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SEVEN YEARS AGO, THE Faction agreed to save Earth from the vorathan invasion in exchange for Earth women giving them one year of proxy rights to act as a surrogate, since the aliens of the Faction faced a dwindling population. With the vorathans feared throughout the galaxy as bloodthirsty, vicious marauders, the Earth’s government agreed. 

That doesn’t mean the women did.

This is a compilation of all seven stories in the series.

Sometimes, you want to read about the entire alien empire and all its myriad twists and turns, immersing yourself in hundreds of pages of intrigue. And sometimes, you want to skip the frills and get to the main event. Juno and Aurelia are pleased to bring you a series of short, steamy romances about untouched human women making babies with their truly alien mates.
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She's been drafted to be a surrogate for the alien.

VIOLET JONES DISCOVERS she’s been matched to a grimlock general. She’ll accompany the huge alien general to his home world. She only has to give him a year to woo her and act as his surrogate before she can walk away. At first, she’s sure she can’t give the massive alien what he wants, but he’s completely contrary to what she expects. He’s tender, caring, and obsessed with ensuring her pleasure and ability to accommodate him. Soon enough, the idea of leaving him seems crazier than the possibility of staying.

Seven years ago, the Faction agreed to save Earth from the vorathan invasion in exchange for Earth women giving them one year of proxy rights to act as a surrogate, since the aliens of the Faction faced a dwindling population. With the vorathans feared throughout the galaxy as bloodthirsty, vicious marauders, the Earth’s government agreed. 

That doesn’t mean the women did.

Sometimes, you want to read about the entire alien empire and all its myriad twists and turns, immersing yourself in hundreds of pages of intrigue. And sometimes, you want to skip the frills and get to the main event. Juno and Aurelia are pleased to bring you a series of short, steamy romances about untouched human women making babies with their truly alien mates.
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SEVEN YEARS AGO 

Not only was the human politician much smaller than Grand Admiral Pate, leader of the entire Faction fleet, he was also visibly sweating and nervous. As a grimlock, Pate found it unacceptable to be revealing such weakness, but he tried not to judge the human too harshly. Since Earth’s invasion by the vorathans five years ago, Earth had changed in many ways from what he understood it had once been. 

The Earthlings had lost their naïveté about the existence of aliens outside their world, and they had quickly realized that the vorathans didn’t come in peace. He couldn’t blame the human president for being wary, and he tried to keep his patience. “Thank you for meeting us, President Miller.”

The human man dabbed at his forehead, which was shiny with sweat and long from his receding hairline, before stuffing the handkerchief back in his pocket. “When an alien force appears outside Earth between us and the vorathan armada, it doesn’t do to ignore the summons.”

Pate managed a small smile. “I suppose it does not. We’ve come to help you.”

The president looked intrigued, though he was obviously still anxious. “Why would you want to help us?”

“The Coalition will not do so.” His companion, Colonel Shaw Pelon, nodded his agreement with Pate’s statement.

“I have to be honest with you. I really don’t understand the Coalition or any of this. We’ve only been told by the vorathans as they continue to invade that the Coalition won’t help us. Is your group part of the Coalition?”

“We have broken away from them. The Faction is composed of various alien races, and our war with the vorathans has been much longer than yours. They’ve wiped out many of our home worlds and decimated our populations until we joined together. Now we’re a formidable fighting force and prepared to offer assistance to Earth.”

“But the Coalition won’t?”

“Certainly not, President Miller. The Coalition views Earth as less than worthy of intercession, particularly if it means taking on the vorathans. Earth is a Class-Zed planet.”

The president obviously had no idea what that meant. “I see.”

Pate managed to hide a small smile, not wanting the Earthman to believe he was mocking him. “Zed is the lowest classification the Coalition uses for planets that are still habitable. It classifies the lifeforms as primitive and incapable of folding technology or creating ionospace drives. Essentially, they consider you expendable when valued against the resources required to defend Earth from the vorathans.”

The president seemed dismayed by that, and his lips clamped. “In that case, I guess we don’t want their help anyway. If you feel that way as well, why are you here?”

“We don’t consider you necessarily a lost cause just because you don’t have the level of technological achievements we’ve reached. I can assure you from centuries of my species being spacefaring, technology doesn’t guarantee you can get along with other groups. It’s an antiquated classification system in my opinion. All that aside, we’re finally in a position to deal with the vorathans, and we know where they are. They’re here to strip your resources as they’ve been doing to myriad other worlds for millennia, and we’re prepared to stop them.”

The president looked uncertain. “That’s all you expect? Just to be able to go up against them in battle?”

“If only it were that easy.” Pate allowed a small smile, aware it made the man flinch to see his stone-like visage moving that way. “As I mentioned, our species’ populations have depleted severely. We have a severe shortage of available women for breeding, and so in exchange for us fighting this war, we expect Earth to implement a system that enables us to mate with human women in order to facilitate offspring. They’ll be required to undergo genetic modification to be suitable, but it needn’t be a long-term or permanent situation or alteration.”

