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Jax, a Wharthon warrior and captain of the Crimson Banshee, walked with Conrad Tucker, the Blue Phoenix’s captain, to the ship’s sick bay to visit a friend and injured warrior. He wore a leather vest that exposed his black tribal tattoos, which dominated his muscled arms. Over one eye was the tattoo of a black skull, giving him a dark, feral look. His uniform vest fit tightly, outlining the rings that pierced his nipples. His skin-tight trousers did little to hide the bulge of his large Wharthon cock.

Jax’s appearance evoked fear. His ebony hair was tightly braided, setting off his dark eyes and handsome, Wharthon, sculptured features. 

Jax also had an interesting effect on the females who enjoyed a sizeable cock. The outline of his Wharthon sex evoked a promise of endless pleasure. 

Jax was a new member of the Alliance, and it was anticipated that he would become one of the fleet’s best captains. Jax and Conrad were friends, and now he was a member of the Alliance.

They entered the infirmary and greeted Fern, Conrad’s mate, who sat next to a recovering human named Mack.

Mack immediately perked up when he saw them. “Hey, Con,” Max croaked and then sat up. He smiled even broader when he saw the other Wharthon with him. “Holy shit, Jax, nice seeing you. How the hell are you?”

“Good old man, how’s your fucking head and your damn brain? You’re not as tough as a Wharthon, but I am impressed at your recovery.”

“I still have a brain but not like yours. Hey, how are you doing after taking a gauntlet to your thick skull?”

Jax laughed. “My Wharthon skull is thick, and I’m fine, a few headaches now and then, but that’s to be expected. Old man, I’ll say it again, you surprised us all.”

Mack nodded. “I thought I was a goner, but I am tougher than I look,” he laughed. “However, I’ll need to bulk up. I look like shit.”

Jax tilted his head. “Why do you say that? You look fit, skinny, but fit.” 

Doctor Sharra came over to them. “I’ll let you visit Mack for a few minutes longer.” She smirked and raised an eyebrow. “He’s not a Wharthon, and his skull isn’t as thick as yours,” she said to Jax. “Nor is he as obnoxious. He needs lots of rest and having you two here raises his blood pressure.” She looked down at Mack. “You’re not getting out of her until I say, so just calm down and behave,” she said, smiling.

“Doc,” Mack said. “I promise to behave.”

“Sure, Mack,” the doctor answered, rolling her eyes. “Captain, you and Jax have a few more minutes.”

“Yup, Doc. We hear you.” Conrad answered.

Jax smiled and winked at Dr. Sharra. She gave him a smirk. “You’re not my type,” she said, quickly turning and leaving.

Mack nodded and laughed. “She’s an excellent doctor, but her bedside manner sucks. As I was saying, Jax, I need to work out because I’m going to have to end all the fucking half-a-brain jokes.”

Jax and Con laughed. “That old man will follow you for the rest of your life. Trust me, I know,” Jax said.

Con laughed too and added, “I will say that you’re a lucky son-of-a-bitch and you are lucky that you still have your fucking head.”

Fern, Con’s mate, tried not to look at Jax for too long, fearing Con would become jealous, but it was hard to ignore him. He was an extremely handsome Wharthon warrior and came across as mean, dangerous, and ominous. Damn, he was also young. 

The conversation between Mack and Jax was upbeat and friendly. After clutching Mack’s hand in a friendly shake, Jax turned to Fern and grinned. “Hello, pretty lady. And you are?” he asked, his voice deep, sexy, and inquisitive.

Fern watched the little tick appear in Con’s cheek, which only happened when he was annoyed, so she was careful when she answered Jax. “I’m Fern, Con’s girlfriend. Nice to meet you, Jax.”

Con grinned, came to her side, and kissed her softly. “She’s mine, and more than a girlfriend. She’s my mate,” he said, gazing into her eyes as a warning to Jax.

“Lucky for you,” Jax grinned, cocked his head to the side, and asked, “You’re half Wharthon?”

Fern smiled. “Yes, half, and unfortunately, the other half is human.”

Jax grinned. “I like humans, and I like them a lot. Look at Mack, I like him,” Jax joked.

Fern smiled, a telling smile that indicated she liked him. She then raised an eyebrow, “I bet that includes human females?”

Jax gave her a huge, toothy grin, making him look even more attractive. “Yup, a pretty human female is unfortunately my damn downfall.”

