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EARTHLY VIXEN

Transgender Girl Meets Alpha Alien

Clover Cox


To my readers, always
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Andre, an intergalactic warrior, fought wild beasts. He took down empires. The universe was his to conquer, yet he couldn’t get over his desire for this angelic woman from a big blue rock some called Earth, lost in a galaxy they called the Milky Way.

This woman who Andre couldn’t shake had the most gorgeous curves and skin the color of the delightful beverage she served. She called it coffee, but she was always fixing Andre something new. One time she added milk, and she had even served him different treats called tea and hot chocolate.

Andre had been to the shop where she worked, Earthly Brews, many times, and he was on his way there now for a drink. He’d just gotten back from taking down a warlord who was after his planet’s resources, but he and the other intergalactic warriors from his planet wouldn’t let anyone harvest their precious galifnite.

Galifnite was a material native to Andre’s home planet, Plotunes, and it was a rock that could be broken down to power spaceships across the universe. Plotunese people had been selling the material on the intergalactic market for hundreds of years, but criminal operations targeting the planet grew as the material became scarcer and the prices climbed.

Andre and his fellow warriors traveled the universe to figure out who was planning an attack to stop them before they could even begin. Now Andre was following a fierce alien named K’hara from a planet called Nova.

K’hara was a fierce warrior, as were most from his planet, but K’hara was one of the fiercest. The Novans were known for their ruthless tactics to get whatever they needed to prolong their survival. Nova wasn’t a planet of abundant resources, but the Novans weren’t afraid to dominate, torture, and steal.

Andre feared K’hara and his gang were planning to attack his home planet Plotunes to get their hands on one of the universe’s most precious natural materials. Andre would take down K’hara, but he was a bit distracted by this earthly goddess who sold him coffee, which is how Andre found himself back on Celestia Prime where the woman worked, anxious to see her yet again.

K’hara was still on a neighboring intergalactic space station. Andre had people reporting K’hara’s every move to him. Andre had plans to take K’hara down, but not before he got this earthly goddess to join his quest.

Andre walked through the bustling area of Celestia Prime, a thriving space station at a crossroads of space highways just outside of the Milky Way Galaxy where different creatures from around the universe sold their planets’ best goods.

Cheryl, the girl Andre couldn’t stop thinking about, worked at a coffee and tea shop. They sold spices from Earth and other goods like chocolate. It was one of the more popular stores on the space station, and it was certainly Andre’s favorite. He’d overheard one of Cheryl’s coworker’s say her name and had been saying it to himself repeatedly since.

Funny fact, the alien’s name wasn’t Andre at all. He’d researched names from Earth and decided Andre was the one that suited him best. He didn’t know why he liked it, but he hoped Cheryl would because today was the day that he would finally confess how he felt.

He couldn’t go on pretending like he didn’t want this woman more than taking down K’hara. If someone put a gun to his head, he would choose having a date with this brown, curvy creature who had the sweetest smile Andre had ever seen.

It went against everything he believed in to get distracted by a crush, but Andre wasn’t one to ignore it when his gut told him to do something, and his intuition was telling him that it was now or never if he wanted to claim the girl.
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I escaped Earth.

Back home, it’s a dog-eat-dog world.

Someone told me that used to be an expression, back before the corporations took control. People back home aren’t really allowed to speak about much. They can’t voice their opinions. Everyone pretends to be happy living without freedom and luxuries, but they’re all miserable.

The only reason I am where I am is because someone who looked like me won a competition. A girl, back before I was a girl. I took her place. She got locked in an abandoned barn by me.

I wish things had happened differently, but sometimes a girl has to do what she’s gotta do. There was this girl named Sheena back where I used to live in upstate New York. Every year, there is a competition to send people from Earth to work on the space stations. It’s a shitty job, really, but it means more freedom than back home.

People up here in space don’t have to put on fake smiles. We can read old books. They even give us access to the unrestricted internet, which only rich people get back down on Earth. There’s a catch, though.

What goes up does not come down.

I’m never allowed to go back, but I don’t care. I don’t want to return. Nobody understood me on Earth. They went along like everything was okay, even though it clearly wasn’t.

I used to scream and cry about how wrong the system was, but nobody listened. Then they started to silence me, so I rebelled by dressing up as a girl, and then they locked me in a cage in a dark room, probably in a cellar, but I could never be sure.

They blindfolded me when they took me in and again when they finally released me. I eventually turned eighteen and moved to the city, where I met a lot of friends, but it was all the same. We could get drunk, but if we said anything bad about the corporations that enslaved us, we got points deducted from our accounts.

We were constantly being listened to and watched. There was nothing that happened in our lives that the corporations didn’t know. There were several ‘corporations’, but they’d all merged at one point and formed a megacorporation called Umbrella.

Umbrella was the everything store.

It was where people paid rent. Where they applied for jobs. It was how they bought cars or called their friends and family. Nobody could escape Umbrella, and there were just enough owners that nobody took responsibility for all the havoc Umbrella caused.

Coming to space meant escaping all the madness of Umbrella. We sold their products, but there were also products from countries that were still free from Umbrella’s wrath, which were fewer and fewer as the years passed.

I didn’t keep up with the politics since I was in space for life, but maybe things would be different on Earth if Umbrella had never gotten so powerful. I couldn’t be sure, but what I did know was that the people who’d sent me here had forgiven me for stealing Sheena’s identity.

They were actually so impressed at how well I could pass as a woman that they suggested I stay one. It was part of the deal. They would let it slide that I cheated if I continued being a girl, and it was the best deal I’d ever made. I loved being Cheryl. I loved everyone thinking I was just like any other girl.

They’d even given me a boob job and let me heal before sending me into space, so now I was a curvy black girl with big breasts and more freedom than I could ever have back home. It was everything I’d hoped for and more when I stole my friend’s identity.

Poor thing.

“You busy?” a familiar voice asks.

I can’t place it until I turn around and see the purple-red alien that has visited the café many times recently. There are a lot of creatures that come through, so I usually don’t remember a face, but his got etched into my mind the last time he came in and left a generous tip while brushing the back of my hand.

To say it made my girly member stir would be an understatement. I got rock hard at his touch. It’d been ages since a man had touched me, and then he had that look in his eyes, and he has it again.

“Uh, I guess not,” I say and toss the towel I’m holding to the side.

“Good. Can we talk?”

“About what?” I ask in a breath.

“Your name is Cheryl, isn’t it?”

“How do you know that?”

The alien swallows. He has pointy ears and long hair, but he’s still extremely handsome. His arms are ripped, and his jawline is square. He looks rather human, but his eyes are thinner and brighter, and of course, his purple-red skin is a major contrast to the brown and peach tones humans have.

“Please, come sit. Can your partner watch things here?”

I look at Yeoj, who just smiles and shakes his head, waving for me to go sit with the alien. Yeoj is one of the other humans who is stuck working at this café in outer space. He’s the sweetest, but we’re both lost souls who were never understood back home.

The alien waves for me to follow him over to the table where he’s sitting. He keeps glancing over his shoulder at me, and damn, that long curly hair looks so sexy. I just want to run my hands through it, but can I really do anything like that with an alien? Other humans did, but maybe I’m just destined to be alone the rest of my life, which might not be long since Celestial Prime isn’t the safest place.

There are no police. No laws. Only a loose agreement between intergalactic creatures to keep peace. The pact is followed, sometimes.

It’s too bad none of the humans on Celestial Prime are my type. Yeoj and I got close to fooling around one night, but we stopped at kissing, deciding it would be better to keep the peace. We didn’t want to ruin our relationship when we had to work together every day for what would probably be until we died.

I sit across from the purple-red alien. He still has half of the hot chocolate that I made him. He picks it up and puts it to his lips, taking a sip as he looks at me with eyes so sensual, I’m melting. I squeeze my legs together to quell my aching womanhood, but it’s no use.

Any attention given to my girly extension would send me over the edge, let alone attention from a handsome warrior with a battle scar across his cheek. His eyes are a bright green, and his irises bleed like rivers. I’m only noticing now, and my, they’re beautiful.

Everything about this man is handsome.

Maybe it’s just my hormones talking.

“So, what do you want?”

