
        
            
                
            
        

    


    
      Capturing Carmen

      The Forsaken Book 1

    

    




      
        K. A Knight

        Loxley Savage

      

    

  


  
    
      The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of a copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by fines and federal imprisonment.

      Please purchase only authorized electronic editions and do not participate in, or encourage, the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

      This book is a work of fiction.  Names, characters, places, brands, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

      

      
        
        This is a Reverse Harem Dark Sci-Fi Romance and is not suited for those under the age of 18.

      

      

      [image: Created with Vellum] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Copyright

      

      
        Foreword

      

      
        Special Thanks

      

      
        A SAVAGE KNIGHT BOOK

      

      
        Thesaurus

      

    

    
      
        1. Carmen

      

      
        2. Carmen

      

      
        3. Carmen

      

      
        4. Kronk

      

      
        5. Carmen

      

      
        6. Vrid

      

      
        7. Xal

      

      
        8. Kronk

      

      
        9. Ryx

      

      
        10. Carmen

      

      
        11. Carmen

      

      
        12. Vrid

      

      
        13. Carmen

      

      
        14. Carmen

      

      
        15. Carmen

      

      
        16. Carmen

      

      
        17. Carmen

      

      
        18. Xal

      

      
        19. Carmen

      

      
        20. Ryx

      

      
        21. Carmen

      

      
        22. Kronk

      

      
        23. Xal

      

      
        24. Vrid

      

      
        25. Carmen

      

      
        26. Kronk

      

      
        27. Carmen

      

      
        28. Carmen

      

      
        29. Carmen

      

      
        30. Ryx

      

      
        31. Carmen

      

      
        32. Xal

      

      
        33. Ryx

      

      
        34. Vrid

      

      
        35. Carmen

      

      
        36. Kronk

      

      
        37. Carmen

      

      
        38. Xal

      

      
        39. Vrid

      

      
        40. Ryx

      

      
        41. Kronk

      

      
        42. Carmen

      

      
        Dear Reader

      

    

    
      
        About The Authors

      

      
        Also By The Authors

      

      
        Other Books By Loxley

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Copyright

          

        

      

    

    
      Copyright @ 2019 Loxley Savage & K. A Knight

      Capturing Carmen (The Forsaken Book 1)

      First publication: November 23, 2019

      Editing by Jess Rousseau with Elemental Editing and Proofreading

      Cover by Daqri Bernardo with Covers by Combs

      Proofreading by Briana Bressman

      Formatting by Vellum

      All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work, in whole or in part, in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

      

      Published by Loxley Savage & K. A Knight

      LoxleySavageAuthor@gmail.com

      KatieKnightAuthor@gmail.com

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Foreword

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        This is a dark, alien, sci-fi, reverse harem romance. There is dark themes and explicit scenes. If such material triggers or offends you, please do not read this book.

      

        

      
        **This book is written in British English**

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Dedication

          

        

      

    

    
      To the Sci-Fi authors that inspired us and to our loyal fans that love and support us.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Special Thanks

          

        

      

    

    
      To our Alphas:

      Mandi, Claudia, and Kelly

      

      To our Betas:

      Andrea, Desiree, Jessica, Katie, Kelly, and Serenity

      

      To Jess:

      For being kickass and amazing

      

      To our Readers:

      Thank you for giving Savage Knight a chance!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A SAVAGE KNIGHT BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Savage Knight Logo]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Thesaurus

          

        

      

    

    
      •	Resha - beautiful

      

      •	Vekking, vekked, vekk - fucking, fucked, fuck

      

      •	Marix - Carmen’s Klan name

      

      •	Wokkren - shark spiked weapon

      

      •	Narkket - serrated sword, Ryx carries

      

      •	Hovers - floating lights

      

      •	Okkren - alien hovering car

      

      •	Albenos - city where Forsaken Mountain is, large city

      

      •	Lorenthis - champion city where Klan Marix will now live with mate

      

      •	Bakket - dagger

      

      •	Mylenum - like a coco/coffee

      

      •	Vultana - claiming ceremony

      

      •	Sarflyn - room with giant bed for all 5 of them (bow chicka bow wow)

      

      •	Lotren - city centre

      

      •	Drykken - abandoned Klan members

      

      •	Kingret, where Totiv warrior children are sent to train

      

      •	Klan Narj - blue sashes, defeated in fight for Carmen

      

      •	Ruvrix - bar in center of Lorenthis

      

      •	Pravvar - alien expensive alcohol, drink that you drop a shot inside of

      

      •	Zarl - challenge ceremony to claim another Klan’s mate

      

      •	Hitrel - gun that shoots energy

      

      •	Unok - wall surrounding the city

      

      •	Bols - bunks for unmated males

      

      •	Grapt - alien beer

      

      •	Kile - alien mile

      

      •	Alien trees - Tall cornifs their dark black leavesÂ  Shorter retlas their needle-like leaves poking out at all angles, like an odd combination of Earth’s cactus and pine trees.
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      “Fuck! One of these days, Carmen, you’re going to get into more trouble than you can get out of!” Gern hollers, glaring around at the empty foyer of the Harvest House. A smirk plays on my face at the lack of ingenuity with his name. I mean, what the fuck kind of name is Gern? Sounds like some type of venereal disease. Holding in a giggle, I slip from the chandelier and flip backwards, landing behind the second-floor railing overlooking the ornate entryway, where the pissed off Totiv currently stands covered in paint.

      He’s probably right, but what’s life without a bit of trouble? Stalking away, I move silently through the large, almost empty mansion. This place always feels like a tomb to me, too big and too empty without enough people. Besides the other four Harvest Girls—which is what the public has started to call us—there are only the alien guards and male human servants. They aren’t supposed to interact with us, no, not with the precious princesses. The isolation is enough to drive anyone mad, and that’s what Daisy thinks has happened to me.

      She’s probably right.

      Even when I was younger, I never wanted to sit still during all those boring lessons they made us suffer through. I hold in a shiver of horror, remembering how the Totiv teachers used to hate me. It’s not that I’m stupid. In fact, I’m probably one of the smartest girls in this forsaken place. I just think there are better things to do than sit idly by, locked up in an old, desolate mansion, waiting for the day we are taken to our new lives.

      I don’t know how the other girls do it, sitting here day after day. We’re pampered, given whatever we want… Well, everything but the right to choose and, of course, our freedom. Not that I’m dreading what’s to come, it’s actually quite the opposite.

      I’m so fucking ready for it.

      The others shy away from talk of the future, as if that will stop the inevitable.

      Not me. I fucking revel in it.

      Naturally, I’m curious, wondering what my aliens will look like. What Klan will they be from? I hope not a boring one like the royals. Ha! Could you imagine me sitting on some embellished throne while attending stiff board meetings?

      No fucking thank you.

      You see, that’s our destiny as Harvest Girls—to solidify alien and human relations. We are tributes, if you will, a reminder of the sacrifices the Totiv Klans of planet Oxious made to save us over a hundred years ago. After the Decade War was won, the Yarek were eradicated from our planet, and Earth was once again declared human, some of the Totiv stayed behind to help us rebuild our world. Even our guards are Totiv, because the aliens don’t trust mere humans to do that. Members from all different Klans are spread across their home planet, Oxious. Similar to humans, they display different characteristics, depending on where they are from. Their appearance varies from skin colour, horns, and even wings and tails.

      After the Decade War, a treaty of sorts was forged between our people. Us Harvest Girls are the consequence of said treaty. All newborn babies on Earth are now tested to see if they’re compatible with the aliens. If they’re proven to be a good match, they’re taken away from their parents and raised in Harvest Houses, just like this one. Once they come of age, they’re given away as mates to alien Klans, which is exactly what’s going to happen to me soon. And, as I’ve said, I’m fucking excited.

      “Carmen,” comes a hiss from my left, and I realise I’ve been wandering aimlessly, ruminating on Earth’s tragic past. Whipping my head to the side, I grin at Shiloh, who’s poking her head around the classroom door and rolling her eyes at me. “Come on, before you get in trouble,” she whispers.

      I giggle as I slip into the classroom after her. Our newest history and relations teacher, a human man by the name of Po, has his back to us as he writes on a glass display board, only stopping to check his notes in an old book he clutches in his left hand.

      Po is a plump man with thinning, grayish-brown hair, and always has a slightly sweaty look to him. Today, he wears a tweed suit, embellished with brown patches at the elbows, paired with worn loafers. As he tilts his head to the side, his black-framed glasses catch the light, revealing fingerprints on the lenses from him pushing them up his nose too many times. He sits stiffly, tugging at his already drenched collar, his gross tongue darting out to wet his cracked lips as beads of sweat dribble from his receding hairline and down his face.

      So fucking gross.

      The aliens learned not to give us hot teachers.

      What can I say?

      Women have needs too—insert gasp of horror here.

      We are to be perfect and pure, ready to receive our aliens, I repeat internally, recalling the mantra drilled into us since before we could talk.

      Pure my ass.

      I have a body and a sex drive like everyone else. ‘Spoiling’ ourselves before we are taken to our aliens doesn’t make us any less worthy. I’m betting they’re not virginal angels, so why should we be?

      I slip into the cushioned armchair and throw my legs over the side just in time for Po to turn around. He blinks when he spots me, obviously wondering if I’ve been here the whole time. He doesn’t question me though, probably remembering what happened the last time he did. He left that lesson with a migraine and chalk on his face.

