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Loving Dangerously, Book Five

Being kidnapped by a deadly—and dead sexy—brothel slave wasn’t exactly what Kiehle Xochis signed up for. His instructions had been simple: Watch over the human female until his brother and his mate arrived to rescue her. Instead, the slave has decided to liberate herself. She’s proving to be more than Kiehle can handle—and he kind of likes it.

Allysan Miller has gone through hell since being taken from Earth during an invasion. She’s finally found a way to escape the latest, and worst, of the brothels she’s been sold to. Now if Ally plays her cards right, she could gain both freedom and love...if she can learn to trust the dangerous male she’s chosen as her hostage.

Publisher’s Note: This story was previously published by Ellora’s Cave under the title Dangerously Forever and has been revised for re-publish by the Author.

Reader Advisory: Ally suffers her share of abuse at the hands of a brothel owner’s guards. But don’t worry. The feisty female warrior gives as good as she gets.

Loving Dangerously

Dangerously Mine

Dangerously Yours

Dangerously Hers

Dangerously Theirs

Dangerously His

Dangerously Forever

Dedication

This book is dedicated to all the readers. May you all find your happily ever afters.

––––––––

[image: ]


Acknowledgements

Thank you to all the readers and the fans of this series. There’s nothing better than having people who love my characters just as much as I do. Thank you to Ryan, Jori, Myles and Mia for understanding why I put in the long nights at my computer, and supporting me every step of the way. Thank you to my wonderful friends Lea Barrymire and Danica Avet for loving Ally and all her trigger-happy ways.

But most of all, a big, humongous thank you goes out to Lauren Seiberling, Ilona Fenton and Mina Gerhart for playing along with me. The planet Hagion, featured in Dangerously His, was named by Lauren. Ilona named a new species, Gysoni, that was also featured in Dangerously His, and Mina came up with the name Saurene, for Kiehle’s home planet, featured in both Dangerously His and Dangerously Forever. A big hug to all of you!



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue

[image: ]




Taken: Year Three

Allysan Miller stood in the holding tank with the other women in the belly of the Loconuist vessel. On high alert—she was always on high alert—she scanned her surroundings.

This isn’t good.

It never was when the Loconuist corralled them in here. It meant that soon the double doors would open and some other alien species would come through and pick out which humans they wanted, and take them away.

Everyone thought the Loconuist were ugly, but some of the things that passed through the doors were horrific in comparison. But regardless of looks, no one ever wanted to leave with the aliens who passed through because of the unknown factor. Living on the Loconuist vessel was bad, but at least there was food and water, and the Loconuist themselves rarely bothered with them.

Ally looked through the crowd of frightened and confused women. Their numbers were steadily dropping.

How many of us are left? Seven hundred—maybe?

They meandered about, everyone on edge. Loved ones and friends stuck together, clutching each other. If there was going to be a “taking”, as everyone had begun to call it, by other aliens, it was best to try to go together.

It had been roughly three years since the invasion on Earth, since Ally had been trapped on the Loconuist vessel.

Three.

Long.

Years.

It was only natural that many of the prisoners had developed close bonds with each other, after all they’d been through. Seen. Done. They’d bonded under the worst possible circumstances. Some bonds had been forged here, others prior to the invasion on Earth.

The thought of Earth seemed like a distant memory. Almost as if the time before now never existed.

A dream.

Ally shook the invading thought from her head. Bringing up old memories would only serve to make her sad. There was no time for sadness right now. She kept her eyes focused on her surroundings, alert for anything out of place. Not all aliens stomped through the holding bay during a taking. No, some were sneakier than that. Some would mimic humans, observing before making their selections.

Everyone had a look of panic on their faces. No one seemed suspicious. They all anxiously waited to learn their fate.

What’s taking them so long to come?

Usually when the women were corralled, the taking took place soon after. But now, the minutes ticked by slowly. As time went on, the noise from the women became louder, more unbearable. There was crying, praying, shouting, talking and whispering all around.

There was no point in trying to block out the sounds. The walls echoed and voices projected.

“I wish they’d get it over with already,” Ally said.

