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Sapphire

Galaxy Playmates 1

Paranormal Futuristic Romance

Part of the Dragon Lords’ Universe of
Books

 


Sapphire loves what she does for a
living—being a stripper, a dancer, a star, and she’s Galaxy
Playmate of the Year. She can make men beg. But, when a telepath
starts coming to her shows, teasing and tormenting her mind, it’s
soon she who is doing the begging.

Roark, a humanoid telepath, knows the first
time he sees Sapphire that she’s the one for him. He’s a little
surprised about what she does for a living, but has no problem with
her continuing her career. Spending six months following her,
joining their minds so they can get to know each other on a
subconscious level before they meet, Roark is finally ready to make
his presence known

 


Rating: Contains graphic sexual content,
adult language, and violence.
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Chapter One

 


Sapphire knew what her family thought of her.
She knew they called her a bimbo behind her back. She knew they
didn’t understand why she hadn’t become a scientist like her older
sister, Tori, or why she didn’t marry a rich doctor and settle down
to be a shipwife. Truth was, things like that had never interested
her.

Looking out over the crowd of heads, she
smiled brightly from the stage. Men whooped and hollered just for a
glimpse of her. She could make them beg, make them buy her whatever
her heart desired, make them lay down on a puddle of mud just so
she could step on them with a stiletto heel. Why? Because she was
Galaxy Playmate of the Year, that’s why. Because men were men and
always would be, and she was a woman who knew how to get what she
wanted from them. So what if other women called her a whore for
what she did? They were all just secretly jealous of her
anyway.

Tori had spent her whole life in books,
always studying, living in disgustingly remote corners of the
world--and for what? Respect? Prestige? Money? Sapphire looked
around the crowd of yelping humanoid males. She stayed in the
nicest hotels, had the nicest clothes, and rode in the best
spacecrafts. As for respect, she had as much as she could demand
from them.

Prestige? She was one of the most popular
women in all the humanoid cultures. Men had her holographic image
posted on bed frames and stuffed into work lockers. They traded her
on cards, dreamt about her at night, fantasized about her during
the day. They wrote her love letters, sent her jewels, begged for
her hand in marriage. Many would give their life just to touch her.
She bet anything that more people knew her name than the most
famous scientist in history.

And money? Oh, did she have money!

Men paid just to get a closer look at her
body. Like now. All these men had paid just to watch her stand on
stage and take her clothes off. What did she care if they saw her
breasts, her ass, her pussy? Everything was genetically enhanced
these days anyway and it wasn’t like they could touch her unless
she asked for it. Lord Maximus, owner of the Galaxy Playmates
Empire, would never allow it.

The crowd was the usual mix of humans and
other creatures. Some looked like human males with only minor
differences, like strange protrusions or ripples of flesh on their
faces and bodies. Others were hairy, with long arms and massive
chests. There were those with reptile skin, large black horns,
flesh so crimson they looked like Ancient Earth demons. Some had
wings. Some webbed fingers. She was used to the mix, and it didn’t
bother her as much as the first time she had come on stage before a
similar group. Besides, some of the alien creatures had unique
bedroom talents all their own, and people weren’t as queasy about
interspecies relations as they’d once been.

"I love you, Sapphire!" someone yelled from
the crowd, sounding drunk. A roar of similar proclamations followed
the first.

Sapphire shot the crowd a naughty smile and
wiggled into a sexy pose, thrusting her ass towards them. The
cheering got louder. She forgot which starbase she was on, exactly.
After a hundred of these shows, she just stopped paying
attention.

Her long gown of translucent blue shimmered
in the stage light, giving away peeks of her nipples and the stripe
of her dark nether hair. When a spotlight passed behind her, it
showed her feminine curves to perfection. Her dark hair was coiled
up on top of her head, streaked with blue and silver, studded with
sapphires and diamonds. A small sapphire beauty mark sparkled from
just under her right eye. Her eyes had been permanently colored to
a dark blue, no longer the plain brown of her birth.

Music started soft in the background. Smoke
began to curl over the metal platform of the stage, slinking
seductively through the air around her. Sapphire moved her body,
mimicking the smoke as she worked her arms above her head. She knew
the routine well, had performed it many times. Keeping time to the
music, she pulled a long silver glove from her arm, revealing the
bronze of her glistening skin.

Sapphire closed her eyes, as the music felt
its way into her movements. She danced, letting her fingers glide
over her body. A light moan left her lips as her hand glanced over
an erect nipple. She found it erotically stimulating to be watched
by so many eyes, to be wanted. Often, after a show, when she didn’t
have a boyfriend to tend to her, she’d had to bring out her arsenal
of toys and pleasure herself.

Lord Maximus had a thing about his treasure
trove of women selling their bodies like common space trash. To
openly sleep with many men took away the illusion of
untouchability. They were allowed to have sex, but always had to
keep it within a relationship, or limit it to the high paying
clientele. It was always ladies’ choice and no one had sex for
money if they didn’t want to. Being an all-out whore was one of the
only ways to be stripped of Lord Maximus’ prized circle of
protection.

Sapphire gyrated her hips in the air,
flicking a strap from her shoulder. The dress slid off her arms to
bare her large, perfect breasts. The cool air hit her skin, making
her shiver. Hot cream gathered to moisten her slit. The fabric slid
off her body in a feathery caress until she was standing
beautifully naked on stage, wearing only her high heels.

The men’s cheers echoed in and out of her
mind. She began to pant in anticipation. Something strange had been
happening at her shows for about the last six months. Her body
would get fired up and she’d nearly come on stage, as if someone
outside herself willed it. A few times she’d been so worked up she
had nearly run back to her dressing room to masturbate.

The music continued a low, lulling beat.
Sapphire became mindless to everything as a familiar tension built
inside her stomach. The spotlight faded from her eyes. Her mouth
opened and she forgot everything but the need to find a fulfillment
she knew wouldn’t come. Time suspended into a hazy cloud of
pleasure and before she knew it the song was over. She slowly came
back to awareness.

The men were going crazy. Her shoulders were
thrown boldly back. Her legs were spread wide on the floor. The air
smelled of sex and she knew every man before her had a hard on just
for her. Stickiness dampened her thighs until she wanted nothing
more than to grab one of the many willing cocks from the crowd and
ride it until sunrise. She knew she could take her pick of any or
several.

She held perfectly still. Her skin was
glistening with sweat. The lights faded off of her. She was the
grand finale of the night and the men moaned in disappointment that
the evening was over.

Sapphire walked naked from the stage, in
nothing but her high heels. As she appeared behind the curtain
Jonathan, part of the stage crew, threw her a robe. His round,
green eyes were on her breasts, though he tried his best to act
like he was working. She turned fully to the young man and pinched
a nipple, causing him to drop his electronic clipboard. He gulped,
his eyes darting up to meet hers. She winked at him, causing him to
blush profusely all the way to the roots of his hair.

"You … you were great Miss Sapphire!" the boy
called to her back as she walked away.

Sapphire lifted her arm to signal she’d heard
him and slipped the robe over her shoulders. Knowing there would be
a long line of men wishing to meet her in person, she continued
back to her dressing room to make ready to greet them.


Chapter Two

 


"I think the telepath is back," Sapphire told
her bodyguard, Thor. Thor was a big, muscled, handsome piece of
sweet man-chocolate--one she didn’t mind nibbling on now and again.
However, he only had eyes for Quartz, another of Lord Maximus’
other performers. Though, Quartz didn’t seem to realize the man’s
interest.

Lord Maximus had nicknamed all his women
after precious metals and gemstones, and all the bouncers were
named after mythological Earth Gods. The names just stuck and it
got to the point no one even cared to use their real name anymore.
It was all show business after all.

Sapphire disappeared behind her dressing
screen and tried to decide between the black bustier and the silver
studded bra and panty set. She frowned to herself and added, "I
felt him in the crowd watching me, trying to invade my thoughts. I
think he succeeded because I blacked out for a moment. I didn’t do
anything odd while on stage, did it?"

"No, honey, you were great as always," Thor
answered in a booming voice that always managed to send chills down
a woman’s spine. "You want me to alert security?"

"And tell them what?" Sapphire laughed. She
poked her head from behind the screen. Giving an impish smile, she
said in her best imitation of his voice, "The Miss Sapphire has a
stalker who likes to give her orgasms on stage with his mind.
Quick, to the crowd. Arrest the man with a hard on who likes to
look at pretty women!"

Thor chuckled.

"Honestly," Sapphire admitted, "the first
time it happened tripped me out a little, but now I just want to
meet him."