      I swear, I don’t know how it got there…

      He clears his throat nervously and looks away from me, making me grin wider. He’s anxious around me, maybe because I toy with him so much. I follow his gaze and almost laugh. Daisy is sitting on the edge of her seat with her ankles crossed, her hands folded in her lap, and her posture perfect—very ladylike.

      Daisy puts all of us to shame, the clear favourite amongst both the Totiv and human teachers. Obedient and quick-witted, she excels in every class, soaking up all information like a fucking sponge. With silky blonde ringlets cascading down her back, bright blue eyes, and soft pink lips, she is the epitome of a natural beauty. The uniform is almost baggy on her thin frame, but that hasn’t stopped her from looking spectacular in it. Her plaid skirt is hiked up high, revealing tons of extra skin. She also has several of her top buttons undone, allowing a lacy, red bra to peek through the top.

      Next to her is Tatiana, who’s slightly rumpled from napping, her hazel eyes glazed from boredom. Straight in front of me is my partner in crime, Shiloh, and to her right is Harlow.

      The classroom itself is beautiful. To the left, floor-to-ceiling bookcases filled with every book imaginable—from politics to the history of space—line the wall. Five comfy, brown leather chairs are spread around the room for us Harvest Girls, with additional chairs placed around a long table to the right in case we need to do hands-on work. At the front is the board and display, a set of computers, interactive holograms, and other technology we have borrowed from the aliens.

      The curriculum was set long before we were even born, everything from history to how to be a good mate to the aliens.

      “As I was explaining, it is important to know our history, the Klan’s history, so you are better prepared for your new life and what awaits you there.” He looks around then and his thin lips twitch when his eyes land on me. The moment he opens his mouth, I know his next words will be his attempt at retribution. “Carmen, what is the history of the Harvest Girls? Why are you essential to the peace?”

      I narrow my eyes, but snuggle farther into the chair. If he thinks he can trip me up, he’s dead wrong. I watch his left eye twitch as he finally breaks our stare and glances away, making me smile again. “The Harvest Girls are a way to build a bridge of peace between us, humans, and the aliens from planet Oxious—”

      “Why?” he questions, interrupting me before I can finish.

      “Over a hundred years ago, we learned we weren’t alone in the universe, but Earth wasn’t prepared for the response our investigations would receive. It called forth a race of aliens, the Yarek, intent on wiping us out and claiming Earth as theirs. In the first days of the invasion, many lives were lost. It was nothing but a slaughter, their weapons were great, and they had technology we couldn’t even dream of. We were doomed until another race of aliens took mercy on us.”

      Getting bored with just sitting as I spew out this information, I jump to my feet and start prowling around the room, picking up objects and examining them as I reel off our history. Po watches me as I shuffle the items on his desk, his glare following each of my movements.

      “The Klans of Oxious came together—warriors, scholars, kings, scientists, and even the rural tribes—to save us all. They helped us fight back, turning an invasion into a war, one that we won because of their help. In exchange for their continued protection, the Harvest Law was passed. Females were scarce on their world, with most in a relationship with four, five, or even more males each. Their race was sure to eventually die out, until they discovered our race was compatible.”

      Grabbing the laser pen, I walk over to the smart board and begin to draw a pair of stick figures with very prominent genitals. I can hear the girls sniggering and Po’s disgusted huff as I carry on.

      “At birth, every human girl is tested. Only one in a million possesses the genetic compatibility to mate with the Totiv… or fuck.” Shiloh and Harlow burst out laughing at this as I finish my stick man’s penis, having it spew out cum on the girl. Daisy gives me an appalled look and Tatiana has once again fallen asleep. “The ultimate goal is to produce children with a Klan,” I continue, ignoring the glare from Po as I step back and appreciate my masterpiece.

      “Those who are found compatible are taken from their families and become one of the Harvest Girls. They are kept locked away, taught, pampered, and looked after until the day they reach their prime. Every year, around a hundred girls are given to the Klans. Each girl will become a mate to a Klan of aliens from planet Oxious. Harvest Girls offer the Klans a future so their race can continue to thrive. We will be theirs. Humanity’s offering, their reaping.” He nods, only wincing when I say ‘fuck,’ so naturally I say it again. “Basically, we’re prisoners until we are thrown at some aliens and told to fuck like bunnies.”

      Shiloh roars out a laugh, Daisy blushes and gasps, Tatiana snores, and Harlow giggles but soon looks away when Po turns red. I wait, knowing he’s going to explode. Any second now…

      Boom.

      “Carmen!” he yells.

      “Was it something I said?” I blink innocently, my smirk undoubtedly ruining the effect.

      “Tonight’s pie says he kicks her out,” Shiloh whispers.

      “Out! Until you learn manners!” he shouts, pointing dramatically at the door behind me.

      I salute him. “Of course, teach, thanks!” I saunter away, feeling all their stares. Just as I reach the doorway, his voice stops me.

      “No man, alien or human, wants a brat. You should remember that, Carmen. One day, your mouth will get you exactly what you deserve.”

      Oh, I’m counting on it. In the meantime, though, I shall continue to create chaos. An evil grin curves my lips, a plan forming in my head. Fuck yes, it could work, I just need a few things.

      On light feet, I hurry along the carpeted hallway, moving silently until I reach the back stairs. I slide down the bannister and flip off when I reach the end, landing in a crouch on the ground. Mission ‘let’s fuck things up’ is underway.

      I reach the medical room in no time and spot Doctor Rayn sitting inside, undoubtedly looking over our records again. Hmm, I need him to be gone for a moment. Tilting my head in thought, I stand up and knock on the door.

      “Doc? They need you upstairs,” I say briskly, putting some alarm in my tone. In a moment, he’s up from his chair and racing away, fear trailing after him at the thought of one of the precious Harvest Girls being hurt.

      Strolling inside the room, I check out his gadgets and files before stopping in front of his medicine cabinet. I twist the handle and find it unlocked.

      What an idiot.

      Searching the bottles, I find what I’m looking for. I read the instructions and grab some of the pills, tucking them away in my bra for later before shutting the door and walking away.
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        * * *

      

      “I have an idea,” I announce, dangling upside down. My head is hanging off the sofa cushions and my bare feet are curled up over the back of the ridiculously expensive piece of furniture.

      “Oh no,” Daisy groans, closing her book and looking at me.

      “You’re not going to burn the house down this time, are you?” Harlow laughs with a snort.

      “Puh-lease, it was only a small fire, with minor structural damage.” I wave it away.

      “No kidnapping?” Tatiana adds with a straight face.

      Really, you kidnap someone one time and you never live it down.

      “I’m in!” Shiloh calls from her sprawled position on the floor.

      “Of course you are,” Daisy grumbles, and when we all look at her, she blushes and looks away. “Maybe... maybe tonight we should just do as we are told and not get into trouble?” she suggests, her voice soft and innocent.

      “Where’s the fun in that?” I ask, confused.

      “W-Well, I-I mean,” she stutters, before blowing out a breath, even making that sound elegant. “It is our duty, Car... Life isn’t just about fun, we have responsibilities. People and other races are depending on us—” I interrupt her speech before she guilts the others into relenting.

      Swivelling, I sit up and lean closer. “Are you telling me, Daisy, that before you’re given over to a group of fucking alien strangers, who can do anything they want to you, even cage you—”

      “You’d probably like it,” Shiloh interjects with a laugh.

      Grinning, I carry on, “Don’t you want one night to remember, one night just for you? No eyes on you, no rules, just a chance to have fun with us before we never see each other again?”

      She glances down, her eyes calculating, and I know I’m getting to her.

      “Daisy, soon we might never see each other again, and I don’t know what’s going to happen to us. The likelihood of us falling in love with our alien Klan is slim. We will be their mate, their plaything for the rest of our lives and nothing more. Don’t you want, for one night, not to be that? To just be yourself?”

      “Hell yes!” Shiloh cries. “One night—what could go wrong?” she argues, and I see Daisy weakening again. She might be the youngest, but her brain is like a computer, analysing and calculating various scenarios and outcomes. If she disagrees, the others will follow. I might lead this little merry band as the oldest, but she is the heart. Tatiana gets up and crouches next to Daisy’s chair.

      “Maybe she’s right, D? When I think of what’s to come… I’m scared. For one night, I would like to forget that,” she whispers softly.

      “Alright, I’m in. One last night,” Harlow declares.

      Daisy looks up, right at me, with trust shining in her too innocent eyes. “No fires, no kidnapping, agreed?”

      I grin, jumping up. “Agreed.”

      She nods. “Then I’m in.”

      I whoop, dancing where I stand. “Hell yes! That leaves us with robbery, grand larceny, drug dealing, public nudity, and the list goes on!” I laugh.

      She groans then, obviously realising her mistake, but it’s too late. “Okay, Shiloh, I need you for the next part of the plan. The rest of you go get dressed, I already left outfits on your beds. Meet here in thirty. It’s time to get pretty, girls! It’s a Harvest Girls’ night out!” I exclaim with a laugh.

      “I’m going to regret this,” Daisy mumbles, but obediently stands, rising elegantly before heading to her room. The others do the same, leaving me alone with Shiloh. We share a grin.

      “What’s the plan, crazy?” she inquires.

      “Remember that time we snuck into the guard shack and stole their porn?”

      She frowns, obviously trying to remember. “With the two girls?”

      “Yep.” I pop the ‘p,’ almost dancing in place from my excitement. “It’s time to put on a show, baby.” I spank her, then head over to the tiny kitchen tucked away in the corner of our sitting room. There’s a bigger one downstairs, but this one will work for what I have planned.