“Me too.” Eva, her best friend, was by her side. She was a petite woman, but a force to be reckoned with. She stood about five-foot-four and weighed no more than a hundred pounds. When they first met, Eva’s black hair had been cropped short, but over the years it had grown and now fell to the middle of her back. On first glance, she could easily be mistaken for a teenager, and not her thirty-plus years.

Ally was as different from Eva as night was to day. Because of the lack of sunlight, both had pale skin, but Eva’s was still a lot darker than hers. Eva had been given up when she was young and didn’t know her heritage. She thought maybe she was mixed, African-American and Caucasian, or perhaps American Indian.

Ally was taller, standing five-foot-seven. Her blonde hair had always been full, long and wavy, but now appeared thin because of a lack of proper nutrition. And while Eva had crisp blue eyes, the kind you could never forget, Ally’s were a dull light blue—not memorable at all.

They came from two different worlds. Eva had worked hard for everything she had, while once upon a time, Ally had doting parents and a husband who’d made sure all her needs were met. She hadn’t been spoiled or anything. She had gotten good grades in high school, had gone to a decent college and gotten her dream job as a computer programmer at a Fortune 500 company. She’d never wanted for anything—not like Eva had when she was growing up.

No matter their differences, they were best friends and they stuck by each other, especially during times like these—they didn’t want to be separated during a taking. They’d seen families ripped apart. That wouldn’t happen with them. Eva was a kick-ass martial artist and Ally had spent the last few years training under her direction. She had lost her plump frame a long time ago. The hours she used to spend sitting in front of a computer developing programs were now spent sparring with Eva. Ally knew she couldn’t fight as well as her friend, but she also knew enough to leave her mark on anyone—anything that tried to take her.

“So what do you think will happen when there are no more buyers? Do you think the Loconuist will keep us?”

Eva kept her eyes fixed on the doors. “I really don’t think that’s an option. They’ll get rid of us. Eventually.”

“I hate feeling like we’re in a pet shop.”

Eva nodded. “You and me both.”

“I’m not going to be anyone’s pet willingly,” Ally growled. The sound vibrated in her chest.

Eva sighed, probably feeling just as frustrated as Ally. They’d been trapped on the vessel for three years. The first taking had been a chaotic, emotional mess. The Loconuist had rounded up everyone, ushering them from the common living areas to multiple rooms much like the one they stood in now. Not only had there still been men onboard at that time, but children as well.

Jim, her husband, had died just before that first taking. It hadn’t been the result of anything the Loconuist had done—or hadn’t done. But she hated them just the same. He’d died in his sleep. He’d been very sick since before the invasion, so she’d been expecting it, but it hadn’t made losing the love of her life any less painful.

“What’s the plan with this round? Are we going to try to get picked or try to stay here?” Ally asked.

“I don’t know if I’m ready to leave the ship yet. I vote that if they try to take us, we fight and stick together. Same as always.”

“Right. And if we get separated?”

“We won’t,” she said matter-of-factly.

We can’t.

Just as Ally finished that thought, the sirens sounded to alert them that the doors were opening. The voices in the room quieted to small whimpers. Ally stiffened and Eva became instantly alert. They both had their eyes trained on the doors, waiting to see what would come through.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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Xenaris, Torus Galaxy

Ally’s arm and leg were all that could fit through the slats of the metallic fence. She tried to wiggle her body through the narrow space but couldn’t make it fit.

Eva needed her.

Three of those alien bastards had come into the gated area where all the women were being held and separated Eva and Ally. Eva hadn’t gone willingly. No, there had been blood and mayhem. And Ally had been powerless to help her. While a short and stocky alien sat on her chest, the others had dragged Eva out kicking and screaming.

Now Eva faced a pair of aliens alone on the platform. If she could just get to her, Ally could help her kill the motherfuckers.

It was something out of a nightmare. While Eva continued to fight, there were aliens surrounding the platform, watching. They screamed and cheered. What were they saying? Ally didn’t have a clue, but one thing was for certain, they seemed to enjoy the melee. The smiles they wore as they yelled confirmed it.