President Miller looked aghast for a moment. “Have you lost your mind?” He shook his head. “Our women won’t agree to that. My daughter is only seventeen. I’d never force her into that situation.”

“If you don’t mind me saying, President Miller,” said Shaw in a gentle tone, “Your odds with the vorathans are far worse. I assume you know by now what is left of a woman after they have taken their pleasure from her—nothing recognizable.”

The president paled. “Are you threatening to treat our women the same way?”

Pate and Shaw both growled in unison. “Of course not,” said Pate. “My colleague is merely illustrating to you the difference if you don’t get our intercession. We’re asking your women to make a short-term sacrifice before resuming their lives to help us rebuild our homes and families. In exchange, we will prevent them from enduring a far more gruesome end at the hands of the vorathans. That is as simple such an exchange can be under the circumstances.”

“You could just help us from the goodness of your heart,” said President Miller with a hint of pleading.

Pate managed a smile full of pity. “I’m afraid we can’t. This costs us resources as well and getting all the Faction to agree has been a massive undertaking. We’re all on board now, save for a few exceptions who’ve chosen to break away from us, but that’s contingent on your people helping us with what we need as well. None of them will be content to fight, bleed, and die for someone else’s cause.”

President Miller looked sick. “I don’t have the kind of authority to agree to this.”

“Then I suggest you procure the agreement from anyone that’s required. Message my ship when you have reached a consensus and decided if Earth would like our assistance or not.” With a firm nod to the president, he stood up, and Colonel Pelon fell into line behind him. 

They exited the meeting room at the White House, soon returning to the skid they had brought. It was the most efficient way to leave the main ship without having to land the huge vessel. As Shaw plotted a course back for them, the colonel asked, “Do you think they’ll agree, Admiral?”

“I certainly hope so. It offers the best chance for continuity of life for all species involved, save for the vorathans.” There was an angry rumble in his tone as he said their name.

Colonel Shaw nodded his agreement. He’d lost his family at the hands of the vorathans as well, so Pate had no doubt he agreed with his stance.

It just remained to be seen if the humans would concur as well.
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SEVEN YEARS LATER

When Violet first received the email telling her she had been selected as a genetic match for one of the aliens who circled Earth and kept it safe from the remaining vorathans that hadn’t been driven into deep space during the last seven years, she’d cried. It wasn’t that she had any great ambition or plans to do something great on Earth. She wasn’t involved with anyone that she would be expected to leave to accept her lot. She just didn’t want to leave Earth. 

She was afraid of the change, and she was also terrified of the idea of being matched with one of the aliens. Of the seven varieties she had observed and learned about in the years of school offered sporadically after the invasion, the grimlocks scared her the most, and she was oddly certain that was what she would be paired with in the end, just because it was the worst possible outcome in her mind, except perhaps the serps. The idea of being with one of the serpentine aliens, who looked reptilian with scales and had no hair, was enough to chill her. It made grimlocks almost seem appealing.

After she’d gotten over her sadness, she’d rallied with her two best friends, Sarah and Brighton, who also shared a small POD with her. The living quarters were designed for two, but they’d managed to squeeze in three. The destruction wrought by the vorathans and even to a certain extent the Faction while fighting the vorathans, had decimated a lot of Earth, and while construction crews were hastily trying to rebuild, more temporary measures were put in place for sheltering. What was supposed to be temporary was going on three years for the three young women.

Now, two days later, she straightened her shoulders and marched into the local Faction Embassy. It was also where her required mating match survey had taken place weeks before. She should have undergone testing when she was eighteen, but she’d managed to delay until she was nineteen. After scolding her for tardiness, along with Sarah and Brighton, who’d also delayed, they’d sampled her DNA and poked into her life—all in preparation so an alien could potentially claim her for their proxy rights, as they called it. 

She supposed it sounded better to them than breeding mare rights, which was essentially what it was. She would be expected to give a year of her life to the alien who selected her, and hopefully during that time, she would conceive. At least, that was the aliens’ hope. For her part, she wouldn’t mind being deemed infertile. That would release her from any obligation, but she had no reason to suspect she might be.

A proctor appeared, and he wore a long black jacket modeled similarly along the lines of the Faction’s military uniforms, at least for dress occasions. He was a human, but he carried himself with a cool and efficient air that suggested emotions didn’t really affect him.

“Your name please?”

“Violet Jones.” Her voice shook.

“Follow me.”

As they walked, she said, “The email said I’ve been matched with a few aliens. Does that mean I get to choose?” She clung to that hope, finding it would make the idea more tolerable.

He scoffed. “I’m afraid that isn’t your place.”

She glared at his back. “Why would it be my place to decide my fate?”

The proctor turned to give her a dismissive look. “Would you rather have been prey to the vorathans, or perhaps forced to service them until your death, and then followed by them eating you? Wouldn’t you rather give up a year of your life to avoid that?”

