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Chapter One

 


“I look like a tramp.”

Agent Xena Falcon stared at the mirror in a
mix of pride and horror--though she had to say that horror was the
stronger of the two emotions. Her flesh sparkled each time she
moved. Every inch of her exposed cocoa-colored skin was covered
with glitter. Eyeing the barely there outfit, she grimaced. That
was a lot of glitter. Even her cleavage was shimmering.

“I look like a space slut.”

Xena’s lip curled in disgust. She liked
wearing her hair short and neat, but Lord Maximus had insisted she
spend a few hours under the beauty machine to grow the dark locks
until they hung to her shoulders. Sure, it was pretty, but when she
was in the field chasing the bad guy, who cared about being
beautiful? She didn’t become an HIA agent to win hearts. She became
one to make the universe a better place to live for humans and
humanoids.

“I’m a trampy space slut.”

Xena said the last with a fake smile on her
face, purposefully looking vacant to match the horrible outfit. It
looked like she’d been attacked by a purple-web spinning Tig spider
from the Z quadrant. A knitted center spiral was between and
slightly under her breasts like a giant, round target. Thin purple
straps sprouted out from there, joining haphazardly to other parts
of the horrific outfit. A couple went to her thigh-high purple knit
stockings, more wrapped around her body, stopping to form two more
target circles over her breasts. Her panties were a separate piece,
though they barely covered the thatch of hair between her thighs
and they too had straps wrapping around her hips.

At least all the essential areas are
covered.

Glancing over her shoulder, she knew her
other choice in undercover gear had been a corset top with holes
cut out where her breasts would go. Embarrassing as this all was,
she was not going to bare all for a bunch of horny
space-dogs. It didn’t matter if the head of the Medical Mafia
himself was going to show up and by capturing him she’d become the
most decorated agent in Human Intelligence history.

I wish.

Xena wasn’t after anything as glamorous as a
mob boss. She was investigating the Siren Mining Colony for illegal
core trading. Rumor had it the Vice President of the company had a
penchant for sexy strippers. Intel did a profile of the guy and
came up with a physiological workup of his particular preferences.
Xena was the best agent suited to the job.

“Your ass looks amazing in that, Miss Topaz,”
her bodyguard said, his tone low and gravelly. Vulcan was named
after the Roman smith god who was rumored to have lived
underground. Xena knew she wouldn’t mind throwing the sleazy man in
a hole and burying him like his namesake. She quirked a brow in his
direction as he licked his lips in invitation, already knowing what
was coming before his mouth opened. “You want me to shut the door
and let you work off some steam before your private party
tonight?”

The implication was clear as he shifted his
hips. His large cock bulged from between his thighs, outlined
clearly by the tight cotton pants he wore. He’d come onto her
non-stop since she boarded the transport ship at Lord Maximus’
Galaxy Playmate’s mansion.

Lord Maximus was owner of the Galaxy
Playmates Empire. All his dancers were nicknamed after precious
metals and gemstones and all the bouncers were named after
mythological Earth Gods--thus the ridiculous name Vulcan. She might
have to be undercover, but she was not going by the name Topaz.
Odds were Mr. Vice President wouldn’t want to know her name.

“I’ve told you, Vulc, the name’s Xena. Not
Topaz, not sweetheart, not sexy trove, not--”

“Yeah, yeah, I get the point, Xena.”
Vulcan rolled his eyes. “But, Lord Maximus said that you were now
called Topaz.”

“I don’t care what the little card outside my
dressing room says. My name is Xena. You forget it again and I’ll
pull off your balls and feed them to a libear. Deal?”

“Uh …” Vulcan grabbed his crotch and hurried
out of the room.

Xena knew the bodyguard also had orders not
to touch her without permission. She’d give one thing to Maximus.
He did treat his women well, despite what they did for a living.
None of them were forced to have sex if they didn’t want to. In
fact, they were discouraged from selling their bodies like common
space trash. According to him, to openly sleep around took away the
illusion of untouchable. The women were allowed to have sex, but
always had to keep it within a relationship, or with the high
paying clientele. It was always ladies choice and no one
prostituted 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--at least according to him. Xena had no way of knowing
how true those statements were as she hadn’t really had a chance to
‘chat’ with the other strippers on the transport.

“Not that I really wanted to,” she mumbled.
Turning once more to the mirror, she took a deep breath. Despite
the clothing, she didn’t look half bad. Her body was in shape, her
skin nearly flawless. There was a scar from the line of duty on her
upper thigh, but it was hardly noticeable under the glitter. She
hadn’t gotten around to having it removed and until now had
actually forgotten about the thing.

Silver makeup lined her dark brown eyes and
her fake lashes were so long and heavy they actually weighed down
her lids, giving her a sultry come hither look. Her naturally full
lips were painted dark red, a great compliment to her dark
complexion.

Sitting in a chair before the round mirror,
she ran her palm over the edge of the mirror. Her reflection
shimmered and a menu of different hairstyles came up custom
tailored for her hair type. Almost distractedly, she picked one,
not really caring. Mechanical arms came down from the ceiling and
quickly set to work on her hair. Xena grimaced as they pulled. She
wasn’t used to the longer length yet. When they finished, the sides
were pulled up and a slip of bangs fell over her forehead to cover
her eyes. Large dark brown curls fell over her back streaked with
purple, a color of which the beauty machine had determined to match
her outfit.

“Computer,” Xena ordered, “shoes.”

A zip sounded next to the mirror and a small
door opened. Thigh-high purple vinyl boots with laces from toe to
top were revealed. Taking them, she began slipping them on her legs
and began the tedious process of lacing them up.

“I’m beginning to feel like a grape here,
computer,” she grumbled.

The food simulator on the other side of the
mirror from where her boots appeared

dinged. Sighing, Xena opened the door. A
large plate of purple Earth grapes was there.

“Ugh,” she moaned, grabbing one anyway and
popping it in her mouth. It was clear the computer didn’t have a
sense of humor. Munching on the grapes, she worked on her boots.
“If only the other agents could see me now…. Ugh, I’d probably have
to kill myself.”


Chapter Two

 


“Touch my ass again, Vulcan, and I’ll rip
your hand off.”

Cole stopped, slowly backing up to look at
the viewing screen to see who the irritated feminine voice belonged
to. The elevator monitor was left on at all times for mining
security purposes. It was the only way in and out of the main
complex of offices, unless someone was skilled enough to scale the
fifty story smooth stone walls in the planet’s below zero
temperatures.

He lived one story down from the top of the
tower. As Vice President, the entire floor was his. A circular
lobby had a security guard who also acted as a secretary during the
day. Fione was one tough lady, standing nearly five inches above
his six foot frame and twice as large. She’d left about an hour
before.

Frowning, he looked at the screen. The exotic
creature all in sexy purple instantly caught his attention. Had he
ordered company for the night? He couldn’t remember and he knew
better than to try and hack into Fione’s security coded files again
to get his calendar. Last time hadn’t been pretty. He’d deleted his
entire schedule for a month. It had been utter chaos around the
office and each day it was a tossup as to who he was to meet with.
So, everyone was let up, ran through Fione’s security check and
then either tossed out or allowed in depending on her
estimation.