Eva didn’t pay any attention to the crowd. She focused only on the two stocky aliens she was fighting. As she snapped one of their necks, killing him, the crowd erupted in a deafening roar, and when she knocked the other one down, the noise almost ruptured Ally’s eardrums.

We have a chance.

Eva jumped off the platform and sprinted back to the enclosure where Ally and the others were being kept. Ally sucked in her breath, and with it, her stomach. Painful as it was, she worked more of her body between the metal bars. Her pubic bone scraped against the metal. Her breast was flattened to one side. Her ears and skull throbbed against the unrelenting material.

She couldn’t fit.

Not without help.

“Take my hand,” she coaxed, reaching out as Eva came closer.

Almost here. Faster. Please.

“Hold on, I’ll get you!” Eva yelled as she ran as fast as she could.

Just as the tips of Ally’s fingers almost touched Eva’s, her friend stopped dead in her tracks, dropping her arms to her sides.

“What are you doing? Don’t stop. Grab my hand! Help me!” Ally struggled, willing her body to slip through the fence.

Eva didn’t move a muscle, but her eyes widened with fear.

Just a little closer.

Ally held her breath again. This time she would get through. No matter if it killed her.

She couldn’t budge.

“Push me,” Ally yelled to the women cowering on the other side of the pen. They could do what she couldn’t. When no one touched her, she yelled, “I said, push me!”

Still, no one helped. She imagined them sniveling and crying, some even stepping farther away. They were going to let Eva die out there all by herself.

“Fuck you all,” she muttered angrily, focusing her attention on Eva.

I can do this. I have to do this.

She grunted. Harder.

Nothing.

Ally reached out again. “Eva, snap out of it,” she begged.

A tear formed in Eva’s eye and dropped down her cheek.

No.

Ally peered over Eva’s head to see one of the bastard aliens less than twenty feet behind her. In his hand was some type of device and he had it aimed at Eva’s back.

Stun gun? Taser?

It didn’t matter what that asshole held. If she couldn’t get to Eva, she could bring Eva to her. Eva was smaller. She could fit through the slats. If she could just get ahold of her, Ally could pull her through the fence and they could hide and...and...

What? Get to safety? That was a joke. Ally didn’t think being inside the enclosure was any safer than outside, but at least they’d be together.

A half an inch more and I can grab her. “Please,” she said, pleading. “One more step and I can get you.”

Motionless.

Eva’s eyes spilled over with more tears. Sorrow and despair were written in their depths as she stared straight ahead, unblinking.

“Don’t do this to me. We have to stay together. You promised. One more step,” she cried.

Eva dropped to her knees with a thump on the hard dirt, her arms still loose at her sides. Her jaw went slack, saliva spilling down the side of her mouth. She swayed, losing all control of her body.

The roaring of the crowd outside the holding gate rose to a fever pitch.

Ally slammed the palm of her hand on the gate, making it vibrate. “No! Get up! You’re stronger than them.”

Eva’s eyes rolled up and then fluttered closed. She fell to her side, sending sand and dust billowing out from beneath her.

“No. Eva,” Ally yelled. “Please help! Somebody, please.”

The bastard alien advanced on Eva, grinning, his leathery skin stretched across his unappealing face. As he came closer, Ally struggled harder, willing her arm to lengthen to reach for Eva.

“Help me,” she yelled to the other women behind her. Pleading with them to do something—anything.

No movement. No one rushed to her side. What had she expected? They were scared.

Screw them.

No matter how much she tried, Eva remained just outside her grasp.

The bastard continued toward Eva. “Stay away from her, you motherfucker,” she yelled at him.

The alien stopped and looked back at the crowd.

He’s distracted by something. A little more time...

Her fingers skimmed the top of Eva’s hair, just enough to reach less than a handful. Ally wrapped her fingers around the strands and pulled. Eva didn’t budge but her hair pulled out at the roots.

She didn’t care. Eva could complain about her missing hair after she was safe.

The alien turned again. Ally reached.

And reached.

And reached.

“Wake up, please,” she cried in a whisper.

The onlookers hushed as another being approached—a giant. Like everyone else, Ally watched the exchange between the two aliens. They spoke in harsh tones using words she couldn’t understand or comprehend.