As they spoke, an excited, pretty, young, redheaded human female came running into Mack’s room and collided with Jax. “Oh, I am so sorry,” she said breathlessly, looking up at him. She caught her breath and slowly backed away. She then looked at the doctor. “Doctor Sharra?” she asked.

“Yes, Lieutenant Casey McCarin,” Sharra said, her whole name, as she watched the young Wharthon’s eyes widen at the sight of her. There was no doubt that he was extremely interested in her. 

Regaining her composure, Casey smiled at them and addressed Doctor Sharra. “Um, I’m finished stocking the medicine cabinet.” As she spoke, her eyes never left Jax’s, and then she asked, “Is there anything else you need, Doctor Sharra?” She said it with a small, shy little smile and then added, “I see Mack has visitors. Please excuse me.”

“Sure, Casey, and thanks. You can go to lunch.” As Casey exited, Doctor Sharra watched Casey smile up at Jax. 

Doctor Sharra took a deep breath and smiled. “You’ll have to excuse Casey. She’s rather enthusiastic, but a brilliant doctor.” Then Sharra smiled. “The Lieutenant is in training. She’ll soon be one of my surgical assistants.”

Fern watched Casey slowly back away from the big Wharthon, but her eyes never left his. The sizzle between the two was evident but unnoticed by the others in the room. Not sure about Jax’s intentions, Fern grabbed Casey’s hand. “I’m hungry too. Do you mind if Con joins us?”

Fern’s invitation broke the spell between the two. 

“I’d love that, Fern,” Casey said, fluttering her eyelashes at Jax as she caught her breath.

Fern raised an eyebrow when she saw the sexy smirk on Jax’s lips, and then added, “We have great lunch cuisine in the Phoenix’s mess hall.” Fern thought she saw a look of disappointment on Jax’s face and decided, what the hell, she’d ask him to join them. “Would you like to join us, Jax?”

Con was oblivious to the attraction between the Wharthon and the perky little redhead. “Join us, Jax.”

Jax nodded and gave Fern a sidelong glance. Fern realized he knew what she was up to and grinned, informing her that he agreed. “Sure, I’m hungry,” he said. Fern noted that there was a definite double meaning behind his answer.

Fern smiled because she saw the interest and sexual attraction in Jax’s eyes. It’s how it all begins for a Wharthon male. 

She knew better than anyone, as she took Con’s hand. She wondered if Casey had ever been with a Wharthon warrior. They were quite spectacular in bed. 

Fern could attest to that. Wharthon men were amazing lovers. However, there were distinct differences between them and human males. 

First and foremost, their cocks met their large stature, and those large eyeteeth that overlapped their lips were quite useful and necessary. They weren’t called Space Vampires just for fun; they did drink blood, and when they did during sex, the results were quite amazing.

Wharthon males were strong, committed, and possessive. But if Jax wanted Casey, she’d learn soon enough what it was like to be with him. She smiled, yes, she would, and might even find it difficult not to fall in love with him.
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Fern smiled. Casey had no idea what was in store for her with the big, ominous-looking Wharthon. However, she was sure the pretty human would be more than pleased and pleasured. 

They headed toward the captain’s dining room, Jax talking up a storm with Casey. Fern held Con’s hand and traded her thoughts with him. “I think he’s interested in Casey. The vibes are strong. She’s in for the roller coaster ride of her life. But who am I to intervene? There is nothing like a Wharthon cock to make a girl happy.”

Con burst into laughter, causing the couple walking ahead to turn around. Both smiled back at them. Fern then heard Con’s reply.

“He’s a bad dude, even though he’s young. He is like my uncle and was a mercenary soldier before I asked him to join the Alliance; however, from what I can sense, he is definitely interested in Casey. Now I am sure he will join our cause. The guy loves human females. He’s mean and has done his share of killing, but he would never hurt her. However, that little redhead might be the one to settle him down. They may both be young, but adults, and I’m not worried.”

Fern held his hand and walked beside him. She looked up at him and quietly said, “My life is perfect, Conrad Tucker. You are the man of my dreams. I am off into the stars with the man I love. Our adventures will never cease. I believe that Casey will find love with Jax. I can sense it. When a Wharthon male wants a woman, nothing can stand in his way.”

Conrad smiled down at Fern. “Baby, I sense the same. Jax wants that little redhead. She’s exactly his opposite and will keep him grounded, and I am sure he will keep her very happy in bed.”

Fern ran her tongue over her lips. “I so agree, Con, so agree.”