      “Fuck, you really are crazy.” She laughs but joins me as I start rummaging around in the back of the cupboard, before pulling down the old bottle of whisky I… procured from a guard.

      “Hell yes! Okay, I’m going to grab the guards. Get ready, hotness,” I tell her, as I head to the door, not bothering to fill her in on the plan. She will go along up to a point, but she might shy away from some of it and I can’t have that. I glance at the clock on the wall as I go, humming in happiness when I see I’ve timed this just right. They should be getting ready to sweep our floor now, so it’ll be easy to catch them.

      I step out of the door that leads to our sitting room and wait. Not two minutes later, I hear the tell-tale stomp of boots as they head this way. Pushing away from the wall, I make it look like I just stepped outside. When they round the corner, I purposely stumble into them and peer up through my lashes.

      Bingo.

      Captain Vew and Twen. The other guards should have gone home for the night, trusting they only needed two guards to protect us while we sleep. I’d convinced them into thinking that over the years, never sure when I would need them to be complacent, which now works in my favour.

      “Carmen,” Vew rumbles, his large chest expanding as he takes a breath. He fists my hair, wrapping it around his knuckles, and tugs.

      Sneaky fucking bastard.

      Unlike a bruise his hand might leave on my arm, his grip on my hair will show no trauma to my body. He tightens his hold, but the bite of pain does nothing to dissuade me. Vew is a hardass, but I know he wants me, I’ve seen the way he watches me. Twen is the same, always staring at me, especially when he’s training me in combat… not that he was ever supposed to, but what the rest of Harvest House doesn’t know won’t hurt them.

      This will be a piece of cake.

      “Hi, Captain,” I purr, knowing he loves it when I call him that.

      Just like I expected, his yellow irises dilate with need and he rumbles again, his large, green body seeming to expand. Twen shifts from foot to foot, looking uneasy, so I wink at him. He grins, flashing sharp, pointy teeth.

      “Would you strapping guards be able to help me?” I flutter my lashes and pout my lips, laying it on thick.

      “With what?” Vew asks sharply, fighting his need.

      I step back then, making sure to trail my fingers along his chest. “Come see,” I murmur softly, and step back into the room to see a confused Shiloh waiting there.

      I count in my head. One, two, three... I hear them step inside behind me. Males, how predictable, even if they are aliens. “Show time,” I mouth at Shiloh, before I saunter up to her side and wrap my arm around her tiny, tucked-in waist. I’m taller than she is, taller than all the girls actually. Shiloh has more curves, where I have more of an athletic build, and the short skirt she’s wearing only emphasises them. Her shirt clings to her breasts as I stroke the flare of her hip almost absentmindedly. The two guards look at us in confusion.

      Vew’s gaze sweeps the room before focusing back on us. “Carmen, explain,” he barks.

      I shrug, leaning my head on top of Shiloh’s, and her hand lands on my stomach, caressing over my shirt, almost making me giggle. “I was bored, and you know what I get like when I’m bored,” I purr.

      “And how can we help with that, trouble?” Twen questions, smiling, his eyes following the movement of our hands as we touch each other.

      “I was talking to Shiloh, explaining that I wanted to experiment with a woman before I’m given to my mates. She agreed, but I thought seeing as how you are supposed to protect us… including our bodies, you would want to make sure we remain pure,” I tease.

      Their mouths drop and I feel Shiloh shake with silent laughter before she controls it. “Don’t worry, we won’t corrupt each other… in that way,” I reassure them, before letting go of Shiloh’s waist.

      Grabbing her by the hips, I spin her to face me, her eyes widening in shock at my display of strength before they settle on amusement. I wink at her, pressing my body against hers. She plasters herself to me as I grip her wrists, bringing her arms up and around my neck. She keeps them there as I lean down, our lips nearly touching.

      “Are they watching?” she whispers, her plump, pink lips moving softly against mine.

      I slant an eye to the guards to see their chests heaving as they stare at us, their patrols forgotten. “Yes, better make it good.”

      “Car—” I cut her off by sealing my lips to hers. I know most of the other girls are inexperienced, but, hell, they’ve probably touched themselves to see what the big deal is... well, maybe not Daisy. But I’ve never kissed a girl, so this is new to me too.

      Her lips are soft, and when they part on a gasp, I slip my tongue in, tangling it with hers, tasting her. As I pull it away, she chases after me almost desperately, until we’re both teasing. I grip her hair and yank her head back, the pain making her gasp and her eyes fly open. Looking into them, I suck on her bottom lip, grazing my teeth on its plumpness before diving back in to kiss her.

      She groans into my mouth, limp in my hands, with only her lips moving almost clumsily against mine as she tries to keep up. She tastes sweet, and her soft body against mine is so different in a good way. Leaving one of my hands in her hair, I sweep the other down her back until I grip her ass through her skirt and drag her closer, squeezing the plump cheek as I peek at the guards. They are still watching, but I spot Twen’s hands moving to his pants like he can’t help himself. Vew is fighting it, so I close my eyes and concentrate on Shiloh. This plan will work, but who said I couldn’t have some fun on the way?

      She’s so warm and pliant in my arms, letting me lead, her body shaking with excitement. Running my hand up her side that the guards can see, I push up her shirt, exposing skin. Fuck, she’s soft. Tracing her curves, I break our kiss and push her head to the side so the guards are within her sight.

      “Let me know when they’re really distracted,” I whisper into her ear, and she shivers against me, making me smile.

      I run my nose down her neck, before tracing my lips back up as I push her shirt up more, my hand reaching her breasts. I fondle her over the lace of her bra, cupping them, weighing the heaviness in my hand. “You okay with your shirt coming off?” I whisper.

      She nods and I pull back, ripping her shirt over her head and exposing the black, lacy fabric, dark against her creamy skin. She’s breathing hard, her breasts moving with the sharp movements, and I make sure to lean far enough away so they can see me trailing my fingers up her slightly rounded belly to her breasts.

      “Carmen,” Vew warns, but I duck my head to hide my grin. I can hear his control fraying in his voice.

      I yank the cups of her bra down, exposing her big breasts. Her nipples tighten and she gasps again, her short nails digging into my shoulders as I lean down and suck a red tip between my lips. She moans then, the sound real and loud, and I hear the guards mutter something.

      Rolling the tip around with my tongue, I close my eyes and concentrate on the feel of her in my mouth and hands. I grip her other breast, tweaking her nipple in my fingers, remembering what I like when I touch myself. I don’t squeeze as hard though, since I figure she doesn’t like it as rough as me, but I do graze my teeth over her nipple as I pull away, popping it from my mouth.

      Looking up, I meet her glazed expression, pleasure making her face slack and her lips slightly opened. I jerk my head to the guards, reminding her, and she quickly glances their way as I skate my hand down her belly to the stretchy waistband of the comfy skirt she’s wearing. I hesitate there, expecting her to stop me, but she pushes against my hand, encouraging me. I smile against her skin.

      Maybe Shiloh needs to get laid as much as the others… or at least come. I can help her with that, nobody should be denied that necessity.

      Slipping my hand under her skirt, my fingers meet skin instead of fabric. Well, well, well... looks like Shiloh likes to go commando. Maybe I’m teaching her bad habits. I realise her pussy is bare as I skim over her mound, and cup her already wet heat in the palm of my hand. She moans again, her breathing loud as she pushes against my hand, begging me with her body.

      I could stop right now, no need to get Shiloh off, but I find myself wanting to. I’m enjoying this, her softness and curves, her moans getting louder. It’s so different than being with a guy, and I might as well experiment while I can.

      Her breathing, and the guards’, are loud in the almost silent sitting room. Glancing up, I clash gazes with Twen as I hike up her skirt, baring her pussy for their greedy eyes. I make a show of slowly sliding my fingers through the wetness gathering there before circling her clit, making her buck into my hand.

      “Carmen,” she groans. My name on her lips has the guards moving closer, completely enthralled as my fingers dance over her pussy, their post long forgotten.

      Bingo.

      I play with her clit until she cries out, undulating into my hand. Her breathing increases and I can tell she’s close. Instead of giving her what she needs, I tease her more and slip down to circle her entrance. I don’t push in, tormenting her further with my touch, before I move back up and press on her clit again. My hand is wet, almost dripping with her cream. She’s shivering against me, gripping my shoulders as she fucks herself against my hand. Shiloh tosses one of her legs up onto the countertop, exposing her pussy to us as she tries to quench her ache.

      Helping her along, I suck her nipple into my mouth again and bite down slightly, thrumming hard against her clit at the same time. She fractures with a breathy groan. Shuddering against me, she screams as she comes, her head thrown back in ecstasy. I leave my hand there as she works through the aftershocks, and pop her now wet, red nipple from my mouth.

      Glancing up, I meet her slack-jawed expression and wink. I remove my hand from her pussy, pull her leg down, and snake an arm around her, holding her up when she looks like she’s about to collapse. With hooded lids, I meet the guards’ eyes before raising the fingers coated in her release to my mouth. I suck them in and groan dramatically, my eyes closing at the sweet, almost tangy taste.

      “She’s delicious,” I purr, opening my eyes and looking at them.

      When I think she can stand on her own, I let go of her and see a flash of disappointment in the aliens’ eyes, making me laugh. “Don’t worry, boys, that was just the starter. She was so needy I had to get her off first. How about a drink while she recovers, then I’ll let you watch as I teach her how to lick me?” I offer, moving away.