“I wanted to thank you for making me this delicious hot chocolate. For teaching me about all of the delicacies from Earth.”

“Is that all?”

The alien stares at me for a long moment, looking conflicted, but I can’t read his mind. I’m honestly just happy for the attention and for the break in my routine. Sometimes I feel like I’m going crazy, fixing the same drinks. Selling the same products. Unloading the same boxes. I’m only twenty-five and supposed to do this for the rest of my life.

“No.”

“What?” I ask.

“I don’t know how to say what I want.”

“Why don’t you start with your name?”

“Right,” he says with a laugh. “I’m Andre.”

I put out my hand for a shake. “You already know I’m Cheryl.”

“Yeah,” he says. His cheeks turn a shade darker, and I wonder if that’s how his kind blush. It’s cute. “Sorry, was that creepy?”

“Only a little, but there are far creepier things that happen on Celestial Prime.”

“Tell me about it,” he says with a laugh.

“So, Andre? Is that your real name? It sounds like a name from Earth.”

His cheeks turned even darker, almost black, and Andre looked like he was about to explode with embarrassment, but I only found the reaction adorable. Most people I meet have strange names that are impossible to pronounce, but they only laugh when I butcher the pronunciation, and Cheryl isn’t the easiest for some of them to say either.

Yet, this Andre fellow says it like he’s been saying it for years, and his English sounds rather flawless as well. There’s a slight accent, but otherwise, he could be from Earth, but that clearly wasn’t possible.

“I… uh, I discovered the name while I was studying your tongue.”

“My tongue?” I ask and touch my mouth.

“English.”

We laugh, and fuck, the eye contact has a blaze burning in my belly. It’s so sexy when he looks at me that way, and I just want him to put those thick lips against mine.

“You were learning English?”

“It’s the most popular language on Celestial Prime.”

“Yeah, but you could always use one of the translator devices. They’re free to borrow.”

Andre swallows and picks up the hot chocolate, throwing back the rest of it. He’s blacker than black now, but his face lightens when I reach out to touch his hand.

“It’s okay if you learned English. Did you do it for me?”

“I wanted to make sure I properly understood you when we talked. Sometimes those translators don’t work.”

“Fair enough, but how did you learn English so quickly?”

“I’ve learned many languages over the years. Of course, the neurochips help,” Andre says and pulls back his hair to reveal a piece of technology behind his ear. “If something is really important, I can upload the information to my chip, but there’s a limit.”

“Did you have to delete something to make room for English?”

“A language I no longer need, or at least I hope I won’t need it,” Andre says with a sly smile. “If I’m lucky, I won’t be deleting English.”

“Oh, yeah?”

Andre nods, and my body is on fire. I’m stiffer than steel in my lacy panties, and I just want to run back to my pod to relieve myself, but that would be rude. Plus, there’s always the chance Andre is looking for a girl without any extra between her legs.

“Why me?”

“Honestly, I don’t know, but my gut told me I should talk to you, so that’s what I’m doing.”

“Ah,” I say. “Your gut.”

Andre’s cheeks darken a bit. I love how he looks at me with that innocent gaze, like there’s a lot he wants to say but doesn’t know how to form the words. It’s nice knowing that I still got it, that a man might find me sexy, even though I have a bit of extra weight on my hips.

“Yeah, isn’t that how you say it? Intuition?”

“Yes, that’s correct. Where can I get one of these neurochips to learn a language overnight?”

“They’re abundant on my home planet. I could show you,” he says brightly.

“Inviting me on an adventure already?”

Andre grins and shakes his head. It’s so cute how embarrassed he looks, and I wish I could go with him, but leaving Celestial Prime wasn’t an option for someone like me. In a way, I was nothing more than a prisoner, destined to work at Earthly Brews for the rest of my life, never able to return to Earth.

“No, it’s not like that.”

“It’s okay, Andre. I like that you’re thinking like that,” I say and reach out to touch his hand.

His skin glows red when I brush it, and he lets out a breath, like my touch made him weak, and that makes my girly extension stir. I want to keep my hand there, but I pull it back to avoid any awkwardness. It’s been so long since I’ve been properly touched by a man, but I knew that was a risk when I stole Sheena’s identity to get here.

“Yeah,” he says and tucks his hands into his lap. “Look, I came here to ask you on a date. When can you join me for dinner?”

“You mean, like a proper date?”

“Yes, don’t you deserve one?”

My body warms as I stare at Andre sitting across from me. He’s so handsome, even though he’s an alien. I never thought I would agree to going out with one, but most of them are lanky or overly large or completely gaseous. Nobody like Andre, who is so sexy and muscular, and his pointy ears and waterfall eyes aren’t that creepy. I’m already getting used to them.

“I’d say so, but I can’t until tomorrow night. Is that okay?”

“Why not tonight? Do you have a boyfriend?” Andre asked, not bothering to cloak the jealousy in his voice.

“No,” I say with a grin. “It’s nothing like that. I have to close tonight and open in the morning, so I’ll get like four hours of sleep. How about you come by my pod after I take a nap?”

“How can I message you?”

“Where’s your tablet? I’ll enter my information.”

Andre pulls out his small tablet, the one everyone uses to communicate or pay for products on Celestial Prime. I enter my information into his contact page, and he does the same on mine. Then he finishes off the last bit of his hot chocolate.

“So, I’ll see you tomorrow night?”

“It’s a date,” I say.

Andre slides out of the booth and waves before walking out of the door. I grab his cup of hot chocolate and walk with it to my spot behind the bar, smiling to myself that I actually have a date.
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“What was all that about?” Yeoj asks.

I jump, and Andre’s mug falls into the sink. I gasp, hoping it doesn’t break, endlessly relieved when it doesn’t. They deduct any losses from the few points of Celestial Prime currency that they give us. It’s criminal, but what can we do? I was born poor, and now I was stuck on a hunk of metal somewhere just outside of the Milky Way Galaxy.

“You almost cost me points!”

“You’re the one who is jumpy!” Yeoj says. “Why were you talking to that alien? What did he want?”

“He wanted to take me on a date,” I say as blush rushes across my cheeks.

“Really? You?”

“Don’t sound so surprised, Yeoj! I’m sexy!” I say and run my hand along the thick curves of my body before rocking my hips. I only stop when I notice a few alien customers watching, probably thinking that I’ve lost my mind.

“Yeah… yeah… I was just hoping that alien would want me,” he said. “He was pretty hot.”

“Tell me about it,” I say.

“Do you think he has a… manhood?” Yeoj asked.

Yeoj and I were so close to fooling around one night when we shared a bottle of the wine we sold, and the tension still lingered between us. I can feel it now as we talk about my date with Andre.

Yeoj has a thing for men, but when he found out I had a dick, things almost took off, but we stopped before we lost control of the situation. I think we both kind of regretted stopping, but there was no way we would try again. Now we’re just sexually frustrated creatures, but maybe my luck is about to change. Maybe I’ll have a chance at some fun with a hunky alien warrior, but Yeoj’s question was valid.

What does Andre have between his legs? Is it something I’ll recognize, or will it frighten me? I’m excited for our date, but we’ll definitely have some things to work out before we go too far.

“I don’t know, Yeoj!” I say and play slap him with a towel. “Get your mind out of the gutter.”

“It’ll be there until I find a man for myself.”

“There’ll be someone. Don’t give up hope.”

“Easy for you to say! You have a hunky alien lusting after you! Did you tell him… you know?”

I fold my lips, dipping my head slightly. There’s no telling how Andre will react when he finds out I have a little extra between my legs, but what does he even know about women from Earth? Did he do research? Has he watched videos?

Earth porn is all over the decentralized internet available here at Celestial Prime. I’ve seen people masturbating to the videos when I pass their open pods. Some alien creatures don’t even bother to hide what they’re doing, but cultures are different everywhere, and so are genitalia.

I’ve seen some wild things between alien legs. Hopefully Andre doesn’t have anything like that, but I’m curious now that Yeoj has brought up the subject. I wonder if Andre is curious about what I might have, or is he certain? Does he think I’m just like one of those girls he’s seen in Earth porn?

“You didn’t tell him!” Yeoj accuses when I say nothing.

“Yeah, and?”

Yeoj shrugs. “Nothing. I hope it goes well. I really do.”

