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Chapter One

“Here’s your payment.” Reli shoved Charm with one meaty fist into the other man’s

arms.

He grunted as she landed against him, which was like landing against a rock wall. He
made her feel small, which was not easy to do. She was as tall as most men, but his head

hovered inches above hers.

The man’s black eyes looked down at her, filling with confusion. “What the fuck are
you doing, man?”

Inwardly, she cringed, but didn’t dare show her anxiety. She disliked it when the new
Master came for his payment and wound up with her instead. She rolled her shoulders back
to steady herself. Reli always liked to play it that way, never letting her in on what to expect
at these things. She put on her sweetest seductress expression. She’d learned it well from the
House of 9000 Pleasures after much training and lots of time in punishment. If only she’d

been younger, they’d said she would have learned faster, better. They did their best work on
those they had from childhood.
“Squaring up with you, Ingram.” Reli spat a generous amount of bacco juice into the

can he always carried with him. Bacco exuded a stench that smelled of rotten fruit.
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Her nose twitched as she ignored the desire to retch. After all this time, she should be

used to the smell, but it always turned her stomach.

Ingram curled up a lip, pushing Charm a minute distance from him. It would have been
more, but she grabbed his arm and hung on. He glanced down at the arm she clutched at,

then muttered, “I thought we’d be paid in cartouche.”

“I had intended to.” Reli had promised to, as he always did to his marks, but never paid
with anything except for her. “Couple of deals fell through. She’s a Delicant, though.” Reli
tossed a scroll at him, which he caught in a tight fist. “Her papers. She’ll bring you big

money, on any market.”
“I don’t trade people.” Ingram folded his arms across his wide chest.

Men always protested at first. Then, they’d back down and take her as payment

without too much thought.
She continued to clutch his arm as though her hand was a vise.
Reli smirked. “It’s all I have. Take her or don’t get paid.”

Ingram looked down at her again. Releasing him, she dropped to her knees in
supplication before the man who would be her new Master. How many times had they done
this ruse? The steps were always the same. But did they have to set this particular trade up on
the dusty plains of Alcalazar? Her knees would be filthy with tan dirt, which stuck to

everything as if it was backed with mechanic’s putty.

A low baritone voice rumbled from the man standing behind Ingram. If Ingram was
big, this man was huge, wide as a Zyberian polecat and twice as hairy. “The crew won'’t like
it if we don’t get paid. Again.”

Ingram drew in a large breath. “Fine.”

She ducked her head down, going lower than before. It always happened like that. A
short protest, then they accepted her so they could sell her and reap their profits. That fit

right into Reli’s plans.
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“We can trade her at the next station.”

Reli’s grin showed his beige teeth. “Delicants bring in lots of cartouche. I almost hate to

have to give her up myself. I had plans to collect a great deal on trade for her.”

A lie. Charm rested on her knees. He made money on her over and over again. But the
statement was one that would make Ingram, the captain of the Bruiser, feel as if he was
making a good deal. The words were designed to put him one up above Reli, even while Reli
snuck around to stab his underbelly and take his ship. She was the distraction to help Reli get
on board. She glanced to the old shuttle craft behind the two men. If the Bruiser was as old

as that thing, she didn’t know why Reli was interested.

The big man’s hand went to his sidearm, fingers near the trigger. “It’s the deal you
offered.” Reli’s men would be ready, too. She didn’t even have to look back. This could get

ugly. She lifted her head slightly, making sure she could see if firing started.

“And, he’ll keep his word. Right, Reli?” Ingram’s hand went down, not to his weapon

but close enough to his hip so he could draw it in a hurry.

Reli held up his hand with a smirk. “I never said I wouldn’t.” He backed up, keeping
his front to them until the last moment, before heading up his shuttle’s plank with his two
men accompanying him. “Later, Ingram.” He didn’t spare her a backward glance or speak a
farewell. He never did. Why bother when in a few days’ time, she’d be back in his clutches.
Not to mention she was a Delicant. Men like Reli saw them as lower forms of being, and no

law bound common courtesy to the treatment of Delicants.

Charm ducked down her head as far as she could before she presented herself in a

ready position. All Ingram would have to do was put a hard cacete into her splayed chocota.
The big man arched a brow at her display.
Ingram made a noise deep in his throat and hauled her to her feet. “Come on.”

He walked so quickly, she had a hard time keeping up even as she frowned. Why

hadn’t he taken her?
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As soon as she was in the shuttle, he shut the door. “Dammit.”
The big man shook his head. “The crew isn’t going to be happy, Gram.”

Bowing her head as her Delicant training required, she studied the big man. He looked
as if he could eat a Barboan cave lion all by himself. Probably bring it down by himself, too.
She’d have to tread carefully around this one. He could break her in half and never work up

a sweat.
Now to see about Gram, who was her main focus on this mission.

His eyes surveyed hers, probably because he’d noticed her interest in the big man,

who’d called him Gram, which suited him better than Ingram. “You have a name?”

He had her papers with all her information in them, but some Masters didn’t take too
kindly to being reminded of things they had or didn’t. And they tended to reply with fists

rather than mouths. “Charmara, Master. Most call me Charm.”
“Joy. Great name for a Delicant.”

She started before she could control the reaction. That was something, as a Delicant,

she couldn’t afford to do.

Quickly, she composed herself. Few knew the exact meaning behind her name. How
did Gram? He sighed. “Charm it is. And I'm not your master. Well,” he amended, “I am until

we sell you, but don’t call me that.”
The big man offered her his thick hand with a stoic expression. “I'm Tmarr.”

She should have recognized him. Maybe she was more nervous than she thought,
though why this job would send her into a tizzy already, she didn’t know. The information
Reli had gathered had said Tmarr was a gunman on Ingram’s ship. He was one to watch,

loyal and protective to Ingram.

She nodded to Tmarr, staring down at his outstretched hand. What did he want her to
do? Delicants weren’t allowed to be greeted formally. No one was supposed to bow down to

or shake hands with them, just as Reli had treated her earlier. They were slaves.
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He withdrew his hand with a shrug of his shoulders.

Gram patted his shoulder. “Come on, let’s get back to the ship.” Gram plunked himself
down into the pilot’s seat with Tmarr positioned in the copilot’s chair. “Strap yourself in,

Charm.”
She approached Gram, sitting on the floor next to his chair.

“What are you doing?” His voice held genuine puzzlement. Great. He must not have

ever owned a Delicant before, or be familiar with their ways.
“I must sit next to my Master at all times, Master.”

“Don’t call me that. We could run into trouble on the way back. You'd do better
strapped in.”

No one had ever objected to her calling them Master for this long. Usually, they liked
her subservience. She lowered her head. It was all she knew how to do. “Master...”

“Strap yourself in, Charm.” His voice lowered to a tone that sent chills along her back.
“Now.” His voice carried an authority that said he wasn’t used to anyone defying him.

That quiet authority sent more of her tingling than anyone ever had. “Yes, Master. If
you wish.”

“I do.” He began punching buttons on the console, preparing them to take off.

Charm sat down in the seat behind her new Master. He'd given her a direct order,
which she must follow, otherwise, she’d have stayed beside him. There was a black belt

running across the seat. She struggled with the clasp, trying to get it to lock. She’d never used

one before. Reli didn’t allow her the use of seatbelts.
[ can do this.
How hard could it be?

After a few minutes, Gram looked back to see her still fooling with it. “Need some

help?”
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“Please, Master.” She sat up straight as he rose and took two steps back to her seat. His
smell accompanied him, something spicy. A Valdorian root perhaps? He must take special
vapor showers that were for more than removing grit and grime. That was not a usual thing

with outfits like his. Most of the time they didn’t take vapor showers at all.

“Here.” He took the belt and ran it across her front. His fingers touched her skin
gently, warming wherever he stroked. Her skin tingled where he touched like static

electricity. He froze, eyes glancing down. He must have felt the strange sensation, too.
Her neck arched, pushing out her breasts for his inspection.

A tic beat in his jaw. Did she imagine it or did his other hand reach for her breast

before pulling back?

Then, his fingers brushed her hip bone, tugging on the seat belt. She wriggled in her
chair, making sure his hand stayed on her hip as long as possible, which made it harder for

him to snap her belt shut.

His gaze flew to hers, his jaw tightened even more. Locking the belt, he stalked back to

his seat without a word.

Smiling, she leaned back in her seat, having garnered exactly the reaction she wanted,
much better than what she’d received a few minutes ago. Gram liked women. Reli hadn’t
been sure. Her job of seduction was made easier when her mark liked females. She wiggled
in the seat again. Taking a cacete up the ass was not her favorite game of sex, but when she
had to seduce someone who liked males, it was all she had to offer them besides a blowjob.
She had no choice but to win at seduction even when they didn’t like women. Reli’s

punishments could be most harsh.
During the flight, she used her time to study Gram, the man behind the Bruiser.
He was stunning. No other word for him.

His hair seemed to be the dirty blond color of flaxam, the food crop for gazeltocks.

She’d seen enough of it growing up to know the exact shade. His eyes were so much darker
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than his pale skin and light hair. They compelled her gaze up to look into them. They
wouldn’t let her go. She’d never seen eyes like his, and she’d seen lots of eyes. His body was
muscular, but not bordering on super buffed up. She’d bet he’d been a soldier, probably bred
to be one. He had that look. A honed dangerous look that drew her gaze as well as made her

shiver.

She squashed any of those reactions and thoughts. She wasn’t here to admire his looks,

no matter how they made her feel. Time to think about what she knew about him.

Reli had told her all that he’d found out, but Reli’s files weren’t official or
comprehensive. Gram was the one Reli had the least on. From his actions, they knew he was

loyal to his crew and a rebel, doing lots of things the law wouldn’t allow.

She tapped a finger on her chin. How did all this knowledge help her? She wasn’t sure
yet. Sizing up the situation would take a day or so, then she’d proceed. His crew was
probably the same as Reli’s, everyone out for each other. All of them would be one step away
from betraying each other. She’d find their weaknesses and exploit them, as Reli had ordered
her to do, before exposing them so Reli could take them down and swipe their ship. It always

came down to orders for a Delicant.

* k k k k

Gram scrubbed his face and stood up at the sound of the door opening and closing

behind them. Hake, the Bruiser’s pilot, had arrived.

“Sorry, Cap, I didn’t hear the alarm.” Hake arched a black eyebrow, indicating the

Delicant. “A special guest?”

He gritted his teeth, only to bite the bullet. Might as well go ahead and get it out of the

way. “No. She’s payment.”
Hake’s other eyebrow went up.