      They groan in unison, Twen’s hands working himself slowly in his pants as I head to the bottle of whisky. I pull down three glasses and pour a healthy amount before slipping the pills from my bra into their cups. I swirl them around, waiting for them to dissolve until there’s no trace. Grabbing all three, I turn and head back, offering them the two with the drugs. They accept them greedily, their eyes flickering between a red-faced Shiloh and a grinning me.

      Raising the glass to my lips to hide my smirk, I wink at them. “Bottoms up, boys. It’s going to be a long night.” I toast them before throwing back the whisky. They copy me and I wait, watching as they both smirk at me.

      “Carmen,” Vew starts, but his words slur at the end. Damn, those are some potent pills... although, I think I was only supposed to give them one.

      He frowns then, the glass dropping from his hand to the floor and he scowls at it in confusion. Twen stumbles and then falls to his knees, his eyes wide with panic right up until he faints, face down, ass up on the floor.

      “Wha… did...” Vew slurs, before he passes out right on top of Twen.

      “Well, that worked.” I grin, but nudge them with my foot to be sure. When they don’t move, I crouch down and search their pockets.

      “What did you do?” Shiloh asks, her voice still slightly breathy.

      “Just some drugs, don’t worry, it will last all night—Aha!” I produce the skeleton keycard for the house from Vew and stand up, looking triumphantly at Shiloh.

      “Time to get our fuck on, go get dressed.” I laugh.

      She shakes her head, looking shy for a moment, before she shares a grin with me. “You really are crazy.” She turns and leaves as I head to my room.

      The golden, sparkly, backless number I stole is ready and waiting for me on my bed. I quickly shuck my clothes, including my bra and panties—I won’t need them tonight—and slip into the slinky material.

      It’s time to party, Harvest Girl style.
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      A cool breeze brushes against my bare pussy, cooling the heat pooling there. My nipples peak against the thin fabric of my dress, hardening painfully as goosebumps crawl up my skin.

      But I fucking like it, it makes me feel alive.

      Pain has always been an aphrodisiac for me. I guess that’s just one of the reasons why Shiloh has always called me crazy.

      “Come on!” I call out to the girls, waving them towards the break in the fencing. My fingers turn white as I pull the metal away from the pole, the sheers I used to cut it hidden in the tall grass.

      Harlow, Shiloh, Tatiana, and even Daisy hustle through. I fall in place behind them with a smile on my lips. The metal fencing slaps shut behind me.

      Perfect.

      You’d never know I’d cut it if you weren’t looking closely.

      I raise my gaze above me. The full moon is out and bright stars litter the sky. I realise I never take the time to appreciate their beauty.

      I wonder if Oxious has stars like this.

      I mean, we’ve never actually seen pictures of the planet or the aliens that inhabit it. I think they are afraid we might try and hurt ourselves or take our own lives if we see the beasts we’ll be given to… Pushing those thoughts aside, I focus on my fellow Harvest Girls.

      Shiloh is wearing a little black number, her long, red hair hanging down her back. Tatiana looks striking in a white, glittery dress, making her tanned skin look even darker, her features more exotic as her hazel eyes dance with delight.

      I stifle a laugh as I glance at Daisy, who tugs at her pale pink dress, trying to cover all the parts I purposely wanted to expose. Harlow seems indifferent, her black hair braided and thrown over one pale shoulder, rocking a slinky red dress.

      Damn, we look hot.

      These human boys won’t know what to do with the Harvest Girls.

      I laugh and push through the girls, heading into the dense trees, following a slightly worn path. This isn’t the first time I’ve snuck out and headed into Lost Nation, the human city bordering the Harvest compound. I mean, what’s a girl supposed to do for fun around here? There is only so much trouble I can cause in one house, so why should I confine myself to such meagre means of fun?

      Twigs snap behind me as the girls stay hot on my heels. The rustle of leaves above me makes me feel at peace. I’ll miss the sound of the wind howling through them. Chirping crickets silence their music as we pass, making our journey quiet save for my raging thoughts.

      I’ve taken so many things on Earth for granted, and soon, it will be gone from my existence forever, only living on in my memories.

      I can’t get the image of Shiloh out of my mind, hard as I try. I sneak a glance over my shoulder and catch her blue gaze. Her cheeks redden and she bites her lip, averting her eyes from mine.

      Yeah. I feel you, girl.

      Not long after we started, the trees thin out, leaving us on the edge of a hill. Below us, Lost Nation comes into view, spreading across the valley. Tall buildings with blaring billboards advertising anything from the newest Broadway show to the closest brothel alight the city in a blaze of colours. But I pay their glowing screens no mind. Instead, I focus on a smaller building right at the edge of town.

      The locals call it a ‘frat house,’ a place where like-minded college boys live while they further their studies. Twirling my shoes in my hand, I head down the steep slope. The backyard of said frat house, Alpha Omega, comes into view. The in-ground pool is lit by some underwater lights, people—all human—splash in the blue liquid. Thumping bass from the blaring music hits my ears and a smile crosses my face.

      “Get ready, girls,” I warn, as we come up to the tall, wooden fence behind the house. We all put our shoes back on, pick rogue leaves off our clothes, and slather our lips with gloss.

      “Quit fucking around and get us in there,” Shiloh chides, rubbing her hands together.

      “Okay, boss lady. Right this way.” I walk around the side of the house and find the gate to the backyard open. With smiles on our faces—well, all but Daisy who looks terrified—we waltz in like we own the fucking place.

      “Care for a drink, ladies?” a cute guy asks, flashing an award-winning smile at us. He shakes his blond hair away from his eyes and heads over to the kegerator in the corner.

      “Hell yeah,” I respond, following him to the beer cooler. He takes a red Solo cup and pulls the handle, allowing the amber liquid to flow freely into the cup. He repeats the process four more times, until we’re all armed with beers. The girls disperse, making their way around the party, leaving me alone with this super cute guy.

      “Thanks,” I say, before bringing the cup to my lips. Our eyes lock and I give him a wink before I guzzle every last fucking drop. His brows arch in surprise, and a mischievous smile plays on his lips.

      “Ahh,” I exclaim, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. “Care to get me another?” I request, batting my eyes.

      His eyes darken as he takes my cup after looking me up and down. The muscles in his back ripple as he turns and pours me more. His swim trunks sit low on his hips, accentuating a trail of blond hair diving below the waistband. The wet suit clings to his skin, outlining his cock perfectly.

      Not too big, not too small.

      Maybe he’s a grower and not a shower.

      I bite my lip and smile when he catches me staring at his junk, but my cheeks don’t redden with embarrassment like poor Daisy’s would have. I want him to know my intentions. There’s no point in beating around the bush on quite possibly my last night of freedom. There are cocks to be ridden and men to destroy.

      “Are you tired, beautiful?” he inquires, handing back the refilled cup. “Because you’ve been running through my mind all day.”

      Okay, he just took a step down the hotness ladder, but instead of verbalizing my gag, I simply smile and run a finger down his chest. A cock’s a cock even if it’s attached to a douche.

      “I’m Carmen,” I tell him, ignoring his horrible pickup line. “And you are…”

      “Dallas. And this here,” he grabs another strapping young man with dark hair and eyes, “is Ryan.”

      “Hey, Ryan,” I coo, sweeping my hair over my shoulder. I push out my chest and cock my hip to the side as I raise the cup to my lips once more. Their eyes take in my body, and I see Dallas’s cock thicken in his pants.

      Definitely a grower.

      “Won’t your boyfriend be upset that we’re talking to you?” Ryan asks with a smug grin. I know he’s just fishing to see if I’m available.

      Point for Ryan. We like Ryan already.

      “I don’t think so. Last I saw, he was fucking your girlfriend,” I counter with a wink, and take a sip of my beer. Ryan’s smile grows larger and he runs his fingers through his hair.

      “Looks like we should pay them back, you know, for cheating on us.” He tugs on my dark locks before running his finger over the swell of my breast. I shudder, heat pooling between my legs, the ache there still driving me wild.

      “It’s what they deserve,” I agree. Something crashes to the ground behind me. I spin, turning my back to Ryan and Dallas, to see another guy who’s dropped his phone.

      “Let me get that for you,” I offer, splaying my fingers on his chest before he can grab it himself.

      A smile pulls at my lips.

      These boys are about to get a fucking show.

      I bend slowly from my waist, knees slightly apart, feeling the air brush over my bare ass as my dress hikes up.

      “Oh fuck,” I hear Dallas groan, and my grin grows wider, knowing my pussy is perfectly on display.

      I linger for a moment longer than I should, before picking up the fallen phone. “Here you go,” I chirp, offering the guy his phone back.

      “Thanks,” he replies, tugging at his collar. I’m sure he got quite the view too. My tits are practically falling out of this dress.

      “Welcome.” Ignoring his stare, I turn back to the guys I’ve deemed mine for the night.

      Dallas and Ryan.

      I tug at the golden material covering my tits. “Enjoy the show?” I question innocently. “I have two VIP passes to the viewing with your names on them.”

      Ryan steps up to me and rubs the back of his finger over my nipple, and it hardens under his touch, pressing obscenely at the fabric of my dress. He grips my ass and threads his fingers through my hair before pulling my head to the side, and running his nose up and down my neck.

      A moan escapes my lips as Dallas stalks up behind me, his hard cock rubbing between my ass cheeks.

      “Want to go somewhere more private?” he whispers into my ear, before licking its shell.

