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He’s a demon alien with a wicked smile and an even wickeder tail. And he claims I’m his fated mate.
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Space was supposed to be better than my sitch on Earth. Yeah, right. I shoulda known. I wake from cryosleep surrounded by blobby aliens, unable to understand a word. They even throw me in a cage! Looks like I’m the newest pet in an alien zoo.

Then a gorgeous blue demon, complete with horns and tail, steals me from my cell. We go on the run, playing charades to communicate as we con our way through one sticky situation after another.

Zol’s hot as sin. He looks at me like no one ever has, like I’m the most precious thing in the universe. Growing up on the streets, I’ve learned to trust my instincts, and they say he’s the real deal. As things heat up between us and danger closes in, it turns out Zol wants to steal one more thing. My heart.
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Stolen by the Alien Rogue is a steamy alien romance featuring a charming alien mercenary who’s all in and the street-smart heroine tempted to gamble on love. Strap in for a fun ride filled with adventure and toe-curling steam! This novella contains a complete love story with a HEA.
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Author’s Note: I write fun and spicy stories full of consent and adventure, and I don’t wish to cause distress. Please note this story contains the following potential triggers: Fighting Bad Guys, Stun Guns, Caged-Human Rescue, Strong Language, Explicit Intimate Scenes, Horn Steering, P-Stretching Fluids, Size Difference, Tail Play, Heat, and Knotting.
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​​​​CHAPTER ONE
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Frankie
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A HUGE HAND tossed me forward, and I landed on a pile of soft dried grass that crinkled underneath me and let off an herby scent.

I rolled over, fighting to get to my feet, but my woozy muscles were too slow.

The door slammed shut with a metal clang followed by a beep.

I clung to the metal bars of the cell, still unsteady on my feet. The bigwig doctors on Earth had promised coming out of cryosleep would be done gradually and gently. I snorted. The alien clearly hadn’t gotten the memo.

On the other side of the metal bars, a moving mountain of gray towered over me, a foot taller and at least twice as wide. Vaguely humanoid on top, it had a head and two arms, but the hands had only two meaty fingers opposite an equally large thumb. Below the shoulders, it widened out into a pyramidish shape, with no legs or feet visible. The alien didn’t wear clothes, but its skin looked thick like rhino hide, so it probably didn’t need them. I couldn’t see a dick or boobs, but who knew if aliens had that kinda thing?

Gray and lumpy like the mud dolls we used to make as kids back in the slums of Atlanta, the alien also had no hair, not even eyebrows. Four solid-black eyes stared at me over a knob of a nose.

It opened thick gray lips to show large off-white teeth but no tongue. Growls like rocks being gargled filled the air. All four eyes bored into me as they waited for a response.

I rubbed at the sore spot on the back of my neck, and my fingers came away damp with a small amount of blood. What the hell had it done to me? I still had on the clingy white onesie the cryo technicians had put me in back on Earth, and I had woken up only a couple of minutes ago while being dragged toward this cage. This alien hadn’t had long enough to mess with me much.

The blob ground more rocks together, its voice getting louder. The old neighborhood used to hum with Spanish and Creole and Cantonese—enough that I could give the right greeting when on someone else’s turf—but that didn’t help any here.

Another sound, and one of those fat fingers poked at me.

I shook my head, which probably didn’t mean jack shit to the alien, but whatevs. “No comprende, my dude.”

It huffed, blasting my face with bad breath.

“Eww!” I fanned the air clear. Breath mints were obviously not in the picture wherever this was.

It turned and slid away, and I reached a hand toward it, licking dry lips. “You got any Gatorade? My electrolytes are wack.” I knew it wouldn’t understand me, but what the hell, right? If you don’t ask, you definitely won’t get. “Water, agua, eau?”

Blob boy kept right on going, ignoring me. I couldn’t tell exactly how it moved, but thank god it didn’t leave a slime trail.

It headed down an aisle with crates stacked high on either side. The whole place looked like a warehouse, but what kinda warehouse had prison cells?