“Look, just fly this bucket. I've got some things to take care of.”
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Tmarr snickered from the copilot’s chair.

He thumbed toward the door. “You, come with me.” His gaze lingered on Charm’s pink
pussy. How had she continued to sit with her legs drawn up to her chest? The hard-on,

which hadn’t left him since she’d been tossed into his arms, twitched.
A Delicant. What, in all the gods, was he to do with a Delicant?

Well, it was obvious what he was supposed to do. Fuck her until he was a limp mass,

but still.

He looked away.

“Yes, Master.” After a click of the harness, her bare feet padded on the floor behind
him.

Every step he took brought his cock in contact with his pants. He’d have preferred to
have the sex slave caressing it.

The thundering down the corridor grew louder. He stopped walking and grabbed an

overhead brace to keep from being knocked over. “Grab hold of something.”

Charm stretched up to snatch the bar overhead. Her brown hair hung in a cascade

down her back.

Gram licked his lips at the sight of her nipples so perfectly on display. His gaze lingered
over her ribcage and locked on her pierced bellybutton. The flare of her hips captivated him.
Slowly he explored her curves one at a time. He enjoyed the slight rise and fall of her
stomach. And her breasts couldn’t be more perfect in shape, tipped with puckered nipples.

But while her body intrigued him, her face took his breath.

Charm was a beauty. A real beauty. Full lips. A straight nose. High cheek bones. And
eyes...eyes that'd caught him looking his fill.

Dozz hit him dead-on, knocking the air from his lungs. “Gam, you're back.” The giant

cub squeezed him until he worried his spine was in danger.

“Hey, big guy.” He groaned, patting the little fella’s broad back. “I told you I'd return.”



Ingram’s Charm 9

Dozz released him with a squeal.
Gram grabbed his back to rub at the ache Dozz always left, as the cub hid his eyes.

Once able to straighten, Gram waved a hand. “Charm, this is Dozz.” Hades. He’d never

had to explain Dozz before. “He’s my cub.” He shrugged a shoulder. “Sort of. I adopted him.”

“Gam’s raising me.” Dozz repeated something he’d probably heard others say about

them.
“Hello, Dozz.” She still clutched the overhead bar tightly in her hands.
Gram pointed. “You can let go. It’s only the first impact you have to worry about.”

“Thank you, Master.” Her smile hit him in the solar plexus. Dammit. No one had ever

smiled at him. Well, besides Dozz, who normally drooled when he did.

Dozz tilted his head to the right side, one brown eye peeking from between two hairy

fingers. “Gam, Charm don’t got no penis.”

“Um, no, she doesn’t.” He waved his hand. “She’s a female.” She was the first female
the cub had ever seen. Females were more legend than real. This was his first up close and

personal experience as well.

“How does she pee with no penis?”

He risked a look at the Delicant. Her lips were clamped together. He glanced back at
the cub. “Look, females...” He brought his hands up out of habit. “...females, well, they squat
to pee.”

“A female squats? Bet she’s got real bad aim peeing. What are those fat round things on

her chest?”

Gram rubbed his neck. Dammit. Dozz asked more questions than any other being alive.
He was sure of it. ‘Cause he’d spent the last four or five years answering them. “Uh, females

have breasts. They’re used to feed babies.”

Dozz covered his peeking eye. “Breasts are like the bottle you used to feed me from,

huh?”
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He shot Charm another look. Dammit. Dozz talked too much. “Yeah.” He’d liked to

never gotten the cub weaned off the baby bottle.
“Gam?”
“What?” he asked with his teeth clenched.

“How come you let your Charm run around naked, but you make your Dozz wear

clothes?” the little cub asked, clearly pouting. “It ain’t fair.”

He sighed. “Dozz, I want you to go hang out with Yon.” He waved his hand to indicate

the Delicant. "I have to get Charm settled in.”

Dozz jumped up and down, shaking the walkway under their feet. “Yeah, Yon will let

me play with his stuff.”

He nodded, and the cub loped off. Yes, the medic would occupy the little bear for a

while.
Gram waved a hand, “Come on. I've got a lot to do.”
“Yes, Master.”

* k k k k

At his door, he hesitated. Dammit. His cabin was a real mess. It had never mattered
before. The only person to go inside was Dozz, and the little bear only made it messier
rolling around.

A pounding of feet came above their heads, and he looked up to glare. Quickly, he
reached over to the commbox. “Yo, Dozz, quit running. You're going to get hurt again.”

Dozz’s voice echoed throughout the ship. The cub always yelled into the computer to

make sure he could be heard. “I forgot. No running.”

A moment later, his feet thundered overhead again in the passageway.
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Gram sighed and opened his cabin door. Inside, he used his foot to move several toys
aside. Next, he picked up a stack of books, placing them on the desk. Looking over his

shoulder, he motioned Charm inside. “Come on in.”
She smiled. “Yes, Master.”

He sucked in a breath as his cock swelled once more. The sight of her breasts held him
entranced with every step she took. He forced himself to look anywhere but there. “Move
anything out of your way. Dozz tends to play with everything and never pick up anything.”

He took her papers from his pocket and placed them in a cabinet for safe keeping.
“Yes, Master.”

His heart raced at the sight of her bending over. Gods, what an ass. Charm’s tempted
him as nothing ever had before. He cleared his throat. “My name is Ingram Hayes. You can

call me Gram.”

She straightened and placed more books on the corner of the desk. Her puckered
nipples jutted out from her breasts as she adjusted the stack. “Ingram Hayes, you are my
Master now. I'll call you Master, as 'm expected to do.”

His cock twitched. Gods, he could get used to having a female around.

He wanted nothing more than to fuck Charm. He’d settle for jerking off. Anything to
relieve the constant pressure in his cock. Surely, he’d be able to think straight then.

He turned away. Clothes. He needed to get some clothes on her.

That would help.

At his closet, he slid the door open to shuffle through his shirts. He backtracked,

shoving over racks of pants. Hades, how would he know what wouldn’t fall off her? Maybe

her fine ass would catch enough to hold them up?

He discarded the pants. Marka, the smallest of his crew, would come closest to Charm’s

size. Yes, the Halfling was slim enough. Marka’s pants would cover her without falling down.
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He frowned at his shirts. Why had he never noticed he had nothing but white shirts?
Maybe one of his vests would work over a shirt? Or maybe Marka would have a shirt that
would camouflage her nipples? Yes, he definitely needed something to hide those little

treasures.

He turned around and nearly stumbled. Charm knelt on the floor in front of him, her

hazel eyes shielded by long lashes.

With nimble fingers, she released the buttons on his pants before he could draw a

breath.
Oh, fuck, yes.
The will to stop her didn’t exist within him. He groaned as his cock sprang free.

“Master, what a fine cock you have. The better to suck.” She leaned forward to rub her
cheek against his stiff length. No time passed before she rubbed her face along the other side

of his cock as if admiring him.
Oh, fuck, yes.
To brace his legs, he reached up to grasp one of the balance bars.

Never before had he seen anything as erotic as Charm on her knees before him. Her
long brown hair fell to her ass. Never before had such raw lust surged through his veins.

Climax waited only a breath away.
Oh, fuck, no.
Not yet.

He closed his eyes when she ran her hands up his abdomen, then down to push his

pants further out of her way. Her face continued to nuzzle his cock.

Charm’s wet tongue ran along the side of his erection. He inhaled and opened his eyes.
He wouldn’t miss this. In amazement, he looked on at her eagerness as she toyed with his

engorged flesh. Her pink tongue licked and lapped, until he thought he might throw her to
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the floor and bury his cock as deep as he could get, coming until he thought his brain might

explode.
Her talented tongue flicked the tip of his cock, and she moaned.

Sweat beaded his upper lip. His cock, which stood as rigid as possible, twitched. His

balls grew tighter, letting him know his climax boiled up.

As if sensing his need, Charm leaned over and sucked his right ball into her heated

mouth.
Gram groaned from deep in his chest, his hips thrusting forward.
Oh, fuck, yes.

The Delicant released his sac, only to grasp the other side in her mouth until sweat

sheened his chest. “Charm,” he moaned between his clenched teeth.
She released his ball to nuzzle his cock once more.
The muscles in his thighs and ass quivered as he fought to hold off his climax.

“Master.” She ran her tongue along the bottom of his cock. “Would you like for me to

suck your cock now?”

“Yes.” The air rushed from his lungs as she first swallowed his head in a circling

movement to engulf the whole of his cock. Her hands gripped his thighs.

Gram moaned in desperate need of release.

Not yet.

Her hot mouth sucked greedily at his cock. Up and down, she drew her lips around
him.

Chest heaving, he reached to bury his hand in her thick hair. He bore down to send his

hard cock further into her sucking mouth. She accepted the invasion with eager lips. Her

cheeks hollowed out. His balls hit her chin, and his body shuddered.
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At the feel of her nails biting into his thighs, he pulled his hips back to watch his slick

flesh reappear. Mesmerized, he shoved forward to watch himself disappear once more.

Charm moaned and rubbed her tongue along the bottom of his hidden cock. His balls

ached like never before.

With gritted teeth, he withdrew to the head and then, pushed his cock back in. Charm

moaned only to toy with her tongue once more.
Oh, fuck, yes.
Over and over, he pulled his cock out of her sucking mouth to force his way back in.

At the tension of his muscles, his hand tightened in her hair. His come erupted from
his balls to shoot deep within her throat. He groaned. His eyes shut as her throat and mouth

worked to swallow his offering.
Her mouth caressed his cock until he withdrew semi-erect from between her lips.

Weak-kneed, he worked to get his pants back on correctly. Through lazy eyes, he
watched her lick her lips before she helped to right his clothes.

“Master, did I suck to your liking?” Her eyes remained downcast.

He stared. Was there a wrong way to give head? Watching the way she fidgeted, he

supposed there was for some. He nodded to reassure her. “Most definitely.”

Charm’s smile once again hit him in the solar plexus. Dammit. He turned back to the
closet. What did one say after receiving a blowjob? Thanks hardly seemed to cover it. If only
he had experience in these things.

Unease hit his spine. What did she think this had been about? “Whoa.” He should’ve
explained her future to her before he shot his load down her throat. Dammit. He turned back

around. “Look, let’s take a minute here to discuss your situation.”
The Delicant still crouched on the floor, her pussy exposed for his view.

He swallowed. Plowing into that tender pussy would be bliss. No way he could think

with that in front of him. He needed to get her some clothes first, and then they could talk.
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Chapter Two

Acting dutiful, as the good Delicant should, she followed behind Gram as he quick
footed it down dark, narrow corridors. The ship looked much smaller from the outside.