She nodded grudgingly. “Don’t get me wrong. I understand why Earth made the agreement they did, but if there’s more than one alien with whom I might be a suitable genetical match, I should be the one to choose among them.”

“You should realize the Faction has the balance of power here, Ms. Jones.” He sounded slightly sympathetic for a moment. “In the event a human woman is matched with more than one of the aliens, the alien with seniority gets to choose if he would like her. General Shaw Pelon has chosen to meet with you, which indicates he’ll likely accept you.”

“Is there anything I can do to sabotage the meeting?” She wasn’t certain if she was kidding, serious, or somewhere in between.

The proctor shot her an admonishing glance, but he didn’t say anything besides, “That would not work. The only reasons he’d reject you is if you are infertile or perhaps if you aren’t a virgin.”

She gnashed her teeth together at that reminder. Part of the negotiation entailed human women entering adulthood at eighteen until twenty-five had to be available for the draft, and they had to maintain sexual purity. Ostensibly, it was to avoid muddling any genetic modifications that might be required or delay a mating if a female was already pregnant. She suspected it was far more misogynistic than that—the barbaric aliens didn’t want to sleep with someone who had already been with a human. Perhaps they were afraid human women would contrast their performance and find aliens lacking.

She followed the proctor into another room and was surprised to find the lighting somewhat dim. She’d expected it to be similar to a conference room, but there was a large alien sitting at a small table on cushions on the floor. Other cushions were scattered around, and he had tea service ready. If he hadn’t been at least seven-and-a-half feet tall, with dark brown skin mottled with patches of gold that seemed to undulate as he moved, she might’ve been able to convince herself he was nothing more than a Japanese businessman.

His mesmerizing black eyes and long fall of white-blond hair certainly did away with that imagining even if she could have pretended otherwise with his skin being so unusual and beautiful. She couldn’t deny it certainly was. Even with only modest illumination in the room, it highlighted anywhere there was a hint of variation. 

She’d never been so close to a grimlock before, and her stomach pinched with nerves. She’d been afraid of the ones she’d seen from a distance, and she couldn’t pretend she wasn’t afraid of this one as well, at least until she sat down at the proctor’s urging and met the gaze of the large alien across from her.

His face was broad and roughhewn, and he had thick lips. With a heavy brow, his expression could’ve contorted into one of cruelty or aggression, but instead, he was giving her a gentle look with a slight smile that sent a shiver up her spine. She was certain that as he reached out for an Earthling introduction of shaking hands, he could break her in half with one of his meaty fists, but he handled her hand so delicately that she felt no fear.

Instead, she felt a heated sensation from where their skin touched, and it raced up her arm and seemed to suffuse throughout her. She was shocked by the reaction, recognizing it as attraction. There had been human males to whom she’d been attracted before, but survival had always been first, along with knowing she was expected to maintain her purity and avoid any emotional encumbrances until she was twenty-five. She’d never taken the time to explore anything before.

“I was looking forward to meeting you, Violet. Or would you prefer if I call you Ms. Jones?”

Her eyes widened at the question. “I suppose you should call me Violet. We’re going to be spending enough time together that it seems warranted, General.” She couldn’t read the insignia on his uniform, at least not well enough to determine his rank, but the proctor had already clued her in that he was a general, giving him the right of first choice or first refusal.

Suddenly, she experienced more dread than anticipation at the idea of him refusing her. She tried to tell herself it was because the next one could be much worse, but she didn’t quite believe that deep in her heart. She found the grimlock general unexpectedly intriguing, and she wanted to get to know him better.

“Do you understand the terms of your agreement, Ms. Jones?” asked the proctor.

“I understand the terms my government agreed to on my behalf,” she corrected with a hint of sass. “I’m required to give one year to the general here, and during that time, I will do my utmost to become a surrogate for him.”

The proctor nodded. “You understand that due to customs and agreements, artificial reproduction beyond slightly modifying your genes to enable you to carry a pregnancy of a grimlock baby is forbidden?”

“I understand.” She was expected to be at his sexual back and call and perhaps get pregnant. At the end of that year, she was either free if she couldn’t conceive, or she would have to stay if she was still pregnant. Once a child was born, then she could walk away.

Violet wasn’t certain how she could walk away from that. She knew many women who had done so, and time after time, she’d heard from older women that it was easy enough when you saw the baby, because it didn’t much resemble you at all. In a fully reversible procedure, the human women were only genetically modified enough to change their eggs to accept alien sperm and carry the pregnancy, and most of the DNA material remained that of the alien who would father it. 

For her, she wasn’t certain that would be enough to allow her to walk away, so it added to her anxiety. She had been without a family for so long, save for Sarah and Brighton, that she didn’t know if she could just walk away from her child, no matter how little it was hers genetically. As she shot a glance at the general, she found herself wondering how easy it would be to walk away from him as well. It seemed less simple than it had even an hour ago.

“If you’re both agreed, you will present yourself in two days for the modifications, binding ceremony, and departure,” said the proctor.