An alien one, duh.

I snorted and turned around, resting my back against the bars to stay upright. I hadn’t been lying—my head was seriously woozy.

A line of cells stretched off to the side, built all as one piece, each separated from the next by more metal bars. Something like a huge lion-colored wolf stood in the one at the far end. An animal? Shit! It’s not a prison! It’s a zoo!

My cage was ten-feet square, with half the space covered in the soft, dry hay. A hole darkened the floor in the back corner where it butted up against a wall, and there was some kinda spigot a couple of feet above it.

If that was the toilet and running water, this just upgraded from “horrible” to “not the worst place I’d ever slept.” It was clean, dry, and reasonably warm, which is a lot more than I could say for some of the places I’d squatted in the past. Earth in 2123 had been a mess, with too much hot weather, too little food, and jobs something only the rich or he super smart could get. There’d been a reason I’d been willing to be turned into a human popsicle and shot across the universe, after all.

I hurried forward as quickly as I could, slapping a hand to the cool metal of the back wall to hold myself steady as I leaned forward and tried to get the spigot to work. There weren’t any obvious controls, but maybe it had a motion sensor. I waved my hand in front and under and all around it. Nada.

A rustle came from my right. My gaze shot over to where a tuft of dark fur emerged from the pile of straw in the cell beside mine. More movement, and a head appeared—a triangular face that was all big blue eyes. Those eyes latched onto me, and the animal let out a soft trill. “Mrrr.”

“Hey, there, cutie.” I kept my voice soft.

It stood, shaking off the straw clinging to its long, black fur. It looked like a cat with two little black horns and an elongated tail that coiled up into the air in an S. There was something weird about the tip of its tail, but I couldn’t tell what from here. With a sinuous glide, it trotted over to its own spigot and craned its head up until its tongue lapped at the underside. Water flowed.

“Thanks, little one.” I crouched and stuck out my tongue, moaning when sweet clean water began to pour.

I drank for a few minutes, too thirsty to care how silly I looked. When I finally stopped, I huffed a laugh, picturing a hamster with its special water bottle.

Then a slot opened on the wall, and a mechanical arm slid a bowl across the floor filled with brown pellets. The cat thing trotted over to the one in its cage and dipped its head, crunching away.

I snorted, laughter washing over me until I curled up in the hay, holding my stomach.

I knew it had been too good to be true when the bigwigs on Earth had promised an amazing life on a new planet. So it sounded about right that the blob alien had made me a human hamster.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​CHAPTER TWO
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Zol
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THE SHUTTLE AIRLOCK opened with a rush of air that smelled a little musty, like the Grug who owned Sturd Station. The gray aliens were the last people I wanted to deal with—and they liked me and my kind even less—but I had no choice. The Daredevil had lost power to its port thruster, and we didn’t have replacement parts. This station had been the closest thing for several parsecs, so there hadn’t been a whole lot of choice in the matter.

My friend Gravin led another team of Daredevils to the closest planet to look for parts. But the extra travel time would put them a good week behind me. My crewmates were counting on me to get in and get out without making a fuss.

I pulled the hood of my deep-red cloak forward, covering my horns and shadowing my blue face. I wore gloves to cover the distinctive purple of my hands and hid my tail by wrapping it around my waist, above the holsters that sat on each hip.

I used this disguise fairly often when running some of my more peaceful missions. The Holy Order of the Sun Goddess accepted monks from all species, and they were supposed to keep themselves hidden from all eyes but that of the goddess herself, who manifested in every star. Plus, the solar crowns they wore didn’t look too different from the shape my horns made under the hood.

So, yeah, holy monks who went fully covered around other people but ran around butt naked in the sun when alone. Not the life for me. Like all Zaarn males sent to Roam, I hadn’t been blessed to find a fated mate on my planet. But that didn’t mean I was ready to become celibate. Even if my kron never vibrated and I never knew the true pleasure of the mating heat and knot, there were still alien females willing to find mutual pleasure.

