my threat wouldn’t backfire on my ass. I still needed this job.

      “Be my guest,” Sandra sneered, her apathetic tone ringing loud and clear. “Just so you know, we don’t rehire. New rules and all. So don’t bother to come crawling back begging for more work because you’re broke.”

      “You aren’t paying me anyway!” I slammed the phone down so hard I cringed when I heard it crack a little.

      I love my job. I love my job. I love my job.

      Ha! What a load of bullshit. More like, I need this job. I need this job. I need this job.

      It was a means to an end and that was it.

      “What’s got your panties in a bunch?” Alicia asked, a playful smirk tugging at her lips from the corny pun.

      Literally speaking, my panties were bunched. I reached back and pried the lace back in place all while scowling. “It’s nothing.”

      “Panties in a bunch!” Penny snickered. She nearly stumbled in her high heels as she cradled her stomach. “It’s funny cause we’re all in our panties!”

      “How much has she had to drink?” Victoria asked, rolling her eyes at Penny. “Maybelle isn’t even here yet.”

      Though she lived directly next door to me, Maybelle wouldn’t be able to sneak over until Brandon left for his night shift.

      Alicia smirked. “Two? Three? Who knows, Olivia’s been on the phone forever.” She turned to me. “Deal with it tomorrow.”

      “I didn’t ask for your input,” I muttered, turning away.

      “It’s panty party night.” Penny frowned, a flush on her nose revealing just how intoxicated she was. “No drama on panty party night.”

      It was panty party night, and normally I looked forward to it. A monthly ritual of ours where we each wore our favorite pair of lingerie. It was a bit of competition each month to one up each other, without having to worry about going out and dodging grabby hands.

      We drank liberally in the safety of whoever’s apartment was up for that month, then danced to cheesy music, painted our nails, tried out Maybelle’s homemade facials, and binged on horror movies and buttery popcorn. Best night ever. Yet I was struggling to relax.

      Slumping down in the chair between them, I sipped at my margarita, trying to drown my financial sorrows. Not only was my paycheck worryingly light, but my hours had been cut at the diner. At this rate I might as well move out of my apartment and head back to my absentee father’s house with my tail tucked between my legs.

      Or…I could just have someone from the tech department take a look and see what was going on. Worst case scenario was he wouldn’t find anything, but maybe I could get him to block Daece’s calls? The thought soured my stomach. Never talk to Daece again?

      But if it wasn’t an accounting error, he hadn’t paid me for anything. I grabbed Alicia’s arm, needing to do something to calm my anxiety, needing to prove it wasn’t Daece screwing me over.

      “Hey, do you still have Matt’s number?”

      Alicia frowned. “Matt from IT? Why do you want his number? Dude’s a creep.”

      “I think he can help me.”

      “More like you can help him,” Alicia muttered disgustedly. “I bet he listens in on us, too.”

      “Can he even do that?” Penny asked, shocked.

      “Why wouldn’t he be able to? It’s a phone call. He’s in the IT department. I’d shit a brick if the fucker hasn’t already recorded any of our calls. I don’t know if it’s true, but I heard that Larry almost fired him two years ago for stalking one of the girls. Followed her around everywhere she went and shit. I’m telling you, the guy’s a perve.”

      Penny shuddered. I decided I no longer wanted to hear any more about Matt and his creepish ways. It grossed me out, especially when he was possibly the only person who could help me figure out what was going on.

      While Penny and Alicia were busy at the blender—and Victoria was adjusting her black silk bodysuit in the reflection of the hall mirror—I dipped into the bathroom to call Matt. But in the end, not only had Matt creeped me out with all his heavy breathing, he hadn’t been able to help me either.

      By the time the call was over, I was still pissed and felt deflated in a way. Matt claimed that nothing was wrong with my account, that everything on their end was operating smoothly. And he was not at all vague about implying it was my client’s issue. That Daece was swindling me.

      I had hoped it wasn’t him. Some small part of my heart ached that he’d been playing me all this time. But then I got angry all over again about how he’d made me feel anything at all. He was taking me for a fool and I was having none of it. I was done.

      When I re-emerged from the bathroom, I was so relieved Maybelle had finally arrived. I hugged her. She took off her coat, nervously revealing a pretty gray lace nightgown which hugged her hips.

      “You look gorgeous!”

      Out of all of us, Maybelle was the most demure. She hadn’t been comfortable revealing anything the first few panty parties I’d invited her to, but after a few months and some gentle coaxing, she was finally starting to let her hair down.

      “Let’s get this panty party started!” Alicia crowed as she increased the volume on my speakers.
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        * * *

      

      Over the next few hours, I was forced to put Daece and the issue of my sad bank account from my mind, if nothing more than for my own sanity. I couldn’t do anything about it now and my girls helped remind me that there were more important things in life.

      We had just settled around my curved sofa ready for the horror movie marathon, each of us plied nicely with Alicia’s famous cherry margaritas, when my phone rang.

      I waved to the girls to keep the movie going as I walked into the kitchen. My steps were a little wobbly after that fourth drink and it took me a second to find my phone on the counter.

      “Hello?”

      “Miranda.” Daece’s voice came through slightly out of breath and harried.

      “Hey.” I glanced at the clock, surprised to find him calling an hour earlier than usual. “I’m so sorry, Daece. I hadn’t realized we had a call scheduled.”

      “We do not,” he panted. There were a lot of chaotic sounds in the background, a lot of honking cars which made it difficult for me to hear him.

      “Daece? Is everything okay?”

      “I am on my way,” he barked, immediately shouting something unintelligible as another series of honks blared around him.

      “Well…”

      I glanced at the clock again. I had all the girls over. It would be rude to kick them out on my night to host, but everyone—except Maybelle—might understand my need to accommodate a frequent client. Still, it made me uncomfortable. Panty party night was sacred. Perhaps my somewhat eager desire to bail made me the most uncomfortable. I’d been looking forward to Daece calling more and more lately. Mentally and emotionally, that wasn’t a good sign.

      “Give me a few minutes to get settled while you’re on your way…to wherever and call me ba—” It was then that I snapped back into reality. “Hey! Wait a minute! I’m onto you pal! You haven’t paid for a single call we’ve had!”

      “Olivia?” Penny asked, cautiously peeking into the kitchen. She tilted her head in question.

      I covered the phone, scowling. “It’s Daece. He thinks we have a call scheduled, but I’m done with his ass until this whole pay shit gets squared away.”

      Penny fist pumped. “You tell him, girl.”

      Daece was shouting my alias again. Hearing that fake name only riled me more. It was one more thing in a long list that had recently started to irritate me.

      “I don’t want to hear it,” I barked into the phone, emboldened by Penny’s support. “Not another call until you get your credit account updated.”

      “I am tracking you,” he hissed, and then someone shouted in surprise in the background, followed by a feminine scream of alarm.

      My eyes narrowed as I tried to focus on his words and the chaos that seemed to be around him, but then I was distracted by Alicia as she came into the room. “Did I hear that right?”

      “What?” Penny asked.

      “Is that her new guy?”

      “Yeah,” I murmured absently. “What an ass. I know we didn’t have anything scheduled today. He can’t just call whenever the hell—”

      “Olivia,” Alicia hissed, snatching the phone away. “Look!”

      I glanced down at the phone while Alicia shoved it in my face. My hand trembled slightly as I reached to grab it back.

      “Oh shit,” Penny murmured.

      “Oh shit is right,” Alicia rapped out. “How did he get your home number?”

      We stared at the phone with varying degrees of dawning horror. Daece shouted my name again.

      “What do I do?” I whispered, horrified.

      How the fuck did he get my house number?

      “Hang up!” Alicia mouthed, her expression both exasperated and worried.

      Penny hopped from one foot to the other, a sort of gasp-screech leaving her mouth while her hands erratically flapped by her sides.

      “MIRANDA!” Daece roared.

      “GO AWAY!” I screamed hysterically, tossing the phone to the counter, then backing into the wall.

      As the phone clattered on the countertop, the force of my throw hit the speaker button. The volume rose higher until Daece’s impatient rambling echoed throughout my entire apartment. The rest of the girls filed into the kitchen with a heap of shocked questions and we surrounded the island, staring down at the phone as pandemonium ensued from the other line.

      “Where is he?” Victoria asked, shocked. Terrified screams from Daece’s end reverberated around the kitchen.

      “Sounds like a war zone,” Maybelle muttered nervously, twisting her fingers by her stomach. “What does he want?”

      I couldn’t focus on anything other than the man shouting my name in a frenzy. I always thought I would have seen this coming, anticipated one of my clients going off the deep end into stalker mode. I’d been warned and even had a little training on how to handle such a situation. But now, facing it head on… with Daece of all men…

      “Hang it up,” Alicia barked.

      “You hang it up,” Penny shot back.

      “Olivia.” Maybelle cautiously reached for my hand and the small touch startled me so badly that I bumped my shoulder against the wall.

      “Just how good did you give it to this guy?” Alicia asked, eyeing the phone as if it were a coiled snake.

      Victoria snorted. “Clearly she hooked him so good he decided to stalk her.”

      “Oh God,” I babbled, panicking. “I have a stalker.”

      A real stalker. And he was coming here to my apartment…where only God knew what was about to happen.

      Penny shook her head sadly. “That’s a shame. You really liked this one.”

      “I did not,” I lied.

      But I did and that he was turning out to be a creep hurt my heart just a little. I didn’t think my intuition could be so off that I had missed the signs.

      “Should we call the police?” Maybelle nervously asked the room.

      “Good idea,” Victoria declared, reaching for the phone.

      “I have tracked your location. I will arrive soon.” Then the line was severed, diving the room into strained silence.

      Every one of us froze solid in shock and fright.

      “Oh fucking shit.” Alicia’s voice cracked through the room.

      “I brought my gun,” Victoria stated confidently, reaching into her bag on the counter and pulling out a small, pink, glittery handgun.

      “I think m-maybe,” Maybelle stuttered. “We should flee the apartment.”

      “Flee where? Into the hallway? He said he’s almost here!” I shouted hysterically, earning myself several wary glances.

      Pull yourself together, Olivia.

      Now was not the time to lose my shit. I needed to be focused.

      “No, it’s a good plan,” Penny replied faintly. “Let’s flee. Like, now.”

      All five of us ran for the front room. Elbows were bumped, toes trampled on, purses snatched up. I was shaking so bad, I barely managed to pull the long strap across my chest.

      “Clothes!” Victoria ordered us, grim as a drill sergeant.

      We stopped to glance down at our indecent apparel. Worst panty-party movie night ever.

      “No time!” Alicia roared, shoving Maybelle and Penny to the door.

      I skidded to a stop, reaching for a blanket to at least cover myself, but froze as loud, thunderous steps echoed from the stairwell just outside my apartment door.

      “What’s that?” Maybelle whispered, crouching down with terror in her eyes.

      “An elephant,” Alicia muttered sourly, glaring at the door.

      “I don’t think an elephant could fit in the stairwell,” Penny said weakly, shielding herself with Alicia’s body, who shot her an exasperated glare.

      “Window?” Maybelle asked, shaking as the stomps drew closer.

      “I live on the eighth floor,” I reminded her, sweat beading on my upper lip.

      The sound of Victoria cocking her gun drove home the seriousness of our predicament.

      “You shoot,” Alicia commanded Victoria, “and then I’ll take him down.”

      “How am I supposed to shoot him if you get in the way?” Victoria asked as she aimed her gun at the door.

      “I’ll tackle him after you shoot him,” Alicia returned, rolling her eyes.

      “Do you even know how to shoot that?” Penny asked.

      “Quiet!” I shushed them and crouched down behind my sofa to peer at the door when the stomps slowed at the top. My creepy stalker was out there, just beyond the barrier separating my apartment from the hall.

      Knowing this, every bone in my body protested as I tensed for the waiting attack.

      “How did he even find you?” Penny mouthed, her eyes so huge they nearly encompassed her entire face.

      Maybelle slowly crab crawled back until she bumped against me behind the sofa. Both of us yelped in surprise and fear.

      “Maybe it’s not him?” I asked, hoping and praying, my voice barely a whisper.

      But I knew, I just knew it was him.

      Alicia and Victoria both looked at me with pity, but in the end, we were all freaking out. Every single one of us. I could see the terror on their faces just as strongly as I felt my own coursing through my veins.

      “Why aren’t we calling 911?” Maybelle asked, her voice so high it was a near screech, almost shattering the tense silence building around us. The atmosphere was so thick it was bound to snap.

      This time, we all shushed her.

      Five feminine shrieks of terror rent the air as something heavy and thunderous slammed against the apartment door.

      “It is an elephant!” Penny shouted hysterically.

      “Come on, fucker!” Alicia roared, crouching in her royal blue chemise set, her fingers on both hands spread like deadly claws.

      The door bowed with the intruder’s next strike against the steel.

      “I will fuck you up!” Victoria bellowed, her sweet cadence deepening to mimic that of a beast.

      I almost felt bad for not defending my own home, but despite that minor shortcoming, I was grateful I had friends who had my back.

      A battering ram blew through the door and it burst wide open, revealing…not an elephant…but a terrifying and ferocious red-skinned monster.

      “Ahhhhh!” Alicia battle-yelled, dive bombing the enormous crimson demon that filled the doorway.

      Victoria’s gun fired and she fell back, limbs flying, her thong-clad ass slamming into Penny to knock them both down.

      “Where is my female?” the demon bellowed, baring his deadly fangs.

      Alicia hung off its back like a spider monkey, her nails shredding the scaled skin of its face.

      But I knew that voice. I felt that voice burn through me. Not just now but nearly every single night for the last two weeks. I would recognize it anywhere.

      Unable to believe what I was seeing—and hearing—I slowly stood, pale and trembling.

      “Daece?”
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Daeceon

        

      

    

    
      “OH MY GOD!” a female shrieked.

      “WHAT IS IT?” another wailed.

      “It’s a fucking monster,” the fire-haired female clawing at his back bellowed.

      Ignoring them, Daeceon cast his gaze through the room. “Where is my female?”

      He knew she had darker hair. Two of the females present had varying shades of gold, and a third with a strange shade of violet. Not quite like what Miranda had described. Moving inside the tight space, he narrowed his eyes on the two females with shades of near-matching brown. One stood with a medieval weapon in her hand. The other crouched behind a long, soft bench and peeked at him from behind it.

      Daeceon took a step toward the one who stood.

      Blue eyes. Sky blue eyes.

      He felt his lips curl upward at the pleasing sight of her. This female was the finest of them all. And she was to be his.

      “Daece?” The female’s terrified gaze locked onto him.

      His name on her lips confirmed his suspicions. He took another large step toward her, carting the female scratching at his back with her blunt nails along with him.

      “Miranda,” he rumbled, savoring his first glimpse of her as she moved cautiously toward him from behind cover.

      “Wait a minute…is that the actor from that 2020 commercial?” one of the females, the violet haired one, cheered excitedly. There was a dreamy glint in her eyes.

      “Who, Ryan Reynolds?”

      “Hate to break it to you, but that ain’t Ryan Reynolds, sweetie.”

      “But it could be! He looks just like that guy!”

      “Are you high? No, he doesn’t!”

      “I don’t care what he looks like! I’m not getting near that thing!”

      “SOMEONE FUCKING SHOOT IT!”

      “Do not shoot me,” Daeceon warned the females as calmly as he could, refusing to tear his gaze away from blue eyes that belonged to him. He realized then that Miranda was more glorious than what she had led on. Scantily clad in nothing more than scraps of white, she was a feast for his eyes. It was as if she had anticipated his arrival and dressed herself for him.

      “Shoot it!”

      “Your bullets will be repelled by my body armor and become uncontrolled projectiles that could harm you,” Daeceon murmured absently. His mind was elsewhere, nearly overcome with the need to touch and taste the bare skin of his Miranda.

      “What, the what now?” the one with the weapon—not that any reputable arms dealer would ever call it one—asked, her hand shaking around the tiny hunk of sparkling metal.

      Ignoring the females’ growing hysteria, he spoke to the only one that mattered. “Come with me.”

      His Miranda gawked at him, and it almost pained him to see her beautiful eyes so wide, as if she was somehow horrified. It made him feel even worse when she did not comply. He couldn’t understand. She was so pliant when they’d spoken on the phone.

      Had something changed?

      Daeceon frowned, his mood souring just a little.

      “Did he just tell you to come with him?”

      “Come with him where?”

      “Where do you think, Penny? Back to his monster cave.”

      “She’s not going anywhere with you!” the banshee on his back screeched in his ear, wrapping her claws around his horns.

      “Release me!” he roared, violently thrashing to shake the female off him. Yelping, she let go, but latched onto his curved horns with a punishing grip. Daeceon froze, horror icing in his veins. “Release my mating appendages now!”

      “Your what?” the female on his back screeched louder than before as she gripped onto him even tighter, the complete opposite of what he’d demanded she do. He could feel the wrongness of her touch and it nearly brought him to his knees. His horns were not to be stroked by any other but that of his future mate. Not that he ever planned on mating.

      Furious, Daeceon reached around with his tail, wrapping it around her waist and extracted the female’s small hands from his horns. The relief with her gone eased the horrified tension from his body as he brushed his horns, grooming them to erase her touch.

      His tail quickly unraveled, pushing her aside. Daecoen flinched when the female tripped, falling to the ground. He didn’t want to hurt the furious little thing. He just wanted to get her off him.

      “I have come for you,” he said to Miranda, now that he was finally free. “So I may truly feel the tight, hot grip of your cunt.”

      “Whoo-boy,” the weapon wielder whistled. “He does have a dirty mouth.”

      “You came all this way just to fuck her?” the banshee asked, resuming her incessant screeching. If Daeceon didn’t know better, he would have claimed this female was born of his dam.

      “Alicia!”

      “What? That’s kinda hot.”

      “It’s kinda creepy!”

      “I didn’t come here just to rut her,” he said, taking offense at the remark.

      Of course he had other plans for her…

      Daeceon scratched his head as he tried to recall said reasons, though he was drawing a blank.

      It must be all the excitement, he thought to himself.

      Miranda backed away. “I’m not going anywhere with you. I don’t even know you!”

      Patience frayed, he stomped toward her. “There is no time for games.”

      She tried to evade his every attempt to approach her, but her efforts were useless. Eventually, he was able to throw her over his shoulder after snatching her up and slinkingan arm around her waist.

      “You’re not taking her anywhere!” Suddenly, a familiar set of hands gripped his back again, this time—to his relief—nowhere near the top of his head.

      Daeceon vibrated in fury, trying to shake her off him, but it was no use. And worse, his tail was coiled around Miranda’s flailing legs and he had not a single hand to to push the banshee away as he had the other on his sidearm, ready to fire on anyone willing to get in the way, except for the human females. They were Miranda’s friends. No matter how enticing it was to eliminate them, he at least had enough sense to smother those urges. They were counterproductive to his end goal which was to see his female on his cock.

      With Miranda in his arms, Daeceon rushed for the door. He ducked beneath the low frame to clear his head and then jogged for the tight stairwell around the corner.

      “Come back you thieving monster! Olivia, just hold on! We’re not letting him take you!”

      “Merchant,” he snapped. He was a thieving merchant, not a monster

      “Let me go!” Miranda wiggled defiantly against his shoulder. The movement shifted the lace covering her backside, dipping between twin globes of smooth flesh.

      Daeceon groaned, palming her there, his hands slightly trembling with the urge to grip. Where was I going again? Right, my ship. Where I will experience untold pleasures with the human.

      Eager, he leaped down the remainder of the steps, ignoring the shouting humans following him. Then he cupped her ass again, this time to make sure she wouldn’t slip from his shoulder.

      “Don’t you grab my ass, Daece!” she shouted. “You don’t get to do that.”

      “You had no problems letting me touch you when we spoke,” he replied in a hurry, his eyes shifting from left to right as he searched for the domicile’s exit.

      “That was different.” A scoff hit his ears. “We were pretending.”

      Figures that she would feel differently about him now that he was there. He may not have had the pleasure of physically feeling her as he could now, but they both were aware of their desires. He was certain of that. She wanted him to touch her, begged for it, in fact.

      “Get him! Before he gets away!” one of the females bellowed from behind. A slight weight barrelled into his spine.

      Daeceon froze, slowly turning to glare at the foolish perpetrator, who made the terrible mistake of latching on to the base of his tail.

      “Oh, shit.”

      “You will not do that again,” he threatened as he bared his teeth at her.

      When she cowered, he dialed back his tone, but only by a fraction. These humans were making his simple abduction far more difficult than what it was worth. A lie to comfort his bruised ego. Just the mere sight of Miranda’s lush backside was worth any trouble he’d encountered thus far.

      “Don’t let him leave! They say the moment your attacker throws you in the van you’re done for!”

      Daeceon ignored their babbling and ran for the door, sprinting out into chaos.

      Humans had gathered outside, dozens of them with small flashing devices that nearly blinded him. They screamed as they caught sight of him, some fleeing, some piling into each other to get a closer look.

      “HELP!” Miranda shrieked in a tone he’d never heard from her before. Ear-piercing and urgent, the desperation of it grew stronger the further he took her from the safety of her dwelling. It tugged at his heart. She was afraid. Of him. “SOMEONE FUCKING HELP ME!”

      None did and Daeceon wanted to make sure that none would. Though he did not wish to frighten her any more than what he already had, he could not allow the humans to delay him any longer. Daeceon roared as loudly as he could, which amusingly enough, caused the ground to shake beneath the humans’ feet. And as he suspected, they scattered like vexikan sand mites, except humans didn’t burrow into the ground and there was no sand.

      “PUT ME DOWN!” she screeched, struggling for freedom so severely that he was forced to hold her even tighter.

      Her pained cry made him wince. “You have no reason to fear me.”

      “WE’RE COMING LIV! HANG ON!”

      “HURRY!”

      “WE’RE RUNNING AS FAST AS WE CAN!”

      “NOT FAST ENOUGH!”

      “WE’RE IN HEELS!”

      “WELL THEN, CALL THE FUCKING COPS.”

      “DON’T CALL THE COPS! CALL THE FUCKING MARINES!”

      Daeceon thundered past humans and their small vehicles, racing down the center of the thoroughfare. Astonishingly, it was not long before Miranda’s companions caught up to him, their tiny hands grasping at him as he dodged obstacles left and right. If there was one thing he realized, humans were messy and kept shit everywhere. He was almost relieved they’d yet to discover space travel, and he couldn’t begin to imagine how they would clutter up shipping lanes.

      Somehow, one managed to cut him off as another grabbed for his female, both of them attempting to wrap their tiny hands around Miranda’s ankles. Daeceon easily carted them along with him under his arm, as well as the one clawing at his back. He simply scooped them up in a pile and braced their weight with his tail. Another raced by his side, grabbing for Miranda’s hand. Though their combined weight slowed him down, it did not stop him. He continued on, dragging the four struggling, shrieking humans along with him.

      Before long, he had another over his shoulder, if only to keep himself from tripping over her as she incessantly smacked at him.

      With five human females in tow, Daeceon finally reached the clearing where he stashed his ship. He noted the crowd of humans chasing after him and worked quickly to find the control panel and disabled the cloaking barrier with the only appendage not trapping a human—his tail.

      “Holy fuck, is that a—”

      “Damn spaceship?” another answered.

      At that point, Daeceon couldn’t tell who spoke and when. All their voices blended together in a cacophony of noise and distraction. Except for Miranda. His female had a soft voice that tickled his ears no matter how loud she shouted, and it made his cock swell too.

      “Oh, my God! He’s an alien!”

      “A what?”

      “It’s a spaceship, Alicia! He’s a fucking alien!”

      “Quiet!” he urged them as he lowered the ramp.

      The horde of enraged humans that had followed behind him and his stolen females were now frozen. Finally, blessed silence had prevailed. But still, his urgency grew as the horde crowded closer, gaping at his ship with shock and awe. Red and blue lights flashed and sirens echoed from every direction. He quickly tromped up the ramp.

      “We’re not getting on your damn ship!” someone shouted and pulled back with such force, it left Daeceon surprised. One by one, the humans dug their feet into the rungs of the incline which in turn, slowed them even further.

      “Stop resisting,” he griped nervously.

      “Stop abducting us,” another countered, the others voicing their agreements much to his dismay.

      Slightly worried at the growing horde and a strange mechanical whirring sound growing louder overhead, Daeceon sucked in a deep breath, mustered as much strength as he could and surged forward. When he finally reached the top and almost made it through the door, he found himself stuck and unable to move. A quick glance to the side and he saw a human, with knees bent, her legs jamming them from moving forward.

      “Move,” he ordered, struggling forward. It was no use.

      “Fat chance!” she shouted before turning to stare at the line of military personnel stomping toward them from behind the barrier. “HE’S AN ALIEN!”

      “I think they got that, Penny,” another answered her dryly.

      Straightening her legs, the golden haired female used what little strength she held to stall their entry. Her face scrunched from the effort, her breaths heaving in grunts.

      Sighing, Daeceon turned a warning glare on the culprit. She seemed resolved in her choice to annoy him.

      Suddenly, a loud, echoing male voice filled the air. “FREEZE! PUT THE WOMAN DOWN AND STEP AWAY FROM THE S-S-SPACESHIP.”

      Exerting everything he had, Daeceon bared his fangs and thrust forward in the doorway, his arms straining, the veins in his neck protruding. He was a strong male, but their combined weight was taxing. He spun sharply, diving through the doorway on his side. The unexpected move dislodged their resistance and they piled inside.

      Groans turned to frantic murmurs. “RUN!”

      The humans scrambled to their feet, but Daeceon was quick and employed the ramp to close, sealing them inside.

      “NO!” his Miranda cried out in panic.

      “Yes,” he countered with a triumphant grin.
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      “COME OUT WITH YOUR HANDS UP!”

      “You heard him,” a female snipped at him, her anger more prominent than her fear.

      “I heard nothing,” Daeceon muttered in annoyance.

      “HOW DO YOU OPEN THIS?” another grunted furiously, stabbing her tiny fingers across the access panel.

      “Stop that,” he chided, brushing her away and locking the panel. “It will only respond to my hand.”

      With the humans screaming and arguing at his back, fixated on seeking an escape they would not find, Daceon marched toward the cockpit. But before unlatching the door, he scooped Miranda up and strapped her into one of the passenger seats. While the craft was much smaller than the main ship, it was still capable of ferrying a decent amount of people, which was a good thing because Daeceon didn’t think he could fly the ship with her sitting in the same room as him.

      “Why are you doing this?” she asked, her beautiful voice cracking.

      Her question made him feel monstrous, though all he wanted was for them to meet in person. For them both to act out their desires for one another together.

      “Your invitation could not be refused.”

      Her face scrunched in confusion as she puttered her next words. “My…invitation?”

      “I wish you were here,” he repeated the words she’d spoken to him on several occasions.

      “Uh, Daece,” Miranda began, blinking at him in a daze. “That’s called roll pl—”

      “Forget why, idiot! He’s a fucking alien. He’s gonna probe us. All of us.”

      Daeceon’s lip curled in disgust—he had no wish to probe anyone but his Miranda.

      Without warning, one female threw herself at him, hammering her tiny fists into his spine. “He can’t fight all of us off!”

      As if the violet haired female had issued a deadly command, the others converged on him with a battle cry worthy of a Vuulrik. Daeceon barely had a second to steal a glance at his Miranda, who now began to struggle in her seat again, no longer content to just sit by and watch.

      “ENOUGH!” he bellowed ferociously.

      The females froze in their attack and gaped at him with paled expressions. Silence ensued, and the only thing he could hear was their fearful trembling and the complaints of the planet’s militia just outside his ship. Oddly enough, he found this new development to be abundantly more pleasing and perhaps now they would listen to him. Even from where he stood he could hear more of the humans’ crafts approaching, which meant that soon making it off the planet would be a daunting task, even for an experienced pilot.

      An odd, abrupt, thunking noise at the hatch caused him renewed alarm. One female had escaped from his sight and was unbelievably hammering away at the control panel with a spiked foot covering.

      Searching for patience he didn’t have, Daeceon heaved an exasperated sigh. “Do I need to restrain you too? If you do not strap into the remaining seating, the force of ascension will cause severe damage to your internal organs.”

      The females shared a glance of defeat and slowly—albeit hesitantly—began taking their seats and buckled in without another complaint.

      “Finally,” Daeceon muttered with feeling, turning his back on them.

      “Just let us go,” Miranda urged him quietly as she reached out and grasped him by the arm.

      “I will let them go,” he countered, staring down at where her skin met his, savoring the soft touch. “Not you.”

      “We’re not leaving her here with you!”

      Suddenly realizing what she’d done, Miranda yanked her hand back and glowered.

      “Then it’s settled.”

      And with that, Daeceon warded his heart from her betrayed gaze and strode toward the cockpit, comfortable enough that the females wouldn’t try to break open the hatch again. Not that they could. Only he and he alone had access to such vital controls.

      Upon entering the cockpit, Daeceon moved to take his own seat, but stopped in his tracks, unable to believe his eyes. Someone was sitting in his chair.

      Whispering beneath his breath, Daeceon counted, “One, two, three, four, five….six?”

      A gods-damned new female had somehow managed to make her way on board—without setting off a single alarm—and claimed his seat as if it were her throne.

      Daeceon’s eyes narrowed. This one was not like the others. She was fully clothed, if not a little tattered, and glared at him like he had no right to be there. On his own ship, in his own chair.

      “Up,” he commanded.

      She shook her head obstinately. “No way.”

      “This ship belongs to me and you are in my way. Go sit in the back with the others.”

      The female scoffed, crossing her arms. “You snooze, you lose. Shouldn’t have left it sitting all alone while you were out abducting people.”

      “YOU WILL RELEASE THE WOMEN, STEP AWAY FROM THE CRAFT, OR WE WILL BE FORCED TO TAKE APPROPRIATE ACTIONS!”

      “Sounds like you got a real problem out there. You might want to go take care of that.”

      With his patience frayed to nothing, rage curled at his core. “Remove yourself at once or I will.”

      “This is a real live spaceship. I’m not missing this for anything,” she shot back smoothly, then turned to glance outside. Two airborne vehicles hovered precariously in front of them.

      “YOU ARE SURROUNDED! PREPARE TO BE BOARDED!”

      Daeceon snorted. He’d blast those measly human flyers right out of the sky if they stepped one foot on his ship. Disregarding them, he turned back to the threat at hand. “Remove yourself.”

      “No.”

      Daeceon roared, his bellow so ferocious the female’s short hair blew back from her face.

      “Holy mackerel,” she coughed out. “You need a breath mint, dude.”

      At his limit for obstinate humans, Daeceon gave her no more room for argument and plucked her from his seat, shoved her in the small containment vestibule beneath the control panel, then locked the door.

      Ignoring the human’s outraged shouts, he fired up his engines and began to lift from the ground. The human crafts closed in on him like a swarm. Daeceon let out a frustrated growl.

      “THIS IS YOUR FINAL WARNING! COMPLY OR WE WILL FIRE!”

      “I hope to never return to this blasted planet,” Daeceon muttered despairingly.
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        * * *

      

      Exiting the planet’s atmosphere became nearly as harrowing as escaping Balat. The human authorities were far more determined than Daeceon would have given them credit for. Who would have thought their primitive tech could become such an annoyance?

      Their weapons were meager and did not cause much damage, but the sheer number of them made accelerating to an appropriate speed almost impossible. It was made worse by his constant thoughts of Miranda. Daeceon’s mind drifted to her every waking second and now that she was behind him, with only a single door separating them, he could barely think let alone evade the primitive flyers.

      Docking inside the Night Crawler, Daeceon released a sigh of pure relief. He felt as if he’d been sprinting for miles since landing on Miranda’s planet. Though the physical stress had taken a toll on his body, he was feeling the mental stress far more. Standing, Daeceon rocked his knuckles against the cupboard below the controls. “I will return and deal with you shortly.”

