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A note from the author:

The Black Dragon is the first book in The Alien Love Chronicles, and it is sexually graphic; however, it is completely a figment of my imagination. Also, it is science fiction and fantasy. I've used names that you won't find in the dictionary, and many planets don't exist. The alien lifeforms are purely a figment of my imagination. My heroes are always alpha males, and my heroines are strong yet feminine. 

These stories are from my early works and have been reedited. However, I am human and make mistakes. I have personally gone over this book line by line and have spectacular proofreaders. Again, shit happens.

If you enjoy steamy, hot sex, large, gorgeous aliens, and some dark experiences, you'll enjoy this series. Thank you for listening, and thank you to those who have taken the time to read this series.

Suzzana C Ryan

Blurb:

In the Dead of Space, no one can hear your screams of passion.

The future is not what humans expect. It's taken major steps backward. In the pitch-black void of space, humans try to make their way. They're no longer the dominant species. Humans, especially females, are a sought-after commodity on the slave trade planets of uncivilized and primitive worlds.

Jersey, an auburn-haired beauty, is second in command of a fallen ship. Attacked by warring aliens and her Captain, now dead at her feet, she's ready to join him.

Criton, a pirate and an alien Wharthon Captain, rescued her ship only to claim the humans as slaves. From the moment he sees Jersey, his body reacts with a fierce need to taste her in more ways than one.

Criton will fall in love with a human warrior woman and mate with her, enabling his strong and attractive species to flourish and thrive again. Jersey will find in Criton her soul mate, her equal, and the love she'd never hoped to find in the black, deep, frightening recesses of space

**18 and over, please, graphic sex, and hot aliens**

The Black Dragon

Book One: The Alien Love Chronicles

Written by Suzzana C Ryan
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Chapter One
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“Get back, Jersey," Perkins yelled.” The phaser beam is coming right at us." She scrambled behind her captain and prayed the deadly phaser beam would miss them. 

However, Perkins caught the beam in the middle of his forehead and fell to the floor before them. His brain splattered, a sizzling mess as it tore apart, landing on the instrument panel and then at her booted feet. She cringed and held on to her commander.

This attack was their worst nightmare, Tragons. She tried to keep it together, but two Tragons had now managed to board the ship, manned by one hundred and fifty humans. All humans on board were a valuable commodity, yet the Tragons killed many, clearing the path for more to board. She closed her eyes. She'd seen so much blood and gore the last few days, she was ready to cough up bile. The Tragons were on the warpath.

A fully armed Tragon ship had appeared from out of nowhere. Its force field indicated a ship ready and in attack mode. She watched her captain scramble on the bridge as he barked orders for maximum speed, but it was futile; they never stood a chance to call for help.

The Tragons had one goal, slavery. Humans were a hot commodity in the Frazer Quest solar system. The females were sought after for their desirability, and the males, sold as slaves. The Tragons used the human men to mine their planet, Beta 59. Because of the planet's hostile environment and inhabitants, many died. To replenish their slave stock, the Tragons were always on the lookout for Java 5 ships.

Earth colonized Java 5 in the year 2227. Java 5 was a cold, small planet located at the tail end of the universe. It might as well be a colony settled in hell for all its harshness and unfriendliness. Humans, fragile compared to many species, endured conditions unfit for them and yet managed to live in such desolate and unfriendly places. Despite its coldness, Java 5 flourished for fifty years before the human inhabitants realized they needed an army trained for in-depth space exploration. It then became an outpost and a training ground for Intergalactic Marines. 

Humans needed warriors to protect their species from other aliens. They needed tough, resilient individuals to join their cause. Humans found they, too, craved the unknown, the excitement of discovery, and the need for adventure. Space was a lot like the Wild West had been back on Earth. Men and women carried weapons, and laws were non-existent, easily broken, or impossible to enforce. Sex, death, and wanton pleasures ran rampant. Yet once the deep, dark, exciting recesses of space were in your blood, there was no turning back. 

The ship creaked and shifted to the side. Jersey grabbed the captain by the arm.