      “Fuck yes,” I rasp. I push Ryan off me and bring the cup to my lips once more, allowing the cool beer to rush down my throat. I toss the empty cup into a recycle bin and look up at them from under my lashes. “What do you want to do to me, boys?”

      Dallas groans. “I want to make you scream my name, Carmen.”

      I laugh. “It’s you who will be screaming my name. Now, didn’t you say you had somewhere private we could go?” I twirl a strand of dark hair around my finger. “We could always stay out here if you want. I don’t mind an audience.”

      Ryan’s eyes darken before he turns me around and swats my ass. Gripping my upper arm, he leads me through the party. I glance around and catch Shiloh with her tongue down the throat of a muscled guy. His hands cup her ass as hers trail up his back.

      Daisy and Harlow are watching from the sidelines, casually drinking their beers. I salute them as I pass and Daisy looks at me with wide eyes, her jaw dropping.

      I still don’t understand why she would presume anything less from me. Poor girl needs to lower her expectations. I blow her a kiss and look around for Tatiana, but I can’t find her.

      One thing I know for sure—Tatiana can take care of her fucking self.

      Ryan slides his hand down my arm and threads his fingers with mine, before stepping in front of me. He snakes us through the party, and we pass through mazes of hallways housing dozens of rooms, each one holding more people than the last. It’s a wonder the structure hasn’t collapsed from all the weight.

      The bass sounds louder the deeper we go, and I bob to the beat as we walk. Dallas lands a slap on my ass from behind. I turn back and offer him a pout, but he just bites his lip and shakes his hair from his eyes.

      Ryan tugs me along until we reach a narrow set of stairs. He drops my hand as people pass us on the left, brushing up against my shoulder as they go. About halfway up, we stop, and I make a show of wiggling my ass at Dallas, knowing he has a perfect view.

      “Fuck,” he groans, as I raise my leg up one step farther, flashing my pussy. A second later, a finger trails through my wetness. I groan when Ryan reaches back and tugs me up the stairs.

      At the top we round a corner, and head down a hallway with doors lining both sides. I peer inside a few of them and find various people doing a variety of things. Some are playing drinking games—I spot a round of beer pong in one room and cups in another. One room has strobe lights flashing and techno music thumping as people, who are clearly drugged out of their minds, sway to the music with sweat dripping down their bodies. I narrow my eyes and notice Tatiana, her white dress almost transparent from perspiration as she moves to the newest song. She takes a sip of her drink and grinds her ass on the guy behind her.

      That’s my girl.

      Ryan pulls me along, all the way to the end, and stops in front of a closed door. He produces a key from his pocket and inserts it into the knob. A moment later, he twists the handle and pushes at the door. He holds it open for me as Dallas guides me inside with his hands on my hips.

      The room beyond is typical for a frat house, just like the others I’ve snuck inside, scattered across the town of Lost Nation. Posters depicting scantily clad women draped over muscle cars while drinking beer decorate the cinder block walls. A pair of futons, with surprisingly minimal staining, face each other, and a wooden coffee table complete with a custom beer cap top sits between them.

      Beyond the futons are a variety of workout benches, including a pair of still rings a gymnast would use. A giant TV hangs off the right wall and large speakers are tucked into every corner. A rainbow of beer cans sit on top of them, probably from the previous day’s festivities, but I don’t mind. None of that will get in the way of what I came in here for.

      The door shuts behind me, and I turn in time to see Dallas engaging the deadbolt.

      Seems they don’t want to be interrupted either.

      Good.

      I spin and plant my ass on the farthest futon. Dallas and Ryan stalk towards me, their muscled shoulders touching, blocking out the walls behind them.

      “How about we play a game of truth or dare?” I suggest, pushing my tits together with my arms.

      Dallas plops on the adjacent futon and Ryan sits beside me.

      “Okay, Carmen,” Dallas agrees, rubbing his hands together. “Truth or dare.”

      “Truth,” I answer. His face falters for just a moment.

      “Where are you from? I don’t recognise you from campus…”

      “That’s because I’m not from campus.” I lean back and uncross my legs, giving Dallas one hell of a view. “I’m a Harvest Girl.”

      “Holy shit!” Ryan exclaims beside me. “You’re one of those girls from the compound? The ones destined for the aliens?”

      “Yep, and tonight could very well be my last night on Earth.” I clasp my tits over my dress and give them a squeeze. “So I escaped.” I tweak my nipples and watch Dallas’s cock jump in his pants. “All I want is a good time, a final taste of freedom before I’m handed over to the Totiv.” I drag my hands down my body and cup my pussy. “Is that something you boys can help me with?”

      “A Harvest Girl…” Ryan trails off.

      “Yeah, we can help you,” Dallas rasps.

      I smile. “Good, because I’ve got this ache I can’t soothe and it’s right here.” I slide my finger up and down my slit. “Can one of you kiss it better?”

      “Oh fuck,” Dallas groans for like the fifth time.

      Got ‘em.

      I stand up and sway a little bit. I’m not used to drinking, and chugging those beers so quickly has gone to my head faster than I anticipated. I scratch at my arms. “This dress, it’s so itchy. Can you help me take it off?”

      Ryan jumps up swiftly, ready to help.

      “Wait!” I call out. “I forgot we were playing a game. Ryan...” I look at him pointedly. “Truth or dare.”

      “Dare, baby,” he rasps. “So much dare.”

      “I was hoping you’d say that. I dare you to take off my dress using only your teeth.”

      “Fuck.” It’s Ryan’s turn to swear this time.

      “In fact,” I begin, spotting some duct tape, “you have to let me bind your wrists first.”

      “Kinky,” he responds. My eyes trail up his muscled forearms and prominent veins. I pick up the tape and rip off a long piece with my teeth.

      “Hands out,” I coo. He offers me his wrists and I bind them securely. “Good boy. Now, where were we?”

      The crack of a beer can opening draws my attention. I turn back to see Dallas draped across the futon, watching the show with a glint in his eyes.

      I give him a smile and turn back to Ryan.

      “Face Dallas,” he orders. I spin around and bite my lip as Ryan skims his lips down my neck to the thin strap holding my dress up. Using his teeth, he grips the fabric and slips it down my arm with ease. The material catches on my nipple, keeping my breast hidden.

      He grunts and heads to the other side, clenching the strap between his teeth. This time, when he pulls it down, the material slides off my tits, revealing them to the boys.

      “Fucking perfect,” Dallas compliments from the couch. “Keep going, Ryan.”

      Sinking to his knees in front of me, Ryan bites the hem of my dress and tugs. The material is tight around my hips giving him trouble. I giggle when he has to walk on his knees around me so he can try from the back.

      “No hands, Ry,” I remind him, when I feel his fingers on the back of my leg. He quickly retracts them and continues to work on my dress with his teeth. I shimmy as he pulls and I feel the material lower, exposing the top of my ass. He heads back to my front and takes a mouthful of dress. With a grumble, the rest of the silken material slides down my body and pools at my feet, leaving me in nothing but heels.

      “Holy fuck, you’re so hot,” Dallas murmurs, gripping his hard length through his swim trunks.

      “Thank you. You’re not so bad yourself.”

      I make a show of licking my lips slowly when Ryan chimes in, “Carmen, truth or dare.”

      “Dare,” I reply, plucking my nipples into hard peaks.

      “Thank fuck,” Ryan responds. “I dare you to cut this fucking tape off my wrists and let Dallas and me have our way with you.”

      “Deal.”

      Turns out Ryan didn’t need my help. He flexes his muscles and tears the tape in half, which only turns me on more. He stands over me, blocking my view of Dallas, and grips my hair in his hand. He tilts my head up and crashes his mouth into mine. I groan when our tongues tangle, each of us dueling for control. I reach down and grasp Ryan’s dick in my hand, giving him a firm squeeze.

      A warm body slides up behind me and a pair of hands run up and down my sides. I shudder under their touch and reach back, rubbing Dallas’s cock which is still trapped under his swim trunks.

      Dallas cups my breasts from behind and rolls my nipples between his fingers. I moan into Ryan’s mouth before breaking our kiss.

      “Dallas,” I rasp out, as I trace the head of his cock. “Truth or dare.”

      “Dare me, babe. Please, dare me.”

      I smile to myself. Let’s see how far I can push them.

      “I dare you to kiss… Ryan.”

      They both still and look at each other.

      “The fuck?” he chokes out.

      “What?” I shrug. “I think it’s hot. Come on. Make out for me, then I’ll do any dare you want.”

      “Anything?” Dallas questions behind me, his hand sliding up and down my slit.

      “Anything,” I answer breathlessly.

      It takes every ounce of will power I have to slide out from between them and take a step back.

      “Go on,” I encourage, as I sit down and recline on the futon. “Kiss each other.”

      Ryan looks at Dallas with uncertainty in his gaze. It’s clear they haven’t done this before, which only makes me hotter.

      “She said anything,” Ryan cajoles. “I mean, look at her.”

      “I won’t tell if you won’t,” Dallas says, fucking me with his eyes.

      Their profiles lean in towards each other, their lips a whisper away from touching. I hold my breath as they close the small gap, their lips brushing. Ryan pulls back for a moment and searches Dallas’s eyes. Dallas gives him a nod. Ryan licks his lips before taking Dallas’s mouth.

      “Add some tongue in there, boys. This is fucking hot.”

      They do as they’re told, opening their mouths to let the other man explore. I can’t help but touch myself as I watch them. I raise my leg up on the armrest so I can circle my clit with a finger as they kiss.