      The sixth female was quiet, only a small shifting noise breaching the steel as she fiddled with the door’s mechanism. Daeceon could already tell she was going to be a problem. How she got on his ship, he wasn’t certain, but at least he knew she would not be able to free herself from her constraints.

      As Daeceon moved away from the cupboard, a small pang of discomfort settled in his chest. He did not wish to scare her or make her suffer, but he had several other females already to deal with. He could not find the fortitude to add this one to the list. Well, not yet. He would check on the others before relocating this one. His mind and cock were of one mind in their demands to see to his Miranda’s safety first.

      Before exiting the command deck, Daeceon braced himself against the door, unsure of the state he’d find the others. He was not ashamed to admit to himself that he was hesitant to confront their anger and hysterics yet again, but mostly, he was concerned for his Miranda. For the betrayal that lined her face before he’d left her strapped into her seat. It hurt his heart that she could look at him so despairingly when all he wanted was for her to look upon him with desire. To hear her body sing to him as she seduced him in person like she had time and time again during their many calls.

      Daeceon hadn’t known what to expect, but as the door slid open, the last thing he thought he’d encounter was all the females unstrapped, armed, and waiting to attack. Again.

      “Argh,” he growled as their combined weight barrelled into him, knocking him to the ground.

      They fought valiantly, not holding back regardless of the injuries his thicker skin and armored suit could inflict on their delicate forms. Rolling to his knees, he unwittingly tossed them all aside in a heap against the wall. He grimaced at the sound of their pained cries and stood, shooting them all a glance of deep disapproval.

      “You do not have the strength to best me.”

      “Fucking shit,” the tall, golden-haired female hissed, her eyes so angry that Daeceon would not have been surprised to find true fire in them.

      “Oh my God,” another moaned pitifully. “What are we going to do?”

      “Leave me alone and behave yourselves,” Daeceon returned irritably, then spun around to find his Miranda sitting on the ground behind him. She winced as she rolled to her feet, rubbing at her luscious behind. The very sight of her in pain made Daeceon sick. He had not intended to hurt her or any of the others, but they had taken him off guard. If they would just restrain themselves from violence this would not have happened.

      “Miranda,” he rasped, reaching for her. She shook him off with a wounded look, turning to her friends for comfort. They swarmed around her, blocking off his access.

      At a loss at what to say, Daeceon could not express his intentions in this setting with her relentless companions interfering and thrusting their rage between them. He strode to the flyer’s dock door, lowering the ramp so he could escape the females. Feeling as if he were a skittish youngling, he barrelled down the ramp into the Nigh Crawler’s storage hangar.

      “Follow me,” he said quietly.

      They, at first, hesitated at the ramp, but then gasps of shock and despair burned through the air as they noticed the large viewing portal on the far side of the Night Crawler’s hangar.

      “We’re in space!” The fire-haired female cried out with devastation.

      One wrapped a soothing arm around her and escorted her down the ramp, while the others followed in stunned silence. His Miranda’s steps were hesitant and halting. Her eyes never left the floor as she mumbled quietly to herself and yet, somehow, he could feel them burning into him.

      With the Night Crawler locked in the planet’s orbit, the view slowly drifted across the horizon. A few cries of dismay, along with shouts of outrage, echoed in the hangar chamber.

      “You need to take us back,” a female demanded, stomping closer to him on her shiny stilts. “You think you can just kidnap us and get away with it? That no one will notice? The whole damn army noticed!”

      It was the banshee.

      Daeceon could tell she attempted to raise her spine to intimidate, throwing her shoulders out in confidence, but the effect was lost on him with her flimsy clothing. He looked away from her, uninterested in the skin on display. He only had eyes for his Miranda, but her back was to him, her shoulders drooped in defeat.

      “No.” He turned, unlocking the inner passageway to the upper decks of his ship.

      The banshee placed her hand on his arm, attempting to gain his attention. He glowered at her in warning. “Release me.”

      “Take. Us. Back,” the annoying female demanded through bared, blunt teeth.

      His tolerance for the females frayed, he shook her off. “I cannot simply return you,” he bit out. “Your military attacked without mercy, without thought for your safety. If I turn back now, they will be lying in wait to shoot my ship down. You will perish in the crash.”

      She blanched and only part of him felt guilt for the lie. Daeceon could go back, now that he knew of the waiting attack he could mask himself as he’d done upon his initial entry. But to go back now…without having the opportunity to speak to his Miranda in person, alone…

      He could not.

      He would return them. Daeceon was not heartless, but not yet.

      Another female stood to the side, trembling, and began to speak in a stuttered tone, “T-t-then what are you going to do with us?”

      Mind whirling with possibilities, Daeceon had not planned for the other females but first, he needed them calm. “I will not harm any of you unless provoked.”

      Another lie, even though he would not intentionally harm them, but a little fear may keep them more in line.

      “I will, uh, take you to your…”

      His mind raced as he tried to think of somewhere he could stash all the females. Somewhere out of sight where he wouldn’t have to hear their incessant wailing. Somewhere far enough away, where they wouldn’t be a nuisance when he inevitably got the alone time with Miranda he’d been fantasizing about all this time.

      “…rooms.”

      The females followed behind him, many of them sniffling and seeking others for comfort. His Miranda held onto the angry one, their hands bleaching of color for how tight their grip was.

      As she called his name, far more hesitant than she ever had over their many conversations, Daeceon slowed, needing to be closer to her. “Yes?”

      “Why did you take us?”

      The question was asked with enough fear that he nearly dropped to his knees to beseech her forgiveness, but that would have to wait. He could not properly soothe her until he had her alone.

      “I only wish to—”

      “You’re going to sell us, aren’t you?”

      Daeceon smothered the disgust her words provoked. He was no flesh peddler, and though he felt like he knew Miranda better than he had any other female in all his solars, he could understand why his recent actions would cast doubt and fear in her mind.

      “No.”

      “He’s lying,” the other female hissed. “You kidnapped us! What other reason does any alien have to abduct humans than to shove probes up our ass or sell us off to the highest bidder!”

      Sighing and praying for patience, Daeceon stopped before the door that led to his only bunk room. It was usually reserved for passengers, often mercenaries that bartered for a stealthy escape, or passage to a restricted zone. However, now it would be the perfect place to stash the others while he sequestered his female so he could repair the damage between them.

      “You have a hole in your floor,” someone squeaked, pointing down, carefully avoiding the sharp edges.

      “It’s not a hole, it’s an access panel,” Daeceon scowled, stepping to the side in an attempt to hide the eye sore from Miranda. This was not how he had intended to introduce her to the Night Crawler. Not when he knew how much she loved cleanliness, as she had stated.

      The female did not seem convinced.

      “Inside,” he prompted them. Several pairs of unimpressed eyes speared him. Daeceon sighed. “Now.”

      “And if we don’t?” one asked with a snide tone that prickled at his spine.

      “Then I shall toss you out of the airlock,” he grumbled, thumping his fist against the door.

      The females slogged inside the room with wary gazes and trembling forms, though there were a few who met him with disgust. They weren’t shouting at him anymore, so that was a positive at least.

      Miranda was the last to step to the door, but Daeceon stopped her with a light grip on her arm that made her flinch. Stomach churning with regret, he released her with a cautious smile. “I would like to speak to you. Privately.”

      “Uh,” she glanced at him with a creased brow. “I’m not sure that’s a good idea.”

      Frustrated and no longer willing to reign in his desires, Daeceon ignored all reason and quickly pressed a button next to the door to close it before she had a chance to step inside.
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      Daece pressed a button and with a harried look on his face, the door slammed shut. My friends struck it from the other side, shouting for him to let me go.

      Eyeing the door dubiously, he turned to me. “Please,” he asked again.

      “Did you really kidnap all of us just so you could speak to me?”

      The banging grew louder, more insistent. Daece glanced over his shoulder a second time, his uncertainty growing. He reached with his fingers and rubbed his temples with vigor. “No. No, I did not.”

      “Let her go!!” Victoria roared, her voice muffled as it passed through the thick metal separating them.

      “Then what for?” I asked, fighting both anger and fear. I couldn’t believe I was standing in front of an alien. That Daece was an alien.

      “I cannot hear myself think with all that racket,” he complained as his tail swished in agitation.

      “Then let them out,” I burst out in frustration.

      “I will let you go when we are finished,” he muttered, reaching for me as if he actually expected that I’d let him touch me.

      I involuntarily flinched, my mind warring with the blatant physical lie that was standing in front of me. He sounded like Daece, but looked nothing like what I’d envisioned. Nothing at all. And given everything he’d done so far, I didn’t believe him. Couldn’t believe him.

      “Just let us go.”

      Daece let out a small sigh, eyeing me with a look I couldn’t quite decipher. “Do not be afraid of me.”

      “Of course I’m afraid,” I told him in utter disbelief, waving my arms in the air. “You kidnapped me!”

      “Kidnapped?”

      What the? Was he serious right now? The odd expression on his face told me he was unfamiliar with the term. I rolled my eyes. “Snatched me? Stole me?”

      Daeceon pressed his lips tight again, refusing to answer.

      Taking a step away from him, I forced myself to stand a little taller. “Why did you take me?”

      Daece blinked. “To fulfill my every fantasy,” he said so simply, as if the statement was completely innocent in nature and not a blatant declaration that he’d stolen me to fuck me.

      I paused, my face darkening, my fear ebbing away with the force of my outrage. “You kidnapped me and my friends because you wanted to FUCK?!”

      If rage were an entity, it would’ve been me, because I didn’t think I’d ever been so pissed in my life.

      “If fucking is sliding my cock inside you. Then yes.”

      Caught off guard by his eager response, I took another giant step away from him. He frowned and crowded me against the wall. “You stink of fear. Do not fear me, I will not harm you.”

      My head spun with the conflicting emotions he inspired in me, but there were so many of them. I felt like I was drowning. Fear, anger, irritation, sadness, disappointment. They all consumed me, but I fought through them all and latched onto anger. “Did you honestly think I would let you fuck me if you kidnapped me from my own home?” I took a threatening step toward him. “That’s like, stalker behavior.”

      “You told me you wished I was there. That if I came to you, I could feel the tight grip of your cunt. The slick arousal coating your thighs…”

      My mouth dropped open. “That’s just talk Daece! It’s not real! I didn’t really expect you to track me down!”

      Daece scowled. “You lied?”

      “I didn’t lie…exactly,” I said, the words sputtering out of my mouth. Somehow he’d turned this on me. Made me feel like I was in the wrong. It was total bullshit. “We were phone sexing.”

      Daece shook his head, muttering a curse.

      “You told me to come to you. So I did.”

      “I want you to take me back. Now.”

      “No.”

      I crossed my arms over my chest. “You’re a fucking alien! Do you even have a cock?”

      Daece choked out an offended sound. “Of course I have a cock.” He moved his hands back toward his belt. “I will show you.”

      “No! No! I don’t want to see,” I shouted, my frustration skyrocketing. What would it even look like? I imagined a slimy worm squirming in his palm and shuddered. “Just take me back and we can forget this whole thing ever happened.”

      “I cannot do that.”

      “Cannot or will not?”

      “Both.”

      “Then we have nothing else to talk about,” I fumed, slipping past him back to the door. “Move.”

      Daece crossed his arms, refusing. “We are not done. I am hard and you are here. I want to rut.”

      My fingers curled into my palms, nails digging into my skin. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. This man…this alien was nothing like the guy I’d been talking to on the phone for the past week and a half. There was nothing sweet about him. At all. The only similarities I recognized was his need to get his rocks off. His alien rocks off.

      I blinked away tears, embarrassed, and then shook my head. “I want to leave.”

      Daece frowned. “Don’t do that.”

      “Do what?” I asked, looking up at him, baffled to see a small amount of concern on his face.

      He motioned to my eyes. “Leak.”

      I sniffled, gritting my teeth. “Cry?”

      “Yes, do not cry. I do not like it. Why are you doing it?”

      I wiped at my face, eyes cast to the wall. “Because yesterday I was talking to this really sweet guy and today I find out he’s not a sweet guy. He’s not even a guy at all. He’s an alien and he kidnapped me and my friends.”

      “I did no such things.” Daece snorted, crossing his arms defensively. “I only took you. The others followed of their own free will.”

      “Well, you know what? I don’t fuck assholes,” I muttered snidely, wanting to hurt him. “So you and your hard cock can fuck each other for all I care!”

      A low whine echoed throughout the hall which made me look up, slightly panicked. It sounded eerily similar to the noises the ship made when Daece flew his garbage ass ship through Earth’s atmosphere. Unsure what was about to happen, I latched onto the nearest solid object, who just so happened to be Daece.

      He settled his hand on my shoulder, stabilizing me. “Are you worried about the ship, or did you just want to touch me?”

      “Get your hands off me!” I shoved him away, my face heating.

      Clearly annoyed that he wasn’t getting his way, Daece brushed past me to dash down the hall. I immediately turned to the door my friends were trapped behind and fumbled my fingers as quickly as I could against the strange holographic controls.

      Behind me, I heard Daece abruptly turn around.

      “Don’t do that!” he shouted, skidding to a stop.

      But it was too late.

      The door slid open and before I knew it, my friends, who were huddling together to eavesdrop on our conversation, all perked up one by one from the sudden turn of events, like they hadn’t expected to be let out so soon. The girls immediately flooded out of the room, all of them shouting, their huge angry eyes focused solely on him.

      My lips reluctantly curled with amusement as I watched Daece change from angry brute for not getting his way to overwhelmed and slightly terrified brute, unsure how to handle all the humans he’d kidnapped.

      Served him right!

      “Out of the way,” he barked, trying to squeeze through them, but they held their ground and kept him closed in.

      Enjoying the perverse pleasure I got out of how overwhelmed he was, I stepped back to enjoy the entertainment.

      Suddenly, a sharp whine followed a blaring alarm pierced through the chamber. Then the lights switched to a furious red. They flashed erratically down the hall, nearly blinding everyone.

      “The ship is breaking again!” Penny screeched as she clawed her way through the sandwiched girls. The others followed suit, stepping away from the red brute.

      When Daece inched toward me—now that he was free from clinging arms—I backed away, shaking my head. Now was most definitely not the time to “talk”.

      “Your hunk of junk sucks, dude,” Alicia drawled, seemingly unconcerned now that she’d calmed down a little, which I found odd given the state of things.

      “It is no hunk of junk,” Daece growled as he pushed past them, dragging me behind him with a grip on my arm.

      “I said no, Daece!” I tried batting him away, but then the ship dipped to the side. We all tumbled into the wall.

      I waited for pain to flare from the hit but it never came. It was only then I’d realized that Daece had pulled me against him and wrapped his arms around me to cushion my fall. The others weren’t so lucky.

      Victoria had slipped down and slid along the floor, her nails clawing at the steel as she screeched in fear before nearly tumbling through the gaping hole next to the door. Maybelle and Penny lunged for her. They grabbed onto her and yanked her back just before she fell completely through. The three of them gasped for breath, gaping at each other as they stumbled back to standing, all three faces pale with the idea that she could have been seriously hurt.

      “What’s happening?” Maybelle demanded in an unexpected tone as she allowed Victoria to lean her weight against her.

      “We are falling,” Daece returned calmly.

      “Falling?!” Penny screeched. “How can we fall in space?”

      “That’s impossible,” Victoria said, her voice caught with fright, her lace bodysuit askew, breathing hard from her near-death drop. “This is all just impossible!”

      I eyed the hole again, wondering what in heavens’ name had created that. “Please tell me there’s no metal eating termites on this ship.”

      “No,” Daece replied in an eerily calm voice. Pushing to his feet, he helped me regain mine and we stared at each other for a moment. “There are no termites in space.”

      “How do we stop falling?” Alicia demanded.

      “I must repair the trans-orbital flux.” Daece moved to step away from me, and it was only then that I realized I’d been clutching onto him to keep stable.

      “The what?” I asked, my voice going quiet as I tried to process the noticeable loss of heat now that I wasn’t pressed against my alien abductor. A heat that I shouldn’t have noticed, but for some reason I was now craving to get back

      “Trans. Orbital. Flux.”

      “Do you even know how to repair it?” Alicia asked him.

      I eyed the rest of his dilapidated ship—a welcome distraction from how my body still tugged in his direction—noting that nothing seemed to be repaired properly. Everything was discolored and ill-fitting, betraying my confidence in his ability to save them from crashing back down to Earth.

      Daece flushed. “It is a small repair, but I do not have the part.”

      Everyone suddenly looked sick to their stomach, including Alicia, who tried to hide it by turning away.

      We were going to crash. We were going to fall straight out of the sky and smack into the side of the planet, likely to be blown to smithereens moments before we could even accept our fate.

      I paled at the thought. I wanted to go home, but not that badly.

      “But I will get it,” Daece reassured us, his tone so smug and confident it almost reminded me of the male I was more familiar with on the phone.

      Dodging to the small room with what I assumed were the flight controls, and scowling as several of us attempted to crowd inside with him, Daece spun and shut them all out, except for me. Too bad for him because Victoria and Penny had already crammed inside.

      Realizing they weren’t going to budge, he quieted the alarms and hit the comms.

      “This is the Night Crawler. Requesting aid from nearby ships.” Daece rattled off coordinates and looked back at us. “Now we wait.”

      “There are more aliens in space?” Penny asked, shocked.

      “Where do you think he came from?” Victoria asked, snorting.

      “How many of you are out here?” I asked. Just because I was pissed off for being kidnapped didn’t mean I didn’t have genuine questions about the universe. I was just as curious as anyone else.

      “Me? One.” He shook his head. “Merchants? Thousands. There is bound to be a ship nearby.”

      “How many aliens?” I asked again, my voice faint. Okay, perhaps I wasn’t as ready as I thought.

      “Trillions,” Daece announced, his eyes softening on mine. “If not more in outer sectors.”

      I took that in, the knowledge that we were not alone. That trillions of aliens lived outside the private world of Earth. Likely more undiscovered.

      “But space is big,” Penny said. “What are the chances another alien is close enough to help us?”

      Daece eyed the flashing lights and muffled alarms. His grim expression sickened me.

      Not very likely.

      “Uh, guys?” Victoria called out, pointing to the large window as another alarm went off, this one higher pitched than the other. Together, the alarms blended into a clamor of chaos, making it hard to hear anything at all. “I don’t think right now’s the time. We’re kind of about to crash!”

      “We will not crash,” Daece mumbled, distracted as something lit up along his control systems.

      “What’s that?” Penny screamed, hugging onto Victoria as the floor trembled underneath them.

      Daece leaned forward, casually stabilizing me with his big, red tail and pressed his red hand down. “Greetings, Night Crawler. This is Lobo, from the Dark Howler. I see you are in need of aid.”

      “Yes. My trans-orbital flux is faulty. You wouldn’t perchance have a stabilizer gasket to trade, would you?”

      I couldn’t help but note the uncertainty in his voice and grimaced. What if the merchant didn’t have the part? Would they all just be sucked into the vacuum of space?

      “As a matter of fact, we do. My crew mate shall be with you shortly to commence the exchange.”

      “Just like that?” Victoria drawled, looking skeptical. “Ask and you shall receive. In outer space, floating by a planet that as far as the public knows has zero idea aliens exist, you run into another alien who just so happens to have the part you need?”

      Daece spun around in his chair and blinked. “Yes, just like that.”

      My shoulders sagged along with my friends’. Either through luck or divine intervention, we were going to make it out of this alive. Or at least, I hoped.

      Something thudded under Daece’s feet.

      “What’s that?”

      “Nothing,” he muttered, stomping his foot a few times until the thudding boomed once more before quieting.

      A new alarm and a strange flash lit through the room. We screamed again and Daece eyed us with exasperation. But just as quickly as the light came, it cleared. All eyes focused on the new alien who now stood in the center of the room, as if he’d fucking teleported or something.

      The intruder was tall. Nearly as tall as Daece, with skin as shiny as gold, and clawed fingers that looked like they could shred through anything. I stepped back as the male observed us with a fierce sneer, revealing rows of deadly sharp teeth.

      “Humans, interesting.” And then, “Do you mind turning off that incessant noise?” he droned on, eyeing the ship’s control panel as if it personally offended him.

      Flicking a few buttons to no avail, Daece slammed his fist down and all the alarms stopped at once. Then he shot the male a look which I interpreted as disdain.

      “I can see why you’re in need of repairs,” the new alien drawled with a snort. He looked around the room with an air of disgust, even kicking away some broken paneling next to his foot.

      “What is that supposed to mean?” Daece snapped, his face darkening with anger.

      I chewed my lip, worried things were about to get out of control. If aliens were always this cocky, arrogant and disrespectful, maybe it was a good thing humanity hadn’t been introduced into the fold.

      “It means your piece of shit freighter has a fool operating it.”

      Daece took a threatening step toward the alien with a raised fist.

      “Don’t hit him, we need his parts!” I cried in panic, stepping between them. Daece’s eyes rounded with horror and he gripped my arm gently, pulling me behind him.

      Victoria and Penny pulled me toward them, but Daece’s tail curled around my ankle, anchoring me to him. It was like he didn’t want me anywhere near the new alien, yet he also didn’t want me to leave his side.

      “Do you even have the credits?” the alien asked. “This stabilizer gasket is expensive and I’m not a charity.”

      “What makes you think I don’t? I am good for my word,” Daeceon protested, a hint of insult threading through it.

      “We haven’t even discussed prices.”

      “You boarded my ship before we could.”

      “Your ship wouldn’t have lasted much longer without this.” The alien held up a tiny glass disk looking thing. “Ten thousand credits.”

      I scowled as I stared at the thing. That much for that? It was hardly larger than my pinky finger, but apparently somehow vital to the ship. I tried wrapping my head around the idea, but at the end of the day, I knew nothing of aliens and space.

      Daece blinked. “I think not. Two thousand and not a credit more.”

      The ship lurched again. Everyone skidded across the floor, except for the two aliens who scowled at each other. They managed to defy gravity like it didn’t friggin’ exist.

      “Don’t waste my time.” The golden dude’s scowl deepened, impatience bleeding through. “Two thousand is not even worth boarding your death trap.”

      “Two thousand is all I’m willing to pay.”

      “You have nothing else to offer?” Goldilocks suddenly—and very pointedly—glanced my way before continuing on to observe Penny and Victoria with growing interest. My gut coiled with disturbing apprehension. “Perhaps we should discuss this in private.”

      Daeceon stiffened, but unbelievably he turned to me with a stoic expression. “Out.”

      “Excuse me?” My mouth dropped open with affront. He could not be serious. There was no way in hell I was leaving the room.

      “Business is no place for female interference,” the alien crooned, his eyes bright with interest.

      I couldn’t stop gaping at them.

      Daeceon crowded closer to me with pleading eyes. “Just outside the door.”

      “I don’t see how stepping just outside the door could possibly affect the outcome of your deal,” I reasoned. It didn’t escape my notice the way the male was eyeing us up and down like we were sacks of meat. I would be damned if I allowed another fucking alien to abduct me or my friends. “I’m staying.”

      “This will only be a moment,” Daece said softly as he urged me toward the door.

      When Daece pressed his hands against the controls and lightly ushered me outside with the rest of my friends, I couldn’t help but feel betrayed. I also felt sick to my stomach. I hadn’t expected him to shove me aside, even though I shouldn’t want to be by his side. Before this alien came aboard, Daeceon was my enemy, but watching this alien sneer at us with ominous interest, made me realize there were worse things in the universe than a sexy, but sometimes sweet, alien abducting females.

      There were creepier aliens who would buy them.
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      The ship rumbled an angry roar as it continued to spin out of orbit, but Daeceon barely registered the movement as he braced himself. The look of betrayal on his Miranda’s face when he guided her out left his insides a churning mess. He didn’t like it, not one bit. But it wasn’t as if he had any other choice. Malark, the Screnoid who boarded his ship, was eyeing his female and it was taking everything he had not to blast the damn male out an airlock.

      Miranda was his and his alone.

      Regardless of how he’d come to obtain them, so were her loud, obnoxious friends. He could not allow the male to continue with thinking Daeceon would be willing to trade with him for a female. Daeceon was not that kind of male, he was not a flesh peddler and though he needed that gasket, he would not trade flesh for it. It went against everything he stood for.

      “The females are not for sale.”

      Malark scowled. “They are if I say they are. And I see no other forms of payment.”

      Daeceon looked into his credit account, noting the measly balance. The male had asked for ten thousand but for Daceon, even two thousand credits was a lot for a measly vrakking stabilizing gasket. The problem was, these were the last few credits he had to his name and even if he managed to get his ship under control, he doubted he’d have enough fuel to make it to his next job. If he even had one at this point. There were too many delays that put him well behind schedule, and he suspected there would be many more still.

      He heard feminine shouts of alarm beyond the door as the ship began to tremble to an alarming degree. He had very little time to fix the issue before it was beyond repair.

      Growling, Daeceon flashed Malark the credit chip. “Two thousand credits as agreed.”

      The Screnoid huffed a stifled laugh. “We agreed on nothing. Ten thousand credits or one of those females. Preferably the brown-haired one. She is feisty and will make a good mate.”

      Eyes glaring, Daeceon let out a snarl and lunged for the male. “YOU WILL NOT TOUCH A HAIR ON HER HEAD!”

      The two collided, the trembling of the ship aiding them both as they lunged for one another. Falling against the door with a thud, Daeceon heard the females shout his name with alarm and had he been able to take his focus from the strong male, he would have been shocked to hear the worry in their voices. A startling difference from the fear and loathing since he’d taken them from their planet.

      Taking advantage of Daeceon’s momentary distraction, the Screnoid grabbed his neck and slammed his head against the floor, bashing his horns against the metal. Daeceon’s crown pounded from the reverberation and it took him a moment to snap out of it, but by the time he did, the male was on top of him, hammering his fists into his rib cage.

      Daeceon roared, bucking the male off him and throwing him up against the opposite side of the room. Facing off against each other now, the male heaved in a breath, baring fangs. “We will battle for them then.”

      “The females are not for sale,” Daeceon rumbled, anger flushing his face. They sprung for one another again and Malark nearly lost his precarious grip on the fragile gasket. Daeceon lurched for it but the Screnoid was faster, regaining control of it before tucking it away inside his jacket.

      Loud hammering began on the door behind them and if his ship wasn’t shaking and spinning out of control, Daeceon would have been impressed with their dogged determination to breach the room.

      “I will take two females now for the insult, and leave you with nothing,” Malark spat in haste.

      “WHAT’S GOING ON IN THERE?” Combined shouts muffled through metal rushed to their ears.

      The mere thought of any of these females being forced to breed with this male sickened him. Daeceon shored himself before barrelling into the male once more. They both fell to the ground, rolling around with tangled fists and fury.

      Malark slammed his fist into Daeceon’s jaw again, causing him to spit out blood on the next cough before returning the favor.

      “YOU BETTER NOT HARM A HAIR ON DAECE’S HEAD!” Miranda shouting his name in distress powered through him and Daeceon rolled to his knees above the Screnoid, prepared to end the life of this male who would steal his female.

      Malark grinned, his mouth bloodied. “I will take them all then.”

      Rage fueling him, Daeceon roared, thumping the male’s head back against the steel floor. An incessant thumping answered back and both males froze, turning to glance down at the small door beneath them.

      Malark chuckled. “What else do you keep trapped on this pathetic ship?”

      Suddenly remembering the female he’d trapped below, Daeceon rolled them both to the opposite side of the room but it was too late. Malark had slipped a claw into the handle and popped open the door the moment their weight had freed it, revealing the small female cramped inside.

      She burst through with a gasp for air. “Asshole! There’s no space in there!”

      Malark, who had a cunning look in his eye, kicked Daeceon in his thigh to get free. Daeceon flinched, bowing forward as the boot clipped off his balls. He roared in pain.

      “DAECE!” Miranda cried from the door. “STOP HURTING DAECE YOU BIG LIZARD CREEP!”

      The male was now crawling for the female standing in the small opening in the floor. She stood with arms crossed, her face unimpressed as she raised one brow. “You touch me, you’re dead.”

      Malark grinned as he chuckled. “I want this one instead.”

      “No,” Daeceon coughed out. “Do not touch her.”

      Malark stood slowly, eyeing Daeceon with a devious smirk, one that left him icy cold. “Try and stop me.” He then tucked his hand into his pocket, pulled out the gasket at the same moment that he reached for the female. Daeceon’s breath caught as Malark chucked it into the air, the fragile ring spinning round and round. If it hit the floor it would shatter.

      In that brief moment, Daeceon had a choice. Either save the integral part that would fix his ship and save every female on board from crashing back down on the planet, or stop the Screnoid from stealing the helpless female.

      Daeceon knew he would agonize on this moment again and again in the coming days, with guilt eating at him. So little time to choose and the face of his Miranda in his mind’s eye, Daeceon leapt for the gasket, and in turn, Malark wrapped his arms around the female and dematerialized from the room, disappearing with her forever.

      Suddenly, Miranda and his human females burst into the room, yelling and screaming and armed to the teeth, ready to come to his aid.

      “What the fuck? I thought you said we were going to kick some gold alien ass!” the banshee bellowed, holding the pipe in her hand as she stormed to the center of the room.

      Daeceon recognized the metal piping from the hall and groaned. It was just another vrakking thing to repair.
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        * * *

      

      Daeceon pushed past the females as he exited the command deck, his mind consumed with repairing the trans-orbital flux rather than dwelling on the guilt that had settled in his stomach.

      “What happened? Where did the other guy go?” Miranda called, holding onto the wall as the ship’s engines trembled in distress.

      Daeceon stiffened but continued to trudge down the hall, making mental notes of repairs. Everything was broken. Every damn vrakking thing on his ship was out of commission or on the verge of going up in flames. His life’s work was crumbling at the very seams and with less funds for repairs than ever before. What was he thinking? He couldn’t afford to care for one human, let alone five. As horrible as he felt, it was almost a relief the other female was gone. Daeceon grumbled, his tail swishing behind him in guilty agitation as the females’ feet thudded behind him in chase.

      “Daece! Wait up!”

      “Dude’s on a friggin’ mission.”

      “There goes the lights,” someone grumbled as the lights flickered ominously. “This whole ship is falling apart.”

      “Yeah, well this transorbital socks thing better fucking fix it.”

      “Flux,” Daeceon grumbled as he eyed the ceiling, hoping that the power didn’t go out before it was too late. He didn’t think he could handle another round of frightful screams and humans clutching at him. “It’s a flux.”

      “Flux,” someone mimicked him obnoxiously as he finally reached the repair hatch and crouched down.

      “Daece?” Miranda asked him softly, crouching down beside him. “Will this work?”

      He nodded, forcing himself to remain silent when all he wished to do was soothe her fears. Instead, he narrowed his eyes on the smoking wires that held the fried gasket. It was a minimal repair and in such an odd location of the ship, yet so vital to critical ship functions. Daeceon would have thought that the engineer who built the ship would have been smarter.

      Soon after switching out the piece, the trans-orbital flux resumed normal function and Daeceon regained control of his ship. Within seconds, he switched his focus on his Miranda again. Amidst all the chaos, all that he’d gone through just to secure the seductive female who spoke naughty things to him over the comm’s, she truly was the only thing that mattered. The only thing that could penetrate his mind. The only one who could soothe his havocked mind from the guilt that now churned there.

      Daeceon hadn’t meant for that vile Screnoid to abduct his sixth human straight off his ship and now there wasn’t a single thing he could possibly do about it. She was long gone. But his Miranda was still here. He would’ve liked nothing more than a distraction, particularly one involving her body, but she wanted to speak of his injuries and feelings, as well as the possibility of their return to Earth.

