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Trigger Warning




Content Warning (aka Read This Before You Dive In): 
This book is intended for readers 17+ and contains mature themes that may not be for everyone.

Inside My Alien Protector, you’ll find:
– Explicit (and consensual) alien smut
– Abduction (not the fun kind)
– Captivity and slavery
– Torture, violence, and murder (yeah, it gets dark)
– Colorful language your grandma probably wouldn’t approve of

All intimacy in this story is 100% consensual, the emotional journey is real, and yes—there’s a grumpy alien who falls hard for his sunshine human.

There’s danger. There’s heat. There’s kissing and killing and cursing. But most importantly? There’s a happily ever after.

Read responsibly, and maybe keep a fan nearby. 🛸🔥








  
  
Foreword




Looking for a high-octane, explosion-every-five-seconds space saga? You might want to reroute your coordinates. 

But if you’re in the mood for 30% thrilling space danger, 30% spicy alien smut, and 40% heart-squishy, grumpy/sunshine romance that’ll make you laugh, swoon, and maybe scream a little (in more ways than one)—then buckle up, babe.

You’ve just boarded the right ship.








  
  

Chapter 1

Freddie





The first thing I noticed was the pounding in my skull—the kind of headache that felt like my brain was trying to claw its way out through my temples. I had drunk way too much. 

The second was the floor. Hard. Cold. Unforgiving metal.

I groaned, shifting slightly, and immediately regretted it. My stomach churned, my mouth dry and sour from whatever I’d drunk the night before. A fuzzy memory surfaced: dancing lights, the hum of music, Sarah and Jess laughing. Then stumbling away from the bonfire, my head swimming, desperate to find a bathroom.

I cracked my eyes open, blinking against the sharp white glow of overhead lights. The brightness stabbed through my skull, making my temples throb. I squinted against the glare, expecting to see the inside of a storage trailer, maybe the back of a food truck if I’d wandered too far. Instead, the walls were smooth metal, lined with dim neon panels glowing an eerie shade of green.

Something wasn’t right.

I tried to sit up, only to realize I was wedged between two large crates. Their rough surfaces dug into my ribs, pressing me into an awkward position. When I inhaled, the scent of stale coffee and pastries—the familiar aromas of the café where I worked—was absent. Instead, the air smelled sterile, metallic, strange.

I pushed myself upright, gripping the crate beside me for balance as the world tilted dangerously. The floor beneath me hummed, a deep, steady vibration I hadn’t noticed before. I stilled, my pulse hammering against my ribs as I pressed a palm to the metal. The hum was rhythmic, pulsing through my bones, alive in a way that made my skin crawl.

Engines.

My breath hitched.

No. That didn’t make sense.

I swallowed hard, my throat raw. “Hello?”

My voice cracked, hoarse and thin against the heavy silence.

Nothing.

I licked my lips, the dryness making them feel too tight. “Jess? Sarah?”

No answer. No distant music. No muffled voices. No city sounds.

I wasn’t outside the festival anymore.

Panic tightened in my chest as I staggered to my feet, careful to keep my balance as I wove through the stacks of crates. My breath came too fast, my heart hammering in my ears. The walls were lined with strange symbols, glowing softly in the dim light. I didn’t recognize the language. I didn’t understand what any of it meant. But the one thing I did know was that I shouldn’t be here


      [image: ]The memories of the night before felt distant. Disconnected.

How had I gotten inside this place? Had someone carried me? No. There was no way I would’ve slept through something like that. Had I been locked in by accident?

I held my breath as I tiptoed around the crates, all larger than me, and into the aisle between the rows. Under my sneakers, the floor continued to hum, but the air around me was still and silent. Not seeing a clear exit, I chose a direction, turning to the left where neon green outlined the wall panels.

After a few steps, one of the panels swung open and a head popped out.

I froze, fear bubbling inside me and sucking up the breath in my lungs.

The head was oblong, resting above narrow shoulders, and the body was tall and lanky. At first, I thought I was having a nightmare. But I wasn’t taking any chances. I could just as easily wake up somewhere else if I was dreaming.