She frowned at the general, not looking at the proctor. “You’re leaving already?” She’d imagined he might be on one of the Armada ships in orbit around Earth to keep it protected.

“I’m afraid so,” he said gently, obviously not wanting to upset her. “My crew has been on this rotation for two years, and none of us have yet seen the home world claimed by the Faction after beating back the vorathans from that territory. I’m anxious to start my new life there, so we will be departing quickly after joining. I’m sorry if this distresses you.”

She could have snapped at him that the entire process distressed her, but he was taking pains to be so kind and gentle with her that she didn’t want to do anything that would make him think she was simply awful. She told herself it was because he seemed like a safer bet than any other alien she might be assigned, but again, she failed to believe it.

“Is it all right if my friends come with me for the process? I don’t know what’s entailed in a binding ceremony. Is it like a human marriage ceremony?”

“It’s more an exchange of contracts, though there is a formal binding ceremony where we tie hands before signing. It’s symbolic, and if you want your friends to come with you to say goodbye, they’re welcome to. I’ll be sure they have passes waiting for them, but it’s mostly a business transaction.” Shaw seemed regretful about that. “I’m afraid it’s not what you would call romantic, and it certainly isn’t something that requires familial participation. It’s not like a human wedding ceremony if I understand the concepts correctly.”

She swallowed a faint lump of disappointment, but she couldn’t really say why. Perhaps it was just being robbed of a human wedding ceremony, though that wasn’t necessarily being taken from her. After her year was over, there was no reason she couldn’t return to Earth and find a human man with whom to settle down, get married, and have more children with him. She just had to be able to maintain her resolve to walk away at the end of the year or the end of the pregnancy, whichever came first.

“In that case, I don’t suppose I’ll bring Sarah or Brighton after all.” She looked at the proctor then. “Are we done?”

He nodded. “For now, Ms. Jones. Please be on time. My assistant will give you a packet with your scheduled time for the modifications before the ceremony. Oh, and bring your things with you that you require for at least a year.”

“Thanks.” She wasn’t entirely certain why she was thanking him, since he worked for the government that had put her in this position, but her mother had raised her to be polite, and it really wasn’t the fault of the two men with her any more than it was hers. Circumstances had all forced them into such an arrangement. She supposed if she wanted to be angry with anyone, it should be the vorathans.
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TWO DAYS LATER, GENERAL Shaw Pelon struggled to hide how excited he was at the idea of having his own mate. He had to quickly squash the idea with a reminder that she wasn’t necessarily his mate. She was only giving him the opportunity to woo her to see if they could forge an alliance that extended beyond sharing reproductive duties. 

In spite of his peptalk, he couldn’t help finding himself fantasizing about their first night together. Before the ceremony, she had been given a shot to enhance fertility and modify her DNA and internal uterine structure. The treatment had no real external effect on her long brown hair and blue eyes, save for making a purple rim appear around the outside of her irises, but the shot had increased her fertility and her ability to release genetically modified eggs that would be susceptible to his sperm. Proxies had a high rate of successful pregnancies.

Even if she didn’t become his mate, the idea of having a child of his own was enough to make him want to skip down the halls as he escorted her to his quarters on his ship. After having been without a family for many years, it was an intoxicating prospect to imagine being a father. He couldn’t let himself yet truly dream about the idea of being a partner to his little human as well.

As he turned to face her after stopping in front of the door, she was trembling slightly. “Our first jump point is beyond Mars, since gravitational effects would interfere otherwise. We’ll spend the first night aboard the ship traveling below lightspeed.”

She nodded, still looking afraid, though she was obviously trying to hide it. He lifted her hand in his own, trying not to moan at the way the simple touch made him feel like he was splintering under the heat of a thousand supernovas. He wasn’t a virgin, but he might as well be considering his limited experience, and he’d never had a mate of his own.

He struggled to keep his expression gentle, not wanting to frighten her. She was so tiny and delicate compared to him, and he imagined she must view him as a large stampeding animal compared to her.

The paleness of her skin was a contrast to the dark brown of his, which was almost black in some areas, before lightening to gold. It was a natural camouflage with which grimlocks were born, and it altered and shifted around his body randomly and autonomically. The camouflage had once been an integral part of survival on his heavily wooded home planet. Now, it was an evolutionary throwback, but it would take the grimlock genome a while to catch up to no longer needing it, and they had declined the Mosaics’ assistance with editing it from the genes of subsequent offspring.

“I just stay here?” She sounded fearful as she looked at his hand wrapped around hers.

“You’re free to come and go as you please.” As he said that, he pressed her palm to the biometric panel and authorized the computer to recognize her biometrics to gain access to his quarters and all common areas of the ship.

The door opened a second later with a hydraulic hiss, and she stepped in as he stepped back. “After I ensure we’re ready for launch, I shall return to you. If you require nourishment, there’s a synthicator. I assume you know how to use that?”

She nodded. “We have one in the pod.”

“You live in a pod?” He was startled to realize he knew so little about her, and he was determined to remedy that sooner rather than later. “Never mind. We’ll have time to talk when I return in a while.”

