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Perry gently kissed the soft lips of the female with him. He wanted to show her he had no aversion to her. She’d been through hell and back, and he admired her strength. He craved her body. She was more than amply endowed: large, soft breasts, full hips, and a delicate tummy; every piece of her was curvy. Perry’s taste in human females ran more toward the full-figured woman; he loved a woman he could sink his teeth into, literally. 

Perry was seven feet tall, all muscle and sinew. He was handsome despite the eye teeth that slightly protruded from his full lips. They were, without a doubt, fangs. He was above average in all areas, even for a Wharthon; he needed a woman who could handle him in many ways. Patrice Evans was the amply endowed human female who harnessed the large Wharthon. 

Perry preferred human women, loving their anatomy's tightness and compatibility. Patrice Evans was a gorgeous honey blonde with clear, peach-colored skin. Her amber eyes looked into a man’s soul, and Perry thought those amber depths could see his black and tarnished one. He’d been seduced by greed, lust, and selfishness. 

Perry’s fangs ached as he bent his head down to her pussy, taking in her scent of arousal. His tongue was anxious to taste her. The Wharthon’s large hands slipped under her buttocks as he lifted her to his eager mouth. He loved to bury his mouth into her soft lips, searching for her ripe little clit. 

As his tongue found the soft nub, he sucked at it and twirled his tongue around it, his fangs becoming dangerously sharp and aching. The female, under his delving tongue, now whispered his name in passion. 

“Perry,” her soft voice echoed. “Dear God, Perry, more, please more.”

Perry’s fangs gently pierce the lips of her labia, sucking in her savory blood, arousing Patrice even further. Once he’d tasted her blood, enhancing his arousal, his tongue closed the small wounds. 

Now his cock was hard, glistening with precum, and ready to fuck Patrice on command. But first, his tongue would bring her to a screaming orgasm, sucking up her juices like the delicate nectar it was to him. Then he’d ram his ample cock in her inviting pussy.

She held his dark head to her. “I’ve never known such pleasure. You’ve proved to me that I can feel again.” Her body arched up. “Perry, oh my God, you did it again,” she whispered breathlessly.

Perry loved to hear her release, and he loved that she could feel again. Perry moved his mouth from her wet pussy as she savored her orgasm, his tongue tingling in his mouth. He came over her, his fangs protruding from his lips, creating a deadly yet desirable sight. He gently eased his large cock into her. 

His orgasm would be monstrous because Patrice had that effect on him. She was a gentle beauty and deserved better than him. He wasn’t mating material, and he’d only hurt her. He was a pirate, a marauder, and he wasn’t the kind to stick around long. However, giving her up was not an option either. Perry had a real dilemma on his hands. He’d lost his heart and his black soul to Patrice Evans.
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Chapter One
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Deep space was a relief for Perry. It encompassed him and let him fade into its darkness, where he felt he belonged. He wanted to get as far away from his brother, Criton, as possible. What he’d attempted, trying to sell his brother’s female on the slave planets, was an act of desperation on his part. He had no idea his brother’s female was breeding. Perry felt like shit, aside from the fact that Criton had beaten him to a bloody pulp, breaking more than a few bones in the process. However, he knew he deserved it. He had acted like a real bastard and a complete asshole. Now, he wanted to get his ship, the Green Serpent, out of harm’s way. 

The Gorgons would be looking for him because he owed them a hefty sum. He had a few million credits and had no idea where he would obtain the substantial payment he owed them. 

Perry sat in his quarters, eyeing the picture of him and Criton as children. Their mother sent it last year. She had pleaded with Perry to change his ways, stop gambling and whoring, and settle down. Her same plea had gone out to his younger brother, Criton.

At the time, Criton was pirating and racketeering just as much as Perry. Before he acted on impulse, their last meeting was on Trojan 5, in a unique whorehouse specializing in human females. Both brothers had a real weakness for human women. 

Human women also shared compatible DNA, making carrying a Wharthon’s young possible. These females were saving their dying species.

Criton had found love and would mate with his human female, Jersey. She was a gorgeous human female, and Perry had to admit she aroused him. 

However, he’d acted irrationally, thinking of his skin, and tried the unthinkable to sell her into slavery. When he saw his brother's happiness, he became excessively jealous, almost destroying Criton. It nearly cost him his own life in the process. 

If Jersey and Anita, another human beauty, had disappeared on the slave block and into the voids of the outer Universes, Criton would have killed him. No one would have blamed Criton, not even his parents.