"We're being boarded! Oh, God!" she screamed. Jersey was a trained warrior, an Intergalactic Marine, and she had to stand her ground. She grabbed her phaser and waited. She'd rather die than be taken prisoner by the disgusting aliens that had somehow managed to overtake their ship. The ship lurched and creaked again; the Tragon ship had succeeded in its effort to dock with the Jupiter 1. Mayhem would soon break out. 

Tragons were vile creatures, large in stature and slimy in appearance. They had scaly green skin and slightly webbed hands and feet. Their faces were hideous, as their large, bulbous yellow eyes, enormous ears, and large noses created a monstrous sight. Their mouths were large, with menacing, protruding fangs that looked so alien and evil. The first time she saw a Tragon, she thought of the old horror movies she'd watched as a child. 

She missed Terra II, her home planet, a planet her parents had told her was so much like Earth. Humans had no business in space. Creatures like the Tragons could handle the inhuman conditions. Humans found the desolate planets far more challenging and often became prey for other species.

Jersey was terrified, and all she could do was wait. If she saw there was no hope of escaping, she was going to turn the phaser on herself, therefore avoiding imprisonment and slavery. 

*****
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The Tragon captain had the Java 5 vessel maimed, and the rest of his motley crew was ready to board the treasure trove of a vessel. A few of his crew had managed to transport aboard, bypassing the weak protective beam. Doing so had paved the way for the rest of his crew to board. He hoped there was a sizable crew with an abundance of females, which meant more in his pocket. 

Stupid humans—allowing their females to become warriors. Their females were such delectable creatures. He was more than excited as they docked their ship to the side of the Jupiter 1 Jetsetter and forced open the docking entrance. With Darvarian explosives, they were through the entrance, their ship keeping the airtight connection. 

The Tragons entered the ship one by one as the crew scattered, trying to eradicate as many alien creatures as possible. It was useless. There were far too many, and they subdued the crew quickly.

The Tragons made their way through the ship, grabbing and chaining one human crew member after another. They tied the females together and herded the surviving males together. Once the Tragons had their precious cargo aboard their ship, they would pass the females around, fucking them one after another. Once on the slave planets, the human cargo would command an extremely high price, adding to the Tragon's wealth. 

*****
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Jersey heard them at the doors to the helm. Here, the last of the crew waited, knowing that the Tragons would get to them, regardless of what they did to try to stop them. She turned her phaser toward her head. Captain Thomas held her to him and whispered in her ear.

"Don’t be frightened, Jersey. I’m going with you. Fuck going down with the ship. I’m not going to be anybody’s slave. Moreover, I should’ve told you long ago that you were one hell of a second in command. Thanks, babe,” he said as he grabbed the pretty lieutenant and kissed her, forcing her lips apart to take her tongue. She accepted her commander’s kiss, even though he was married and always the professional. The kiss was one of goodbye. At least they wouldn’t be alone when their last moments came.

It seemed like an eternity had passed. The racket at the doors stopped. Then, the sharp hiss of phasers and screams, not human but alien, assaulted Jersey’s ears. She held onto her commander tightly. He wrapped his large arms around her and whispered, “What the fuck is going on? Are those stupid bastards fighting amongst themselves?” 

Jersey shook. She didn’t give a shit what they were doing and just wanted to be safe and out of harm’s way. She was tired and disillusioned and couldn’t imagine what the fuck she’d thought when she signed up for this. 

Space exploration, the armed forces, it all sounded so exotic and exciting. It was a fucking nightmare, worse than the Middle Ages. At least dragons were a myth on Earth. Here, out in the middle of nowhere, creatures existed that seemed right out of vintage human science fiction movies, better yet, right out of your worst nightmares. She held onto her commander. It would be over soon. She had her phaser ready to put herself out of her misery.

Again, dead silence. Then the door exploded, shattering into a thousand pieces. The metal had melted, making the entrance almost impossible to pass through. The Marines left inside the bridge fired at the hole, replacing the helm's door. There was a momentary lull, and as the metal cooled and began to harden, no more Tragon entered. Dead silence. Nothing. Thomas’s grip on her eased up.

