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Admiral Adeline Parks, a human female, and Baroque, an Orc ambassador, navigate attraction, personal obligations, and the aftermath of an alien invasion on Earth. Their passionate and tumultuous relationship unfolds against a backdrop of political intrigue, space exploration, and the challenges of reconciling love with duty.

Their meeting is accidental.

The attraction is instant, and after twenty-four hours of tumultuous lovemaking, their lives change forever.

They wind up in bed, never expecting any long-term relationship.

Then, after a year apart, Karma takes its course, and they meet again.

Both had had enough of obligations, titles, and duties; both wanted to cruise the stars.

The hearts of two strong, passionate people will collide. Heat, steam, and climactic sexual encounters will put them on a journey, hopefully ending in each other’s arms.

However, both had prior obligations. As an ambassador of Orc, Baroque was obligated to take a mate. 

Addie was the Triad’s first female combat admiral, and her peace-time duty called her.

Brute Alien Orc is book 17 of the popular series Brute Alien and features explicit adult content and themes of interspecies relationships, war, and duty.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prelude

[image: ]






War Is Over

Earth received help from an alien species known as the Orcs, a green-skinned, human-like race.

Their assistance was instrumental in overcoming the Charcrete, a lizard-like, predatory, flesh-eating alien species. So, Addie Parks wasn’t that curious what an Orc looked like when she was called to attend a universal meeting of the Planets of the Triad. The meeting was taking place on the planet Orc, so they could show Earth how they would help rebuild. 

She was told that the head ambassador would be attending, and like the rest of his species, he was a green-tinted, dark-haired demon of a creature. It was said the Orcs even had tails, even though after months of fighting alongside them, she’d never seen evidence of that.

Those who became intimate with them, yes, those who fucked them, she was told, hid the aperture very well. For those who had sex with them, especially the human women, it was said to be an interesting addition. 

She shivered at the thought.

But that so-called tail was a separate extension of their cocks and was attached to the ballsac. It didn’t function like their ample penis’s; it was there to add to the female’s pleasure. It was thin and a few inches long and always found its way into the female’s ass, adding to her arousal.

And it always did add decadent pleasure for human females, or so she heard. She’d never experienced sex with an Orc male.

She treated the Orc as allies and kept her distance.

She was too worried about saving her ship, her crew, and Earth.

She checked her image in the mirror; damn, she looked battle-worn, and being thirty-nine was more evident now, with dark circles under her eyes and a whisper of gray running through her dark brown hair. Her uniform was new, and the admiral stripes crisp. She’d been instrumental in fighting a planet-saving battle, a great achievement. “Shit, Clara, I look like hell!”

Clara was a good friend and a second Lieutenant in the Triad. Clara laughed. “Addie, you look spectacular, and a little concealer will do the trick with those dark circles. Honey, we won a war just three weeks ago. Negotiations are still going on.”

She turned to face her. “And these Orcs helped. Ugh, some of them really give me the creeps. The way they look at us, like all they can think of is getting us to our knees and into their beds. Orc women are not warriors and are subservient to their men. I hear that is what they prefer, however, they were quite taken aback to see human females in positions of authority and fighting alongside the men.”

Clara snarled. “Yeah, especially you, the captain of one of the largest battle cruisers in the Triad.”

Addie smiled because she wasn’t always as fearless.

She lost everyone and everything during the Charcrete invasion. 

Earth was taken by surprise on that eventful day. The inhabitants were too busy fighting each other and fighting about ideologies. 

Earth and people were ripe for the picking. The disgusting and alien Charcrete must have watched Earth for years. 

Scientists had only just learned that alien encounters were real when the first sightings came.

People watched in awe, on the East and West coasts, thinking they were drones. 

There was no answer.

They came to Earth at night.

Earth’s population was cut in half in a mere ten days. 

That was now history, and as Addie took one last glance in the mirror, she saw the strain of five years of fighting on her once-younger, happier face.

She stepped back and adjusted the collar on her black-and-gold uniform. It was form-fitting and hugged her now slender form, giving her a scary, futuristic look.

For years before, she was always what she referred to as pleasantly plump, and it didn’t seem to bother her husband at all. They had a good marriage and two pretty decent kids.

All that was gone after her husband was slaughtered in the first Charcrete wave of terror. That time was over, and in the past. 

Her son, Gregory, just twenty-one, was still alive and a decorated soldier, off on a ship headed for the unknown. Unfortunately, she lost her daughter three years ago to an awful infection after being bitten by a Charcrete. 

All that was in the past. She had to move forward.

She smiled at Clara. “Well, I will never be more ready than I am right now. Thanks, Clara. You make my life bearable.”

Her phone buzzed. “My ride is waiting. Are you sure you don’t want to attend?” she asked Clara.

“Ma’am, I am sure,” she said. “This is your time.”

“My time? Hopefully, it is finally a time of peace.”
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Chapter One
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Ambassador Baroque



Orc ambassador Baroque disliked the new uniform required for his membership in the Planets of the Triad. Even though black was his favorite color, there was just too much of it.

He stood with his good friend and fellow warrior, Grock, the two of them shaking their heads no. “Grock, what the fuck? Humans like to cover their skin,” he said, looking at himself in the floor-length mirror. “I can’t wear this piece of shit. Get Miscata in here. She can fix this.”

“Yes, Ambassador Baroque,” Grock said, trying not to laugh. “My uniform is also hideous. We are definitely a different breed.”

Grock nodded, smiled, saluted, and left the room, and within minutes, a portly female Orc entered. “What are you complaining about?” she asked.

She glanced at the stiff collar and the heavy fabric, which draped awkwardly over his broad shoulders, and held back a laugh. “You know how humans are. They think black is dignified, but it just makes you look mean.”

The Ambassador grunted, tugging at his sleeves. “I need to look important, not mean or attending a costume party. Miscata, do something about these cuffs, damn, they’re strangling my wrists, hell, just get rid of the fucking sleeves, my biceps are already busting the material at the seams. Remove the collar and open the chest area. My damn nipples are suffocating.”

Miscata laughed. “Ambassador Baroque, you must remember that humans don’t have the tolerance for heat and cold like we do. Their skin is too fair, too thin, and not like ours.”

He grinned. “However, their females have no problem showing off their skin,” he said, winking.

Miscata frowned. “And our males are overly attracted to human females, and many of our females like the company of human males. We are more than compatible.”

He grinned. “I have no interest in human females. I enjoy our females because I prefer the feel of a woman’s assets. I like more, not less, when it comes to females.”

She fluttered her eyelashes at him and smiled. “Ambassador, I can do your request quickly.”

He already had the top off and handed it to her. “Thank you, Miscata.”

When she left him, he sat down at his desk. He went through his files, checking the guest list and reviewing photos of those attending the celebration. He scrolled the screen repeatedly, eyeing them until he came to Addie Parks, a female captain of one of Earth’s largest battlecruisers. Recently, she was made an Admiral. 

The photo didn’t do her justice; he’d seen her several times via COM and was extremely impressed by her. Today would be the first time he’d see her in the flesh.

He felt a curious anticipation building in his chest as he imagined the encounter. There was something about Parks’s reputation for decisiveness and her sharp wit that made him respect her, perhaps even admire her from afar. He wondered if she would recognize him now in formal uniform, or if their conversation would reveal more than the brief, formal exchanges they’d had before.
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