Sapphire decided on a dark blue bustier and
garters with a thong. Her body was still heated from her
performance and she paused to run her hands over her naked flesh.
Her body trembled, still sensitive, still needing release. She
wasn’t lying. She really did want to meet the man who could make
her feel like this with just his mind. She had fantasized about
him, what he’d look like, late at night when it was just her and
her toys. She stifled a moan as her finger tweaked her clit,
sending a shockwave of agony over her. Now, however, was not the
time to finish. She had to get dressed.

"This is going to sound very strange, Thor,
but I feel as if I know him on this really weird level. I don’t
know what I’d do if I met him. Probably depends on what he looks
like." She stopped and gave a light laugh. "I might just have to
deck him for making me so damned frustrated. I tell you, when
vibrators stop working you know you’re in trouble."

"You looking for some live action tonight?"
Thor asked.

"You know better than that," Sapphire
answered with a heavy sigh. "Maximus would throw a fit if I slept
with a customer."

Sapphire came around the screen. Her dressing
room aboard the ship was a lavish affair of blue and silver gauze,
silk and fringe. The room was cozy, soft, seductive. There was a
large bed with many hidden attachments, more toys than a girl could
ever want, and she’d tried them all.

"Want me to start?"

"No, give me a second. I don’t want to do too
many tonight." Sapphire smiled. "I’m a little worn and I’ve met my
quota for Maximus. I don’t really have to sit around doing any
extra meet n’ greets. Though, it’s hard to give up all those space
credits men are willing to give up just to sit in my presence for a
full minute."

Sitting in a chair before a round mirror, she
took a pin from her locks and let her hair spill over her
shoulders. Leaning forward, she ran a fingertip over the edge of
the mirror. Her reflection shimmered and a menu of different
hairstyles came up.

"Um," Sapphire began. "How about
fifteen?"

Mechanical arms came down from the ceiling
and quickly arranged her hair into the chosen style--long with big
dark curls down her back. The locks were streaked with thin strands
of her trademark blue and silver. The menu changed to show makeup
options.

"Mmm, definitely ten," Sapphire murmured,
looking at the bee-stung, red lips, the cat-eye black liner, and
the glittering dark blue and white eye shadow. The arms came back
down and applied her makeup, giving her what was popularly called a
‘wicked sci-fi maiden’ look, though in the world they lived in
nothing was really considered sci-fi anymore. It was one of her
favorites.

"Beautiful!" Thor exclaimed.

"Thanks, doll." Sapphire batted her eyelashes
at him before grabbing a slinky silk robe and tossing it over her
shoulders. "Now, go thin out that line that must be growing outside
the door. Make up something, but keep about ten to fifteen of the
cutest to choose from. I feel like looking at something to inspire
me for later."

Sapphire giggled and moved to sit on the edge
of the bed. She looked down to adjust her cleavage before arranging
her limbs on the bed. Meet n’ greets were simple. All she had to do
was lie on the bed and let the man come and sit for a minute.
Sometimes they wanted to talk, asking her silly questions. Other
times they simply stared at her. Once, a man paid five hundred
credits just so he could sketch her picture for five minutes. But,
mostly, they’d gulp and ask her to touch herself--sometimes she
did, sometimes she didn’t.

If they’d been out in space for years without
sight of a woman, she was a real treat for their eyes. It was an
image they could keep with them as they sought out the prostitutes
that were always just a few days behind them. Knowing Maximus, he
probably got a cut from the prostitutes too.

The door opened. Sapphire pasted on a smile,
waiting for the first man. Her smile fell as Thor came in. He
looked confused.

"Well?" Sapphire sat up on the bed. "Where
are they?"

"I don’t know what’s going on," Thor
shrugged. "But no one’s there."

"What?" Sapphire sat up, more surprised than
anything. "What do you mean no one’s there? How … what do you mean
no one’s there?"

"Hey, now, don’t get worked up," Thor
answered, crossing over to the bed. "This is a mining colony. They
probably had an emergency in one of the shafts. Or, maybe, they’ve
had a dry run of it and can’t spare the extra credits. Don’t take
it personal. Besides, you said you wanted a break."

"Yeah, a break," she repeated, a little
dazed. This had never happened before. For a moment, she worried
her career might be coming to an end. Swallowing, she breathed a
little easier, "Yeah, a break, thanks Thor. I think I’m just going
to jump into the decontaminator and go to bed."

Once alone, Sapphire undressed, jumped into a
decontaminator unit, and pressed the button to turn it on. The
decontaminator was an upright stall large enough to fit two people
snuggly. She gave the order so the machine wouldn’t ruin her
makeup. Bright light shot all around her body, cleaning her skin
and hair. The heat from the lights made her skin tingle, so every
nerve sparked as if on fire. A light moan left her.

"Mmmm, give me pleasure," she whispered to
the unit. The lights dimmed and began to flash concentrations of
electrified heat to her pussy and breasts. Her nipples peaked into
stiff buds and her slit became drenched. It felt as if mouths
latched onto her, sucking eagerly at her breasts, her clit. Her
hands lifted, grasping a bar overhead for support. Tension built
between her thighs, making them sticky with the natural juices of
her desire.

"More, harder," she demanded the unit.

The intensity of the beams grew, hitting her
hard and fast, akin to the feel of teeth grazing her hot flesh,
nibbling her tender clit. Her eyes closed and she imaged it was a
man--her mystery man--who sucked at her. In her heightened state of
arousal, it didn’t take long until she was panting, so close to
release.

Her climax hit her in a trembling wave,
rocking her to the core. She cried out, jerking as she tried to
stay upright. The unit sensed her release and stopped, leaving her
with a sense of cold. A light sound left her as she dropped her
arms to her side. The tension was gone from her belly, but she
still felt empty and not completely fulfilled. She wanted a man
inside, a large cock, a wet mouth, warm hands, strong muscular
flesh.

Weak, she stumbled across her room and into
bed.

 


Chapter Three

 


Sapphire was miserable. The telepathic
arousal had been bad enough, but now it had spread into her dreams,
her thoughts, until she couldn’t function at any hour of the day.
Each night, when she closed her eyes, she knew what was coming. In
her dreams, she’d begin to sweat, her body heating to an unbearable
pitch. Her hips would search the darkness, never finding release.
It was as if she was cursed never to find fulfillment.

It got so bad that every brush to her skin
made a fire start in her belly. Her nipples seemed to be
permanently erect. Something as simple as watching a man walk past
her would make her wet and ready--no matter who the guy was.

To make matters worse, it was as if her mind
was blocked. The orgasm in the decontaminator was the last she’d
had for weeks. She’d tried vibrators, pleasure balls, an arsenal of
creams and toys. Nothing worked. Her body could work up, but it
couldn’t find release.

"You ready?"

Sapphire blinked, turning slightly in her
chair, unable to work up a smile as she turned to Thor.

"Hey, honey, what’s wrong? You sick?" Thor
closed the door and stepped into the dressing room. He reached as
if to lay a hand on her shoulder. It was a friendly gesture, but
she flinched and jerked back before he could touch her. Thor
frowned.

"I … I’m all…." Sapphire panted and shook her
head. "I’m just really sensitive right now. It’s not you, Thor. I’m
just … edgy."

Thor eyed her skeptically with his deep
chocolate eyes. Slowly, he nodded.

"How’s the crowd tonight?" she asked to
change the subject.

Thor’s answer was a chuckle. "I saw a few
females in the group. I have security keeping an eye on them. I
wouldn’t want them to get mauled. Though, to tell the truth, they
look like they could hold their own."

Sapphire chuckled. "Are you sure they’re
female? Sometimes it’s hard to tell."

Thor grinned to see some of her usual humor
coming back. "Can I tell them you’re ready?"

"Yeah, I’ll be out in two." Sapphire turned
back to the mirror when she was alone. All traces of her smile
faded. A low ache was in her belly, almost making her sick. She
fought the urge to crawl into bed. Besides, as the old Earth saying
went, the show must go on!

 

* * * *

 

"You got a live one," Thor said from the
door.

Sapphire blinked and looked up. The show went
the same as all the rest. She blacked out in the middle of her
routine, but had apparently finished it perfectly. Now, back in her
dressing room, she was getting ready for the meet n’ greet.

She was a little nervous that no one would
show up like the last couple of shows, so when Thor told her
someone was there she all too eagerly hopped towards the bed and
arranged her limbs. Not having a line of men waiting for her had
been a big blow to her ego, making her almost timid. Doubt
surrounded her, made worse by the feelings of extreme frustration
in her body.