She nodded, and he closed the door behind himself without ever having entered his quarters. He couldn’t help feeling a wave of regret that he had to walk away from her for now, but his first duty remained to ensuring everyone got home safely to the new Faction home world.

***
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IT WAS NEARLY TWO HOURS later when he returned to his quarters and entered. He thought about knocking first, recognizing the human custom, but his hand was already on the panel before he could decide, making it open. He didn’t want to intrude or frighten her, but it was his room after all, and she would have to get used to that.

He stumbled to a halt when he stepped into the room and saw her sitting on the bed. Her brown waves were brushed in a flowing cascade that hung over her shoulder, and she wore a diaphanous gown. She was obviously trembling with a little fear, but she managed to stand up. When she did, he realized just how see-through the gown was. It barely skimmed her curves and hid nothing of the form underneath. His mouth went dry as he stepped closer. “What are you doing?”

“Preparing for tonight.” She thrust back her shoulders and seemed determined. “That’s why we’re here, is it not, General?”

“I prefer you call me Shaw before we become intimate, Violet.” In spite of his determination to remain a gentleman, he found himself crossing the distance between them and running one of his rough, gnarled knuckles down the smooth skin of her face. He was pleased when she didn’t flinch away. “There is no rush.”

“There is though, isn’t there? We only have a year, and a grimlock pregnancy takes ten-and-a-half months, doesn’t it?”

“You’ve read the literature.” What an asinine response. It was all he could do to focus on the conversation and not sweep her into his arms and press her into the bed. “I don’t want you to feel like you have to do anything you don’t want to.”

She gave him a direct look. “We both know that I’m probably not here completely of my own free will, but when weighed against the idea of being a victim of one of the vorathans, I believe the human government made the best choice possible.”

“But you blame us for forcing the agreement?”

She hesitated then shrugged. “Obviously, the Faction did take a certain bit of advantage in the situation, but I can’t really fault your group either. Your species’ numbers are reducing soon past the point of rebound even with your disparate alien groups joining together to form the Faction. My dad used to say there’s no such thing as a free lunch, and I suppose that applies here.”

He was confused. “Are you hungry? I can prepare you some dinner with the synthicator.”

To his surprise, she burst into laughter and quickly explained the expression to him. He listened, but his focus was more on her soft and pouty lips, and her nicely curved hips. Everything about her stirred his senses, and it had been that way since the moment he saw the still image of her when he reported to the Embassy to find a possible match before returning to the home world. 

Technically, he could choose any human woman who was in the draft, but the Embassy encouraged males to go by genetic matches, since it would make any genetic modifications required for the woman easier to adapt and reverse. He’d certainly lucked out with Violet.

“I’m really not hungry though.” She licked her lips. “You know I haven’t done this before?”

He nodded as he stepped closer, gently enfolding her with his arms. He did nothing more than that for a moment, just holding her as he enjoyed the embrace and the sensation of her skin pressed against his even though his uniform and her gown separated them. “I have limited experience,” he admitted softly. “It doesn’t mean I haven’t studied.”

She laughed softly. “I suppose I’ve studied as well. Not as traditionally as you, maybe. I’ve read many of the true-story accounts and exposés written by human women who’ve been matched and mated. Some have stayed with their aliens, and some have returned, but it was all fascinating.” Her hand trembled as she lifted it to put against his muscled chest. 

“It’s all right to be frightened, and you can tell me at any point to stop if you wish.”

Her lips trembled, and she nodded as she accepted his words. “I knew that would be the case with you, Shaw.” She seemed a little shy as she uttered his first name, but she didn’t look away from him.

“I didn’t expect you to be so bold, Violet.”

She frowned. “Would you prefer I not make the first move?”

He quickly shook his head, sending his white hair flying around both of them. “Of course not. I anticipated having to coax you to earn your trust over a period of time.”

“My parents raised me not to procrastinate.” With a teasing tilt of her lips, she stood up on her tip toes and stretched her neck. It was obvious she was trying to kiss him.

He was too tall unless he helped her, and with a groan of surrender, deciding to ignore a small voice telling him they were going too quickly, he bent his head and met her lips.

She was soft against him, her lips molding to his, and when his tongue surged inside to taste her, she was a unlike anything he’d ever experienced before. There was a faint copper taste as his lips and tongue explored her, but it wasn’t unpleasant. He suspected it had to do with the chemical composition of humans. 

She was certainly the first human he had kissed. His sole experienced before consisted of a brief relationship with an Alphan female, who had been disappointed that she wasn’t able to trigger Heat in him, or he in her, that would allow her to conceive. It had been a long shot anyway, especially since they hadn’t gone to the Mosaics for genetic modification to make it even moderately possible. 

Not that there’d been any seriousness to the relationship beyond sex and Taria’s curiosity if she could conceive with him. They’d still been embroiled deeply in the war at that point anyway, though they’d had yet to come to Earth. Realizing he didn’t want to spend even a moment thinking about Taria, he fully returned his attention to the warm and pliant human woman in his arms.