      And she didn’t know about the human he’d lost. Had not seen her sneak onboard or him stash her away. If she knew what he’d allowed to happen…

      Daeceon suddenly felt sick.

      Standing and then walking a few feet to the next doorway, he took in a deep breath and faced her. Behind them, he could hear the other females whispering quietly to each other as they followed him, watching him from afar. It was starting to annoy him. Well, except for Miranda. He was happy to have her follow him about. But she wanted answers and he had none to give.

      What was he supposed to do? Tell her that he’d lost one of the humans? That in a split moment of indecision, the male who answered their distress call snatched up the mouthy female and he did nothing to stop it?

      No matter how badly he wished to talk to her, or to be alone with her, Daeceon couldn’t bring himself to tell her.

      Eventually, the humans stopped gawking from afar and crept closer, starting up their incessant yammering all over again.

      “Daece, what happened?”

      He could only stare at her, the words lost to him.

      “What’s wrong with him?” another female piped up a few feet away.

      “Nothing is wrong with me,” he grumbled, then resumed his walk.

      “Penny didn’t mean it in a negative way,” Miranda shot out with breathless words, her feet pattering across the ground as she raced after him. From the corner of his eye, Daeceon watched her lush teats bounce in the hammock contraption restraining them. “She only meant you’re not talking and we’re all worried.”

      Penny. Alicia. Victoria…Mubell? There were too many names for him to keep track of.

      “What are you doing?” she asked, eyeing him as he squatted to right a smoking panel and secured it back into its rightful place.

      Miranda sighed heavily as he continued to ignore her, but he hardened his heart to her disappointment. She would be far more disappointed if she learned of what he’d done.

      “Alicia, no,” someone hissed.

      “I can’t take the silent treatment any longer,” the one who was beginning to remind him of his dam, Victoria, he believed, barked and Daeceon braced himself as the angry fire-haired banshee, Alicia, jogged to Miranda’s side. She bent down, eyeing him as he worked. “Are you done pouting?”

      Acutely aware of every female eyeing him with disdain and blame, Daeceon stood and rushed the rest of the way down the hall. After fumbling with the controls he once more unlocked the door to their temporary quarters. Then he turned to Miranda, hesitating.

      His heart hurt and now that he had her, he was unsure what to say, He needed a moment alone. “Your room is just here,” he rasped, opening the door across the hall. The room he’d painstakingly prepared for her. “I will be back shortly.” And then like the coward he was, Daeceon fled.
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      “This synthesizer is—”

      “Junk. We know,” I finished for her, feeling in a mood.

      It had nearly been a day since the abduction. One long exhausting day since we’d been plucked off the streets of Miami and crammed into the tin can that was now flying us through space, albeit ridiculously slowly.

      I wished I could pretend that this was all some nightmare. That I was still tucked in my bed at home, where the only thing I had to worry about were the extra shifts I picked up at the diner, and the pile of debt I had yet to pay off. That, and my asshole neighbor, Brandon, yelling at Maybelle in the middle of the night.

      On the plus side, at least he wasn’t around to cause any shit. Not that I believed Daece would allow it. Despite Daece’s unorthodox, unlawful kidnapping, I swore I saw a spark of humanity in him when he fought off the other alien who had apparently decided credits weren’t enough and wanted a human instead. What for, I had no idea, but I doubted it was for anything good.

      In the end, Daece won against the evil bastard and it was an immense relief. But that relief died the moment we’d remembered there was no going home. Not anytime soon. Especially not since Daece decided to start avoiding me like the plague.

      When he wasn’t trying to repair everything falling apart, he was chasing down all the humans he kidnapped, trying to keep us out of trouble, all while maintaining an odd distance—mainly from me—that I couldn’t explain. And it was obvious he was struggling to keep it together. He could barely keep his ship from falling apart and it wasn’t even alive. Now he had five humans to care for. Five rowdy humans with a penchant for not following his “rules”.

      “Dammit!” Alicia blurted, pulling me out of my despairing thoughts. “This whole ship is a peice—”

      “Of junk,” we all chimed in again, shaking our heads. Alicia’s rant about the state of the ship began the moment we stepped foot on board and everyone was starting to get a little annoyed.

      She was stuck on repeat, switching between demanding our return to Earth and blurting about something being broken. I hadn’t given up on returning back home, but I knew a losing battle when I saw one.

      Shrugging, Alicia flipped a few buttons and switches on the synthesizer, trying to get it to work. The device sat firmly in the wall, but rattled like a dying horse as it tried to replicate whatever she had ordered through its menu. It was probably on the brink of its lifespan too, like everything else here.

      We really need to get off this ship.

      “Not sure if I really want to eat anything that comes out of that,” Victoria muttered quietly.

      “You eat what I make you,” Alicia snapped, setting a tray down in front of her. She made one for everyone, the jellied slop in the bowls jiggling each time it landed on the table.

      “Or I could eat those green protein bars. At least I know what goes into those.”

      “Oh yeah?” Alicia stepped over and pulled one out of the cupboards next to the synthesizer, then tossed it to Victoria. “And what’s that?”

      Victoria flipped it over, unwrapping it. “Uhm, protein?”

      “You don’t sound very confident,” I added, digging into my jell-o.

      It was jell-o. Beautiful green, lime flavored jell-o, totally translucent just like how it was supposed to be, I pretended. The grainy texture slid over my tongue and I gagged, flicking it against my teeth to remove the unholy residue as I spat it out.

      “I’ll take a protein bar too,” I begged. It was like each time I attempted to eat the jellied slop, the texture and flavor grew worse.

      Just tell the synth what you want, Daece had instructed us on the rare occasion he’d stopped by to feed us. It will prepare it and you’ll like it, he’d claimed.

      More like he lied.

      Almost like the way he had me believe he was the captain of a naval ship. And freaking human…

      “Get it yourself. Has the alien fucked the manners out of you?”

      I shot up from my seat, face red and flustered. “I’m not fucking anyone! I haven’t even had the time to fuck anyone.”

      “So you are planning to fuck him?” Alicia grinned and winked. “I wouldn't blame you.”

      I balked when a series of scandalous images of Daece and I fucking flooded my mind. “What?! No! Are you out of your damn mind? He kidnapped us.”

      “And he’s an alien,” Penny added quietly with a strange glance at me while I was still trying to erase all the naughty thoughts out of my head.

      Never. Never in a million years. Not after what he did.

      And Penny was right. He was an alien.

      “But he came all this way just to get you naked. Would be a damn shame if we all got kidnapped and no one got probed.”

      “Shut up, Alicia,” Victoria hissed.

      “I was just kidding. Look,” she said, finally handing me the protein bar I’d requested. I didn’t even want it anymore. “The food sucks, we’re still in our underwear, and there isn’t a single damn pillow in this whole place. And to top it all off, there’s no one else to tease around here.”

      “Everyone’s miserable. Go get your rocks off somewhere else,” I said, ducking to hide the inferno heating my face. All this talk of fucking Daece wasn’t actually getting to me.

      It wasn’t.

      “Fine. Since you asked so nicely.” Shooting up from her seat, Alicia sauntered over to the door and cracked it open with a cunning smirk. “I’ll just go tease Daece then. You know, since he’s available.” And then she was gone.

      Fuck.

      An unknown feeling arose in my chest that began to quietly suffocate me. I didn’t know exactly what it was, but it felt like that feeling when someone ran dull fingernails down a chalkboard. I shivered uncontrollably. “Wait! Wait a damned minute.”

      Feet pulling me toward the door, I raced after Alicia, who I feared was now halfway across the ship, crawling into Daece’s lap. Dread propelled me forward until I reached the hall and almost ran straight into a massive wall. Arms came around my waist, stabilizing me before I fell, and a warm tail lightly circled the bare skin of my ankle. Daece looked down at me, his eyes watching me with what could have been surprise, but seemed more like notable relief.

      “What are you doing here?” I grumbled, my previous feelings fading into thin air.

      I hadn’t seen much of him since he’d been avoiding me specifically, still annoyingly despondent after his fight with that golden alien asshole. But now that he was here, standing right in front of me, it was me that was in a bad mood. There were so many answers I needed from him, but now with Alicia’s meddling, I had new and confusing thoughts brewing inside me in such a short amount of time that I couldn’t seem to get them out in any constructive way.

      I didn’t know what to say to him so instead, I settled for crossing my arms over my chest and stared past him. That way I didn’t have to look into his deep eyes.

      His horns…just look at his horns. Or the wall.

      Alicia popped her head out from behind him. “What are you doing here?”

      Peering around the massive wall that was Daece, I shot eye-daggers at Alicia. She was toying with me. Big time. And I about fucking had all I could take of her.

      Daece cleared his throat, then settled his hands in front of him in a gesture that was placating. “Miranda, I was just coming to speak with you.”

      “Can it wait?” I asked.

      I had to deal with Alicia before I was calm enough to handle Daece.

      “I…if it must.”

      I winced when I saw the saddened disappointment in his eyes. A small part of me felt bad for turning him away. Clearly my head was a fucked up place to be right now, but the feeling was there all the same. And embarrassingly, despite all the horrible things he’d done to me, despite how he’d refused to take me back home, that he’d even abducted me in the first place, a teeny tiny—itty bitty—part of me kinda missed our nightly talks.

      Daece walked away without another word after I dismissed him. The urge to reach out and tell him to stay tingled on my lips, but I never acted on that desire.

      “If you’re not going to talk to him, I’m going to. Someone has to,” Alicia muttered.

      Heaving a deep sigh that weighed me down, I nodded. “I will, but can you stop with the teasing. I get your frustrations, I do, but I still need to process some things. Daece has already told us he can’t return us to Earth just yet.”

      “No promises. Just don’t take too long.” Both of us glanced down the hall where Daece was walking away with slumped shoulders. “I don’t think I’ve seen anyone look so defeated in my life,” Alicia added quietly, her tone out of character enough that I believed Alicia may have actually felt bad for Daece.

      He did look quite pathetic. His solemn air made me feel even worse for rejecting him so quickly. I didn’t know why I felt so bad about it either. He was the one who’d abducted us. I didn’t make him do it. What happened to just meeting up for coffee? Was this normal where he came from?

      Besides he’d been avoiding me. He could wait a hot minute.

      “Soooooooo,” Alicia drawled, tapping her chin.

      Groaning, I pierced her with an exasperated look. “What now?”

      “We heard your room has a shower,” someone said from behind.

      Turning, I realized everyone was now standing in the hall, surrounding me with their pleading, expectant eyes. Though I refused to stay there on my own, I knew the room Daece had given me was smaller, yet it was warm and inviting compared to the cold and sterile atmosphere of the bunk rooms. With one other glaring difference, it had a private shower whereas the bunk room only had a strange communal hose that hung out of the wall.

      I sighed. “Come on, then.”
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      It didn’t take long for us to gather our meager belongings and shuffle down the hall to my room. Seeing as we carried nothing from Earth, apart from a few purses, and randomly Penny had been clutching a cheese grater whilst chasing Daece down the streets of Miami, it was all in a matter of minutes.

      Bored out of their minds, the girls poked around the room, snooping in hidden cabinets and under the bed, while Alicia stomped around, eyeing everything with a scowl.

      “I think it’s bullshit he put you in here and stuck us in some friggin’ closet across the hall,” she said as I slumped on a bench, distracted with continuously replaying my small, tense interaction with Daece. “You were hiding pillows all this time! If you’re not going to use it, I’ll take it.”

      I only hid the two pillows in here because I knew they would fight over them. Alicia now proved my point.

      “Oh quit, it’s hardly a closet.” Victoria huffed, toying with the crisp white pillow cover at the head of the bed. “And I think it’s nice she didn’t move in. Us girls need to stick together.”

      I cast her a soft smile, appreciating the sentiment.

      “We get skinny cots while this mountain of a bed sits here unused.” Alicia flung her hands out in frustration. “I can’t believe you didn’t sleep here last night. What the hell size is this anyway, a Triple King XL?”

      I hadn’t wanted to stay in this room all by myself and regardless of how large the bed was, it wouldn’t have fit all of us. It was better if we all stuck together anyway. Easier to avoid Daece, too. For me to avoid Daece. He couldn’t single me out if I was with the others.

      “Pretty sure that’s not an actual size,” Penny mumbled to herself, poking her head into the attached bathroom. “I just want a shower. Alicia’s hogged all the hot water this morning, as you know.”

      All the girls groaned in unison, eyeing the shower covetously.

      “Bathrooms all yours.” I jumped up to assist them, feeling somewhat ashamed that I hadn’t thought to tell them that I’d found the shower earlier. I’d been too preoccupied with my own feelings after being abducted. Obviously that needed to change.

      “I’m first,” Penny claimed haughtily, shoving Victoria aside none too gently. As soon as she stepped inside the dimly lit room, the motion activated lights popped on.

      “No way! My armpits feel like a swamp. I should go first,” Alicia snapped.

      “No!” everyone yelled in unison.

      “While you guys figure that out, I’m just going to be over here,” I muttered, edging away from them.

      I loved them to death, but when they wanted to be they could be really annoying. I thought it better to let them hash it out while I figured out what I would inevitably say to Daece. There was no way I could avoid him forever.

      “Fuck the both of you, I’m first,” Alicia growled, barreling through the crowd of bodies sardined at the door.

      I glanced up and shook my head. Somehow Alicia and Victoria were crammed in the frame, fighting each other to catch up with Penny.

      “The hell you are. You took one this morning!”

      “I think we should let Maybelle go first,” I intervened. Honestly, if I hadn’t, the girls would’ve murdered each other. “She’s the only one here who hasn’t said a single word of complaint.”

      The girls shared stubborn looks between them, caught in reluctant appreciation for the sweet, soft-spoken one of the group and their own growing urge to wash away the day’s events.

      “Doesn’t feel like I showered this morning,” Alicia muttered quietly as she discreetly sniffed herself.

      Maybelle, surprisingly, stiffened her spine and marched toward the shower, shooing the rest of them out. I stifled a chuckle. I didn’t think she had it in her and the others were just so baffled that they practically jumped out of her way.

      After the door shut behind her, Alicia dropped heavily onto the bed with her arms spread wide. “The damsels always get special treatment.”

      Victoria snorted, leaning against the wall. “And the whores get the scraps.”

      Alicia jumped up, thrusting her fists against her hips. “Who you calling a whore, you whore?”

      “Can y’all settle down?” I asked, sighing. My head was still throbbing from all the stress and these two just wouldn’t quit.

      “I don’t actually fuck for money,” Penny mulled thoughtfully, tapping her finger against her lips. “But we sell sex…does that make us all whores?”

      “We’re not whores,” I told Penny vehemently, leaning against her. “First, sex for money is prostitution. Two, even prostitutes deserve respect. As do we.” I stressed to the other two pointedly. “And we do not call each other names.”

      Alicia chuckled dryly. “Okay, princess.”

      Suddenly, the bathroom door sprung open. Alicia and Penny’s eyes lit up with challenge as they both raced to be next in line for the shower. Maybelle jumped out of their way, slamming against the wall as the two girls elbowed one another at the doorway.

      “That was quick. What happened?” I asked.

      “We’re out of soap,” Maybelle muttered, drying her hair with a threadbare towel.

      Alicia and Penny froze, their limbs tangled with one another as they gaped at her. “You used all the soap?”

      Maybelle curled into herself, attempting to hide away from their ire. “Yes?”

      “Dammit.” Alicia spun around to glare at me. “We may not be prostitutes,” she said with a deadly calm, “but you better start selling that sweet ass for some goddamned, motherfucking soap!”

      “And clothes!” Victoria shouted.

      Penny groaned. “Yes, please. I’m sick of walking around like this is some kind of playboy frat house.”

      “You want soap? You go right ahead! I’m sure Daece will be knocking on that door in the next five minutes anyway,” I spouted, irritated with all the hostile aggression. We were all friends for heavens’ sake and there was plenty of water to go around. There was no need for this endless argument about some damn shower. Though, I did agree about the clothes. Those would be nice.

      “Oh honey, I will.” Shooting up from her spot, Alicia fluffed her tangled hair and sauntered over to the door. “Five minutes, right? I’ll just wait right here.”

      Remembering our heated conversation from earlier, my eyes twitched and my face flushed with anger. I didn’t know what this new feeling was or how to manage it, but I felt a snake in the pit of my stomach coil up and bare its fangs.

      “No, no. That’s not necessary. I will handle it,” I hissed with emphasis.

      “No take backs,” Alicia whispered seductively, a vicious smile tugging at the edge of her lips.

      “So help me God, Alicia,” I began, my ears twitching when she used her Busty Chicks voice, as if she was gearing up to use it on Daece. “You come onto him one more tim—”

      With unbelievable timing, there was a loud knock on the door. Alicia and I ran for it, both of us elbowing one another like school children. With one petty kick aimed at Alicia’s heel, I managed to knock her down and ripped the door open with a breathless yet victorious smile.

      Daece stood in the hall, his expectant eyes staring at me like a lost puppy. “I cannot wait any longer. Is now a good time?”

      I stiffened, almost feeling bad. “Unless you’re about to tell us that it’s safe to take us back to Earth, I don’t want to hear it.”

      He leaned in a little, his big body casting a warm shadow over me as his eyes blazed with something desperate and hungry. “I have missed you.”

      “You don’t even know me,” I muttered. I would not cave. I would not.

      “I know you,” he claimed arrogantly. “I know you very well. I have tasted you on my tongue.”

      “Your imaginary tongue.” Alicia snickered.

      I stifled a groan as my cheeks flamed. Overwhelmed with mortification, I slammed the door in his face. It was the best form of action to take against all of that.

      “Soap!” Victoria cried. “You forgot the soap!”

      Scrubbing my face, I slouched against the door.

      “We need to talk about how we’re getting home,” Victoria added, but Alicia cut her off.

      “You want to talk about going home,” Alicia muttered angrily as she stomped over to me, “but how is anyone supposed to think without soap! Olivia, you need to get your ass out there, track that bastard down, and—”

      A chirping ring cut off Alicia’s words. I looked around in confusion. “What the fuck is that?”

      “Is…is that your phone?” Victoria asked incredulously.

      “Oh my God, we can use it to call the police!” A disbelieving laugh trickled out of Penny and she began to frantically search the room. Even a bull couldn’t stand in the way of her mission.

      “Uh, don’t you think it’s a little late for that?” Victoria asked her.

      As the phone continued to ring, I patted myself down, totally forgetting I was still only wearing my underwear. Not exactly a lot of fabric for pockets…

      “Check under your titties. Might be there.”

      I rolled my eyes at Alicia. “I’m pretty damn sure I’d feel it if a phone was crammed inside my underwire.”

      Turning away I prodded under them when she wasn’t looking. Damn. No dice.

      “I have a question. How the hell is it even working in space?” Victoria tossed aside the pillows as I dove for the cabinet I’d stored my purse in earlier. “I can’t get a decent signal back home to save my life.”

      “I don’t know, satellites?” I asked the room as I snatched my purse and dug through its contents.

      When I couldn’t find my cell, I flipped my purse over, dumped everything onto the floor, and dropped to my knees. Lipsticks, tampons, and an abundance of change scattered in a massive pile. Two others came over to help me search through it, hands clawing through the pile of junk, desperation driving us. We all wanted that cell phone, like it would somehow magically save us, even though it probably couldn’t. Still, it was the only tie to Earth we had and I think that gave us a thread of hope.

      Maybelle walked to a small window and looked out. “We haven’t even made it past the moon yet.”

      “Jeeze, just how much shit do you need?” Alicia asked in disgust. “Is this my nail file?”

      “No!” I lied, snatching the pink file back and tucking it into the side of my panties, with the hopes that Alicia would forget about it. It would be a very useful weapon if I ended up needing one.

      “Found it!” Penny crowed victoriously, then tossed me the device.

      I fumbled with it before actually catching it. The screen read an unknown number. With caution, I pressed the little green button. “Uh, hello?”

      Fuzzy crackling pierced my ear, but it cleared up quickly.

      “Hi, you’ve been selected as a winner for an all-expenses paid trip to the Bahamas! In order to claim your prize, we must verify your identity. You can do this with a wire transfer sum of three hundred dollars—”

      “It’s just a fucking scam,” I stated in disbelief.

      “Well, don’t just stand there! Let’s call the—”

      My phone rang once more and I angrily clicked the button again. “I’m not interested in your fake prizes! Go scam someone else!”

      “I have not offered a prize. Should I? Will that soften your ire?”

      “Daece?” I turned to face my friends and mouthed, ‘It’s Daece.’

      “My Miranda,” he purred back, his voice deep and enticing.

      Momentarily forgetting everything and everyone, I was pulled back into a series of intense flashbacks. Every time he’d called me, every time he’d said my alias in that relieved tone over the phone, as if he’d been waiting with bated breath for me to answer him, I saw them over and over. Each memory spiraling me into anticipation.

      “Hi” My reply came breathless, as if I were back in my small living room, my body awakening at the sound of him on the other line.

      “What are you doing? Ask him for soap.” Alicia jabbed me in the arm, severing the warm feeling overtaking me. “WE NEED SOME SOAP YOU FUCKING HUMAN STEALING, SOAP DEPRIVING BAST—”

      Victoria lunged for Alicia from behind and smothered her with a pillow. “Shut up. You want clothes, don’t you?”

      “What was that?” Daece demanded and his abrupt change in tone smacked me in the face.

      I was yanked out of the memories, allowing for melancholy to flood in. Clearing my throat, I dropped my eyes to my toes. “It’s nothing. Why are you calling?”

      Daece hesitated, his breath heavily sawing out of him. “I need to speak with you, but you have shut me out. I had no other choice but to hack into your small comm unit.”

      So over all of it, him, my knuckles bleached around the phone, my grip nearly cracking it. “Daece, I already told you no. Now is not a good time.”

      It was a simple lie and it wasn’t going to work forever. It’s not that I didn’t want to talk to him, I actually did. Needed to, in fact. But in light of everything, I honestly didn’t know how I could face him. The abductions were bad enough, but the fact that Daece and I used to have phone “sex” was too much and conflicted with my emotions. Part of me wanted to see the good in him, but I was still so angry at him. The problem was that every waking moment I avoided talking with him was another second his ship was hurtling further and further away from Earth.

      I needed to pull up my big girl panties and get it over with. It was the only way we were going to figure this out and get back home. Changing my mind, I opened my mouth to speak, however, I was abruptly cut off.

      “That was before I called,” he insisted. “Now we can converse as we have in the past.”

      A sound of disbelief ripped from my throat. “You…you can’t be serious?”

      “Deadly,” he retorted forcefully.

      Victoria waved her arms frantically to grab my attention, mouthing, “What does he want?”

      I shot her an irritated look—a “what do you think” kind of frown—while Alicia pointedly jabbed one sharp-tipped nail at the door to the bathroom.

      “Miranda?”

      I winced, slightly disgruntled. Sometime soon I would need to correct him about my name, but it wasn’t the time. For now, I would relish having something hidden from him, something he couldn’t steal from me, much like how he stole my life.

      With every last one of my friends glaring at me with overwhelming desperation—except for Maybelle, she had a pretty yet worried wrinkle to her brow—I made up my mind.

      “You want to talk? We can talk,” I said calmly, holding back my irritation. I may not be able to get him to take us home, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t make things on the ship more comfortable for us all while we were stuck here. “But I want a few things from you first.”
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Daeceon

        

      

    

    
      Daeceon felt her words pour through him, awakening his lust. Yes, it was true he’d been avoiding her. Occupied with the guilt of losing one human to Malark, he’d been unable to face her. Instead, he threw himself into tracking the human and discreetly alerting the alliance. Anonymously, of course. But as of now, Malark’s location would now be tracked. He would be hunted, the human freed and likely returned home. Though this greatly relieved Deacon’s guilty conscience, it now created another issue. Malark would be captured, but he would also likely snitch. And then Daeceon would be in the Interplanetary Alliance’s sights.

      Since he’d captured far more humans than he’d anticipated, Daeceon had planned to stay close to his Miranda’s planet for the time being, at least until he’d developed a better plan, or perhaps returned the other humans, but that choice was now taken from him. He could no longer linger and risk being captured by the Alliance. So he’d set a course and had intended to break the news to his humans, along with a promise to return them in time. But seeing his Miranda again…to have her eyes on him had awakened his lust in a way he’d not anticipated. With his guilt soothed and his mind now refocused on her, the entire reason he’d brought her onto his ship barrelled through him and he’d nearly dropped to his knees with the need to touch her.

      “What things?” he asked, barely pushing past the fog of need.

      “Soap,” she demanded instantly.

      “Pillows!” another muffled female voice called in the background.

      “Something else to eat that doesn’t look like a turd!” came from another.

      Daeceon blinked as the demands came one after the other. All of them random.

      “Daece?” his beautiful female asked impatiently.

      He swallowed thickly, savoring her melodic voice in his ear. He’d missed it. “I give you these things and you will speak privately with me?” You will ease my desire for you?

      She sighed. “Yes. Give us what we want.”

      “We want clothes!”

      Clothes? They want clothes? Daeceon wanted her soft purrs. Her coy words tempted him to relief, but…he was a seasoned merchant and could smell a fortuitous deal to be made a mile away. He could give them clothes in trade for her purrs. But he was prepared to bargain for the best deal.

      “These things you ask for,” he began carefully, “are no small requests. They may be difficult and expensive for me to acquire.”

      Moving over to a shelf, Daeceon bent down and picked up one of the many bars of soap, tossing it gently into the air as he inspected it. Then he threw it on his bed.

      “You don’t have any spare pillows or soap?” she asked in disbelief.

      “You are asking me to part with rather valuable and limited supplies,” he told her with mock solemnity. A quick glance at his sleeping platform and Daeceon counted all twenty-six pillows. He’d always craved extra support in his sleep, but he supposed he could part with one…or two. “Fine, you may have two pillows. One for you and one for the others.”

      “And the food?” she urged.

      Daeceon hissed a breath between his teeth. “Now, that is quite a hefty demand. I do not believe I am being adequately compensated. I am not prepared to just give away such—”

      “Not giving away. Trading.”

      “Ahh,” he purred. “A trade then?”

      “Yes,” she clipped.

      “Then I shall counter your offer with one of my own.”

      “You’ll…I’m sorry what?”

      Daeceon held back a bark of laughter. “Allow me to propose a new deal.”

      “A new deal?”

      “Is he giving us clothes?” someone asked in the background.

      “I want to lay my eyes on you as you speak your seductive words to me, as you have in the past.” He would of course, speak to her about all the things he felt were needed to be said to clear the air, but to have her coax him to release in person…Daeceon was a weak male for he’d give her just about anything to experience even a moment of it.

      “What?!!!”

      “It is a fair request. Soon, your human technology will be out of range of those primitive satellites and I think I’ve waited for you long enough for this.”

      She paused, and he could hear the wavering in her voice. “I…I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

      “What’s he asking?”

      “It can’t be that bad. Just give him what he wants. I need that damn soap.”

      Daeceon continued above the other females chattering. “And if I’m moments away from relief and the line is severed again?”

      She sighed heavily. “Stop trying to make me feel bad about your cock, Daece.”

      He grinned, grabbing another bar of soap. “I have three bars of soap and two pillows to hand over—”

      “SHE’LL BE THERE IN FIVE MINUTES, DAECE! HOLD ONTO YOUR COCK!”

      “Fine,” Miranda claimed. “But I want enough clothes for everyone to wear after.”

      “Deal,” Daeceon answered victoriously.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Pacing the hall, Daeceon’s gaze remained locked on his female’s door. It had been two minutes from the time she ended the call to when he’d been able to trek to her side of the ship. His body thrummed with impatience. Daeceon considered barging inside, but remembered the last time he did something like that. It didn’t bode well and he ended up with more humans than what he bargained for.

      When Miranda’s door finally slid open—an agonizing eternity later—his eyes burned into hers and he eagerly jumped forward, grasping her hand in his. As soon as her skin touched his, he tugged her toward his quarters, which by choice, was the room next to hers.

      She reeled back, digging her heels into the floor. “What the hell, Daece? Slow down.”

      Daeceon winced, his cock already throbbing. The thought of slowing at all caused him physical pain. “I am just anxious.”

      Miranda huffed an uneasy laugh and Daeceon shot her an equally nervous smile. He tapped his palm against the panel to open his door. It slid halfway, stalling and grinding.

      “Blasted ship,” he muttered, his face flushing with sudden embarrassment. With the tip of his boot, he kicked the frame and waited for the machinery to start working again. It didn’t.

      “See, even your ship thinks this is a bad idea,” she pointed out dryly.

      Daeceon’s eyes refused to meet hers as he dropped her hand, jammed his arm into the small opening, then thrust the door further open with a loud grunt. As it slammed into place, he shot her a triumphant grin and reclaimed her hand.

      A short breath came from her as they entered and Daeceon watched her take in his cluttered room. He’d never given the space much thought, but observing her obvious distaste in the way he kept it…he felt shame for perhaps not straightening up a little before bringing her here.

      She toed a pile of dirty clothing, her eyes flitting around the room wildly. “It’s—nice?”

      Daeceon took in his cabin as she did, viewing it as she might. A large bed in the far corner. The sheets thrown on haphazardly, covering his many pillows. Pillows he had her believing were hard to come by. His clothing was tossed around the floor, along with various replacement parts to the water filtration system he’d been attempting to repair. He thought it would be a simple fix, but as it turned out, it wasn’t.

      Stacked crates of various supplies blocked the mess of his desk from sight, and there was a distinct smell of burning rubber coming from some hanging wires in the ceiling above the shower, which could be seen because, like the door to his room, it had also stopped functioning. He had to tear it down. Also, not to mention the questionable stain in the center of the floor.

      “Oh my God, Daece. Are you kidding me right now?” His Miranda had pulled away and inched toward the bed, pulling the blanket back. “I thought you said pillows were difficult to acquire!”

      Daeceon coughed. “They are.”

      Miranda gestured angrily to the pile of pillows. “How many freaking pillows do you need? You couldn’t spare more than two? Yeah, so about this new deal? I want at least one of these for each of my friends.”

      Daeceon could scarcely believe his own sight. He’d wanted it but never truly thought he’d see her standing so close to his sleeping platform, the same platform he’d laid in night after night, thinking of nothing but her. And yet, there she was, bent over. Her beautiful behind on display, lace sweeping between the twin globes of her cheeks. Daeceon tore his shirt from his chest, his breaths sawing out of his lungs hotly. “You can have three.”

      She blinked, her eyes catching on the ridged lines of his chest. Her pert mouth dropped open and Daeceon smothered a groan, then hastily plucked at the buttons of his slacks. He watched the curve of her chest as it lifted erratically, thrusting her teats up in a way that caused sharp pains of need to spike through his cock.

      “Three what?” she asked absentmindedly.

      “Pillows,” he rasped, as she took in his bare form with glazed eyes. He fisted his cock, enjoying the flush brightening her skin.

      Miranda blinked, seeming to shake herself. “Pillows, right. Three’s not enough, unless you mean three each.”

      “Absolutely not.”

      This was not the way Daeceon had anticipated his evening. He didn’t give a vrakk about pillows, aside from the fact he didn’t want to be sharing his things with the other females aboard. As far as he was concerned, he would be dumping the unnecessary weight at the first opportunity.

      “Shhh. We can figure that out later. Sit on my bed.”

      “What? Not yet! What about the clothes for my friends?”

      “Later.”

      “No, now. You stole them from Earth, and all we have is underwear.”

      “They came willingly,” he corrected.

      “Only because they were trying to save me from you!”

      “They still chased after me of their own free will. I did not take them.”

      She gaped at him and Daeceon grinned, because even he could tell she couldn’t stay mad at him. He knew male appreciation when he saw it.

      “Clothes, now,” she countered.

      “After,” he said firmly once again.