Inside, it was almost roomy, though somewhat gloomy and shaded.

She moistened her lips, still tasting his come, not an unpleasant flavor. Yes, Gram
wasn’t going to be a hard assignment -- so to speak. Parts of him had been hard since she’d
arrived. He’d been without a woman a long time, if he’d ever had one. That always made it

easier for seduction.

Why did he want her clothed? He planned to use her, then sell her, as they all did. No
Delicant should ever have to wear clothes. In fact, they could be punished for the offense.
Didn’t he know that? Besides, he’d enjoyed what she’d done to him. He’'d enjoy fucking her
that much more.

Gram pushed a button, opening a door off the corridor. He quickly stepped in first, and
she followed.

“Marka?” he bellowed, then stopped short, causing her to run into him. A low curse

slipped out of Gram.
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Two men were entangled on the bunk. Each held the other’s cacete in their hands.

They remained frozen, hands locked, at Gram’s entry.

“Don’t you knock?” The larger of the two sat up, releasing his hold on the smaller

man’s cacete. He stared at them as if he could wish them away.

“Don’t mind Luban. He’s cranky when he’s horny.” The smaller one still lay leisurely
on the bed, his hand stroking the other’s turgid flesh. Lithe and petite, he looked human,

except for pointy, elfin ears, which shot up above his short dark hair. “You bellowed, sir?”

A tic beat in Gram’s jaw. “I need clothes, Marka. For her.” He pointed to Charm where

she stood beside him.

Luban straightened as Marka continued to touch him. His breath came in pants even as

he glared at Gram. He said something in another language gruffly to Marka.

Marka sighed. “Very well.” He pulled his hand away. “Who’s this lovely creature,

Gram? We haven’t been introduced.”

He scrambled off the bed, walking to them with an extended hand. He grasped hers in
his warm one. Considering where it had been a few minutes earlier, shouldn’t he have
washed it? But he insisted on shaking hers; he wouldn’t let her avoid the contact like Tmarr

had. Didn’t these people know anything about Delicants?

His body was hairless except for one thick patch at his cacete, which considering the
proportions of the rest of him, was huge. He must be part elf. “I'm Marka.” He thumbed at

the other man. “My mate is Luban.”

Luban slid off the bed and bowed formally to her before pulling on a robe and a gun.
He was one of Gram’s gunmen and protectors. Could his loyalty be shifted? Reli hadn’t

known for sure.

Marka was a bit of an enigma. Perhaps a little more shiftable than the rest. But his

being mated to Luban probably precluded that.
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“This is...Charm. She’s going to be staying with us a while.” Gram’s mouth pulled up
into a slight frown. Maybe he’d noticed where her eyes had gone. That was good. Jealousy

was a great way to manipulate men. “Get her some clothes.”

Luban’s deep voice went up an octave, sounding strained. “Why are we taking on a

woman? And where did she come from?”

Marka pulled her with him as he walked to a closet. “Let’s see what we can find for you

to wear.” He didn’t dress, but went naked, ignoring Luban’s frown at him.

Gram turned away from Luban, speaking quickly like the rapid fire of a ship’s gun.

“Reli gave her as payment.”

Luban’s eyes bugged in his head, visible even at where she stood. His thick neck

corded, tendons standing out. “What the fuck is that about?”

Marka pushed open the doors, peering into the clothes. “I think you can wear my stuff.

Definitely not Luban’s. He’s big. In all ways.”

Gram grasped an arm and propelled Luban out the still open corridor door. It shut

behind them.

So Tmarr was right, the crew would be upset about her as payment. Anything to cause

discord boded well for taking over a ship.
Marka pushed through some things, pulling out a tunic and gazeltock pants. “Try this.”

She touched the pants gingerly with a finger, stroking the soft fur. She loved the
spirited animals. They always reminded her of things she should never think about. Their fur
was so warm. She hardly ever noticed the cold anymore, but she remembered being home
and under a gazeltock blanket... Yes, it made her think things she shouldn’t be calling to

mind right now.
Focus. Find ways to break apart the crew.

Marka looked at her with a piercing gaze. He had deep black eyes. Yes, he was of elven

ancestry and didn’t miss anything. “Are you a Delicant?”



18 Melany Logen

She nodded. Pulling the tunic over her head, she heard him say, “Interesting. I've never

met a Delicant before.”

That much had been obvious about the crew she’d met so far. Shaking back her hair,
she reached down to pull on the pants and noticed Marka looking at her. Slowly, she
shrugged them up her legs, wiggling and caressing her skin with her fingers, inviting his

attentive gaze.
A knowing gleam came into Marka’s dark eyes. “You can save your show. I'm mated.”

Was Luban a species that mated for life? She wasn’t sure what he was. Neither elves
nor humans did. She hadn’t noticed any mating marks she was familiar with. And elves had a
high sex drive. Better to be contrite after being caught fishing. “I'm sorry if I displeased you,
Master.” With a proper sale, she’d transfer the title of Master to only her new owner but she
hadn’t been properly sold. This use with Marka was for show, as it was with Gram. They
weren’t, nor would they ever be, her Masters. But, men liked hearing the title no matter how

much they said they didn’t.
“Save all that Master shit for Gram. I'm not a Master, 'm merely Marka.”

She snapped the pants shut. He was shrewd, and she’d overstepped her bounds with

him already. She’d have to be more careful in the future.
“Do they fit?” He rummaged again.

“They do.” The top was a little loose around the waistband, which made it slide around,
the deep V-neck possessing the ability to display bared cleavage. The cloth also tickled her
nipples, pebbling them.

He handed her a few more items that he’d picked out from his stash. “These should fit

too, then.”
“Thank you, Master.”
He shook his head. “Marka.”

“Marka,” she said softly.
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The door opened, and Luban strutted in. Marka’s eyes deepened into a black so deep, it
looked like the far reaches of space. She almost expected stars to shine in those depths. As
Luban came to stand by him, Marka’s erection came shooting up again. Luban’s own robes

became tented.

Gram followed Luban in, walking slowly behind him. His face looked relieved as he
surveyed her. “Good, you found her something.” His eyes took in the tunic, his nose

wrinkling up. “Don’t you have something...”

Marka interrupted, “I'm broader in the chest. Everything is going to hang like that on

her.”
“Dammit.” Gram’s gaze centered on her breasts.

She moved her torso back and forth, making the tunic shake, and the rubbing
continued across her sensitive nipples. Wearing clothes was so different than going naked.
They made her skin tingle with energy. She’d worn them as a child before she’d come to be a
Delicant. Maybe if she hadn’t been so old when she’d come to the House of 9000 Pleasures,
she wouldn’t have missed them so much. Now, she was out of practice with wearing

clothing.

Marka waved a small hand toward the top. “It could be taken in. But we’d have to stop

at a station.”

Luban skimmed a hand down Marka’s back, eliciting a slight shiver from him.
Electricity hummed between the two. “She won’t be here that long. She’s payment from

Reli.”

Charm looked at her feet, pretending not to hear. They’d never make it to port to sell
her. That was the only reason she didn’t protest the clothes. She’d have to make sure they
came off before Reli saw them. She shuddered. He hated seeing her dressed and enjoyed her

punishments too much.

Marka’s eyes narrowed to slits. He’d seen her shiver, the astute part-elf that he was.
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Luban folded his arms across his broad chest. “Time for you to go.”
Marka thwapped Luban’s arm, making a noise of displeasure. “That’s rude.”
“Well, it is.” Luban shifted his weight, not looking sorry at all.

Marka turned to Gram and Charm. “Excuse him. He does get grumpy when he’s

horny.”
“So that’s why his temper shows all the time.” Gram arched a brow.
Luban let out a low growl, causing Gram to chuckle.

“We do need to be going.” Gram took the arm holding the clothes. “Come on, Charm.

We need to talk.”

* % k ¥ %k

Gram headed toward his room, only to switch directions to the infirmary. He needed
to talk to Charm, but first, he needed to talk to Yon. The medic would have the answers

concerning the Delicant.

Silently, Charm followed behind a step or two. An odd feeling settled in his chest.
Damn, if he didn’t like her there with him. What would life be like with a companion

around? Someone to talk to? Share with? And fuck?
At the sliding infirmary doors, she pressed into his back. Instantly, his cock thickened.

He waved her in ahead of him. “Charm, meet our Doc. Yon, this is Charm. She’ll be

staying with us a few days.”
Yon bowed. “I'm at your service.”
She bowed back. “If my Master wills it, I'm at your service, too, while 'm here.”
“Not forever?” Dozz asked, as he lumbered his way to his big hairy feet.
“No.” Gram glanced the Delicant’s way. “Not forever.”

“Why?” Dozz’s wide brown eyes didn’t blink. “Don’t ya like her?”
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Absently, Gram rubbed the ache in his neck that always seemed to appear when Dozz
asked too many questions. “She can’t, is all.” No way in Hades he’d mention he’d have to sell

the Delicant to pay the crew. The little bear would never understand.

“I don’t like that answer.” Dozz folded his beefy, furry arms across his stout chest. “You

always say that when you don’t want me to know nothing.”

“Buddy, can you do me a favor right now? Later, we can talk more about Charm

leaving.”
Dozz’s bottom lip stuck out. “What?”
“Take her to the kitchen and get you both something to eat.”
The cub’s eyes rounded. “I can go to the kitchen by myself?”

“No. Charm will be there with you.” He leaned over and pressed his lips to her ear.

“Don’t let him overeat. He’ll puke his guts out.”
”Yes, Master,” she whispered back, sending a shiver to tighten his balls.
Dozz stomped a foot. “I never get to go by myself nowhere.”

“No fits.” He looked hard at the cub. “If you have any trouble from Nirk, call me.” He
walked the two into the hallway and looked into Charm’s curious eyes. “Commboxes are
located at the end of every corridor and in every room. Press this and say my name. I can

hear you anywhere on the ship. You don’t have to yell. And Nirk is our general asshole.”
Dozz grinned and took Charm’s hand. "I can’t say asshole.”

Gram sighed. “Dozz, once you two have eaten, take her back to my room and go to

bed.”
The cub nodded. “Come on, Charm. I'm in charge.”
She turned back for a moment. “You aren’t hungry, Master?”

His gaze lingered on the swell of her beasts. Yes, he was hungry, just not for food. He

shook his head and walked back to join Yon.
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The android wore his permanently blank expression.
“Doc, I need a crash course on Delicants.” He placed a thigh over a stool.
Yon arched an eyebrow. “What is to explain? They are meant to be fucked.”

“Yeah.” Gram grunted. "Look, I want her to be comfortable until we can get to an
auction house.” He’d have to do some research and find one that Delicants were treated fairly

at. He’s sold many things in his life, but never another living being.