Cole bit his lip, as he glanced down at the
electronic file in his hand. It wasn’t like him to book a woman
when he had so much work to do. Then again, the project was new and
he could’ve made the appointment with Lord Maximus of Galaxy
Playmate before the mining contract was signed.

He was a busy man and Maximus always took
care of him as far as choosing the women were concerned. It wasn’t
like he had time to read over dancer profiles. At best, he would
take time to glance over random photos until he saw something that
caught his eye. Since Galaxy Playmates were the sexiest women known
to humanoids, it wasn’t hard to find one that turned him on
sexually. Mentally was another matter, but he didn’t hire the
dancers to stimulate his brain. He had enough thinking to do at
work.

Cole knew he should send the woman away, but
as he stared at her large dark eyes and firm, tone body, he felt
his cock stir in interest. Maybe he could take just a small break
and let the lady do her job. She had come a long way just to see
him and who knew when the exotic beauty would have another break in
her schedule to come back for him. Either way, because of Siren
Mining Colony’s remote location, Maximus would charge him for the
visit. As VP he could well afford it.

Her skin was like light Lithorian chocolate
and he bet it tasted just as sweet. The makeup was a little
overdone, but he could well see past that. She had dark red lips,
so full and pouty he couldn’t help but notice them. The vixen
parted her lips, licking them slowly as she appeared to study her
reflection in the mirror. Cole’s gut tightened and he clenched the
electronic clipboard in his fingers. His heartbeat kicked up a few
knots and he suddenly felt overheated. Lips like hers were only
made to do one thing when it came to sex and his cock was more than
willing to let her.

Please let her be willing, he thought.
Some of the women were, some weren’t. He never pressured them,
content to relieve himself when watching if he had to.

The man with her, obviously a bodyguard, kept
staring at the dancer’s nice, round ass. Cole grimaced. The
bodyguard would definitely be staying out of his room while she
performed. By the look of annoyance she shot the man and her
earlier comment, he could tell she didn’t like the man she called
Vulc.

“Get your eyes off my ass as well,” she
demanded.

“Topaz,” he groaned. “How do you expect me to
do my job when my dick is hard enough to poke holes in metal? Come
on, starlight, how about a quick suck. I promise it won’t take
long. We can stop the elevator right here.”

Cole slammed his clipboard down on the desk
and leaned forward in irritation, wishing he could reach through
the screen and punch the man.

That’s my playmate!

He took a deep, calming breath. Strange. That
was a little possessive of him and he wasn’t sure where the urge
came from, but he was paying for the woman’s time and if she was
going to be sucking anything it would be his now-stone-hard
cock.

“Okay, one, the name is Xena, not Topaz
unless it’s in front of the client. Two, I hardly need you to guard
anything of mine. But, if you have to fight, beat the attacker over
the head with your hard dick. At least it’ll be good for
something.”

Cole smiled, even as a bittersweet feeling
washed over him. Did the woman just not like Vulc? Or was she one
of those dancers who were all business and no play?

“Now, shut up, we’re almost there,” she
ordered, lifting her chin almost regally.

Cole hurriedly ran his hand through his short
hair, smoothing it before grabbing his clipboard. Trying to act
nonchalant, he ran back toward his office to wait for the elevator
to open before walking across the lobby.

 


* * * *

Xena’s stomach tensed as they neared the top
of the complex. Vulcan’s continual come-ons since they left the
shuttle didn’t really help her nerves, nor did the fact that his
eyes stayed firmly glued on her ass. Yeah, like she was really
going to change her mind and suck him off after saying no
fifty-thousand times.

Galactic asshole.

She fluffed the curls over her back, giving a
quick, practice bat of her long silver lashes. The outfit did
compliment her figure and Xena hated to admit it, but a small part
of her liked the idea of being the seductress. She tried to lock
that part of her away. Normally, she was the aggressor, beating
information out of suspects. This time, she’d have to use something
other than her fists to get what she wanted. HIA had several
unofficial positions regarding the use of sex, but basically, how
an agent got her information was the agent’s business. No agent she
knew had ever used sex as a tool, but it didn’t mean it couldn’t
‘unofficially’ be done.

Please don’t let him be too gross.

The door opened. It was too late to back out
now. The small reception area had a dim, blue cast to it. The walls
were tiled with small grey and red stones, which created the Siren
Mining Colony logo. A screen floated over the desk and she saw the
backward view of the elevator on it. She had suspected there might
be security cameras around. That’s why she didn’t say anything
incriminating about her assignment.

Taking a step forward in her high heel boots,
she paused as if she owned the place. Movement in the corner caught
her eye and she stiffened. For a long second, she was too stunned
to react. A man was coming out of what looked to be an office if
the furniture behind him was any indication. Absorbing details in a
short time was all part of the training and she automatically sized
him up. His light brown hair was neatly trimmed, with longer locks
pushed back on the top. He wore a dark-blue, kimono-style robe that
closed in the front with a belt and matching knit pants. The
material was shiny and lightweight. It molded to his trim waist and
thick upper body and his feet were left bare. The relaxed clothing
wasn’t surprising. The office executives lived by their offices.
She guessed his private area would be on the opposite end of the
lobby.

“I’m sorry,” the man said, his rich, deep
voice sending chills over her, “but the offices are closed.”

He looked up from what he was doing and
stopped in his tracks. Xena was struck by the stark blue of his
eyes. She shivered, mentally forcing herself into action. Lifting a
hand to her shoulder, she tilted her head to the side and bent her
knee ever so slightly so that her thighs parted. Lowering her tone
into a sultry murmur, she said, “This is the office of Cole Vaux,
isn’t it?”

The man smiled, revealing a small dimple.
“I’m Cole Vaux.”

“Then are you saying you changed your mind
and don’t want me,” she deliberately paused, lowering her gaze, “to
dance for you?”

Cole crossed the lobby, coming toward her and
she couldn’t move. Her heart beat a crazed rhythm in her chest.
Slowly, he looked her over, as if considering her offer. It was all
she could do not to cover her breasts as he examined every inch of
his costume. He walked around her, not touching, but definitely
caressing her with his eyes.

Damn the agency! They said it was going to be
easy to get in. What if he turned her away? Or she wasn’t his type?
Would they blame her for the failed mission? “The glitter seems to
be a bit much,” he said at last.

“Mmm, well, that’s because the lighting isn’t
right in here. It’s all part of the show.” Xena managed a playful
smile, slowly warming up to the role she had to play.

“Who’s the escort?” he asked.

“Don’t mind him,” Xena quipped. “He’s just a
fashion accessory.”

“Vulcan,” Vulcan said, his tone filled with
self-importance. “I’m Miss Topaz’s bodyguard.”

“We really don’t need him here, do we?” Cole
asked, his gaze challenging. “You do trust me, don’t you?”

Xena pretended to consider his words, but
really she’d already planned on kicking Vulcan out. She wouldn’t be
able to do her job with the thug ogling her like a sex toy.

“Vulcan,” she said.

“Yes, Miss Topaz?”

“Why don’t you go keep the shuttle company?
Make sure it doesn’t fly off,” Xena said.

“But--” Vulcan began to protest in obvious
irritation.

“You heard your mistress,” Cole said. “I’ve
been checked out and cleared by Maximus. If you have a problem with
the arrangement, take it up with your boss.”