“Right,” I say and roll my eyes at Yeoj. His voice is dripping with sarcasm, but I don’t blame him. If I were in his shoes, I’d be intensely jealous. We’ve both been dying for companionship, and I’m the one who might finally be getting some.
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My pod is a small room, complete with a bathroom that only has a shower. It’s on the eighty-first level of pods. Luckily there’s an elevator to everything, but I’m always one of the last ones to get off. That’s because the corporate overlords buy us humans the cheapest rooms they can for creatures of our size.

It's not too bad, though. It’s about the same size they give people at the apartments back home. Enough room for a tiny bed, a desk, some books, a hot plate, and a space to keep food. I’ve added a bit of decorations since I got here, alien artwork I’ve haggled to buy for cheap. Landscapes of distant planets. Portraits of gorgeous, feminine aliens wearing fashion unique to their planets.

I’m wearing a dress. It’s a purple wrap dress with a loose tie around the waist. It’s basically the only dress I own that isn’t for sleeping, but when do I have time to wear a dress or even a reason? My life is nothing but brewing coffee and pouring hot water over tea leaves. Sometimes I mix chocolate with dairy-free milk, but that’s about it, so I’m beyond excited when my pod’s intercom rings.

“Who is it?” I ask.

“Andre,” he says in that sexy voice.

I grab my compact mirror and take one last look at myself. My makeup is simple, but my face looks even more youthful than yesterday because of it. I almost never wear makeup to work, but I’m trying to look my best tonight. I want Andre to fall in love with me, so it doesn’t even matter what’s between our legs when we get to that point.

“Coming,” I call.

“Take your time,” Andre says.

I stare into the mirror and tell myself that everything will be fine before turning to open the pod door. Andre is standing on the other side in a slick suit with his hair pulled back into a ponytail. His ears jump, and his eyes beam when he sees me.

“Cheryl! You look so nice,” he says.

“As do you,” I say. “I didn’t expect you to wear a suit.”

“I used some points to have it made.”

I can’t imagine how many points that cost, but it wasn’t cheap. More than I could afford, I’m sure.

“Where are we going?”

“I made us reservations at Vimal’s Bistro.”

“Really?” I ask, feeling my eyes brighten with the question. Vimal’s Bistro is the fanciest restaurant on Celestial Prime. It’s a joint venture between Earth and Octitune, a neighboring planet with abundant natural resources and plenty of delicious delicacies that pair well with products from Earth.

“Yes, only the best for you.”

I throw my arms around Andre and hug him tightly, so grateful that he’s taking me out, and I want him to know it, even if this touch makes him uncomfortable, which I’m guessing it does by the way his body tenses.

“Hug me!”

Andre shakes off the shock and holds his arms a bit more tightly around me, and I feel so happy that he found me and that he wants to take me out to the fanciest restaurant on this hellhole of a space station. Sometimes I wonder if I made a mistake stealing Sheena’s identity, especially on those nights I feel extra lonely. At least on Earth I could find a man to bend me over and make me howl to the moon.

“Sorry,” Andre says when I break the hug.

“Why are you sorry?” I ask.

“For being awkward, but damn, I’m just being more awkward, aren’t I?”

“Relax,” I say and take a step toward Andre. He tenses as I get closer, but I like him a little on edge. I like knowing that I have this power over him, and I only hope it can last.

***

“That dinner was incredible. Octitunian food is so much more delicious than I realized. I honestly thought that place was so overrated, but the chefs are amazing.”

“It’s one of the best restaurants in the universe,” Andre says.

I’ve heard people claim that before, but I always thought it was an overstatement, but how wrong I’d been! I wish I could switch from the coffee shop to work at Vimal’s Bistro, but those jobs are extremely competitive. People are on a waitlist to even get an interview.

The café is more of a lottery since there are several of them across the universe, but there’s only one Vimal’s Bistro. The Octitunians don’t venture out as far as humans. We pushed far past the Milky Way thousands of years before I was born.

“Thank you for taking me,” I say in an excited voice, stopping in front of Andre to look into his eyes. “I appreciate it.”

“You’re welcome,” he says.

“What should we do now?”

“I thought we could go play a game.”

“In the virtual reality dome?”

“Yeah,” Andre says with a big smile. “What do you say?”

“Yes, please!”

I feel like I’m free again as we walk into the arcade that has the virtual reality dome. There are games from across the universe at this arcade, but they say the dome is the best one. From what I’ve heard, it’s a transformative experience, and I can’t wait to try it for myself!

Yeoj will be so jealous when he finds out I got to try it. We’ve talked about saving up our points to try the virtual reality dome, but then we never have enough points to do it since we’re paid next to nothing.

I have no idea how Andre has so many points, but it’s impressive. I want whatever he has, but where can this relationship really go? I tell myself not to get carried away as Andre accepts the charge on his tablet and gestures for me to step inside the dome.

“Have you ever done this?” I ask as the door closes behind Andre.

“No, never. You?”

I shake my head as the alien approaches. He’s at least a head taller than me, so I look up at him in the dimly lit room. There’s a timer on the screen counting down to zero, but I’m lost in Andre’s eyes. He’s staring at me more intimately than a man ever has.

“You’re gorgeous, Cheryl.”

I reach out to brush Andre’s cheek, staring at him with a soft gaze to tell him how handsome I found him without saying a single word. Our faces get closer and closer, but then the room changes. I gasp as the floor gives out beneath me and I fall toward a sandy surface.

I slam into the ground, but it hardly hurts. This is all a simulation, but somehow, I swear the gravity gave out beneath me. I look around, searching for Andre. I find him sitting behind me. He’s lost his suit, and when I look down, there’s no longer a dress around my body.

We’re both dressed in loincloths, stuck on a beach that feels anything but pleasant.

“Um, what happens in this simulation?”

Before Andre can even answer, I notice a pile of weapons off to the side. They’re primitive weapons, though. Spears. Bows and arrows. Axes made of sharpened stone.”

“I don’t know, but it looks like it might be a battleground.”

“A battleground?” I ask in a weak voice. I don’t want to fight monsters! “Are you serious?”

“Yeah, I thought it was just a hunt for a prize, but we might have to fight some bad guys along the way.”

“No, no, no! That’s not what I thought this was!”

Panic grips me. I clutch my chest, nervous and terrified that I won’t make it out of this, even though I know it’s just a game. I’m still in the arcade. I’m on Celestial Prime, but this is the first time I haven’t felt like I’m floating around in space in years.

“Come on, Cheryl. Nothing bad will happen. I’m a warrior, and I’ll protect you. Let’s grab some weapons and get through this. Drinks at my place after?”

I’m shaking with nerves, but how can I argue with that offer? I want to see where a man like Andre stays on this floating hunk of metal. If he can afford Vimal’s Bistro and this ridiculously real simulation, then surely he has a nice room where we can relax and catch our breaths.

“Do you think we have to go through the forest to get the treasure?”

“I think that’s the point,” Andre says.

He honestly looks so sexy in his loincloth. His legs are long and defined, and his midsection is sculpted like a statue, yet I can barely enjoy the view. I try to shake away the fact that I’m terrified there are monsters lurking around every corner, ready to jump out to attack us.

My heart can’t handle the pressure, but at least Andre is there to guide me. I can’t imagine making it through this simulation with Yeoj. He’s amazing, but he’s not a tough guy. He would be hiding behind me, ready to sacrifice me, but Andre wouldn’t do that.

He hands me a spear and takes the lead. He has a bow and some arrows. I ask if we should bring more, but he tells me we need to travel lightly. I quiver as I nod and follow behind him. There’s a wall of trees in front of us, and I don’t want to go into it, but that’s the only way out of this game.

I heard it warps time, so we can be in the game as long as it takes, even though only a few minutes will pass in the real world. I only hope that we can make it out quickly. I was expecting sunshine and rainbows, and this is just a horror show, but Andre seems like he’s in his element.

“We need to camouflage ourselves,” Andre says as he pulls me closer to the entrance of the forest. We’re at the edge of the trail. I look back to the beach, wishing there were a boat to sail us away from this island, but there’s not.

We’re stuck.

“How do we do that?”