      Frowning, she crossed her arms. “I want to renegotiate.”

      “No.”

      “You were hiding valuable information!” she accused. “Lying! I can’t trust you’ll give them to me after!”

      He snorted. He was a merchant at heart. Of course she couldn’t trust him. “A deal has been struck and you are not upholding your end. There is no room for renegotiating.”

      A strange light came into her eyes and she suddenly climbed onto his bed, lying back stiffly against his many fluffy pillows.

      The sight of her there…

      Daeceon squeezed the base of his cock to keep himself from exploding prematurely.

      “Is this what you want?” his beautiful female asked, revealing a peek at the smooth skin of her thighs. Daeceon weaved on his feet, his mouth watering. “Or you just want me to weave an imaginary picture?”

      The nerves in his brain misfired and Daeceon dropped to one knee at the end of the bed. “You will let me see you?”

      “Wait, what?”

      “The alternative to the imaginary is the real thing,” he rasped out. “You can have all the vrakking clothes and pillows you want if you allow me to see you.”

      Miranda’s chest rose and fell rapidly. “You think that’s all I’m worth? Pillows and clothes?”

      His beautiful, smart, conniving female. “Pillows, soap…What else do you want?”

      “Anything?” She arched her brow and Daeceon could feel she was about to ask for something big. He didn’t care though. To be rid of the lace hiding her sex from him...

      “Anything.”

      “I want to go home.”

      “Anything but that.”

      She folded her arms across her chest, sitting up on the bed. “Then I want nothing and you get nothing.”

      Panic climbing in his throat, Daeceon nearly wept as his cock throbbed painfully. “For now,” he offered. “It is not possible now.”

      “Then when?”

      “We are on course to Pinkox-Nine while we…er, wait out your planet’s military. There, I will meet with a client and if you still wish to return home, then—”

      “Deal,” she said, cutting him off quickly.

      Chest inflating with anticipation, his already hard cock thickened with the need for release. He ripped open his pants, wrapping his fist around the base. “Let me see you,” he rasped.

      Miranda relaxed back and lifted the edge of her lacey covering, revealing a peek at the shadow between her toned thighs. A little higher and Daeceon could just make out the scrap of fabric covering the lips of her sex.

      There was no stopping it. Daeceon was already too wound up just having her in his room, feet away, revealing a body he’d only dreamed about before this moment. Smothering a shout behind clamped teeth, his hips bucked forward and his seed spurted forth in long, thick streams, smacking against the floor. Panting for air, he gaped at the mess, and then at her.

      “Did you just—”

      “No,” he barked, mind whirring with embarrassment. “No, I did not.”

      Unbelievably, he was still hard.

      “Are you sure?” She lifted up to her knees on the bed, and began to shuffle forward as if to look over the edge.

      Daeceon could not allow her to see his shame. With a quick glance to the side, he tossed a discarded shirt over the mess and stood, crawling on the bed.

      She stopped, retreating with wide eyes. “What are you doing?”

      “I want a better view,” he said, forcing himself to appear relaxed as he lounged at the end of the bed, lazily rolling his hand. “Continue.”

      Eyeing him dubiously, Miranda reclaimed her spot, and with one quick flick of her wrist, lifted the covering clear over her head, baring not only the scrap of lace between her thighs, but her bare breasts as well.

      Daeceon pressed a fisted hand against his mouth, unable to tear his eyes away from the sight of her pebbled nipples.

      “No touching,” she whispered, watching him with careful eyes.

      Daeceon said nothing. Promised nothing.

      There would be touching. Lots and lots of touching.
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      I forced myself to relax. This was not how all this was supposed to go.

      Not. At. All.

      When I first agreed to the trade, I’d thought I’d be coaxing Daece into a state of relaxation like I did with all my clients—from afar and on the phone. But then the sneaky alien managed to convince me that this was the better deal. And like some drug addicted fiend, I agreed.

      Then something even worse happened. That stupid secret part of me, the one I’d buried so deep I could pretend it didn’t exist—the one that actually wanted to be here with Daece—burst out and seized control.

      With my arms lying casually on the bed at my side, I spread my thighs in a daring invitation. I had not anticipated the feelings that accompanied seeing Daece this way. Nude. On display. Completely. All that red skin begging to be touched.

      Was I a weirdo because I found his alieness hot? Was it strange that the faded tattooed markings on his skin turned me on? That, though he had horns and fangs and sharp claws and a freaking tail, I was squirming for him to touch me?

      My mouth watered unexpectedly when I caught sight of his cock. Long and thick with a wide head, it pulled my attention and I couldn’t stop staring. The purple crown had a delicious dip that tempted my tongue.

      I tried to shake my illicit thoughts away. He was an alien.

      Sex was not on the table.

      But it could be.

      No…

      Yes.

      His cock was fucking purple for fuck’s sake. And not like a little purple. Like full-on grape Kool-Aid that burst through the living room wall purple.

      That should not turn me on. I should not be fantasizing of taking him into my mouth and dipping my tongue into that weeping slit to taste his arousal, to see if it was as sweet and delicious as he looked.

      What the hell is wrong with me?

      His thighs flexed under my perusal and a nearly unbearable heat flushed beneath my skin. I licked my lips, attempting to refocus my thoughts. This was all about him. To get him off, and then I’d get…soap? And pillows. Yeah…it was ridiculous. This entire situation was bordering on unbelievable, if not a shit ton of scandalous.

      “What are you thinking?” he asked, his low voice shattering the weighted silence in the room.

      This is your job, Olivia, I reminded myself. I could do this and keep myself separated. Sure, it was a little unorthodox. I’d never been in the same room as a client before. Never laid eyes on them as I walked them through their fantasies. Never witnessed the aftermath.

      But then again, I’d never wanted to either. At least not until now.

      Eyelids fluttering, I watched him under hooded lids as he shifted at the end of the bed, his hands clenched at his sides.

      “Touch yourself,” I ordered him, ignoring his question. I still felt a little uneasy, a little shy, but that was only because I’d never had anyone witnessing my bad acting at being a temptress in person. It was a lot easier to pretend when they couldn’t see your face. When they didn’t know you were actually at home, lazily whisking up batter for a cake, or lying on a couch in a ridiculous cow onesie watching TV.

      Daece’s eyes flashed with heat and I held myself very still, refusing to show any reaction, as one of his hands curled around that big cock and began lazily stroking up and down.

      “Harder,” I purred, grasping at my role. “Faster.”

      He did as I commanded, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he jacked his cock in a way that I would have thought painful, but it only seemed to heighten his excitement. Nipples tight from the chill in the air and his unwavering attention, my fingers flexed with the need to attend to them. I would not touch myself. I would not.

      “Y-you need to come?” I asked, my voice stuttering. Something was building up inside me. A restlessness that had always seemed to simmer in my belly when talking to Daece.

      He nodded frantically, the curled horns atop his head gleaming in the light above. “Yes, already I need release. It is unending since I’ve laid eyes on you.”

      “You want to touch me?” I asked, the line so familiar and practiced it came out before I could stop it.

      “Yes,” Daece rasped, his gaze flared with need. “I must touch you.”

      Closing my eyes and blocking the sight of him kneeling there, shaking with anticipation to pounce with one word from me, I tried to remember why all of this was very bad. Why I shouldn‘t let him touch me. To ignore the devilish voice inside the back of my mind that dared me to let him.

      “Your hand is creeping up my thigh,” I said aloud, closing my eyes as if I were in my own fantasy. Unfortunately, the object of my latest was currently masturbating a foot from me. “My skin is soft and warm.”

      “Is it?” he asked with a hungry growl, the words biting out of him.

      I couldn’t help but open my eyes to meet his gaze. His hand stopped, and his knuckles were near white for how tight he was squeezing the base of his cock.

      “Y-yes.” My own hand whispered up the skin of my thigh. He tracked its movement with an unwavering, heated stare. “Keep going.”

      Daece grunted, hunching his shoulders and resuming the forceful jerks in an attempt to satiate his lust.

      I flattened my hand at the top of my thigh, refusing to move it higher no matter how badly I wanted to. “I’m touching you now,” I whispered. “My hand is on your chest and my breasts are brushing your arm.”

      His arm flexed violently, as if reaching for me.

      Mind fogging, I tried to summon some decorum, but I could not tear my eyes away from his broad shoulders, the dips and valleys of his ripped chest, or the muscles in his thighs as they tightened with the need to fuck his own fist.

      “Now I’m taking over for you, Daece. My hand is curling around your cock. It’s smaller, softer. You love it and hate it. You need to fuck me so bad.”

      He cursed viciously and dropped down lower until his elbow was resting on the bed, with his head so low he was now staring directly at the juncture of my thighs. I felt his stare linger. I felt him searching and learning every part of me hidden from him. His body bucked, his hips punching forward as he jacked himself off with quick, rough strokes.

      I stiffened. It took everything I had to force myself to stay still as I became enraptured with the feral relief twisting his face. I throbbed uncomfortably and in an attempt to cool the ache, I dug my nails into the tops of my thighs. Not completely uncommon when talking to Daece, but I’d never felt it this strongly before.

      This is bad. So bad.

      “You are wet,” he rumbled in a voice that both infuriated and thrilled me. It was cocky. Arrogant. Knowing. His eyes were fastened on my panties and the slickness was growing there.

      “No, I’m not,” I lied. Ridiculous. It was obvious that I was, but I couldn’t bring myself to admit it out loud. Admit that I was, in fact, aroused. That I was enjoying myself in this moment with a stranger. An alien stranger who had kidnapped me.

      I needed to snap the fuck out of it.

      “You are,” he purred, grinning wide and unrepentant. “My female needs release.”

      “Worry about yourself,” I hissed, curling my hands into fists. “This isn’t about me.”

      Daeceon crawled closer, prowling up the bed, his head ducked low as he met my eyes and licked his lips. “One touch,” he rapped out. “One touch and I will give you every last bar of soap on this ship.”

      “Daece,” I warned quietly. “Back away.”

      He tore his eyes from mine with effort, staring at my trembling thighs. “Please,” he rasped. “One touch.”

      God, he sounded so needy.

      Almost as needy as I felt.

      I shut my eyes, blocking out the sight of the sexy as fuck alien begging to touch me. I didn’t think I’d ever been so turned on in my life. But before I could properly think it through, the words were falling from my lips unbidden. “One touch.”

      Daece released a hungry growl and my eyes sprang open as he pounced on me.

      Eager hands curled around my thighs and tugged, dragging me down the bed. Gasping, I stared at him as he spread my thighs wide and ducked down. Then he flattened his tongue against the wet lace covering my most intimate place.

      I groaned, long and loud as my toes curled, and my own needy sounds of pleasure echoed in the room. He held his hot tongue there, hungry eyes piercing me as his chest rumbled with pure male satisfaction.

      “Again?” he asked.

      I nodded frantically, reaching for that euphoric feeling he’d so easily drawn out of me. He grinned triumphantly and flicked his tongue out to lap at me again.

      “More,” I rasped, dropping my head back. My spine curled, thrusting my breasts up into the air.

      Daece did as I ordered with ravenous, sexy rumbles. Holding my thighs wide, he waited for my request. Over and over, I ordered him to lick me. Again and again and again, until I was writhing below him, my fingers tangling into the sheets.

      Impatiently, I ripped away the lace impeding his hot tongue. Daece growled in approval, slicking his tongue up the bare skin now available to him. My breath hitching, I sat up to grab hold of something and found the two wide horns sprouting from his forehead. Latching onto them with force, I urged him closer. His body bucked at the touch and a broken curse left his mouth.

      He went wild.

      His claws bit into the flesh of my thighs and he yanked me tighter to his mouth. He no longer waited for my next command. Instead, he gorged himself as if he were starving. As if I was the only thing that could sate his hunger.

      I cried out his name, a wave of desperate need fueling my actions while I held his horns tight. I was close, so very close. A brewing storm of euphoria quaked under my skin as I watched his taut ass flex and release while he humped the bed, his hips hammering into the sheets. He sucked my clit into his mouth, scraping his fangs against the throbbing bundle of flesh.

      I screamed, on the precipice…

      And then an odd chime echoed in the room, nearly tearing away my release.

      Daece continued to lash his tongue against my clit with hungry growls.

      My chest tightened and my mind fractured. I climbed higher again.

      A robotic voice shattered the tension. “Incoming call.”

      I froze and gaped at the ceiling.

      Daece sat up, absentmindedly petting my clit with a blunt finger. “Deny call.”

      “Incoming call,” the robotic voice announced again.

      “Deny. Call.” He trapped my clit between two thick knuckles, which tore a whine of frustration out of me. I jerked him back down with my grip on his horns.

      Daece grinned, his tongue right there, and then…

      “Call Accepted.”

      Daece froze, horror dawning. “What? No!”
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      “Daeceon!” A feminine voice reverberated through the room, dousing my arousal in ice-cold horror. “I’ve been calling all day!”

      “Computer, end call!” Daece shouted in dismay. “End it right now!”

      “Daeceon!” the female barked. “I know you are not hanging up on me again.”

      “Not now, Mother!” he roared, his sweat-slicked chest flushed a deep crimson as he snarled up at the ceiling.

      “I can’t believe your mother is calling,” I hissed, frantically kicking and backing away from him. Flipping onto my side, I dug around the sheets for my nighty, as well as my dignity.

      Reality snapped back into place, and my entire body flushed with mortification. I couldn’t believe what was happening. That I’d allowed Daece to touch me in a way that made me wonder why I hadn’t been the one begging him all this time. And then the moment had been abruptly severed by this interloper. His fucking mother of all people.

      “Do not shout at me! You have been pushing me away and I will not tolerate it any longer. I told you as much the last time we spoke,” the angry female said, continuing to berate Daece.

      “And I told you I would come visit after my next job.”

      “When Daeceon? When?”

      Daece looked down and caught my wide, horrified stare. A wince spread across his features as he reached for me with what I could only interpret as desperation, but I scrambled away and held onto the frame of his bed to steady my unbalanced feet.

      “Hang up,” I hissed. Unwilling to sit here with my ass out while his mother berated him for not calling enough, I jabbed a finger in his direction. “I’m not sitting here half naked with your mom on the phone!”

      A shocked gasp came through the line. “Is there a female with you?”

      Inching toward the door, I hastily searched the room. “Oh my God. Please tell me she can’t see us.”

      “Blasted comm’s unit! This ship never does what I tell it!” Daece roared to the ceiling as if it was going to grow hands and sever the call for him. Behind him, his tail lashed violently with his agitation, slapping at everything within reach. Clothes and tools crashed together, knocking other alien things aside and whipping others across the room.

      I pressed myself against the wall to stay out of the way of the flying debris.

      “What is her name?” his mother cried happily, obviously ignoring her son’s plight. “Where is she? Let me see her.”

      “Don’t answer that,” I shouted, glaring at Daece as he turned to reach for me again. I noticed he almost seemed stuck in the sense that he couldn’t decide between arguing with his mother or touching me.

      When I caught sight of his deflating cock, I stifled an amused laugh. Daece narrowed his eyes in warning, but my laughter kept bubbling up. The entire situation was too ridiculous. Like a bad sitcom.

      “I will call you back,” he growled.

      “No, turn on your screen. Introduce me to your female,” his bossy mother demanded.

      Fear lanced through me and without a second thought, I dashed from Daece’s room before he had a chance to protest and slipped into the hall.

      Thankfully, the hall was clear.

      I breathed a sigh of relief while I sagged against his door to catch my breath. Behind me, I could still hear Daece’s continued argument with his mother and I let out another half horrified, half amused chuckle. As quickly as I could, I bent over and slipped my legs through the holes of my panties, shimming them up and past my thighs.

      “Olivia?”

      I stiffened and slowly turned my head to gape in horror. Caught red-handed.

      “What happened?” Victoria dashed toward me, a concerned frown on her face. “Are you okay?”

      “What are you doing lurking in the halls?” I shouted back defensively.

      “Sorry, I just…” she mumbled quietly, her voice trailing off. “Why are you…what happened to your underwear? Oh my God, you slept with him!”

      “I did not!”

      In hindsight, I realized it probably wasn’t my greatest idea to leap into the hallway half nude, but I didn’t want to stick around for Daece’s mother to catch us in bed together.

      “You did too! This is your walk of shame!”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I hissed, my face burning. It was bad enough that Daece and I had been caught by his mother, but to have one of my best friend’s witnessing this…it was all too much. I felt myself beginning to crack under the pressure.

      Victoria folded her arms across her stomach and pointedly raised one blonde brow.

      Play it cool. Deep breaths. Just play it cool.

      “I, uh, was freshening up.”

      Victoria scoffed, rolling her eyes. “You can do better than that.”

      “I was going to find the laundry room?”

      “A laundry room on this spaceship? Are you sure it would even work? Come on, Olivia.”

      “No…probably not.” With a groan, I covered my heated face with both palms. “Oh God, I nearly slept with him.”

      Victoria made a pitying sound of concern and rushed to my side, patting down my embarrassing sex hair. “Oh sweety, this is really tangled.”

      Wincing when a few strands were not so gently snagged from my head, I reached up and attempted to untangle some of the knots myself.

      “This is going to require more than a quick brushing. Come on, let’s go get you cleaned up and then we can talk.” Victoria locked her arm around mine, pulling me away from Daece’s room and back toward the bunk room. “Without prying ears to listen in on us.”

      As I followed Victoria’s lead, I relaxed a little. Talking sounded good. There was a ton of shit I suddenly needed to get off my chest.

      “MIRANDA!” Daece bellowed. Suddenly, he ripped open his door and stomped into the hall.

      “I can’t look at him right now,” I begged, dragging Victoria behind me.

      His heavy gait echoed as he chased after us and he shouted my name once more before we reached the safety of the bunk room. Victoria and I raced inside, slamming the door closed behind us just as we heard the rest of our friends crowding into the hall, wanting to know what the hell was going on.

      I could only imagine their confusion. They thought I was going over there to make a trade. Instead, this was the result.

      “OUT OF MY WAY!” Daece roared. It was easy to picture his massive frame barreling his way through my swarming friends, scowling face and all.

      “Does this thing lock?” I asked, panicked, stabbing at the random buttons on the panel. Sometimes Daece issued verbal commands, sometimes he didn’t. But they didn’t seem that complicated either way.

      Why can’t I figure out this stupid lock?

      “Like this.” Victoria came to my side and gently tugged me out of the way with a wary glance. “See, nice and easy. Alicia figured that one out last night. She might be a brat, but she can use that brain of hers when warranted.”

      Just as Victoria slid the nearly visible lock in place, a heavy weight barreled into it from the other side. “MIRANDA! I KNOW YOU’RE IN THERE.”

      Victoria chuckled uneasily, tugging me well away from the door. “He’s a little high maintenance.”

      I snorted, reluctant humor clouding my mortification for all that had transpired with Daece in the last hour. “He’s not going to go away. Not until he gets what he wants.”

      And the only thing Daece wanted apparently was me.

      Victoria threw her shoulders back and scowled. “You leave him to me.”

      “Good luck.”

      As the arrogant male continued to hammer away at the door, Victoria stomped over to it with the cool air of authority she was known for. Too many shady clients had given her a spine of steel. “You listen here, mister! Right now, my girl and I need to have a chat. And we can’t think with all that racket!”

      Shockingly, Daece ceased his incessant banging. Well, that went easier than what I expected…I could have sworn he would have at least put up a fig—

      “I will have a chat as well,” he replied calmly. Too calmly.

      Victoria snorted, shaking her head. “It’s girl talk, buddy. No boys allowed.”

      “I am no boy,” he growled. “Let me in.”

      “Cool that temper and grab some patience, or Olivia is never leaving this room again!” She shrugged as I shot her a look of dismay. Daece didn’t know my real name! And I wasn’t fucking telling him now, not after all this shit. “If you don’t march your big red ass away right now, we’re going to have some problems.”

      “Olivia? I want Miranda.”

      Victoria scowled at me with clear disappointment on her face. “I meant Miranda!” Then she hissed, “I can’t believe you’re still lying about your name.”

      “I haven’t had a chance to tell him,” I whispered back, biting her lip. I was going to…but then his fucking mother called!

      I would tell him since I had no real reason not to tell him. My only excuse was that I hadn’t wanted to tell him yet.

      “What do you think he’s going to do when he finds out the truth?”

      “I don’t know…” I paused to mull it over for a second. I didn’t really think it was that big of a deal. All operators used an alias. “I mean, it’s just a name. I can’t see why he would care about something like that.”

      “You have twenty minutes,” Daece finally barked. “And not a moment longer.”

      Groaning, I slumped against the wall.

      “You heard the guy.” Victoria tsk’d, shooing me up toward the water hose at the back of the room. “You smell like sex. The other’s will know what you’ve been up to unless you wash off.”

      “I don’t care! Nothing matters anymore! Daece and I nearly had sex! I can’t even think about anything else right now!”

      I’d finally lost it. I couldn’t take it anymore. I didn’t know what was up or what was down. I just wanted to find a hole to crawl inside and wait the next decade out in peace.

      “Stop whining, drama queen, and take off your clothes unless you want to get them all soaked,” Victoria ordered.

      It took me a few minutes of serious pouting and Victoria’s stern glare to realize I was acting like a child, but that didn’t stop me from sulking while I stripped down to nothing and stepped into the pathetically barren wash station. Devoid of anything homely, it resembled something out of a prison, and yet I could no longer blame the others for fighting over the shower in the other room. It was…dehumanizing.

      “Let’s just get this over with before Daece breaks down another door.”

      Turning the knob on full blast, a pathetically thin stream trickled out of the hose.

      “What the—?” Victoria held it up. “Doesn’t anything on this ship work?”

      “Now you’re starting to sound like Alicia.” I chuckled dryly. I picked up the hose and allowed the water to peeter out against my hands. It was freezing, like shards of ice peppering my palms, but I gritted my teeth and began scrubbing Daece’s lingering scent from my skin.

      “Now talk,” Victoria ordered. “What happened?”

      Swallowing thickly, even as I trembled beneath the cold spray, I searched for words that would explain the clusterfuck that was Daece and I.

      “I…I don’t know. It was supposed to be like any other call.”

      “But obviously it wasn’t.”

      “It started out fine, but then he took his pants off.”

      “Okay…”

      “He. Took. His. Pants. Off,” I reiterated pointedly.

      Victoria grinned. “He have a nice cock?”

      Sighing, I stared at the ceiling. “So nice.”

      “Nice nice, or niiiiiiiiice?”

      “Huge, thick, and purple. If that doesn’t sum it up, I don’t know what will.”

      “Purple? Really? He’s red.”

      “Yes.” I leaned into Victoria as if sharing a secret. “But his cock is purple.”

      “Did you touch it?” Victoria’s grin grew and encompassed her face. I could tell this conversation was about to spiral way out of control.

      “Oh, stop.” I moved the hose to spray water at her. “I thought you were here to comfort me and help me get these tangles out?”

      Sputtering, Victoria wiped at her face. “What? I’m curious! Can’t a woman be curious about alien dick?”

      “No!” I chuckled, ducking my head under the spray. “And I didn’t touch it.”

      “But you wanted to…” Victoria sang and I threatened her with the hose again. “Okay, okay.” She held her hands up in surrender. “I’m sorry.”

      The room went silent as I went back to scrubbing myself down. I wasn’t dirty and I didn’t really feel dirty, aside from my tangled hair, but despite the frigid temp I felt like I was washing Daece away in shame. Though I didn’t feel shameful for what we did.

      Should I feel ashamed for what Daece and I did together?

      Eventually, my friend broke the silence with another question. “So…you seem upset. Wanna tell me what happened?”

      “I’m not upset…it’s just…well…one minute I was instructing him and he was really into it, but then I started to get into it too, and then he asked to touch me…” I swallowed again as the memory of it all resurfaced in my mind so vividly that it was like I was actually there again. There in his bed with his dark eyes consuming me whole. “And…I let him.”

      “I bet you did,” Victoria snickered, finally returning her attention to my hair.

      “I didn’t mean to. He asked and I slipped up. The next thing I knew he had his tongue halfway up my hoo-ha.”

      “But you were into it?” Victoria was barely able to restrain her knowing grin.

      I chewed on my lower lip, hesitating, but I received a pointed stare which practically demanded the answer straight out of me.

      “Yes,” I finally admitted. “I liked it, alright. Are you happy now?”

      Victoria hummed. “But then why the hell did you run out into the hall?” she cautiously prodded. “You seemed freaked out. Did you regret it?”

      I grunted as I recalled the horrible interruption. “His mother called.”

      Victoria stared at me blankly, her eyelashes rapidly fluttering. “I’m sorry, what?”

      “His. Mother. Called,” I bit out, scrubbing my arms furiously. “I was about to come and his fucking mother called right in the middle of it all!”

      “Holy shit,” Victoria exclaimed, then let out a sound of shocked pity. “I wasn’t expecting that. Honestly? When you stumbled out of his room, I was half ready to go in there and whoop his ass or something.”

      “No, no, it’s nothing like that at all. Just us fooling around and his mother interrupting us right before we got to the good stuff.”

      Victoria shook her head. “Talk about terrible timing.”

      “The worst!” I cried in frustration. “And he answered her! He was going to introduce me to her with my vagina just hanging out for all the universe to see.”

      “I WAS NOT!” Daeceon bellowed.

      “STOP EAVESDROPPING,” Victoria and I barked simultaneously.

      “COME OUT OF THERE AND I WILL NOT STOP LICKING YOU UNTIL YOU BEG ME!”

      I caught myself taking a step toward the door, my lower belly already tightening with the possibility of his hands on me again, but Victoria tugged me back with a disbelieving scowl and answered for me.

      “NOT ON YOUR LIFE, DAECE!”

      “Miranda?” he asked softly, coaxing me closer.

      I wavered, my mind torn between Victoria’s scolding stare and Daeceon’s tempting offer. I felt pulled in two different directions, yet didn’t know how to choose, didn’t know how I was ever going to face him again. But not for the same reasons I may have thought before. Not solely because I was angry with him or wanted something from him. Instead, I may very well spontaneously combust with wanting him.

      There was a loud thump against the door, followed by an unending amount of silence that was nearly suffocating. A silence that Alicia’s distant voice broke.

      “Hey! Where’s our soap!”
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      “Hey! Where’s our soap!” Alicia shouted at him, jabbing her pointed finger into his side.

      Daeceon narrowed his eyes on the annoying female, unwilling to move even an inch from the door that separated him from his Miranda. She’d asked for time to talk alone, and he had given it to her. Twenty minutes burned up long ago, yet she still hadn’t emerged.

      “Go away,” he muttered, hammering his fist on the door. “Miranda!”

      “I was promised soap, buddy. I want my damn soap.”

      Daeceon ignored the insect at his side and leaned in closer to press his ear against the barrier. Miranda’s faint voice threaded through. “One minute!”

      Another minute of torture.

      “Don’t come out until he gives us our soap,” Alicia ordered.

      “And clothes!” the one behind him added.

      Muttering a curse, Daeceon scowled at the lot of them. “You will get your vrakking soap humans. Patience.”

      A chorus of irritated sighs burned through his ears but it was the hesitant voice of his delicious female that left him weak at the knees.

      “Uh, Daece?”

      “Yes, Anelii?”

      “I’ll come out, but you have to get us all the things you promised first.”

      Grumbling, Daeceon ignored Alicia’s triumphant grin. “Fine. Don’t leave until I return.”

      He didn’t understand the humans’ obsession with all those useless things, but if it made his Miranda happy, then he would take a quick trip back to his room and collect everything he’d already accumulated for them. Then he would escort his female back to his room so they could resume where they’d left off.

      “You don’t need to follow me,” Daeceon growled as the red-haired female trailed behind him.

      “You’re not getting rid of me until I get my damn soap.”

      Entering the room, Daeceon bit back an irritated huff of air as Alicia followed him inside. He did not like seeing any other humans in this room other than his Miranda. Having her there cast a dark cloud over the atmosphere in his cabin. Any presence in this room was only served to remind him of the one he’d lost. Moments ago, he’d had Miranda right there on his bed and now she was back to avoiding him. He’d lost her writhing beneath him, his name a chant on her lips.

      Irritated, he glared at the intruder. “Out.”

      “No way. How do I know you won’t jip us?” she muttered, stepping closer to see what he was doing.

      Daeceon thrust out his arm to stop her from getting closer. “I won’t.”

      She huffed. “And I should just trust you of all aliens?”

      He didn’t understand the point she was trying to make, but rather than waste his day arguing with her, he simply agreed.

      “Exactly.” Tossing everything into a pile, he tied it together in a loose sheet and dropped the sack at her feet, hoping it would be enough to silence her annoying demands.

      “As if—” He slammed the door shut on her protest, only then realizing he needed to be on the other side. Ripping the door back open, he scowled as Alicia smirked at him and stomped down through the hall with an elated beat to her steps.

      When Daeceon made his way back to the old bunk area the humans were lodging in, he discovered that his Miranda had escaped. Now, it appeared she was locked behind her room.

      Several females stood outside the door, barring him from entering.

      “Move.”

      “She needs time,” Victoria, the one who’d at first kept her away from him, said with her arms crossed. Her stiff posture held a warning.

      “Why does she need time?” he demanded. “I have brought soap.”

      The female leaned in discreetly whilst eyeing the others. “You know why.”

      No. He did not know. Females were infuriating with their riddles and misleading words.

      “She is needing me,” he claimed arrogantly. Even from here, with a wall separating them, he could smell her. “I am her male and you will not keep me from attending to my female.”

      “She does not need you.”

      “We were interrupted,” he growled through a tight jaw. “She needs release. I will not have her suffer.”

      I need it too.

      He thought he’d hungered for her before he’d collected her from her back water planet, but now that he’d had a taste of her? There were no words to describe how much he ached for her now.

      The female, Victoria, strangely smacked her hands across her face as the others released shocked gasps.

      “A little privacy, Daece, will go a long way with Miranda.”

      “She fucked him?” a female, the small one—Penny—asked, her voice scandalized. “I didn’t think she had it in her.”

      “She didn’t fuck him,” Victoria muttered with exasperation. “Mind your own business, would you?”

      “She would have!” Daeceon hollered on the end of an irritated roar.

      He knew she would have. How could she not? Her body practically sang for him and her desire clung to the air, filling his room and then lingering in the hall long after she’d gone. There was no denying it, not when—even now—he could smell her. If his vrakking dam had not comm’d, his Miranda would still be writhing beneath him as he sank into her tight sheath.

      A groan escaped him.

      “Daece.” Victoria stepped forward. She rested her small palm on his arm and guided him away from the other females. Daeceon reluctantly followed, his eyes lingering on the door. “Give her some time, buddy. Forcing yourself on her is not going to help the situation.”

      He lowered his voice to match hers, despite that he knew the others were still attempting to overhear their conversation. “And if I give her this time, she will come to me on her own?”

      “It can’t hurt to try,” she said softly. “Do you really want to drive her away? Wouldn’t you rather she came to you because she wanted to see you?”

      He thought about it for a moment. Did he really want to keep bribing her for her time and attention? Not really. He never had to coerce her into anything during any of their calls. She was always eager to speak to him. Daeceon didn’t understand what had changed.

      He missed that carefree side of her. He missed her soft teasing and seductive purrs. He wanted his Miranda to look upon him as he’d imagined all this time, with the same desperation he felt for her.

      “Will you at least give her this?” he asked, holding out a soft tunic he wore often. It was his favorite, the threading worn to silk. But it held his scent and more than anything, he wanted his female to smell of him.

      The human Victoria smiled as she carefully took the gift from his hands. “I will deliver it straight away. Just be patient, big guy.”

      With his heart and body tugging him toward Miranda, he reluctantly turned away. His mind could only lead him from this point on. He could not allow emotion to rule his responses if he truly wanted to care for Miranda.