Vulcan didn’t answer, but he did turn to
leave. As the elevator door shut behind her, she stepped further
into the lobby, trying to get a peek at his clipboard. There were
some numbers on it, but nothing she could decipher any meaning
into. She looked at the desk, but there was nothing on it worth
remembering.

Turning, she again posed, putting a hand her
waist as she looked at the man before her. “Well, now that you’ve
got me alone, Mr. Vaux, what are you going to do with me?


Chapter Three

 


Cole could think of several things he wanted
to do with the woman before him. He motioned her to follow him as
he walked toward his private quarters. Placing his hand on the wall
scanner, he opened the door. He let her walk into his spacious
living room first, getting the subtle scent of flowers off her
body. The door shut automatically behind them and he set his
clipboard down on a small end table next to his long, deep couch. A
long row of windows stretched before one wall and Xena crossed
instantly to it. Stars were out tonight, making for a spectacular
view of the mines below. The rough, stone covered landscape was
cast in blue moonlight making the rocks appear to move with a life
of their own.

“Computer, dim lights,” he ordered and the
lights that had flickered on upon his entering suddenly dimmed to a
softer, more seductive glow. The glitter on her body shone and he
couldn’t help but think she was right. In this lighting, the
glitter wasn’t overdone at all. He’s always been a visual, hands-on
man and he found the shimmering movements highly arousing.

Slowly, he crossed over to the couch, sitting
in the middle of it. Stretching his arms over the back, he got
comfortable as he watched her. She stood before him, her perfect
ass glimmering seductively. He’d tried to play it cool, but his
erection had yet to lessen. Cole knew he was a handsome man and had
no problem showing his body. Pulling on the belt, he opened his
robe to bare his chest. Without the material to hide his silky
pants, the outline of his cock stood unmistakably tall from his
thighs. He leaned back and spread his legs, pushing his arousal out
even more, making sure it was noticeably framed for when she turned
to look at him. Let her see how much he wanted her already.

“Turn around,” he ordered, used to being in
control. Xena obeyed. Her breasts were the perfect size, not small,
but not too large. The spider web of material she wore clung to
them, hiding her nipples from view.

Cole grinned knowingly as her eyes instantly
fell where he wanted her to look. She stared at his cock, her mouth
parted in breath. There was no denying the sexual sparks that flew
between them. Sexual tension was thick in the air, so palpable he
could practically taste and smell it.

“Computer, music, setting twelve,” he said,
his voice thick with need. To Xena, he ordered, “Dance for me.”

The song he picked was purposefully slow. To
his surprise, she seemed hesitant at first, her movements
unpracticed as she moved along with the beat. It was endearing, the
faltering uncertainty he saw in her eyes. He wondered what made him
think she was uncertain. Her arms moved, swaying up over her head
as she dipped her hips, rotating them in small circles. Cole didn’t
think it possible, but his dick filled even more, nearly throbbing
for release.

“Come closer,” he said, gripping the couch to
keep from leaning forward. He spread his legs a little more and
nodded down. “Right here.”

Again, she hesitated, but only for a brief
second. Cole groaned lightly, watching her hips and her breasts as
she moved. Damn, but she was beautiful to look at. He wanted to see
more.

“Take it off,” he ordered, staring at her
chest. “I want to see your nipples. I want to see if they’re hard
with desire or soft and in need of stimulation.”

Xena stopped dancing and pulled the thin
straps off her shoulders, letting them fall to the side. Her eyes
met his as she pushed the webbed top off her body. The body glitter
covered every inch, twinkling like tiny diamonds on her erect
nipples. With little effort, the top slid over her hips and boots,
silently landing on the ground. Her purple panties clung to her
hips with two thin straps holding them up at each side. They were
skimpy enough to be sexy without revealing her most intimate
details to his viewing pleasure. The thigh-high, heeled boots added
an exotic appeal to the long length of her legs. Staring at her
toned thighs, he licked his lips as her hips again swayed to the
slow beat.

Xena’s hands covered her breasts as she
moved. Cole sat up, placing his hands on his knees. Until she
invited him, he would not touch her. For one, Lord Maximus would
take away his privileges if she complained about him. Life as a
Siren Mining Executive was too lonely not to have female company.
Second, looking but not touching drew out the anticipation. Already
his fingers itched to feel her skin and his body yearned to press
tight against her.

Her breasts were close and the floral smell
combined with the subtle fragrance of womanly desire. He stared at
her chest, willing her hands to move. They did, as she massaged
them. His breath caught and he watched for any peek of her dark
nipples. Just when he was about to harshly order her to show them
to him again, her hand slid down her flat stomach. As much as he’d
wanted free reign to stare at her breasts, he now found himself
watching her fingers. They dipped along her panties.

Cole tensed. Now that he was closer, he could
see the subtle shift of color on the patch of material covering her
sex. His heart nearly stopped just knowing she was wet.

“Turn around,” he ordered, wanting to see her
ass up close. She did and he bit his lip. It was all he could do
not to grab her and pull the soft cheeks down onto his lap,
impaling her instantly. Her hips swayed and his head moved in time
with them, mesmerized. This was glorious torture. Unable to resist,
he lifted his waistband and slid his hand down the front of his
pants. His cock ached as he fisted it. Leaning back on the couch,
he stroked the hard length, running his hand over his shaft before
moving to cup his own balls. “Bend over.”

 


* * * *

Xena’s breath caught. She couldn’t believe
she was doing this. The upload training had kicked in, helping her
to move just right, but it couldn’t prepare her for how sexy and
erotic dancing for the man was. She had thought that it would be
all business, that there was no way she could be turned on by a
complete stranger. But, Cole was so confident, as he ordered her to
do what he wanted, and there was something definitely sexy about
confidence. By the size of his cock, it was clear he wanted more
than just a dance. Xena shivered. By the flood of moisture in her
panties, it was clear she wanted more too.

“Step closer.” His voice was hoarse when he
spoke and he was breathing hard.

At the command, she tossed her hair and
turned to look over her shoulder at him. His bright blue eyes met
hers before flickering back to her body. Cole squirmed on the couch
and she was a little shocked to see that he was pleasuring himself.
It’s not that he wouldn’t do that, it’s just she hadn’t
contemplated the mission going like this.

When she thought of what would happen, it was
always a question of sex or no sex. She didn’t get into details,
didn’t think that her performance would move a man to touch
himself, or turn him on to the point his eyes burned like fire. Nor
did she consider that she’d desperately ache to be fucked by a
complete stranger. There was no risk in sleeping with Cole. He had
checked out and had all the proper medical screening and updates.
Being an agent, she was automatically safeguarded against pregnancy
with mandatory doctor visits.

“Take them off,” he ordered. Xena hesitated.
No man had ever looked at her from this particular view. “I said,
remove the panties.”

Xena stood. She knew what he wanted, knew he
wanted her in this position, exposing herself to him. But, she
couldn’t do it. Turning toward him, she pushed the panties off her
hips, letting her see the narrow strip of hair guarding her pussy.
Unsure what to do next, she reached for her boot lace.

“No, leave them,” he said hoarsely. His hand
stilled in their lazy movements over his cock and he leaned forward
once more. “Come closer.”

Her stomach tightened. Every nerve inside her
was drawn to him.

“Closer,” he whispered.