Unable to resist, he picked her up easily, and she wrapped her thighs around his waist. He supported her buttocks with his hands as he backed to the bed, sitting down so she was astride him. She pulled back, drawing in a deep breath, and he buried his face in her neck. He nibbled and sucked the skin there, making her moan and twitch in his arms. Obviously, she liked that spot. He’d spent some time learning erogenous zones for humans, so he knew her breasts would be particularly sensitive.

His hands felt clumsy as he tried to gently strip the nightgown from her, not wanting to tear it. In the end, the fine material tore under his hands, and he grunted. “Sorry.”

Fortunately, she just laughed. “It’s all right. I figured it might be for one use only.” She giggled again.

The sound vibrated through his chest and down his stomach, into his cock. He’d never found someone’s laugh intoxicating or entrancing before, but there was something about hers that was fun, flirty, and caught his attention. Not that she hadn’t already consumed every bit of his attention from the moment he’d stepped into the quarters and found her waiting for him.

That reminder caused him a moment of hesitation, and he gently pushed her back, framing her face with one of his large hands. “Are you certain you want to do this already? I’m prepared to wait.”

She bit her lip and then nodded. “I do. It’s best to start a project as soon as possible, isn’t it? Like I said, I’m not a procrastinator, and I don’t think things would change that much. Either way, we both know the expectations for each of us. I’m not going to make you wait months trying to woo me and convince me into your bed. If I’m going to get pregnant, I figured sooner is better than later, and a year will be all that’s required.”

Hearing that sent a sharp pang through his chest. He drew in a deep breath and struggled to hide his dismay at her words. She was simply reiterating the agreement, and he shouldn’t be at all surprised if she left at the end of the year. At least thirty percent of the human women did, to his knowledge. Perhaps the number was even higher. He couldn’t fault her for doing her duty and nothing more while wanting to do it as expediently as possible.

Deciding if he dwelled on it, he might lose his ability to function, he pulled her back for another deep kiss before his hands grasped her breasts. She was generously enough endowed, but her mounds seemed almost lost in his large hands, though he enjoyed the feel of them weighted in his palm. She moaned and arched against him as he rubbed his thick, textured thumbs across her nipples, making her cry out in need.

He had a need of his own, and that was to taste her. He started with his tongue at the top of her clavicle before moving down inward, lifting her as he went, since she weighed practically nothing. A second later, he took possession of one of her nipples and began to suck lightly.

“More,” she said in a husky tone.

Apparently, his research had been wrong on how gentle he had to be with such delicate tissue, because she obviously wanted more. He increased the section he applied while gently tugging her other nipple between his thumb and finger.

She was pressing against him now, and he could feel her wetness through his uniform. Violet wore nothing, and it was an intoxicating realization. He could be inside her in seconds.

He wasn’t going to rush her though. This was her first experience, and it’d been a long time since he’d been even similarly exposed to such passion and never been to this frantic need. He’d never needed Taria with this same kind of urgency, and his cock was pressing frantically against his uniform, demanding to be freed.

With a groan, finding it physically difficult to part from her, he stood up and lifted her until he had turned around and laid her on the bed. Then he spent a moment disrobing from his uniform, which was a simple one-piece and easy to wear and remove, kicking aside his boots in the process. When he returned to her, her gaze was wide, and there was just a hint of fear in her expression as she focused on his cock.

He looked down at the protruding member, knowing he was of typical size for a grimlock male, but no wonder he was frightening for her. He had to be at least twice the usual human’s size in both length and girth. He knew she would require some preparation, but part of her genetic modification would make it easier for her body to accept his. Otherwise, sex might prove completely impossible.

He recalled from his reading that it was essential for her to be completely aroused to be able to accept him, even with the modifications. With that in mind, he dropped to his knees and lifted her by the hips, nudging her thighs apart so his head could go between them. She didn’t protest or try to get away, and soon enough, his mouth covered her sheath, his tongue surging inside to explore her depths. Violet let out a small cry and clutched a handful of his hair. It was a little painful, but not so much that he intended to interrupt her enjoyment to ask her to ease her grip.

She held tightly to him, thrusting her hips upward and back down again, grinding back and forth as he licked her vigorously, his attention focused on the tiny bud that he’d read would give her so much pleasure. It obviously did so by the way her body shook and convulsed against him each time he even tentatively stroked it.

With a gush of moisture, she let a harsh cry and started to convulse in his arms. For a moment, he thought she was injured or ill, but then he realized it was simply the force of her pleasure as she called out his name in a low moan and clung to him.

Wanting to ensure she was well prepared for him, he brought her to the heights and sent her over twice more, until she was lying against the bed looking completely exhausted. At that point, she was so limp that her nerves would likely not pose much of an obstacle for his penetration, because her muscles would be too relaxed.

He carefully eased himself into position between her thighs, meeting her gaze. That hint of apprehension was back but was clearly tempered now with satisfaction. “Will it hurt?”