      “Stop!” I demand, when their kiss deepens. I don’t want to make myself fucking come, but if I keep watching this, that’s exactly what’s going to happen.

      They pull away from each other, breathless and a little shocked. I think they fucking liked it as much as I did.

      “Carmen, truth or dare,” Dallas asks me, not breaking his stare with Ryan.

      “Dare.”

      He glances at me, then looks at the weight training area. “I dare you to try out our still rings.”

      I scrunch my face in confusion and wonder what he’s got up his sleeve. But I play my part and head behind the futon. I reach up and grab the rings as Dallas saunters in front of me. With a smirk, he pulls my legs over his shoulders and extends his tongue, tracing my slit.

      “Oh, fuck yes!” I shout, as his tongue glides over my clit. My orgasm roars back to life and I hang on to the rings for dear life, fearing I might fall off in the clutches of lust. Ryan slides in behind me, and I rest my head against his shoulder as he plays with my nipples.

      My clit throbs and my pussy pulses as Dallas buries his face between my legs.

      “I-I’m gonna—Ahh!” I scream out as my orgasm hits me like a fucking ton of bricks. I squeeze Dallas’s head between my thighs, my knuckles turning white as I grip the rings hard while he laps at my pussy, letting me ride out the waves of a tremendous orgasm.

      “Ryan, truth or dare,” I inquire breathlessly.

      “Dare, babe,” he answers, as Dallas pulls my legs off his shoulders.

      “I dare you to take off those fucking pesky pants of yours and lie down on the futon.”

      Ryan gives my tits a final squeeze, then helps me to the ground. Dallas heads him off, lowering the back of the futon closest to the door, transforming it from a couch to a bed. Ryan slaps my ass and squeezes out from behind me. He turns and makes a show of untying his swim trunks before letting them slip off his hips.

      His cock is quite nice actually. Long and firm, the slit already glistening with pre-cum.

      “I said lie down. Don’t make me get the duct tape again,” I tease. He runs his hand up and down his cock before laying on his back. His cock stands erect, hard, and ready for me. I saunter over, running my hands up and down my body and crawl on top of him.

      I take his mouth, grinding my wetness up and down his length as I taste his tongue. Pulling back, I sit up on my knees and grasp his cock. We both groan when I sink down onto him, is girth stretching my pussy so nicely.

      I begin to move my hips, grinding front to back. Ryan reaches up and grips my nipples, holding them tight as I move, giving me the perfect amount of pain with my pleasure. I lean back and hold on to his thighs as Dallas creeps up behind me. He splays his hand on my belly and slides his fingers down to play with my clit.

      “Fuck yes,” I rasp, as I chase another orgasm. My pussy clenches on Ryan’s cock and he groans loudly. The fact that I can pull such a noise from a man only turns me on even more.

      I sit up and begin to bounce on Ryan’s length, taking every delicious inch of him inside me. Ryan glides his hands down my body and grips my hips as my pace quickens, my tits swaying as Dallas reaches around to cup them.

      My breathing increases, and the warmth of my orgasm grows deep inside me. Still, I chase it, moving harder, quicker, taking in every sensation as their hands explore my body.

      Just when I’m about to crest, Dallas drops behind me and collapses to the floor.

      “What the fuck?” I exclaim, turning around.

      A whoosh sounds a moment before pain sears into my neck. Immediately, I feel woozy, and turn back around to see Twen standing there with a smoking dart gun.

      “Fuuuuuck,” is all I manage to say, before my vision fades and the world darkens.
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      Ugh…

      Pain rocks through my head and I groan, keeping my eyes shut and willing it to pass. What happened? Did I drink too much of Harlow’s moonshine again? It sure as shit feels like it. My body is numb, my head is pounding, and my mouth tastes cottony. Breathing through the confusion, I slowly blink my eyes open when I feel slightly more human.

      Where the fuck am I?

      Staring up at the reflective silver ceiling and almost blinding, bright lights, I rack my memory for what happened. It comes back in pieces... I drugged the guards… we went out… I had sex? Clenching my thighs together, I grin. Yep, I had sex. Everything after that is blurry. Was I really that drunk?

      “Carmen,” comes a familiar hiss.

      Turning my head, I frown when I spot Shiloh struggling to my left. She’s strapped down to what looks like a metal gurney and is completely naked. The panic on her face is clear as she claws uselessly at the restraints. I lift my head as high as I can and, yep, spot all the other girls. Daisy is still knocked out, Tatiana is just waking up, and Harlow is lying motionless, looking terrified.

      What the fuck?

      “What happened? Where are we?” I ask, coughing to clear my dry and scratchy throat.

      Shiloh stops struggling and stares at me with tears in her eyes, which enrages me more than anything and gets me moving. “They found us at the frat house, Car. They drugged us and we woke up here. What are they going to do?” she whispers, and I look over to see Harlow’s gaze pleading at me for answers.

      Running through all possible scenarios in my head, I fake confidence and reply, “They can’t hurt us, we’re precious, remember?” When I still see the doubt on their faces, I continue, “It’s probably a stunt to scare us into behaving. Calm down and take a deep breath. Harls, check on Tatiana and Daisy, wake them if you can. Shiloh, try and figure out where we are.” They still stare at me with worry and fear in their eyes, so I give them an encouraging smile. “I’ll try and figure us a way out.”

      Just as I say that, I hear the whoosh of air behind me as a door opens. “I’m afraid you aren’t going anywhere, girls,” announces a strangely soothing, though unfamiliar, voice. I know all the doctors and guards in the Harvest House and that isn’t one of them.

      I hear Harlow waking Daisy and Tatiana by calling for them, so I concentrate on the man—no, alien—as he comes around my gurney and peers down at me with a blank expression.

      He glances at the tablet in his hand and then back at me, his lips curving up into what I’m guessing is supposed to be a reassuring smile. He has no nose or eyebrows, just two deep-set, pink eyes and thin lips. He has high cheekbones and sunken cheeks, giving him a gaunt appearance. His hair is pink and fluffy, but I can’t make out the rest of him, because he’s wearing a jumpsuit in a black, stretchy material that covers him from the neck down. He only has four long fingers which, as I watch, move abnormally, like he has extra joints.

      “Carmen, correct? Born January fifteenth, blood type O.” He reels off the information before looking at me for confirmation.

      “You forgot sex fiend, knife master, and all-around goddess,” I add, getting comfy on the table as I talk.

      I hear one of the other girls laugh and I smirk, glad that I could help calm them down. The alien frowns at me and stops typing. “Sex fiend?” he exclaims, his eyes widening. “No, that’s not possible. You are pure.” He starts making a high-pitched whining noise and I look around him dramatically as much as the restraints allow.

      “Could I have a new alien? I think I broke mine!” I call loudly. The girls’ sniggers start up again.

      I hear the door open and two more aliens join the first. They begin talking animatedly, so I tune them out and gaze around for a way to free us. If Vew thinks I’m going to crack and start crying or apologizing, he has another thing coming.

      “Is this like in the movies when you say ‘probing time?’ It is, isn’t it? Bring it on, boys, probe away, everyone loves a good probing. In fact, probe my brains out!” I shout, laughing.

      The aliens stop then, staring down at me. The blue one on the left blinks, a double eyelid dropping down as he stares at me aghast. The pink one in the middle is still gaping, and the green one on the right is stone-faced as he watches me.

      “It lies,” the green one states. “We have to examine them anyway, let’s do that.”

      “Examine me, you say? Go ahead, I’m ready for my physical, doctor,” I purr, before bursting out laughing once again.

      The blue one glances at the others. “Do you think the drugs have affected this one’s brain? She seems quite unstable,” he muses.

      “Nope, sorry to disappoint, blue man. I was born this fuck-tastic,” I taunt.

      “That word is not translating,” the pink one says, frowning.

      “No? How about fuck-god, fucking-brilliant, fucking-best-bitch-on-this-planet?” I offer with a sweet smile.

      “I think she is implying she is the best?” the blue one suggests, still blinking nervously.

      “I think you are right, the drugs clearly have had a negative effect on the human’s mental stability,” the green one agrees.

      Pinky starts whining again. “That isn’t good, they need all five girls.”

      “I’m going to stop your gossip fest right here, Pinky and the Brain. I’m not adversely affected by the drugs, I’m just this fucking amazing. Proceed with your examination.” I would wave my hand, but they’re tied to the gurney, so I give them a patient look. “Would you be ever so kind as to tell me what’s happening though?”

      Pinky shares a glance with the others before his lips thin even more. “You are being tested because we are preparing you for the retrieval.” With that, he moves away, as do the others, but my mind catches on that one specific word—retrieval.

      “What? That wasn’t supposed to happen for thirty more days. Hey!” I call, but they ignore me, which is hard to do. As they move around the room, checking each girl, I holler and shout. I start with dirty thoughts, then insults, and then I start to sing a really profane 90s rap jam, but they still ignore me.

      “We will start with her.” Green jerks his head to me from where they are gathered in the middle of the room, each with a tray of what looks like vials of blood.

      I stop myself mid-chorus of “Baby Got Back” and focus on them again as they head my way and surround my gurney. “It was that last line, wasn’t it? You all like big butts?” I comment.

      “We have fifteen Klans to test, let us begin,” Pinky states, and I blink.

      In all our time learning what our lives would be like… they never explained this.

      Tested?

      Tested how?