The bastard alien flicked his hand at the larger one and walked toward the gated entrance.

A third alien approached, just as large as the second.

The bastard alien opened the gate door and eyed her. “Don’t come over here, asshole,” she yelled. “Bring Eva back.”

She turned to look at the giants standing over Eva and talking. “Leave her the fuck alone,” she screamed at them. “Touch her and I’ll rip your hearts out.”

Without so much as a glance her way, one of the giants leaned down, scooped Eva into his arms and tossed her over his shoulder as if she weighed nothing.

“Stop! Where are you going? Where are you taking her?” she called after him. She pried herself from between the gate slats and followed the trio along the fence as far as she could go. “Put her down. Bring her back,” she yelled.

Neither alien gave her a second look.

No. They can’t take her.

She turned and ran toward the entrance. The bastard alien was there. Without stopping, Ally picked up speed and lowered her shoulder. He was the only thing that stood between captivity and saving Eva.

She ran into what felt like a brick wall. Her shoulder and neck crunched from the impact.

“Shit,” was all she could say as she hit the ground.

He grabbed her by the waist and hauled her to her feet.

“No, no, no!” She kicked and hit him, trying to free herself from his hold. “Where are they taking her?”

She didn’t understand his answer. All she could do was scream as the giants disappeared through the crowd with Eva.

She had to appeal to the alien bastard. “Please, let me go with them,” she begged as he pulled her to the platform. “Don’t separate us.”

He didn’t even acknowledge her.

That didn’t stop her from begging and crying. When they reached the steps, he pulled her up, dragging her hip against the stairs. She struggled to her feet, making the bastard stumble.

Perfect.

Catching him off balance, she rammed her good shoulder into his groin, lifting him off his feet and tossing him to the ground behind her.

No time to waste.

She ran up the remaining steps and jumped over the alien that Eva had killed earlier. She allowed herself one second to scan the crowd. The aliens who took Eva were huge. She had to find them.

There.

She spotted the tops of their heads as they were leaving the area. Eva bounced unconscious across the shoulder of one.

“Krack so’in loque,” the bastard alien said as he lumbered to his feet.

I have to get away.

She didn’t know what he said, but it didn’t sound good. She jumped off the platform. Getting lost in the crowd was the only option now.

Three steps into her flight and she was grabbed. A transparent humanoid alien smiled down at her, licking his purple lips with a black tongue. Grunting, he pulled her close and palmed her butt.

She pushed against him—it. “Let go of me.” She stumbled back and fell into the grasp of another waiting alien. It wrapped its tentacles around her waist. She swiped at the appendages frantically. Each one left a slimy coat in its wake. But no matter how fast she worked, the tentacles were replaced with others.

How many does this thing have? she wondered, right before something wet slid up her chin into her ear.

“Ugh.” She wiggled out of its grasp, only to find herself surrounded by more aliens, extending hands, tentacles and even claws out to her.

Bile rose in her throat. She circled, trying to find a way to escape. Please God, get me out of here. The group closed in on her. She dropped to her knees and scrambled between legs, shaking off any hand that reached for her.

She kept her eyes forward and focused. She could do it. She could it escape.

An opening.

She crawled faster.

Almost free. Then to find Eva.

A hand wrapped around her ankle and pulled her back. Her knees and palms scraped against the ground. “Fuck,” she yelled, looking behind her to find that she’d been caught by the bastard alien again.

When he readjusted his hold on her, she turned to her butt and pulled her leg back, aiming it at his thick face. With one fluid movement, she planted a fierce kick to his nose.

Crack.

In the brief time it took him to scrunch his face and yell out in pain, she had turned around, trying to get away.

She didn’t get far. His hands were on her shirt, lifting her off the ground. She flailed, trying to grab something...anything. Finding nothing.

The bastard wrapped his arms around her, holding her in a bear hug. He whispered something in a low hiss in her ear. The aliens surrounding her whooped and hollered. She could only imagine what he’d said.

“Fuck this.”

Ally snapped her head back, connecting her skull with his face. With a grunt he loosened his hold, giving Ally the opportunity she needed to let her body go limp and slide down his leg in an effort to get away. As she fell, he grabbed her hair, pulling her back to her feet.

