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Chapter One

It wasn’t a habit with Sadie Thompson
to get herself into a potentially dangerous situation—not that she
hadn’t before, but it was those experiences that had made her more
careful.

She’d thought so, anyway, but she
supposed imperfect judgment and bad luck could conspire against
anyone.

She’d thought she had plenty of gas
and plenty of time before dark, though, to take care of the
situation—to find the people selling that antique spinning wheel
she wanted so badly—and get back to ‘civilization’.

Miscalculation.

She hoped it wasn’t going to get her
killed.

She supposed it all depended on making
the right decision to correct her screw up.

The problem was, she couldn’t think of
a solution, at this point, that didn’t have potential for
disaster.

Her car wasn’t going
anywhere.

It was getting dark.

And on top of that, her damned phone
had gone dead.

She had the option of walking back to
the last house she’d seen to ask for help—which would be dangerous
all the way around.

Or spending the night in
the car and then still having to walk back to that isolated house and hope it wasn’t
abandoned or populated with criminals in hiding.

Because she’d been lost a damned hour,
wandering around country roads, and it was the last house she
recalled seeing.

There’d been a cluster of houses that
she’d seen probably thirty minutes before she’d spotted that one,
but she had no way to know if that would be any safer and it was a
lot further.

Getting out of the car when she
realized she was just wasting daylight, she went to the trunk and
got out the one gallon gas can—which was empty of everything but
fumes—shouldered her pocketbook and started down the road at a
brisk pace.

The further she got from the damned
car, the darker it got—which was when she discovered that clouds
were gathering, creating a premature dusk.

“Oh my god!” she muttered.
Could it get any worse?

It could and did. She’d decided she
was further from her car than the house she was looking for and
began to walk a little faster and a little faster.

And then, from out of nowhere, there
was this ‘thing’ hanging in the sky above her, hovering, as if it
was looking at her and trying to decide whether she was something
it wanted or not.

She froze for a split second, gaping
open mouthed at the thing above her—the UFO or UAP as they were now
calling them.

Then she screamed, threw her gas can,
leapt the ditch beside the road and took off running across the
field thinking she probably would’ve been much better off if she’d
run the other way, into the woods.

It was the last thought she had before
she just winked out of existence.

When she surfaced toward consciousness
again, she was … disembodied, weightless, floating ….

* * * *

A large hand clamped along the back of
Sadie’s neck and applied pressure until she bent forward at the
waist. It continued until she felt her naked body connect with
something that was cool against her skin and smelled of leather.
Relaxing fractionally when that firm surface calmed her fear of
falling, she ceased her struggle to push back against the
commanding hand. Not that it had availed her to try. But she had
instinctively attempted to push back the moment she felt the
pressure and had continued to strain against the forward movement
until she felt the surface against her and realized she was wedged
between two immovable surfaces—the table and the hand at her
neck.

The surface she was pushed against
felt smooth and even and flat, she thought, but as she was pushed
firmly against the surface she noticed her breasts weren’t
flattened. Instead they seemed to have settled into some sort of
pocket. Slowly the weight of her breasts made them shift, settle
more and more into the pockets that cupped them until the weight
almost seemed to swing free of her body except for the restrictions
of the sides of the pockets that cupped them.

Her first realization that the pockets
had no bottom came when fingers clamped onto her nipples and tugged
until her breasts were firmly wedged into the pockets. She jerked
and struggled at that point but the hand on her neck prevented more
than a token resistance. Distended from the tugging, her nipples
remained erect even after they were released. Slowly, the blood
began to pool in the distended tips until they began to throb
faintly, and then a little more insistently until she could hardly
pry her mind from the throbbing.

This had happened before, she realized
abruptly—many times. Not just the same, but much the same
way—pleasure and torture that became pleasurable torture at some
point.

She thought she might have been
alarmed enough to struggle harder when her wrists were grasped if
not for that realization—that distraction. As it was, it wasn’t
until she felt a pull against her shoulder blades that she realized
that it was some sort of cuffs that had been placed around her
wrists, not hands, and those cuffs had been so firmly locked that
even when the hand disappeared, she found she couldn’t lift away
from whatever she’d been pressed against. In fact, she could barely
twitch.