“We’re going to use everything we can find at the entrance of this forest, but I’m guessing the games start as soon as we cross that line,” he says and points to the spot I’m most afraid to pass. There are so many plants and tall trees, and there’s no telling what’s hiding under the brush.

My heart races.

My breath quickens.

“Cheryl, relax. Panic will only kill you,” he says.

“Maybe we’ll exit the game if we die.”

“Yes, or we could start over.”

My heart skips a beat. There’s no way I can live on a loop in this damn game! What in the world did we sign up for, and how is this game so popular?

“It’s probably not as hard as we think.”

“Easy for you to say, Mr. International Warrior.”

“Yes, so why won’t you let me help you?” he asks.

I’m trying not to panic, but I feel so overwhelmed by everything around us, and I only have a spear as my defense. Maybe if I had a gun, I would feel better, but that’s not an option. I can only use what I’ve been given.

“Just tell me what to do, and I’ll listen. I’ll be panicking until we get out of here.”

“Okay, stay low while we cross the line.”

I do as Andre says, staying as close to him as I can. My heart is racing like wild. He picks off some leaves and ties them to our loincloths. His touch is tender, intimate, and I can’t hide it when my womanhood grows stiff.

Andre stills when he notices the tent beneath my loincloth, but he doesn’t look bothered. Maybe a touch surprised, but he looks curious more than anything.

“Do you have… what’s the appropriate term?”

“You can call it a penis. Or a dick. You can even say cock, but it doesn’t take away from me being a girl.”

“So, are you what they call… trans? Or am I mistaken?”

“Yes, that’s correct. It’s a long story, but I became a woman before coming to live on Celestial Prime.”

“So, your breasts are real?” Andre reaches out to touch them but gets interrupted by something flying over our heads. I scream and fall to the ground. Andre drops to the ground too.

“Fuck, what was that?”

“Some type of huge birdlike creature!” I yell.

“Yes, but what?” Andre asks and turns over to look around the sky. There’s nothing until a big, featherless bird swoops over us and flaps its wings, staring down at us like we’re nothing more than tonight’s dinner.

“Andre,” I say in a breath. “What are we going to do?”

“We’re going to fight! We’re getting out of this game as quickly as we can,” Andre says and rolls over to his side. He grabs the bow in one swift movement, loads it with an arrow, and shoots.

The bird screeches and vanishes as though it were never there. I don’t want to move, but Andre pulls me to my feet, telling me we must get out of this game. I nod and follow him.

The next two monsters are even more difficult than the first, but then we make it to the treasure, which is nothing more than a virtual chest of jewels. I hate the game, yet I love that we did it when we’re finally back in the real world.

“Fuck, that was difficult.”

“Drink at my place?” Andre asks.

“Lead the way.”
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Andre lives on the seventh level of pods. I live on the eighty-first. His floor even has views of space, but mine doesn’t. It’s far too deep inside of Celestial Prime, down where the poor creatures stay, but Andre isn’t poor. He’s easily the wealthiest person I’ve ever interacted with closely on the space station.

“Does your room have a view too?”

“Yes,” he says with a grin.

“How can you afford all of this?”

“My planet pays me handsomely, and we sell one of the most valuable substances in the universe.”

“What’s that?” I ask.

“I’ll tell you all about it over a drink,” Andre says and pushes open the door to his suite.

It’s breathtaking inside. There’s a huge window with views of distant stars and nearby planets. He has a full kitchen and a private bedroom. The living room is equipped with several different screens to browse the web or watch intergalactic cable. I’m in awe, wondering what a rich warrior like Andre wants with a girl like me, but then he comes up behind me to wrap his arms around my waist.

“You were so sexy in that game. When I saw your dick get hard, I just wanted to stop what we were doing to do this,” Andre says and presses his hands on the inside of my thighs, tightening them around my womanhood.

I moan and toss my head back.

Andre pulls his hands further up my thighs, gently covering my womanhood with his fingers. He rubs it through my purple dress, and I’m undone by the touch. I throw my head back and gasp as my girly dick hardens at lightning speed.

“You like that?” he asks.

“Yes,” I say in a breath.

“Mmm, me too.”

Andre moves his fingers more quickly, and fuck, I’m going to explode from the pleasure. It’s been so long since anyone has touched me, and Andre’s touch feels so intimate. So tender. I feel my balls tightening, threatening to release, but I’m not ready.

I need to know what Andre is packing beneath that suit he’s wearing, so I break away from him, and when I turn to him, all I see is the warrior in the loincloth. We were only in that game for a few minutes in real time, but it felt like an entire day in the virtual world.

An entire day of watching Andre defend and protect me. Jump around, almost revealing what he had beneath that tiny strip of fabric, but never quite getting there. Now’s the time to reveal the truth. To see what this alien warrior is packing.

“What about you?” I ask in a breath, standing a few inches from Andre. “What do you have?”

“You mean, do I have a penis?”

“Yes, do you?”

“Basically, yes.”

“Basically?” I ask.

“It’s pretty much the same thing, but it grows and shrinks in a different way.”

“Can I… see?”

“Take off my pants, and you can do whatever you want with it.”

My legs wobble as I move closer to the alien warrior, hungry to disrobe him, thirsty to feel his alien cock between my lips. I don’t care if it’s purple or red, as long as it can fit into my mouth.

Andre is still as I press myself up against him, reaching down to undo the button of his suit bottoms. I’m tense as I work the fabric over his hips and push the pants toward the floor. I’ve left on his underwear, but I’ve already come this far.

“Don’t be afraid. It won’t bite.”

I swallow as Andre steps out of his pants. From what I can tell, he doesn’t have much of a bulge, but there are growers and there are showers, so I keep working, tucking my thumb into the waistline of his boxers. If it weren’t for the pointy ears, waterfall irises, and purple-red skin, Andre would look just like a hunky man from Earth.

I tell myself everything will be fine before pushing his underwear down, slowly revealing his crotch, but there’s nothing there when I finally get his pants all the way off!

“I uh… sorry.”

“Touch it,” Andre says.

“Touch what?”

Andre points at his smooth crotch, void of hair or any genitals. I don’t know what kind of trick this is, but what do I have to lose by touching his smooth patch of skin. I jump when it begins to change, slowly revealing a phallus.

“What the fuck?”

Andre chuckles. “There is only one gender on my planet, so we switch genitalia, as you call my member in English, to suit whatever is best for survival.”

“Do you have children on your home planet?”

“Yes, but our pregnancies and child-bearing tactics are much different from what is done on Earth. Us warriors give all of our offspring to a central nurturing center to focus on protecting the planet, but that doesn’t matter right now, does it?”

I shake my head slowly as Andre’s manhood grows in my hand. It’s at least eight inches long now and thick, and fuck, all I can think to do is drop to my knees to suck on it.

Andre shoves his fingers into my hair as I wrap my hand around his base and part my lips. I move my open mouth closer to Andre’s long, straight phallus. He doesn’t have balls, but it’s almost sexier without them. He stares down at me as I finally close my lips around his member, and damn, it tastes good.

I keep my gaze on Andre as I move my mouth as far down his eight inches as I can. His grip on my hair tightens the further I go down his shaft, and it isn’t long before he is stuffing my mouth and pushing on the back of my throat.

“That’s right, Earth girl! Take this big alien dick!”

Andre is like a completely different person as he holds my hair and thrusts his hips, and that deep voice he uses has me harder than hard. I’m leaking in my tight little panties, not daring touch myself, too afraid I might cum.

I moan on Andre’s cock that’s stuffing my mouth, pushing myself to take as much of it as I can. He thrusts his hips to help, pushing it as deep into my throat as it’ll go, and I love how he doesn’t take his eyes off me. How he stares down at me, treating me like the slut I want to be, like the slut I’m becoming.

Andre pulls out. I gasp, reaching out to try to grab his manhood, but he slaps away my hand.

“No,” he says in that deep, commanding voice.

“What?” I ask, needy for his touch. Desperate for his dick. All I want is to have it between my lips.

“I want to taste your dick. Take off your dress,” Andre says and pulls off his shirt, which leaves him naked.

I hesitate as Andre pulls me to my feet. He pushes my dress over my shoulders, and then I help him with the rest. I cover my body with my arms, but Andre quickly moves them out of the way.