“We?”

He glared. At times, the android had as many or more questions than Dozz. "Explain
Delicants to me. I get enough questions from Dozz.”

“To make her comfortable” -- Yon settled onto a nearby stool opposite Gram -- “I

suggest fucking her.”

Gram sucked in a breath and released it. That wouldn’t be a difficult task. “Can you do

better than that? I know she’s a sex slave.”
“Delicants are here for the express purpose of pleasing their Master sexually.”

Gram nodded, encouraging the android to go on to something Gram didn’t already

know.
“A Master’s wish is a Delicant’s world. It is their only reasons for living.”

Gram frowned, folding his arms. He could deal with that. She’d only be here for a short
time.

“A Master’s responsibility is to think only of the slave’s well-being.”

Protection. Now that he could handle, too.

“Rarely happens that way, though, for most of them. Statistics say that seventy-five
percent of all Delicants are abused by those in change of their care in one way or another.”

Yon folded his arms. “A well-trained Delicant can be anything a Master wishes of them. A

companion to share with. A slave can be orifices without a voice. A Delicant will gladly
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allow their Master to beat them, and say thank you afterward, if that’s what is required to

please.”

Gram held Yon’s gaze. He didn’t like the image of Charm being beaten. Hades, he

didn’t like the thought of anyone being beaten. He’d lived through too many as a child.
“Cane. Whip.” Yon shook his head. “A Delicant will be a urinal if it’s wished of them.”

Now, that got his full attention. No way on Hades would another piss in his mouth or

anywhere else on his body. A violent shudder racked his frame.

“Captain, I don’t think you understand. Oftentimes, power, control of another, can lead
into sadistic scenes. A slave will do anything. Anything for the one they consider their

Master.”
“The one they consider a master?”

“Yes. Some Delicants can adjust to new Masters easily. Others have bonded with one
and will never adjust.” The android shrugged a shoulder. “It also depends on how long the

school had them to train. The younger they start, the more ingrained the behaviors.”

He closed his eyes. Charm had come willingly enough. The experience hadn’t seemed
traumatic to her. She’d seemed to adjust well to being his slave. His cock rose up to concur.
How many masters had she been through? How long had she been with Reli? He’d look at

her papers soon.

“Anything else?”

“I suggest, Captain, you ask her likes and dislikes. It might help determine what state
she’s in. If she can’t tell you, only wanting what you like, her Delicant nature is ingrained
and natural to her. If she can tell you, it may mean she still has some free will left.”

That had been in his plans, too. Bastard that he was, he wanted to know her likes so he

could give them to her. An image of her kneeling before him, asking him to smack her ass

blindsided him.
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Recalling Yon’s earlier words, he shifted uncomfortably. Hades, don’t let her like to
drink piss.
“I was going to assign Dozz-sitting to her. What do you think?”

“Yes. Get her involved on the ship. That’ll help settle her.” Yon shifted as if mimicking

him. “And, it will be good for Dozz, too.”

He searched the android’s face. Had he heard a slight change in the medic’s voice? He'd

swear the android looked almost amused.
Gram stood. “Alright, thanks, Doc. I've gotta get busy.”
Yon stood, following suit. “Anytime, Captain.”

%k %k ok k k

Charm followed behind the bustling bear cub after a brief stop at Gram’s quarters,
which were on the way. His incessant questions soon tired her out. She didn’t know why
space was so black and cold or why women didn’t have cacetes. She couldn’t think with all
these questions, and she needed a plan. Blowing out a breath, she looked straight into his

brown, beady eyes. “Tell you what, Dozz. Why don’t we play a game?”
He bounded around her feet. “Let’s! Let’s! What is it?”

“The quiet game. You have to be as quiet as you can. First one who talks, loses.” They’d
played this often at the House of 9000 Pleasures. Delicants were known for being silent.

Only no one would lash the cub when he spoke out of turn.
His nose wrinkled. “Uh, okay.”
She smiled, holding a finger to her lips. “Bet I win.”
“Bet you don’t.”
She arched a brow at him.

“We hadn’t started yet!” His mouth drew up in a pout.
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“Fine. We'll start at one, two, three.” She continued following him through the
twisting corridors. Most of them were tiny. Some of the wider ones had stuff stashed in

them.

The silence gave her time to think. Here she was, stuck spending time with the only
other member of the crew she wouldn’t fuck. Even she wouldn’t stoop that low. Dozz was a

child. Gram’s adopted son, for all practical purposes.
That hadn’t been in the file.

He displayed so much patience with the little cub. More than her own father had ever

shown her. That filled her with emotions she couldn’t quite name.

Shaking her head, she shook off those sappy thoughts. In her line of work, she couldn’t

afford to be that way. Time to focus on what she was there to do.

Luban and Marka were mated, so she couldn’t fuck them. She’d have to find other
routes for getting the crew so worked up, they wouldn’t notice other things going on. Like a
ship on their tail until it was too late. Like her disabling shields and weapons until it was too

late.
She needed to find out the correct time to see how much time she had left.

The kitchen was sure to have a timepiece. From going on board, she had forty-eight
hours. And it passed quickly. She also needed to find the bridge and ferret out the most
vulnerable member of the crew. Next, she’d see when they’d be on the bridge. There was so

much to be done. And, her head hurt from all Dozz’s earlier questions.

Rounding another corner, the cub stopped short. A man leaned up against the wall. His
eyes were the color of burnished copper, his hair dark and long to match his clothes. Several
weapons were hidden, the bulges imperceptible to most. She’d had to take all weapons off of
men at some point without touching them, so she always visually checked every logical place

for men to hide them. Her heart pounded as his eyes surveyed her, while his mouth twisted
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up into a cruel sneer. It was only sheer force of will that kept her standing where she was.

She wanted to turn and run back to Gram.
Back to Gram?

She had lost it. But, somehow, he’d keep her safe. Why she thought that, she didn’t

know. After all, he was getting rid of her soon.
Instead of running, she took a deep breath, ducking her head down out of habit.
“Hey, little shit, who’s the bitch?”

Sneaking a look up, she saw his gaze focus on her breasts. Even hidden under the cloth,
his gaze centered on them. Ah, yes, a man she could manipulate. She’d found her weak link.

Moistening her lips, she made sure he saw as she pushed out her breasts to their full perkage.
Dozz didn’t answer. He held his finger up to his lips.
“Shithead, I was talking to you.” The man’s voice raised a few octaves.
Dozz’s lip quivered, but he still didn’t say anything.
Charm shot him a look. He’d better talk, or the man would give him hell.

The man’s eyes, hell, his whole face, tightened with anger. “Answer the fucking

question.” He advanced on Dozz, big feet clomping, the sound echoing.

Charm bit her lip, surveying up and down the wide corridor they were in. She’d
known men prone to violence. This man had that look about him. No one was around to
intervene. Dozz wanted to win the fucking silence game. No. Answer him. She shouldn’t
intervene.

The man kicked at the cowering cub. He didn’t make contact, but clanged right beside

him. “Answer me, you dumb shit.”

Charm spoke quietly, her head down. “Talk.” She didn’t dare say more, but the word

made Dozz the winner in their stupid little game.

The man’s head swung around toward her.
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“Ah ha ha ha, I won. I won. You talked before me.” Dozz forgot the danger in the

moment, jubilation radiant on his face.

The man didn’t move his gaze from Charm, but kicked again beside Dozz, making them

both jump. “Won what, shithead?”
“You said bad words, Nirk. And kicked at me.” Dozz’s lips puckered in a giant frown.

“T'll do more than that, shithead. I'll make you into a fur rug. I been needing one of

those.”
“Gam wouldn’t let you.” The cub’s chin stuck out in pride.

“I don’t need to ask /ngram permission for anything I do.” The man pulled out a knife

and made slashing motions with it.

Charm shivered internally. A Delicant lived in fear of being cut beyond salability. If
you weren't sellable, then no one had use for you. There were worse things than being a
Delicant. They all had heard the rumors of the Cobblestone Harems. At least, Delicants had a
chance of finding someone to take care of them. A good Master. There, in the Cobblestone
Harems, caged up as if they were an animal, the unfortunate soul to be put in one, had things

stuck up in them until they died. Death came quickly but not nearly quick enough.

“Don’t you, now.” The voice came from the other end of the corridor. All three of their

heads swiveled to Gram walking around the bend.

Charm’s heart began beating a rapid tempo at the sight of him. Plus, her body sagged in
relief. Why, she didn’t want to think about.
“Tell me, Nirk, since when did you make Captain of this boat?”

Nirk’s eyes blazed with anger and hate so fierce, Dozz shrank back from it. “I'm not
Captain.” Left unsaid, but implied was, “but I should be.” He took a long look at his knife

before resheathing it on his belt.

“I didn’t think so. As 7am Captain. You do have to ask permission. And, I've told you

about harassing Dozz.”
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“Yeah, you tell him, Gam.” Dozz grinned, puffing out his chest.

Rivalry between Nirk and Gram. That could be the most interesting thing she’d found
yet. Yes, a lot of flirting with Nirk, designed to push Gram over the edge. His woman

showing up in Nirk’s room at night. Those things would get a plan rolling along fast.

Her chest constricted at the thought of following through with them.

She looked at Nirk, who scowled. Not the worst she’d ever fucked. If only she could get
past his cruelty. Though she had no choice.

“I see you've met Nirk. The resident...” Gram broke off, looking at Dozz, who took that
as a sign to jump closer. “We don’t know what he does yet. The universe is waiting on baited

breath to find out.”
“Who’s the bitch?” Nirk thumbed in her direction, ignoring Gram’s comment.

“She’s a Delicant.” Gram ruffled Dozz’s wayward hair. Over the bear’s head he turned a

hard gaze on Nirk. “I'm only going to warn you so many times over name-calling.”

Charm ducked her head back down. Affection. Genuine affection. Not something she’d
had anywhere. Her stomach clenched, even as she shoved the knot back down. No use

longing for something she’d never ever have.
“You two go on to the kitchen now.”
Dozz took several steps away, almost to the end of the corridor before he realized

Charm hadn’t followed. To go forward, she had to pass too close to Nirk, who instead of

moving back, stepped closer to her.

“How the fuck did we get a Delicant? Or you took the fucking money and bought
yourself a pussy? You better share. That pussy’s part mine.” Nirk’s hand went down to his

sidearm.

“If you'd been paying attention, you'd know the last gig paid me with her. Next stop,

and I'll get the crew’s money.”



Ingram’s Charm 29

“You damn well better. And, as I said, part of that pussy is mine. Until I get my

money.”