      At least until she finds a mate, he assured himself but it lacked conviction.
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      Two Days Later…

      

      “Hey, Daeceon.” Alicia attempted to sneak up behind him, which was another futile attempt at startling him. Over the past few days, it had become her favorite new habit. “I’ll take those.”

      She reached into his arms and pulled away a few of his gifts for Miranda.

      “That is not for you,” Daeceon growled, but unfortunately, it seemed his snarling demeanor was lost on her as she was no longer afraid of him.

      Twirling the soft cloth around the end of her finger, Alicia lazily gazed at what he was holding. “She doesn’t need this much shit. Share the wealth a little.”

      “It is not about needs, female. It is about wants. And I want Miranda to have all that she desires.”

      The female snorted and sneered. “Miranda.”

      “Yes, Miranda,” he repeated with confusion, reattaching the lid to a trunk.

      Alicia rolled her eyes. “Boys are so dumb. Anyway, do you have any more soap? We’re almost out.”

      “No. Use what you have sparingly.”

      Already tired with the conversation, Daeceon carefully pushed past her and the stack of trunks lining the wall. Now that he had found exactly what he was looking for, he was eager to drop off more gifts to the one female who could never annoy him.

      He’d found Oori threads in the crates below deck, a shipment abandoned by a deceased patron, which was something he could not easily resell. The threads were beautiful and delicate, just like his Miranda, but of little value due to the Oori’s deceptive history. Daeceon hoped his sharing them with her would bring her closer to him. He’d only seen flashes of her recently, which was not nearly enough to satisfy him.

      As Victoria had instructed him, Daeceon stayed away to give Miranda time. At first, he didn’t understand why such a thing was necessary, but now he did. She wasn’t ready to admit what her body wanted. Him.

      At times, Daeceon struggled. Particularly whenever her soft voice tickled his ears and made his cock spring to life. But despite the difficulty, he did not force himself in her path, or demand time alone with her. Nor did he make any attempts to pull her back into his bed. Instead, in his own way, he wooed her from afar and gifted her with everything her heart could possibly desire—in hopes of softening her toward him—including space.

      He finally had her on his ship but it felt as if they were always apart.

      “Hey, wait up. I need to talk to you!” Alicia’s obnoxious footsteps chased after him.” Don’t you walk away from me, you big, red brute.”

      “Go away.” This one was not Miranda and so he had no desire to speak to her. If he would allow her, she would talk him toward insanity.

      “You need to return us to Earth.” Ignorantly, she leaped in front of him, blocking his access to the hall. Her eyes flashed with defiance as she crossed her arms over her chest and jutted out her chin. “It’s been several days. I’m sure it’s safe to take us back.”

      “As I’ve already explained—” With an annoyed grunt, Daeceon attempted to pass her, but the tiny human somehow managed to hold her ground and keep him blocked in. “Regardless of the danger,” he tried again, this time with a little more force, “your human defenses may or may not pose, we are currently en route to Pinkox-Nine, where I will meet with a client. Then, and only then, will we discuss the terms of your return.”

      “Terms of your return,” the shrew mocked him with a caustic tone. “I want off this piece of shit you call a ship!”

      Like a petulant child, she stomped her foot against the ground and finally, for the first time in several days, Daeceon was the one who felt triumphant. It felt surprisingly good to best the human whose sole purpose in life was to make him jump out of an airlock.

      “Well, it seems you are the only one wishing to leave my glorious vessel.”

      The fire-headed female was the only one who continued to hound him at all hours of the day, following him around like a lost triiik without its mother’s teat, determined to be as vexing as possible. He’d never dealt with a more irksome creature in all his life.

      “We all want off this ship.”

      Daeceon stopped abruptly and held his breath.

      The female’s small form slammed into his spine from behind, but Daeceon didn’t feel it. His mind was suddenly overcome with panic.

      “Shit,” she gasped as she teetered behind him, leveraging herself against the wall before she fell on her bottom. Angry, she tossed him another battle-hardened scowl.

      Daeceon returned one in kind. He already knew his Miranda wanted nothing more than to go back home. The reminder was unnecessary. Every time he thought of it, his gut clenched. It was near impossible to focus on anything else other than how he was going to change her mind.

      “I can see the smoke coming out of your ears, bud. Try not to think so hard.”

      With a grimace, Daeceon snapped out of his dreadful thoughts and shook his head in mock pity. “I do not see any of the others hounding me to be released.”

      This one may be tenaciously focused on returning to Earth—when she was not tinkering with vital ship components. The others, however, were content with exploring the ship and leaving him be.

      “Where are your companions, I wonder?” Daeceon asked snidely, aiming to rile her. Oh, but he knew. He’d been keeping track of them as they wreaked havoc across his ship.

      “They’re traumatized,” Alicia muttered petulantly. “They can’t be held accountable for their actions right now. Unlike you.”

      “Traumatized?” Daceon scoffed, pleased as the female’s face turned a blotchy shade of red. Now he saw the appeal in pestering her, like she so often did to him.

      “Yeah,” she drawled, her eyes flashing with rage. “Some alien dickhead abducted us from our planet and forced us to confront a heap of existential crisis’. A real gem, that guy.”

      Daeceon held back a snort. He hadn’t observed any signs of trauma. The humans scampered around as if they owned his vessel, getting their hands into every crate and storage chest he had lying around. They were thieves. The whole lot of them, just little thieves. Though strangely enough, he found it oddly charming how they were amassing hoards of strange trinkets in their rooms, as if they were planning on selling it later. Perhaps they had a future in black market dealings as well.

      “You are wasting my time.” Daeceon shook his head to clear it of her nonsensical response and strode forward, then rounded a corner. Miranda’s room was just down the hall and he wanted to deliver his next gift before this one tried snagging it out of his hands.

      “Wasting your time? What about my time? This ship is slow as molasses! How long is it going to take to get to this Pinky place?”

      “Pinkox,” he corrected. “And my ship is not as slow as…. It is not slow!”

      “I hate to crush your dreams, pal, but your ship is fucking snail-slow and broken. It’s a busted turd pretending it can fly.”

      “It is good then,” he growled menacingly at her unfounded insults, “that I do not value the opinion of an angry nuisance.”

      “Can’t we repair it?” she continued over his anger. “You have an instruction manual for fuck’s sake!!”

      Daeceon scoffed. “There is no manual.”

      Alicia whipped out an old dusty ship’s manual and Daeceon couldn’t believe his eyes. The book was older than his dam. He could have sworn he tossed it in the trash solars ago.

      Why keep around something so archaic?

      “That old thing?” He snorted. “It’s useless.”

      “Maybe it’s useless to you. I can’t read a lick of it, but the pictures are pretty straightforward. A monkey could repair your ship with this. It has everything!” She shook the book by its spine until it fell open. Daeceon’s eyes narrowed on the confusing photographs of his engine room.

      Uneasy, Daeceon stared at the female. “You cannot access the engine room without my assistance.”

      “What about the giant, hazardous hole in the floor?”

      Daeceon glared at the female. “It’s an access panel.”

      “Right, to the engine room.”

      “You stay out of there! Don’t go meddling around where you don’t belong.”

      She snorted with dry humor. “I used to fix up old cars with my pops.” Shrugging, she stormed away with determination. “This shit looks just like car parts. How hard can it be?”

      Daeceon felt a flash of alarm with her question and the underlying taunting humor.

      “No! No, it is not the same thing!”

      “Don’t worry, Red. I got this.”
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      “You’re going to wear a hole in the floor.”

      I paused, glancing at Maybelle from over my shoulder. “What? No, I’m not.”

      I was. I totally friggin’ was.

      “You’ve been pacing for the last hour,'' Maybelle said, studying me closely. There was something moving behind her eyes that made me want to curl up and protect my confused heart.

      “I have not.”

      Her lips twitched. “What do you call that then?”

      “Exercise?”

      Maybelle just shook her head, her lips curling in amusement. “Looks like nervous pacing to me.”

      “I’m not nervous. What makes you think I’m nervous? Do I look nervous?” I discreetly sniffed my underarms. I had a tendency to sweat when I was nervous…not that I was nervous because I wasn’t. “I have nothing to be nervous about.”

      Maybelle set aside the sheet she’d been sewing into a dress. We had stripped the bunks in the other room and cut the sheets down into long strips of fabric. And thanks to Maybelle’s expert sewing skills, we now had thin cotton dresses, some long flowing pants, and even some fresh underwear. Having clothes to cover up helped put tension at ease and with Penny off searching the ship for any other fabric that looked to be discarded—anything they thought Daece wouldn’t miss for Maybelle to use—there was a lot less bitching and arguing going around.

      “Are you sure about that?” she prodded inquisitively. “There wouldn’t perhaps be a certain alien male you’re anticipating a visit from?”

      Not wanting to reveal too much, I carefully schooled my face. “No.”

      Maybelle hummed thoughtfully and went back to her sewing.

      I resumed pacing, my attention now torn between the door and Maybelle’s causal calm.

      I was a little unnerved that Daeceon hadn’t stopped by yet today. Usually he was here before I’d even woken, with his arms full of all sorts of things. Gifts to make my stay a little more comfortable.

      I shared them with my friends of course, but there were a few things I kept just for myself. Daece’s shirts, for example, were completely off limits. They held his spicy, subtly smoky scent. Over my dead body would any of the others get their hands on them.

      Where is he? The uncertainty and break in schedule was driving me up the wall. Maybelle was right. If I didn’t get my shit together, I really was going to wear a hole in the floor.

      It wasn’t long before the silence became suffocating and I had no choice but to breach it for my own sanity. “It’s just…I just…”

      Why was this so hard?

      Maybelle patiently waited me out and patted the bed.

      With a heavy sigh, I strolled over and slumped down on the soft blanket beside her. “You’re going to think I’m crazy.”

      “After all those times you consoled me after Brandon and I had a fight? I don’t think so.”

      She just said Brandon without flinching. I was stunned. Had she been body snatched? Because while it certainly looked like her, it definitely wasn’t Maybelle.

      “He hasn’t come by today,” I said slowly, not wanting to draw attention to her accomplishment and embarrass her.

      Fingers deftly threading the needle through the cotton, Maybelle cast me a commiserating smile. “Maybe he’s busy?”

      “Busy doing what?” I grumbled.

      Why was I so angry over this? I shouldn’t be this upset…Hadn’t I wanted him to leave me alone? I’d said as much, again and again and again. What was wrong with me today? So what if he had other things to do. I was a big girl, I could…entertain myself. I most certainly didn’t need to pine over some alien guy just because I was starting to…miss him?

      Maybelle shrugged. “Flying the ship?”

      I rolled my eyes, snorting. “I think it flies itself when it’s not busy ignoring Daece.”

      Maybelle set her project aside and turned toward me. She picked up my hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. “He’s been at your door every other hour for the last three days. Maybe he’s sleeping.” I scowled and Maybelle shot me a reproachful frown. “If you want to see him so badly, why don’t you knock on his door?”

      I stared at her. “I can’t do that!”

      “Why not?”

      This was coming from the woman who couldn’t speak to the opposite sex without hyperventilating. Maybelle was shy by nature, yet that personality trait often crippled her. I had to admit though, ever since Daece had burst through my apartment door and trapped us on this ship, Maybelle seemed incredibly relaxed. Very strange considering the circumstances of how she came to be floating in a tin can in space.

      All my friends could have run screaming, could have left me to my fate and I wouldn’t have blamed them. Daece had been terrifying that first day but—bless them—they gave chase, refusing to back down from my captor.

      I knew Alicia was single-mindedly focused on getting home, and Victoria often ran off with her to chat about how they were going to lure Daece into compliance. Penny also seemed more at ease in space, while Maybelle…

      Well, back home she kept to herself and was so quiet. She also spooked easily. I had thought those traits would’ve followed her here, but I’d never seen her so calm and assured. She was still quiet, even shy. Every inch of her betrayed her serene contentment.

      Actually, now that I thought about it, I noticed that not once had Maybelle brought up her asshole of a boyfriend back home. Not aside from a tiny mention just now. Did she miss him at all, or was she relieved to be out of his reach?

      “Olivia?”

      I blinked, refocusing on Maybelle. “Sorry, what?”

      “Why can’t you just go to him?”

      Why couldn’t I just go to Daece? I totally could. There was nothing stopping me.

      But…

      “Olivi—”

      “What if he doesn’t want to see me? What if he’s gotten bored with me? Or decided I’m no longer worth the trouble?” Unbound energy coursed through me and before I knew it, I leapt off the bed and went back to pacing the floor as my spiraling thoughts vomited out into the open room. “He’s been giving me all this stuff. Some of it was weird, but most of it is really useful. And I’ve been really ungrateful,” I admitted, ashamed. My stomach pitched uncomfortably. “I should probably thank him more. He’s given way more than he’s promised and I’ve barely spoken to him since we…you know.”

      God, why am I such an asshole?!

      Maybelle’s lashes fluttered in surprise at the end of my anxious speech. “I don’t know.”

      Shit!

      Only Victoria knew what Daece and I had done together in his room. Obviously Maybelle and the others had their suspicions, and even tried to pry the truth out of me a time or two, but they didn’t know the dirty details. And they certainly didn’t know—not even Victoria—that Daece touching me, tasting me, holding me down while his big body curled around mine…had been all I could think about for days. I was even dreaming about him now.

      Each night I went to bed with the torturous cravings I had for him. Only a single memory of our time together to hold close.

      “I-I just mean.” I groaned in frustration and covered my hot face with my palms. “I don’t know what I mean.”

      I really fucked this up.

      “I think I know exactly what you mean.”

      “You do?” I groaned desperately.

      Please someone explain it to me because I’m a mess.

      “Yeah. You like him,” Maybelle said with solemnity that tugged at my heart. “You like him a lot.”

      “Does that make me weird?” I asked quietly, peeking at her from between my fingers.

      Maybelle’s face scrunched in confusion, her pert nose wriggling a little as if she smelled something bad. “Why on earth would that make you weird?”

      I huffed a dry, humorless laugh. “Oh, let me count the ways…” I couldn’t believe I actually had to remind Maybelle. Why I had to explain why my dirty illicit thoughts of Daece were so bad, so very, very bad. “He kidnapped me. All of us.”

      Maybelle nodded. She was a great listener, perhaps even better than Victoria, who—don’t get me wrong—I adored, but Maybelle was quiet, reserved, more down to earth, and was so neutral I felt I could say anything to her and not feel an ounce of judgement.

      “That should be bad enough but he’s also arrogant, a little self-centered.” I huffed another sullen laugh. “A lot self-centered, actually. Practically narcissistic. Plus, he blatantly refuses to take us home.” One by one I ticked the offending traits off my fingers. “He seems completely unconcerned that his ship is falling apart, regardless it puts all of us in direct danger of being sucked out into space.”

      Maybelle blanched. I winced, inching closer to her. “Sorry.”

      I hadn’t meant to scare the shit out of her. There was enough fear already floating around.

      She seemed to uneasily shrug it off. “It’s fine. We’re in space, there’s probably a lot of things I need to get used to. Go on.”

      “Sometimes I think he’s listening to me and sometimes I think he’s just telling me what I want to hear just to get what he wants.” I suddenly felt exhausted, but that exhaustion waned with each thing I got off my chest. “But that’s not even the worst of it.” I leaned into Maybelle for this last part, as if Daece was lurking around the corner, listening, and God help me, I didn’t want to hurt his feelings. “He’s not human.”

      “No,” she said with an amused chuckle. “He’s not.”

      “He’s an alien,” I whispered carefully. “That’s weird right? I feel like that makes me a freak.”

      “Why, because you’re attracted to him?”

      I stared at her. Stared because she knew me so completely, but for some reason attracted didn’t seem like the right word. It was all wrong. It wasn’t strong enough, didn’t quite capture the burning feeling inside me when I thought of him. When Daece looked at me, my entire body lit up like a Christmas tree, but when he touched me it was far worse. Every nerve ending in my body ignited.

      All I could do was nod, my eyes desperately seeking Maybelle for support. If I was honest with myself, I wanted the reassurance that it was okay to feel these things. That maybe, just maybe, it would be okay to let Daece touch me again. And maybe even touch him back.

      Oh, God! Who was I kidding? I wanted to touch him so badly it almost hurt.

      But only with my friends’ support. I didn’t want to make anyone uncomfortable. I had to remind myself that Daece was still technically the enemy. It was an incredible skill he had—an ability to make me forget all the horrible things he’d done. As fucked up as it sounded, it only made me hotter for him.

      It shouldn’t even be legal to want someone this much, to ache for someone as much as I did.

      He’d traveled clear across the universe for me. A few conversations over the phone and he’d become obsessed with me. So obsessed that he stole me. Abducted me. It was fucking messed up, but I was flattered.

      Something in my brain was seriously wired wrong but I was past the point of caring.

      “I like him,” Maybelle suddenly declared. A surprising amount of conviction packed behind her bold statement. “I say go for it. Him. Go for him.”

      “You like him?”

      Maybelle shrugged. “He did do bad things. Everything you said, but I don’t know, there’s something about him that makes me believe he’s a good guy. That we can trust him.”

      Maybelle did not have the best track record with trusting men and that thought must have shown on my face because she ducked her head, her cheeks flooding with embarrassment.

      But Daece did beat up that asshole…I said to myself, remembering that gold alien who came under the guise of rescue. He only seemed determined to buy one thing…humans. Daece hadn’t let him.

      “Brandon was very good at hiding his true nature when I met him,” Maybelle remarked a little defensively.

      “Do you miss him?” I forced myself to ask. I didn’t want to see that sadness on her face anymore, but I felt like it was important to test the waters. To really see how she was doing.

      She shook her head quickly. Assuredly. “No. Not even a little. I’m glad he can’t find me here.”

      My stomach pinched. Maybelle was the sweetest person I knew and just the thought of anyone taking advantage of her kind and gentle nature made me want to commit murder.

      “May—”

      “I don’t want to talk about him,” she rasped out, and then suddenly leaned closer, her face earnest and wild. “Olivia, if you like Daece, tell him. He might be an alien, but that’s no reason to turn him away. You might date a dozen more men in your lifetime, but just because they’re human won’t make them a good person. Human men can be just as evil and cruel as any alien might be. You can’t know for sure. Everything is a risk, every person you meet is a risk, but you should ask yourself, are they a risk you want to take?”

      “But we already know Daeceon isn’t a good person,” I choked out, the words painful. He was so far from a good person, however, there was also something gentle about him. Honest.

      Maybelle read my mind. Or my heart, because it was fucking bleeding on my sleeve.

      “You’ll never know for sure, but I honestly believe there is no deception with him. It seems that what you see is what you get and that’s rare.”

      “He abducted us,” I repeated. “We are here because of what he did.”

      Maybelle’s smile was a little wonky, a little rueful. “I don’t think he sees it that way. I think Daece really just wanted to get to know you. To...date you in his own strange way.”

      God, but I was starting to think the same thing. That he really had good intentions when he broke into my apartment. Well not good...he only had sex on the brain. But he didn’t do it to be evil, or malicious. He never had any intention of hurting any of us.

      “But you don’t think the others will be mad?” I felt like I had to ask, had to take in the others’ opinion out of respect for what they’d done for me.

      Maybelle shrugged. “Maybe, maybe not. But you’re the only one on this ship he seems even a little bit willing to bend for. You could convince him to take the others home. That’s all they really want.”

      “Just the others? Don’t you want to go home?”

      Maybelle averted her eyes, twisting the cotton fabric between her fingers in agitation. “I don’t know.” She turned to look out the small window in the room that revealed nothing but unending black with dots of sparkling stars. “I kind of like it up here. It’s peaceful.”

      That fucking guy. He did a number on Maybelle and if I ever did somehow manage to convince Daece to take us home, the first thing I was doing was hunting that bastard down. And I knew everyone would be right next to me when I did.

      “You don’t need our permission, Olivia.” Maybelle stood, walked to the window, and looked out into space. “What you do with your body is no one’s decision but your own. No one has the right to judge you for it. But if the others’ opinion is the only thing holding you back, I don’t think you have anything to worry about. Alicia will see it as you taking charge of Daece, maybe even coercing him, even if that’s not what you’re doing. Victoria and Penny are your friends. We love you. We want you to be happy, and if a big red alien pilot is going to do that then you’ll have our support.”

      “That easy, huh?” I wiped at my eyes, sniffling. “I get to sleep with my alien stalker, the same alien that stole all of you, and no one is going to judge me for it?”

      It was almost too ridiculous a question to ask, but there it was.

      She turned to face me, leaning against the wall with a lopsided grin. “I think most of us are curious anyway. Just be prepared to answer a slew of invasive questions after. You know the others can’t help themselves.”

      My laugh was a little watery but relieved. I could do that. I could have some girl talk, spill a few secrets in exchange for the chance to explore this burning feeling with Daece. And while I was at it, I’d get the others home because I wasn’t exposing myself to him without him returning the favor.

      No deals this time. No haggling. Just an exchange. A mutually beneficial exchange.

      But though Maybelle implied otherwise, I would leave my heart out of it.

      Without warning, Penny abruptly burst through the door. Her entry was so extreme that the door slammed back against the wall with a startling bang. Both Maybelle and I gasped in surprise and sprang to our feet.

      Breathless and red-faced, Penny tossed a handful of large metallic shards on the bed. “If Daece stops by, tell him I’m not here.”

      “What?” I asked, gaping as Penny then sprinted for the bathroom.

      “Don’t tell Daece I’m here!”

      “Why, what’d you do?”

      Worry coursed through my veins. I hadn’t seen Penny worked up in…well, never really. The girl was always happy. And though she didn’t seem sad or angry, she wasn’t acting like herself either.

      A knock on the door startled all three of us. My heart leapt in my chest, the beat thudding a powerful rhythm. I’d been pining over Daece all morning, worrying he’d never come and finally, he was here. No one else bothered to knock but him.

      I immediately whirled to answer the door in a mixture of nerves and giddy excitement, distracted from Penny’s odd dilemma.

      “Wait! No! Don’t answer that!”
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      Daeceon held his breath as he knocked on the door, hoping and praying his Miranda would be the one who would answer.

      Sounds of hushed, urgent whispers from the other side reached his ears and for a second, he worried that his summon would go unanswered. But then, without warning, the door abruptly opened and for Daeceon, it was all over. He was transfixed by the beauty standing before him.

      Miranda.

      Beautiful, deep blue eyes bore into his and the breath he’d been holding escaped him in a rush of relief. She had answered. She had finally answered.

      For a moment, he could have sworn he saw a flash of delight—excitement to see him perhaps—but he did not comment on it for fear he was reading her wrong. He did not want to disturb the delicate tie he was trying to weave between them.

      As silent tension filled the air, Daeceon’s eyes trailed down her body. Unlike when she first came aboard his ship, wearing nothing but delicate looking scraps that left little to the imagination, now her flesh was hidden beneath one of his tunics. Transfixed on the edges where the fabric met her skin, he stared, becoming lost to everything around him. Her bare thighs were on display and though he’d seen her in far less, now that she wore his clothes, that he had somehow had a hand in bringing her comfort, it was somehow equally as enticing as seeing her in the flesh, if not more so.

      Suddenly, her light scent mingled with his own and Daeceon’s nostrils flared. Not only did she smell nice. She smelled of him.

      His cock thickened and he choked on a rasp, his desire for her springing forth in a powerful wave of lust. Now more than ever, Daeceon was determined to keep her wrapped in his scent. The three tunics loosely clutched in his hand were already freshly worn by him and would perfectly suit his new requirements.

      Eager, he thrust them forward just as she opened her mouth to speak. Miranda blinked, the words caught on her tongue. Not wanting to interrupt her, he pulled the tunics back only for her to reach for them again. An awkward dance ensued and they shared a nervous but near silent chuckle.

      Daeceon found himself falling into the sparkling gems of her enchanting eyes. Something was different about her, but what he did not know.

      Miranda shifted on her feet, a charming blush spreading high across her cheekbones and Daeceon struggled to decide where to look. He wanted to watch that blush deepen, but was also determined to drink in as much of her as possible.

      “Daece.” Her breathless voice shattered the silence between them.

      Daeceon realized, with humor, that they’d been standing there in silence, staring at one another.

      “Miranda.”

      Something uneasy moved across her face and Daeceon forced himself not to inquire about it. It was working. Victoria’s suggestion had certainly brought about a peace between them, but he felt they were still on precarious footing. That any wrong word or move would unwind all the effort he’d put into courting her.

      “Thanks.” She reached out and gently tugged the tunics from his hands. “I…I was wondering where you were today.”

      It took him too vrakking long to get rid of the stubborn female currently climbing into his engine room, but he made it there as quickly as he could. “I’m here now.”

      “Yes, you are,” she purred in a tone he had not heard from her in such a long time. So long in fact, that it felt like a lifetime ago.

      Daeceon smothered a groan. The words themselves were innocent but her inflection incited imagery that was devilishly tempting.

      Turning to set the tunics down on a small stool by the door, Miranda bent deeply, presenting her luscious backside to the hall. Her spine curved and the edge of the tunic rose high enough that Daeceon could just make out the shadow of her sex.

      He stumbled a step, biting back a curse as his cock tented his pants. Readjustment was needed but he did it discreetly, shifting his painful erection down his right leg.

      As Miranda stood, she tossed her hair back in a graceful arc and Daeceon was then surrounded in a new scent. This one was sweet and musky, distinctly belonging to her. He found himself inching forward, leaning in to pull more of her scent into his lungs while she still looked away.

      She spun to face him again, cocking her hip while her finger twirled a curl of her long dark hair. “So…”

      Daeceon’s brow rose in inquiry when her word trailed on without meaning, but then she rapidly fluttered her eyelashes and he quickly became concerned. “Do you have something in your eye?”

      He reached out to assist, but dropped his hands when the fluttering ceased and a beautiful blush rose high on her cheekbones.

      “What? No.” She ducked her head and tugged on the edge of her tunic as if she were nervous.

      Daeceon cleared his throat. “H-how are you?”

      “Great,” she whispered, her gaze now returning to meet his. Then, ever so slowly, she took a step closer. Daeceon held himself very still. Very still. “And you?”

      “I am great as well,” he replied, not daring to allow his eyes to linger on the curves of her teats as she thrust them forward as if in invitation.

      This is not an invitation, he told himself as he shook the urge to reach out and touch her.

      Daeceon couldn’t help but curl closer to her when she placed her small palm on his chest. That one small touch sent every last drop of blood in his system straight to his already throbbing cock. His balls drew up tight and a choked sound escaped his throat.

      “Is there anything else you require?” His voice was rasped, as if he suffered a grave blow to his larynx.

      Miranda shuffled closer to him and Daeceon wavered on his feet.

      I cannot take much more of this. He was dangerously close to throwing her against the nearest wall and stuffing his cock inside her.

      “Daece…”

      “Yes?”

      “I, um, was wondering…if we could talk.”

      “Talk?”

      “Yes, go somewhere private.” She trailed her finger down his chest. “And talk.”

      Daeceon swallowed thickly. “Y—”

      A crash came from the cleansing unit behind her, tearing his attention away. “What was that?”

      Water spewed forth from underneath the door and the small female named Penny came flying out in a frenzy. “I didn’t do it!”

      “What did you do?”

      “I didn’t do it!”

      Miranda jumped out of his way as Daeceon stomped forward, his mouth open to calm the female. Flooding was common on his ship and she likely did nothing to cause it. But then an object to his left caught his attention and he froze as a haze of fury clouded his sight.

      “WHAT HAVE YOU DONE?!” he bellowed, staring at his most prized possession which was now shattered beyond repair. He scooped up the shattered pieces of the beloved gift his great dam had given him and cradled them to his chest.

      “I DIDN’T DO IT!” she cried hysterically. The bleary eyed female shoved past him and sprinted out into the hall.

      “COME BACK HERE!” Daeceon demanded, and then gave chase without a second thought.

      Unbeknownst to him, his dejected Miranda stared after him with frustration and unabashed longing.
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      “Hey, Olivia, have you seen Alicia? The replicator is brok—”

      “No time!” I exclaimed as I brushed past Victoria, not once looking back. I was on a mission and it had nothing to do with a cheap ass replicator that could only make jellied slop.

      “Okay, but don’t come crying to me when you’re hungry and there’s nothing left to eat,” she shouted behind me.

      At first I had been irritated that Daece had just abandoned me in the hall. And the sting was made worse because he chased down Penny for God only knows what. Short of begging him to pull out his cock, I had practically thrown myself at him! Used every classic move in the book—popping my ass, thrusting my chest out. I even fluttered my lashes like a totally valley girl—not that he’d caught on.

      Not even once.

      Absolutely nothing.

      But then I realized I was stupid for thinking an alien would catch onto these things. Least of all Daece. He could be sweet when he wanted, smart too, and hell, he was sexier than any man I’d ever met, but boy was he blind as a bat. I’d never met someone so stubborn and oblivious in my entire life, but that was Daece and I wasn’t giving up. No way.

      I was on the hunt now. He was not allowed to get me all hot and bothered and then leave me hanging for a second time.

      Fluffing my hair and straightening my shirt—a shirt that swallowed me so completely it was more of a dress. A dress that smelled exactly like him—I marched down the hall, casting my eyes around every corner. Checking behind every door.

      Our roles had been reversed. I was the hunter now and Daece? Well, he was my prey.

      After twenty minutes of searching, my patience waned and I retraced a few steps in case I had missed him somehow. With my feet slapping against the floor, a long drawn-out sigh escaped my lips. “Daece?”

      Where the hell was he?

      I stopped just inside the command room and dropped my hands to my hips, my brows lowering with frustration.

      This was unbelievable. The ship wasn’t even that large and despite everywhere I checked, Daece was nowhere to be found. There were only so many places for him to hide, so I spun on my heels and marched my way down to check out the only place I hadn’t looked for him yet. The hangar was on the lower floor and though it held the smaller ship we’d left Earth behind in, it was mainly a messy holding place for all of Daece’s junk.

      Crates upon crates were stacked haphazardly, crumpled papers and foam spilling out all over the place. The mess was a hazard waiting to happen, but if Daece wasn’t here, then he wasn’t anywhere on the ship at all. As I wandered inside the cold, dusty room, I searched the floor for the freshest set of footprints and followed them until I couldn’t any longer.

      “Daece?” I sang, as though we were playing hide and seek.

      Anxiety tugged on my nerves as I waited in silence, waiting for a response. But one never came.

      I couldn’t see anything past the narrow passageway between each wall of precariously arranged boxes that Daece somehow managed to stack together. It was like I was staring at a tower of Jenga right before every last block toppled over. It was a cause for concern. We had been warned more than once to stay out of the hold—not that any of us listened. Been told that it wasn’t safe. But I knew Daece was here. I just knew it.

      Eyeballing the dangerous columns with caution, I made my way deeper into the storage bay.

      “Daece?”

      A muffled curse sailed through the air and then, in the far back corner, a tower of boxes toppled over, creating a hammering of sound that left me yelping. I froze, fearful that the tower nearest to me would somehow fall next, but then a figure emerged from the dusty heap of fallen junk. My breath fled me.

      It was Daece. I finally found him several yards away, hunched over something on a table.

      Muscles bulging all over the place. The veins in his forearms winding sexily up to his biceps. That fucking hot as hell tail swished and coiled near his sculpted ass. And those eyes, God help me, but those eyes completely undid me. They betrayed every last thought in his head. Right now, he seemed shocked. I’d startled him. His wide eyes gazed at me with surprise but also a heavy dose of lust.

      “Hey,” I shouted, prompting him to rush forward.

      I had to stifle a chuckle as he got caught up around the mess of boxes, nearly falling as he hastily made his way over to me.

      “Miranda,” he rasped, his voice deep and dripping with hunger.