“Let me go,” she yelled. She clawed at his fingers, trying to get him to release her hair. She could feel strands being ripped from her scalp. Her eyes watered in pain.

She had no choice but to stumble along as he led her back to the platform and up the stairs. She tried one last attempt to get away and he countered by twisting his hand deeper into her hair.

“Holy fuck,” she cried, as tears streamed down her face.

He tried to make her stand but she dropped to her knees. She didn’t pay any attention as the bidding began. She didn’t care.

The very thing she and Eva had vowed would never happen was done. They had been split up.

She directed her cold stare on the crowd. “I hate you. I hate you all,” she said through clenched teeth.

* * * * *
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“Ally, you have to eat,” the middle-aged woman, Inga, coaxed.

“No,” Ally said. She couldn’t even stand to look at Inga, or anyone else on the ship, for that matter. She turned on her side to face the wall.

Inga humphed. “I’m just trying to help you.”

Ally wrapped her hands around her knees, bringing them closer to her chest. “Just like you helped me save Eva? That’s the kind of help I could do without.”

Inga sighed and dropped down to sit next to Ally. “There was nothing we could do. You saw them. If Eva couldn’t fight them,” she shrugged, “what do you think we could have done?”

What could she have done? Ally searched her mind for the answer but came up short.

Ally finally turned. She’d known Inga and the other women who’d been purchased from the gated prison since being taken from Earth. “We could have tried to do something—anything.”

Tears filled Inga’s eyes. “I lost two sisters during the takings. The only thing that I can do is pray that they’re in a better place. I’ll say the same prayer for Eva.”

“Do you honestly think those giant aliens took her to a better place?” Ally’s gaze swept around the cramped compartment. “No, I think wherever she is she’s facing the same fate as us. But the difference is that we have each other while she’s all alone.”

Inga looked around as well, seeing the same thing Ally saw. They were trapped in another ship—this one a lot smaller than the Loconuist vessel. “Eva will survive. She’s a survivor.”

Ally pulled her brows together. “I have to figure out where she was taken and try to get to her.”

“And how are you going to do that?” Inga asked in a hoarse whisper. “Huh? We don’t even know where we are or where we’re going.” She ran her hand through her tangled red hair. “For the time being we need to focus on trying to stay alive.”

Stay alive?

She and Eva had spent the last three years trying to stay alive. Ally had prayed—and she hadn’t been the only one—that wherever they were going would be a whole helluva lot better than the Loconuist ship.

But what would be the point of trying to stay alive if she had to face this uncertainty without Eva? Losing Jim had been hard enough. She didn’t know how she was going to get through any of this alone.

I can’t do this on my own. Ally closed her eyes against the thought.

As if reading her mind, Inga added, “Hey, remember what I just told you. She could be somewhere nice by now. Maybe we’re going somewhere nice.” She picked at her nails, refusing to meet Ally’s eyes. “I mean, this is already better than the Loconuist ship. They’ve given us edible food and clean water at least.”

The aliens had left them alone once they’d secured everyone in the ship. The only contact had been first when food was delivered, and then when blankets were passed around. From that little bit of experience, everyone somehow assumed these new aliens were compassionate and taking them all to the Promised Land.

Ally didn’t trust them.

She shook her head and rested her chin on her knees. “I don’t know where they’re taking us, but I’m not naïve enough to think we’re going off to be queens and princesses.”

Inga indicated the bowl that she held in Ally’s face. “Wherever we go, do you really want to get there tired and weak?”

Tired and weak? Never.

Ally grabbed the bowl and sniffed the contents. It didn’t smell bad. But it didn’t smell good, either. Her stomach growled and made up her mind for her. She tipped the contents into her mouth. She chewed but mostly swallowed chunks of the food whole. It dripped from the sides of her mouth to fall on her chin.

She was hungrier than she’d thought.

She gulped the last drop and used her forearm to wipe her mouth.

An announcement came from overhead. She, like everyone else, looked up for its source. A small speaker nestled in the corner of the ceiling.