Sapphire wore her favorite makeup, but
tonight she let her hair fall long and straight down her shoulders
in dark waves to the top of her ass. The blue and silver streaks
brushed over her shoulders, down over the large display of cleavage
beneath the black leather of her bustier that stretched down to
just above her navel. Cross lacing moved down the front, giving a
daring peek of the valley between her breasts. Her panties were of
a matching black with thin straps at the hips. Thigh high stockings
were on her legs. The lacy tops peeked over the edge of her black
leather boots. In her hand, she gripped a feathery whip which she
twined through her fingers for effect.

The lights in the dressing room were dim so
when the door opened, she couldn’t make out the man’s features. She
heard a step and then another. A musky scent assaulted her, making
her body tingle anew. Her heart beat sped slightly, thumping
beneath her sensitive breasts. Warmth rolled from her stomach,
spreading over her body. Her breath hitched. His smell alone caused
a dampness between her thighs, soaking the leather panties with her
cream.

She opened her mouth to speak, but her voice
sounded hoarse from her need, "Please, don’t be shy. Come in."

Her blue eyes widened, looking eagerly into
the shadows for a glimpse of him. First the light fell across
tight, silver pants, pants that clung like a second skin to thick
legs. They hugged low at perfectly proportioned hips and she just
knew if he turned around, his ass would be as tight as the rest of
him. Her mouth went suddenly dry, as she saw the bulge between his
thighs. The silver material clung to his cock, so tight that his
pants were surely forcing it to stay down.

Sapphire’s fingers flexed. She wanted to rip
the silver apart and bring the cock to her lips. Oh, she was
definitely getting bad. These feelings had to be suppressed or
she’d soon be humping the leg of anything that walked.

Slowly, she let her eyes travel up. Black
material molded to a firm stomach, so thin she could see the
definition of each and every muscle of his stomach and chest. His
arms were strong, perfect, and covered completely by his shirt. She
even made out the faint outline of his small nipples. They seemed
to reach for her and she wanted to suck them between her lips.
Awareness coursed through her blood, making her light headed. She
wanted to undress him completely, unwrap his cock like a present.
She wanted to lick him, taste him, touch him, fuck him hard and
long. She wanted his cock in every hole her body had to offer--her
mouth, her pussy, her ass.

Her mouth opened to speak. But, no sound
escaped her as she finally saw his face. Sapphire couldn’t move,
could barely remember to breathe. Rich black waves of silky hair
framed his devilishly handsome features, flowing gorgeously to his
shoulders. Deep set eyes, so brown they looked black, pierced her
with liquid intensity. Before she knew what she was doing, she
pushed up and was kneeling on the bed, whip gripped so tightly in
her hand her knuckles turned white.

Sapphire blinked, doing her best to remember
what she was supposed to do. Her mouth began to form words, but
nothing came out. Her nipples were so hard she was sure they’d
break past their leather restraint. Her leather panties became hot
and restricting until she wished to tear them from her hips, or
better yet, ask him to do it.

A low sound came from the man’s throat. She
looked at him, his firm lips. She wanted to hear his voice, knowing
instinctively that it would send a ripple of pleasure down her
spine. To her great disappointment, he didn’t speak, only continued
to stare at her. Sapphire stared back, letting her eyes roam over
him like he was her own personal statue.

Her thighs spread slightly, sending her
feminine smell of arousal up to her. She saw his nostrils flare
slightly and she knew then that he was well aware of the effect he
had on her. The realization took Sapphire by surprise. She was used
to being the one in charge, the one in control, not the other way
around. The fact that this man controlled the situation frightened
and aroused her.

But, she hadn’t been in control lately. She’d
been at the whim of another, someone who could make her climax with
just his mind, someone she couldn’t see in her endless dreams,
someone who’d been refusing to let her find fulfillment. Sapphire
began to pant, suddenly realizing who this man was. He was her
telepath.

 


Chapter Four

 


Roark watched the temptress before him with
unwavering interest. He’d been waiting for this moment for a long
time, ever since he saw her walking through the shopping district
on Quazer. He’d been there on vacation, relaxing at one of the
planet’s infamous spa resorts.

She’d stopped to talk to a short, balding man
who’d been an obvious fan. Even though the man had been so annoying
he’d deserved to get punched in his pig nose, she’d handled it with
dignity and even politeness. From that first instant, he knew she
was to be his woman.

Roark was of Hungariz decent, which made him
human in looks, but much more in abilities. Hungariz were extremely
telepathic. It was a trait that many of his kind found to be a
burden, including him. He could read thoughts, project his own. If
he wasn’t careful, he could let someone else know his thoughts
without realizing it. And, with the woman he was destined to claim
as his own, he could go so far as to control her to his will--to a
certain extent.

Roake had actually been surprised to find out
who she was. Sapphire was quite the celebrity, and he knew it would
take more than just a handful of flowers to win her over. Every man
she met brought her flowers or jewels. No, to get her to notice
him, he’d have to give her something more, something she’d never
had before. So he had studied her, watching from a crowd of
hundreds. It was the closest he could get to her without making
himself known.

Roark invaded her thoughts, made it so she
danced how he wished her to dance, moved how he wanted her to move.
He could care less that other men watched. Let them see, for they
would never possess. Besides, it excited him to see her moving as
she did for them, knowing they’d be jealous of him once he staked
his claim, taking what they could never have. It excited him to
know of the power she held over an audience, for he would
ultimately hold the power over her.

He’d probed her mind, discovering her
passions, her innermost secrets, and was pleased to discover she
had strong sexual appetites. Though she didn’t take lovers
indiscriminately, she knew her body and knew how to give pleasure
to herself and others. She’d be up for anything he wanted, any
fantasy he’d want to fulfill and he in turn would give in to every
one of hers.

Sapphire was a woman used to having men bow
to her. It didn’t take Roark long to discover the one thing she
longed for, the one thing she needed that no one else could seem to
give her, was a man who could take charge of her--make her beg,
make her want. She wanted to be controlled, taken, claimed,
dominated.

He’d made damned sure she didn’t take lovers
since he first saw her. No, her delicious body was his and only
his. When he finally came to claim her, he wanted her so slick she
was ready to be conquered, her passage so tight around his cock
that it instantly squeezed the cum from his body.

It was like that night he’d pushed her near
her brink as she danced. He’d been so damned hot for her that he
let it go too far. Afterwards, he saw her eyes darting over the
crowd, so dilated with arousal that she was ready to grab the
nearest cock and ride it long and hard--regardless of who it was
attached to. He’d known she was considering, so he called a false
emergency down in the mine shaft, let her have her pleasure one
time in the decontaminator, then made it so she couldn’t have
pleasure until she was to the point of explosion.

Tonight, when she was on stage, he knew that
point had finally come. He would start the steps to laying his
claim on her. When he was finished, she would be his
completely.

The weeks had been hell on him--until his
cock throbbed so hard at times he was sure his body wouldn’t be
able to move from the pain. His body, tense from the same sexual
denial, was more than ready to give her what she craved. Fair was
fair, and he didn’t allow his body release until she could have
hers.

Roark stood, aching for her, watching to see
what she would do if he merely did nothing. He could smell how she
wanted him. Her breasts heaved against the leather bodice and he
wanted nothing more than to free them to his lips. He had to remind
himself that, though he wished to throw himself to her feet, he had
to first give her what she wanted.

"You," she put forth in a husky murmur that
drove him mad and made the blood rush from his head to his cock.
"You’re the one who’s been … who.…"

A devilish smile curled his lips and he
watched in pleasure as her breath caught.

"But … why?" Sapphire didn’t move, but her
hips wiggled beneath the leather outfit and he knew she was
fighting hard to concentrate.

"Because I wished it."

 

* * * *

 

Sapphire shivered at the dominating timbre of
his words. Her whole being shook with longing. Passion stirred her
blood.

"Why?" she whispered.

Instead of answering, he came forward to the
bed. Sapphire held her ground, watching him carefully through her
veiled eyes. Every nerve reached out to touch him.

His dark gaze drifted down, lingering on her
breasts. They surged with awareness, ready to be touched. She
closed her eyes and a small moan left her lips.

"Touch me," she whispered. Her body waited,
eager to have him obey.

"You first," he countered.

Sapphire’s eyes shot open in surprise. But,
as the rough leather panties pressed into her slit, she didn’t
argue. Coming forward, she ran her fingers over his broad chest,
nearly clawing at him to get his shirt off. Beneath, she wasn’t
disappointed by the discovery of bunched muscles and the dark
nipples of his chest. Leaning over, she licked a delicate bud with
the tip of her tongue. His stomach tensed, and she let loose a
sultry laugh.

One hand lifted to cup her face. His palm was
hot against her skin as he caressed her cheek and ear, running down
along her throat to the rapid pulse beating beneath her delicate
skin. With slow control, he brought her face back to his chest.
Sapphire kissed him and moaned as he slowly pushed her head down
his stomach towards the waistband of his silver pants.