“What the fuck?” he whispered and then scanned what remained of the crew on the bridge. 
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Criton was glad he’d finally tracked down the Tragon vessel with his ship, the Black Dragon, a sleek black fighter. The compromised Tragon ship, the Angler, lurched forward. The Wharthons had fought the Tragons back to their ship, killing half the crew. It was the end of the Tragon ship. The Black Dragon fired one massive shot and destroyed the rest of the Tragon ship and all aboard, leaving the damaged ship attached to the human’s craft. 

Destroying the Tragon ship and all aboard made capturing the human craft and its crew easier. He also needed the ship’s precious cargo, humans. The crew, unfortunately, was destined for the slave blocks. He owed too much in credits. This time, he wasn’t a savior but a catalyst.

Criton was a pirate, perhaps the most feared in three galaxies and twenty systems. He was a Wharthon, a race of huge male warriors, a blood-sucking bunch of marauders. Thought to be a dying species, they instilled fear throughout the galaxies. The females were beautiful, however, most of them were barren. Unable to sufficiently reproduce, they were a dying species with only a few thousand Wharthon left. 

A Wharthon closely resembled humans but was larger and stronger, making them superior creatures in both body and mind.

However, an integral part of their diet was blood, accounting for their noticeable fangs. They used those fangs to drink a few precious ounces of blood from a lover or from a few of the creatures they preyed on. Tragons were their prime prey, whom they always killed. Criton’s theory was that the galaxies are a better place without Tragons. 

The Wharthons protected humans, especially the women. Quite a few of the warriors had mated with human women, and the female Wharthons held an attraction to human males. They enjoyed the unpredictability of humans. Wharthon females often bred with human males. Because the two species were closely related and their DNA compatible, it revitalized a dying species. However, this time, he would betray his kind, putting the human’s preservation first. 

Criton and fifteen of his men had transported themselves to the humans’ ship, easily defeating the cowardly Tragons. Defeated, the remaining Tragons returned to their ship, unaware it would be their graveyard.

The Wharthons then corralled the humans, letting them think they were there to save them. When Criton and his men came to the hole in the helm door, he knew inside would be the captain and the officers if they were still alive. Of late, humans have taken to committing suicide rather than becoming prisoners by Tragons or any other alien race. Criton couldn’t blame them, not that their fate today would be any different at his hands. As they carefully approached the opening, he yelled to them in his guttural voice. In his best English, he told them who they were and that the Tragons were defeated.

*****
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“Weapons down, humans! We’re not going to harm you!” he bellowed.

She held onto Thomas. What had happened? Wharthons were here? However, she was hesitant. Why were we in this part of the galaxy? These Wharthons had to be pirates and dangerous. If that was the case, all of them were fucked. She took the phaser and raised it to her head, but Thomas grabbed it and threw it to the floor.

“What the fuck are you doing?” he said, grabbing her shoulders.

“They’re probably pirates, Captain,” she said, facing him. She noticed he’d left one phaser behind and held it to his head.

“No,” she moaned as she realized his plan.

“You’re probably right. Sorry, Jersey, I’m sure you’ll be safe. These aliens love human women. As for me, well, bye, Jersey.” He pulled the trigger, causing his head to explode and catching her by surprise. Jersey, now covered in blood and the remnants of his brain, Jersey began to shake. She’d had enough. Screaming out in disgust, she fell to the ship’s floor in heart-wrenching sobs. 

*****
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Criton watched the captain put the phaser to himself. Damn it. That wasn’t what he’d wanted to happen, but he couldn’t blame the human male. Slavery was going to be his alternative to death. He witnessed the scene, his eyes riveted on the young female with the captain. The young woman began screaming and fell to the floor, obviously distraught. Covered in blood, her auburn hair was dripping with the remnants of her commander’s brains. 