As they walked into the mess hall, Fern led them to a table up front, reserved for the captain. Jax pulled a chair out for Casey, and Fern held back a little giggle. Oh, yeah, the big Wharthon was interested in Casey. She was sure that in the future, Casey wouldn’t be assisting Doctor Sharra in surgery. After tonight, she’d be on her way to the Crimson Banshee with Jax. 

Fern sat down next to Con. “Jax, you’re welcome to stay the night aboard the Phoenix.” Con’s foot gently kicked hers.

Jax raised an eyebrow and grinned. “I think I’ll take you up on that offer.”

Casey smiled and turned to Jax. “I’d love that,” she said, flushing slightly, and then added. “I could give you a tour. I’m not sure if your ship is the same. Will you need permission from your captain to stay on the Phoenix?” she asked, taking a bite of her buttered roll.

Jax cut into the steak that was placed before him. “Oh, that won’t be necessary, Casey, because I’m the captain.”

The young woman’s eyes lit up. “Oh, sorry, I thought. I’m embarrassed, but I don’t see your captain’s emblem?”

He stopped her and said, “I don’t wear a conventional uniform, and this vest doesn’t have my captain’s emblem. I still can’t shake my days as a warrior-for-hire. No problem, I’d rather spend time with you here on the Phoenix. I’ve been out in space for a while. I’d never pass up an opportunity to spend time with a pretty woman.”

Casey’s face flushed even more as she looked at Fern, who nodded in response. Fern knew precisely what was on Casey’s mind. 

Days and nights spent in deep space grew lonely, and people pushed dating protocol to the wind. Life was different aboard a starship. You took companionship when it was offered.

Fern handed Jax a keycard. “Here’s the key to one of our quest cabins for tonight. I think you’ll find the quarters comfortable.”

When Fern and Con finished their meal, they stood. “Goodnight,” they said. Fern smiled at Jax. “Jax, Casey can show you to the guest quarters. Con and I have some very personal business to attend to,” she said as she took his hand, winked..

“Goodnight,” Casey said. 

Jax nodded and grinned. “Goodnight, folks.”

Fern raised an eyebrow and smiled, took Con’s hand, and they left.

“So,” Casey said. “A tour?”

Jax sat back in his seat. “Sweetie, I don’t need a tour; I know the Phoenix well. However, I find you very attractive, and Casey, I accepted Fern’s invitation because I’d like to get to know you better. Hell, honey, I’d like to spend the night with you. In space, we don’t have time for normal dating; we go with our instincts.” He touched a strand of her hair. “What an interesting color. Wharton females have dark hair. Is this natural?”

She nodded yes. “Yes,” she answered. “It’s natural, and, Jax, I know life is very different in deep space. However, I’ve never been with a Wharthon before.”

“You’ve been with a man before?” he asked, his brow wrinkled in worry.

“Oh, yes, yes. But only human men,” she said, smiling.

He took her hand. “Don’t be afraid, Casey. Would you like to spend the night with me?”

“I do. Oh yes, I do,” she said, smiling.

He stood and took her hands. “My room or yours?” he asked.

“I’m sure your room is bigger.” She said with a small giggle.

“I’ve been given the keycard to a guest cabin. Do you think you can lead the way?” He handed her the card.

They held hands as she led them to the guest quarters. He swiped the card. When they entered, Casey put her hands on her hips. “This is lovely. The crew’s quarters are nice, but this.” She never finished her sentence as he swooped her into his arms and kissed her.
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Casey swooned and returned the kiss. God, she thought, he could kiss. She’d heard about Wharthon men in bed. She’d also heard about their cocks, and tonight she was sure she’d find out if all the hype said was true.

“You taste so good,” he said as he kissed her cheek.

“I’m glad you think so,” she said breathlessly.

“You know about us, right?”

“I’ve heard,” she nodded. “About your Wharton anatomy.”

“Not my cock, sweetheart, but my fangs.”

“Oh, my, I forgot. You’re a vampire.”

He laughed. “Sweetie, that’s human folklore. It’s just part of who I am. I don’t take anyone’s blood without permission, and I don’t kill people and make them like me. Yes, I need a few ounces of blood, but I can go months without it. It’s more of a mating ritual; some romance is involved.”

“Do you want my blood?”

“If you allow me to taste you, yes.”

Her eyes met his. “Jax, yes, I want to experience everything with you.”

He stripped his shirt off, exposing his hard, muscled chest, black devil tattoos, and pierced nipples. God, Casey thought, he was beautiful. Her hands ran over him, and she licked at his nipples, causing him to shudder. 