Xena obeyed. She stopped any pretense of
dancing as he leaned his face toward her sex. The light flutter of
his hot breath caressed her and she waited, yearning for him to
make that first contact. Breathing heavily, she watched as his lips
parted and his tongue edged forward. Her clit actually tingled in
anticipation. To her surprise, he didn’t touch her. His tongue
disappeared between his lips and he took a deep breath, smelling
her.

If something didn’t happen soon, she was
going to explode. Her mind raced, trying to hold onto a logical
thought. There was none. All she could think about was this man
before her, his hand wrapped around the bulge in his pants. If he
wasn’t going to make the first move, what could she say? Should she
touch him, pounce on him, touch herself and hope he joined in?

Hoping the thin pretense of being helpful
wasn’t too forward, she said, “Let me make you more
comfortable.”

Xena leaned over and pulled at the sides of
his pants. Her fingers brushed his thighs lightly as she stepped
back. He lifted his legs and the material slid off. His robe was
open and there was nothing stopping her from examining his naked
front. The strong, broad chest and firm stomach molded into
beautiful sculpted hips. Almost nervous, she eyed his big cock. It
towered from a completely clean-shaven base.

Why in the galaxy did a man this perfect have
to pay for women to come to him? He should be getting it for
free.

Now that she had him naked, she couldn’t
remember the half-baked plan she’d formed seconds before. All she
knew was that she needed him, ached for him. The wild, untamed part
of her soul that she kept caged burst free. She lifted her leg,
placing the heel next to the outside of his thigh, opening herself
up to him. The soft music continued and she swayed to the erotic
beat, rocking her hips back and forth so she was thrusting in the
air right in front of his face.

His hand shook as he lifted it. Cole’s bright
eyes met hers as if watching to see if she’d stop him. Xena licked
her lips. Slowly, he placed a single finger on her top arch, right
above her swollen clit. Moaning, she thrust forward and his finger
slid down ever so slightly.

At her acceptance, he groaned, pushing his
finger boldly along her wet folds. Closing her eyes, she leaned her
head back. Suddenly, an incredible wet heat joined his finger. Her
hips jerked in response. Wide-eyed, she looked down to see his
tongue following the probe of his finger. Xena fell forward,
bracing herself on his shoulders.

Cole’s lips closed around her clit, sucking
and licking and biting. His finger trailed lower, circling around
her opening. With each intimate kiss, his touch became bolder,
harder. His free hand found hold on her hip and he instantly
reached around to squeeze her ass cheek. At the same moment, he
thrust a couple fingers up inside her, rocking her forward with the
hold he had on her butt. She was so wet for him and her body
accepted him willingly. He groaned, loud and long, controlling her
movements. Xena pulled away from his shoulders and grabbed her
breasts, massaging them wildly. Pleasure shot out over her body,
venturing on the delightful probe of his fingers and tongue.

A third finger slid inside her, stretching
her wider as he wiggled them around. Then, withdrawing the third,
he pressed the wet digit along her ass. Xena jolted in surprise at
the pleasure she felt in that one finger. It rimmed her anus,
probing her.

A tremor hit her, shaking her to the core
with the intensity of her orgasm. Her hands stopped on her breasts,
mid-squeeze. She gasped, stiffening. Her boot dug into the couch as
she leaned into his face for support.

“Oh, oh,” she panted. Her body weakened and
as he pulled his hand and mouth away, she drew her boot back down
to the floor.

Looking down as she tried to catch her
breath, Xena saw he had yet to find his own release. Veins
protruded along the edges of his shaft, a testament to his need.
Cole leaned back on the couch, spreading his arms over the back as
he rocked his hips to mimic slow thrusts.

It was clear by the look on his face what he
wanted. His eyes were on her parted lips. Her body sung with
pleasure. Did she dare return the favor? Or did she stop things
right now and simply thank him for a good time?


Chapter Four

 


Cole stared at Xena, amazed that she even
seemed to be hesitating to return the favor, especially after he
had been gentleman enough to let her come first. Playmates knew the
rules and if he performed such an act on her and she accepted it,
then it was only fair that he got his cock sucked in return.

He stared at her full mouth, those glorious
lips. She couldn’t back out now. Xena had crossed the thin line
between entertainment and sex when she allowed him to touch her.
Licking his lips, he could still taste her sweet cream on his
mouth.

“What are you waiting for?” he asked, unable
to bear the painfully erect pressure in his cock. “Get on your
knees and suck me until I come.”

She looked as if she would argue, but then
looked to his lap. Slowly, finally, she got on her knees. Cole
wanted to shout for joy, as her fingers slid up his thighs. Her
lips parted and she kissed the smooth tip of his shaft.

He closed his eyes as her mouth moved down
over him. Cole’s body had been excited to such a state of arousal
that he felt himself starting to come with just a few passes of her
mouth. He resisted, wanting to draw out the moment. Her head bobbed
down on him and he watched the erotic show of his cock in her
mouth. It was too much. Try as he did, he couldn’t hold back. His
whole body tensed as he released his seed, groaning at the sudden
sensation of relieved tension. Xena pulled back, looking up at him
in surprise.

To cover the fact that he’d just came like an
untried schoolboy, he grinned, “Now, that first one’s out of the
way….”

 


* * * *

Xena couldn’t believe that he’d finished
after a few pulls of her mouth. She’d just been warming up when he
was done.

“Now, that first one’s out of the way…” His
voice tapered off.

First one? There was going to be more?

She knew she should protest, but she couldn’t
find the will to deny either of them. What started as a mission to
find illegal core importers turned into a wicked game of sexual
pleasure. At least it was a game on her part. By the look on his
face, he didn’t mind playing along.

“Xena, right?” he asked.

She nodded. Before she could stop herself,
she said, “Vulcan never said my name in front of you. He called me
Topaz. You were listening to our conversation in the elevator,
weren’t you?”

He looked surprised, then slowly nodded. With
a small laugh, he admitted, “You caught me.”

Cole touched her face, lightly running his
fingers under her chin to the other side.

“Would you mind if I asked you to wash this
glitter off?” He ran his thumb across her bottom lip. “I’d like to
look at you without it.”

Xena was only too happy to comply with the
request. Sure the fantasy had been fun, while they were in the
throes of passion, but now the lashes were uncomfortable and the
glitter itch--especially in some very awkward areas, like the
crease of her thigh. She stood from the floor. “Which way to the
decontaminator?”

Cole pointed toward the far end of the living
room to a door. Xena smiled and crossed naked to it, pulling off
the fake eyelashes. Running her hand over the sensor, she dropped
the lashes on a nearby table and took off her boots while waiting
for the door to slide open. The bathroom was long and white with a
large decontaminator unit in the back. Crossing over to it, she
found the switch to turn it on and stepped inside. The deluxe model
had nearly a dozen lasers in it and they all hit her body at
once.

“Computer, lights off,” Cole said.

Xena turned to see him standing in the
doorway. The lights from the bath caressed her body, running over
her flesh. Tiny flashes of light erupted as the lasers hit the
glitter. It caused a tingling sensation all over. She expected Cole
to try and join her, but instead, he sat down on a chair by the
door. He had lost the robe and was wearing the pants again. He
leaned on his hand, watching her bathe.

“You like looking,” Xena observed.

“On this planet there aren’t many pretty
things to see, so I look when I can.”