      Not a minute later, I get my answer. If I could go back, I would kick Po’s ass. I’m betting he didn’t tell us this for that exact reason. Breathing deeply, I center myself, because if I freak out or scream, the others will too. I need to show them it’s okay, I need to give them my strength. Just another obstacle until I get my aliens.

      The blue alien grabs a vial of blood from the tray and presses it to my lips. I struggle at first, mainly because I feel like I should, but the straps holding me down bite into my wrists and ankles, so I give up. I never thought I’d be drinking blood, but I can’t deny blood hasn’t featured in my fantasies before.

      “What? Not even some knife play first? How sad,” I mutter, before sputtering as they tip the blood into my mouth and force me to swallow.

      Once I’m done swallowing—hehe—I grin, my white teeth undoubtedly covered in blood. The alien flinches back at the sight. “Never took you for the kinky one, just shows the more you know.” I laugh.

      I can feel the tension from the other girls lessen at this, so I keep going. “I figured Greeny over there would be the kinky one—likes it rough, maybe into choking—” I gasp then, my eyes flaring wide.

      Pain surges through my body as if carried in my bloodstream, burning me from the inside out. It starts off small, almost as if I’m too close to an open flame, but before I know it, it’s a roaring inferno. I’m being burned from the inside out. My fingers curl into fists as I gasp and writhe, the pain never once giving up. My eyes blur with tears, which fall down my cheeks as my scream catches in my throat. I’m locked in agony until, suddenly, it fades away.

      Slumping onto the gurney, I shake away the tears and sniff, blinking hard until I can see again. The aliens are watching me, so I open my mouth. “Damn, kinky as hell,” I croak.

      They obviously take that as a good sign, because I watch Pinky note something before another vial is pushed to my lips and I’m forced to swallow again. I keep silent this time, which is strange for me, as I wait for the pain. At first, I think this isn’t going to be bad, but it builds like the other until I’m screaming in agony, worse than before. My skin feels as if it’s being burned from my body, everything an open wound, locked in minutes of pain until it fades away. I spend a minute relearning how to breathe before lifting my head and checking myself over. Not a blemish on my skin.

      What the fuck?

      Looking back up at the aliens, I refuse to let them see me weak again. “Damn, you could have at least let me come first,” I gripe.

      Another vial is pushed to my lips, and this time there is no pain. A soft feeling fills me, like butterfly wings stroking me all over, or like my favourite blanket. I feel safe as a warmth erupts in my chest, but I don’t trust it. Pinky once again makes notes as another vial is thrust down my throat. We repeat this again and again, me never knowing which will cause me to scream and writhe, and which will make me relax onto the table in peace. Each one seems to be different strengths, either more or less painful. Then there’s the safe, happy feeling, like a soft kiss or a hug so tight you don’t want to let go.

      When there are no more vials left, I’m a sweaty, pissed off mess on the gurney. I level the aliens with a glare, but they pay me no mind as they chatter among themselves about my reactions, Klans, and matches.

      “You really need to learn to mix your pain with pleasure,” I grouse, still sassy as ever. “You can’t just stick a cock in the arse and expect to make a girl come, you got to prepare her. Hey, want some sex lessons? We could cover the basics—pain play, knife play, air play, missionary, if you’re into that vanilla ass shit,” I offer, but they continue to ignore me and walk away, heading to Shiloh. I start to struggle then. I can deal with them hurting me, bring it the fuck on, but they can’t hurt my girls.

      Oh God, Daisy.

      I struggle harder, screaming at them, and maybe that’s why I don’t see the needle coming from Pinky, the bastard. I slump onto the table, my vision darkening as I watch them prepare the vials and approach Shiloh.

      I pass out with the word ‘bastard’ on my lips and Shiloh’s screams ringing in my ears.
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        * * *

      

      I wake up with an aching head again. This time, I keep still and sort through my jumbled thoughts and memories until I remember what happened.

      Those bastards.

      Cracking open my eyes, I have a moment where it feels as if the room is spinning, but then I realise my head is dangling off the back of a chair. Groaning, I sit up, and that’s when I notice the whispers. As I swivel around on the seat, the whispers cut off, and I spot the other girls sitting on two sofas behind me. Their eyes light up.

      “Thank God,” Shiloh yells.

      “It’s about time you woke up,” Harlow says sarcastically.

      “I’m freaking out,” Tatiana admits.

      I look to Daisy. “Fill me in on what I missed.” I know she will be the most logical and get to the point quicker than the others.

      She straightens in her seat. “Once you were knocked out, they tested all the blood on us too. From my understanding, it was to see which Klans we are compatible with to better divide us among them. The stronger the positive reaction, the better mates we would make, the stronger the pain, the worse the match. We each had different reactions and I believe they are analysing our results. We were then guided in here and locked in with guards. From the snippets of conversation I overheard—”

      “Spied on,” Shiloh coughs.

      “I gathered we’re on our way to Oxious to be Harvested. It seems our ‘wild’ night out moved up their timeline, since they wished to ensure we were given over before we could…” She trails off then, looking away with a blush. “Become tainted and unwanted by our mates,” she finishes.

      I snort, but get up and stretch. My muscles ache and my bones crack from being tied down in the same position for so long. I swallow and grimace at the nasty feeling in my mouth. Looking around the room, my eyebrows climb.

      Not too shabby.

      We are locked in some kind of bedroom. The slight mechanical hum under my feet clues me in that we’re on a spaceship, heading to our new home. Guess they aren’t wasting any time.

      I prowl around the room, searching for entrances and exits. The cream sliding door leading out of the room is locked, a red light glaring at me from the palm and retina scanner next to it as if taunting me to try and escape. I guess they aren’t taking any chances anymore. There’s a window next to the very large bed, and as I gaze through it, all I see is utter blackness, confirming we are in space and hurtling towards Oxious. I know from my studies that it will only take two days to get there. Since I have no idea how long I was knocked out, I have no frame of reference for our time spent on this alien ship.

      A nervous-excited feeling builds in the bottom of my stomach, making me grin as I throw myself down on the sofa and lay my head on Shiloh’s lap. Soon... soon I will have my mates and my life will really begin. I look up at Shiloh with a grin. “Want that lesson now?” I joke, already bored with sitting still.

      She scoffs and pushes me off, but I catch the flare of interest in her eyes, making me laugh as I jump up and start pacing around the room. It’s only then I realise I’m still naked, while all the other girls are dressed. Daisy follows my gaze and blushes.

      “Sorry, there’s a dress on the bed for you,” she offers, quickly looking away from my body. I shrug, not bothered about being naked. Call it a naked protest for all I care, but I don’t want to put on anything those bastards give us.

      I notice the girls are all clean and put together, having obviously showered while I was knocked out. Daisy picks up her book and starts reading again. Tatiana lies down and goes to sleep like she always does when she’s panicked. Harlow plays with her dress as she stares at the ceiling, and Shiloh watches me in amusement as I pace around the room, picking things up and putting them back down before moving on.

      “You’re like a caged animal,” she jokes.

      “Anyone else scared?” Harlow asks randomly, and I stop my pacing to face them.

      Tatiana wakes up just then. “Huh?” she inquires, still sleepy.

      “I mean, I have known forever that this would happen, but it was easy to ignore when it was in the future… now that I know it’s happening… I’m scared. What if they’re mean, what if they don’t understand us, what if they treat me like shit? I don’t want to spend the rest of my life on my back as nothing but an alien baby incubator.”

      I stop at her feet and wrap my hand reassuringly around her ankle, while Tatiana grabs her hand and Daisy reaches across and grips the other. Shiloh gets up and snuggles next to her on the sofa. I look around at the girls with a frown.

      “Listen to me, they will understand you, our translator chips have seen to that.” I point at the translator chip in my neck, implanted inside us as kids so we can understand the aliens. “They have been without women for a long time… so they might be rough. But they are all vetted before we are given to them. They won’t be mean. They will love you for what you stand for… a future,” I assure them softly.

      Daisy nods. “For once, Car is right.”

      I snort, then in a lighter tone add, “Plus, if you really hate them, just pick a different set of aliens at the pub, there are enough of them.” They all laugh at my joke. My humour works because Harlow is smiling now and that’s all that matters. “Harlow, if you don’t want to be an alien incubator, don’t. Tell them. Set the rules.”

      “Easy for you to say,” Tatiana counters.

      “She’s right, you’re so strong and confident, Car, we aren’t like that. Hell, you even know how to defend yourself,” Harlow agrees.

      “And you’re smart, resourceful, and charming. Tatiana you are loyal, smart, beautiful, and adaptable. Shiloh, you’re crazy, fearless, and smart too. And our Daisy? She’s no wilting flower, as much as she pretends to be. She’s smart as hell and I’m betting she can kick serious ass if she needs to. We all can. We never got to pick our future, but we can choose how we deal with it. Do that. Be who you want, start new. Without the Harvest House and all the pressures, be who you want to be. This is a fresh start for us all,” I conclude.

      “Shit, when did you get so smart?” Shiloh blurts out in a surprised tone, breaking the somber mood and making us all laugh.

      “Hush, you. Now, who wants the birds and the bees talk?” I tease. Harlow groans and kicks me. I go down giggling as I fall onto the floor. “You see, when the alien penis enters the human vagina…” I start and they all laugh, including Daisy.

      Happier now, I start my pacing again, keeping my eye on them to make sure they aren’t stuck in their own heads worrying.

      “I swear, your mates are going to have to lock you up,” Tatiana comments with a laugh.

