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Dear Reader,
These stories were written many years ago, and while they remain personal favorites, admittedly, they are not up to the same standards as my present-day writing. However, I still believe they are wonderful short tales of adventure, lust, and romance, and I want to share them with you.
I hope you enjoy
Best,
Sasha
Read Something White Hot – About the Author.
Max Cooper was hearing voices. The fact they woke him from a deep sleep—the only half-decent sleep he’d had in almost a year—didn’t matter. What mattered was that he heard them. Because eleven months ago, his eardrums had been shattered in a diving accident, and he hadn’t heard a thing since.
Despite the deep sleep and a bit of disorientation when he sat up in bed, he was instantly aware of two things.
One, he was naked.
Two, he had no idea where he was.
Adrenaline pumped through his system as he scanned his surroundings. The room was like something out of an old Star Trek episode - all smooth shiny metal surfaces and curved walls ... and no visible exit.
He cocked his head to the side. The voices were gone.
They’d been loud enough to wake him, yet he didn’t see anyone or hear anything any more. Sucking in a deep breath, Max purposely calmed his heart rate and quickly took stock of his surroundings.
Aside from the bed he was in there were empty countertops along one wall and a sleek lounger next to a window, out of which he could see only inky blackness.
Where the hell was he? There was no denying that wherever he was, it was a far cry from his spartan bachelor pad.
The last thing he remembered was sitting in The Ghost Zone sucking on some scotch and trying not to think too much when a super-sexy brunette had slid into the booth with him. Her full lips had moved as she’d said something, but he’d just stared at those lips until she stopped talking. She hadn’t spoken again, but she hadn’t left him alone either.
She’d sat next to him, watching as he drank for a time then reached under the table, run a hand all the way up his thigh to his dick; which jumped eagerly and rapidly filled his jeans to the point of pain as she tested his size. And when she’d tilted her head and slid from the booth with an openly seductive look, he’d followed without hesitation.
Filled with lust, and mellowed by scotch, he’d followed her into the alley behind the bar, where she’d pinned him to the wall with surprising strength and kissed him. Hot blood surged as he cupped the rounded cheeks of her ass and fell into the taste of her.
What a fucking idiot he was.
Her tight little body pressed full length against his and her tongue in his mouth were the last thing he remembered. Swiping his tongue across his lips, he swore he could still taste her flavor, so dark and erotic that his cock twitched just thinking about it.
Give your head a shake, man! Now is not the time to think about a little lost pussy.
Swinging his legs over the edge of the bed he started searching the room for a weapon, and maybe some clothes. He was three steps from the bed when the wall on the opposite side of the room slid open, revealing a doorway.
Max stilled, poised and ready for whatever was coming.
A shirtless man strolled in. “Hey Max, I was wondering when you’d wake up,” he said before taking a big bite of the apple in his hand.
The shock of hearing the actual words made Max’s heart stutter. His throat tightened and he tasted tears when he swallowed convulsively. He’d heard the words, clear as a bell, and—the surfer dude had called him by name!
Reining in his emotions, he faced the newcomer head on. He hadn’t lost his ability to speak in the accident, but when he’d gone deaf he’d sunk into a depression, not even trying to talk. When communication was necessary he’d write things down so he didn’t feel like an idiot when he couldn’t hear himself so when he opened his mouth, his voice came out a hoarse croak. “Where am I, and who the hell are you?”
The guy’s eyebrows had shot up, and he swallowed quickly. “I’m Jason. You don’t know where you are? Didn’t you go through the tests like the rest of us?”
Max narrowed his gaze. The guy didn’t give off the threat vibe, but a tingle of unease went through him at the mention of any sort of testing. He hated tests…he never did well on tests.
“What testing?”
“The stamina and sensitivity tests?” When Max didn’t answer, Jason’s eyebrows rose and he grinned. “The girls? You didn’t meet the girls yet?”
Max stared him down.
“The aliens? You haven’t met any of the aliens yet?”
Aliens? Shaking his head, Max started to brush past the loser.
“No, wait!” Jason reached for Max’s arm.
Max didn’t hesitate. Sidestepping, he grabbed Jason’s outstretched limb and moved swiftly behind him. In the blink of an eye, he had one of Jason’s arm twisted up between his shoulder blades, while he pinched off the guy’s air with the other. “I want straight answers and I want them now! Do you understand?”
“If you want straight answers, please ask me.”
The dulcet tones of a female voice filled Max’s ears. He spun, keeping Jason between him and the woman who was suddenly behind him.