Perry found himself bruised, beaten, and defeated. He remembered when he was far more idealistic and far more committed to his crew and ship. Now, because of his selfish actions and wanton needs, he’d have to keep his ship and crew on the outskirts of civilization until he found a way to ward off the aliens hunting him. He also needed time for his wounds to heal. 

Perry would have to subject his crew to the most corrupt and dangerous outposts for any enjoyment. One such outpost was Trojan 5. He directed his head navigator to download the coordinates. There, he could heal and have his fill of females. He’d have his fill of sex on Trojan 5, a planet of decadence and the perfect place for some R and R.

*****

[image: ]


Patrice Evans was holding on by a thread, and she wasn‘t sure how much longer she could endure the abuse. She’d been hung by her wrists and fucked repeatedly by the big, violent Gorgon. She was naked and sore, her lips bleeding from his sandpaper-like lips kissing her. 

His grotesque, hard-skinned body rubbing against hers had caused blisters to erupt, and his rough-skinned dick was killing her insides. She was exhausted and in pain, wanting to die. 

The degradation, pain, and hopelessness of her situation weighed heavily on her mind. This was her end. Her life hung by a thread of despair as her head bent forward and her brain pounded in her skull. 

Patrice watched the light before her eyes dim. It became a conical pinpoint and then disappeared. She had almost lost consciousness but could hear the Gorgon growl as it came over to inspect her lifeless form.

*****
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“Human bitch, you and your little band of agents think you can stop the slave trade? You humans think you rule the galaxies and the Universe. Gorgons will show you who’s stronger,” said the Gorgon named Tri-ai. “I’ve fucked you hard, my beauty, and have rained you well. You will bend to my will and do as I say. If not, then I’ll skin you alive.”

He was a slave trader and a deadly creature. 

Tri-ai threw on his robes and left the human woman in the room. He went on to the next slave who needed to be broken in. 

Who did these humans think they were? Over the last hundred years, humans have become a permanent fixture. He liked some humans. The evil, deceitful, and deviant ones, those humans fit well into his world. Space was not for the weak of heart. 

Earth was now part of the Inter-Galactic Alliance of Worlds, making it a target for aliens like the Gorgons. Human females drew attention to their species because they were a very profitable commodity. It amazed Tri-ai how many different life forms found human females desirable.

The demand for human women and his ability to deliver them had boosted his revenue by a thousandfold over the last fifty years. The Gorgon smiled as he entered the next room and removed his robes. He needed to fuck again. The Yan-beta alien looked in horror at the large, scaly Gorgon and screamed, its high-pitched pitch echoing throughout the compound.

“Shut the fuck up,” the Gorgon hissed. “That pretty human didn’t even shed a tear as I broke her in. Take a cue from her.”

But the Yan-beta female just continued to cry as the Gorgon pushed his scaly cock into her. 

*****
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Perry surveyed his face. The swelling had subsided, and he’d already begun to heal. He’d taken the brunt of his brother’s beating, knowing full well he deserved it. His cracked ribs had healed, and his shattered wrist was as good as new. His ship would reach Trojan 5 in two weeks, enough time for Perry to think about what he would do to save his skin. 

The Gorgons he owed money to were hell-bent on getting what he owed them. Perry knew they’d want his ship as payment, and no one was getting the Green Serpent. The next best Jett setter was his brother’s ship, the Black Dragon.

He’d had his fill of slavery and had almost ruined his brother’s life by trying his hand at it. Somehow, he’d come up with a way to repay his debts, but now all he could think of was being fucked. Trojan 5 had the best whorehouses in the three galaxies. 

His thoughts lingered on Jersey, his brother’s mate. Perry saw how she gazed lovingly at Criton. Her love for him was so evident in her emerald green eyes, and it had made him envious. 

He wanted, someday, to have what his brother had, to have a female look at him the way that Jersey looked at Criton. Would he ever love another enough to lay his life down for her? Perry realized he wanted to feel that kind of need and emotion. He laughed to himself. He sure as hell wasn’t going to find it on Trojan 5. 

The beauties on Trojan 5 supposedly got a cut of the action and weren’t good mating material. A pleasure planet was the last place to look for any lasting attachments. However, it was the right place to scratch Perry's itch. It was a rather large itch, and the whorehouses on Trojan 5 were just the place to get a good, long scratching.