“No,” he says. “I want to see all of you. I’ve never seen curves so beautiful.”

My caramel cheeks redden as Andre strips me down to nothing more than the skimpy, lacy panties I put on before our date. They’re sky blue and bright against my skin, stained where the tip of my womanhood touches the fabric.

“You look even better out of that dress.”

“Thank you,” I say as Andre slips to his knees in front of me. I catch my breath as he reaches out to touch my womanhood through the sky-blue panties, my cock throbbing violently at his touch.

“Don’t thank me yet,” Andre says with a smirk before ripping the panties down to my ankles. I step out of them, and Andre pushes me toward his bed.

I fall to my ass, and Andre climbs between my thick legs, my dick and breasts on full display. They’re large and hang to each side of my body, my nipples erect like my dick.

“Damn, you’re so beautiful, my earthly angel.”

“Yeah,” I moan just as Andre wraps his lips around my member. He pushes them down my shaft, swallowing my entire girly cock inside his warm mouth.

My body thrashes, the pleasure of sexual touch is far too intense after the drought I’ve experienced, but I crave more. I lift myself enough to slide my fingers into Andre’s curly hair.

I push the back of his head down on my dick, and he takes it. He moans on my cock as he chokes on it, and I’m so close to cumming that all I can do is scream.

I try to move Andre’s mouth off my womanhood before it’s too late, but he doesn’t let me. He holds his head in place and swirls his tongue around my member, and I lose all control.

My screams get louder, so loud someone should come knocking, but we’re on Celestial Prime. A place without laws and rules. A place where an Earth girl like me can make love to an alien warrior.

I grip the sheets beneath me and throw my body back, hollering and thrashing and trying all I can to hold my load, but it’s pointless. My toes curl and pop, and then the white cream rushes through my shaft and sprays from my tip.

Andre moans and swallows every drop, sucking my dick for another thirty or forty seconds until I beg him to stop.

It's too much for my curvy body to handle.

Andre lies by me, curling his frame against mine. I’m sleepy and tired and more relaxed than I’ve been since moving to this hunk of metal in space. At least Andre has a view of the stars.

“You want me to do you?” I ask sleepily.

“Not right now. Soon,” Andre says and kisses me. I close my eyes and drift off to sleep, staring out at the twinkling stars.
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“Someone looks happy,” Yeoj says in a suspicious voice when I clock in at Earthly Brews. “You got laid by that hot alien, didn’t you?”

I blush and say nothing, shrugging my shoulders. My ponytail swings when I turn away from Yeoj and walk over to the wall of coffee cans to wipe dust from their surfaces. Yeoj comes up behind me, staring me down like I’m prey.

“What?” I holler.

“I’m jealous,” he says and crosses his arms over his chest.

“I’m sorry, Yeoj! It’s not my fault I got an admirer.”

“Why couldn’t he have come after me?” Yeoj asks with a pout.

I briefly touch his shoulder, stepping past him to avoid his awkward gaze. He follows closely behind me. I groan and turn my attention to the product on the shelf, but Yeoj is relentless.

“How was it? At least give a boy some details,” he says.

“It was good,” I say.

“C’mon! You gotta give me more than that!”

“I can’t. A lady doesn’t talk about what she does behind closed doors.”

“We’ve talked about plenty of stuff before,” Yeoj says. “You’re just being a bitch.”

I gasp and nearly raise my hand to slap Yeoj, but a customer enters the store before I can. A lanky gray alien with a tiny head. The alien has impossibly long arms and legs, approaching the counter slowly, glancing around the store to see what we have. I used to get frightened by creatures like them, but I can’t care less now.

The alien greets me through the translator, and then we make their order. It’s a simple coffee with some dairy-free creamer. Hardly any dairy products make it all the way to Celestial Prime, and if they do, Vimal’s Bistro gets first dibs.

I turn my attention back to Yeoj when the alien takes their coffee to find a seat. I point my finger in Yeoj’s face, still angry he spoke to me out of line. My momma would have slapped the color right off my face if I spoke to her like that. Thinking about her gets me to drop my hand, though.

We don’t talk.

Nothing.

She disowned me when she found out what I did to Sheena. Everyone had a party for Sheena and everything when she got picked to get sent to space, but I spent the entire party figuring out how I was going to take her place to get away from the corporate overlords, yet in the end, I didn’t really get away from them at all.

“You’re lucky I’m still feeling relaxed, Yeoj.”

“Ugh!”

“Well, what do you expect? You called me a terrible name, and I’m happy about what happened. You’re not going to get details, but we both know it was incredible.”

Yeoj growls, and I just smile and turn away from him. I’d probably be a bitch too if the tables were turned, so I just lose myself in visions of the previous night, replaying the moments with Andre over and over in my head while Yeoj talks about whatever behind me. I mostly ignore him.

Hours pass.

I keep checking my tablet to see if Andre has messaged me, but there’s nothing. Not until he comes running through the door with panicked eyes.

“Cheryl!”

My heart jumps when I register his presence, dropping everything I’m doing to run over to my alien warrior. I throw myself into his arms, but he’s tense. He only hugs me for a second before pushing me out to an arm’s length.

“There’s been a development.”

“A development? What do you mean?”

“K’hara!” Andre says through gritted teeth.

“Who is K’hara?”

“He’s the alien who is trying to rob my planet of its valuable resources.”

“What does that mean?” I ask.

The world has completely disappeared around me as Andre stares at me with those green waterfall irises. His look is so tender, yet intense, like this moment means everything to him.

“I want you to come with me. There’s a chance I won’t return to Celestial Prime. Come with me and be my queen.”

I swallow as I take in what Andre has just asked. Of course I want to be with him, drop everything and follow him like there isn’t a care in the world, but leaving my job on Celestial Prime meant renouncing my citizenship to Earth. I would be stuck as an unclassified. Someone left to do the worst of the worst jobs.

“Uh… Andre. I don’t know what to say.” My heart is pounding, and my stomach is in knots. The only reason I’m not throwing up is because Andre is standing right in front of me, and I have to look cute for my man.

“He’s on the move, Cheryl. I can’t stay here. We’re leaving in two hours to stop K’hara before he strikes. This is my job. I must protect my planet.”

“I know, but—”

Andre cups the side of my face and kisses me, and I melt like hot wax around a flickering flame. Andre holds me steady with his muscular arms as he slides his tongue into my mouth to remind me of all I would gain by following him, but can I take the risk? Can I really give up what little I have when this new relationship could blow up in my face?

“Please, Cheryl. I’ll make you my queen.”

I pull Andre out of the café, realizing that we have a bit of an audience. Yeoj is glaring at me from behind the bar, but I don’t care. Andre is offering me a way out of this mediocre existence, but if it goes wrong, I’ll be better off killing myself.

“How can I trust you, Andre?” I ask when we’re outside of the café.

“What we did, it was special.”

“Yes, but I’m not from your planet. Won’t you have to mate? Don’t you want someone who’s like you?”

Andre lets out a long breath. He runs his hands down my arms and laces his fingers with mine, his purple-red skin looking so beautiful against mine. I’m weak when I look into his eyes, but I must remain strong. I can’t make this decision with only my heart.

“It’s true. I might have to mate with someone from back home, but I will make you my queen. I will make sure you get papers on my planet if that’s what you need. Tell me your worries, and I’ll make them disappear.”

I swallow, squeezing Andre’s hands.

“Do you mean it?”

“Yes, Cheryl. I don’t want to leave Celestial Prime without you. Don’t you want to come with me?”

“I do, but leaving means I can’t ever return. Earth will revoke my citizenship.”

“You will become a citizen of my planet, Plotunes. We are powerful people with some of the universe’s most valuable resources, especially our galifnite.”

“The stuff that powers spaceships?”

“The very same,” Andre says with a crooked smile. “The government will have no choice but to listen to my request for your citizenship once we take down K’hara, but I won’t be able to concentrate unless you come with me, so what do you say?”

I want to say yes as I stare into Andre’s loving eyes, but how can I trust an alien who is willing to kill? Going with him would be the biggest leap of faith I’ve ever taken in my life, far greater than moving to Celestial Prime even.

“We’re running out of time, Cheryl.”

I’m without words, still unsure what to say. I need like a year to think about this, but I only have an hour or so at most.