“No women here?” she asked.

“No, none. Well, okay, there is one. My
security officer, Fione, but she’s bigger than I am and she
definitely has more hair on her face. She’s half lykan.”

Xena laughed. “Is that why you hire Galaxy
Playmates to come entertain you?”

“You mean, like you?” The words were low.

She stiffened, realizing too late what she’s
said. She should have said, ‘Is that why you hire us to come
entertain you?’ “Ah, yeah, like me.”

“Hmm.”

Xena wondered if he suspected her. She turned
to the side, hoping to distract him with her body. It worked. His
gaze turned from thoughtful to interested. She stretched her arms
over her head, letting the lasers clean her from head to toe.
Cole’s breath audibly caught. Turning her back on him, she ran her
fingers through her hair, letting the lights clean the locks as
well. When she was done, her body tingled and she was again feeling
the stirring of arousal in her blood. The laser shut off,
signifying she was done.

“Computer, dim lights,” Cole said, causing
the lights to lift by small degrees in the suddenly dark bathroom.
“You’re much prettier without all that makeup on.”

“Thank you.” She stepped out of the unit.

“Not that you didn’t look amazing,” he
amended.

“Tell me,” she walked past him, reaching to
run her hand across his shoulder as she passed. “What does a Vice
President do around here exactly?”

“The usual.” He stood, following her.
“Negotiate contracts, attend business meetings, watch gorgeous
women strip.”

“Such a hard life,” she teased, wrinkling her
nose. She walked around the room, as if taking it all in. Though in
truth, she was looking for clues. Seeing his clipboard was still on
in the corner, she leaned over it, very aware of her naked state
and hoping it worked to her advantage. “Like this?”

Her eyes quickly devoured the report on the
clipboard. It was a shipment order to the Y quadrant. Cole quickly
reached over and hit a button to shut it off.

“Oh,” she forced a pout. “Was that top secret
stuff?”

He didn’t answer, as he looked intently at
her.

“Ooo, what’s going to happen to me now that I
saw it?” she batted her lashes. “Are you going to have me
arrested?”

Cole grabbed her arm, pulling her forward. He
was a little taller than she was and she was forced to lean her
head back. “I think I’m going to have to interrogate you first,
before turning you over to security.”

“I’m terrified,” she whimpered, not looking
fearful at all.

“And I think we’ll have to do a,” his mouth
came close to hers and he reached around to grab her ass, dragging
her roughly forward into his cock. “Full. Body. Search.”

Xena giggled, wrapping her arms around his
neck. His strong chest pressed into her and she shivered. Cole
lifted her up, cradling her next to his chest as he carried her to
a bedroom and set her down on a translucent glass floor. Under the
panes strange creatures swam, their long slender bodies covered in
fur.

“The hairy eel,” he said, noticing her
attention to the floor. “They give off heat and help to keep the
building warm. They’re in all the walls.”

His bedroom was a lavish affair of purple and
silver embroidered silks. The room was cozy, seductive, and not at
all what she imagined a businessman liking. A low, square bed was
in the center of the room. Purple silk hung from a ring on the
ceiling, sweeping down to each corner of the bed. Low, one drawer
dressers lined along one wall beneath the long windows that curved
around the outside wall just like in his living room. Crystal vases
of delicate white snowflowers were spread evenly over the
dressers.

Xena smiled. One of the hairy eels was
swirling under her foot. “They’re kind of cute.”

“They’re also playful.” Cole laughed. Then,
sliding a hand over her hip, he pulled her closer. “As am I.” He
looked down, over her body and groaned. “Blessed stars, you’re a
beautiful woman.”

Xena shivered at the serious tone in his
voice. He groaned, holding her close as he kissed her neck. The
hard line of his body pressed into her, so warm and firm.

“I wish you didn’t have to leave,” he
whispered absently, before licking at her neck. She wondered if he
realized he’d said it.

Suddenly, this mission felt a little too
personal. There was something in his voice, in the slow, passionate
way he kissed her. This wasn’t how a man treated a whore. Well,
maybe calling the Galaxy Playmates whores was a little harsh. But,
still, this wasn’t the way a man acted who paid for the woman in
his arms. It was like when he went down on her, giving her pleasure
first, making sure she was satisfied before seeing to his own
needs. Xena had dated men who weren’t as considerate.

Moaning, he drew his lips over her jaw before
capturing her mouth in a deep, long kiss. The growing mass of his
erection pressed into her stomach, a thick testament to his desire
for her. Pulling away, he looked deep into her eyes. “I wish you
could stay here forever.”


Chapter Five

 


Xena couldn’t move. What did he just say?
Forever?

“Xena?” he whispered, his lids falling over
his eyes, shading his suddenly guarded expression.

“Topaz,” she said.

“What?”

“You’re getting too personal. You should call
me Topaz.” She pushed at his chest. He looked at her in question
before letting go of her. “We shouldn’t mistake this for anything
more than it is. You paid me to be here and I’m here to work.”

Why had she let this go so far? Why did she
have to let him touch her? Was one brief night of passion worth
throwing away her mission? This man was a suspect! She was supposed
to be doing a job, not falling for an incredibly sexy, talented,
potentially criminal businessman. Love was too strong of a word to
use, and one she’d never use lightly, but the potential was there.
When she looked at him, she saw two paths. Down the first, she’d do
her job, catch a criminal and stop the Siren Mining Colony for
illegal core trading. Down the second, she saw Cole. She wasn’t
sure where that road led, but on a very primal level she liked him.
And it just wasn’t the potent attraction between them. She was
trained to examine people, to judge in a short amount of time, and
when she looked at Cole she saw a lonely man who worked too many
hours and had too few pleasures in life.

Or was the sex clouding her judgment? Is that
what she wanted to see?

He stared at her for a long time, taking deep
breaths. Finally, he said, “Is that how you really feel? You
honestly are going to tell me that you feel nothing for me? No…
Nothing?”

“You’re, ah,” she stopped. What could she
say? This mission had gotten messy, too messy. She wasn’t here to
coddle him and his feelings. But, looking at him, she couldn’t be
as cruel as she should be. “You’re a nice man.”

“Nice,” he snorted, shaking his head, only to
repeat, “Nice.” Cole crossed over to the bed and lay down on his
back. Threading his hands behind his head, he frowned. “Fine, have
it your way.”

What exactly did that mean? Xena tensed.
There was a slight shifting in his tone. It was darker, harder.

“Computer, dim overhead lights, turn on floor
lights.” Cole watched her expectantly. “Computer, music, setting
five.”

A hard beat erupted over the room. The
overhead lights became low as a soft light illuminated from the
floor. Shadows danced along the ceiling wherever the eels swam,
like an erratic stage light.

“You’re just here to work,” Cole said, “so
dance for me.”

She was still naked from before but until
that moment she didn’t feel exposed. The bed was darker and she
could only see shadows of his body and not his face. There was no
telling where he was looking, or what he was thinking. Xena read
faces and his was hidden from her.

“Dance, Topaz,” he ordered, louder.

Was she being punished? Did her rejection
anger him to the point that he was going to act like a spoiled
child?