He felt sorry for her, but unfortunately, the smell of the commander’s blood set off his hunger. He felt his fangs twitch in his gums. The rest of his crew would be experiencing the same hunger, so it was time to gather the humans and leave. They would see what females they wanted, sate their thirst on the few dying Tragons, and head for the slave planets. 

It sucked selling the crew, but he owed too much in credits and needed to get out of debt. He had the means with these humans to do just that. His eyes were fixed on the auburn beauty sitting on the floor. From where he stood, he observed that she was a small female and appeared to be in shock. The insignia on her uniform denoted that she was an officer, and it was his duty, he mused, to apprehend her. 

Criton walked over to her and crouched down, putting his hand under her chin. When he brought her face up, he was surprised at her effect on him. Her emerald green eyes were now vacant, and her long, dark lashes fluttered slightly as he held her chin, seeing the anguish in her amazing eyes as he scanned her lovely face. 

The human female stirred desire in him immediately, causing his fangs to react as they ached to taste her. Her creamy complexion was flawless, her nose fine-boned, and her lips full and sensual. Criton imagined her lips would be soft and kissable. She was stunning and petite, just the way he liked them, and affected him right down to his large cock.

He was a large creature, almost seven feet tall and all muscle. According to most standards, he was a handsome male, dark and brooding, fangs and all. As his eyes trailed over her, she became aware of him and stared at him with venom. To confirm her displeasure, she spat in his face. 

Criton’s hand tightened on her jaw, and his strength was far superior to any human's. He could have crushed her skull for her actions. However, he just smiled at her and used his free hand to wipe his face. Without any warning, he grabbed her face and came down on her lips hard, his fangs evident as he kissed her. 

He broke away from her lips, leaving her red-faced. 

Her body shook. 

It didn’t seem like fear to him. 

Could it be from desire? She sank back. He watched her, feeling a twinge in his chest, and he didn’t like the tears he saw forming in her green eyes. Confusion rushed over Criton and then that damn pang in his chest, along with the sudden need to protect the auburn-haired beauty. A feral growl escaped his lips. She recoiled. He realized he was scaring the shit out of her.

He got up and bellowed orders to his men. “Clear the ship of all humans. We don’t have a great deal of time. You may inspect all of the women.”

He’d wait. Criton and the human female would be the last to leave the bridge of the doomed ship. 

He checked the overhead compartments for concealed weapons and found extra uniforms and combat slickers. He handed her one. “Remove your clothing. It’s soaked with blood,” he commanded.

She stood and began to peel off her uniform. 

An eyebrow quirked as he watched her disrobe. Evidently, she was a seasoned warrior accustomed to disrobing in mixed company. Without a word, she stripped off her blood-soaked clothing, stiffening as her pretty face took on a very defiant look. Her jaw jutted out, causing him to subdue a smile. 

He watched, taking in every movement as she stripped the black lieutenant’s uniform from her. He didn’t expect his reaction to her near-naked body as his cock swelled in his tight-fitting uniform. He had to admire her spunk and her tenacious demeanor. 

Criton expected her to be in shape. She was, after all, a warrior and second in command of the Earth ship. He was amazed at her self-confidence. She did nothing to cover her body or her battle scars. He noticed her rib cage bore a faint scar, as did her right upper thigh. She had a long, faded one down her inner left arm, and now, since he was closer, he noted a slight, slender scar on her upper lip. She awed him because it was evident she was no coward, and she wore her battle scars like trophies. Once she was down to her bra and underwear, she grabbed the slicker from his large hands and put it on. 

She was at least five feet seven inches tall, with slim hips and long, sturdy legs. She had full, firm breasts and a perfect ass. An ass he could get used to caressing. The scars she bore, obvious imperfections, did nothing to dampen his attraction to her. He was aware that her human body didn’t heal the way a Wharthon’s did. She was far more fragile than his species, and yet she was the epitome of a warrior. He couldn’t deny he wanted the human female. It is evident because his fangs ached, and the blood flowed to his cock, making it hard to concentrate on anything but her. 