“I don’t know. Part of the genetic modification you received via injection was to make you able to take me more readily, but I suspect there might still be some pain, at least the first time.” As he spoke, he gently canted his hips forward, sliding the head of his cock into her opening. He pushed in a few inches as she tensed slightly, but she didn’t try to push him away. He paused for a moment when he reached the barrier of her innocence and gripped her hips more firmly. “Are you ready?”

She nodded. “Just get it over with quickly.”

The instructional literature he’d read suggested an entirely different approach, so he thrust slowly and carefully forward, not yielding any inch that he gained, but not forcing the barrier out of his way with one rapid thrust either. She let out one little harsh hiss, and he paused, realizing he was completely inside her. “Are you all right?”

A tear slid down her cheek, and she clenched her teeth for a minute. “I will be.”

If he were nobler, he would offer to stop, but it felt too good to have her silken confines wrapped around him, so he found himself slowly thrusting in and out of her instead. He kept a close eye on her expression, wanting to ensure he caused her no further pain. To his relief, her face soon reflected pleasure instead of discomfort, and she was clinging to him in no time. Her nails dug into his shoulders as she raised herself up to grasp them, and his pace became more arrhythmic and frantic.

He intended to maintain total control but being lost in her silken depths made it impossible. When her sheath squeezed around him, milking his shaft, he spilled his seed inside her with a shout of satisfaction. He was slightly embarrassed, hoping none of his crew had overheard the expression of bliss, but he couldn’t regret giving in to the passion he felt and showing her how wonderful it had been. Her slight smirk of self-satisfaction was worth any teasing from his crew.

He held himself above her for a moment, keeping their bodies locked until his arms trembled too much in the aftermath, ravaged as he still was from the blissful release. He turned over onto his side, pulling her with him, and though their bodies disconnected, she remained tightly in his arms.

He expected her to say something or want to discuss what had happened, but all she did was snuggle closer to him. Within minutes, he heard her deep and even breath and felt her starting to drool against his chest. He was filled with tender amusement and a strong sense of masculine pride that he could reduce her to such a state, though it hadn’t been easy. It had ravaged both of them, and he suspected she might be as surprised as he was by how hard the passion had swept over them and swept them away, making it impossible to resist.

It felt like plenty to build on, and he was quietly optimistic that claiming his proxy rights would lead to him gaining a complete family, not just a baby.
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Chapter Three
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VIOLET WOKE IN HIS arms the next morning. She expected to feel a twinge of regret or perhaps embarrassment at her decision to confront what she had considered would be an unpleasant task and get it over with as quickly as possible. It had lingered in the back of her mind that the sooner she got pregnant, the sooner she would no longer need to join with him.

Now, as she stared at him through the narrow slits of her eyes, realizing he was still asleep, she almost laughed at herself. How silly she was to imagine it would be unpleasant or something to endure. Despite some twinges between her thighs and discomfort from muscles she hadn’t used before, she was already prepared to have him again, and she peppered his face with slow and shy kisses. 

It was a little different in the light of day, even if it was artificial light provided by the computer that regulated the environment inside his ship. She wondered if he would consider her too bold or brazen, but when his lips curved to hers, and he held her in his arms, soon taking possession of her again, she had no reason to fear that she had moved too quickly, and she had no reason to regret doing so.

***
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IT TOOK ALMOST A WEEK to arrive at the Faction’s home world even with their folding technology. Shaw had explained it to her that the Faction had set up a number of jump points throughout the galaxy, always wanting to be able to take an alternate route each time to throw off the vorathans. 

While the vorathans were currently cowering in almost total defeat, with most of their armada destroyed, and the remaining ones banished and kept on the other side of the galaxy in a quarantined area, the Faction wasn’t going to get distracted from the threat the vorathans could still pose, so their safety protocols remained in place. She appreciated that, even if it did slow their trip. It seemed like it would’ve been worth the risk to take a direct jump point from outside of Mars to the verdant home world they’d picked, but she wasn’t the navigator, so she didn’t argue.

Instead, she busied herself learning more about his culture and the Faction history of how the groups had merged during the day when he was busy with ship’s duties. At night, he was all hers, and she spent her time learning entirely different techniques of the far more personal variety. By the time they arrived at Baxa, she felt like she knew his body reasonably well and was certain he knew every inch of hers in return.

Baxa was somewhat of a disappointment. From a distance on the vidscreen, it looked green and lush, living up to its reputation as verdant, and it was only as they’d entered the atmosphere and finally landed at the main palace being constructed to house the government of the Faction home world that she realized the green was beautiful from a distance but not so great when one was surrounded by it. 

It was obvious there was still a lot of work left to do. Together, they went into the palace and found a Mosaic proctor. He looked like a stitched-together species, with parts taken from various others, which was exactly what a Mosaic was to her understanding. They had used their knowledge of genetic manipulation and the genomes of various species to be able to graft and integrate parts of other species into their own to ensure a form of survival for all. 