She knew what he wanted as he stopped her
near his cock. Licking lightly at his navel, she brought a hand to
his waist, needing the other to support her, as she was bent down
on all fours on the bed.

With a deft flick of her fingers, she freed
him. She gasped, seeing his amazing size and texture. Everywhere
else he’d looked human, but his member was definitely something
more. It shot out straight and hard towards her face, as if
reaching for the feel of her lips. However, there were bumps
beneath the surface that seemed to swim and move in little circles
beneath his erect tissue. She grew wetter just thinking how they’d
feel moving about inside her like that.

His hand had worked back into her long, dark
locks and he pulled her forward. Sapphire didn’t hesitate, eager to
discover if he tasted as good as he smelled. Her lips parted,
taking the thick cockhead between her lips. The bumps moved in her
mouth, tickling her tongue as she tried to suck him deeper. He was
too large, and she reached forward with one hand to cup and
explore. Eagerly, she licked and sucked, enjoying the almost
addictive quality of his taste. It was like a euphoric drug,
swimming around in her brain, making her lose all control.

Her hips spread, thrusting in the air as she
tried to relax her throat to bring him deeper. His grunts of
appreciation and approval sounded over her head. She knew he
watched her mouth taking him in and it excited her. Her body
heated, growing frustrated at the one way action. She tried to pull
back, but he held her tightly latched onto his cock.

The bumps seemed to move faster. His breath
became ragged. Sapphire was afraid if she let him come, he’d leave
her without fulfillment. She again tired to pull off. His grip
tightened and this time when he pulled her back onto him, his hips
began thrusting to meet her soft, wet mouth. Suddenly, his body
tensed. The movement beneath the surface of his shaft stopped, as
he came in hot waves down her throat. Sapphire swallowed and he let
her go.

 


Chapter Five

 


"Mmmm," Roark groaned, still standing on the
floor. "I’ve been fantasizing about that for a long time."

"I just bet you have," Sapphire said,
breathless. "Now, how about a name, or should I just call you
stud?"

"Roark," he stated.

"Just Roark?" she asked, eyeing him. Slowly
she stood up on the bed and stepped closer so his mouth was near
her stomach. She spread her legs and cocked an eyebrow boldly at
him.

"Just Sapphire?" he returned, looking at her
parted thighs.

Lifting his hands, he smoothed them over her
skin, from the tops of her thigh high boots to the straps of her
panties on her hips. Hooking his thumbs beneath the panties, he
drew his fingers beneath the leather, down the front edge to her
awaiting mound. Sapphire’s breath caught as she watched him. His
thumbs traveled down, coming to the top arch of her slit. He pushed
lightly at her folds, stroking down along her moist opening.

"Ahh!" she panted, throwing her head back.
The tension of the last weeks built easily at that light touch. Her
hands lifted to her breast, plucking the nipples out over the top
edge of the bodice. She pinched them, swaying into Roark’s hand as
he teased her opening, digging deeper with each gentle pass.
"Harder!"

Roark chuckled, giving her what she wanted.
Keeping one thumb on her clit, he drew a hand away to curl around
to a cheek of her ass. Pushing the crotch of the panties aside, he
moistened a finger in her natural juices and thrust it boldly up
into her tight passage. His groan joined hers as he soon replaced
one finger with two.

Sapphire cried out in pleasure. It felt too
good. She’d been held back too long. It didn’t take but a few deep
strokes before an orgasm began to rack through her system, pouring
cream over his hand. Her long frame tensed, shivering
uncontrollably.

Sapphire’s legs gave out and she collapsed
down onto the bed. He let her fall onto the mattress before he
slowly began to dress. When his clothes were righted, he said
simply, "My time’s up, but I’ll be back. Tomorrow I want you to
wear something soft, elegant."

Sapphire’s mouth dropped open at his nerve
and she watched him leave. She was too tired to move, glad that at
least some of the pressure in her belly was sated. Closing her
eyes, she took a deep breath. No matter how his last statement
irritated her, she couldn’t help but look on the next night in
anticipation. And, when she finally fell asleep, her erotic dreams
of the stranger named Roark were all of her own mind’s doing.

 

* * * *

 

Sapphire looked into the dressing room mirror
and smiled at Lord Maximus’ image where her reflection had been
moments before. Maximus had long, wavy, hair of dark brown that
reached nearly to his waist. He was handsome, with an ageless face
and pale, smooth, white skin. His style was old, Earth prior to the
twentieth century old. His waistcoat of blood red silk contrasted
to the black of his jacket.

"Thor tells me you have a slight problem with
a telepath."

Sapphire wasn’t surprised he knew about it.
She wasn’t even mad at Thor for telling him. Maximus had a way of
drawing out the truth. Slowly, she answered, "One’s been following
me for awhile now, but I don’t think he means to harm me. In fact,
I kind of feel something for him. Don’t ask me to explain it, I
can’t."

"You know who he is?" Lord Maximus asked. His
dark eyes swirled with curiosity.

"Yes," Sapphire answered honestly. "It’s why
I called. I want permission to take a lover."

"You don’t need my permission," Maximus
chuckled. "All I’ve ever asked of you was discretion and prudence.
You have shown me you are capable of both. You help me, I help you.
I don’t own you, my little gemstone."

"Your blessing then," Sapphire said. "You’ve
been good to me and I feel as if I should tell you, as my friend,
what’s going on with me. I know someone had to have mentioned to
you how out of it I’ve been this last month."

Lord Maximus smiled, giving away that he
indeed had been told. "You will be careful, won’t you gemstone?
Telepaths can easily confuse the senses."

"I will, I promise. I don’t want you
worrying." Sapphire smiled. "I have Thor here if anything
happens."

"Maybe you should have Thor stay in the room
with you--just until you’re sure about this guy," Lord Maximus
proposed.

Sapphire had to admit the idea of someone
watching her thrilled her, but she shook her head. Thor was her
friend and she wouldn’t ask him to be in that uncomfortable
position. He only had eyes for Quartz and she wouldn’t do anything
to ruin his chances with the woman.

"No," Sapphire answered. "I’ll be fine."

"Well, I know never to argue with a beautiful
woman. In such a battle, a man will never win." Lord Maximus gave a
small wave of his hand. She smiled and returned the gesture as the
screen turned off and her reflection was in front of her once
more.

Sapphire smiled dreamily. A small laugh
escaped her, as she whispered, "Roark."




Chapter Six

 


That night, Sapphire pulled the sides of her
hair up, away from her face. Large dark curls trickled around her
shoulders, framing her features. She was barely dressed in a long
see-through coat of white gauze with white chandelle feathers that
wrapped around the back of her neck, coming forward to cover her
breasts and nothing else. The coat hung open revealing her stomach
and a skimpy pair of transparent, white thong panties. A smaller
row of white fur lined the top edge of the thong, giving it just
enough decoration to be sexy, but not overbearingly so.

By the time her door opened to reveal Roark,
her body was nearly jumping in anticipation. She’d been unable to
think of anything else all day. A little too eager, her bare feet
landed on the floor so she could stand to greet him. He wore a
tight pair of shiny, black, vinyl pants and a loose black
shirt.

His dark eyes found her instantly. He gave
her a knowing smile and instantly crossed over the floor. Without
speaking, he came to her, crushing his lips in a kiss that was all
passion.

His tongue was warm as it delved past the
barrier of her teeth to meet hers. His lips moved with an expert
grace that left her panting and weak. Their lips battled, thrusting
in and out as they drank the taste of the other. She’d been
surprised to remember that he hadn’t even kissed her the night
before.

The long form of his body nestled into her
thighs, pressing the unmistakable outline of his hard cock into her
stomach. Moisture pooled down from her thighs, soaking her panties
completely. She moaned into his mouth, rubbing her breasts to his
muscled chest, letting the achy, stiff peaks find their pleasure in
his hard warmth. His hands curled around to cup her ass firmly,
massaging and squeezing the cheeks.

Sapphire pulled back, blinking in breathless
amazement. His lips tried to follow hers, but she did manage to
ask, "Who are you? Where did you come from? Why are you here?"

"Shhh," he answered her, gripping her bare
ass tighter.

Sapphire blinked as he lifted her up and
brought her to the bed. He set her down and stepped back. Slowly,
he pulled the shirt off and tossed it aside. Her eyes devoured him,
loving the grace of his movements. Her mouth went dry. His smell
was in her head, teasing her senses. Her body was on fire and she
knew this time, she wasn’t letting him go until she’d had her way
with him.

A small smirk came to his features and she
realized that he probably could hear the thoughts in her head. She
shivered, a little nervous about being such an open book. But, as
his fingers moved to his waistband to pull his large cock free, she
didn’t protest.