My cock stirred. It had been a while. My merc brothers and I had just run three back-to-back missions, extracting a small ring of kidnapping victims from the mobsters of a nearby planet. It had been good work, but we were due some play time.

Only not here.

Sturd Station opened up in front of me, a long cylinder hollowed out of an asteroid and set spinning to have gravity on its inner surface. It was one big city, the buildings wrapping up the sides of the walls until the light tube running down the center blinded the view of the far side.

Everything—and everyone—here was owned by the Grug. This was no place for play.

And no place for a Daredevil on his own. Our crew of mercs had crossed the gray aliens often enough in the past that they’d be more than happy to take out some of their displeasure on me. But coming in with numbers would have made it even more impossible to hide who we were, so I came alone.

“Got to make this job real quiet, real smooth,” I muttered as I took a step out onto the bustling dock.

Aliens from all over the quadrant wove in and around the wider bulk of the Grug. Whenever one of the gray aliens fell still, their wide bases made them resemble mini-mountains. They were about as frekking movable as a mountain too, out-massing almost every other species known.

The asteroid was narrower here, near the tip, and the docks took up all the space, with avenues running straight ahead, widening out as they approached the center of the station. People offloaded goods, and crates jumbled across almost every bit of free floor.

The ship beside mine, an old beater of a cargo lorry, spilled a mess of whozee birds down its cargo ramp. Their iridescent white wings flapped as they crowed in complaint, tall red crests rising to stand straight up from their heads. The Sjisji who owned them clacked her beak and fluttered her own wings over them a few times until they settled. Almost as tall as me, she was lean and thin boned like all her kind—if I picked her up, she’d weigh less than half what I’d expect. Short pale-yellow feathers covered most of her body, lengthening only on her wings, which were as long as she was tall.

They’d created a distraction, and I used it to stride quickly away from my berth. All the ruckus should keep anyone from noticing that a monk had arrived in a combat shuttle. Still, I kept my arms tucked under my cloak, ready to grab a blaster.

I had to sidestep a Grug who’d plopped himself down in the middle of the dock while he yelled at a pair of Tula carrying crates. My translator turned his gravelly voice into recognizable words. “You are not listening. They go over there.” It pointed to a spot only a few feet to the left of where the crates now stood.

The lizardmen exchanged a glance, their inner eyelids snapping open and closed over golden irises. The dark green of their faces and backs gradually changed to a bright yellow on their chests. Shorter than me, they were heavily built with thick slabs of muscle and a fat tail they could swing like a club. Tula tended to get angry easily, but this time they shrugged and moved the crates. It would do no good to argue with the Grug, and they were smart enough not to bother.

An empty robocart rolled up the closest avenue to come to a halt right beside the crates’ new location, and it became clear why the Grug had wanted them moved. Robocarts weren’t exactly smart, programmed only for a limited amount of movements, and couldn’t handle things being even a little out of place. The cart reached out with metal arms to load the crates onto its flatbed, and then it rolled back down the avenue on the exact course it had travelled coming in.

I followed as it cut down the middle of the avenue, using the traffic lane reserved for official Grug business. The robocart trundled past the retail shops set up to catch everyone coming off a ship ready to buy. Shops selling practical things like clothes and toiletries were mixed in with entertainment establishments, so you were never far from food and drink, games, or other delights. Music pulsed from each doorway, all synchronized to make a harmonious sound.

Bright lights blinked over the gaming arcades, promising enough action and excitement to milk you of every cred. Sjisji dancers called out from peepshow windows, offering another kind of fun. The herby smell of Sjuweed faded to be replaced by the rich scent of spices and meat that came from several pubs, and my mouth watered. The Tula had this way of marinating steaks that no one else could ever match.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
AL p;migl'

.~ FATED MATES OF THE ZAAR N

"KRISTA LUNA -





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.png
gﬁ%&wt‘%
ALIEN ROGLE

FATED MATES OF THE ZAARN
PREQUEL NOVELLA

KRISTA LUNA





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