She was gorgeous. It was his first thought when he’d seen her in The Ghost Zone, and it was his first thought once again. Only now, she didn’t appear as small and delicate as he remembered. Actually, with her compact body dressed in scraps of leather and metal held together by belts containing full weapon sheaths - and an air of quiet confidence that said she knew how to use them - she looked pretty lethal.
Her brown hair looked darker, her green eyes brighter, and her fair skin almost glowed silver. She was less human than he remembered, and yet, even more beautiful.
Ignoring the lust stirring in his groin, Max smirked at her. “Well, hello again, stranger.”
“Hello, Max. My name is Tyla, although most around here refer to me as Captain Natori.” Her lips tilted slightly, her voice soft and pleasant, contradicting the readiness of her stance. “Please let Jason go. No harm will come to you while you’re in my care.”
“In your care?” He stiffened. “Exactly who are you, and why should I believe anything you say?”
“You haven’t been hurt yet. In fact, you’ve been healed, haven’t you?” A moment of silence passed as she studied him before warning softly, “I only ask once, Max.”
No way in hell was he going to release his prisoner. Jason was his shield until he got some answers.
In the best of circumstances, he wasn’t the most trusting guy. Being kidnapped hadn’t made him more inclined to trust. It didn’t matter that they hadn’t hurt him. The fact he wasn’t deaf anymore only meant they had done something to him without his knowledge or permission, and that was all that mattered right now.
A grimace marred Tyla’s pretty face before she spoke firmly. “Ghost, please transfer Jason to the Leisure Room.”
Without a whisper of sound, Max’s hostage vanished, and he gripped empty air. His heart stalled, and then took off racing like a thoroughbred in the Kentucky Derby. Sweat popped out on his brow, and he fought to stay calm. The guy had just disappeared into thin air!
“You’re on my ship, Max. Ghost is a Hunter Class Space Explorer and we’re on a course to my home planet of Triton. Don’t worry, though, you’re not alone. Besides you and Jason, seven other human males and four Durians are aboard. You, however, are the only one who has not gone through testing, as you are not to go on the open market. You are to be mine…” a smile spread on her lips, “and I prefer to do my own testing.”
Max struggled to hear her over the thunderous pounding in his ears. Home planet? Testing? HERS!
As she talked, Tyla walked to a panel on the wall and waved her hand in front of it. Circles lit up on the panel, she pressed one, and with a near silent hiss the wall shifted to expose a rack of clothing. She selected a pair of pants similar to those Jason had worn and held them out to Max.
Unsure, but unwilling to appear anything but confident, Max took her offering. A spaceship named Ghost? Humans, Durians, and home planets? His pulse was regulating, but his head was starting to hurt.
Keeping his gaze on her, he stepped into the pants and pulled them up. Similar to sweatpants they were dark green in color with a drawstring waist that reminded him of the martial arts Gei he wore when he trained. Which was good. He’d be able to move in them, fight in them when the time came.
“I’m yours?” he asked, his mind racing to make sense of the things he was hearing, the things he was seeing.
“Yes, mine.”
His brainless cock stirred at the thought of being hers. Alien or not, the woman was hot.
“Let me get this straight. You’re an alien from another planet, and you came on to me in the bar last night in order to abduct me?” Air tight in his chest, he paused and waited for her nod of confirmation. “And you have a dozen other men of various…species also on board this spaceship of yours, and you’re taking us to your home planet where they’ll be put ‘on the market,’ but me—” he jabbed a thumb in his chest “—I’m to become yours?”
“Yes!” Tyla beamed, relaxing her stance.
He stared, unable to form any more words. This wasn’t a dream, and it wasn’t a joke. The shiny room, the inky blackness outside, the kid that had disappeared from right in front of him...it...they...the situation...it was all real. The super-sexy woman in front of him has sought him out, and... and, kidnapped him!
Something inside him snapped and all the anger that had built up in him since he’d lost his hearing rushed to the surface, and exploded outward. “Screw that!” he shouted as he strode toward her, stopping only when he loomed over her. “I’m nobody’s slave! I’m a man, a human being. You can’t own a human being. Slavery was abolished during the Civil War.”
“Yes, on Earth.”
He opened his mouth, but Tyla held up a silencing hand and continued calmly. “But not on all planets. As it is, Triton does not hold with slavery either. We do, however, have transplants. Males, like yourself, that we…invite to join us and live among us.”
“Oh? So this,” he waved a hand in an arc, indicating the room, “is an invitation? I can say ‘no’ and you’ll let me go home?”
Tyla’s cheeks glowed brighter and her eyes answered him.
“Yeah,” he snarled. “That’s what I thought.”