He eased the pants from his legs, his
unveiling as seductive to the senses as her act on stage. Her mouth
began to water, remembering how he felt inside it. Licking her
lips, she looked him over as he stood naked and proud before
her.

Roark had a great body without a measure of
fat. He took care of himself and it showed. The muscles beneath his
skin bunched as he moved. His legs and hips looked as delicious as
she thought they would. But, it wasn’t his legs that caught and
held her full attention.

As she watched, his cock seemed to lengthen
now that it was completely free, growing to even larger. The tiny
bumps moved in circles, almost hypnotically. Her thighs
clenched--half in fear and half in anticipation. Beneath the
massive shaft, where she expected to find the soft globes of his
balls, she saw he instead had a smaller, stubbier protrusion. She
hadn’t seen it the night before because it had been covered by his
pants. She gulped. Two cocks?

Her heart leapt in her chest and her round
eyes moved to look at him in wonder. The small grin was still
there, confident and sure. He stepped back to her and, taking her
hand, drew it to his shafts so she could explore.

"Are you frightened?" he whispered leaning to
brush his lips to hers in a soft caress.

"I.…" she panted, exploring the rotating,
bumpy texture of the first penis, only to reach down to feel the
small, smoother texture of the second. "I’ve never seen a man with
two before."

"Ahh," he murmured. His hand moved down to
dip between them. Grabbing her thong, he tore it off her body with
ease, leaving her bare. Running his fingers into her moist slit, he
found her opening buried between her sensitive folds. He dipped his
finger inside her, getting it wet as he stroked into her tight
cavern. "One for here."

Sapphire shivered. Her hand stilled as she
felt him slide his fingers in and out, keeping an agonizingly
shallow depth. Then, his fingers soaked with her cream, he traced
back into the cleft of her ass. She reached up to hold onto his
shoulders, her fingers working furiously.

Probing the small, tight rosette he found
buried in the soft cheeks, he whispered, "And one for here."

Sapphire let loose a small delicate cry as he
slipped his moist finger into the tight circle of her ass. She’d
experimented with such things, but never actually done more than a
thin vibrator. Her hips searched against him, waiting more. Her
body was on fire, stinging with the bittersweet ache of need. She
wanted him inside her, wanted to feel him conquering her
depths.

"Do you like that?" he whispered huskily.

"Uh-huh," she breathed.

"Good," Roark withdrew his hand. He untied
the feathery coat at her breast and let it slide to the floor,
leaving her completely naked. Bending over, he took one erect
nipple into his mouth and sucked greedily. She tensed. Her arms
lifted to wrap around his strong neck, tangling in his hair. His
mouth gave the same thorough treatment to the other side before
letting it go. "Now, get on the bed."

Sapphire instantly obeyed, crawling back on
her hands. Her wide, blue eyes stared up at him. He circled around
the bed. Then, starting at her feet, he began to touch her,
massaging and caressing with his hands and mouth and tongue, as he
moved up her body. She squirmed, trying to wrap her legs around his
waist to pull him closer. Need built inside her, fierce in its
hunger. Every inch of her stung, past the point of torture she’d
been in for the last month or longer.

This man had been in her dreams and every
part of her body knew him, recognized him, wanted him. She felt
connected to him like she’d never felt connected before. The world
faded away until they were the only two left in it. Sapphire wasn’t
sure how it happened. Her mind yelled that he was a stranger. Her
heart yelled back that some things are known without words.

A loud moan escaped her as his mouth finally
nibbled its way up her inner thigh. She stiffened, waiting for him
to claim her sensitive clit between his teeth. She wasn’t
disappointed. His hot mouth latched onto her as his tongue moved up
and down between the delicate folds.

Roark groaned, "You taste so good. Better
than in my dreams."

Sapphire bucked on the bed as he began to
hungrily devour her. His strong arms wrapped about her legs,
angling her towards his mouth. His tongue, which seemed to grow in
length, dipped deeper inside her quivering pussy as he began to
stroke her, in and out, in and out.

When the first tremors began to rack through
her, he pulled back, keeping her from falling completely over the
edge. Sapphire looked down at him. He was smiling at her, his mouth
glistening with the moisture from her body. He was bold, so very
sure of himself. His long tongue poked from his lips and she
watched in fascination as he drew it from the sensitive top arch of
her slit, over her navel, up between the valley of her breasts. The
entire time, his dark eyes pierced into hers.

Strong, dark hands glided up over her tanned
flesh, moving over her hips and sides until they wrapped around her
large breasts. His palms over flowed as his smothered his face
between them, tweaking the hard peaks and rolling them beneath his
thumb.

Sapphire’s back arched as she cried out
softly. It was almost too much. She wanted him inside her, wanted
to feel his unique cock moving within her depths. But, somehow, she
knew he was in control, he understood what was happening between
them. She didn’t care. She wanted him to take the lead, liked that
he was confident enough to come to her without asking permission or
groveling at her feet, telling her she was beautiful so many times
the words no longer had meaning.

A growl erupted, vibrating her breasts. He
broke from them to thoroughly tease one nipple into his mouth then
the other. Shock waves moved in a warm roll throughout her
body.

"Roark," she begged, whimpering. She tried to
work her legs around his perfect hips. Her dark hair tossed back
and forth on the pillow. Her body was so wet, so ready. Her fingers
dug into his silken locks, trying to force him to her lips.
"Please, Roark."

As if those were the words he’d been waiting
for, he lifted his body above hers, kissing her with brief
intensity before rising up. She watched his eyes close as the
large, throbbing cockhead brushed against her moist slit. He drew
it back and forth, working the cream of her body down through the
cleft of her ass.

Roark’s gorgeous body strained and she knew
he was taking it slow, trying to make it easy on her. His enormous
cock stretched her wide. She felt the circling bumps along his
shaft along her tight passage. The strange sensation caused a moan
to escape her lips. She became mindless. Anchoring her heels into
the bed, she thrust up, forcing him hard and deep.

He slid inside her, groaning in masculine
approval of her need. No longer holding back, he lifted her up and
pulled back so she was sitting on top of him. His hands dug into
the cheeks of her ass, spreading and kneading her as he brought her
body down hard on top of him.

Sapphire shivered, lifting up to move him
inside her. It felt wonderful. His second cock slid back and forth,
teasing her tight rosette but not probing. His mouth led a
scorching trail of hot kisses over her neck and shoulder before
finding her breasts. He kissed the large globes with manly
fascination.

When Sapphire’s body adjusted to his size, he
reached around, grabbing the smaller cock in his hands. Roark
massaged it gently, causing a natural lubricant to ease from the
tip. Sapphire continued to ride him. She panted loudly, seeking her
release.

Roark brought the smaller cock to her
rosette. His hand tightened on her hip to slow her movements. Her
eyes widened to stare at him. His lids fell heavy over his eyes as
he worked himself back and forth, easing his way inside her tight
ass.

A groan of ecstasy left him at that first
probe. Sapphire closed her eyes, not sure what to expect. But, as
he thrust both cocks at once, she cried out. Pleasure rippled
through her body like never before. It was almost too much for her
to take, but her cries for mercy merely came out in whimpering
moans of enjoyment.

A dam broke within her, flooding his body
with her juices. She pushed him onto his back and began to ride him
hard and mindless, moving the glorious cocks in unison. She was so
full, so close to that perfect moment. Her nails dug into his hard
chest. He lay back, grunting his approval as she took over.

Animalistic sounds of pleasure escaped them.
The tension built like never before. Her body began to clench and
tremble around him. Molten lava replaced her blood. The tension was
too much. She was sure she’d die if she didn’t come soon.

Suddenly, she exploded, quaking on top of him
with a tremendous force. Sapphire screamed, not caring who heard
her cries. She wanted everyone to know how good she felt in that
perfect moment. All that waiting, all the tension left her as her
tight passages clamped and milked a matching response from Roark’s
body.

Roark jerked violently beneath her. She felt
both cocks explode with his seed, dampening her more as her body
drank him up. The tremors seemed to last forever. When they finally
subsided, she didn’t want to move. His body was deeply imbedded
inside her and she knew she’d never be the same again.

 


Chapter Seven

 


With grace and control, Roark sat up and
kissed her deep and slow. When he pulled back, his dark eyes gazed
languidly at her. He grinned, nuzzling her nose with his before
lifting her up off of him.

A small whimper left her and she felt empty
without him. Her hands automatically clung to his neck. With great
tenderness, he lifted her into his arms and carried her to the
decontaminator. He held her to his chest, keeping her upright as
her knees wobbled. His lips brushed against her temple.