Breathlessly, she whispered. “These are so sexy,” she said as her tongue played with the gold rings. 

“Mmm,” he moaned. “They are, and just feeling your tongue on me feels so fucking good.”

She smiled and kissed his neck. That was as far as she could reach without him bending over.

She slowly moved away from him and removed her white medical scrubs. She stood now in her skimpy white underwear. 

“Mm,” he growled. “You’re so damn human and perfect,” he said. “And not very tall.”

“Is that a problem?”

“Baby, you’re exactly what I am attracted to.” He picked her up and laid her down on the bed. He stripped the pants from his uniform and released his stiff Wharthon cock.

“Oh my,” Casey gasped. “You’re big, and my hands are shaking. I can’t wait to touch you and taste you.” She leaned forward and wrapped both hands around him. Slowly, she licked the head and then pushed his girth into her mouth. There was no way she was getting all of him down her throat. He was even bigger than she imagined. His skin was soft, and his cock sleek, and she could feel the muscle that ran down the back of his penis. 

She’d studied human and mainstream alien anatomy for the last four years. The Wharthon had become as common for human medical personnel as humans. However, tonight she’d experienced being with a male Wharthon, and she was nervous because he was bigger than she expected. However, their cocks had a bonus; the muscle down the back caused them to pump vigorously, aiding in the female’s climax.

Was she curious? Was she nervous? Yes, she was. 

Gently, he pushed her away. “It’s been a while, Casey. I’ve been in deep space for months, and I don’t want to come before pleasing you. I want to arouse you and get you ready, baby.”

She nodded and reached to touch his face.

He smiled. “I promise to be gentle, Baby. You did say that I’m your first Wharthon.”

She smiled. “Yes, Jax, you are. But I know you will be gentle.” Then she fluttered her eyelashes. “I won’t break, you know.”

He laughed and lay down beside her. He ran his hands over her firm breasts, and then his tongue followed. His tongue sucked each nipple as his hands gently felt their way around her body. Casey was sinking fast. Her insides rumbled with desire.

He found his way down to her navel, and then his fingers began to probe the wet, bare lips of her pussy.

“Oh, God,” she moaned.

Jax growled, spread her tender lips, and licked her sex. He found her clit and sucked on it, making it swell with passion. She gasped as the tiny pinch of his fangs took her by surprise. She anticipated pain, but instead, she experienced a gnawing eruption of sensations that made her experience her first explosive climax.

“Oh yes!” she yelled as her body gushed and wet his face. 

He licked her clean.

“Fucking perfect,” he moaned. “So, fucking perfect. Baby, you taste delicious,” he growled.

Casey’s heartbeat wildly, and her body convulsed in pleasure.

“Baby, I’m going to fuck that tight pussy until you scream again.”

He spread her thighs wide and rubbed his cock over her swollen skin. Slowly, he entered her, stretching her tightness.

Casey’s eyes rolled back in her head as he entered her because she’d never felt anything like him. At first, he was gentle, moving slowly in and out of her, and then he asked, “Baby, tell me what you want.”

Tears of passion rolled down her cheeks as she whispered. “Hard and deep, Jax, so hard and deep. You’re magnificent, every tattoo and muscle,” she said breathlessly.

Casey gasped as he pushed into her and then fulfilled her request. Her body responded, and she was lost, and she had no control over her next orgasm as her body exploded. “Oh God,” she screamed as her insides contracted around him. 

Jax filled her with his hot cream, empty of any life-giving seed. 

Casey knew that Wharthons had a fail-safe anatomy. To impregnate a female, their balls had to be appropriately massaged to expel fertile seed. Otherwise, there was no threat of pregnancy.

Casey felt sated and content. She rolled with Jax to the side, as he was careful not to put his full weight on her.

Most Wharthon males were seven feet tall; however, Jax fell short by an inch. He was six feet eleven inches and weighed more than an average human male. So, he learned to be aware that most human women like Casey were finer boned than Wharthon females. She was only five feet three inches tall. 

She rested her head on Jax’s chest and ran her fingers over his taut nipples. She sighed. “That was wonderful. You can be habit-forming,” she cooed.

He ran a hand over her lips. “Leave the Phoenix, Casey. Come with me on the Banshee. I could use more medical help. Hell, baby, I want more of you.”

She raised her head, her red hair in sexy disarray, and her blue eyes glistened with sexual contentment. “We hardly know each other, Jax.”