So instead of moving toward the door, toward the strange figure standing there and peering into the darkness, I returned to my hiding spot.

Climbing into one of the crates, I positioned myself beside the contents and closed the wooden lid silently above me. Besides my breath, the only sound in the room was the pounding of my heart.

I was afraid to move, afraid to make a sound, in case the figure noticed me and discovered my hiding spot. I stayed there, silent and still, until unconsciousness took me once more.


      [image: ]When I awoke the second time, cramped but less groggy than before, I heard voices. That is, if one could call the high-pitched mumbling “speech” at all. In the background, I thought I heard someone crying, but it was faint enough that I couldn’t be sure.

Repositioning myself inside the container, I opened the lid just enough to see outside.

The darkness made it difficult to determine where the sounds were coming from, but I was too afraid to leave the safety of the crate to get a better look. As my eyes scanned the space around me, everything began to vibrate, forcing me back onto my ass. The crate’s lid smacked me on the head for good measure—because clearly, the universe thought my hangover needed backup.

Cursing under my breath, I rubbed my scalp and tried to plan my next move. Something was happening. I just didn’t know what.

While I pondered my bizarre circumstances, a wisp of air made the crate lid jiggle, followed by several loud beeping noises. A second later, a door opened somewhere nearby.

I held my breath, fingers tapping my knee as I debated what to do. There was no way I could still be dreaming. It was impossible. But what I saw couldn’t be real either. And if it was, I knew I was in trouble. For now, no one had found me, but this didn’t feel like safety. It felt like the eye of a storm.

Shaking my head, I squeezed my eyes shut, berating myself for wandering off alone the night before.

Come to the fire festival, they said. It’ll be fun, they said.

What my two roommates didn’t say was that they’d abandon me the second they were approached by two barely attractive losers in polos and khakis. If it weren’t for my friends, I wouldn’t have had to find the bathroom by myself after drinking one too many.

It wasn’t all their fault. But at the moment, I needed someone to blame.

Bracing my hands on the sides of the wooden crate, I clenched my teeth as footsteps moved past my hiding spot, followed by the sound of something heavy being dragged across the floor.

The crates were being moved. Possibly unloaded.

But what chilled me even more was the crying. I heard it again.

If other women were nearby, why hadn’t they spoken up when I called out earlier?

With something dragging cargo around me, I couldn’t risk calling out again—not when I didn’t know what was out there or if I’d be putting myself at greater risk.

Panic rose in my chest as crate after crate was moved around me. I didn’t dare move. Not knowing where they were going wasn’t safer than where I was.

Then my crate—the only thing keeping me hidden—started moving.

A beat later, the high-pitched voices grew louder, like they were above me, followed by a deeper voice speaking the same language. I tried to listen, just in case I could catch a word, a phrase, anything I could understand, but it was useless. The base of the crate scraped along the floor, nearly tipping over. There was no doubt they were wondering how their cargo had grown heavier—one hundred and ten pounds heavier, to be exact.

To my relief, the lid stayed closed.

The deep voice grew louder as the crate stopped, its bass rumble hitting me low in the belly. Despite my best efforts, I couldn’t make out anything they were saying. It was a language I had never heard before.

As the crate was pulled another few feet, I clapped my hand over my mouth and tried to steal a breath. I could hear the door seal shut again and feel the world’s vibrations as something powered into motion.

But I wasn’t brave enough to look again. Not yet.

Footsteps paused near my crate.

My pulse skyrocketed.

A shadow loomed across the sliver of light visible through the crack in the lid. The figure lingered, shifting slightly, as though sensing something was off.

A soft click echoed in the silence, followed by a low, contemplative hum.

My stomach turned to ice.

After what felt like an eternity, the footsteps finally retreated, growing fainter with each step. My shoulders slumped back against the inside of the container, releasing the tension coiled in every part of my body.

At least for the moment, I was safe. But I knew better than to trust silence.

Somewhere beyond this crate, something—or someone—was waiting.