      A surge of irritation flowed through me. I fucking hated that name. Honestly, I couldn’t stand to hear it anymore, yet I was the one who picked that alias. I wanted to correct him so badly but at this point I’d drawn it out so long that I was hesitant. Almost afraid of how he’d take it. It felt like more than a white lie. It felt dangerous now.

      “Hi.” His voice was winded and he held something cradled in his palm, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away from him to find out what it was. Or rather, I didn’t want to.

      “W-what are you doing here?” he asked, shifting an inch closer.

      “I was looking for you,” I muttered softly, searching his face for more of that desperate need he so often showed me without an ounce of duplicity.

      His face softened impossibly more and then…there. There it was.

      The hungry, raptured look he gave me caused a shiver to ripple down my arms. Unable to help myself, I stepped closer to him, desperately wanting to feel the heat of his body against mine. My chest just barely grazed his and I had to tilt my head back to keep my eyes on him.

      My entire body felt aflame with him so close.

      “Our talk,” he choked out, shaking his head. “Right. My apologies, Anelii. I seem to have gotten side-tracked.”

      Talk, right. Talk was supposed to be code for can I please see your cock again? But he hadn’t seemed to read between the lines back at my room.

      “That’s okay,” I replied, doing my best to stifle my disappointment. “What are you doing right now?”

      I was going to have to spell it out for him in layman’s terms. No more games. No more beating around the bush when it was clear we both wanted the other.

      Daece blinked at me once before he lowered his gaze to his hands. He stared at them for a long minute, opening and closing his mouth periodically as if he wanted to say something.

      “I was attempting to repair my valosikure,” he said quietly.

      The sorrow in his voice mirrored the hollow ache that I myself was feeling—although for a completely different reason—and I tore my eyes away from his handsome but sad face to finally look at what he was holding.

      The glossy metal shards immediately caught my attention. They were the exact same ones that Penny had dropped on the bed before hiding in the bathroom. They didn’t look like much then, and neither did they now, but whatever they were had obviously meant a great deal to Daece.

      In the time I’d spent looking for him, Daece had already managed to glue half of it back together, but the lopsided sphere was in such bad condition that I didn’t think any amount of adhesive would ever return it to its former glory.

      Turning the item in his hands, he inspected it further. Tiny but dull glittering lights danced around us, no thanks to the crappy lighting above. It was almost beautiful, however, from the dismay on Daece’s face it was clearly not supposed to do that.

      “May I see?”

      “My fingers are too large,” he said, focusing on his beloved antique. There were still several more shards in his other palm, waiting to be pieced back together. Instead, Daece let out a dejected sigh.

      The way his hand trembled as he held the sphere…my heart pinched.

      This was a big deal. A treasure to him and it was in pieces now because Penny got her clumsy hands on it.

      “I can help,” I offered, reaching out to cup the bottom, cradling the object with him.

      He blinked at me in surprise and a small smile tugged at his lips. “Your fingers are much smaller than mine, but I fear this is beyond fixing.”

      His hand didn’t fit in mine and I was once again reminded of our size difference. Before, that had been something which had caused terror to course through my veins, yet now it excited me.

      “Come on.” I nodded back to where he’d been working—a small table in the back of the bay where a stool and a tiny lamp sat. Daece led me to it but instead of sitting, he pulled the lamp to the floor and crouched down, gazing at me with expectation.

      I knelt beside him, taking the severed pieces. I handled them with utmost care. “It looks old. Where did you get it?”

      He did that swallowing thing again where his throat bulged, as if holding back a surge of emotion. “A gift from my great dam.”

      Shit, his grandma gave him this? I was going to kill Penny.

      He picked up a metallic tube with his free hand and squirted a thin stream of clear liquid along the edges of a shard I held out to him. “A bonding agent,” he explained as I glanced at him curiously.

      Super glue. I held back a laugh. Of all the things to run into in space—on an alien spaceship—super glue was the last thing I would have expected.

      As we carefully began to glue the remaining pieces of the globe together his tail began to slowly slink across the ground. I didn’t notice it at first, not until the end started to tickle the skin on my ankle.

      We were so focused on fixing the sphere, I didn’t think Daece even realized what he was doing, but I didn’t mind. Soon, the feathery soft end slunk up my calf and then to my thigh. I was holding the last shard in place when it curled around to cup the bottom of my ass.

      I suppressed a soft moan and held my breath, anticipating his next move.

      Somewhere naughty, I hoped.

      Strangely, Daeceon still hadn’t noticed the appendage on the move. His concentration was singularly focused on the metallic sphere and fixing the precious gift his grandmother had given him. Either that or he was being sneaky as fuck, I didn’t know. But both possibilities turned me on like nothing else.

      His body was drawn to mine regardless.

      “Done,” he whispered, smoothing his thumb along the dry seams of the sphere.

      It looked a mess. It was highly unlikely that this ball of uneven edges was in any way a decent fix for something he’d cherished before, but he still smiled at me as if I’d wiped away all his sadness.

      I knew I was looking at him with all the longing I’d felt the last few days. I couldn’t help myself. He was so close, and we were alone. For the first time since our rendezvous in his room I had him all to myself. My skin itched, my bones ached. Staying still was near impossible.

      My eyes dropped to his plump bottom lip and my mouth watered.

      What did he taste like?

      Were his lips as soft as they seemed?

      Did he kiss slow, or would he dominate me with every ounce of his being?

      “Daece?”

      “Yes,” he rasped, his eyes heating with need.

      “Do you still want to fuck me?”

      A rough sound of unintelligible curses fled the mouth I was so entranced by, and I got a peek at his fangs. I licked my lips in response, wanting to run my tongue along their sharp edges.

      “More than anything.”

      His tail on my bottom curled tighter, reeling me closer to him until I could taste his breath. My hands lifted to latch onto his broad shoulders and he shivered, watching me closely as if he’d known all along how sneaky his tail had been.

      A little thrill ignited low in my belly and I took big gulps of air, trying to calm my racing heart.

      I did that to him. Me.

      I felt powerful. Like a goddess.

      “I want to kiss you,” I breathed against his mouth. “Do aliens ki—”

      With his hands grasping at my face, Daece latched onto my mouth like a hoover fucking vacuum, and I was so here for it.

      He sucked my bottom lip into his mouth, as a desperate groan vibrated through his chest. I squirmed against him, eager to get closer. When his lips parted, I snuck my tongue into his mouth with my own groan of desperation.

      It didn’t take his body long to catch up to his mouth. Daece wrapped his arms around me in seconds. His big palms immediately curled around my butt, tugging me into his lap. I straddled him eagerly, throwing my legs over his thick thighs as he knelt on the ground.

      It was so very unlike me to come on to any man so strongly, but from the moment I felt his thick cock underneath me, I couldn’t help but rock against it.

      Daece released a ragged whimper and I smiled against his lips, licking along the bottom one. His fingers bit into my bottom, his nails just shy of scraping along my skin. The tunic seemed to infuriate him and he tore at it, lifting it from my body in one slick move. My hair fanned out around us to settle against my chest, just shy of shielding my breasts.

      “Please, Anelii,” he begged, rocking me faster against him. “Are you sure about this?”

      I nodded quickly, a whimper of exasperation puffing from my mouth. “So, so sure, Daece.”

      His eyes warred with indecision. “Victoria told me you needed time.”

      I lifted up a little, curling my palm around the pipe in his pants. He stilled, his eyes flaring wide. “I. Want. This.”

      And I would not wait for it anymore.

      He went back at my mouth, licking inside while wrapping his arms fully around me. Then he laid me down and leaned over me. I couldn’t see anything but him. He completely blocked out the outside world.

      “I have thought of nothing but this since before I laid eyes on you,” he whispered heatedly. “I—I may not last long.”

      Shivering with delight, I nipped at his lips. “That’s okay. We can just go again.”

      Daece growled with approval and ducked down to wrap his lips around my nipple. He sucked thickly and I yelped, bracing myself by holding onto the curling black horns jutting from his head.

      Daece froze.
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      He let out a deep groan as Miranda’s small fingers latched onto his mating horns. Her grip was tight, which inspired such a need in him that his cock pulsed, threatening to spill.

      “Please,” Daeceon rasped, carefully extracting her hold. He would not release early as he had the first time he’d had her writhing against him. “Have mercy on me.”

      “What’s wrong?” There was an air of desperation in her words and she shifted her hips against his.

      “My mating horns,” he groaned again, trapping her hands in his as he lowered them. “They are sensitive.”

      Torture. This was pure torture and his female decided to prolong it by reaching up to touch him again. She tugged on his horns experimentally and Daeceon dropped his chin in the space between her neck and shoulder, stifling a shout of rapture.

      “Oh,” she whispered with delight. “That’s interesting.”

      Cruel, beautiful female. She found a weakness in him and wasted no time exploiting it. Her soft hands stroked him sensually. Daeceon became mindless, humping against her, his cock straining to explode from the confines of his pants.

      It was then that he decided a similar torture was in order and returned to the berries of her peeked teats. He found she enjoyed a softer approach but went wild when his fangs scraped along the nubs. Lowering himself a little, he made sure to give both equal attention until she was writhing beneath him, her grip on his mating horns a near strangle.

      “Please,” she breathed on a ragged inhale while he continued his assault, just as ferociously as she had.

      All of a sudden, his Miranda scrambled out from underneath him, dragging her tantalizing body along his. He felt every scrape of skin as if it were a hot lance.

      “Where are you going?” he demanded, kneeling and staring after with desperation.

      Worry shot through him at the sight of her strained smile, but her eyes were wild with a hunger that heightened his.

      “You wouldn’t let me move,” she complained on a gasp, kneeling before him. “I couldn’t get your pants off.”

      My pants?

      The taste of her flesh had been all consuming. But now, seeing her shifting restlessly before him, her hands inching up to pet where he needed her most, which sent Daeceon rocketing to his feet. He tore his pants off frantically, his claws shredding the fabric from his hips until they lay in a tattered pile at his feet.

      His Miranda licked her lips sensuously, eyes locked onto his jutting cock as it sprang forth. The very thought of her tongue wrapped around his girth drove him back to his knees. But she stopped, a sound of distress escaping her mouth.

      “In time,” he promised her. First, he would have his fill of her. “On your back.”

      She blinked, her lashes fluttering prettily against her cheeks. Only hesitating a brief moment before arranging herself on the ground before him, her legs parted just enough so that he could see her arousal glistening on her inner thighs. He licked his lips in anticipation. She followed the act with a raw hunger that was also reflected in her gaze.

      “I have dreamt of this moment,” he told her gruffly.

      He had not forgotten the sweet tang of her in the days since he’d last had her just like this. He could not get her agonized cry out of his mind when she was denied relief. He would not allow a repeat of that tragedy. If anyone dared to interrupt this moment with her, Daeceon may very well lose his mind.

      With his words, Miranda parted her legs further, offering herself to him. “Hurry.”

      She did not need to beg him, Daeceon was already desperate enough for the both of them. He dove forward, lapping at the petals of her sex with indomitable focus. At the first touch of his tongue she went wild beneath him, testing the strength of his grip on her inner thighs. She pressed up and forward, tempting noises purring in the back of her throat.

      Feeding off her taste and excitement, Daeceon began humping the ground. He was going to explode at this rate and he refused to allow that to happen. He was frantic to be inside her. Almost overcome with it.

      “Daece, Daece,” she chanted with every lap of his tongue. He focused on the taut berry at the apex since she seemed to be most sensitive there. “Don’t stop!”

      He would never stop. Never.

      He realized with a ravaged insistence that he would never get his fill of her. He would always crave the taste of her.

      Her body bowed, her teats thrusting in the air as she screamed. Her thighs trembled in his hands. Daeceon forced himself to slow, to allow her to catch her breath, but his feisty, beautiful Miranda was nearly as impatient as he, and pulled at his horns again.

      “You will be the death of me, female,” he rumbled.

      The sensation was nearly too much.

      Grunting as he held back his release, Daeceon lapped at her one more time, a slow drag of his tongue that drew out a quiet whimper from the most amazing creature he’d ever laid his eyes on.

      “I need you inside,” she panted, tugging him up and lifting her head to nip along the cords of his neck. “Daece, please.”

      Daeceon nearly whimpered, allowing his weeping cock to rest between the petals of her damp sex. He needed it too.

      Releasing her hold of him, her fist came down and wrapped around the base of his cock. She stroked him gently before pulling him toward her opening.

      Still so very desperate to finally fulfill this unending need for her, Daeceon searched for the will to slow her down. He wanted their first time to last, to look her in the eyes and make certain that she was present in this moment with him. He could not live with her regret. “Anelii, I want nothing more than to slide inside you,” he told her earnestly. “But I do not want you hiding from me again.”

      “I-I was scared,” she replied, her words leaving her in a rush. “I was stupid. I pushed you away, but I’m here with you now. I’m so fucking here and so fucking ready. Please don’t make me wait any longer.”

      Daeceon’s eyes grew round with surprise. He could not believe his luck. He was prone to misfortune and hardship. Up until this moment, his life had been an uphill climb to success that he could never reach. He found that the way he came about having his Miranda beneath him did not sit well with him, but he vowed to make it up to her. She would never doubt him from this moment on. She would never need or want for anything.

      I am lost, he realized as he slid inside her hot depths.

      His beautiful Anelii clutched him so tightly, her eyes flaring wide with surprise and wonder. Daeceon released a choked curse and held her tighter, his mouth reaching for her again so he could taste every inch of her.

      He had not anticipated this euphoric feeling. This perfection.

      She felt like a reward, a pearl from the deepest depths of the universe.

      She felt like coming home.

      As they moved together as one, nothing felt more natural, more right. Daeceon looked into her eyes, watching as she took every ounce of him with utter bliss.

      She belongs with me, he realized and had he been able to think past the euphoric feeling building inside him, he may have spilled his heart at her feet in that moment. Held it out to her in offering, begging her to keep it tucked close.

      There would never be another for her. She was his.

      And Daeceon would claim her as his mate.

      His Miranda curled into him, spasming around his cock as her cries of ecstasy poured through the room. She was so hot, so wet, so completely wonderful that he could no longer hold back. Daeceon thrust inside her, once, twice, a third time before he bellowed his release alongside hers.

      They clutched at one another as the high drifted away to make room for pure serenity. Even as they trembled and shook in each other’s arms, Daeceon felt nothing but pure elation and peace.

      “Miranda,” he choked, nuzzling her warm body. “I am so happy.”

      He felt her freeze beneath him. Something uncomfortable curdled in his gut. He backed away, searching her face for any sign of distress and that feeling bit deeper.

      “What is it?” Her face was twisted with nervousness, her gorgeous eyes observing him apprehensively. “Did I hurt you?”

      The thought sickened him and he lifted his weight from her small body. He was so much heavier than her. He could have crushed her.

      She reached for him again. “No! No, of course not!”

      “Miranda?”

      “Oh God,” she covered her face with her palms. “Maybelle is going to be so disappointed in me.”

      “Maybelle?” he asked, confused and distressed. “What does Maybelle have to do with any of this? With us?”

      His Miranda quickly shook her head, her hands dropping from her face as she bit her lip. Indecision and uncertainty wafted off of her. “I…I have to tell you something.”

      Daeceon dared not look away from her. Had…had she not enjoyed their joining as much as he had? The thought devastated him. “What is it?”

      “You have to promise not to get mad…not that…. Just don’t get mad, okay? I meant to tell you earlier.”

      Daeceon still felt her arousal coating his cock, but he was solely focused on her distress. He reached out and soothed her with slow strokes of his palms at her thighs. He could never get mad at his Miranda. She was perfect.

      But perhaps he was not?

      “I promise,” he vowed. He would do better. He would spend every waking moment from now until his dying day to learn her. She would not be disappointed in their mating ever again.

      “Miranda...” She cleared her throat several times, eyes drifting away from him as if in shame.

      “Yes,” he urged her to continue, even though he could not bear to hear how she had not enjoyed herself as he had.

      “I don’t want you to call me Miranda anymore.”

      Daeceon gaped at her, confusion turning to something darker though he could not pinpoint the cause. “I do not understand.”

      She winced, clutching at his shoulders. “You’re not allowed to get mad, okay? You promised.”

      Daeceon slowly pulled away from her. Confused yet also feeling a strange pain in the center of his chest.

      “That was so beautiful, so much more than I ever could have thought it would be. I don’t want to ruin it.”

      So don’t, Daeceon wanted to shout. He didn’t want to hear another word that could take her away from him.

      “Miranda isn’t my real name,” she whispered softly, watching him closely, her eyes flitting between his. “It’s my alias for Busty Chicks.”

      Daeceon stared at her, at a loss for words. She was not Miranda. He knew she took comm calls from other males. But that was before him, before Daeceon had found her. Though now, it sickened him to imagine her speaking to any other in the way she did him. He could not hold her past against her. They didn’t know each other then.

      But…she had kept her name from him? All this time?

      She had lied.

      “Daece?” She sat up, reaching for him.

      Daeceon flinched back.

      She gaped at him, her mouth open as her chest began to rise and fall erratically. Daece turned away before the urge to comfort her overrode his rising anger. He reached for his pants.

      “You lied,” he hissed between clenched teeth. “What is your name?”

      She curled her knees to her chest, covering herself. “Olivia.”

      All the blood in Daeceon’s face drained in an instant and he turned his back to her, biting down on his fist as dismay filled his heart.

      Olivia.

      The name didn’t suit. For so long she’d been his Miranda. Olivia was a stranger to him.

      Clutching his chest as pain speared him there, Daeceon’s breath left him. “W—Was it all a lie?”

      “Was all what a lie?”

      “All of it,” he bit out, spinning on his heel to glare at her.

      Her stunned expression twisted into one of anger and she stood quickly, no longer covering herself. Daeceon forced himself not to stare at her delectable body. He was too angry to properly worship it.

      “You promised not to get mad!”

      “You lied!” he repeated, stepping closer to her. He could smell their release on the air, could feel the heat of her soft skin whispering against his, but he would not succumb to her wiles again. “How could you?”

      She released a choked sound of shocked outrage. “How could I?” Her eyes flashed fire. “How could I?” She stepped closer to him, poking his chest with her pointed finger. “You’re one to judge, y-you stalker!”

      “Stalker?” he barked, equally as outraged. “What is a stalker?!”

      She ignored his question, her voice now sharp enough to rattle the ceiling beams. “YOU KIDNAPPED ME! You have no right! NO RIGHT, to get so angry at me about this!”

      “I did not kidnap you! I spirited you away to my ship where I could rut you freely! So we no longer had to fantasize! I was overcome with lust and thought of nothing but you!”

      “So, what, you just brought me here to fuck me?” Her eyes flared with anger and she rested her hands on her hips. “That’s all you care about, then? Fucking me?!”

      “Of course I wanted to rut you,” Daeceon shot back, bewildered. “We shared endless conversations describing to one another the most carnal of matings! What male would think otherwise?”

      “That was my job,” she hissed, her beautiful fire flaying him alive and leaving him an empty husk of a male. But Daeceon was too angry to stop them from falling apart. Too lost in his own rage.

      “It meant nothing to you then?” His voice dropped so low with anger and hurt, he barely heard it himself.

      “Did what we just did mean anything to you?” she huffed, shaking her head in frustration.

      They stared at one another, both refusing to answer, both refusing to swallow their pride and confess to their sins. Confess their true heart’s desires.

      In the end, no more words were shared. Nothing was resolved. They stomped off in opposite directions. Both stewing on their hurt and resentment.

      Daeceon took refuge in his cabin, the only place no one dared to bother him, but he did not find sleep that night. He tossed and turned, wishing he could turn back time. He wanted his Miranda back. Not this liar.

      This Olivia.
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      That’s not my name…

      The words rang in his mind over and over again, refusing to go silent.

      “Night Crawler, what is your response?”

      “Huh? What?” Daeceon half jumped out of his seat, startled by the unexpected sound. He nearly dropped a hot mug of spiced tol.

      “We have been waiting for your docking confirmation,” Pinkox-Nine’s operator complained.

      Daeceon held down the receiver, sighing. “I am…”

      He looked around his station, trying to regain some of his composure.

      “We cannot wait forever. This isn’t a—”

      “Yes, yes, I know.” Scrubbing the lingering images of Olivia’s pleading face from his mind, Daeceon checked his coordinates one last time. “I will enter at dock four-six-nine-nine.”

      “Entry granted. You may proceed,” Pinkox-Nine’s alert system verified before signing off. “Oh, and Night Crawler?”

      “Yes?” Daeceon replied a little more quickly this time, not wanting to piss them off by delaying them further.

      “Under new management, the docking fee has been tripled.”

      “WHAT?!” Daeceon sputtered, spitting out his drink. Tol spilled down his console and he promptly wiped it up before it could do any damage to the electronics. “TO CHARGE THAT MUCH IS OBSCENE!”

      “I don’t make the rules. Pay the fee or turn around.”

      With a deep grumble of irritation, Daeceon paid the credits and began landing procedures.

      Vrakking unbelievable.

      There went the last of his reserves. He’d been saving it to buy Mira—no, Olivia, a gift, but he supposed that was no longer necessary.

      “I should purchase the chip upgrade for my data processor,” he muttered sullenly, narrowing his eyes at the dashboard. If his computer denied any more of his commands, he was going to dump his ship in a junkyard and light the whole place on fire.

      “What are you on about?” the operator asked.

      “I wasn’t speaking to you,” Daeceon grumbled, closing the communication line.

      He was exhausted. A bone-deep fatigue hung around him. He had not slept since his argument with Olivia last eve. He had not even seen her.

      She was back to avoiding him and for the first time since he’d heard her voice purring in his ear, Daeceon did not actively seek her out.

      It was he who now needed time and space from her.

      He set the ship down in the docking bay, which was large enough to hold at least seven full sized trading vessels. The room was cavernous. His weak, sputtering engines caused minor vibrations across the docking bay. The interior walls began to rattle in such a way that several workers stopped to stare at Daeceon through the port windshield warily.

      Any other day, Daeceon would have chuckled at their gaping maws, took amusement in the mass of fearful eyes that told him they thought his ship was going to blow out this side of the station. But not today.

      Today, he was too worn out to even wave.

      Noise from behind drew his attention. Daeceon stifled a sigh. He could hear them converging beyond his door, their curious chatter droning on and on.

      “Look,” Penny whispered, her voice breathless with awe. “It looks like a parking lot for space ships.”

      Daeceon stood, stretching his spine with the intention to depart the ship, but he knew he could not just leave the humans without instruction. Left to their own devices they would likely stir up trouble. Not only did he not want the headache, Pinkox was a dangerous place, especially for a human. If he didn’t express the threat it posed so they would not wander off while he was gone, he doubted he would have a vessel to return to. But as Daeceon’s fingers hovered just above the control panel, he paused, biting back the urge to flee.

      There was no way he could face Olivia yet. He was still too heartsick and feared embarrassing himself or worse, that his rage would get the better of him.

      A knock at the door startled him. “Hey Red! We’re here!”

      Looking up where he knew the stars awaited, he prayed for patience. “I am aware, female.” He cautiously slid the door a crack to peek at the humans huddling together.

      Olivia stood there just behind Alicia. Victoria’s arm was wrapped around her shoulders as if cradling a wounded bird. Daeceon stifled a furious growl and tore his eyes away from her.

      “I am leaving the ship.”

      “Can we come with y—”

      “No,” he grumbled. Daeceon did his best to avoid staring at the one female he couldn’t bear to look at, but failed miserably. “You must remain inside. It is not safe.”

      “But—”

      “Do not step one foot off this ship!” he barked with exasperation. “I will not be gone long.”

      Without an ounce of regret, Daeceon closed the door and made sure to lock it. There were other ways off the ship of course, but those had already been secure. Or rather, as secure as they could be.

      As he stepped out of the deck airlock and onto Pinkox-Nine, Daeceon seriously hoped the humans would heed his warning and not wreck any more havok for him on this day.
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      “He hates me,” I moaned, slouching against the wall. I stared with longing after Daece’s retreating back from the port window.

      And I hate him.

      The lie was so far from the truth that it made me even angrier, but I kept telling that to myself anyway because it was the only thing keeping me sane.

      Pining with obsession, I tracked Daece’s movements for as long as I could, but he quickly disappeared into the mass of alien bodies swarming just outside in the docking area. We landed on Pinky-Nine not even ten minutes ago, and Daece escaped the ship like it was choking him alive. Like I was choking him alive.

      “He doesn’t hate you.” Maybelle tapped my hand gently. “He’s just…upset.”

      “You weren’t there. You didn’t see the betrayed look in his eyes. You would’ve thought…You would have thought I’d killed his pet or something.”

      Unknowing what to say or do, she simply wandered away and I let her.

      In all my life, I’d never felt so wretched. So terrible. But also so damn furious!

      How was it fair for him to get so mad at me after all he’d done?

      Sure, I kept my name from him, but it wasn’t intentional. What was I supposed to do? Announce it while he was hauling me through the streets of Miami? Or maybe I should have told him when he had his tongue speared between my legs?

      Ugh. I should have waited a little longer to tell him. Maybe then I would have found a better moment to clear the air than right after we had sex. I’ll admit, it wasn’t my proudest moment, but at least now it was all done and over with.

      As I stared outside, my thoughts and emotions teetered between feeling like a shitty human and being pissed at Daece for being so petty. No matter how much I wanted to have a second chance to redo the past, he was still an alien abducting asshole. One who stole me and friends just so he could have me.

      Yet, here I was pining after him like some love sick fool.

      Pining for him like I actually did lo—

      “Well, you did lie to him,” Alicia drawled from a few feet away.

      Fists clenched, I bit the inside of my cheek, otherwise I might’ve smacked her. Was she really siding with him? Wasn’t she the one who’d been complaining the loudest to go home this entire time?

      “Quit, nobody lied. She was just doing her job. Like the rest of us.” Victoria shot Alicia a dry glance but then winced a little as she came up beside me. “You did kind of wait a little too long to share your real name.”

      “Would it have really made any difference?” I asked her earnestly, because I certainly didn’t think it did. No matter how long I mulled it over—given how badly Daece reacted—I believed he would’ve been upset regardless of how or when I chose to reveal the truth to him.

      Sadly, Victoria stuttered on silent words that never came. It seemed—for the time being—that even she had no answer to give, which was hard because we had grown so close and I had come to rely on her advice. She meant a great deal to me. All of them did.

      Quiet chatter filled our room, but I was too distracted to make any of it out. I still couldn’t get over the fact that I felt like Daece was making a big deal out of nothing. And a part of me wanted to believe that he didn’t just abduct me because he wanted to get in my pants. That he came to get me because he honestly wanted…something more.

      A loud popping noise drew my attention. I glanced over at Penny just as a small object shot across the room and smacked into a box of gadgets and gizmos that were likely important, but also just as likely to be junk.

      She held a dark bottle up in the air with triumph. “I found the booze!”

      “Where’d you find that?” I asked, genuinely curious.

      “I’d have expected Alicia to snoop out all the booze on the ship,” Victoria drawled, leaning in to take a sniff. She immediately backed away, coughing and wiping at her watering eyes.

      Alicia rolled hers, shaking her head. “I told her where it was.”

      “That makes more sense.” Victoria leered at the bottle as if it were going to leap out and bite her. “I think I’ll pass. We don’t know what that really is.”

      “Rocket fuel.” Alicia grinned. “You lightweights can’t handle it.”

      Penny blew air through her lips. “Pfft, I can.” Snatching the bottle straight out of her hands, she tipped it back at her lips and swallowed a deep slug, but immediately bent over and spat it back out. She held her stomach and hacked through painful goraning. “Ohmygawd,” she hissed, her voice raw. “It’s awful.”

      “It’s alien.” Victoria stole it back, hiding it behind her. “For all we know, that shit could kill us. We have no idea what it really is.”

      “It’s alcohol and I saw Daece take a swig of it just yesterday, so I’m sure it’s safe,” Alicia said. “But if you have a weak stomach I don’t recommend you drink it. It’s pretty strong.”

      “Thanks for the warning,” Penny said. After pouting at Victoria for the bottle back, she took a smaller sip and though she made a face, she managed to keep it all down. Then she turned to me with a question in her eyes and held the bottle out, giving it a little shake. “Well? Want a mood enhancer?”

      She handed it over and slowly, I took a whiff of the potent liquid.

      “Jesus,” I wheezed. My nostrils needed a second to recover from being burned to a crisp. “It smells awful.”

      Everyone watched with anticipated amusement—like they were eager to see if I’d respond just as Penny had—as I summoned the courage to tip the glass back against my lips. Well, this isn’t so bad…The liquid was almost tasteless, just a hint of something spicy and sweet, but the moment it hit my throat…

      Hell. Fire.

      I gagged.

      I choked.

      I gaped at Alicia with astonishment.

      “What?” She shrugged, her demeanor deceptively innocent. “I told you. Rocket. Fuel.”

      It took me far too long to recover from the blazing inferno in my mouth, but the effects of the brew were almost immediate. That stuff was terrible. The worst thing I’d ever tasted in my entire life, but it didn’t matter because my mind was already a little lighter. I was already growing numb to my conflicted feelings about Daece and our argument, and that’s all I wanted anyway.

      Victoria stepped up, holding her hand out for the bottle and Alicia whistled, her grin wide.

      “What?” Victoria asked with a scowl. “We don’t need a designated driver this time. And if you gals can handle it, so can I.”

      “Don’t say I didn’t warn ya,” Alicia snickered.

      Penny began to do a little skip-hop, shimmying her hips. “PANTY PARTY NIGHT!”
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Daeceon

        

      

    

    
      Passing through the outer edges of the Vexo district, Daeceon trudged away from the Night Crawler slower than he’d ever moved in his entire life. Each step brought him agonizingly closer to his meeting point, to where the buyer awaited him. Instinctively, Daeceon slowed his footing even further. The last thing he wanted was to face another with these dark thoughts running through his mind.

      Daeceon slammed his eyes shut and clenched his fists. How was he to return to the ship? After everything she’d done? Lied to him about who she was? Lied to him about wanting to touch him in person, wishing he were there to claim her like in their fantasies?

      It was all lies. All of it.

      She lied to me about everything. Just when I…just when…

      Daeceon couldn’t bear to even admit the truth to himself. That even though he did take her for pleasure, that the small human, Mir—Olivia, had found her way into his heart.

      Weaseled more like.

      And the worst part of it was that no matter how much he wanted to hate her, he just couldn’t. Nor would he allow her to take anything else from him ever again.

      “Care for one of these?” someone asked. “Only thirty credits.”

      Daeceon looked down at the soft swatch of fabric and groaned. It looked smooth and the coloring was perfect for a certain female who he refused to acknowledge any further.

      “No.” He grit his teeth, hating how he’d wandered off course and into the shopping district. Two days ago he’d planned to come here to shop for a few gifts for his heart and the other annoying humans he’d come around to like. But not now. Now, Daeceon loathed them all for ruining his life.

      Even though Daeceon had declined the merchant, others stepped out of their stalls to greet him as well, and so began the endless deals they threw his way as each shopkeeper lowered their prices to outbid one another.

      Daeceon ignored them and kept his eyes low, not wanting to look at all the colorful strips of fabric, jewels, and other small items that would’ve made wonderful gifts for his Mir—for Olivia. It was another painful reminder of how much he’d lost. There was a time or two that Daeceon almost stopped to buy something just to get all the shopkeepers to shut up, but then his mind flooded with harrowing memories that made his gut sink and his heart seize with pain.

      “You look stressed,” an Alorian female purred softly. She cast him a smile and attempted to entice him by swaying her hips. “I am very good at relieving stress.”

      “I do not want your services.” Daeceon scowled at the female.

      “Come on,” she purred. Unphased by his dismissal, she pressed herself against him, clinging to him with desperation. “I will have you screaming my name.”