Perry docked his ship at a docking station on Trojan 5. It was a considerable settlement, perhaps as large as any substantial city on one of the inhabited planets, except that it housed rows and rows of pleasure establishments. Casinos, pornographic theaters, and houses of pleasure lined the streets. The decadence ran rampant, and there was something for every desire and fetish.

Perry was anxious for a good meal and a warm female body, a human one. And so was his crew, entirely big, handsome, Wharthon males. Trojan 5 was a pleasure haven for the seven-foot, fanged, and horny aliens. 

The Wharthons were never a disappointment to any female. All of them were accomplished lovers whose cocks possessed a muscle rather than just skin around the outside. When they were ready to ejaculate, the muscle, buffed and taut around their massive cocks, flexed in a pumping fashion. This erotic movement was euphoric for the human females, hitting their G spots. The Wharthon male and the human female were a match made in heaven. And for the next couple of days, Perry and his crew wanted a piece of heaven.
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Chapter Two
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Patrice’s restraints loosened, and her body fell to the floor. Still unconscious, she mysteriously found herself on a large bed, covered and alone. Whoever helped her hurried out of the room. Patrice tried to open her eyes and passed out again.

When she awoke, she’d been showered, her hair dried and clean. She’d been asleep in the large bed, and the clean, crisp linens felt good on her battered body. She ached, but someone had taken care of her because her scraped lips were coated with a healing balm. Her skin was now smooth and free of the blisters that the Gorgon’s rough skin had given her. 

When Patrice moved, her insides burned, and her vagina was sore. Tears began to well in her eyes. The Gorgon had put her through hell. The disgusting creature rutted her, with his large, hard dick battering her body over and over again. She pushed the whole scenario from her mind because it seemed her ordeal was over. All she had left, as a reminder, was the pain. And the humiliation.

She was a trained agent with the Alliance, kidnapped and taken as a prisoner, and it wasn’t in the handbook that she was expected to serve as a sex slave.

Patrice was dealing with the lowest of the low in the galaxies, alien slave traders. She’d been here before, years ago, on an investigation. Trojan 5 was one of the most notorious outposts in all the galaxies. 

She had to get off the planet. She couldn’t endure anymore, but who or what she’d encounter was beyond her control. Would the Alliance send help once they realized the shuttle was missing? Her head sank back into the pillows as the door opened, and Tri-ai walked in. Patrice cringed. She’d rather kill herself than put up with any more of his abuse.

“I see you’re awake. Good, we need to talk. You need to know what I expect of you. If you cooperate, my dear, you’ll only serve the customers I select for you. Behave yourself. Be a good whore, and I’ll only fuck you now and then,” he said, eyeing her with a leer. “Patrice, you now belong to Trojan 5. You’re a courtesan and will demand a hefty price. You’ll service an elite clientele and make me a rich Gorgon, my beautiful human; it won’t be so bad. You’ll be fed and not as overworked as some of the others. I enjoyed fucking you, and in time, I hope you come to have some affection for me,” he said, rubbing his Gorgon cock.

“You’re quite desirable. Now, get your pretty ass out of bed and get dressed,” he demanded. Before he left, he turned to her. “The burning in your cunt will stop soon, and you’ll be as good as new.” He then walked out, slamming the door behind him, leaving Patrice in a state of shock. 

The warning from the Gorgon brought shivers up and down her spine. “I must get out of here. I’m not servicing any of the creatures the Gorgon has lined up for me. That bastard has lost his mind.”

She swung her legs over the side of the bed and stood up. She was a bit shaky, but surprisingly, she felt fine. She went into the dressing room and hanging there was a simple white silk robe. She took it, glad to have something that wasn’t sheer and see-through to wear. 

*****
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Perry paid with the last of his credits for his crew and himself to spend a few days on Trojan 5. He needed the time and a willing whore to help him figure out what his next step would be. He left the primary waiting area, and a handmaiden escorted him into the main hallway of the large whorehouse. A lovely, blue-skinned Arabby female informed him that his human female was just beyond the third door to the right. She handed him the key card, smiled seductively, turned, and left him. 

He’d spent a lot of credits, credits he couldn’t afford, for the right female. Perry needed to fuck, and he needed to fuck for the next twenty-four hours. 

As Perry approached the door, he grimaced. What he wanted had better be beyond the door before him, or he’d tear up the place.

Perry grinned, he felt confident, and he was horny as all hell. He opened the door and walked in. Before him was an empty bed, dressed in clean, crisp white linens, and the room smelled of vanilla and mint. He took a deep breath; everything was just as he requested, and so far, perfect.
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