She felt his heart beating, steady and sure,
matching the rhythm in her chest. A fear came over her, the fear of
not having more than this one night. She wanted him, felt as if she
knew him. But she couldn’t lay voice to the words so she stayed
quiet, tightly clinging to him as the unit cleaned their
bodies.

Afterwards, he picked her back up and carried
her to the bed. Arranging their bodies beneath the covers, he
pulled her into her arms and held her close. His lips again brushed
her temple.

"I’m glad you decided to stay," she whispered
shyly into his chest. Sapphire let her fingers glide to his naked
hip.

The statement seemed to take him by surprise
and he leaned back to study her face. "Why wouldn’t I stay?"

"Well," Sapphire began before giving a
delicate shrug. "I wasn’t sure if you would. I mean, I don’t know
you. I don’t know anything about you really."

This second statement seemed to take him even
more by surprise. His dark eyes narrowed in question. "You don’t
feel it?"

"Feel what?" she asked, weakly. She averted
her eyes. She did feel something, but it was insanity to lay voice
to it. She’d only known him two days.

"What’s insanity?" he asked, revealing that
he’d heard her thoughts.

"I.…" Sapphire blushed. "I … I can’t explain
it. I feel…"

A small sound left her and she lowered her
eyes to stare at his throat. His arms tightened around her, drawing
her closer.

"You feel for me," he stated without censure.
Taking his fingers, he traced a delicate path down to her heart.
The movement stirred her blood, causing her passion for him to
reawaken. "You feel for me here."

Sapphire tensed. Was she that obvious? Did he
think her crazy? A woman who fell into bed and into love on a
whim?

"No, I think none of those things." Roark
frowned. "And you do know me. Our minds have been meeting since the
first moment I saw you, nearly six months ago on Quazer. Every time
I invaded your thoughts, I’ve left a piece of myself behind."

His hands moved down over her hip only to
come up between her thighs, rubbing her clit in small, lazy
circles. A soft gasp of pleasure left her.

"I’ve been seeing all those naughty fantasies
you keep in your head," he admitted.

Sapphire blushed profusely.

"Don’t worry. I want us to experience them
all. Anything you want, you will have." Roark’s promise washed over
her, as his finger dipped inside her hot channel. "You won’t even
have to ask, I’ll just know."

"How? Why?" she whispered.

He leaned down to kiss her, stroking his
tongue across the seam of her lips. Whispering against her, he
said, "Because we were meant to be."

"How can you say that? We just met. I know
nothing about you."

"Our souls know each other. Our bodies
recognize each other. Our subconscious minds have been lovers a
long time." He grinned. "Conscious minds are always slower to catch
up. I suppose, being a telepath, I forget that not everyone
understands these connections as I do. I’m not good at stating
everything verbally, Sapphire, for that I’m sorry. Some things are
just known to me. I just assumed you felt it too and understood
it."

"I do," she whispered. "In a way."

"Close your eyes, feel our connection."

Sapphire obeyed, feeling him next to her
physically. She felt his mind inside her, gently brushing up
against her thoughts. Her body recognized him, as did her soul. A
sigh left her and she felt safe within his arms. For some reason
she trusted him completely.

I love you.

Sapphire gasped, looking up at his handsome
face. She felt his love inside her, just as she heard his voice in
her head. He grinned, rubbing his nose along hers in a playful
gesture.

"I love you too," she whispered. "It’s crazy,
but I do."

"In time it will not take so much effort for
you to hear me," he said against her lips. "Until then, if you
wonder something, just remind me to speak instead of think."

Suddenly, Sapphire pulled back, a worried
frown crossed her features.

"What?" he asked.

"How will this work?" Her hand came to rest
on his firm chest. "My job … what I do."

"I love watching you on stage, love how you
control the crowd. It makes me hot just thinking about it. When I
see you up there, I get so hard I can’t wait to fuck you. And I’ll
love being up there with you even more." At her curious expression,
Roark chuckled and pointed to her forehead. "With you up here. When
you dance, you’ll be dancing for me. You’ll feel me in your head,
hear me."

Sapphire moved to kiss him, pulling him
forward so his hard length came over hers. Their legs tangled
before she worked her thighs open in offering.

"Then, afterwards, you’ll come back here and
give me a private show." His dark gaze flicked with meaning. His
hands began rubbing along her flesh, stroking and heating her to
his touch. "You’ll do this as long as you want to. And, when you
want to move on to something else, we’ll move on."

"You won’t get bored, I mean with me working
all the time and you --?"

His laughter cut her off. "Everything is
already arranged. My presence won’t interfere with your career. I’m
you’re new body guard. I talked to Lord Maximus last week. Thor is
being moved to guard Quartz. They said something about her last
guard quitting because she was too temperamental."

"So they knew all along?" she gasped.

Roark grinned. "We telepaths have ways of
being very persuasive. You don’t mind do you?"

"Mmmm," she moaned as his hand found her
nipples. "I don’t mind at all. I like the idea of you guarding my
body. I like the idea of you doing any number of things to my
body."

Her fingers moved down to his hard cocks and
began to stroke him. A loud growl escaped him and he playfully
nipped at her throat. The sound caused a wave of hot moisture to
gather between her thighs once more. Suddenly, she wondered what it
would feel like to have the larger cock in her ass, the little
bumps rotating along her newly awakened passage.

"Turn around," Roark whispered hotly to her
lips, "and find out."

Sapphire eagerly turned onto all fours, as
Roark milked his smaller cock of lubricant. Then, coating himself
he came up behind her.

"I know you hear this all the time," Roark
groaned, easing his enormous cockhead into her cleft, "but you
really are beautiful, Sapphire."

With a hard push, he eased himself inside
her, claiming her body once more. Sapphire screamed, liking the
conquering feel of him as he eased in and out. He grabbed her hips,
pulling her back onto his hard shaft. The smaller cock teased along
her wet slit, pushing against her sweet spot until her wet pussy
throbbed to take it inside.

"Both, give me both," she cried.

Roark obeyed, slipping his body completely
into her. Then, as he began to thrust, their minds connected and
they didn’t have to speak. Her body exploded, joined instantly by
his. And, in the aftermath, he pulled her back into his arms,
cuddling her close. Nothing else mattered, for they were one
being.

 


THE END

 


 


The Series Continues…
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Galaxy Playmate Quartz is a woman who knows
what she likes and she likes variety in her men. Knowing she’ll
never be satisfied with just one man in her bed, she doesn’t even
try to have a monogamous relationship. But when Thor, her new
bodyguard, is sent to protect her from a stalking fan, she
discovers that she just might be happy with one man in her heart—so
long as he’s the right man.

Thor has loved Quartz from the first moment
he laid eyes on her. A complete shifter, he’s able to play Quartz’s
games and give her the variety of lovers she wants. For, in the
end, she’ll belong completely to him.

 


Quartz Excerpt

"So," Quartz mused, eyeing the large
bodyguard before her from where she lounged her in her cushioned
chair. Her lips curled up into a catlike grin, part mocking, part
amused. Twirling a finger along a strand of her platinum hair, she
said, "You’re the new piece of man-meat Lord Maximus has sent to
watch over little ol’ me."

"Yes, Ms. Quartz," Thor answered, his deep
voice rumbling in his chest. The sound of it gave her chills all
the way to her toes. "He’s very concerned about those letters
you’ve been receiving."

"What? Those crazy fan letters?" Quartz
laughed and gave a dismissing wave of her hand. "Who cares about
some crazed fan and his death threats? Do you know how many letters
I get a day from fans? How many pictures? How many boxes of jewels
and furs and clothes and … and shoes? Last week I think I turned
down at least fifteen marriage proposals. Fifteen! So what if some
fan has a fetish about me? I’m not worried and neither should you
be."

Thor kept his eyes focused forward, though
she knew it was hard for him to keep his eyes off of her. She
purposefully wore nothing but the flimsy veil of a white,
see-through robe. Nothing was left to the imagination. Her pert
breasts were small but perfect with rosy tipped nipples that men
went crazy for. Her arms and legs were slender, gracefully so. She
had an ass so tight and round that when she bent over she knew eyes
couldn’t help but be on it.

Quartz was a Galaxy Playmate. Men coveted her
and women envied and despised her. She knew other women were
jealous and would give anything to be her. She was a dancer, a
stripper, a star, and she was beautiful. Her platinum blonde hair
and her skin, as pale as snow, were her trademarks. She’d had the
tan bleached from her features, making her look pure, innocent,
dare she think it? Virginal.

Lord Maximus had given her the name Quartz.
He’d started nicknaming all his women after precious metals and
gemstones and all the body guards were named after mythological
Earth Gods, mainly because they all looked like Gods. The names
stuck and it got to the point no one even cared to use their real
name anymore. It was show business after all and they were living
the illusion so many fantasized over.