“You’re asking a lot, Andre.”

“If we return to my planet, you will have to call me Zephier.”

“Zephier?” I ask.

“That’s my name on Plotunes. We’ll also have to give you a Plotunese name if you come with me. Say you will, Cheryl. Please.”

He takes my hands and places them flat on his chest. His face is so soft and sweet. I can’t imagine him killing, but I’d seen him do it in the virtual reality. Zephier is breaking down my walls. The logical part of my brain is telling me to stay put where I have a job and pod, even if they aren’t the most luxurious in the universe, at least they were mine.

“Cheryl,” Zephier says softly.

“Stop by my room before you leave. I’ll know then.”
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My bag is packed. My heart is racing. It’s been an hour since Andre came barging into the café, and I can’t even think of him as Andre anymore. His name is Zephier. He’s an alien. Following him means I would be attaching myself to him forever.

Yeoj told me I should take the offer when I left the café running. He told me he hoped he would never see me again unless I was visiting Celestial Prime as a tourist, as Zephier’s guest. The thoughts of that future are all too much for my body to handle.

I clutch myself and curl up into a fetal position on my bed, going as far as sticking my thumb into my mouth. I’ve heard of people running off with aliens before, and they usually end up as unclassifieds. I don’t want that to be my fate, but how can I ignore this chance to escape my dull life?

Maybe I’ll be able to grow old and escape taking the pill on my fiftieth birthday or whenever I get too sick to cure easily, whichever comes first. The leaders of Earth don’t want old workers representing them, especially since the megacorporation Umbrella funds most intergalactic operations.

The knock I’ve been waiting for finally comes, and I’m not ready to make a decision. As much as I want to follow Zephier, there’s doubt in my heart. Will he want me months from now? Years? How can he be so certain when we’ve only shared one night together?

“Are you ready?” Zephier asks when I open my pod.

“No,” I say and push my fingers into my hair. “It’s too much, Zephier.”

“Why, my queen? Why can’t you see that I really want this?”

“I believe you want this, but what happens when you grow bored of me?”

“Cheryl, please, I realize taking you from Celestial Prime is a major deal, and I don’t take it lightly. I’ll protect you until the day you die, and if I die, my people will take care of you. We just need to defeat K’hara.”

I’m nervous, but there’s no point in denying my desire to leave, and what’s so wrong with dying if it meant I took a risk to live a better life? I reach to grab my bag, clutching it tightly.

“Please don’t hurt me, Zephier.”

“I won’t. I promise.”

Zephier grabs my hand and leads me out of my pod, which will probably be someone else’s soon.
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We’re sailing through space, and I can’t believe what I’ve done. My chances of ever going back to Earth or Celestial Prime as a citizen of Earth are zero. I no longer belong to that planet and can no longer return, destined to become an unclassified if anything goes wrong.

Everyone around me looks like Zephier, and they’re speaking a language I don’t understand. I wish I had one of those neurochips to install Zephier’s native tongue, but I’m left in the dark, thinking negative thoughts about what they might be saying.

Do they want to kill me?

Are they angry Zephier brought someone like me on their ship?

So far, it doesn’t seem like they hate me, but things can change in a second. I wish I understood more since everyone is tense and running around, most likely consumed with this alien called K’hara. Zephier didn’t have much time to explain, but K’hara is a warrior from the planet Nova, and he wants to be the one to finally topple Plotunes to take control of the galifnite.

Zephier got me some novels from Earth before we left Celestial Prime, so I attempt to read one, but it’s nearly impossible to concentrate on the story of a rich family from Earth. They hardly write books about anything else on Earth, pretending like the social classes don’t exist.

“How are you doing?” Zephier asks when he comes up to me a couple hours later.

“I’m okay. You?”

“Nervous about fighting K’hara. He’s an incredible warrior, but we have a plan to stop him in his tracks.”

I nod, still lost. A few Plotunese have turned their attention toward us, but I can’t register the looks on their faces. Is it hate? Wonder? Disgust? How do these creatures feel about me?

“Are you sure that you’re okay?” Zephier asks.

I nod quickly. “Yes, I’m positive. Don’t worry about me. You have more important things on your plate.”

“I don’t believe you, my queen.”

Zephier takes my hand, and I’m certain one of the female warriors doesn’t look very happy. She won’t stop staring at us, and I would bet everything that she doesn’t want me on this ship.

“Does everyone hate me?”

“No, why would you think that?”

“They won’t stop staring, and it’s only worse now.”

“They’re only curious, if anything.”

“I wish I had one of those chips to understand your language,” I admit.

“We’ll get you one as soon as we’re back on my planet. I promise. Can you wait a bit longer?”

“Yes,” I say.

It’s the only choice I have. My life is in Zephier’s hands, which is insane. I can’t believe I’ve done this to myself! I’ve locked myself with him and his people. I’m the odd one out, and it feels so strange, like they could throw me off the ship, and everyone would breathe a sigh of relief.

“Good, but there’s actually an alternative we can use,” Zephier says in a heavy voice. “You could use the technology until we get to Plotunes, but it comes at a cost.”

“Really?” I ask hopefully. I don’t care what the cost is, but Zephier looks concerned. “What is it?”

“I don’t want you to do this, but if you do, I’ll need you to stay strong. One plan we’ve discussed uses you.”

“Uses me?”

“Yes, as bait for K’hara. It’ll actually be a bit of a test. If you pass, my people will accept you as one of us without question.”

“And if I fail?”

“I’ll fight for you, but failure isn’t an option with these people. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” I squeak, and I swear a little pee leaks out of my girly tip.
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Zephier and his crew have trained me on how to seduce K’hara, and they’ve even equipped me with technology that’ll produce K’hara’s native language when I speak English, and it’ll also allow me to understand him.

They’ve also dressed me in a gorgeous yellow dress with an explosion of colors and shapes throughout it, flowing all the way down to my feet. They’ve swirled my hair into an updo and covered me with jewels.

One of the men asks Zephier a question as another does my makeup, dolling me up for K’hara, making me into the woman of his dreams. They have a room full of intel on the Novan warrior. I’m nervous I’ll just end up as K’hara’s war prisoner, but I have to go through with this if I ever want the Plotunese to accept me.

Someone runs into the room screaming. I don’t understand what they’re saying, but everyone has their attention directed toward me, so I know they’re talking about me.

Zephier reaches down to adjust the technology behind my ear, allowing me to understand everyone on the ship. The screaming guy is telling everyone that the smaller ship that is taking me to the space station where K’hara is staying will depart in one hour, which sends my heart sinking to the pits of my stomach.

“I can’t do this,” I say in Zephier’s native tongue.

“My language sounds good on you,” he says.

“Zephier, please. It’s too much. What if K’hara kills me?”

“There is no honor without risk, but we’ll all be watching you, and we’ll do everything we can to keep you safe. Do you understand me, Cierina?”

“Cierina?” I ask.

“It’s the name my people have given you. It means ‘foreign warrior’. If you do this, we will have no choice but to grant you citizenship. Isn’t that what you want?”

“Yes,” I say in a breath.

“Be brave. Your time has come.”

I nod and stand to follow the screaming man, and Zephier reminds him to change the language setting on my technology before he puts me onto the ship, and then I’m gone, left alone to seduce K’hara and get him into a vulnerable spot to dose him with a fluid that will put him to sleep, and then the others will do the rest.
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My body quivers as I pass through security on the foreign space station not far from K’hara’s home planet Nova. The aliens here look different from the ones I’m used to seeing on Celestial Prime, but I act like it’s no big deal. I pretend like I’ve been here a million times before as I continue down to the bar where I should find K’hara.

The Plotunese loaded me with points to spend, so I’m far from a peasant on this vessel, but I feel like an imposter, like I should be back on the ship quivering in a corner, but I can’t.

“Name?” someone asks me through a translator.

“Cierina,” I type.

The bouncer charges my tablet, and I step inside. The entrance fee hardly puts a dent in my points, but I imagine that transaction would have made me broke with my old job. I try to act like I’m rich, like I belong, like I never even lived that old life.

I’m Cierina.

Cheryl is gone, and Cierina is a goddess.

“What could I get you?” the bartender asks through the translator.