Sauntering over to her, he reached his hand down, slipping against her chocota,
stroking her through cloth. Instinct widened her legs as his hand pushed up against her, but

her body stiffened at the contact.
Shit. She’d get beaten for that show of unease. Her eyes glanced wildly around.

A click sounded from behind Nirk’s head.

He froze, but didn’t remove his hand. She tried to shift him away from her chocota. He

pinched with two other fingers, she managed to stay quiet, and another click sounded.
“Take your hand off her.” Gram’s voice came steely from behind them.
Swallowing, she didn’t move as Nirk hesitated, but did what he’d been asked.

He gave no ground, but turned to face Gram, getting his smaller, shorter frame in

Gram’s space.
Gram had a bored look on his face.
“Why? She’s my pussy, my payment. Why can’t I fuck her until we dock?”
Gram shook his head. “You'll get your money. She’s off limits.”

Dozz danced from his position far down the corridor. He hadn’t been able to see what

Nirk did to her, but had heard the phrase muttered by Gram. “Off limits. Off limits.”
“Shut up, shit...”
Gram tipped the laser pistol. The safety still wasn’t clicked back on.

Nirk growled. Then, with a brighter look, he raised his hand, swinging it back and
forth. The slight musky scent of Charm’s juices he’d picked up from rubbing against her

caught her nose.

“Pussy juice. My favorite.” Nirk raised his hand, licking down his fingers, a satisfied

grin on his face.
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A tic worked in Gram’s jaw. “Get out of here, Nirk. Before I shove you out the damn

air lock.”

Smirking, Nirk took off down the corridor in the opposite direction of Dozz. “See you

later, little pussy. We'll get together again, don’t you fret.”
Gram ran a hand over his face.

Gram had saved her. He’d defended her. Warmth spread down to her toes over his

actions. No one had ever before interceded like that for her.
It’s only because he doesn’t want others touching his property.

Yet, something told her he’d protected her because that’s what Gram did. Protect his

people. Already, she was seeing that she’d never known anyone quite like Ingram.

“He’s a bad man. He calls himself a bad...with a word I can’t say. Gam calls him a word
I can’t say and hole.” Dozz nodded to Charm as she made it to him without Nirk blocking her
way.

Gram stayed where he was.

She didn’t comment, only looked down at her feet. Maybe it wouldn’t be as easy

working with Nirk as she thought.

“Go get food before you find more trouble. I'm going up to the bridge.”
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Chapter Three

In the kitchen, Dozz whirled around like a steggo on wheels, a fast moving robot. “We
have all kinds of rations.” He began naming all the flavors off. Nothing but reconstituted

food, but it would do. It was better than what she’d had back on Reli’s ship.

She helped fix some food that the cub inhaled down, then wanted more. He could talk

and chew at the same time, too.

The timepiece sat above one of the reconstituters, which provided the juices to make
the dried out stuff eatable. She surveyed her plate of... She couldn’t remember what she had,

but it was mostly edible.

The kitchen was huge, several reconstituters, storage space. Everything was neat and
shiny. Someone took care of this boat. There was mess, yes, but not comparable to her ship.
She’d seen no trash or rotting food left out like on board Reli’s ship. They’d once had a

crewmate die and lay there for weeks before he’d been shot out an air lock.
“Charm?” Dozz spoke softly, a tone lower than his usual babble.

“Yes, Dozz?” She took a big bite, instantly regretting it. She’d stick to little ones from

now on. The flavor was more palatable that way.

“Am I stupid?”
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Her throat constricted, still trying to get the bite down. Where had that come from?
And why the fuck did he ask her? “What?”

“Am I stupid?”

“No!” Talkative and rambunctious, yes, he was. But she hadn’t seen anything that
indicated his brain didn’t work right. “What gave you that...” She closed her eyes as it hit
her. Opening them, she stared at him. “Nirk.” The bastard.

“He always says [ am.”

“Well, you're not.” She patted his chubby hand.

“Gam says I'm not either. He says I'm a part of the crew. He even made a tag for me,
see?” He pulled out an identification tag with “Dozz” etched in one side, “Bruiser’ etched on
the other.

Her chocota poked up and begged at the man’s name. She shifted taking the pressure
off her swollen sex. “Gram’s a pretty bright guy.”

He was. She’d seen the books he had in his quarters. Not many star ship captains had
them. Most didn’t know how to read that well. A voice activated computer was all they
needed to pilot. His intelligence intrigued her. Something sparked in his eyes that she liked.

But his intelligence would make things harder for her to do what she had to do. She
had to get on the bridge and disable enough systems within -- her eyes surveyed the
timepiece -- forty-three hours. Then, Reli would come.

“He is. He loves me. He wouldn’t tell me if I was stupid. I thought you were new. You
would.”

She patted his hand again. “I'm talking straight with you. You aren’t stupid. Nirk’s an

ass...hole.” She cringed at saying words that Dozz wasn’t supposed to use or hear.
“You said Gam’s word for him.” Dozz laughed, tickled, rolling out of his chair.

She shook her head at his antics. Somehow, being with him, knowing he was someone

she’d never have sex with, freed her to make mistakes with him. Not even a Delicant would
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have sex with a child. It was proibido. The one thing listed in the sales papers, spelled out as

not allowed.
“I like you, Charm.” The cub hopped to his feet. “Come on, I'd better get you back.”

She had to chuckle at his “all business” mannerisms, as if he were the protector. He'd

be doing handsprings before they hit the second corridor.
“Remind me to show you a secret place tomorrow. Where I keep my special stuff.”

She nodded, putting dishes in the sink. Tomorrow, she’d still be on board and his

friend. It was only twenty some hours afterward that they’d all want to kill her.
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On the bridge, Gram spun his chair around to face Hake. “What’s keeping you here?

Go get some rest.”
“You sure, Cap?”
“Yeah. I'll set the computer to call you in four hours after I head to bed.”

The Hawkfin smiled, showing even teeth. “Not sure if I had that pretty pussy waiting

in my room, I'd be here.”

Gram thumbed to the door. “Get some rest. And call Luban to get his ass down here,

again.” His own call had been ignored. No doubt the lovers were still fucking.

Hake nodded. At the door, he pressed the commbox’s button. “Marka, get your mouth

off Luban’s cock and get him to the bridge. Captain’s orders.”
Gram shook his head, a grin tugging his lips. Good thing Dozz would be asleep by now.

Ignoring the vast star-filled space that spread out in front of his viewing window, he

flipped on the computer. “Yes, Captain?” the feminine cool voice whispered.

“Show me a female’s naked human body.” Like many men, he knew very little about

females. Their world was overrun by males. Males outnumbered females a thousand to one.
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Delicants were strictly for the wealthy. For all his bluster about liking pussy juice, Nirk had

no more experience with females than he did.

“Normally, it’'s Marka who wants to explore erotic images. Please look directly into the

screen.”
Gram did so, only to feel a moment of strong energy.
“I've collected your preferences. Please sit back.”
He grunted, before opening his water bottle.

A hologram woman, who looked remarkably like Charm, appeared right in front of
him with spread legs. His mouth went dry. He’'d never delved into the hologram programs

before.
“Captain before you is your perfect type. Already your body temperature has risen.”

He could almost pretend the Delicant stood there. He swallowed. “Can a humanoid

female have an orgasm as a male does?”

The woman sat back on the computer helm, her pussy clearly exposed. He shifted as his

cock stirred.

“Yes, Captain. A human female has a clitoris. It swells much the way a male’s penis

does. Would you like to practice? I assure you, the hologram feels real.”
“What I’d like is the real deal.”

Oh yeah, as pleasant as the hologram was, Charm was incomparable. And since when

had she become his ideal woman? Especially considering he’d not seen any other females.

“As you wish, captain.” The hologram disappeared to have an image appear on the
computer screen. “Females need stimulus to achieve climax. At a certain point, she will

climax from the pressure.”
He sipped his water, doing his best not to think of Charm.

“Captain, my data shows another spike in your temperature.”
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He exhaled harshly. His cock was stiff.

“Her clitoris, or clit as it’s sometimes called, will pulse. Her vagina muscles will clench
as her body tenses in climax. Unlike a man who must have some recovery time between, a

woman can have multiple orgasms in rapid succession.”
He shifted uncomfortably. Maybe he should have gone to Yon for advice.
“There’s also an internal pleasure point for women.” The computer droned on.

What he wouldn’t give to discover Charm’s pleasure point. He took a long swallow.
Hades, he was hot. And hard. He was tempted to jerk off, but not with the computer

watching.
“It can be reached and stimulated by a penis, toy, or fist.”

He choked, spewing water all over the image’s breasts. He coughed and wiped his

mouth.
“Oh, fuck.” He coughed once more, his chest aching.
”Are you all right, Captain?”
He nodded. “Did you say fist?” Quickly, he used the tail of his shirt to wipe the screen.
“Yes, Captain. Some females enjoy it.”
He looked down at his balled hand. Hades. One was as big as a Cherr hammer.
“Will there be anything else, Captain?”

“No.” He’d learned enough. The rest was up to experimentation. He turned the monitor

off as the bridge doors opened behind him.

“G, I'll have you know his mouth was on my cook. Why is it you only call when I'm

the one having a good time?” Marka folded his arms in front of his chest.
“Just psychic, I guess.” Gram rolled his eyes.

Luban followed his lover.
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Gram stood, turning the shuttle on auto pilot and setting the alarm for Hake. “Luban,
there’s a Universal Police Station five hours out. I need you to go and find out which slave

market has had the fewest complaints filed against it.”
“This is about the fuck slave, isn’t it?” Marka asked.

“Charm.” He narrowed his eyes on the Halfling. “Her name is Charm.” He urged them

all into the corridor.
“I hate riding in a space jumper,” Luban growled. “My balls freeze.”
Marka clasped his shoulder. “I'll be waiting back here to warm them up.”

The three walked down to the bowels of the shuttle where the space jumper was kept.
“I've already programmed the flight from the main frame.” He stopped at the small room off

the bay to stick his head inside. “Hey, Smitt, square Luban away for a space jump.”
The mechanic rolled out of his bunk.

“Da...damn do...doz...dozed off waiting.” Smitt scrubbed at his face and head to wake

himself up as he stumbled by them toward the secured space jumper.

Gram thumped Luban on the shoulder. “T'll see you in about twelve hours.” He left the

two to say good-bye to each other, heading off to get some sleep.

As soon as the doors opened to his room, Charm raised up on her knees on the middle

of his bed.

Blood rushed into his cock, swelling it to fill out his pants. “I thought you might be

asleep.”
“You didn’t tell me to sleep, Master. I waited for you.”