      “DO NOT TOUCH ME!” he roared furiously, his body so pent up it felt like every emotion he’d been holding onto poured out of him like venom.

      Surrounding people in the vicinity stopped to stare, and Daeceon could feel his tail as it erected itself in a defensive position, poised to lash out at anyone should they attempt to irk him further. The Alorian’s eyes glossed over in fear and she took a step back, trembling as if he would hurt her. Her reaction horrified him, and out of pity, he tossed her a few credits and raced out of there before he completely lost his mind.
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        * * *

      

      When Daeceon could waste no more time, he finally made his way to greet his buyer. A dingy building behind one of the many bars came into view and he barged his way inside, with two bots dragging his crate behind him.

      Several males scuffled about, others drinking and dueling while the rest sulked around as they carried out their tasks. Near the back, another pushed aside a curtain, allowing Daeceon to duck into a smaller room.

      “Ah, Daeceon, I am glad you finally showed,” Polaris declared, his meaty jowls slapping against his breast bone as he stood from an old battered desk.

      Daeceon nodded stiffly, noting Polaris had three guards spread throughout the room. “I have your shipment.”

      “Not so fast. I’ve heard you’ve been entertaining humans.”

      Daeceon kept himself deliberately relaxed, though inside he felt he’d been hit with a lightning bolt. “And where did you hear this?”

      “A Screnoid, I believe. By the name of Malark?” The male leaned forward, watching him intently.

      Daeceon stiffened, his veins turning to ice. “Malark, you say?”

      Guilt infused Daeceon at the thought of the human he’d inadvertently sold to that cretin. It seemed the alliance had not caught with them just yet. He hoped she was safe. Well fed and unharmed. She was mouthy, sure, tried to steal his ship too, but it was never his intention for things to go down the way they had. He wanted to demand more about her, to find out where Malark had taken her, but he could not risk exposing the humans he had stowed away on his ship. This line of questioning needed to end here.

      “Hmm, yes. He had a female with him,” Polaris drawled with a conspiratorial grin. “I’d at first thought she was a strange creature. Small and ugly, she drew my eye but then she opened her mouth and I demanded he take her away. He assured me other humans were not as difficult as his and then he shared with me the most fascinating tale.”

      Daeceon forced himself to remain still and to not show any outward emotion as Polaris revealed all that Malark had shared with him, that Daececon had sold him a human.

      Vrakking shit. Malark and his lying, flapping mouth.

      Secretly, Daeceon hoped that Andrea was just as much a pain in the rear to Malark as she was to him.

      “She was the only one aboard. Jumped my vessel when I…er…had to make an emergency landing on Earth,” he lied, not quite as smoothly as he wished, but he had to say something. That was the best he could come up with on the spot.

      This merchant was no stranger to Daeceon. They’d met on several occasions, as he often did with many others who worked with the darker elements of the trade lanes.

      “I see,” Polaris replied, rubbing his chin. “And have any other females jumped your vessel?”

      “No.”

      “Well, if you get your hands on another one, keep me in mind. I seem to be in the market for a new human pet.”

      “Will do,” Daeceon forced out through numb lips.

      Over his dead body.

      “Alright then.” Polaris stood. “Let’s see my shipment.”
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Olivia

        

      

    

    
      “C’m-ere,” Penny attempted to whisper.

      With effort, I slowed to a stop, the strange beat playing on the speakers still driving me to move. Victoria made it to her first, but stumbled into the wall and boinked her head. Shaking it off, she glanced out the window.

      “What are you looking at?” she slurred slowly.

      Somewhere in the back of my mind, I knew I should be concerned about her state, that she had maybe a little too much to drink. But then, so had I.

      “What’d she say?” Alicia hollered over the music.

      I didn’t know how she’d done it, but after we started drinking that really tasty booze, Alicia disappeared into Daece’s command room and then the entire ship was vibrating with a pulsing beat that was more alien than melodic.

      “THERE’S SOMETHING OVER THERE,” Penny shouted, waving her arm wildy to catch our attention.

      “You okay there, pumpkin?” Alicia asked when she passed me. Feeling a little lazy, I grabbed onto her arm, allowing her to pull me over to Penny and Victoria. Apparently there was something outside they wanted us all to see.

      “How are you still okay?” I asked, irrationally angry that she could walk in a straight line, whereas I seemed to have misplaced my equilibrium somewhere.

      “Years and years of practice,” Alicia said with a conspiratorial grin. “My party days have been preparing me for alien booze all along. Who knew?”

      I stuttered to a stop, nearly running into Maybelle’s back. “Where’d you come from?”

      Everything was happening so quickly, but somehow just as slowly. It was impossible to keep up. Instead of worrying about it, I shrugged the odd sensations off. Shitty alien booze or not, I was feeling pretty damn good.

      Maybelle glanced at me from over her shoulder, her eyes crinkled with a little worry. “I’ve been standing here awhile.”

      “Have you?” My foot caught something on the floor and I tumbled over, but I didn’t stay down for long. Grinning like the drunk, happy fool that I was, I climbed back up and patted down the frizzy pieces of Maybelle’s pretty hair. “I missed you. You should hang out with us more often.”

      “She hasn’t gone anywhere, sunshine,” Alicia chuckled dryly. “She’s been right here, holding onto the puke bucket in case one of you keels over.”

      Victoria groaned and held her stomach. “Don’t say puke, please.”

      Alicia rolled her eyes and huffed in exasperation. I giggled at how silly it was to see them switching places. It was ridiculous and very entertaining.

      “You guys are funny,” I said, giggling some more before a hiccupped burp bubbled out of my mouth. Penny, Victoria, and I all erupted into laughter as Alicia and Maybelle shook their heads at how drunk we’d all become. Grabbing the bottle and the little remaining liquid it held, I offered it to them. “Don’t be party poopers.”

      Oh, I paused in delight. I’ve turned into Alicia too! For the first time ever, I could almost envision myself and how absurdly drunk I was. I knew I was plastered out of my mind, but hearing myself talk reminded me of all the good times we all had. Partying around on the weekends, getting our drink on and talking about boys, clients, and other dumb stuff. Life was simple then. Much simpler than it was now.

      Unexpectedly, Maybelle stuffed the cork back into the bottle and settled it down somewhere behind her. I shot her a sad frown.

      “You can have this back when you can walk properly again,” she explained.

      Ha!

      “I don’t think I’ll ever walk properly again after fucking Daece,” I said, slurring back.

      She frowned, biting her lip and then everyone went quiet, aside from the blaring tune overhead and Penny’s delightful squealing. She was lost in her own mind. And now so was I.

      Daece…

      Drunker than I’d probably been in my entire life, I smooshed my face against the glass and squinted out into Pinky-Nine’s dark hanger, searching for him. How long had he been gone for? Days? It felt like dayyyyyyyyyyyyys.

      My desperate gaze swept left and right, weaving between ships and the odd alien milling around. It was a lot quieter than it had been earlier. Was that normal? I would have thought there would have bee—Suddenly, my eyes caught onto something small and furry. I sucked in a sharp breath.

      “Oh, no!”

      Penny’s hand slapped the glass as she sniffled beside me. Clearly she had seen it too. “Oh, that’s right! I wanted to show you the sad hairball!”

      My own eyes stung but no tears followed. If I was being honest, I was just too mentally drained to shed any, even with alien booze helping to numb my thoughts and feelings.

      Still, my heart lurched for the ugly hairball. It was curling in on itself, attempting to avoid the two alien cockroaches poking it through the bars with their long electric sticks. I stifled a shiver of disgust as they continued their abuse, too invested in the creature’s welfare to think of anything else, especially not grotesque giant bugs.

      “We should do something,” I mumbled. They were right outside the lowered ramp of the ship adjacent to us, so close that it seemed practically unreasonable if we didn’t step in to help.

      “That’s it. I’m going to kick their asses,” Victoria suddenly declared. “Where’s my gun?”

      “Somewhere back in Miami. You dropped it in the street, remember?”

      “Oh.” Victoria frowned but then her eyes widened. “Maybe there’s one on board?”

      I didn’t recall coming across any weapons, but then again, I hadn’t snooped around as much as what the others did. Maybe Daece…No. I slammed my eyes shut and pushed him far from my mind. He was mad at me and I was mad at him, I reminded myself.

      “Five of us, two of them. We can take ‘em.”

      Alicia moved to block the door. “No one’s leaving the ship.”

      “But look at it!” Penny sobbed pathetically. “He’s so scared!”

      “I’m not entirely convinced that thing is a he or a she,” Alicia replied, though I had some serious doubts about her ability to see it from where she stood. “And it’s probably in that cage for a reason.”

      “Well, you’re not the boss!” Victoria snapped. “And I agree with Penny and Olivia!”

      “Really?” Alicia sighed. “How is it that I’m the voice of reason in this scenario?”

      Maybelle shrugged, gently pulling a sobbing Penny away from the window. “Oh, what could be the harm? It does seem to be in pain.”

      Alicia gaped at her. “Not you too!”

      “Sorry.” Maybelle winced, but I wasn’t surprised. She had a heart of gold.

      “You can’t be serious. There’s aliens out there. If they’re beating up that carpet of a dog, what do you think they’ll do to us?!”

      Astonished at how reasonable Alicia was being, I gaped a little. “Perhaps you’re righ—”

      “No! No way are you guys going to bully me out of this!” Victoria suddenly cried as she barreled into Alicia and straight out the door. “I’m going to save that ugly thing and you can’t stop me!”

      “Wait!” Penny sobbed, wiping at her eyes. “I’m coming too!”

      Alicia stood there, completely taken aback and before I knew it, my feet were pounding against the floor as I raced after them. They would need backup after all.

      “Goddamnit!” Alicia roared. “Maybelle don’t just stand there, help me!”

      My heart pounded against my rib cage as Alicia and Maybelle raced after us. “Get your ass back here right now, Olivia! You too Penny! And I swear to God Victoria, if you so much as step off this ship, I’ll cut off all your hair!”

      “No!” Victoria screamed. “You can’t make me!”

      When she reached the command deck, Victoria slapped her hand against the door, bypassing the code that Daece kept insisting would keep us locked out of every room on the ship but never actually did.

      My guy was so adorably hairbrained sometimes. I missed him. Like, a lot.

      I sighed, stopping to stare at his chair. He loved his chair. I missed seeing him sitting in his chair. I traipsed over there and fondled the armrest before sitting down with a melancholic sigh.

      With a heavy heart, I wiped my eyes. “When is Daece coming back?”

      “Never!” Penny crowed. “Onward!”

      Victoria’s hand wrapped around my bicep to forcibly tug me out of the ship.

      “Ow,” I whined, glaring at her.

      “Get up,” she hissed. “We’re on a mission! There’s no time for your daydreaming!”

      I nearly toppled over as a body slammed into me from behind and just managed to catch myself on the airlock door. Victoria wasn’t so lucky. She fell back onto her butt and hissed at me like a naughty cat.

      I hissed back.

      Penny came up and leaned over us to open the door. It popped with a hiss, revealing the ship parked next door. Victoria’s butt stood up before the rest of her and she stumbled. I wrapped my arms around her waist to pull myself up and looked outside.

      All three of us became transfixed with the whiny hairball begging for help. All at once, the three of us stumbled down the ramp and began running along the tarmac. I didn’t know how far we’d gone, but when I looked behind me, Daece’s ship had grown smaller. And so had Alicia and Maybelle, who were struggling to keep up with our frantic pace.

      “We’re coming for you poor baby!” Penny sobbed again, the sight of it being abused making her burst into another fit of tears.

      “Get back inside!” Alicia shouted from behind.

      “Eat our dust!” Victoria cackled.

      I slowed and reached out to grab Victoria. “We need a plan. We can’t just go in guns a’ blazin’ when we don’t even have any.”

      Her frown was heavy, but she nodded, and then we both darted for a pillar surrounded by both crates and odd alien equipment that would serve as cover. Neither of us had noticed Penny sneaking away, creeping along the shadows toward the caged furball until it was already way too late.

      “Penny,” I whispered as loud as I could without garnering unnecessary attention. “Get back here!”Jabbing my elbow into Victoria’s side, I pointed her out.

      “Fuckn’ shit,” Victoria muttered and stood up beyond the crates. She glared at the aliens. “Hey! Hey, you!” The creepy roaches stopped what they were doing and lowered their sticks. “Yeah, I’m talking to you, you radioactive, dung-eating…” Slowly, they whipped around to face us and Victoria’s confidence fizzled out into nothing. “Ever hear of picking on someone your own…. Ahh shit!”

      “I GOT ‘EM!” Penny blurted, holding up the hairball in triumph. The cockroaches tore their eyes off Victoria to roar in rage. “Oops.”

      “RUN!” Alicia bellowed.
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Daeceon

        

      

    

    
      Daeceon walked back toward the Night Crawler with anxiety trailing behind his heavy steps. Though Polaris had mentioned his humans vaguely, he’d shown enough interest that made Daeceon’s skin crawl in disgust. He’d met the one Daeceon had accidentally lost to Malark, knew enough about how he came to possess the humans that Daeceon feared how much more he knew, how much he was holding back.

      Did he actually know of Olivia and the others more than what he let on? Was he, even now, spying on the Night Crawler and his humans inside?

      Daeceon was nearly running now and had to force himself to slow down, as to not draw too much attention to himself.

      With unease settling into the pit of his stomach, he passed through the last security checkpoint before reaching the port dock. He feared for the humans. A new and unexpected feeling thrummed through him. He was anxious to return to the ship, and check for himself that Polaris had not discovered them.

      Though part of him wanted to be rid of all of them, even her, his heart seized in his chest at the very notion of Polaris finding them.

      They were annoying and meddlesome. He didn’t want any of them around anymore. Not even the liar, Olivia...so he told himself but that did not mean he wanted them to come to harm.

      As Daeceon made his way into the docking bay, he slowed to a stop. It started at his feet, a dull thumping noise that grew to a tremor just as he turned the corner. Then it was like he’d stepped through a forcefield. Bombarded by a series of flashing lights and bright colors, Daeceon shielded his eyes before they adjusted to the confounding disruption.

      And then…it sounded…was that music?

      …And a light show?

      What the vrakk is going on?!

      Drawing closer to dock four-six-nine-nine, Daeceon’s eyes narrowed in scrutiny.

      A light show coming from a ship?

      Daeceon picked up his pace. A spike of alarm ran down his spine. He didn’t want to believe it, didn’t want to think it. But he intuitively knew it had to do with his humans. And within moments, Daeceon found he was not wrong.

      Somehow, a pesky human on board managed to turn his vessel into a vrakking nightclub.

      “Alicia,” he grumbled irritably.

      Guards rushed past him, their weapons trained on something ahead. They pushed through the crowd gathering near the end of the dock. Near his ship.

      Deacon quickened his steps. Though panic settled in, he argued to himself that awful sounding music, no matter how blaringly loud it happened to be, was no reason for security. All sorts of crazy shit happened when docking at a space station.

      But what if…what if Polaris had, in fact, grown curious? Maybe even decided he would look for humans on board Daeceon’s ship himself?

      Daeceon’s chest squeezed tight. He wouldn’t let that bastard touch one hair on his humans’ heads.

      “Target’s on sight, and I have visual confirmation of the symbiote,” a comm blared as another guard raced past him.

      Symbiote? All of this for a symbiote?

      So not Polaris then.

      Daeceon wiped at his sweaty brow and slowed his pace.

      Who would steal a symbiote?

      At first, the moving shadows were far enough off that he paid little attention to anything happening outside the vicinity of the Night Crawler. His focus was entirely on boarding and shutting off that awful music and lightshow. But as he drew closer to the commotion on the docking floor, apprehension penetrated his awareness and then fear.

      Daeceon’s face blanched. There was a female running outside. A human female.

      He knew that body. Had memorized those curves to the point he could almost caress them in his mind.

      His Mir—No. No. NO!

      Olivia was running—outside the ship. IN HER UNDERGARMENTS.

      She was being chased by not only docking bay 4699’s security force but also several Perynians. Disgusting, immoral lot. Daeceon couldn’t stand their kind. His gut clenched and alarm set him into a renewed sprint.

      With brutal force, he pushed through the gathering crowd who watched the ensuing chaos like it was the best entertainment they’d ever had. And that’s when Daeceon realized that Olivia wasn’t alone. All five of his humans were racing back to the ship, their strangely dazed and terrified gazes wandered from the guards then back to the Perynians as they stumbled and tripped their way to safety.

      Penny drew his eye as she staggered alongside Olivia, weighing her down was a squirming pelt of fur. One she held defensively, like a mother would protect their young.

      What in vrakks’ name is—

      Daeceon’s eyes grew round as he realized the creature they were escaping with was a Perynian symbiote. They were disgusting creatures but were prized by many and were virtually extinct.

      Horrified, Daeceon shouted their names to tell them to stop. To put the vile thing down before they were surrounded. But regret turned his stomach to knots when Olivia saw him sprinting for her and stuttered to a stop. She gaped at him with a hesitant smile that wobbled between elated and bewildered.

      “RUN!” he roared at her, pushing his speed more than he ever had before. Pinkox-Nine’s security was hot on her tail, mere inches from grabbing her and taking her away. Daeceon knew he didn’t have the force or artillery to fight a horde of guards and Perynians to save her. Pure terror raced through his veins and her name croaked out of him. “OLIVIA, YOU MUST RUN NOW!”

      To his relief, Alicia turned back and gripped her arm tightly, pulling Olivia back into a dead sprint for the ship. Daeceon knew he was still too far away to cut off the guards and the Perynians, but if he did not intervene now, his humans would be lost to him forever.

      Daeceon spotted an abandoned cannon station to his left. Relief and determination poured through him. Its assigned guard was likely distracted by Daeceon’s misbehaving humans.

      A boon.

      He wasted not a single moment before grasping its controls and aiming at the Perynian’s ship.

      He fired.

      Every last soul on the docking floor slowed to a stop to gape. The Perynians screamed in outrage as the laser projectile exploded along the ship’s left flank. As it turned out, the idiots—for whatever reason—had disabled their shields and so they were vulnerable.

      He fired again with a maniacal grin.

      While the Perynians retreated back to their pile of unflying rubble, the guards altered their course to converge on Daeceon. He fired once in their direction, not to kill them but to drive them further back and to also create a clear path for his humans to escape to the Night Crawler.

      “Daece! Move your big red ass!” Alicia bellowed. “Or I’m flying this piece of junk myself.”

      Daeceon growled a curse, firing once more before he abandoned the cannon, throwing himself into a mad dash to reach his ship.

      He sprinted for the airlock where Olivia was jumping up and down, shouting for him to hurry. Daeceon made it through just as a shot from the laser cannon he’d been operating exploded overhead, missing the Night Crawler by a hair. It hit the steel beams above, shooting debris and sparks in every direction.

      Glancing back, Daeceon hissed in outrage as guards geared up to shoot at his ship once more.

      “Daece!” Olivia cried happily, reaching for him. Instinctively, he wrapped his arms around her. “I missed you!”

      “Get inside! Now!” he ordered.

      Daeceon set his female aside and closed the door, sealing them all inside. For once, Alicia jumped out of his way without being prompted and allowed him to take control of the ship. He fired up engine checks and inspected all systems for damage.

      The ship swayed a little from each shot the guards continuously fired at his ship, but because he had left his shields raised, they did not breach the hull. However, the shields were weak and outdated. They wouldn’t hold much longer.

      He was also nearly out of cannon fire. Only twenty percent remained.

      Everything on this blasted ship is falling apart!

      “I told them not to leave,” Alicia muttered, coming to his side. “Holy shit.”

      She stared out across the docking floor, eyes wide as more and more guards came flooding into the bay from every entry point.

      In a moment’s time, Daeceon debated his options. He could fire on the converging guards or…

      The Perynians suddenly locked their cannons on him.

      An alarm blared.

      “What’s that?” He heard Maybelle ask, her soft voice high with fear.

      Vrakking shit.

      “It’s nothing,” he replied tersely, attempting to reassure them even as his own fear coursed through him. He could not take on both enemies. To do so would mean certain death. His only option was to flee.

      But the docking doors were sealed.

      They wouldn’t open without a command from Pinkox-Nine’s system and only when the floor was cleared. Daeceon watched outside as hundreds—if not thousands—of guards filled the bay. All of Pinkox had obviously been alerted to the attack by now.

      With only one clear path and a small chance to keep his humans safe, Daeceon fired up his ship, locked his cannons on the bay doors, and prayed that his measly armoury would be enough.

      Horror dawned on the guards outside when they spotted the Night Crawlers gun turrets taking aim. All at once, everyone on the docking bay floor turned and fled.

      Daeceon grinned. If anyone were caught on the floor while he blew a hole through Pinkox’s interior, everything and every soul inside would be sucked out into space. But he did not care. The bastards were going to kill his humans if they kept firing.

      They were going to kill his Olivia.

      “Strap in,” he ordered the humans, and though they gaped at him with fear filled eyes, they—for once—listened to him.

      Daeceon wished he could savor the moment, but the Perynians were still attacking. His ship trembled with each shot from their cannons. The Night Crawler’s shield was at ten percent.

      Daeceon lifted from the ground and the force of his engines blew back anything not bolted to the docking floor. He chuckled, watching two Perynians fly across his windshield. Obviously they had not gotten the memo.

      “Take that, you assholes!” Penny shouted. “That’s what you get for hurting this ugly furball.”

      Daeceon did not turn to stare her down, he could not afford to take his eyes off the enemy. But the thought of having a Perynian symbiote on his ship disgusted him. They were foul, menacing little creatures…but he could not think of that now.

      “I need silence,” he bellowed.

      “Sorry,” he heard her mutter.

      “I think I’m going to be sick,” Victoria moaned.

      “Buck up, buttercup,” Alicia muttered gravely. “I have a feeling things are about to get hairy.”

      An alert flashed on his control panel and Daeceon muted it. Likely the Pinkox security android calling in to warn him away from his actions. To list all breached protocols and announce his imminent arrest. Vrakking shit. He knew now that he’d never be able to return to this station. Especially after he destroyed one of their docking bays.

      He didn’t care about Pinkox-Nine, but if he were caught…

      Daeceon’s finger hovered over the trigger. Once he fired, there would be no turning back. If they made it out, they would be on the run. The fight would not end here.

      His mind whirred, hesitating. He could stop now, surrender. Take all the blame for his humans’ thievery. But then they would be stranded on this station alone. A coveted species that were too weak to defend themselves. And now there was Polaris. Without a doubt he would not waste his chance to get his filthy hands on them and do vrakk knows what.

      “Daece?” Olivia whispered worriedly.

      He turned his head to the side, meeting her anxious gaze and his heart clenched. He was still so very angry at her. Still so very hurt that she’d lied to him. But…he could not lose her. Not yet.

      And as for the others? He took them in. All five of them strapped into the seats lining the back wall of the command deck, their hands white-knuckling the straps. Their faces pale and terrified, and now looking to him for reassurance.

      No. He would not abandon them. He’d brought them here, forced them into unfamiliar environments, and though this mess was a direct result of their inability to obey simple instructions, the blame fell on his shoulders.

      Daeceon turned and without further hesitation, fired his cannons at the doors.

      Though the laser hit true, leaving a mess of mangled steel behind, it did not blast a hole like he’d hoped it would. The doors were far too strong, but they were at least weakened now.

      Perhaps just weak enough that he could punch through…

      “Hold on tight!” Engaging his thrusters, he shot forward.

      Everyone’s screams pierced his ears as they flew closer and closer to the charred metal bay doors before the Night Crawler slammed into them with a jarring collision. But the bulk of his ship proved to be too great for the doors to withstand and they gave way, allowing them to explode out into open space.

      Only now, they were being followed.

      Not only had the Peynians escaped behind them in a stolen ship, but several of Pinkox-Nine’s battle flyers had also made it out of the docking bay and were tailing him.

      “They’re right behind us,” Alicia pointed out dryly.

      Daeceon shot her a scowl. “They would not be, had you all stayed on the ship.”

      “They were hurting it!” Penny wailed, clutching the symbiote to her chest. “We couldn’t just leave it! We couldn’t.”

      Daeceon looked at her warily, not quite understanding why she was so worked up. He had noticed they’d been acting strange but now that he could actually hear himself think, the slur in their speech was more pronounced.

      “It bites,” Daeceon warned her absentmindedly as he checked his sensors. At least he had been the only ship actively in flight and so he had a large lead on his escape, but it would not take long for the Peryninans to catch up. Or even Pinkox-Nine’s guards. He needed to find somewhere for them to hide, and soon.

      Penny sucked in a sharp breath. “But it looks so cuddly…it’s shaking. Oh, poor baby,” she crooned. “I’ll take care of you.”

      “It’s venom is deadly,” Daeceon continued, shaking his head.

      Penny unstrapped and carefully set the beast on the ground and Daeceon gritted his teeth. “I ought to toss it out of the airlock. Strap back in.”

      Victoria came up beside him. “Why do we have to strap back in. I have to pee.”

      “They are following us. What is wrong with you? Sit back down!” Daeceon stared at Victoria as she began walking toward the back of the room on unsteady feet. “You can use the cleansing unit after I’ve lost our tail.”

      If. If I lose our tail.

      “I think I drank too much,” she moaned, bending over at the waist to gag.

      “What did you drink?” he demanded, glancing over at Olivia as she too unstrapped and walked toward him with a strained smile. “Sit!”

      “Alcohol, Red. We had a panty party raid.” Alicia scooted him aside, distracting him. “How do you fire that gun on the back of your ship?”

      “What? Why?” He shooed her back, but the female was persistent and began pressing buttons until a series of shots fired back at the tailing Perynians. “Stop that!”

      “They’re trying to blow us up,” she hissed through her teeth. “I’m not going to let them! Let me blast them!”

      “You don’t know how the controls wor—”

      “Daece,” Olivia called softly.

      “Not now,” he replied as he dodged an incoming missile.

      “Won’t you at least look at me?” she pleaded. “I have something I need to tell you.”

      Daeceon gritted his teeth and refused to look her way. Too much skin was on display. He would not be lured in by her come hither eyes and tempting smile. He was unsure if he could reign in his body’s reactions. He needed to focus on the threat at hand.

      “Have some water,” he suggested as calmly as his anxiety would allow. “We’ll talk once you’ve expelled the spirits from your system.”

      She crossed her arms across her ample chest. “But—”

      “Not now, girl.” Alicia huffed. “Can’t you see we’re in the middle of a space battle?”

      “Let me help then,” she offered softly, searching his face. “I’m not so wasted that I can’t do anything.”

      “Girl, please.”

      “All of you leave this deck.” Daeceon carefully side-stepped Olivia, curling his tail tight so it did not graze her tempting behind.

      “But—”

      “I cannot think with all your racket!” he burst out in frustration as he punched his speed forward. “How am I to bring us to safety when you two won’t stop bickering in my ear!”

      Olivia stared at him, her eyes softening with something that punched him in the gut. “I’m sorry. We can talk after you,” she glanced at the controls, “save us and stuff.”

      “He wouldn’t need to save us had he never stolen us in the first place!” Alicia bellowed before storming off.

      “Enough. We’re only making things worse.”

      Daeceon could not help but stare after his Olivia as she sank back into her seat with drooped shoulders. He was so damn weak for her. He wanted to reach out and caress the bare skin of her belly. Soothe her palpable emotions.

      “WATCH OUT!” Penny screamed, pointing at the system’s screens.

      Daeceon turned back to the front of the ship, horror dawning as he realized the Peryninans had caught up to them and now had two missiles locked onto their stern, heading straight for them.
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      “Missile incoming,” the robotic voice blared overhead. “Commence evasive maneuvers.”

      My heart lurched in my chest as I watched the tiny dots on Daece’s sensor race toward us, beeping louder the closer they got.

      “Brace for impact!” I yelled, clutching onto my belt.

      Slamming forward in my seat, the ship rocked explosively, as loud metallic clangs echoed in the background of our terrified screaming. I couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe. Terror fused my body to my chair.

      “Warning. Shields at five percent,” the computer supplied.

      “I vrakking know!” Daece grunted as he furiously flipped a bunch of controls. He was losing it. Completely splitting apart at the seams. My heart hurt from watching it but I didn’t know what to do to help him.

      “Five percent? FIVE PERCENT?” Alicia shouted from behind.

      “WE’RE ALL GONNA DIE!” Victoria shouted hysterically as she attempted to double buckle herself in with the strap from the seat next to her.

      My head spun from all the back and forth shouting. So much was going on around me. It was hard to keep up with it all.

      “DON’T SAY THAT,” Penny cried, covering the little furball’s ears with her hands. “SIMON CAN HEAR YOU.”

      “What did you call it?” Victoria asked, her head lolling on her shoulders. Shit, she was still totally smashed and looked either ready to puke or pass out. “Does that thing even have ears?”

      “Guys, quit it,” I urged them as I held the back of my neck. It hurt like hell from the ship whipping back and forth. Daeceon was tumbling us around as if we were on a roller coaster, but I was not excited for this ride, I was terrified.

      Deathly so.

      “Simon,” Penny cooed out. “He looks like a Simon. Right?”

      Thank God my friends were too drunk to really grasp the gravity of our situation. I almost wished I was still drunk too, but I was sobering up quickly.

      “He looks like something a cat vomited,” Alicia muttered, no longer screaming. “Now shut up and let Daece focus!”

      “We are not naming him that,” Victoria slurred, holding a plastic bag she found from who knows where, up to her face.

      “You are not arguing over that ugly rug’s name when we are in the middle of DYING!” Alicia roared.

      “I need quiet,” Daece hissed low, his voice churning with something akin to panic.

      Sweat beaded down his forehead and his tail whipped anxiously back and forth, slapping away anything in its path. I could see the Perynians in the small screen lined up in front of him and could feel their continued attacks rail against the ship. I couldn’t see how he was going to get us out of this mess. Just beyond the Perynians were over seven smaller ships, likely the guards from the station. There were too many of them. We were going to die.

      All because we rescued some poor alien furball.

      “Guys, stop, please,” I pleaded with them, but it was an all out war now. All of them, including Alicia, were now arguing over the furball’s name. Simon. Minkus. Cornelius. Every damn name in the book had been pitched and neither of them could agree.

      “What about Larry? Larry’s a good name,” Penny offered.

      “Larry is the name of our boss.” Alicia rolled her eyes. “Do you need help yet?”

      “NO! I NEED QUIET!” Daece bellowed, actual panic in his voice now.

      “Uhm,” Maybelle shakily raised a finger, “what’s that?”

      I followed where she pointed and my breath caught in my lungs. We were hurtling toward a massive rock. “Daece?”

      He pulled several levers and punched more buttons. All of it confused me. None of it made any sense but it all must have been important. Still, I didn’t think any of it would save us from exploding into a billion pieces if we smashed into that armageddon-sized asteroid.

      “Daece,” I tried again, my voice trembling.

      He surprised me by answering. His voice was completely strained, yet somehow soft as a whisper. “It’s okay, Anelii. Everything is going to be fine.”

      “Fine?” Alicia asked, even though her voice quaked with fear.

      “We are going to use it as cover,” he declared, his tail now coiled tight around the base of his chair.

      I stared at his tail and the bleakness of our situation hit home.

      We may actually die.

      Something hot and sickly rose in my throat. My eyes prickled, my heart throbbed painfully. I stared at the side of his face, memorizing it as if it were the last time I’d ever see him. “Daece.”

      We could die and Daece would have no idea how I really felt about him.

      He glanced over his shoulder, meeting my eyes. The words bubbled up into my throat, needing to get out.

      “Warning, collision imminent.”

      Everyone fell silent.

      I was silent. But I couldn’t bear it any longer.