“What are they saying?” Inga asked.

Ally shook her head. It’s not as if any of them could speak alien languages. She wanted to ignore the rhetorical question, but instead she said, “They’re saying, ‘Thank you for flying Alien Air. We understand that while you have a choice of many different alien ships, you have chosen ours. Please sit back and enjoy the ride’.”

Inga ignored her sarcastic remark.

“I think we’re slowing down,” someone else said.

Ally put her hands on the floor. She could feel the craft dropping its speed as well. She hopped to her feet. “You’re right.”

The craft jostled, making everyone bump into each other and against the walls.

They stopped. Ally sidestepped to the far wall. There was only one way in and one way out. She could be the first at the door or the last. But the question was, did she even want to go out there to whatever was waiting for them?

A couple of women moved to stand next to her.

“Don’t crowd me,” she warned. If the doors opened and she didn’t like what she saw, she wouldn’t be leaving willingly. She didn’t have a plan after that singular thought. Anxiety had her on high alert.

The door opened and the alien who had passed out the food and blankets was on the other side.

His yellow eyes gleamed under the bright lighting. He smiled at them as if to say, “Trust me”.

Yeah right.

He waved his hand, displaying brown, dirty nails, gesturing for them to follow.

Two didn’t hesitate. As if waiting to hear screams and yells, the others waited.

Nothing.

Slowly, one by one, the others filed out.

Until Ally was the only one left. She pressed her back flat against the wall. The door closed.

Maybe they’ll forget about me and leave me here?

A second later the door reopened. The alien poked his head through the doorway. He waved, wearing that same fake smile.

There were no yells. No screams.

But still...

Inga poked her head through the entrance. “Ally, come on. They’re nice.”

Swallowing her fear, Ally stepped off the vessel.

* * * * *
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Yes, they were nice at first, even putting a universal translator in her head so she could understand what the aliens were saying.

And that’s when she found out how fucked she really was.

She’d been lured, with all the other women, to another auction block—she was being sold yet again.

The real hell was just beginning.
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Chapter Two
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Brothel Number One

Gyerta, Latreian Star System, Torus Galaxy

“I will kill you, human,” the alien snarled. He had his arms outstretched, ready to grab her the minute she let her guard down.

Ally twirled the stolen staff in her hand like a baton. “You have to catch me first,” she taunted.

Crazy Horse lurched forward, but light on her feet, Ally stepped clear of his grasp. His name wasn’t really Crazy Horse. It was just what she liked to call him. It fit.

One, he looked like a horse, and two, he was crazy. As evidenced by the way he snarled at her with white froth dripping from his lips onto his chin, lips that he had tried to kiss her with just minutes before. The thought made her stomach churn.

She swung the body-length staff at his knees, hitting him with a hard whap.

That’s what you get for trying to kiss me.

He jumped back and rubbed his legs. “When I get you, I’m going to kill and fuck you.” He tilted his head in thought and then a slow smile eased across his face. “In that order.”

She chuckled. The sound came out deep and throaty.

If he followed through on his threat, she would be a very happy girl. But she doubted Crazy Horse had the credits needed to buy her freedom—essentially her death. She didn’t even mind that he planned to rape her afterward. Hell, he could do anything he wanted with her body as long as she was dead. It wasn’t as if there would be a funeral or burial for her. No, she’d seen what happens to dead brothel whores.

They got thrown away. In the trash.

“You promise?” she asked.

“What?”

Is he that stupid? Did he forget that quick? “Do you promise to kill me?”

He straightened, squinting his silver eyes at her. “I’m going to snap your neck like a twig.”

She nodded to the arm that hung loosely at his side. “Shouldn’t you take care of that first?” Thanks to her, it was dislocated at the shoulder.

He looked down briefly. “I can kill you with one arm.”

“I’ll tell you what.” She settled her weight onto one leg and rested her free hand on her hip. “If you promise to be quick about it, I’ll put down the weapon.”

Grinning, he began pulling down his pants. “I’ll be quick. I have to return to my vessel anyway.”

She rolled her eyes. “Not that, you idiot.”

“Huh?”