I cross my legs and stare into his devilish eyes. He has huge horns and a beefy body, but I see there’s a softness beneath it all. I see that he’s looking at me, wondering who I am to afford a place like this, and he’ll never know.

“Give me something light. I’m working,” I type into the translator.

He nods and grabs something cold from under the bar and passes it to me. I take a sip of the fruity drink and turn away from the bartender, flipping my hair with the back of my hand, giving him all the attitude I can, but I don’t even look to see if he cares.

I’m Cierina.

A new person with a new lease on life. Nobody can stop me, alien or otherwise. I’m going to take down this K’hara guy, and then I see him sitting across the room. His eyes are on me.

I pretend not to notice as I sip my drink and keep my elbow rested on the bar with my back to the bartender. I’m the hottest bitch in this room, and I’m not surprised K’hara wants a piece of my ass. Too bad I’m already claimed because he’s kind of hot, all big and beefy and dominant looking.

I’m halfway through my drink when he finally makes his move. I can already tell it’s driving him crazy that I haven’t paid him much attention, but he’ll never let down his guards unless he’s completely smitten, so I keep my eyes focused everywhere but him.

“Are you ignoring me or what?” K’hara asks and points at my tablet, but we don’t need translators to talk.

“I understand you,” I say.

K’hara eyes widen when his language leaves my mouth.

“What’s your name?”

“Cierina,” I say and hold out my hand. “You?”

K’hara takes my hand and kisses the back of it with his beasty lips, and it makes me a little hot. My girly cock jumps, but I just cross my legs and ignore it.

“K’hara,” he says. His voice is smooth, but his eyes are suspicious. “Cierina isn’t a Novan name. How do you speak my language?”

I pull my hair back to reveal the technology behind my ear. It’s a risk, but K’hara doesn’t seem fazed. Maybe it just makes me look rich. I drop my hair. K’hara holds out his hand. I glance at it, wondering if he knows the truth. Wondering if he’s just a really good liar, but I can’t back out now.

“Why don’t you join me at my table, Cierina?”

“I would love that, K’hara.”

The bartender is watching us with intense eyes when I glance at him. I offer to pay my bill, but K’hara tells the alien to add it to his tab and to bring me a fresh drink. I giggle and thank K’hara as he puts his arm around me and leads me to his table.

The yellow dress is like the sun, shining against everything we pass. K’hara gestures for me to enter the circular booth before he does, and I follow his lead. Now isn’t the time to piss him off, especially when I’m so close to his beverage.

All I need to do is slip the liquid into his drink, and he’ll fall asleep, and my job will be done. I can get my papers and go on living as a Plotunese.

“Thank you for buying me a drink, K’hara. You didn’t have to.”

“Of course I did! A pretty lady like you. So, where are you from?”

“Have you ever heard of Earth?”

K’hara squints before shaking his head. “I’m afraid not, love. Tell me about it.”

I tell K’hara all about Earth’s beauty. The vast fields and forests where animals roamed. The rivers that flowed through the lands and the lakes where water gathered. They were places people like me only heard about, but the rich had their homes in those places, away from all the people like me who lived in massive communities where most people had nothing except a few square feet of living space.

I leave out the bad parts of Earth, acting like I’m rich, acting like I would have the means to travel from the Milky Way Galaxy to check out a bar in a distant land.

“You’ll have to show me someday,” K’hara says and places his hand on my thigh.

I place my hand above his. “I would like that.”

“Are you messing with me?”

I shake my head. “What about you? Tell me about your planet. What is it like?”

K’hara talks about Nova, describing it as the best planet in the universe, even though it’s struggling for survival. He says his ancestors used too many of the planet’s resources, but it’s slowly recovering. Until it does, though, he and the other warriors were traveling around the universe to get the materials they needed from other planets.

“Oh, my! That sounds like hard work.”

“It is, gorgeous. I love that you can understand me. I hate those stupid translators, but I was willing to use one to talk to you.”

“My, I must be special!” I say and place a hand on my chest, acting like a rich bitch from those old movies they used to make us watch when there was nothing better to do. “Aren’t I lucky you noticed me?”

“I would say so,” K’hara says with a grin. “Excuse me while I go order us some food and more drinks.”

“Yes, of course.”

The moment K’hara gets up, I slip the vile of liquid that’ll put him to sleep into his drink. My hand is trembling while I do it, but I need my new life, and K’hara even admitted to stealing from every planet he visits, so I tell myself it’s fine. I tell myself I’m on the right side of history, even though I’m certain my actions will kill a man.

“Everything okay?” K’hara asks when he slides back into his seat.

“Never better,” I say with a wide smile and move closer to K’hara to wrap my arms over his broad, beefy shoulders. “I can’t wait to try the food.”
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We’re heading back to Plotunes. K’hara is locked away in a cage, cursing himself for having trusted me. I know he’ll kill me if he escapes, but I’m certain the Plotunese will take care of him before that can happen. They have three guards watching him and are doing whatever necessary to extract information from him about any planned attacks.

Zephier and I are trying to relax in a room with large windows that look out to space. I’m still shaken up from going undercover, but Zephier promises he won’t make me do it again. I’m still wearing the language technology behind my ear, so Zephier and I are speaking in his native tongue.

“You were amazing today,” he says.

“Do you think K’hara will speak?”

“He’s already told us some valuable information. We’ll keep him, and if he fully cooperates, we’ll send him back to Nova.”

I don’t want to know what will happen if he doesn’t cooperate, so I don’t even bother asking. I just want to be with Zephier.

“What will happen when we get back to Plotunes?”

“We will have a party in your honor, Cierina. K’hara was our most important target, and you helped us take him down. That’s all we could ever ask of you.”

“But you’ll still have to go out to battle?” I ask.

“Yes, my queen, but you’ll have everything you’ve ever wanted on Plotunes. You can forget about that horrid life they had you living on Celestial Prime. That is your past, and we’re on our way to your future.”

I nod, accepting my fate. I cuddle up closer to Zephier, knowing this man is also my future. I’m going to learn about his culture. Speak his language. Perhaps help raise his children, even if I can’t give birth to them, that’s okay. I want to help these people who have saved me.

“How long until we get to Plotunes?”

“Not long yet,” Zephier says. “Rest, my angel.”
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I wake up as we’re descending into the Plotunese atmosphere, and the scenes take my breath away. The sky is shades of purple, pink, and blue. There are fields of bioluminescent flora, emitting a gentle glow, flickering each time the wind blows. Crystal-clear rivers flowing through the land. I stir and get to my knees, moving closer to the window.

I press my hand against the window as we get closer and closer to the ground. Plotunese people come out from wherever they were hiding to greet us. They surround the ship just as it touches down, and the force pulls a gasp from my lips.

Zephier appears in the doorway, smiling. “Cierina, I’m glad you’re awake. We’ve made it home.”

“It’s breathtaking, but where are the buildings? Where did those people come from?”

Zephier laughs. “We live among the trees, my love. Come, I’ll show you everything.”

I grab Zephier’s hand, and he leads me off the ship. Everyone who has gathered around cheers when we disembark, chanting that K’hara must pay for planning an attack. They’re a vicious bunch, but they’re my bunch. My people, and I’m clearly on their good side.

Cierina.

They chant my Plotunese name when the other warriors introduce me, and I make the mistake of glancing over at our prisoner. K’hara looks like he wants to murder me, but can I blame him? He’s locked behind laser bars that look like they’ll slice his limbs right off if he tries to escape.

Zephier turns my attention away from K’hara. He grabs my wrist and lifts my arm into the air, prompting the crowd to roar. They stomp. They scream my name repeatedly, and I immediately feel accepted in my new home, and that’s more important than anything.

We move from the ship to a huge room among the trees. It’s a lot for me to climb through the trees, but I’ll get used to it. There are bridges and ropes and everything anyone might need to make it, but all the Plotunese are so nimble and slim.

I’m thick, but I’ll learn.

I’ll adapt.

I’m Plotunese now, and the party they throw in our honor makes me feel like it’s true, like I didn’t make a mistake by leaving behind Celestial Prime. I have a new life, and it’s here.
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“So, this is where you live?” I ask as we step into Zephier’s place.

“This is where we live. There’s no me without you. Not anymore, my goddess warrior.”