      “Daece,” I choked out again, tears burning my eyes as they started to pour out. He stood, ripping away his restraints to rush over to me and curl his muscled body around mine.

      “Collision in five.”

      “I am here, my Olivia,” he rumbled in my ear, his tail wrapping tightly around my waist, yet he didn’t crush me as he had his chair. His grip was reassuring. Comforting. “Do not cry.”

      I sniffled, shoving my face into the warm space between his shoulder and neck. “I…”

      “Four.”

      Explosions burst across the window as smaller rocks pelted into the other ships, blowing them all to smithereens.

      “I…”

      We careened past the outer ring of the comet’s tail, explosions rocking us in every direction as the Perynians and the guards ships perished.

      “Three.”

      I stared into Daeceon’s gleaming eyes, conviction and peace overcoming me. If I was to die today, I would die unburdened.

      “Two.”

      Tenderness filled my heart for him. I smiled softly, raising a finger to caress his face. “I love you.”

      Daece stared at me with shock flickering in his eyes.

      Silence.

      Total, heart wrenching silence.

      And then.

      “Collision averted,” the computer chimed happily.
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      “What happened?” Maybelle asked quietly.

      Daece slowly pulled away from me, his face pale and shocked. It took visible effort for him to look away from me, but he managed it, and my heart dropped out of my stomach. Feeling utterly numb, I watched him stand and walk to the massive window at the front of the ship. He stood there, staring out at the rocky landscape of the asteroid.

      “How the fuck did we not blow up?!” Alicia blurted.

      Daece glanced at me over his shoulder, his mouth gaping slightly. He looked at a loss for words, like he had no idea what to say. And I had no idea how to handle it.

      I just poured my heart out to him, told him I loved him and he…he…he didn’t say a single thing in reply.

      “Hello? Anyone home?” Alicia shouted. “What happened? I didn’t feel a thing. We landed light as a fucking feather.”

      “I set the ship to autopilot. It was the best chance we had at landing safely with minimal damage,” he said quietly.

      Alicia looked around, ripping off her restraints. “You call THIS minimal damage?”

      “Penny, Vic, it’s safe,” I called out softly, unhooking myself. It was difficult, but I managed to swallow my emotions for the moment and take a look around, making sure my friends were uninjured.

      Penny slowly opened an eye and squealed with delight.

      “SIMON MADE IT,” she declared happily, holding the furrball closer to her chest. Though it trembled, it didn’t make a single sound as she strangled it with her exuberance.

      “His name is not Simon,” Victoria refuted, her face betraying the state of her stomach. That, and she was wearing the contents of her stomach on her chest.

      “It is,” Penny declared defiantly, even as she handed Victoria a cloth to clean up her face.

      “Will you two just shut it?!” Alicia barked. Marching her way over, she grabbed the creature from Penny. “His name is Frank.”

      “What? Why?”

      “Because I’m not listening to you two bicker over this shit for the next God knows how long until Daece can get us off this stupid rock.”

      “We’re not actually stuck here, right Daece?”

      Everyone turned to Daece who looked at them blankly, his hands hanging loosely at his sides. He said something quiet. Too quiet for anyone to hear. And he still wasn’t looking at me.

      “Sorry, what was that?”

      “We have used the last of our fuel reserves.”

      “What do you mean?” Maybelle asked quietly, uneasily shifting on her feet.

      “We do not have enough fuel to lift off,” he muttered.

      “You mean we ran out of gas?” Penny asked. “How do we get more?”

      Daece shook his head, seemingly coming out of his trance and scrubbed roughly at his face. “I’ll send out a few beacons. But it will likely take some time.”

      “Fucking hell.” And with that, Alicia stormed out of the room, dragging Maybelle and Frank along with her.

      Penny and Victoria followed along, screaming in protest, leaving Daece and I completely alone.

      Daece crouched under the console, stiffly fiddling with several wires. Part of me wanted to retreat, to follow the others out, but a stronger part of me wanted to confront him.

      I wanted to air everything out, lay everything out on the table. I didn’t want to be carrying around any more emotional weights. I wasn’t sure how Daeceon felt about me—especially since he admitted he only took me to rut me—but I was determined to lay myself on the line without regret. What he did with that, was ultimately his choice.

      At least I could go to sleep tonight knowing I held nothing back. That, even though this big red alien, who stole me and all my friends just so he could fuck me, somehow stole my heart and made me fall for him. I don’t know when or how it happened, but it did.

      And a small part of me wanted to believe that he felt the same about me too, otherwise why would he have risked his life to protect me? Why would he have ripped off his restraints and used his body as a shield to protect me?

      If I was nothing to him, he wouldn’t have done that…

      But then why…

      Why…

      Why…did he not say how he felt about me too?

      Consumed by my thoughts, I didn’t know whether to say something or continue standing in silence. I wanted a do-over.

      “Are we really stuck here?” I asked, finally settling on an innocuous question, my voice catching on nerves.

      He stiffened, but didn’t look at me. He briefly hesitated before fumbling with his smoking wires some more.

      Frustration rose inside me. “So that’s it then, huh? You’re just going to avoid me forever?”

      He scowled at his pile of wires, roping them with obvious frustration. Still silent.

      “You’re an asshole, you know that?” I went to storm away, tears pooling at the edges of my lashes but then I stopped. “You know what. No. I know you care about me. Why else would you have flown all the way to Earth to steal me. You could have fucked anyone. Anything. It was never just about that.”

      Deep down, I knew he’d started to feel something for me long before he stole me and I knew I felt that same. We talked for hours about everything and anything. I looked forward to his calls everyday. I may not have realized it at the time, but we were falling for each other even then. Little by little, one conversation at a time.

      “So if you deny all of that now, then you’re lying to yourself. And for what purpose? Why hurt us both?” He gaped at me, saying nothing. And I just…I just couldn’t face him anymore. “I can’t believe I wasted my heart on someone as cold-hearted as you! I’m done!”

      I spun on my heel, ready to escape his silence. My body thrummed with pent up rage and if I didn’t find some way to expel it, I was going to end up wailing on him.

      “No,” he rumbled low and forcefully. Without warning, he stepped in front of the door, barring my exit.

      “No?” I stepped back, disbelief dripping from my tone.

      “You do not get to walk away from me again,” he growled, his tail reaching out to wrap around the base of my ankle.

      “Again?” My mind reeled back—he was talking about when we had sex in the hangar—and my face grew red with rage. “You left me, remember?”

      “You LIED!” he roared in fury. “You had me believing things that weren’t true.”

      “This again? I told you the truth, didn’t I? Told you my name, apologized. Told you I loved you.”

      “You don’t love me,” he scoffed, frowning with what looked like pain in his eyes. “Merely an outburst of fear when you believed you were going to die. You are human. You will leave me to return to your precious Earth. That is not love.”

      Everything washed away with the word Earth. I hadn’t thought about going home. Not seriously and not for any length of time. Not since I followed Daece knowing I was going to jump his bones, knowing exactly what I wanted from him.

      Did I want to go home?

      And leave Daece behind?

      I had to reach up and rub my chest. No, the answer was no.

      “I-If I didn’t love you,” I stuttered, still coming to terms with my revelation, “I wouldn’t be so fucking heartbroken that you never wanted me in the first place!”

      And going home would never even be a question in my mind.

      “I am heartbroken you never wanted me,” he barked.

      I stared at him, my heart now filling up with a tidal wave of warmth. It was an admission. A small one, but enough that I felt like he cared somewhat. Proof that I wasn’t just a fuck to him.

      I stepped closer, my eyes glued to his, with my heart on my sleeve.

      “I love you, okay. I’m not dying now. This is not an outburst of fear.” He gawked at me, his hands falling down to his sides. “I love you, I love you, I love you, and I want to stay here with you. Will you please believe me?”

      Daece wiped a trembling hand across his mouth. “You want to stay with me?”

      “Yes.” This time, seeing the pure joy and relief fill his eyes, I knew nothing could drag me away. I would make sure my friends made it home, but I wouldn’t be returning with them.

      “You want to stay, and you love me?”

      “I fucking shouldn’t,” I muttered, exhaustion lining my words. I’d never had to defend a declaration of love before.

      “Because I am not human?”

      I looked up, praying for patience. “No! Because you ripped my heart out of my chest and then just abandoned whatever we could have had together.”

      I didn’t know what we could’ve actually had. Him being an alien and me just a girl from Earth. No one knew what was fated in the stars or how long we actually had until something tore us apart or hell, maybe we would get sick of each other and he’d drop me back home without a second glance. But right now, I knew that I wanted Daece. I wanted to be with him, even if our time was cut short. He had given himself to me, and however temporary it was, I considered him mine now.

      “I’m going to kiss you,” I said resolutely. “I don’t care if you love me back.”

      Daece choked, stumbling closer. “Not love you back?” he asked in disbelief. “Anelii, I have been yours from the moment I intercepted your Busteechyks line.”

      Huffing a laugh and a snort, I tripped closer to him with anticipation. “I can’t believe you just said that.”

      “But it is true. Without the Busteechyks, I would neve have found you.” He caressed the side of my face with his palm, his eyes full of tenderness that washed me with contentment. “My Olivia. My Anelii.”

      “Never thought I would be so grateful for my shitty job.”

      “Does this mean we can rut now? I am hard and have not had a release in so long,” he rasped. “I…I waited too long to have you again.”

      Flustered, I squirmed as he pulled me against his chest, enveloping me in that comfortable warmth I’d been missing for days. “Aren’t you going to kiss me first?”

      Daece ducked, as a playful smile grew on his lips.

      “INCOMING CALL.”

      “Please tell me that’s not your—”

      We both froze, horror icing over the mood as his mother’s voice filled the room. “DAECEON! ARE YOU KISSING A FEMALE?”
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      Another spark flew overhead as the wire came alive and snapped around as if it were in attack mode. Alicia rounded the corner and made her way inside, ducking as she passed the entrance.

      Funnily enough, the door to the engine room started working again after they landed on the asteroid. So no more climbing through the hole and accessing the maintenance tunnel just to get inside. It might have been the only thing that went right when his ship collided with the massive asteroid, well, aside from everyone making it out alive. But it was positive none-the-less.

      “Careful,” Daeceon warned as he watched Alicia approach. He didn’t want her fire-red hair to catch ablaze and burn to a crisp. He’d never hear the end of it.

      “I know my way around wires and cables. Oh, my fu—” she began before breaking out in a fit of coughs. Gasping for air, she fanned the plume of smoke in front of her to clear it.

      Daeceon reached inside his tool box and grabbed a breathing mask for her to put on. Without one, the female’s lungs would likely char within an hour and he’d be the one to blame. This was his ship, his responsibility. Experienced “mechanic” or not, every soul on board was under his care now, including Alicia, the one who always had to have the last word with her lippy mouth.

      “Get this on, now. The air is not great in here.”

      “You think?” Taking it from him, she fumbled for a moment to get it on, but was eventually able to clip it into place. “What the hell happened? One explosion wasn’t enough? You needed to set off another one?”

      Daeceon rolled his eyes. “Another fire I had to put out. I haven’t been able to vent the fumes yet. The panel is jammed.”

      “Oh, for fucks’ sake. Give me that.” She ripped the wrench straight out of his hands and looked down at the ship manual before mumbling to herself.

      Daeceon watched her work. She was far more skilled than he’d given her credit for.

      “Uh, Daece?”

      He glanced over his shoulder at Maybelle. She was holding up a stripped screw. “I think I made it worse.”

      The female looked so dejected that he didn’t have it in his heart to shout out at her no matter how frustrated he became.

      “Perhaps you could aid Victoria and Penny with cleaning the debris from the hangar.”

      Maybelle’s shoulders drooped. “I feel useless. There has to be something I can help with.”

      “Olivia’s been messing with the replicators,” Alicia added absently. “She was trying to get them started again.”

      Daeceon stood, wiping his hands. “Actually, why don’t we all take a break? We’ve been at this for hours and I am hungry.”

      Alicia sighed. “Great. We all know that’s code for disappearing to fuck Olivia for the next five hours.”

      Daeceon scowled at her but a reluctant smile tugged at his lips. He could not deny that his beautiful female, his mate, was all he could think about at all hours of the day. She consumed his thoughts when she was near, afar, and even when he was holding her in his arms. His steps quickened and he nearly raced to her side.

      “No!” Victoria cried as he stumbled into the mess hall. “WE NEED HER!”

      Daeceon tossed his Olivia over his shoulder, smiling as her squeals of surprise echoed in his ears. “I need her to look at…” he backed away, avoiding the judgemental eyes of his humans, “the thing…that’s over…here.”

      “Sorry!” Olivia shouted. “We’ll be quick. I promise!”

      Daeceon’s grin widened. He had no plans of being “quick”. That was for certain.
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        * * *

      

      “We need to get off this rock. It’s almost been a week and nothing’s changed,” Victoria muttered, glaring at Daeceon.

      He did not care. He could not tear his eyes away from the rounded backside of his female. She was bent over, loading something into the replicator. They had finally returned to the mess hall after he’d had his fill of her again, and again. Much to his displeasure, he was anticipating spiriting her off at the soonest moment of possibility.

      “It’s only been three days, Vic. Give it a chance,” Penny stated, watching the Peryinian symbiote creep into the room on all fours.

      With a scowl, Daeceon shooed the monstrous thing away. It had been hiding since they landed, only emerging when it smelled food. Penny stood with a wry smile, attempting to pick it up but as it had done since she lost it after landing, it scurried away from her, tittering in fear.

      “It hates me, now,” she moaned in despair. “It only wants Alicia.”

      “He doesn’t hate you,” his Olivia said sweetly. “And Alicia’s been sneaking him treats when you’re not looking.”

      Daeceon sighed in contentment. His female was smart. Beautiful and caring. He was the luckiest male in the all the universe.

      “So that’s why it’s been shitting all over the place,” Victoria muttered angrily.

      “I think that’s just anxiety,” Penny said quietly. “My stomach hasn’t been doing too hot lately either.” She looked to Daeceon. “Any closer to getting us out of here?”

      Sadly, even with the help of the others, they still hadn’t made any head way of getting off the asteroid. As far as the universe was concerned, they were as good as stuck since they had no fuel. He shook his head regrettably as Penny’s face dropped.

      Daeceon could not take her sadness and instead chose to continue watching his mate’s luscious behind while she made herself something to drink.

      “Let’s try and be positive,” Maybelle said with forced cheer. “We’re all alive. No one’s harmed. And we have food and water to last us for months. Yes, we are stuck. Yes, it sucks, but at least the authorities can’t get us from here. Am I right?”

      Everyone nodded, grumbling in unison.

      “Holy shit, is that?”

      “Indeed it is,” his mate replied. “I may not be a mechanic like Alicia, but I have at least figured out how to make us some coffee!”

      She placed a tray of steaming hot mugs on the table with a bright smile. Daeceon leaned in to sniff them and gagged. “What in the gods is that?”

      “Gold,” Alicia cried, racing into the room with tears in her eyes. “You found gold!”

      “Gold?” Daeceon stood. “Where is this gold?” If they’d found gold then all of their problems would be solved. “Give it to me.”

      One by one the humans stared at him in confusion. He did not understand how they could just sit there, calmly sipping away their solution!

      “You have replicated gold and you are drinking it?” he asked, completely horrified. He grabbed on the mugs, tearing it out of Penny’s limp hand. “How could you keep this from me?”

      She squawked in outrage, reaching for it. “Hey!”

      “It’s just coffee,” his mate said, watching him with wide eyes. “She didn’t mean actual gold.”

      Daeceon stared at her, his shoulders sagging with his disappointment. “This is not real gold?”

      “No, honey,” she said softly, curling herself into his chest. “Sorry for getting you so excited.”

      “We could have used gold to pay for a tow,” he muttered dejectedly.

      “We can get a fucking tow?” Alicia hissed, gawking at him in disbelief and fury.

      “Don’t worry, we’ll get out of this,” his mate said as she sat down in his lap.

      Daeceon squeezed his mate’s hand, thanking her for the show of support. A month ago, all he had to care for was himself. Now he had five humans and a pet to constantly worry about. He wasn’t used to it. In fact, he didn’t think he’d ever be used to it.

      “I love you,” he whispered quietly in her ear, which earned him a soft smile.

      “Back the fucking truck up,” Alicia barked. “All this time, we could have paid for a tow out of here?”

      Daeceon shrugged. “Yes, but I do not have the funds.”

      Together, they sat in terse silence. Well, he sat still, whispering all the things he’d love to do to his Olivia while she giggled quietly. The others sat in silence. And then, Alicia sucked in a large breath, drawing all of their attention.

      “So…,” she drawled slowly with a mischievous grin. “If we need cash for a tow—”

      “Credits,” he corrected.

      “Right, credits. If we need credits for a tow, I might have an idea.”

      Daeceon leaned in. He was in desperate need of funds. And while he was content to stay on this rock forever, if it meant spending all his time with his mate, he knew she wanted the others to return home. She feared for their emotional stability, particularly Alicia. The banshee was the most anxious to return.

      Daeceon feared taking them back, that Olivia may decide she no longer wanted to stay with him, but he also was learning to trust their new connection. If she said she would stay, Daeceon would believe her. And if she changed her mind, he would follow her to Earth. The human authorities would have to get used to him following one of their own around.

      “What is this idea?” he asked Alicia as he braced himself for anything.

      “Well, the comm systems still work,” she began confidently.

      Daeceon nodded. They were lucky not to have lost them in the fire fight.

      “I have four words for y’all,” she said, grinning maniacally.

      “Come on, spit it out!” Penny, Maybelle, and Victoria shouted.

      “Call. Girls. For. Aliens.”

      

      The End.
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Olivia

        

      

    

    
      Carting along a box of wires, I dipped down to get a better grip. I didn’t understand what half of them were for, but Alicia had claimed she could use them to make more headsets and we desperately needed those.

      In only ten hours, our sex line was supposed to go operational and not only did we not have enough supplies for everyone to go around, but we hadn’t agreed on a name yet either.

      I actually liked ‘Call Girls for Aliens’, but some of the others didn’t believe it said what we needed to our target audience… which to us were aliens, but they would see us as the aliens.

      It was complicated.

      So for the past two days we’d been pitching ideas around, trying to find that bread and butter business name. And with so many smart, strong minded individuals—who couldn’t even decide on a name for our pet fluffball—it had definitely been a hassle.

      Alien Chicks was Victoria’s offer. Penny brought Alien Cathouse and KinkyCommChats to the table. Mayeblle demurely suggested Sexsationals with such a blush, I couldn’t believe she managed to get the words out. So we were kind of at a crossroads. If Daece got his way we’d still be called BusteeChyks. It was sweet he was so sentimental about how we met.

      I slipped around a corner and a startled cry escaped me as I was suddenly tugged into a dark closet. I caught his scent first.

      Daece always smelled spicy and woodsy. My lady parts tingled every time he was close enough for me to sniff out. “Hey,” I said huskily, my body already priming for him.

      “I’ve been searching for you everywhere,” he rasped, his hands already roaming my backside. “We need to talk.”

      I sighed, reluctant amusement tugging at my mouth. “I already told you I wouldn’t.”

      “I just want to hear it again,” he begged me.

      It was mildly exhausting having to reassure him again that I wouldn’t take any calls, no clients, that I wouldn't be an operator. But it was also sweet and endearing. And it made me feel wanted. Treasured.

      “I can’t bear the thought of you speaking to other males,” he rumbled desperately, smacking rushed kisses along the side of my face. “It would be the death of me.”

      I chuckled as he reached for me. “You’re being dramatic.”

      I didn’t want to talk to any other males. I didn’t want to be an operator at all, which was why I agreed from the beginning to help Daece operate the more business side of things. While the girls would be off entertaining their clients, I’d be logging calls and setting up profiles.

      Besides, if things were reversed, it would kill me to have Daece answering calls for females.

      Daece grinned. “I am the only male you’ll be serving.” He backed me into the wall, his hands reaching for me everywhere.

      I giggled. “Not here. We’re always getting caught.”

      “I don’t care what the others think,” he mumbled as his peppered light kisses turned ravenous on the side of my neck. “I care what you think.”

      “The bedroom,” I panted. “Let’s get to the bedroom.”

      “No time,” he rasped. “I need you now.”

      “We’ve never had sex in a bed,” I complained breathlessly, my hands roaming to his taut butt. He flexed it for me, his tail coming up to wrap around my waist in a possessive grip.

      “We will later,” he growled, boosting me up the wall until I wrapped my legs around his waist and then his mouth began to attack the skin of my collarbone. “I need you.”

      Daece saying he needed me did things to my body that I couldn’t explain. I was already so hot and ready for him that we didn’t need any preparation.

      Impatiently, he ripped away my shirt before attacking the button on my pants.

      “We have to hurry,” I whispered, hearing the faint voices of the others down the hall. It was only a matter of time before they came looking for one of us or both of us. And heaven forbid they found us fornicating in the only closet left on this ship unmarked by our lust. I swear Daece was doing this on purpose. Making sure every inch of the ship smelled like our love-making. Or in his words, our mating.

      His eyes filled with heated determination and he unzipped his pants, barely shoving them down his thighs before he was prodding at the heat between my thighs.

      “Wet,” he growled, dipping just the tip of his cock inside me. All he had to do was look at me and I was ready for him.

      As he slid into my body, I gasped, my back arching along the wall he had me pinned against.

      Gritting his teeth and watching my every minute reaction, Daece slid his cock out and then punched forward with purpose, his hand cradling the back of my head. My breath hitched and my thighs tightened around my hips and he alternated between slow glides of his cock and rough punches of his hips.

      “Harder,” I panted, loving as his eyes flared with heated approval. He loved when I ordered him around, when I told him just how to fuck me like I’d done so many times over the phones.

      “Anelii,” he groaned, baring his teeth against my shoulder. “Nothing feels as good as your cunt.”

      Panting, I nodded, my nails clawing at his back as I rose higher and higher every time his cock slid back inside of me, the base grinding against my clit. Soft and yet rough, Daece fucked me, groaning and grunting, his tail tightly wrapped around my thigh to keep me spread open wide for him. I could feel the very end of it lightly tickling me in a place that felt forbidden. Dirty.

      A whimper of surprised ecstasy escaped me and Daece stilled, watching my face closely. His tail wandered a little more, this time with purpose and my mouth dropped open as I moaned his name urgently. He grinned, his eyes flaring with heat and his palm dropped down between us so his thumb could graze across my clit.

      With a shout, I went off like a bottle rocket and Daece was quick to follow after me with a rumbled howl of his own.

      We held each other tight, our erratic breaths mingling together in the aftermath of our mating.

      When Daece finally found the strength to lift his head and lovingly caress my lips with his own, the sweet moment was interrupted by a frantic shout.

      “Hey! Get out here! I think we have a visitor!”

      Daeceon stiffened, staring at the door as if bewildered.

      “I thought the repair crew wouldn’t come without the first payment?” I asked, hastily pulling up my clothes. I swear, I always seemed to get caught with my underwear around my ankles.

      Daece’s mouth opened but before he could reply, the door was yanked open and Alicia stood there, something wild and crazed in her eyes. “Put your dick away, red. Your mother’s here.”

      “My what?” He choked, hopping into his pants. He fell off balance and though I tried to help him, he rolled out into the hall with his ass still peeking out.

      “Daeceon!” A very familiar voice cried, this time it was loud and unmistakably close.

      “WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?” Daece roared, his face a deep furious red.

      “I’m here to meet your human mate,” she squealed in delight.

      I gaped at Alicia, pure terror overcoming me.

      With a cackle she mercilessly shoved me out of the closet.

      I tripped, landing on top of Daece.

      A tall, statuesque red alien that looked remarkably like Daece yet still beautifully femine stood a few feet away, her hand curled up under her chin and obvious hearts in her eyes to go along with her elated grin.

      Shit. But at least I had my panties on.

      

      The End.
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Maybelle

        

      

    

    
      I stood in the center of the room, listening.

      Everyone was asleep. Hopefully.

      The comm’s flashed red, an incoming call alert that lit the room briefly like a pulsing heart. Nibbling on my fingertips, I weighed my options. Debated the positives and negatives of going against my friends’ advice.

      They didn’t want me answering calls. Claimed that because I had no experience that I would get overwhelmed. But I knew what they were holding back, they really believed I couldn't handle it. That I didn’t have it in me to…to…dirty talk.

      Or rather talk dirty to a male. An alien male.

      Part of me—a shameful part—believed they were right. That I was too uptight, too much of a prude. All things Brandon had led me to believe about myself over the course of our tumultuous relationship. But my ex-boyfriend was a butthole and we were over. He couldn't get to me all the way out here in space. And anyway, he was wrong. They were all wrong. I was determined to prove it to them.

      And the alien that was currently calling into our new hotline was going to help me show everyone just how amazing I could be at dirty talk. Desperation was a strong motivator and I was desperate to be of use on this ship. Not a burden.

      Without another second thought, I reached down and plucked up a headset sitting at Penny’s station. Hers was the only one not hidden away in a separate room. Alicia and Victoria liked to work privately but Penny hated being alone and instead would sit in the mess hall, speaking to clients all day despite that anyone could walk in and listen.

      I didn’t mind. I had been listening on purpose. I’d learned a lot the last few days, enough that I felt confident I could handle a call on my own.

      Normally, the hotline would be quiet at this hour, but Daeceon had accidentally left it open and I was not about to waste this rare opportunity.

      My finger hovered over the flashing red button that let me know there was a caller waiting on hold. My palms were sweaty, my stomach pinched with nerves, and I was a little dizzy.

      But I could do this.

      I could.

      I answered the call.

      “H-hello?” My voice was embarrassingly croaky, my greeting mangled. I winced, ducking my head as my face flamed even though no one could see me make a fool of myself.

      “Hello,” a voice came back. Strong and deep. Confident and commanding.

      A cool shiver ran down the length of my spine.

      Then a prolonged, awkward silence ensued where I froze solid, unsure what to say next.

      I knew I shouldn’t go right into talking about his…his thing. There was a lead up. Some verbal foreplay if you will…

      I just wasn't sure how to start it.

      “What’s your name?” He rasped, his accent heavy and thick and alien but I could understand him which meant he knew I was human.

      “Maybelle,” I blurted unthinkingly. Smacking my hands to my cheeks in horror, I gaped at the wall. Penny never gave her real name! Hell, Daece hadn’t known Olivia’s until right before we crashed on this asteroid!

      “Maybelle,” he nearly purred in a dark, sexualized tone. I squirmed anxiously, taken aback by how much I enjoyed hearing his thick accent curl around my name.

      “W-what’s yours?” I finally asked, slowly lowering myself into Penny’s chair.

      He hummed over the line, it reminded me of a purring panther. A little dangerous, like a warning in disguise. I felt that sound in places that had me squirming in my seat.

      “Commander, lovely. You may call me Commander.”

      

      Commanding Maybelle: Coming Soon
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      Bade stepped closer and stared at me with utter disdain and…a tiny fraction of pity? My eyes bulged. Him? Pitying me?

      “You can’t do this,” I snarled in his big scaly face, the shorter pieces of his hair actually flew around, dancing in my rage as if it were a party. “You’ll never get away with it. Earth will come for me.”

      Leaning closer, he pushed the cuff circling my right hand closer together until it clinked on the next latch. “Don’t think about trying to get out of this. You won’t.”

      I stared at him in a challenge because it was a fucking challenge. These cuffs would not remain on me for long. “You wanna bet?”

      He let out a low growl. “Try it and see what happens, female. You might find yourself without hands.”

      As he backed away and turned to leave, I shook my wrists, testing the cuffs. I knew the moment Malark tossed me into this cell and ordered his right hand man to restrain me I was doomed.

      Ever since Malark purchased me from the big red asshole, things had gone to shit. I thought I was going to have the adventure of a lifetime. See new worlds, meet new people. It was all just a load of crock, as was everything else in my life. And now I was a prisoner because I refused every advance Malark had thrown my way. Even kicked him in his alien nut suck when he didn’t care that ‘no’ actually fucking meant ‘no’.

      Damn bastard.

      Like I would ever sleep with him after he tried to rape me. Or when he tried to pawn me off to the rest of his crew as if I were nothing but goods available for trade. Thanks to my genius—idiotic—plan to sneak aboard an alien ship, that’s all I was now. Something to be traded.

      But Malark was done with me now.

      And so was his crew.

      I’d kicked, bit, and punched everyone I could. Even stabbed someone in the foot with a fork. Except for Brade. He was the only one that wasn’t too worn out to deal with the ‘rabid human’. Which was why he’d become my personal ‘jailor’ until we reached some shitty space station. Pink cocks or something. There I was to be sold off to some alien slug looking for a harem of women to fuck.

      The room suddenly closed in on me and a wave of fear dropped a noose around my neck and pulled it taught.

      “You’re a monster.” My voice pitched. “Worse than Malark.”

      The alien froze.

      “I…” He stumbled on his words, only giving me the side of his face. “I am not.”

      “Oh, really? You couldn’t even say that to my face.”

      His fists clenched tight and then he strode away with a tense gait.

      “How dare you walk away from me! You’re sending me to my death you know! MY DEATH! AND YOU CAN’T EVEN ACKNOWLEDGE IT!”

      Brade’s pace picked up until he reached my cell door and left without a second glance.

      Silence filled the air after the remaining echoes of my screaming died out into nothing. And then I panicked. I fucking pannicked because what the hell was I going to do?

      According to Brade, we’d reach Pinkcocks in three days.

      

      Look for Andrea’s short story in the Alien Embrace Collection this August!
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        Thank you for reading Stealing Olivia!

        Please take a moment to leave a review.

        They help so much!
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      About a year ago… Harpie had this wild and crazy idea. Somehow, she managed to rope Erin into it with her.

      The premise was an alien that accidentally picks up the signal for a human sex phone operator.

      It was supposed to be short, sweet, and a whole lot of crazy funny.

      We kept the sweet and topped off the funny, but somehow, through a lot of late nights, too much goofing around, and  creativity running rampant, Stealing Olivia turned from a short story into a much longer one and then we latched onto a series.

      Whoops. Well we had fun! We hope you did too!

      Thanks to K and D for reading very, very last minute.

      Jessey for being a badass editor.

      Harpie’s husband for getting her that adorable puppy…even though it delayed the book release by an ENTIRE DAY!

      Erin’s husband for listening to hours and hours of her talking about this book and her son for telling her it was awesome even though he’ll never ever be allowed to read it.

      Thank you all for reading and reviewing!!!

      Here’s to Book 2!

      

      Daeceon: I have heard giving acknowledgements are important.

      Erin: They are.

      Daeceon: And help to increase sales.

      Erin: They do.

      Daeceon: *thrust shoulders back* I want to thank busteechyks.

      Erin: *whispers to Harpie* Did you tell him he was making a profit from this book?

      Harpie: Maybe…
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      Balat: A planet

      Cannabek Lassisti: An incredibly rare, hard to obtain fungi with a short lifespan after harvest.

      Ceurt: A well known trading species.

      Clicks: Seconds

      Danalian: A wealthy species with refined tastes.

      Greneck: a bald, predatory bird.

      Interplanetary Alliance: Universal militia. Restricts and policies all known sectors.

      Lapil boar: A mammal found on Ceurt.

      Menchek: A highly intelligent, technologically driven species.

      Niox: One of Balat’s moons.

      Oori: A species best avoided due to their deceptive nature.

      Pinkox-Nine: trading station.

      Screnoid: An asshole.

      Spans: Days

      Spiced tol: Tea from Danalia

      Solars: Years

      Triik: A mammal found on Balat - Resembles a kangaroo.

      Vexikan Sand Mites: very destructive, found all across the universe.

      Vrakking, Vrakk: curse word

      Vuulrick: A barbaric warring species.

      Zratons: Giant Vuulrickian baby maggots.
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