"Lord Maximus doesn’t seem all that convinced
that it’s just a crazy fan having a good time," Thor said. "He
thinks your life might be in danger."

"Lord Maximus is a sour puss and always has
been." Quartz chuckled, wiggling in her seat. The low tone of his
voice was making her hot. "My life isn’t in danger. It’s probably
some guy whose marriage proposal I turned down. He’s just trying to
scare me into reconsidering."

"You should take more care with yourself, Ms.
Quartz." Thor still didn’t look at her and she made a small face at
him in defiance.

"Well," she purred, "as I see it, it’s your
job to take care of me and my … ah … personal needs, Mr. Thor. Mars
didn’t do such a hot job of it. I would hate to have you lose your
job like he did."

Her last bodyguard, Mars, had called her a
spoiled brat just because she’d teased him with her presence and
then didn’t put out. He used to spy on her through a peephole in
the wall. Okay, Quartz knew he watched and would impishly entertain
him, sometimes waiting until he was there to bring men back to her
room. She’d then proceeded to fuck them where Mars could see her
doing it, angling them just right so he’d see their cock pounding
into her, into a place he’d never be allowed. It excited her to
know he was there, watching her, wanting her, jerking himself off
because she would never allow him to have her.

But in the end he’d become too handsy, so
she’d had him fired. Thor, the handsome piece of sweet-ass man
chocolate standing before her, was Mars’ replacement. Licking her
lips, she let her eyes have the pleasure of looking over his body.
She knew he liked her, had seen him watching her when she was on
stage. She wasn’t a stranger to the hazy look that entered his eyes
when she stripped.

Okay, with all her womanly charms on display
through the robe, Quartz knew she looked anything but virginal and,
in truth, she was far from it. She liked to fuck, always had. She
liked the sound of it, the smell, the look. She liked the
thrusting, the sweating, the grunts that a man made only in that
glorious moment of release. Just thinking about it made cream build
in her pussy, drenching down to her thighs.

Unconsciously, she let her legs fall open as
she sat in the chair before him. Thor’s mouth twitched and she knew
he watched her from the corner of his dark eyes. He really was a
handsome man, solid of build with an incredibly delicious ass she
wouldn’t mind biting. Although he wore tight leather pants and a
tight black shirt, she couldn’t see the full extent of his package.
Thor was rumored to be huge. It made her pant just thinking about
it and she definitely wanted to see his monstrous cock for
herself.

When Thor refused to break his militant pose,
she frowned. Whipping her legs together, she stood up. Purposeful,
she moved across his line of vision to a glass shelf on the
dressing room wall. Lightly touching a cluster of quartz, she said,
"This is my collection of rare Earth pieces. It’s my
namesake--quartz. You aren’t to touch them, just as you aren’t to
touch me unless I ask you to help me with something. Just like
these precious stones, I’m valuable merchandise. And, being such, I
get what I want, when and how I want it. Is that clear, Mr.
Thor?"
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Trading Teon (The Beast
Masters Series)

By Reagan Hawk

 


The Beast Masters Series, Book 1

Garon and Lorne, shapeshifting males of the
Ralenium race, are fierce guns for hire in the universe. When a
cargo ship transporting women charged with crimes by the Galactic
Star Union arrives on their planet, the men make the traders an
offer they can’t refuse. Planet Ralen is sorely lacking in women,
and the males have an inborn desire to dominate, to tame females
and to reproduce. When their inner beasts’ clocks start ticking and
the burning need to spread their seed consumes them, they go on the
hunt for the perfect female. Too bad both men want the same
woman.

Teon, a lady with a place in high society,
thought life as she knew it was over when she was wrongfully
charged with a crime by her stepmother. A prisoner en route to a
barren planet to serve her sentence, she’s presented with an
opportunity to start over again on the planet Ralen. The catch is
she has to be willing to be claimed by two males. Not just any
males mind you, two burning hunks who are ready to fight to the
death if need be to share her bed.
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The Rogue Prince (Lords of
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The Charmer…

Prince Reid, Commander of the Outpost, is
happy to live by his father's ways. No woman is safe when he sets
his sights to charm her. Reid doesn't want love, he wants a good
time. When the opportunity arises to get away on an ambassador's
mission, he jumps at the chance--especially when that trip includes
exotic destinations with even more exotic women. But there's one
woman he hasn't counted on...

 


The Woman who would not be Charmed…

Jasmine St. Claire appears to have it all.
But, looks can be deceiving. On the run, she chooses the one ship
that can take her away from it all--that of the Var ambassador.
What she didn't count on was the charming Var Prince who's decided
he wants to claim her for his very own.

 


The Rogue Prince Excerpt

 “We ready to take off?” Jarek asked.
The men moaned.

“Already?” Rick whined. “We just landed. We
still haven’t checked out the merchandise.”

The men laughed.

“Didn’t you get enough?” Lochlann teased, his
voice soft and low.

“I swear you tried to conquer the whole
Galaxy Playmate mansion,” Lucien added.

“Almost,” Rick mumbled. “I had to get my
money’s worth. But I’ve never been with a... what kind of creatures
are here again?”

“You’re not missing a thing,” Reid answered.
“All snobby old women.”

“Ah, but they’re rich,” Viktor said, raising
a finger.

“Yuck.” Lucien shook his head. “Not worth it.
I can take the age, but not the snob.”

“I don’t know,” Rick answered, his voice
laughing. “We are broke.”

“Excuse me.” Reid heard the soft, feminine
sound in the corner of his mind, but it didn’t register. All the
men ignored it.

“Whose fault is that?” Evan said, leaning
over to punch his arm. “You’re the one who spent all our scavenger
hunt prize money.”

“I didn’t hear you complaining when Ruby was
giving you a lap dance,” Rick said, affecting a pout. “Or when
Garnet was doing her famous naked massage.”

“Oh, yeah,” Viktor said. “That was nice. Not
very relaxing, but nice.”

“Did you see the giant—?” Rick began, getting
excited as he motioned his hands as if to make breasts.

“Excuse me!” the feminine voice said louder.
She sounded irritated. All eyes turned around. “I’m sorry. I don’t
mean to interrupt your—you.”

Reid’s breath caught in his throat. The woman
who spoke was no old lady, though she did definitely look like a
rich doctor’s wife. She was beautiful, not genetically enhanced
stripper beautiful, but natural woman beautiful. Looking at her, he
much preferred the natural.

She wore a light cream colored gown of silk.
The V neck dipped from her slender throat to show a modest amount
of cleavage. A gem necklace hung in the V. The silk clung
seductively to her body, not tight, just hugging enough that it
showed teasing brushes of her curves when she moved. Over the cream
dress, she wore a long jacket overdress of light blue. The two
sides clasped just beneath her breasts with a sapphire jewel. Both
parts of the gown went all the way to the floor.

Reid was disappointed. He wanted to see her
legs. He’d bet she had great legs, really long. Licking his lips,
he could already imagine pushing them apart—not that it took much
to get his active imagination going.

Dark brown hair swept up from her face,
crowning her head in a thick braid before trailing freely down over
her shoulder. Even partially up, the thick waves hit just below her
prefect breasts. Her solid, dark brown eyes looked like Lithorian
chocolate and he’d bet her lush lips would taste just as sweet. To
his carnal pleasure, her tongue brushed over them nervously.

Her eyes roamed over the crew. That’s when he
noticed he wasn’t the only one staring at her. He glanced at the
men. Evan looked polite, but he always looked polite. However, his
brow was slightly furrowed in thought. Lucien, Viktor, and Rick all
had inviting smiles on their faces. Reid had the insane urge to
slap them off.

He frowned. That wasn’t like him. The woman
was beautiful, why wouldn’t they stare at her? Sacred Cats, he
wanted to stare at her. Why the hell was he looking at the crew? As
he turned back, he caught Jarek’s eyes. His brother smiled slightly
and Reid knew by the look that he was amused. Jarek was laughing at
him.

“I,” the woman began. She licked her mouth
again and Reid felt his body lurch. “My name is, ah, Mrs. Dr. St.
Claire. If I could, I’d like to speak with Ambassador Reid.”

Reid let a smile curl on his lips as she
finally turned her eyes to look at him. Her hands gripped tightly
in front of her waist, her knuckles white. He smiled. How sweet.
She was nervous meeting him. It was no wonder, either. He’d seen
the men she was exposed to. She probably wasn’t used to getting
attention from a real man.

“I am Ambassador Reid,” Reid said, throwing
his voice with sexual confidence. The tone had melted women easily
in the past. To his amazement, she stayed upright, not giggling or
swooning. In fact, she wasn’t even smiling.