Lifting her chin, she let her dancer upload
training kick in. She’d never done the dance before, but her brain
knew the rhythm and if she just let go of her body, it would do
what it must. Usually, she would get her uploads from the agency,
but this little number was something Lord Maximus had slipped her
during their first meeting. A helper, he had called it. He gave it
to his collection of female gemstones to form a solid talent base
for their individual routines.

Spreading her legs, she whipped her hair
around in a flurry of movement. It didn’t take long before her
heart was beating a wild rhythm in her head. She danced around the
bed, stopping to grab the purple silk that hung from the ceiling.
Pulling the end up, it was still connected above her, as she used
it as a prop. The extra length was long enough to slip between her
legs and run caressingly over her body. Its soft caress felt really
good and she stayed with it longer than she should have.

“Dance on the bed,” he ordered. “Dance over
me.”

Xena dropped the silk and stepped onto the
bed. He didn’t move his legs and she was forced to dance over him.
She could hear his harsh breathing, could see the stiff outline of
his cock protruding under his silky pants. Knowing he was aroused
by her was stimulating and she purposefully brushed her arms past
her nipples as she moved.

“Do it,” he ordered, as if sensing her
mounting desires. “Touch yourself for me, Topaz.”

Xena closed her eyes before lightly running
her hand over her body, her palms flat.

“Pinch your nipples. Make them hard.”

She did, rolling them between her fingers.
Oh, but it felt really good. The little buds ached and the more she
touched them, the more they wanted to be touched.

“Turn around and bend over.”

He’d given her that command before and she’d
danced her way out of it. Her stomach knotted in a combination of
excitement and self-consciousness. Slowly, she obeyed, turning
around.

“Bend over and touch your feet.”

Xena obeyed.

“Spread your legs wider.”

Again she obeyed. It was too hard to move in
her new position to keep dancing, so she stopped.

“No, I said dance.”

Xena bobbed her hips up and down, bending her
knees so she could move more easily.

“Oh, that’s good, just like that.” His voice
dropped into a husky murmur of passion. “Get on your knees.”

Xena started to turn.

“No, face away.”

She placed her hand on the bed and got onto
her hands and knees, her ass toward him.

“Spread your legs wider. Let me see your
sweet pussy.”

She swallowed, completely aroused by the
commands as she obeyed.

“Now, let me see you touch yourself,” he
ordered.

She began to turn, ready to protest.

“Ah-ah-ahhh,” he scolded. “You’re working
remember. You know the rules. What the client wants, the client
gets. Now touch yourself.”

Was that true? When they discussed the
mission, they’d mentioned Galaxy Playmates not having sex unless
they wanted to, but they said nothing about the particulars of
where dancing could lead. Was it just assumed she’d know?

Her hand trembling, she touched herself.
She’d never failed a mission yet. Xena let out a small gasp of
pleasure as her fingers glided over her swollen clit.

“Oh, yeah,” Cole panted softly.

Xena pushed up, eager to free her hand and
touch her nipples to continue the pleasure.

“No, get down so I can watch.”

She gasped in disappointment, but obeyed.

“Tell me how good it feels. Let me hear you
moan.”

Xena sighed softly, wigging her hips against
her hand. “It feels good. So good.”

“As good as my hand did?” he demanded, though
his tone was hardly cruel.

“Ah,” she gasped, feeling the beginning
tremors of an orgasm. The bed shifted, but she didn’t dare stop her
hand as she closed her eyes in mindless pleasure.

“As good as my hard cock would feel, slamming
into you, filling you up as I fucked you just like this?”

“Mmm,” she moaned.

A hand slid over the side of her hip and she
gasped. She was powerless to stop him and not a single part of her
wanted to. When she didn’t protest, his touch grew bolder. He drew
his hand down around her backside, only to thrust his fingers hard
into her pussy from behind. The world faded away until they were
the only two left in it.

“Oh, yeah, you like this don’t you. Your body
is wet for me, isn’t it?” Cole’s warm breath caressed her back and
he sprinkled light kisses over her ass.

“Yes,” she answered, instantly rocking back
on his fingers. Need built inside her, fierce in its intense
hunger. Every inch of her stung and she was past the point of
reasoning. “Yes.”

“You taste so good.” Cole licked her hip,
arching his fingers deep inside her. His thumb circled around her
clit, gliding easily in her body’s cream. When the first tremors
began to rack through her, he pulled back, keeping her from falling
completely over the edge. Strong hands glided up over her flesh,
moving over her hips and sides until they wrapped around her large
breasts. His body molded along hers and she felt the hard length of
his cock pressing along her butt.

Cole massaged her breasts, pinching the
nipples between two fingers. With his weight against her back, she
couldn’t lift her hands. It was almost too much. She wanted him
inside her, wanted to feel his body’s claiming touch. Her body was
so wet, so ready. Xena pushed back, rocking her ass against him as
enticement.

“Cole,” she begged.

“Tell me you want my cock,” he said, a
dominate rush to his tone. “Beg me to fuck you.”

“Fuck me,” she repeated without hesitation.
She felt connected to him like she’d never felt connected to anyone
before. “I want your cock. Fuck me, please.”

His hand left her and she groaned in protest,
only to change her tone to an instant cry of passion as she felt
his thick heat probing her from behind. The wide tip of his cock
stretched her and she stiffened at the intimate contact. Her toes
curled, waiting for him to delve deep and hard, ripping her open to
his great size. Instead, he pulled back only to ease his way back
inside her slick passage.

“Ah, I knew you’d be tight, but this….” His
word trailed off and he pushed gradually forward only to draw back
and do it again. “Oh, blessed stars.”

He took it slow, easing himself inside her as
he stretched her to fit. She whimpered at the pleasure-pain of his
touch, but no part of her wanted him to stop. Sex with Cole felt so
right and she didn’t want him to ever stop. He reached around to
rub the hard bud within her folds.

“Ah, yes,” he coaxed, “that’s right, just
like this, so good.”

He didn’t stop as he pried her body
completely open, forcing her to take every hard inch of him. When
finally she felt his hips meet flush against her ass, she gasped in
amazement. She was so full, squeezing him so tight.

“I love your skin, it’s like sweet Lithorian
chocolate, and it’s so soft.” Cole rocked his hips back only to
slide forward inside her. He set a slow, perfect rhythm as he took
her with delicate care. Xena pushed up on her arms, wanting to be
closer, wanting to feel his muscular chest against her back. Cole
pushed her back down to kneeling before him. His hands dug into her
hips, using the hold to move her body where and how he wanted. “I
love watching my cock move in and out of you, all wet and slick
with your cream. And I love your beautiful ass. Just seeing it
makes me hard. It’s the kind of ass a man can sink his teeth
into.”

“Cole,” she whispered, again trying to get
closer to him. His claim felt wonderful but she wanted to see him,
touch him.

Unexpectedly, he stopped moving and pulled
out. “Turn over.”

Xena turned and lay on her back. Instantly,
he was above her, pulling her legs so he could again enter her. She
liked this position much better as she could see his face. His eyes
were closed as his strong body strained with each deep thrust.
Crying out in passion, she ran her hands over her breasts, rubbing
the achy, stiff peaks. He reached around her to firmly cup her ass,
massaging and squeezing the cheeks.

His thrusts became harder and faster. Cole
closed his eyes, moaning. Xena’s body tensed and she came hard,
trembling violently with an explosive orgasm. As the tremors
subsided, Cole grunted, finding his release.