  
  

Chapter 2

Freddie





I wasn’t sure how long I’d slept when I awoke inside the crate, but the world outside my hiding place was unfamiliar and unwelcoming. The air was sharp and metallic, tinged with a sterile chill that made my skin crawl. The silence beyond the wooden walls pressed in on me, suffocating and vast. 

The realization that I was no longer in the desert filled me with paralyzing fear. The bitter taste of dread burned in my throat as I rubbed my eyes and repositioned myself. I couldn’t stay hidden forever. My body screamed for water, my mouth dry as sandpaper, and my bladder ached with unrelenting pressure. No matter how terrifying the unknown might be, I couldn’t stay curled up in a crate forever. Not without peeing myself, anyway.

Taking a deep, shaky breath, I reached up and cracked open the lid. The hinges groaned softly, the sound far louder in the oppressive stillness. Peeking into the room beyond, I realized I was no longer in the same space as before. Gone were the towering rows of crates and the distant cries of other captives.

This room was smaller, bathed in an eerie blue glow, with fewer containers scattered about. The floor beneath me hummed with a steady vibration, a mechanical heartbeat that told me unmistakably we were in motion. And if we were moving... I wasn’t on Earth anymore.

The thought sent a shudder through me. The crate felt like a coffin, but the room beyond might be far worse. Still, necessity outweighed the fear. Bracing myself, I pushed the lid open further and carefully climbed out.

My feet hit the cold metal floor with a jarring thud, and pain shot through my ankle as it twisted beneath me. I slapped a hand over my mouth to stifle a cry, breathing through the sharp, pulsing ache. After a few tense seconds, I tested my weight and found it bearable, though each step sent needles of pain up my leg.

"Hello?" I called softly, the word cracking with tension. My voice bounced off the metal walls, stark and lonely.

I shuffled into the aisle between the crates, my heart thundering. Every instinct screamed at me to stay hidden, but survival demanded action.

"Is anyone there?" I tried again, louder this time.

A faint whirring noise interrupted the silence. The sound grew louder, mechanical and precise, like gears shifting into place. My pulse spiked. I ducked behind the nearest container, pressing against the cold surface.

The door on the far wall slid open with a hiss, revealing a figure silhouetted against the dim corridor beyond.

The figure stepped inside, and my breath caught in my throat. This being differed from the lanky, oblong-headed creature I’d seen before. This one was taller, broader, and undeniably more imposing.

With each step, his skin shimmered with a faint iridescent sheen, shifting between gray and blue. Two dark horns curved back from his temples, sharp and elegant like a crown. His eyes glowed faintly in the dim light, scanning the room with predatory precision.

I flattened myself against the crate, my heart pounding painfully in my chest. As he advanced into the cargo hold, the floor vibrated beneath his heavy steps. He muttered something in a guttural, unfamiliar language, low and resonant.

I recognized his voice immediately. It was the same one I’d heard while the cargo was being moved earlier, the same voice that had sent a tingling awareness through me.

Swallowing hard, I forced myself to move.

Stepping out from the shadows, I raised my hands in what I hoped was a universal gesture of surrender.

"Hello," I said, my voice trembling. "Can you help me?"

The horned male’s gaze locked onto mine. He tilted his head, his expression unreadable, and scratched his chin as though assessing an insect.

For a long, agonizing moment, he simply stood there. Then, without a word, he turned on his heel and left the room. The door sealed shut behind him with a sharp hiss.

The sound of the lock engaging echoed in the sudden silence.

I stood frozen, equal parts stunned and humiliated. No attack. No words. Not even a glance in my direction. Just silence. Then the door shutting in my face like I was nothing. He left me behind like an afterthought. Not even a casual “Hey, don’t die in here” for good measure. The realization cut deeper than I’d expected.

Dropping to my knees, I wrapped my arms around myself and rocked slightly. Still no tears. I was either stronger than I thought... or broken beyond repair.

The pressure in my bladder brought me back to reality. I couldn’t sit here wallowing in rejection when my body demanded relief. Rising unsteadily to my feet, I patted my pockets and froze when my fingers brushed the hard surface of my phone.

Hope flared, sharp and desperate.

I yanked the phone from my pocket and hit the power button. The screen lit up, casting a pale glow across my face.