His gaze lingered on her extended nipples, slowly lowering to rest on her pussy and
clearly exposed clit. He could get used to the way she sat, with her delicate pink flesh

available to be greedily admired.

Yes, being a Master had its perks.
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He unbuttoned his shirt, tossing it on the chair.

Charm’s eyes were cautious while she eased first one leg, then the other, off the bed

and retrieved his shirt. Carefully, she folded it and placed it neatly on the chair.

He grunted, sitting on the edge of the bed. He made a move to pull his boot off, only to

have her drop on her knees before him.
Eyes lowered, she clasped his foot in her hands and removed his boot.
Blood rushed in his ears. Oh fuck, he could get used to this. To Charm.
She removed the other, then his socks. Next, she used a firm grip to massage his feet.
He groaned, leaning back on his elbows.
Oh, fuck, yes.
Her hands were steady and well practiced.
His balls tingled from the pressure she applied to his feet.
“Does this please you, Master?”

“Oh, yeah.” He let his head drop back as slow minutes passed. He'd never imagined
someone touching his feet, let alone massaging them. Firm strokes applied needed pressure,

wringing another moan from him. She moved on to his toes.
His cock ached. What a turn-on.
“Does this please you, Master?”

Abruptly, he lifted his head to frown at her. Her eyes were now closed; she massaged

almost automatically.
“Do you enjoy doing this?”
She blinked, her eyes opened fully. “What, Master?”
“I said, ‘do you enjoy it?” Rubbing my feet, that is.”
“Oh, yes, Master, if it pleases you.” Her gaze now held a hint of panic.

He sat up. “Get on the bed.”
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“Yes, Master.” She scrambled onto the bunk, leaving him to think no one had ever

moved so fast. “Did I displease you, Master?”

Glancing over his shoulder, he watched her kneel on her hands and knees. She leaned

forward and pressed the side of her face to the bed.

He inhaled sharply. Hades, what a fine ass she had. In this position, her pussy peeked

out from underneath.

Slowly, he forced himself to look at her face. She was more than a body for his hunger.
She was a person. He needed to remember that. He noted in her position, she could see his

movements.
Fear. He could almost smell it. What was she afraid of? “You all right, Charm?”
“Yes, Master.”

“You didn’t displease me.” Damn, but communication wasn’t easy. Especially since she

tended to respond with “yes” and “no.” “Um...” He waved a hand. “Why don’t you sit up?”

She scrambled around to sit on her ass, legs drawn up to reveal her pussy. Need drew

his balls up.
“T'll be right back.” He wanted to give her pleasure in return and had a plan in mind.

Quickly, he left her to make his way to the infirmary. When he opened the door, Yon

spun around in his chair. “Captain?”
“I need some lotions. Something that doesn’t stink.”

The android stood up and went into the storage room without a word. When he
returned, he surprised Gram. “Here is some lotion, but might I recommend this lube for anal
sex?”

“Anal sex?” He grabbed both bottles from the medic to turn away.

“Yes. Luban and Marka prefer it. And as much as they fuck, they should know.”
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Hades. Anal sex. His cock twitched, letting him know he wasn’t opposed to the idea.
But, it was Charm’s pussy that intrigued him. Yes, the thought of her clenching pussy

hastened his steps.

Long strides carried him back to the Delicant. He sucked in a breath, his nostrils
flaring, at finding her in the exact position he’d left her in. Pink pussy exposed. His cock

went rigid. Damn, but if her pussy didn’t look slick.
He tossed the bottle of lube on the desk. “Stretch out and get comfortable.”

“Yes, Master.” She eased over onto her back, placing her feet flat on the bed, opening

her pussy wide. The rapid pulse in her throat belied her serene facial expression.

He didn’t like the way her pulse beat a frantic pace. She feared him. He didn’t like the

thought one bit. What hell had some Master made her suffer?
Gram wanted only to give her pleasure. To only leave her with good memories.

He squeezed a glob of lotion into his hand and sniffed. It smelled fruity. He guessed

that was okay.

Her palms clenched and unclenched as he climbed up on the bed. He picked up her

right foot in his hands.
Charm’s hazel eyes shielded over with thick lashes.

Gently, he began to massage her foot, much the same way she had his. Once he got the

hang of it, he increased the pressure.

A soft sound, something akin to a moan, escaped her closed lips.

“Feel nice?” His cock pressed achingly along the cloth of his pants. He increased the
compression of his grip. “Do you enjoy this?”

“If it pleases you, Master, it pleases me.”

He growled. What an answer. He wanted to know her likes, needed to know her

dislikes. “You’ll be with me only a few days. I want you to be comfortable with me.”
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He ran his thumbs up the center of her foot, applying a deep stroke.
Her breath caught, and she shifted her ass.

“Is that a yes? Or a no?”

“If it pleases you, Master.” Her voice grew husky. “I like it very much.”

His lips curled into a slight grin. “If you like it, I want to hear your pleasure.” He
applied yet more pressure on her toes. “And if you don’t like something I do, I want to hear

your discomfort.”
“Yes, Master.” She panted. Her nipples extended.

He licked his lips. Lowering his lashes, he gazed down at her pussy. It was wet. Her clit

had swelled.
The sight was another turn-on.

Gram released one foot and picked up the other, this time applying lotion to her skin.

Taking his time, he worked it in.
She moaned; her hands fisted and unfisted.

With a steady grip he massaged the sole of her foot, lingering over her heel and toes.

When he could take no more of the play, he released her.

His cock was one raw ache. Climax only a touch away. Teeth clenched, he maneuvered

away.
Her wide gaze followed him. "Master, let me ease you.”

He sucked his lower lip between his teeth on a groan. Damn, her comment tightened

his balls.

What would it be like to have her there, always taking care of his needs? Allowing him
to meet her needs? Did she want to be sold once more? Protection. He could offer it to her.

What would one more responsibility matter?

She was already moving. Nimble hands unbuttoned the buttons on his pants.



Ingram’s Charm 41

Precome glistened on the head of his cock. Her tongue darted out, removing it. His

hips arched.
Oh, fuck, no.

Stopping her, he caught her chin in his hand. “Straight up, did you or did you not like

the foot rub?”

Her thick lashes lowered as she trembled. “Yes, Master. It was nice. Now let me please

»

you.

Satisfied, Gram released her and lay on his back, allowing her to slide his pants down
and off his feet. Maybe she wasn’t so bonded to Reli or steeped in her traditions that she’d

never know her own wants. He wanted to know her desires. To fulfill them.
Her mouth engulfed the head of his cock, causing his hips to arch.
“Your pussy. [ want to see your pussy.”
She continued to suck as she twisted around to bring her fine ass toward his face.

Like a seasoned athlete, she raised one leg in the air and continued to suck. Her knee

and calf directed toward the ceiling.

Gram stared in awe. He liked the tight tendons in her parted thighs and her gaping
pussy. How long could she hold the position? A part of him was tempted to find out. A

Master had the power to force a Delicant to do anything.
Closing his eyes, he breathed through the hot pleasure of her sucking.

Eyes slowly opening, he examined her pussy. Reaching up, he ran one finger along her
slit, from her puckered asshole to her opened pussy. Her ass seemed dry to his touch, which
didn’t dip inside, but her channel was damp even to fingers that didn’t wander. He ran his

finger along her seam again.
Her clit swelled from the teasing touch.

Using two fingers, he pressed onto her swollen clit. He rubbed it back and forth.

Charm sucked harder on his cock. He liked the effect, so he repeated the action. His
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movements grew rougher as he pressed and rubbed her slippery clit. He eagerly watched her

pussy pool liquid.
Her mouth frantically sucked his rigid cock.
“Do you like this?” His voice was as rough as his fingers toying with her clit.
Her mouth engulfed his cock to the base. She moaned.

He grabbed her knee to support her. The muscles along her inner thigh remained tight.
“Tell me, do you like this?” He pressed against her, frantically rubbing her extended clit back

and forth.
“Yes, Master.” She gasped in between deep sucks on his needy flesh.

His hips lifted, he squeezed his ass in hopes of fighting back the climax that she urged

from him. “Don’t make me come yet.” He wanted, needed to take this time with Charm.

Instantly, she stopped sucking to lick his cock up and down, all the while making soft

moans.
Noting the trembling in her legs, he encouraged her to relax. “Straddle my chest.”
Without breaking contact, she swung her leg over.

He ran rough hands up the back if her thighs to grab her ass, massaging it, earning

more moans from her.
Her tongue lapped at his cock from tip to base.

He shoved his middle finger into her pussy and watched as it disappeared. Tight. He
hadn’t imagined it’d be so tight. Her muscles clenched around his buried finger. He ground
his fist against her pussy before pulling it slowly out. One finger slowly fucked her. His digit

was soaked, his folded fingers were, as well.
He added a second finger and ground his fist onto her hot pussy. So damn tight.
She whimpered.

His balls tightened.
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Over and over, he fucked her tight, wet pussy with his fingers.

He removed them to stare at her pretty swollen flesh, fascinated by her outer and inner

lips. Using his tongue, he cleaned his fingers and enjoyed her heavy taste.
He closed his eyes, unable to hold back any longer. “Make me come.”

She took him into her mouth. Her body rolled forward and back as she sucked for all

she was worth.
He groaned as it boiled up, erupting from his balls.
He grabbed her ass as his come shot into her throat. She swallowed pulse after pulse.

Once his climax eased, she continued to suck and lick until his breathing slowed down,

but didn’t release him completely.
OA, fuck, yes. Already, he could feel his cock hardening once more.
Her turn.

He eased his middle finger back into her tight pussy. He fucked her, paying attention to

her actions as he did so.

She liked it. Her mouth worked harder on his cock as he fucked her. He added another

finger. Two fingers pumped while he arched his hips, his cock now rigid.

He liked how wet his fingers and hand got. He slid in another finger, and she squirmed.

And moaned.

“You like this? My fingers fucking you?” Sliding his fingers out, he eased only one back

in and used his thumb to press her clit. “Do you?”
She gasped, “If it pleases you, Master.”

He ground his thumb into her clit, teasing the bundle of nerves back and forth until

there was no doubt about like. A flush covered her ass.

Dammit. Still he wanted a straight answer from her lips as well as her body. “No

coming.”
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“Yes.” She whimpered, between sucks on his cock. “Yes, Master.”

He shoved a second finger back into her slick folds and increased the thrusts to match

the rubbing on her clit.
She moaned, her mouth working hard on his hard cock. Need curled hot.
He closed his eyes. Hades, she was going to have him erupting again.
Oh, fuck, no. Inexperienced as he was, he did have some stamina.