The treehouse is complete with natural furniture and technology more advanced than any we had on Celestial Prime, yet it all looks like it belongs. The Plotunese have learned how to live with nature while having some of the most advanced technology in the universe, which made me feel proud of my new home.

Not that I can think of technology for long. Zephier takes a step closer to me, placing his hand on my hip. He stares down at me with those waterfall irises, and his grip tightens, pulling a light gasp from my lips.

I want him.

Need him.

We’ve only fooled around that one time, but I can already see myself spending a lifetime making love to this man, my alien.

“Zephier,” I say.

“Tell me, Cierina.”

“Thank you for bringing me here.”

“You were mine from the moment I first saw you.”

I moan and wrap my arms around the back of Zephier’s neck as he holds each side of my hips. He pulls me against him. His grip is firm. I’m right up against his body, and it’s right where I want to be.

“I’m glad. Let me show you how much.”

Zephier makes a goofy noise as I sink to my knees in front of him. The door is blocking the entrance to the treehouse, but I wouldn’t care if anyone saw us. I’m going to please my man.

“Mm, you look so good on your knees.”

“Yeah,” I ask as I finger the waistline of Zephier’s pants. They’re loose fitting and made from a fabric that is created with the secretions of a local insect, something similar to silk. I move my hands toward the string holding them together and untie it.

“Fuck, I’ve been dying for this moment.”

“Me too,” I say, knowing tonight we’re going all the way.

“Yeah?” he asks.

“Yes,” I say in a soft breath.

“I’m the lucky one. Thank you for not staying on Celestial Prime.”

“How could I when I’m meant to be here with you?”

“That’s right, Earth girl. Show me how much you like being here.”

I moan and reach for the waistline of Zephier’s loosened pants, and I pull them all the way down to his ankles. Zephier steps out of his pants and pulls off his shirt. His crotch is still smooth, but that quickly changes when I rub my hand over it.

Zephier’s phallus takes shape until all eight inches of it are hanging in my face, and damn, his manhood looks so delicious. I wrap my hand around the base and stare up at Zephier.

“You want me to suck this dick?”

“Yeah, put it between those big lips. I love watching them on my cock,” Zephier says as he bites his bottom lip. His cock jumps in my grip, but it’s not going anywhere. I have a tight hold on it and slowly move my lips toward it, staring up at Zephier like the slut he knows I am, especially for him.

“Put it in your mouth, Cierina! Stop teasing me!”

Zephier sounds even more commanding in his native language, and all I can do is follow his order. I part my lips and take his member into my mouth, swallowing as much of him as I can, but his eight inches are a thick eight inches, and I’m choking by the time he fits six of them into me.

“Open your throat, Earth girl! Get my cock ready for your ass!”

I moan on Zephier’s dick. We didn’t get around to fucking last time, but I’ve been craving his dick inside of me ever since Zephier told me he thought I was beautiful, even since we were sitting down at Vimal’s Bistro.

Zephier’s dick slips past the ring at the back of my mouth, entering my loosened throat, and I just have to breathe through my nose and take it. I have to let my hunky alien use my mouth, and honestly, I fucking love it.

I’m no longer alone.

I have Zephier.

We can be together whenever we want, and the realization makes me moan and relax, allowing Zephier to fit his entire eight inches into my slutty mouth. I’m so turned on and hungry for more.

“Touch your girly dick!”

I reach up the traditional Plotunese dress they put me in before the party, careful to keep my throat open for my man, letting him use it how he pleases, so happy to be here with him. So happy to be experiencing life to the fullest and not some tiring, ordinary existence.

I hold Zephier’s thick, muscular legs as he fucks my mouth, taking his time. My panties are a wet mess beneath my dress, but I keep rubbing the tip of my cock through the fabric, clenching and releasing my bussy, ready to take Zephier’s big alien dick.

Zephier pulls out of my mouth and drops to his knees. He turns me around, so that my ass is facing his dick, but he pulls off my dress before pushing me to a doggy-style position.

I’m on my hands and knees, ready for Zephier. Ready to feel him sliding around inside of me. I move my ass back and forth in the air, teasing him, but Zephier isn’t playing games. He smacks my ass with a firm hand and holds my hips to steady me.

“Don’t move, Earth girl!”

I swallow as Zephier spits on his hand, rubbing it against my bussy. He moves forward. He stands behind me on his knees and slaps my hole with his heavy dick, pulling a light gasp from my lips.

“You want this dick, Earth girl?”

I bite my lip and drop my head, desperate for his alien dick. Desperate to feel this warrior man inside of me, properly claiming me as he should have long ago.

“Yes! I need it, Zephier!”

“Not yet. I need to get you ready first.”

I moan when Zephier drops his head and spreads my cheeks to lick my hole. He pushes up on my dress until I have to pull it over my head. I toss it to the side as Zephier unhooks my bra and makes me take it off, commanding me to get naked.

He doesn’t return his attention to my hole until I’m completely naked, precum leaking to the floor beneath me from my dick, but I’m so turned on and excited to have my man fucking me. I’ll do whatever he says.

Zephier licks my hole until it’s nice and wet, and then he thrusts two fingers into my tight bussy. I haven’t been fucked in ages, but I don’t care about the pain. All I want is for Zephier to use me. To enjoy me. To finally claim me completely.

“I’m going to fuck you.”

“Fuck me!”

“You’re one naughty girl, Cierina.”

“I’m your slut!”

Zephier smacks my ass. “That’s right, Earth girl!” He spreads my cheeks, and then he dips his cock into my wet, loosened hole. He hasn’t loosened me nearly enough, but I bite my lip until the pain subsides, and I can finally relax my walls.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” Zephier says when he can finally push his dick deep.

I gasp and turn my head toward the sky. Zephier picks up speed, and my screams only grow louder, but it feels so fucking good. His dick sliding in and out of my bussy, stretching my walls. Hitting my spot. My girly dick can hardly take it!

Zephier is pounding my ass. He has his hand placed loosely around my throat, using every inch of his dick when he goes deep, and my balls are so fucking tight.

“I’m getting close,” I say in a breath.

“Yeah? Me too! Hold on, Earth girl! Just a little longer!”

“Yes,” I say in a weak voice and drop my head as Zephier pounds my ass, and I really try to hold my load, but then I can’t even stop it. I’m not even touching myself! Yet cum flies from my cock and paints the floor beneath me.

Zephier screams out as my walls hug his dick, and then I feel his thick eight inches unload into my bussy, and it feels so damn sweet to have a man cumming inside of me.

All I can do is smile.
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Six Months Later

“Cierina, wake up! We’re almost to Celestial Prime!”

I wake up with Zephier sitting by my side. He’s dressed in Plotunese clothing, ready for the day. I still need to put on my dress and headscarf. Now that I’m a proper warrior queen, I have to show my status with headscarves and jewelry.

Zephier and I have been having an amazing time together over the past six months. I can’t believe all the planets we’ve visited and all the potential attacks we’ve stopped. They’ve trained me on a lot of different spy tactics, but the neurochip has helped more than anything.

I have access to more information than I ever thought possible, and it’s all because I took a leap of faith. It’s all because I gave Zephier and his people a chance.

“Really? Already?”

“Yes! Aren’t you excited to see Yeoj?”

“I can’t wait! He’ll love the gift we’ve brought him,” I say.

“It’ll help him live a better life.”

I nod. We’re giving him jewels that can sell for more points than he’ll ever need to live a decent life on Celestial Prime. It still won’t compare to the riches we get to have as Plotunese warriors, but it’ll give me peace of mind knowing that Yeoj can live a better life on that hunk of metal.

“Is our target Xandel also on Celestial Prime?”

“Yes, but we have to be careful. His people might be suspecting us.”

“We just want to give him a warning,” I say.

“Warnings can turn into fights, Cierina. You know that.”

I shrug. “I’m always up for a challenge. Don’t tell me you’re scared.”

Zephier grins and throws his arms around me, telling me I need to get ready. In all honesty, they’ve made a bit of a monster out of me.

I’m a warrior bitch now, and us Plotunese are going to stay on top if I have anything to say about it, so don’t even think about trying to steal our galifnite.

I’ll cut you.

XOXO,

Cierina
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