She wasn’t even certain if the Mosaics knew what their original people had looked like anymore, but if it hadn’t been for their technology, the ability of human women to be surrogates for the Faction alien men wouldn’t have existed. She wasn’t entirely certain that was a good thing on a large scale, but she couldn’t be unhappy with the situation in which she found herself now, save for the letdown of how much work remained on Baxa.

As Shaw stood in line waiting to get his land allotment, since there was a group forming from the ship, and he hadn’t pushed his way to the front, because it was all preassigned anyway, she leaned against the wall and waited for him. It struck her suddenly that she was planning to walk away from him in less than a year. 

What had seemed entirely possible even a week ago now seemed improbable. How could she stand to leave what she’d found with him? So far, it was mostly physical, but she could see their bond becoming emotional as well. She already had tender feelings for him, and he was always careful to be gentle and considerate of her. Frankly, she couldn’t believe she’d ever been afraid of the grimlocks, and especially this one, who’d shown her such kindness.

He interrupted her reverie before she could ever decide if she was actually planning to leave at some point, and she happily let go of the mental topic as she took his hand. “You’re all set?”

“I am. I have one hundred units of Sector Five, which I’ve been assured is verdant farmland...once it’s cleared.”

She let out a low groan. “If they’re highlighting the farmland, is there anything else even there?”

He laughed as he put his arm around her waist. “You’ll be happy to know we have our own pod waiting for us. If we want anything grander, we’ll have to add on to it.”

She groaned, but it wasn’t the most terrible thing. They were equipped for two people, and she’d managed to live in one with two other people besides herself for the last three years. It shouldn’t be any inconvenience to share a pod with Shaw, especially since she was already sharing his bed. There’d be no figuring out sleeping arrangements or anything like that. They both knew where they stood, at least in that regard.

They took his personal skid from the ship and set out for his new property. It took about half a day to reach, which meant supply runs would have to be coordinated, but by the time they got there, she was well-pleased with it. Someone had erected a barrier around his property to separate it from his neighbors, and she assumed that had been carried out by one of the soldiers, who were now converting to civilians, domestic soldiers for protection, and in his case, farmer.

She giggled for a moment, imagining him in an older Earth pair of overalls and wearing a straw hat.

He frowned and looked down at her as he brought the skid to a stop near the pod. “What amuses you?”

Without answering, she opened her communication device, pleased that she still had a signal that connected her to the Internet. She could still access Earth data with only a slight delay thanks to Baxa’s powerful ansible, and she pulled up an image of a farmer. She showed it to him and said, “I was picturing you wearing something similar.”

He seemed embarrassed for a moment, but then he laughed as he plucked at the front of his black uniform. “It might be more comfortable than this, and I’m looking forward to removing the general’s uniform for quite some time.

She frowned. “What does that mean?”

“In roughly four years, I’ll be back on Earth rotation for a year. In the meantime, I’m semi-retired and will become Farmer Pelon instead of General Pelon.”

She realized she didn’t know much about any of his plans for the future. The physical relationship was well on its way to being established, but their emotional bond and sense of rapport had a lot of catching up to do, and she intended to make that happen as quickly as possible. Perhaps her future plans would be more secure if she didn’t bond with him on an emotional level, but she suspected it was already too late for that.
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Chapter Four
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SEVERAL WEEKS AFTER taking up residency, his homestead was taking shape as he liked, and Shaw knew he could soon turn his attention to expanding the dwelling. The POD was fine for the two of them, but if he was lucky enough to be blessed with offspring from her, he would need to expand—particularly if she chose to stay, and there were further children in their future. 

He wanted her to more than anything, but he was afraid to broach the subject. He didn’t want to do anything to frighten her away or make her pull back emotionally, so he tried to content himself with the security of the current state of their relationship. Unfortunately, there was still a lot he wasn’t certain of, and it left him feeling anxious that he would lose her at some point.

Perhaps that was why he was even more reluctant than usual to greet Var Dizark when he stopped by unexpectedly several weeks after they had moved in. Shaw frowned at the sight of him. He and Var had attended the Coalition Academy together on the grimlock home world a decade before they became targets of the vorathans, and they had fought vorathans together before becoming part of the Faction, but they were never friends. There was a dark and sly side to Var that he didn’t care for, and he couldn’t imagine why the man would seek him out, or even what he was doing there since he should be on Earth rotation.

He stepped away from the autocultivator, which he’d been using to plant seeds, and walked toward Var, who landed his skid near Shaw’s. With a frown, Shaw asked, “What are you doing here?”

Var seemed startled by his tone and his tepid greeting. “Is there something wrong, old friend? You don’t seem happy to see me.”

Shaw bit back the urge to assure him he was happy to see him or to confirm he wasn’t, which was the truth. He just shrugged. “I thought you were on the Earth rotation.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
COMPILATION

USA Today Besfselllng Author

||||||||||||||||

AURELIA SKYE

& JUNO WELLS





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