“Holy shiznits. Killing me.” She waved her free hand through the air, trying to jog his short memory. “Be quick about killing me.”

He frowned and looked at her as though she was the crazy one. “And face the fines associated with your death? No.” He pulled up his pants.

“No one keeps their promises anymore,” she whispered to herself.

He started for the door.

“Hey!”

He flicked his hand back to her. “Keep the weapon.”

He walked away. She threw the staff just as the door slammed closed behind him. It bounced to the floor and rolled to a stop.

The weapon wouldn’t do her a bit of good and he knew it. What purpose did a stick serve against blasters?

None.

And they wouldn’t even set the blasters to kill.

Damn. Why won’t anyone kill me?

* * * * *
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Brothel Number Two

Enan, Delta Star System, Torus Galaxy

“Push, Adrienne. Push,” Ally coaxed as she held onto Adrienne’s right leg, holding it back so far that the knee almost touched her shoulder.

Adrienne scrunched her face in determination as she grunted with another push. She was sweaty. Her normally brown skin was an unhealthy, dull gray color.

When Adrienne let out a hard breath, Ally and Joyce—who held onto Adrienne’s other leg—passed concerned looks between each other.

Adrienne had been pushing for what seemed like hours now. The alien baby within her wouldn’t budge. Unlike most of the women at this brothel, Adrienne had not been sterilized.

Ally had made sure the deed had been done to her. She didn’t mind that they had taken out all of her woman parts. She didn’t need them anymore.

Mari, the only human doctor at the brothel, sat on a stool between Adrienne’s legs. She eased a hand into Adrienne’s birthing canal, trying desperately to grab ahold of the baby in an effort to pull it out.

“I think...I have it,” Mari grunted, twisting her arms and concentrating hard on her task.

“See?” Ally said, trying to soothe Adrienne. “Almost done. You can do it. Be strong.”

Adrienne turned her head to look at Ally. Her eyes were glazed over with pain. The bastard owner hadn’t even offered Adrienne pain medication, saying it would be a waste of meds. “I don’t think I can do this,” she said between shallow breaths.

Ally met her gaze. “You can and you will,” she said, unblinking. There was no other choice but death—for her, the baby or both.

“You’re almost done,” Mari said. “On three.”

Joyce tightened her grip on Adrienne’s leg and began the countdown. “One. Two. And three!”

Ally and Joyce held Adrienne’s knees to her shoulders again while Adrienne strained and pushed.

“Here it comes,” Mari said as she pulled.

No one objected to her calling the baby “it” because no one was sure what Adrienne would have. There was no way of telling which species had impregnated her, not until after it was born.

Adrienne gave one last scream as Mari pulled the baby from her. “You did it,” Mari exclaimed, whisking the baby to a table where a blanket had been placed.

Finally.

“What is it?” Adrienne asked.

“A boy,” Mari replied. She used the blanket to rub the baby vigorously, causing the baby to murmur and finally cry.

Adrienne closed her eyes. “No. I mean, what is it?”

Joyce and Ally looked to Mari for an answer, holding their breaths.

“Don’t worry about that right now, Adrienne. You have a healthy baby boy. That’s all that matters,” Mari said, refusing to meet anyone’s gaze.

“She has a right to know,” Joyce said. “What is it?”

The baby began to cry louder, making a high-pitched screeching sound.

The hairs on the back of Ally’s neck stood on end. Her eardrums felt as if they would pop. That doesn’t sound right.

“It’s a baby,” Mari said, standing her ground.

“Let me see it,” Adrienne asked weakly. “Give me my baby.”

Mari looked up, giving Adrienne a quivering smile. “Maybe you should wait until after you get out of the healing tank. You’ve lost so much blood.”

“Fuck this.” Joyce rounded the bed and went to the far table where Mari had the baby, shielding it with her back. The baby screeched louder and louder.

Joyce pushed Mari away, making her stumble. “Move, let me see.”

Mari regained her footing and rushed to Joyce, trying to keep her from the baby. “No, I don’t think—”

“What is that?” Joyce screeched.

Ally’s heart skipped a beat as she and Adrienne watched Joyce hold the baby up toward the light.
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