Chapter Six



Xena couldn’t move as she lay in Cole’s arms.
Her whole body was blessedly numb and she couldn’t keep from
smiling. Closing her eyes, she enjoyed the moment, not thinking,
not plotting, just reveling in the pleasure of his arms.

“Who are you, really?” Cole asked, brushing
back her hair.

Xena stiffened. She was so gone in the
pleasure that she actually had to stop and think.

“What are you doing here, Xena?” He insisted,
pushing up on his arm.

“I’m, ah, dancing.” She couldn’t look at him
so pretended to be sleepy. It wasn’t hard to pretend. After so much
dancing and sex she was a little tired.

“Do you think I’m a fool?” Cole pulled away.
Xena frowned, sitting up. “Do you?”

“No.” The word was soft. “I don’t think
you’re foolish at all.”

“Then tell me what you’re doing here. I know
you didn’t come here to work, at least not in the capacity you
would have me believe. It’s clear you aren’t a professional
dancer.”

“What? You didn’t like the way I danced?” She
wasn’t sure whether to be hurt or relieved by the declaration.
“What’s wrong with the way I dance?”

“You don’t move like a professional. You
hesitate, you think about your actions. And,” he gave the smallest
of smiles, “all of Lord Maximus’ dancers know they don’t have to
masturbate on command.”

They didn’t? Xena suppressed a groan.

“So, who are you? What do you want? Are you a
corporate spy?” Cole took a deep breath, looking earnest. “Because
someone will find out that you were here. Your face signature is
taken when you enter the building. And when Lord Maximus doesn’t
claim you as one of his gemstones, you’ll be caught.”

“I’m not worried about that. Maximus will
claim me.”

“That’s not an answer, Xena, Topaz, whoever
you are.”

“Xena,” she answered.

He stood, frowning as he began pacing the
floor. She watched his naked body, not moving to stand. “You don’t
trust me, do you? I suppose it’s foolish to expect there to be more
between us after one afternoon. Not everyone is psychic.”

“Psychic?” Xena asked. His profile said
nothing about being psychic. “You have gifts?”

“Some, inherited from my mother. It’s how I
got to be Vice President, though the company would prefer keeping
that fact a secret for fear I’d get better offers. I’m content
enough working of Siren and they give me whatever I want, so long
as I put my hand to the ground and tell them were to dig for their
precious ore.”

“You like working here?” she asked, watching
him closely.

“Sure, there’s always something to do and it
keeps me busy. It’s better than being in some circus ship, reading
palms and dressing like a Medieval Earth wizard. The company makes
enough money in Federation Army sales in one year to keep the
colony running for ten.”

“Do you have the sales projections? Can you
prove that’s where the income comes from?”

“Of course, why?”

“And you have no reason to sell out your
company, do you?” She studied him, sensing with very instinct that
he was telling her the truth.

“Sell out? What are you talking about? Did
corporate send you to test me?”

“I’m HIA,” Xena said. “We received
transmission meant for the Medical Mafia. They had your signature
on them.”

“Mafia? My signature?” Cole frowned in
obvious disbelief.

Xena nodded. “It was confirming an order for
ore.”

“How do I know you’re telling the truth?” he
asked.

“You can’t psychically?”

“It doesn’t work like that. I can only get a
sense of things.” Cole grabbed his pants off the floor and slid
them over his legs. Seeing her naked, he moved to one of the low
drawers. He pulled out a red robe, but didn’t hand it to her right
away. “That’s why you kept trying to look at my clipboard.”

Xena grimaced, but nodded in agreement.

“Okay, say I believe you.”

“Okay.”

“Then you have to believe me.” He handed her
the robe. “I’m not involved with the mafia.”

“I do believe you.” She threaded the robe
over her arms and cinched the belt. “I’m trained to tell when
people are lying to me. I watched your face and body just now.
There are well over a thousand identifiable ticks when someone
lies, so even the best liars can be detected. And, not to mention
the small, telling signs that give away all kinds of information
about a person. Think of me as a humanoid lie detector. Give me
three hours alone with someone and I can pretty much sum up their
entire character--clinically speaking of course. Now, why don’t you
tell me what it is you’re trying so hard to decide if you should do
or not?”

“We’ve been onto an ore supply leak for some
time.” Cole gave a small laugh. “This isn’t exactly the kind of
after sex talk I had in mind.”

“You’re the one who got all serious.” She
couldn’t help but return his small smile. “It’s getting late, and I
guess we have to discuss it.”

“What will you do?” He crawled back onto the
bed, next to her. He propped himself up on his elbow and toyed with
her hair.

“Report my findings to my superiors. If you
can produce the finance records that would help. They’ll be
strictly confidential and after I see them I’ll sign off on them.”
She sighed. “I really should go report in. I’ll tell them you were
cooperative and offered to help anyway you could.”

“I have another idea,” Cole said, his gaze
falling away from hers as he refused to look at her.

“What’s that?” Her heart leapt in her chest.
She was in no hurry to leave him.

“I propose you contract your officials and
tell them I’m willing to cooperate. But, instead of leaving, you
can stay here, undercover, as my girlfriend until we find who is
doing this.”

“That could take months,” she answered.

“I hope longer.” He grinned. “I won’t lie to
you. I do get lonely here and the idea of having someone to share
my life and the task of uncovering the culprit does have a lot of
appeal. And I like you, Xena. I think you’re sexy. You seem smart
and kind. I’m not asking for forever.”

The word ‘yet’ popped in her head as he said
it. She swallowed nervously.

“If you’re unhappy, I won’t stop you from
leaving.” He finally looked at her. “What do you think?”

“I think,” she paused. “I think I’m going to
need to borrow your communicator to call my bosses and inform them
of the new plan.”

There was just something about Cole. He
wasn’t offering her love or marriage, but she was glad. It was too
soon to think of that, but she couldn’t help but think that the
possibilities were definitely there for more between them.

Cole pulled her into her arms. “So you’ll
stay?”

Xena nodded. “Yes. I think I will.”

Moaning softly, he landed down to kiss her
before stopping and pulling back. “Do you need to tell your
bodyguard that you’re staying? Won’t he be uncomfortable down in
the transport?”

Xena thought of Vulcan and his endless
come-on lines and how he inappropriately kept touching her ass.
Pulling Cole down to her lips, she shook her head, “Ah, let’s have
him wait a few more hours before we tell him.”

 


The End




Galaxy Playmates Series

Sapphire

Quartz

Diamond

Xena


About the Author, Michelle M. Pillow

 


Michelle M.
Pillow, Author of All Things Romance™, is a
multi-published, award winning author writing in many romance
fiction genres including futuristic, paranormal, historical,
contemporary, fantasy and dark paranormal. Ever since she can
remember, she has had a strange fascination with anything
supernatural—ghosts, magical powers, and oh… vampires. What could
be more alluring than being immortal, all-powerful, and eternally
beautiful? After discovering historical romance novels, it was only
natural that the supernatural and love/romance elements should
someday meet in her wonderland of a brain. She’s glad they did for
their children have been pouring onto the computer screen ever
since.

She has been on the Amazon bestseller list
multiple times, nominated for the Romantic Times Lifetime
Achievement Award 2011, the winner of the 2006 RT Reviewers’ Choice
Award, nominated for the 2007 RT Award, a Brava Novella Contest
Finalist and a PAN member of RWA.