There was no signal. Of course. Because being stranded in space wasn’t quite bad enough.

Tears burned behind my eyes. Shoving the phone back into my pocket, I clenched my fists and glared at the door.

If he thought ignoring me would make me go away, he was wrong. I might be stuck on a spaceship, but I wasn’t going to be ignored like some cosmic stray cat.

"You want to leave me here? Fine," I muttered. "But I’m not going quietly."

Squaring my shoulders, I stomped toward the door and banged on the metal surface with both fists.

"Hey! You! Horns! I’m still here!" My voice cracked with frustration and fear. "You can’t just lock me up and ignore me!"

The ship responded with silence. The cool metal absorbed my anger like a void.

But I refused to give up. I banged again, harder this time.

"I know you can hear me! Come back here!"

The floor trembled beneath me, a faint shift in the ship’s trajectory.

My pounding heart told me I’d made a mistake.

Something on the other side of that door was listening.

And it was coming.








  
  

Chapter 3

Aevo





A ruking human. 

I knew the Gresum filth transported stolen humans, but how had one found their way onto my ship? Ruk.

That’s what I got for avoiding illegal trading after my last encounter with the intergalactic police. Growling under my breath, I stormed back to the bridge and slammed my fist onto the telecom button to contact the Gresum. I intended to demand they meet me at the nearest station and take their cargo back. But I hesitated, my finger hovering over the button. Returning her meant sending her back to whatever hell she’d come from, and even I wasn’t cold enough to do that.

If I returned the human, knowing what the Gresum did to humans, I’d never be able to live with myself.

The galaxy’s flesh trade was a horror I’d sworn never to be part of. I’d stayed far away from it all these years, and now one of their victims was aboard my ship.

Spinning my chair in frustration, I toggled the navigation display and pressed the button to summon my android, Mechi. Maybe his programming would offer some kind of solution.

When Mechi strutted in, his metal hips swaying like he was working a catwalk, I couldn’t help but chuckle. His chrome-plated exterior gleamed under the dim overhead lights, and as always, the ridiculous kitchen rag tied around his waist like a dancer’s skirt was firmly in place.

He stopped before me, standing bolt upright with his hands clasped behind his back.

“You summoned me, Captain Aevo?”

“Yeah,” I said, rubbing my temples. “We seem to have picked up a stowaway.”

Mechi’s ocular lenses adjusted with a soft whir. “Stowaway detection protocols were active during the last cargo transfer. It is statistically improbable, Captain.”

“Well, improbable or not, we’ve got one. And it’s human.” The words were like acid on my tongue.

His head tilted at a near-comical angle. “A human?” The metallic timbre of his voice rose slightly. “Oh dear.”

The loud, rhythmic banging from the cargo hold interrupted us. My eye twitched.

“We cannot return her to Earth,” Mechi said. “Article Seven of the Intergalactic Treaty strictly prohibits—”

“I know, Mechi,” I interrupted. “We need alternatives. Safe places for humans. Preferably not a two-week detour into Odag galaxy territory.”

Mechi’s internal processors clicked audibly, like he was doing long division with emotional consequences. The banging intensified, followed by faint yelling.

“The human has stated,” Mechi said after a moment, “that if she is not released immediately, she will…” He paused. “Ah. She will ‘pee all over everything in here.’”

I groaned. “Of course she will. Can you adjust my translator chip so I can hear her properly?”

Mechi’s finger transformed into a slim data spike, which he plugged into the control panel. A sharp pinch hit behind my ear as the chip updated.

“LET ME OUT!” the voice from the cargo hold now screeched clearly. “I NEED A BATHROOM, FOOD, WATER, AND MY HEAD IS KILLING ME!”

“Fantastic,” I muttered. “I’ve picked up a human with a bladder and a temper... and a voice that could peel paint.”

“Biological imperatives are notoriously persistent,” Mechi said, his voice sounding prim.

“Get a spare cabin ready,” I said, standing up and stretching my back with a groan. “I’ll deal with the human.”

“Right away, Captain,” Mechi said, pivoting with robotic precision and gliding toward the hallway.