Her pussy was so swollen and wet, her clit so firm, he didn’t know how she hadn’t

come yet.
Faster and faster, he fucked her, until his arm ached from the activity.
Sweat beaded his brow, finely coating his chest.
“Do you want to come?”
She moaned, his cock buried in her throat.
He flicked her clit once and stilled his fingers. “Do you want to come?”
“If it pleases you, Master.” Her head bobbed on his engorged flesh.
Balls tight, he removed his fingers to grab her ass.
She gasped, slurping his cock.

His purposely kept his touch rough. He lifted his head up from the bed and sucked her

clit into his mouth.
She moaned, wiggled her ass in his grasp. Growling he hung on tighter.

Quickly, hoping to get her to come before he erupted, he jabbed his tongue repeatedly

into her pussy. He lapped her taste up.
Charm groaned, and for the first time grabbed the base of his cock in her palm.
Oh, fuck, yes.
No. His toes curled. He wouldn’t come, not yet.

He arched his hips. “Don’t make me come,” he groaned between his teeth.
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She sucked his head back into her mouth.

Gram followed suit, slowly drew her clit into his mouth, and sucked for all he was

worth.

She groaned around a mouthful of his cock. His toes curled once more as her body
tensed and an orgasm tore through her. He kept sucking, fighting off his own climax until

she quivered in a mass above him.

Gently, he patted the right cheek of her ass. “No more.” He wouldn’t overuse her. She’d
allowed him to come, and he’d now returned the favor. Best of all, he’d learned some of her

likes.
Trembling, she crawled over him, to sit so he could see her wet, still swollen pussy.
Her eyes accused him of something he couldn’t understand until she lowered her gaze.

Cock still aching for release, he pushed himself off the bed and stumbled into the
shower. Turning on the vapors, he squirted some soap on his hand. Three strokes later, he

shot come on the shower wall.
He grunted with each blast.

Breathing hard, he braced a hand on the door, before easing onto a corner bench. His
hand shook while he punched in a command for the sauna to heat. Resting his head back, he

closed his eyes.

Charm had come hard. He’d made the Delicant come in his mouth. A good feeling

eased its way into his chest. Her climaxing was something he could get used to.

How much of a bastard would he be if he kept her around a little longer than

necessary?

* % k ¥ %k

“You smell like sex on a stick.” The voice shook Charm from a deep sleep.
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She forced her eyes open to see Marka standing at the edge of her bed. “What? Where’s
Master?” Her head wouldn’t start processing information, leaving her in a fog. The night
came back to her. Ingram had given her an incredible orgasm, but then he’d gone and shot a

load in the shower. She sighed. What a mystery he was.

“You smell like sex on a stick.” Marka grinned widely at her as he repeated it. “We’re

having breakfast in the kitchen. I thought maybe you’d want something to eat.”

Charm’s eyes widened as realization shook her. She’d gone to sleep after being with
Gram, and slept all night. She never ever did that. Masters woke her, she had things to do or
she had bad dreams. It had been so long since she’d slept through the night, she was amazed
at how much energy she had. She’d had no nightmares in Gram’s bed. Why did that make
her belly flutter?

But she’d lost so much time. Her heart pounded in her ears as her breathing tried to
catch up. She should have been up when he left, looking for rosters, seeing when she could
catch someone on the bridge who could be manipulated.

“Are you okay?” Marka frowned.

“Fine. Yeah, breakfast would be great. Will Master be there?”

“If you mean Gram, he sure will. Everyone will be there except our pilot, Hake, more

than likely. He doesn’t join us much.”
“Oh, good.” She tumbled out of Gram’s bed, pushing aside the covers.

“Uh, hon, might be good to put on some clothes.” Marka waved his hand to her naked

body.
“Oh, uh, yeah, right.”

“Shower, too. You know where the kitchen is? Dozz took you there. Why don’t you

come on down after you dress and shower?”
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“I think I can find it.” She had a great sense of direction, but they didn’t know that. She
could play off being lost if she got caught. Something occurred to her. “Does Hake stay on

the bridge a lot?”

Marka had turned for the door. He turned back, his dark elfin eyes unreadable. “Yes,

he does. Why do you ask?”

She shrugged. Her mind wasn’t quite awake and able to finesse yet. Maybe she’d slept a
little too well. “I'm curious. Dozz mentioned him.” A lie but not an outrageous one. As much

as Dozz talked, anyone should buy it.
Marka seemed satisfied. “Good. Hake’s special.” With those words, he walked out.

She blew out a breath. Marka was protective of his shipmate. She’d rarely encountered
loyalty. At The House of 9000 Pleasures, no one was protective of each other. It wasn’t
encouraged for Delicants to be friends. Or even friendly to each other. She’d kept her head
down, just surviving to get out of there. On Reli’s ship, she’d seen stabbings for a bite of

reconstituted rations. She’d seen members of his crew die for less.

Of course, the protectiveness begged the question of why? Why was he protective of

Hake? What was special?

And how the hell did she get him off the bridge so she could do her nasty work to his

computer?
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Chapter Four

Charm shimmied out of the vapor shower. Boy, showers were invigorating. She sighed.
Better not get used to them or being clean. Reli’s shower was broken, and she had to pay to
use other crew members’. Straight out sex she didn’t mind, but most of Reli’s crew wanted

more exotic pleasures.

Coming out, she discovered Gram had entered while she was showering. He wore tight
leather pants and was bent over to rifle through his drawers. She watched the muscles curl
under his skin, rotating back and forth. A round scar marred the smoothness of his skin on

his right shoulder. It looked like a wound from a laser blast.

Her chocota slickened as she watched him move. His body straightened as he turned.
He showed no surprise at her presence. He’d either scented her or heard her. “How was the

shower?” His eyes drunk in her nakedness as if she was his favorite drink.
She shook her hair back. “Good, Master.”

His lips tipped down into a small frown. “Glad to hear that.” He went back to searching

his drawer.

Licking her lips, she walked to him, coming up behind his back. He inhaled deeply as

she got close. She arched against him, rubbing her breasts on his bare back. Her nipples
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pebbled as the skin abraded them. Slipping up on tiptoe, she raised her head to his shoulder,
planting an open-mouthed kiss on the scar. His breath hitched. His arms rested by his sides,

fists clenched tight. He was trying to play it cool, but she affected him.

She slowly let her mouth descend from his shoulder to the middle of his back, gently
kissing the whole way down. Gods, he tasted fine. A little bit of salt mixed with a lot of the
sweet taste of his skin. She circled to the other shoulder, then returned to the place she’d
started. Her tongue darted out to trace the puckered edges of the scar. Lifting as far as she
could on tiptoe, she licked the side of his neck, then began a leisurely chain of nibbles until

she reached his lower back.

Her hand slipped around the smoothness of the leather pants containing his ass. She
ran one finger down the middle of his butt, before going down and sliding between his legs

palm side up.

He shivered as she cupped his balls. Even through the leather, she could feel them in
her hand. Squeezing and stroking, she placed the other hand around front to slip on top of
his hard cacete. It fit her palm. She squeezed both places in rhythm, beginning with
alternating touches, squeezing first the balls, then his cacete.

His breathing quickened, almost panting. He thrust his hips, pushing his cacete further
up into her palm. The only thing better would be her hand on his bare velvet skin stretched

along the hard length of him.

Her chocota wept, a drip dribbling down her thigh. His pants were too tight to get her

hand in. Would he let her take them off?

Before she could try, Marka’s voice came over the comm. “Should I tell your Delicant
to get her mouth off your cacete?” Marka used the Delicant term for a male’s member. He

was an interesting elf, who was more than he’d seemed.

Gram swore, moving to disengage her hands. She resisted a second, but released him.
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A snicker sounded in the background of the comm noise. “Breakfast is ready. And you

know how Luban will be when he gets back. I need to keep up my strength.”
“We’re coming.”

Charm sighed. Marka’s frustration at being interrupted yesterday was nothing
compared to hers. It shouldn’t bother her. But damn, she’d looked forward to making Gram

come again.
Marka tsked through the mic. “No, that’s what making you late for breakfast.”

Gram clicked off the comm with a muttered, “Bastard.” He turned to her. “Get

dressed.”

More clothes. It was more comfy to be naked. “Yes, Master.” Today, she’d do the job

she’d been sent to do.
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“Smitt cooked rea/ food.” Dozz bounced in his chair, causing Gram to worry over its
sturdiness. “He says it’s in honor of Charm. How come nobody made real food in honor of
me?”

“Cub, you don’t even know what honor is.” Nirk leaned back in his chair to fold his

hands behind his head. The man’s eyes stayed on Charm. Gram ignored him.

He stopped behind Dozz and clasped his broad shoulders. “Buddy, honor means

respect. And you show it every day.”

From the sparkle that lit Marka’s eyes, he bet the little bear had stuck his tongue out at

Nirk. “Cub, set the table for us.”

Dozz, in his excitement, nearly knocked Gram over as he jumped to his padded feet.
Gram grunted at the feel of Charm’s hands on his back as if she could keep him upright. Firm
hands lingered on his back, and his cock stirred, thickening to uncomfortably fill out the

front of his pants.
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Lust wasn’t the only thing to stir. Something just as strong tightened in his chest. He

liked the feel of her hands on him. He liked having Charm nearby.

Shaking the new emotion off, he walked down the length of the kitchen to reach his
usual chair. Gods, he looked forward to Smitt cooking real food as much as Dozz did. At the
end of the table, he patted the chair to his left. “Charm, sit here.” He placed her beside Marka

since the two seemed to get along.

“Smitt, you need some help?” Gram moved to head back to the stove, but stopped at the

man’s reply. “I've...I've...I've...I've got it.”
“Smitt talks real slow.” Dozz informed Charm in a loud whisper.

“I bet the Delicant would be a great help to ol’ Smitty.” Nirk’s mouth twisted in

amusement.

A loud clatter from Smitt’s direction caused Charm to jerk. “Don’t...don’t...don’t...

need...need...”
“Help.” Nirk finished for him.

Gram glared hard at the gunman. Ignoring Smitt’s claim of not needing help, he joined
him at the stoves. Noting the pans warming, he carried two to the table and placed them on

hot pads.
Tmarr joined them. "Any word from Luban?” He plopped down into his regular seat.
“Lover got a late start back. He bought me a present at the Universal store.”
Tmarr snorted, before taking a long draw on his coffee.
“You sure you don’t want to try some food, Doc?” Dozz asked Yon.
“No, thank you. Maybe next time.”