When they returned to his ship, he would have her brought to his quarters and chained to his bed. He would shower with her and then quench his need; he was anxious to taste her in more than one way. The auburn-haired human female was his entertainment for the next twenty-four hours. 

He snarled at the thought, knowing he wouldn’t be able to sate his need in twenty-four hours, not with the way he was holding back his desire. Did she have any idea how she affected him? He let out a low growl. In his more-than-ninety years, he had never felt such a raging desire for any female. Damn, there was that twinge in his chest again, along with the wrenching ache when he looked at her. 
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Chapter Three
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Jersey’s mind screamed no. The kiss revealed his intentions to her. God, no, he was going to keep her! As his lips came down on hers, she should have fought him off. She should have shown some sign of aversion to him. His kiss lingered on her mouth longer than she should have allowed, but nothing prepared her for his soft and gentle lips.

She watched him assess her with his dark, ominous eyes. She surmised he had plans for her. There was no escape. However, she couldn’t help thinking he was rather handsome. 

Jersey wasn’t quite sure how she’d get out of this one, but before she could protest, he grabbed her arm and snapped electronic handcuffs on her. He held her arm steady as he dragged her resistant body through the opening of her ship’s helm. 

As she walked through the corridor, she looked around. So many of her crewmates were dead. That’s when panic rose in her throat, and tears swelled at the corners of her eyes. Of a crew that had consisted of one hundred and fifty, she estimated that about forty-five brave soldiers were dead, killed violently by the Tragons. 

It saddened her and caused her heartache. She couldn’t deny she was thankful the Wharthons took out the Tragons and blew their alien asses into the black void of space. However, she wasn’t sure what this alien had planned for them. She wasn’t sure how much English he understood or if he understood any Earth language. She would try to communicate with him. She was now in command of the remainder of the crew, so it was her duty. 

“Where are you taking them? Where are you taking me? Is this what’s left of my crew? I’m the second in command, and they’re counting on me,” she said as he kept dragging her through the bloodied corridors of her craft. His hold on her was steadfast.

“God damn it, you heathen, answer me or get someone who can!” She shouted at him. He stopped and grabbed her hard against his chest and just stared at her. 

“I understand you,” he said in a guttural voice. English was a difficult language for them to master. He yelled some orders to his men. The clicking sounds and deep phrases were harsh and foreign to her ears.

“Then tell me what is to become of us,” she said, her eyes pleading with him.

“You come with me. Your people will go to the slave planets. I owe too many credits, and they are my payment,” he said, watching the alarm on her lovely face.

“I’m not going anywhere with you! I’m going with my crew, so sell me along with them,” she insisted, trying to free herself from his steely grip.

“No, you’re mine. I’m hungry, little one, and you’re a very tasty little treat in many ways,” he said, smiling very wickedly at her.

“Fuck you! I’m not going anywhere with you. Let me go!” She began screaming. He tightened his hold on her, picked her up in his arms, and pushed past his men.

“Transporter!” he bellowed and let out a feral growl, sending shivers down her spine. Again, she lost it and began to fight him, kicking and screaming in his arms.

Everyone stepped back as Criton stood with her in his arms. There was one way to subdue her, but he was reluctant to act. He had to stop her ranting before she hurt herself. Criton growled again. His eyes glared at her, and his fangs glistened as he came down on her neck and buried his fangs deep. 

His lips close on her neck, aware that as soon as she felt the pinch of his fangs, darkness would come quickly. She passed out in his arms. Her shipmates stood in horror, watching the scene before them as the huge seven-foot-tall alien commander quieted their pretty lieutenant and de facto commander.

He raised his head, his fangs dripping with her blood as his crew watched him in awe. He was, without a doubt, a creature who demanded respect. The rest of the human crew pushed back in fear as the alien carried her possessively in his arms. Now that he tasted her blood, his desire for her was like none he had ever experienced before. She now belonged to him. He was heading into uncharted waters with the gorgeous woman in his arms because she evoked too many hidden needs and desires. 
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