I set the ship’s autopilot toward the next station and stood there for a moment, steeling myself. Years of solitude had suited me just fine. Now, I was about to let a loud, demanding human disrupt that peace.

“Ruk me,” I muttered. Bladder, temper, and all... this loud, impossible human was going to be my undoing.








  
  

Chapter 4

Freddie





I followed the massive, horned alien down the corridor, my pulse still unsteady. I wasn’t locked in a cargo hold anymore, but that didn’t mean I was safe. He hadn’t said much since letting me out, just a clipped order to come with him. 

So far, I wasn’t dead. That was progress.

Slightly less than my head. Still, I heard no sounds from the other side. No voices. No footsteps. I’d started yelling through the door in a last-ditch effort to get the massive, horned alien’s attention, which I admit was counterintuitive. If anything could push him into action, I figured threatening to pee on everything would do the trick.

When I heard heavy footsteps coming down the hall only a few minutes later, I realized it had worked—and immediately regretted my decision. Maybe I could have been a little less... threatening.

Stepping away from the door, I hoisted myself onto one of the crates, swinging my feet while I waited. The door slid open with a soft whir, revealing the wall of muscle and horns again. My breath caught in my throat. Sure, he was an alien, but that jumpsuit strained across his chest in ways that transcended species. Iridescent blue skin or not, the guy was hot.

Unfortunately, my mouth didn’t get the memo to stay chill.

I hopped down from the crate, planted my hands on my hips, and blurted, “It’s about time you came back.”

My mouth always got me in trouble, so I wasn’t surprised when he turned on his heel without a word and marched away.

“Wait! Hey, wait up!” I jogged after him, my head swiveling to take in the sleek metal walls and glowing control panels. I spotted what looked like a cockpit in the opposite direction from where we were headed. “Where are you taking me?”

He stopped and turned around with a long-suffering sigh. In the corridor’s bright lighting, I got a good look at his face: sharp jawline, furrowed brows, midnight-blue eyes so dark they looked endless. His thick, straight hair hung down his back, swaying as he moved.

For some ridiculous reason, I imagined braiding it.

“Until I figure out where to take you, human,” he said, voice deep and rough, “I’m putting you in the extra quarters.” His eyes narrowed slightly. “Please use the toilet if you need to urinate. I do not have a spare mattress if you soil this one.”

Freddie, you idiot. You’ve convinced the alien you’re not potty-trained.

I squeezed my thighs together, trying not to do a full-on pee pee dance. That wouldn’t help my bedwetting reputation. My cheeks went nuclear with embarrassment.

“I’m not going to pee on anything as long as someone shows me where the bathroom is,” I said through clenched teeth, trying to maintain some dignity while squeezing my thighs together like a kid on a long car trip.

The alien’s gaze shifted past me, and I turned to see a silver android approaching.

It looked a lot like C-3PO if C-3PO had gone on a tropical vacation and picked up a fashion sense. A yellow dishcloth was tied around its waist like a sarong, swishing with each stiff step.

“Captain Aevo, I am here as requested,” the android said in a crisp, proper tone.

“Mechi,” the alien said, relief evident in his voice. “Take the human to her room, show her the facilities, and get her food and water. And keep an eye on her. I don’t want her crashing the ship or ejecting herself into space.”

Being ejected into space wasn’t exactly on my to-do list, so hey, at least that was one thing I could stop worrying about.

“Ejecting myself into space sounds like the opposite of fun,” I muttered.

“Statistically speaking,” Mechi said, “humans have a much higher probability of accidental airlock mishaps than most species. I will remain vigilant.”

The alien captain’s lips twitched like he was holding back a smirk, and then he turned and walked away.

I tried not to stare at how his glutes moved with each step, but I failed. I didn’t know if the parts were the same, but I could’ve set a food tray on that ass and had a damn snack.

“This way, human,” Mechi said, gesturing down the hall.

I sighed and followed the android, wondering how I’d gone from a fire festival bathroom line to trailing a sarcastic robot and lusting after a grumpy space captain.

If I didn’t get a bathroom soon, I was absolutely making good on that threat.