She was so thoroughly focused on the
blood that had begun to pound almost painfully at the tips of her
breasts and the binding of her wrists that she scarcely paid any
attention to the things she felt slipped around her thighs until
she felt a pinch on first one and then the other lip of her sex.
That was tight enough to discomfort and alarm her and draw her
attention away from the discomfort that now bordered outright pain
of her nipples. Her knees were bent and angled upward and outward
until her weight rested on her belly and she discovered the thing
she was bound to ended around her pubic bone. The discomfort
increased as her thighs were spread wider and wider until whatever
it was that was clamped to the lips of her sex had curled them back
against her thighs and cool air wafted all the way around her
clitoris. Within moments, her clit felt as distended as her nipples
and with dread she felt the blood began to pool there as it had in
her nipples, begin to pound in time to her nervous
heartbeat.

Something was wedged between the
cheeks of her ass to pry them apart, but almost in the same
instant, something clamped down on the painfully swollen tip of one
breast and instantly diverted her. She sucked in a sharp breath.
Just in time she recalled that she’d been told that if she screamed
or struggled they would start again.

She clamped her teeth tightly
together, trying to block out the pain and the fear of more pain.
Whatever it was attached to her nipple felt like a mouth. It was
hot and wet and she could feel a faintly rough texture as it
clamped tightly around the nipple and began to suck and pull at it
so vigorously she felt like she might faint. The muscles of her sex
clenched in response and continued to clench and relax at the
feverish pulling.

The urge to scream in pain died in her
throat. As odd sort of pleasure began to build as the pain level
dipped and she felt moisture flooding her channel, felt tension
begin to coil inside of her. It continued to build as the tug at
her breast became more and more insistent.

She had just begun to wonder if some
kind of beast was trying to suckle her for milk she didn’t have to
give when she felt the tongue uncurl from its embrace of the tender
skin and teeth clamp into her instead, tightly, raking the nipple
from aureole to tip. It was too sudden and unexpected for her to
prevent the gasp she sucked in.

She thought she might have screamed at
that point, despite the warning, except that something clamped onto
her clit in the same fashion and with as much intensely painful
vigor. She jumped, discovering in the process that she was so
tightly bound she could manage no more than that—a flinch. She
couldn’t escape. She couldn’t wiggle enough to evade. The mouth and
tongue curled around her clit completely and pulled fiercely until
her mind was torn between the two, torn between the twin, fiery
sensations pouring through her from both points.

The tension that had been coiling
abruptly broke. Her body convulsed with pleasure—and kept jolting
with spasm after spasm as the suckling continued on her nipple and
her clit.

And the pleasure kept building from
the fierce alternating gnawing and sucking until she was screaming
mindlessly with the jolts rocking through her.

Dread flooded her when the mouths
finally vanished from her throbbing flesh and some semblance of
sanity returned as the tremors wracking her began to
subside.

She’d screamed and fought.

She’d been forbidden to do
either.

She barely had time to acknowledge the
dread of what was to come when the mouth that had tormented her
nipple until she’d thought it must go numb at some point—even
though it didn’t—clamped around the distended nipple that hadn’t
been touched. That one, she discovered, had grown so sensitive with
all the blood pooling there that the wild combination of pleasure
and pain that went through her made her belly convulse.

On the heels of that painful cramp,
before she had even had time to adjust to the frantic pull on her
ultra sensitive nipple, she felt something press against her
rectum, felt the burn as it was forced inside and then deeper and
deeper until she could barely catch her breath. She focused on
trying to adjust to the intrusion, which had most of her focus by
that time.

Even as the thing began to retreat,
though, a mouth clamped onto her clit and began to suckle and bite
it, making it clear to her that the tender flesh had had plenty of
time to recover full sensitivity.