He turned his back on her and took two steps toward the doorway before he realized he had nowhere to go. He could leave the room, but he couldn’t get off the ship.
Adjusting his train of thought he turned to look at the woman just a few feet away. No denying she wasn’t human. She looked sort of human, except for the glowing skin and piercing gaze that seemed to see right though him. She stood about five feet tall with a small, tight, hard body. The body of an athlete barely covered by the skimpiest armor he’d ever seen. She had two eyes, two arms, two legs, two breasts... Two very nice, small but firm and perky breasts…
Max gave himself a mental head slap. Pay attention! She’s an alien! She’s glowing! She kidnapped you, damnit!
This was no dream; his imagination just wasn’t that good. So, what was the point in going anywhere when he had the captain right there to answer any and all of his questions?
Scrubbing hands over his face, he spun toward her. It was time to get serious. Knowledge was the key to survival, in all situations, which meant he needed information.
“Tell me about the ‘tests’.”
Tyla’s nipples hardened when Max’s gaze settled on her breasts. With a small smile, she hid the tension lingering in her bones. He’d taken everything quite well, considering he was in deep space with no way to get back to Earth on his own. It probably helped that the air was beginning to vibrate with repressed sexual need.
“There are three standard tests - personality, sexuality, and compatibility. These tests are our way of determining if a male can withstand the lifestyle that awaits him on Triton.”
His lips twisted. “You make it sound like I’m in for a hard life on your planet.”
“Not a difficult life, but a hard one to be sure.” Her sex tingled as she remembered just how hard he’d been earlier, and hopefully would be again...soon. “Triton has never been a planet with a large population of males, with females being born with a ratio of more than 5 to 1, so we accept males from other planets who pass the testing as transplants to augment our population."
"And these transplants are sold as slaves?"
"No, they are treasured!"
"You said they 'went to market'. That implies you sell them."
"They are auctioned at market, but transplants are not slaves like you had in your world."
"If they're auctioned and sold, how are they not slaves?"
Tyla bit back a sigh of frustration. Grabbing Max the way she had, taking him so far from earth before he understood what was happening had messed up everything. Normally everything would be explained to the transplant and if they agreed, testing would begin, but she’d wanted him too much, been in too much of a hurry, and if she didn’t take care now, she knew she would lose him.
Breathing deep she tried to calm her racing heart. She would explain, and he would agree. He had to.
“Newcomers are always hosted by the palace until they chose to either accept a bid that has been made on them, or register as an Independent. On Triton a transplant always has the final say in accepting or rejecting his a bid to be his sponsor.”
Max folded his arms across his broad chest and raised an eyebrow at her. “And if they reject all the bids, what happens to them then?”
“They can refuse all and remain in the palace always, or register as an independent.”
When he just stared at her she explained further. “Those that stay the palace serve the royal family in many ways, entertaining their guests sexually is only one of them. An independent is what you would call a gigolo. One who has clients that pay a fee so he can support himself instead of depending on a sponsor.”
Max stared at her, and heat began to unfurl in Tyla’s belly. They were talking, and he was asking questions. What they were doing was serious, yet all she could think about was how much she wanted to get on with the testing.
As if he read her mind he stepped closer, an answering heat in his eyes. “So you abduct men to come to your planet and be sex toys, and to ensure they can keep up with the demands, they’re tested first.”
She swallowed with difficulty. “Yes.”
“And since I’m going to be yours, you’re going to test me personally.”
It wasn’t a question, but she still nodded slowly. “Yes.”
The lack of a male population had made casual sex a way of life on her planet, and that had suited her fine. Tyla’d never wanted to be tied down, preferring the ability to come and go as she wanted with no responsibilities other than those of her crew. She’d never taken a transplant of her own before, which is one of the things that had led to her current situation with her mother.
Pushing that issue to the back of her mind, Tyla stared at Max Cooper. She’d been drawn to The Ghost Zone, because the bar’s name was so similar to that of her ship, but when she’d scanned the bars occupants upon entering, anticipation soon had her heart racing. He’d been alone in a corner booth and her body temperature spiked when her gaze landed on him. In that instant, she’d known he could be the solution to her problem.
However, before she’d been able to test him, Seera, her second in command, had commed her to report they were ready to depart, so she’d done something she’d never done before. She’d taken him. Now that she had him, if she wanted a chance at being able to keep him, she had to follow protocol.
Turning to the middle of the room, she gestured for him to do the same. “Ghost, testing will continue now. Begin recording.”
His eyebrows jumped at her command, but he moved to stand beside her.
“Ghost, show us what’s happening in Mating Room Three.”
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