“I know you well enough to know I want you with me.”

She bit her bottom lip and gazed at him. “I’m a nurse and part of the Alliance.”

“And Con has approached me to become part of the Alliance. I have considered his request and already given the Alliance my allegiance. Come back to the Banshee with me.” He pulled her close and kissed her. “Casey, I’ve been out here for over ten years, and I never wanted any female with me until I saw you. It’s how it happens with us. A Wharthon male knows.”

She gazed at his handsome face and admired the tattoo of a skeleton’s hand around his eye. There was no doubt that he was a hard man, a warrior. She couldn't deny wanting to be with him the moment she saw him. But leaving her ship, the Blue Phoenix, and going with him was tempting because she saw how happy Fern was. But Fern was half Wharthon, and Casey was one hundred percent human.

“Jax, fuck me again. Take me anyway that you want me. I’ve never felt like this before with any man.”

Jax kissed her, and once again she melted. He felt so right, and he was so damn handsome. As scary as he looked, in bed, he was gentle, hard, and in her mind, perfect. His cock stretched her to the maximum, and at the end, when the muscle took over, the orgasm blew her mind and body away. 

Jax’s arms pulled her again into his embrace, and once more he entered her. His cock was still hard, and she was overwhelmed by his stamina. This time, he took it slowly and easily, igniting every fiber in her body.

She came again, not once but three times. Her body shook, and her insides contracted with desire.

No man could compare to Jax.

Tears rolled down her cheeks.

It would not be easy for her when he left and returned to his ship. How could she let him go?

He asked her to join him on the Crimson Banshee, and it was an offer she wasn’t going to refuse.
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Casey O’Malley wasn’t an adventurer, yet she was on board a starship, training to help save lives. She had committed herself to the Alliance and the future of space exploration upon graduating from medical school. At twenty-three, young according to Earth and the Alliance’s standards, she was a ‘babe in the woods’ when it came to deep space, according to her university professor. But she had a calling: to help and take care of others, and not on Earth but in the stars.

As she lay in Jax’s arms, he had asked her to leave her safe haven and come with him. In the arms of an alien, she never felt safer or surer of anything in her life. She’d leave the Blue Phoenix and go with him.

“Jax,” she whispered. 

“Yes, Casey.”

“I’ll go back to the Crimson Banshee with you.”

“Wise choice, my little redhead.” His smile undid her. “You are my little Crimson Banshee,” he whispered against her lips.

She lifted her head to look up at him. “So, it was the red hair?” she teased.

Jax laughed. “Baby, that and the fear in your eyes when you ran into me. It’s a turn-on for me. Little secret, Casey, I prefer human women. I love the way they melt when I am with them. But baby, with you, there is more. You’re smart, gorgeous, and have the tightest pussy. Yeah, I’m a crazy motherfucker, I love, tight human pussy. And I liked that look of fear in your amazing blue eyes. I knew that at first you were afraid of me, and that's exactly what turned me on. Then all I could think of was eating your pussy and showing you there was not a fucking reason for you to fear me.”

She took a deep breath. Good lord, he could get her wet just with his words. “I wasn’t afraid of you,” she said, pouting. “Nope, not at all, well maybe just a little. But what drew me in was that tattoo around your eye, the skeleton’s hand. It’s quite disturbing and sexy as hell.”

“It’s the same symbol on my ship, the Crimson Banshee, my metal spicy redhead. When I saw you, how could I pass up a spicy little redhead like you? Baby, you’re so damn tight, and my large, thick cock loves your tight pussy.”

She blushed at his words, and then he kissed her and asked, “How many men have you been with?”

“Two, Jax, only two, and they were extremely disappointing.”

“And, I take it that I didn’t disappoint you?”

“God, no, my insides are still reeling from the orgasms.”

“Good, because I intend to please each and every time I fuck you. Casey, I don’t want to leave you here. You’ll love my ship. The Crimson Banshee reminds me of you, my little redhead.”

“Men,” she whispered. “And their ships.”

“Hey, you little vixen, that’s my home.”

“You have a home planet as I do.”

“I was born in outer space and never set foot on Ventura.”

She touched his face and smiled. “I’m sorry, Jax. I didn’t mean any harm.”

“None was taken, Casey. I’m a creature of deep space, and my ship belongs to me. I worked my Wharthon ass off to get her. I own her outright. Even when I join the Alliance, they know that I won that ship and I will retain ownership, or they can shove my commitment up their asses.”
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