  
  

Chapter 5

Aevo





I really was in over my head with this human, and I was no closer to determining what to do with her, aside from keeping her alive. Exhaustion weighed heavily on my eyelids, but I didn’t know if I would be able to get any sleep with a strange creature aboard my ship and only Mechi watching her. He wasn’t exactly the most responsible android. All she would have to do was offer to fashion him new clothing, and he’d be willing to turn the entire ship over to her. 

Huffing out a breath, I unzipped my jumpsuit and turned the water on in the shower, wondering if I should go back and check on them before I tried to sleep. I hadn’t even told her my name or asked for hers. I shook my head as I stepped into the stall, the hot water soothing my aching muscles. There was no reason to get on a first-name basis with her. It wasn’t like I was going to keep her any longer than I had to.

Showering quickly, I turned on the air dryer before pulling on a clean pair of sleeping shorts. Normally, between making a trade and arriving to deliver the cargo, I would set the next fueling station’s coordinates in the autopilot and get a good night’s sleep. Being on the ship alone, with only Mechi to watch over things when I slumbered, didn’t afford me that much free time. Working in intergalactic transport was a demanding career, but it paid well.

Even knowing the human was safely in the guest quarters after watching the lock engage on the ship’s security panel, I still couldn’t relax enough to fall asleep. She’d come stumbling into my ship like a meteor of chaos: loud, sarcastic, and wildly inconvenient. And now I couldn’t stop wondering if she was warm enough or wearing something ridiculous.

The autopilot had its coordinates set and would safely take us to the Sanu station, where I would need to refill the ship’s fuel and my stocks for the journey to the planet Xara. Once there, I would be paid handsomely for the cargo of cybernetic parts, and then I could find a safe place to drop off the human. There was nothing I could change at the moment, no details to dwell on instead of sleeping, but still, my mind wouldn’t rest.

Flat on my back, I watched the navigational screen as the ship drifted through space, my gaze periodically flicking to the security panel beside it. Freddie’s blip was steady, still in her room, of course. Not that I’d expected anything else.

And it wasn’t like I was checking in on her or anything. Just... monitoring ship-wide data. Clearly.

A nervous habit I couldn’t seem to shake, my fingers tapped against the wrist panel, ticking out a rhythm even I didn’t understand.

Static came through the intercom briefly before Mechi’s voice cut through, startling me. I hadn’t pressed the button purposely, or had I?

“Did you have a need for me, Captain?”

“The human...” Unsure exactly what I wanted to say, I hesitated for a moment. “Is she settled, Mechi? Has she been able to use the facilities? Eat and drink? Do we have something adequate for her to wear after she showers?”

Had I really just inquired about the human female’s bathroom habits? She had threatened to urinate on everything, but the mortification building in my chest told me I could have left that inquiry unspoken.

As if to add insult to injury, an exasperated huff sounded in the background, and I realized she’d heard me.

My cheeks burned with embarrassment, the warmth spreading all the way to the base of my horns. Great. Just great.

Mechi’s communication went quiet for a moment, and I held my breath, waiting for his response.

“The human female said to tell you that her name is Freddie.” I could hear her speaking in the background, but I couldn’t make out what she was saying. “And she said to tell you one more time that she’s potty-trained and isn’t going to pee on anything. Also, Captain, Freddie wants to know what’s wrong with her clothes?”

I groaned. Of all the things for her to focus on, it had to be the mattress comment. I’d never live that down, even in my own damn head.

I ran my palms down my face, the warmth in my cheeks nearly bursting into flames. This human truly was getting the best of me, and she’d only just arrived.

I’d been alone on my ship for years. I didn’t have the temperament for company, especially not that of a female. Deep within my own thoughts, I’d forgotten Mechi was still live on the intercom until I heard his boot tapping through the feed.

“Anything else, Captain?”

“No, Mechi. Please tell her there’s nothing wrong with her clothing, and I’m... umm... glad she’s settled. That’s all for now.”

The feed went silent a moment later, and I laid there, sweat dripping down my face, completely flustered.

If this was only day one, I was utterly screwed.
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