The bludgeon was not completely
withdrawn from her. Instead, as the tip neared the clamp of her
rectum, it reversed directions. This time, however, there was no
slow, even progression. It was slammed into her, withdrew and
slammed in again. And all the while someone or something suckled so
ferociously at one nipple and her clit that she felt the tension
coiling rapidly inside of her all over again.

It exploded when her other nipple was
seized abruptly by a third mouth. She screamed as her body was
rocked endlessly with a sharp combination of pleasure and pain that
built to a near unbearable intensity, reached a plateau at a level
that was almost more torture than pleasure and didn’t begin to
abate until the bludgeon was finally removed from her rectum and
the mouths abandoned their effort to milk her.

With relief, Sadie sank into the
nothingness of oblivion.

* * * *

“Simulation ended,” the AI
announced.

Completely unnecessarily since Krull
had followed the entire scenario with a visualization of
it.

He stroked his distended member until
he had emptied his body of semen and felt nothing but the near
painful aftershocks, leaning weakly against the pod that contained
the woman they had captured from the Blue World.

One of nearly two dozen
females.

He had begun to obsess over this one,
however—dreamed fevered dreams of her, spent much of his days
peering at her through the tiny window of her pod.

He was not entirely
certain of why he could not pry his mind from her, of what there
was about her that had first teased him with the possibility of owning
her.

But something most assuredly had and
the longer he thought of it the more determined he was to have
her.

Despite that, he had come to be glad
that he could not touch her—yet.

The women had been podded after they
were captured and none of the crew was allowed to touch
them.

He had certainly chafed at it to begin
with and for a good long while afterward.

Until it finally occurred to him that
no one else could touch her either.

Except in the training simulations
where the women were prepared for sale as sex slaves.

In their minds, they had all sampled
every woman—repeatedly.

He had even sampled some of the
others.

But this one—she was his favorite and
in time he had ceased to go to any of the others.

He still was not certain
why.

She was, as all of the others,
pale—cool to all appearances.

But there was fire in her mind
whenever he simulated sex with her.

He could see, feel, hear, and touch
her—in his mind.

And she responded to him in a way she
did not respond to any of the others.

She knew him.

He was certain of it.

He frowned.

He thought she must.

But then it dawned on him
that he was
wearing the simulator that allowed him to virtually join with
her.

Hers wasn’t the same. She wasn’t
allowed to know who touched her because none of them were allowed
to be her master.

Anger rushed through him, blinding him
to logic for a handful of moments until it finally occurred to him
that it was protection—for both of them.

Dismissing his pique, he debated
joining with her just once more before he left to attend his duties
and finally discarded the notion.

He had done well enough, so far, to
prevent detection. It would not do for the others to realize he was
partial to her.

They might harm her, purely for
spite.

And then they would report
him to his master
and they would both be in danger.

He did not want to risk harm to
her.

Struggling to dismiss the woman from
his mind, he left the cargo bay and headed up to the
bridge.

“You are late!” the
captain growled. “One of the scrubbers has broken down and two
others are overheating because of it. If you do not get them fixed
quickly we are liable to lose half of the cargo ….”

Fear descended over Krull like a
thunderclap. Instead of glaring at the captain as he generally did
when the bastard ordered him around, he merely turned on his heel
and hurried to his locker for his tools.

He worked frantically on the scrubber
for an hour before he was forced to conclude that it could not be
fixed. “It cannot be fixed,” he said when the captain responded to
his call over the com unit. “It will have to be
replaced.”

The captain cussed for almost ten
sects before he asked his navigator to determine the closest planet
where they might have some luck finding a replacement or parts to
fix it.

“Three cycles—perhaps as
much as five,” the captain relayed the message. “Will the other
scrubbers hold up that long? Or should we dump part of the
cargo?”

Horror swept through Krull since he
could not convince himself his ‘precious’ would not be part of the
dump.

And she would be poisoned if another
scrubber broke down. They all would.

He was so desperately afraid for her
that he could hardly think straight. “I will make them work until
we can get replacements—we will need to replace all if those we
have left must carry the load for that length of time.”
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