“I know, I saw your speech,” she
answered.

She glanced over his body. Reid grinned. Oh,
yeah, Mrs. Dr. St. Claire was definitely checking him out.

“Ah, honey,” Rick said. “What do you want
with Reid? I’m sure I can help you. I’m the brains of this
operation.”

“Don’t listen to Rick,” Lucien immediately
put forth. “He’s just a pilot. I’m the one with communication
skills. Talk to me.”

“Oh, don’t—” Viktor began.

“Enough!” Jarek ordered, holding up his hand.
He shook his head, grinning. “Why don’t you guys go make sure all
our supplies are on board the ship so we can take off? Reid, why
don’t you help the lady out?”

Reid grinned and nodded at his brother. Oh,
he’d help her out all right. He’d help her out of that dress and
then he’d help her to straddle his waist as he...

“Thank you,” Mrs. Dr. St. Claire said to
Jarek, bowing her head slightly. Jarek smiled. She didn’t return
the look. Her face stayed blank.

Jarek placed a hand on his brother’s
shoulder, patting it lightly as he moved to follow the grumbling
crew. When they were alone, Reid motioned toward a chair. “It’s not
fancy, but would you like a seat?”

“No, no thank you, Ambassador,” she said.

“Call me Reid.”

“Ah, all right, Reid,” the woman said.
“Reid.”

Reid grinned. He shrugged out of his jacket,
knowing he’d give her a better specimen to look at if he took the
stuffy thing off. “Do you mind? It’s hot in here.”

“Oh, no, no,” she said. “Actually,
Ambassador—”

“Reid.” Reid threw his jacket over the chair,
amused by how she kept her eyes turned to the side.

“Reid,” she said, as if the word caused her
pain.

“And you are?” he prompted.

“Mrs. Dr. St. Claire,” she said, her brow
furrowing slightly.

“That’s a mouthful, fea,” Reid
answered, again dipping his voice to see if she’d shiver. She
didn’t. “You got something smaller?”

“Oh, Jasmine. You may call me Jasmine.”

“Jasmine.” Reid rolled the name slowly on his
tongue. “It’s almost as lovely as you are.”

The woman actually frowned. It wasn’t the
response Reid was used to getting to his charm. He stiffened,
watching her closely. What exactly was going on here? For a woman
who’d come to invite him to bed, she didn’t seem all that
inviting.

Jasmine eyed the strange ambassador before
her. He was even more handsome up close. Dark stubble shadowed the
man’s chiseled jaw, matching the long black hair that spilled down
over his broad shoulders to his waist. He was perfectly built. When
he moved, it was with a liquid, streamlined grace. There was
something slow and seductive in the way he carried himself—like a
hunter crouched, ready to attack, stalking their prey. Too bad she
was immune to such things, to him. Her appreciation of his form was
like what she’d feel for a beautiful painting, or a sculpture. He
was lovely to look at. That was all.

Black leather bands with silver studs gripped
tight to his biceps, tautly secured on both of his arms. His shirt
appeared to be one piece of material, with two narrow straps over
the shoulders. The shirt material was held together by black cross
lacing beneath his arms, leaving his sides and waist exposed. She
could see dark muscles hidden there. It was as she suspected. This
man was strong. He’d be perfect. Now, she only had to convince him
to help her.

“I have need of your services, Ambassador.”
Jasmine bit her lip and hurriedly corrected, “Reid.”

He smiled. It really was a roguish look. She
wondered if he could help himself. Her heart beat wildly in her
chest and she had a feeling it wasn’t good for her to be this
worked up. First, she felt the flutter in the conference hall and
now her heart was racing. Maybe it was time to ask Chad about
upping her dosage. She’d been on the same level of medication for
four years, ever since he diagnosed her heart problem.

His voice low, silky, he inquired, “Do
you?”

“Yes,” Jasmine said. “I’ve actually won the
door prize, which is fantastic in itself since I’ve never won
anything, and have instructed the servants to load it onto your
vessel. I don’t know if you’re aware, but it’s a brand new medical
booth. Top of the line. They just came out with it.”

“You’re just giving us a medical booth?” Reid
asked. His brow rose skeptically on his handsome face.

Jasmine swallowed, nervous. It was odd
standing alone with a man who wasn’t Chad. She began to sweat,
doing her best to meet his magnetic eyes.

“Why don’t you take your jacket off and sit
down?” he asked, motioning to a chair. “You look flushed.”

“Thank you.” Jasmine nodded. She didn’t feel
well at all. Being anxious didn’t help. Without thinking, she undid
the clasp and slid her overdress off. The cooler air helped
some.

“Sacred Cats,” Reid whispered. “What happened
to your arm? Were you combat sparring?”

Jasmine glanced down to the fading bruise. It
covered a good portion of her shoulder. She’d forgotten all about
it. Sliding her jacket back on to hide it, she latched the
overdress.

“Why don’t you try out the medical booth and
get it fixed?” Reid asked. “Come on. We have an older model on
board and it should take care of that. We get banged up sparring
all the time and the settings are pre-programmed for healing such
things.”

“No, thank you,” she said. “It’s nothing. I
had the lights off and hit a wall. The reason I came was—”

“It looks old. It shouldn’t take long.” Reid
eyed her arm, as if he could see it through her dress. She shivered
at his obvious concern. It made her uncomfortable.

“No, really, I’m fine. I’ll take care of it
later.” Jasmine took a step back, trying to calm her shaky
voice.

“You should take more care when practicing
hand to hand combat,” Reid said, studying her. His voice dipped
with sexual innuendos, as he added, “Though, if you like, I’ll show
you a few moves. I should like to see what you can do.”

“What?” Jasmine asked. Was this man crazy?
Was he actually offering to fight her? She glanced over his broad,
muscular frame. There was no way a small thing like her could take
him down.

“Although, I think there is a reason most
women do not fight.” He stepped closer. “You’re softer and not
built for it. Women were meant to be protected.” His eyes flickered
over her body. “Taken care of.” His gaze again met hers and he
whispered with meaning, “Pleasured.”

Jasmine took a deep breath, choosing to
ignore him as she tried to get the conversation back on topic.
“Ambassador, I’m giving you the new booth because I wish to
commission your services.”

A smile again lit his handsome face, making
his dark eyes sparkle. When she looked at him, she sometimes swore
his eyes were dark brown and at other times they looked almost
black. Whatever the color, they were gorgeous.

“Ambassador again, is it? You like men in
power?”

“Ah.” She shook her head. This man was
impossible!

Reid tilted his head to the side and leaned
toward her. If she didn’t know better, she’d think he was trying to
kiss her.

“I need a ride,” Jasmine stated, pulling
back. “On your ship. Off this planet.”

She suppressed a moan of disgust. That wasn’t
the most elegant phrasing, but already she’d spent too long in the
docks. Chad would be wondering where she’d gone off to. And when
Chad began to wonder, things got bad—real bad.

“Sorry, fea, but we aren’t a shuttle
service. Why don’t you ask one of these rich doctors? I’m sure
they’ll have accommodations more to your liking. Besides, wouldn’t
you be more comfortable with other women on board the ship?”

Jasmine felt as if her heart dropped, which
really wasn’t a good thing in her case. She swallowed, trying not
to shake. She couldn’t ask anyone else. There was no one else.
Anyone else would tell Chad. She was desperate. Who knew how many
more years would pass before an opportunity like this came up?
Dabbing her sleeve on her forehead, she said, “I can’t ask anyone
else. I want to commission you. Please, if the medical booth isn’t
payment enough, I do have—”

“Listen, Jasmine.” Reid lifted his hand,
moving as if to touch her arm. She artfully shifted her weight,
staying out of his reach. His hand fell to the side. “Can we be
blunt here?”

Jasmine nodded, feeling a sense of relief.
She preferred blunt. It was so much easier, not always possible,
but easier.

“I know you’re getting around to asking me to
bed you.” Reid winked audaciously.

Jasmine’s relief left her until all she felt
was the raw sting of apprehension, which in turn became utter and
complete dismay. Could this primitive really be that arrogant?

“I’m fine with that. In fact, if you like,
I’ll arrange for some privacy on the ship for us. I can be very
discreet. But that’s all I can offer, fea. I’m not taking
you with me. I’m flattered that you’d think to like me so much that
you’d want to come away with me for an exotic flight of pure,
rapturous pleasure, but I’m not the commitment type. So, what do
you say? Want to go have sex real quick and—?”

Jasmine felt the blood drain from her face at
his words. He was serious. Hissing between her teeth, she hotly
declared, “I do not want to have sex with you!”
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