Michelle is a journalist for Paranormal
Underground Magazine. She has a BGS in History/Business with an
English Minor, and a Photography degree. In 2009 she and fellow
author Mandy M. Roth started their own highly successful
self-publishing endeavor named The Raven Books.

Michelle has titles published with The Raven
Books, Pocket Books, Random House, Virgin Books, Adam’s Media,
Samhain Publishing, Running Press, and more.

She loves to hear from readers. They can
contact her through her website www.michellepillow.com.

Join her email newsletter at www.michellepillow.com/newsletter/?p=subscribe

 


For a complete, up-to-date booklist, visit
www.MichellePillow.com




The Raven Books’ Complimentary
Material

The following material is free of charge. It
will never affect the price of your book.

 


Denial of Service (Cyber
Sex II) by Reagan Hawk

Futuristic Erotic Romance

Admiral Jonas Myers was only looking for a
brief break from Star Union Command. He never expected to find a
pleasure droid that made his pulse race. He also never expected to
fall in love with her.

Nora has two options—marry an abusive used
parts dealer of her controlling brothers’ choosing, or flee,
risking punishment by death. Wanting one night of freedom even at
the cost of her life, she decides to make a run for it. Little did
she know she’d be rushing into the arms of an admiral—the one man
capable of saving her life, at the risk of losing her heart..

WARNING: This book contains hot, sex with
machines, or so the hero thinks, strong language and lots of other
stuff the author refuses to apologize for.

 


For a complete, up-to-date booklist, visit
www.ReaganHawk.com


Let the Wild Out by
Madelyn Porter

Paranormal Shapeshifter Erotic Ménage
Romance

 


Rachel Dunne thinks she's safe from the
politics of her people by keeping a low profile in America. When
she comes face to face with one of the clan chiefs in search of a
mate, she’s stunned yet incredibly turned on. There is a catch—one
queen to two opposing clan chiefs. It’s hard enough fighting
off the advances of one sizzling hot piece
of alpha man-flesh, can she possibly resist two?

 


Let the Wild Out Excerpt

Everyone should have at least two
lovers.

That’s what Rachel Dunne’s crazy aunt used to
tell her anyway. Her mother would have rolled over in her grave if
she’d known her father’s sister had been given custody. After her
parents died, Aunt Elvie was the only family member who could take
her in. Rachel spent her teenage years under the care of a free
lovin’, spirit séance havin’, illegal herb growin’, occasionally
under arrest, Auntie Elvie. Luckily the sheriff was one of Elvie’s
pot customer slash on-and-off-again lovers, and Elvie never stayed
behind bars for too long.

It wasn’t an ideal childhood. But what Elvie
lacked in modern morals and conventions she more than made up with
love and patience. As for an Uncle Elvie, there wasn’t one—there
were several. Elvie rotated her lovers like most people changed
toothbrushes, and she always kept at least two of them around at a
time. Though, for their kind, such things were not unusual.

Oh, Aunt Elvie also happened to be a bird
shifter. Rachel always thought it accounted for her flighty
behavior and great appetite for life. Though, how a bird shifter
could get arrested in the middle of a forest was beyond her. Rachel
suspected her aunt liked being put in cuffs.

For some reason, Aunt Elvie and her childhood
had been on her mind a lot lately.

“What kind are you?”

Rachel pretended not to hear the man who
spoke, keeping her attention on the ebook reader she held. She had
seen him following her as she left the bookstore where guest
authors, Mandy M. Roth and Michelle M. Pillow, had joint book
readings. She’d felt his presence as she walked the streets and
smelled him as he came into the coffee shop. She didn’t need to
look at him to know he had dark hair and a rock-solid body. That
much she’d seen from the reflection in the bookstore window. But
experience taught her to stay away from other shifters. They had a
wildness about them, an animalistic quality and a freedom Rachel
fought hard to control in herself.

“What kind are you?” The unmistakable brogue
of his Gaelic accent seemed out of place in the small Colorado
town. That might account for his forward behavior. The shifters
she’d met from overseas tended to have less puritanical ways. In
America, unless on a preserve, shifters tended to mind their own
business.

Rachel glanced at the hand he pressed flat
against the table. There was no point in denying his claim. She
could smell the shifter on him, as he could on her. However, his
fragrance was potent and raw. He’d changed recently and, if the
prickling sense of danger curling through her was any indication,
he was dangerous. No wild bird here. Without looking up, she said,
“I heard you the first two times, but my parents told me to never
talk to strangers. Just keep it moving, buddy. I’m not in the life
and I’m not looking for friends.”

The man turned his hand over so she could see
his palm. An ancient, circular design had been burned into the
flesh with a branding iron. It looked old, probably given to him in
childhood in an ancient ritual. She stiffened, not needing further
introduction. Rachel didn’t move for a long moment. She knew that
mark. Everyone with shifter blood knew that mark. She’d never
expected to see it in her lifetime, had hoped not. As far as she’d
known, the marked ones were all living overseas, and she preferred
it that way. Slowly lifting the back of her hand to her head in a
subtle gesture of respect Aunt Elvie had taught her, she said, “My
chief.”

“For someone not in the life, you know who I
am.” He pulled his fingers into a fist. “Now I asked you a
question. What kind are you?”

“Trout,” Rachel lied, finally looking up at
him. “My kind is a trout. I’m diluted blood.”

She wasn’t sure it was wise to lie to her
clan chief, but if he was asking about her kind, then being a tame
creature of the river wasn’t useful to anyone. It had been a long
time since she shifted, so her smell wouldn’t be potent at all. The
lie would be believable. Hopefully he’d leave her alone now. Rachel
fought the nervousness in her stomach. If he caught her lying to
him she wasn’t sure what he’d do. The stories from the old country
were brutal, practically medieval.

He slid into the chair across from her.
“Trout?”

“Yes, my chief. A fish. When I change I swim
in streams and try not to get hooked by fishermen while avoiding
other spawning creatures. You can see why I’m not interested in the
life.” Rachel made a move to stand, refusing to look into his eyes
in case he sensed her fear. “If you would excuse me, I have to get
to—”

“Wait.” He reached for her hand. The warmth
of his touch took her by surprise.

“Yes?” Was it just her imagination, or could
she feel the scar on his palm? Her attention focused on it, on him.
Awareness shot through her.

“Who are your family? Which clan?”

“My family is gone. My aunt, Elvie Dunne,
raised me. She passed two years back. My father, her brother,
belonged to yours, the Duncanis clan. I don’t talk to any others.
Any other questions you have are better directed at someone else. I
hear there are shifters living in Colorado Springs. Perhaps you
should try there.” Rachel withdrew her hand and he let her go.
“Excuse me, Chief, but I can’t lose my job.”

“No reason to be so formal. Call me
Douglas.”

She nodded, not saying his name or meeting
his eyes. Grabbing her ebook reader, she held it a little too
tightly.

As she walked away, she detected his whisper,
“I’ll be seeing you, little trout.”

Rachel really hoped not.

 


You can visit Madelyn Porter online at
www.madelynporter.com

 


 


 


To find out more about these books or to read
other books from The Raven Books visit www.TheRavenBooks.com
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