Dozz sighed, picking up the plate he’d laid in front of the android. Though the medic
never ate, Yon had never missed sharing a mealtime with them. Had the crew grown on the

android?
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He grabbed two more bowls for the center of the table. “Scrambled eggs, Zue bacon,

some kind of pancakes, and fruit. Eat up.”

Dozz went straight for the pancakes. Though he needed to keep track of the little bear’s
intake, as he tended to overeat, Gram’s eyes strayed to Charm. She hesitated or waited on all
the others. He couldn’t tell which.

He filled his plate and traded her empty one for it. He passed her a water bottle from
the center before filling his own plate.

“You know, Captain.” Nirk smirked. “The slave is supposed to wait on the Master. I

could train her for you.”
“I don’t share.” Gram stared down his gunman until the man shifted uneasily.
Nirk saluted him with his cup. “Yes, Sir.”

Though Nirk could be an asshole, ‘idiot’ didn’t describe him. The gunman knew Gram
well enough to know if pushed, he’d push back harder.

Charm ate slowly as the conversation buzzed around them. He often caught her
peeking from beneath her lashes at him. He lingered over his meal. When he offered her

seconds, she declined.

Marka stood and stretched. “I'm going to take Hake a plate and go catch a nap before
Luban gets back.”

Charm’s head come up from where she’d been toying with her food. “I...I can take
Hake a plate.” Her gaze shifted to Gram. “If you’d like, Master.”

He leaned back in his chair and rubbed his chin. So, his Delicant was interested in
Hake. A feeling he’d never experienced before stirred. Her interest almost angered him. He
forced himself to relax. So what? She wasn’t his. She’d be gone in no time.

He nodded. “Sure, take a plate to the bridge.”

Her hands trembled as she heaped on the food. Her gaze met his only once before she

left.
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Nirk and Marka drifted off to their rooms, while Smitt set about cleaning up.
Dozz licked his fork and plate getting his furry face all sticky.
“Interesting behavior for a Delicant, don’t you think, Captain?”

Gram turned his head to look at the android. “Very.” Yes, the beauty was up to
something. A niggling suspicion bore deep down inside him. Instinct born out of survival

told him that he wouldn’t like the outcome.
“Captain?”
“Yes?”
“Don’t forget what I said about some Delicants bonding with a new Master.”
“I won’t forget.” He stood up. “Come on, cub. You need a bath.”
“Do I gotta?”
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Charm’s knees knocked as she stood outside the bridge. She’d never been so nervous

about a job before.
Get in there, learn what you can, and figure out how to take them out.

She’d studied enough about the consoles of most ships to take out their defenses. Start
by taking down their shields, taking out their weapons. That made things easy for Reli’s crew
to board. They would beam over, take control of the ship, drop the original ship’s crew on a

planet, and sell the ship. It was easy.

But so far, nothing on this one job seemed to be going to plan.

She swallowed, balancing the plate in hand. It was the damn clothes. She didn’t know
how to be herself in them. They were stifling and itchy. She couldn’t think well with them
on. How did others stand wearing the things? To think, once upon a time, she’d missed

wearing them.
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She activated the door, opening it, and sashayed in, swinging her hips with an

exaggerated motion. “I brought dinner.”

Hake, or at least the being that must be Hake, barely acknowledged her existence.

“Thanks.”

Her eyes surveyed the consoles. The instruments looked standard, nothing out of the
ordinary. The controls she needed should be easy enough to locate and jam. Finally,
something was going her way. Where were they? The sooner she found where they were,
the sooner she’d get done what she’d been ordered to do. Now all she had to find out was
how to get onto the bridge by herself or with someone who could be easily distracted. Could

Hake be her man? As he rarely left the bridge, he might have to be.

Without even bobbing his dark head, Hake spoke quietly again. “You can leave the
food.”

She took a couple of steps nearer to his chair, setting the plate on another chair. “Here
you go.” She looked around again, nervously wiggling. She couldn’t leave the bridge until

she’d spotted where the controls were she needed. This might be her only preemptive shot.

His glossy black hair gleamed in the lights of the bridge. It reminded her of the feathers
of a glossack bird. They were glossy in any sort of light. He turned so she could see his
profile. He possessed a harsh face with severe dark black eyes. They blinked at her. His nose

curved like a beak. He had the face of a bird as a man. The effect was creepy and unsettling.

Taking a step away, she could read nothing from his expression. “I'm Charm.” She
licked her lip, watching to see if he followed the motion with those dead-looking eyes. He

didn’t. Had she not been trying to get his attention, she’d have been grateful.

»

“Yep.
She ran her hand along the side of the control, touching it as if it were cartouche or a

big cacete. He didn’t even blink, swallow, or do anything that made her think he was
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reacting to her. Usually men were easier to get distracted than this. Who was this male that
he didn’t?

Well, shit. The man who manned the bridge was going to be a nutter; an overly hard
nut, to crack apart from his pilot’s chair. Somehow, she’d have to get him off the bridge.

Huh, maybe he ate worms, not that she had any to offer.

“I've never seen the bridge of such a fine ship, Master.” She trilled her voice, going into

the octaves men didn’t seem to possess.

One bushy eyebrow shot up quizzically at her use of the title. Sometimes, to hear that
word in reference to themselves made men think things they wouldn’t normally. Like how

to claim her for their own.

She’d seen bigger ships’ bridges and ones more elegantly laid out. This one was small
and practical. Nothing was there that didn’t need to be there, nor were there frills. Should
make what she had to find easy. There. The console by his right knee was the one that held

the ship’s defenses. She made sure of it, peeking around Hake to see.

His eyes met hers. They were so unnerving. She couldn’t tell if he was seeing her or
not. She ran a hand over her chest, trailing her fingertips slowly down to between her legs.
Damn clothes. It was much more a show when the fingers could bury in her chocota. One
that made all men stand up and notice, unless they liked other men, in which case her show

had no effect. And even some of them liked to watch her.

Nothing had ever been taught in the House of 9000 Pleasures about how to carry out
sexual acts in these kinds of garments. Only silk, satin, and gossamer clothing had been used,
but most of the time, the students had been naked. Most teachers assumed Masters would

want to keep their Delicants in the nude the majority of the time.

Before she’d reached the outside of her pelvis, he turned back to his controls, surveying
a radar, blatantly dismissing her without even a backward glance. “Thanks.” It was such a

rejection of her talents, such an obvious unspoken command to go away and leave him alone.
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Her shoulders straightened as her hand jerked back from her nether regions to rest at her

side.

“Bye now, Master.” She ducked her head in the correct manner before backing away to
the door. Surely, his predator eyes had seen her. Maybe that would start things mucking
around in his head. Maybe he’d start thinking about what she’d do if he were her Master.
Probably not a possibility, but short of putting her chocota on his lap or in his face, it was the

best she could do.

Damn clothes. If only she could take them all off. But the crew all knew Gram had
ordered her to wear clothes. There would be questions if she didn’t obey him like a good
Delicant, so she had to wear something.

She frowned as she stepped off the bridge. The crew was loyal to Gram. Everyone she’d
met, except for Nirk, didn’t seem as if they had a pressure point to push or an in to exploit --
even those she’d met only briefly -- not when it went against the ship. And seeing Gram in
action, she understood why. He was so different than most men. Few Captains would have
helped out in the galley with a stuttering cook.

Rubbing her head, she wandered back to his quarters.

Opening the door, a wet bear cub darted out. “Charmmmmmm.” He danced around in

circles, vapor shower mist flinging off of him.

She watched as he zipped around like a steggo on wheels. Gram was drenched in
vapors. He swallowed, a tic beating in his jaw. “He doesn’t like baths or showers. Come back

here, Dozz. You aren’t finished.”
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“Captain to the bridge.” Hake’s voice sounded through the comm.

Gram leaped from his chair, leaving Charm to deal with a wet Dozz. Rarely was he

paged to come to the bridge, so something was up. Worse yet, something had to be wrong.
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Heart racing, he punched the button twice before the doors slid open.

Hake spun around his chair. “Luban’s gone.”

His heart caught. "Gone?” Luban and he went way back.

“One minute, his space jumper was there; the next it was gone.”

“What?” Marka whispered from behind him.

Gram turned. Marka stood straight, his body tensed, followed by the entire crew.
They’d heard the page and known something was wrong. Nirk, Smitt, Tmarr, Yon, a still
damp cub, and Charm all stared at Gram.

Hake stood and shook his head. “The space jumper is gone. It was about three hours out

and disappeared. It vanished off my screen. There’s no space debris. It couldn’t have blown

up. He’s gone. It happened...” His black eyes didn’t blink. “Shortly after she left the food.”

“No.” Marka’s voice rose in panic. “Luban isn’t gone. I'd be dead if he was.” His face
tightened with an anger Gram hadn’t witnessed before. In a blink, the Halfling turned
toward the others. “There’s only one new bitch on board who knew Luban went out. We've
been played.” Marka snarled, as Gram managed to get his arms around the Halfling’s chest.

“G, I'm telling you, as I got her clothes she attempted to feel me out...”

“Enough.” He grunted at the feel of Marka’s elbows and feet jabbing at him. He was
taller, but the elf was full of rage that wouldn’t quit. Marka might look small and helpless,

but he was far from it. In a fight, he was the one to watch, not Luban.

“Let the fuck go.” Marka threw his weight back into him and the two hit the floor. “I'm

going to rip her fucking tongue out.”

“T, get Charm to my room.” He growled between his teeth, fighting to hang on to

Marka.
A wildness lit Charm’s eyes. She dragged her feet. “Ho...”

Tmarr pushed her along.
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“Calm down.” Gram grunted. “If Luban was picked up by anyone, we can get him
back.” Yes. Luban would adapt if he’d been captured and hang on until they could get there.
There were no prices on his head, so it couldn’t have been the Rendorians or any bounty

hunters.
Marka continued to fight until a groan rattled his throat.
Gram closed his eyes. He lessened his grip, but he didn’t let go. He held his friend.

“I won’t kill the bitch. You can let me go now.” Once, Marka’s body relaxed somewhat,

Gram rolled up onto his feet. “The bitch played us. She had to have sold us out.”
Dozz wrung his paws, making a simpering sound.
Gram raked a hand through his hair. “Yon, take Dozz to play.”
“I don’t want to play. I want Luban.”

Gram sighed. “Cub, this is one of those times you have to show respect and do as you're

told.”

Dozz pouted, but slowly let Yon lead him away.

Hake helped Marka into a chair. The Halfling rested his head back. “Luban isn’t gone.
He carries my soul. I'd be dead if he were. But, where the fuck is he? What happened out

there?”
“Any takers that he left Mark