      I wink at her, but carry on prowling until a beep comes from the door and it slides open to reveal Vew. He scans the room to make sure we’re all still here. His gaze pauses on me when I stop in front of the sofa, crossing my arms under my breasts. His eyes dart down to them before he scowls and looks at my face. Clearly, someone is annoyed about being drugged.

      “Aww, Captain, you mad a little girl got one up on you?” I tease.

      He growls, stepping closer. “You are a vekking idiot,” he hisses. “Because of you, all of the Harvest Girls will be given over early. Congratulations, Carmen, you single-handedly vekked the whole ceremony and plans.” He sounds mad, he must be if he’s swearing… I’m way too excited.

      “Thank you, thank you very much.” I bow dramatically, still grinning.

      “You vekking gretan,” he spits. “You nearly cost me my job.”

      “Oh, you poor alien baby,” I coo with a pout. “Maybe you shouldn’t have gotten distracted by human pussy?” I taunt.

      He steps closer, gripping my chin hard enough to bruise. “Keep pushing me, see what happens.” He steps back then, sweeping his gaze down my body. “You’re nothing but a hole to mate, the sooner you learn that the better.”

      I hear Daisy gasp and Shiloh mutter, “Oh shit,” as I step forward. Curling my hands into fists, I wait until he’s distracted, and then knee him in his alien junk. He goes down hard, growling and swearing as he kneels, covering his hurt male parts. Then I grab his pointy ears and smash my knee into his face.

      “How does that feel, Captain Cunt?” I spit, grinning as I step back and watch as he spits blood onto the carpet. I turn to the others, grinning, and they laugh until I see Shiloh’s face whiten. I don’t spin in time to stop it, but I see the fist coming for my face.

      This is going to hurt, I think, right as it connects, and then I’m out cold.
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      My chains rattle as I lean against the reinforced stone wall. The others are still sleeping, I can hear their steady breathing. I sense the night still closing in on us as dawn tries to break through. Blood drips from my bound wrists to the stone floor below, the carpet was ripped up long ago in this section of our house. My wrists are rubbed raw from struggling through the bloodlust during the night. Dents and blood cover the walls in this room, but as I peer through the open doorway leading into the living space, I can see our racks of weapons covering the walls there. We have used each one before, and used them well.

      Settling back once again, I wait for one of the others to wake up and unlock me. Even here, in my own house, I am shackled away. If I wasn’t, I would break free and kill them all, murder everyone on this vekking planet without even meaning to. The thought should bother me, but it doesn’t. I’m a warrior, it’s what we do. But a warrior without a war doesn’t just stop fighting. The need for blood, to feel my weapons cutting through bones and skin doesn’t go away. It goes hand in hand with my desire, and I shiver in lust, my cock springing to attention at the thought as my horns and eyes darken in need. Leaning my head back, I close my eyes and ram my horns into the wall behind me, the pain reminding me of where we are.

      Urges war inside of me, the need to kill and bathe in blood mixing with pain until I’m heaving in air, fighting the chains once more. It’s all it takes for my mind to slip into madness again. I only have moments of clarity. It’s said when a Klan meets their mate, she softens them… offers them peace. I doubt anyone could soften me or my Klan. The moments of clarity are few and far between, and over the years they have grown rarer and I have stopped fighting the madness. It feels good, it keeps us alive and feared.

      I tilt my head when I hear someone’s breathing falter and feet slap on the floor, heading my way. Ryx appears and leans against the doorway, watching me, his tail wrapped around his leg and his horns slightly darkened. It seems I’m not the only one suffering tonight, fighting the urges that rise from living over a century without a mate.

      “Going to try and kill me?” he asks around a yawn, fingering the key to my chains.

      “There would be no trying, I would,” I retort.

      He snorts but moves towards me, realising I’m not going to attack him, that my mind is clear. If he only knew how much the madness has consumed my brain, my very soul. It’s there now, a part of me, no mate will save me.

      I automatically assess him, noting and discarding the weapons on his body. It would be easy, as he leans over to unlock the chains, to wrap them around his neck and squeeze, or take the dagger from his side and slit his throat.

      As I shake the thoughts away, Ryx smiles, showing me that he knows what I was thinking as he strokes his dagger. I would never do it, of course, I couldn’t kill my Klan, they are safe from me. It’s everyone else on this planet who is not.

      The chains snap free and Ryx is no longer in front of me, but at the doorway again. I get up slowly, rolling my shoulders back, not really feeling any pain. I watch as the cuts on my wrists heal instantly, and then I step into the living space. Ryx follows and I sense when Xal appears as well, silent for such a large man. Vrid is the last to arrive, still half asleep as he shuffles in. Prowling around the room, I wonder why we’re fighting this darkness. I don’t want to. I need to feel someone die by my hands, to see the light leave their eyes and coat my body with their blood. My cock pulses again at the thought.

      Xal watches me silently from his position against the wall. Ryx and Vrid are eating at the table, ignoring me since they are used to my aggressive behaviour by now.

      “You’re getting worse,” Xal comments suddenly, and every eye goes from him to me.

      I clench my fists, digging my claws into my palms, gouging them. Xal says nothing else, which is not surprising as he’s usually almost always silent. I feel Vrid assessing me, his medical training doubtlessly kicking in. I go to speak when I suddenly feel it.

      Feel her.

      We all jerk, turning to look into the dawn-stained sky, our hearts racing and bodies like stone. It can’t be, but it is. I can feel her, feel the draw, feel the bond stretching and stinging.

      “It’s her,” I snarl. My cock aches and stands to attention inside my pants, ready to mate.

      An evil grin crosses my face as my horns go black. We will be fighting today, for her, and we will win. Poor little human... let’s hope she’s not breakable.
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      I gotta stop waking up like this.

      My head is groggy and my vision swims as I slit my eyelids open. I go to wipe the sleep from my eyes when I realise my arms are bound above me.

      What the actual fuck?

      I startle for a moment, thinking I’m back in Pinky and Greeny’s lab. I can’t handle another vial of blood being tipped down my throat. But as I look around, I can see that I couldn’t be in a more different place.

      I’m on top of a mountain.

      A big fucking mountain.

      It’s nighttime, and above me, several moons sit brightly in the dark sky with thousands of stars glistening around them.

      So they do have stars…

      But it’s what’s below me that I’m most interested in. I don’t even have to look to know they are there—my mates.

      Hundreds of aliens are scattered around the base of the mountain. Each and every one of them looking fiercer than the next. Klans upon Klans, all adorned with sinister weapons and snarls on their faces. I had expected something interesting when I was given to my new mates. But this? This is crazy, even for my standards.

      I fucking love it.

      Placed along the grass-covered mountain are various obstacles. I see dark pools of liquid and patches where sharp, metal spikes protrude from the ground. Trees and various foliage are cluttered here and there, making some areas impassable. The environment also seems to be manipulated, controlled by the aliens. Below me, a low hanging cloud releases buckets of rain near the base of the mountain, while another closer to where I’m bound dumps snowflakes the size of my head.

      Then there’s the crowd. Sitting on hovering benches that remind me of bleachers one might see in a gymnasium, are hundreds of aliens and even a few humans. The aliens are clearly of the same race—the Totiv—but have significant differences. Some have green skin, while others are blue or red. Some have massive wings sprouting from their backs, while others have tails or horns. It seems everyone has come to watch the games. I can only surmise, however, since I’m bound up here, that the Klans have to battle for me, that I’m the prize should they win.

      My pussy clenches in excitement. This is the moment I’ve been waiting for. I’ve been dreaming about my alien mates my whole life, visualising what they might look like, taste like. And now the day has come. The very fucking moment I’ve been dreaming of.

      I feel my nipples tighten behind the flimsy white dress they’ve put me in.

      I mean, seriously?

      I’m the prize in what’s sure to be a bloody fucking battle and they dress me in a see-through white dress? This is like the beginning of those shitty horror movies the girls and I used to watch at Harvest House—helpless girl in a sheer gown tied to something before the monsters come to get her.

      Only in this movie, the girl is just as fucked up as those that pursue her.

      A hovercraft flies over, its bright yellow lights shining down upon me. As my body illuminates, I can hear the aliens below begin to roar, stomping their feet, hooves, or claws. Howling and growling, even some screeching, reaches my ears. I know I should be a little bit scared, but all I feel is excitement. If that makes me a little fucked up, then so be it.

      “Congratulations to all of the Klans chosen to participate tonight,” a booming voice from above sounds, and I’m so grateful for the translating chip, allowing me to understand the alien language. “Tonight, we have thirty-five Klans, numbering over a hundred participants, each vying for a shot at winning the grandest prize of them all—their mate.”

      Shouts and hollers erupt from the Klans while the audience claps and cheers. I pull on my restraints, trying to get a better look down the mountain so I can scope out the ones I want to win. But they’re too far away for me to see them properly.

      “Her blood has been tested, and each Klan in attendance was found to be a match in varying degrees. Klans, I’d like to introduce you to your future mate, Carmen.”

      My body erupts in chills. Hearing my name called out over this alien stadium is just fucking surreal. For a moment, I thought I was the next contestant on The Price is Right.

      “Klans, on your marks. Steady… Begin!”

      The clanging of metal against metal reaches my ears. Swords, daggers, and weapons I’ve not yet learned the names of flash in a blur below me. I can hear the screams of the wounded and smell the metallic scent of blood already spilled on this night. My mouth starts to water, wanting another taste of the crimson liquid. I remember how good my body felt during the testing when a matched Klan’s blood absorbed into my skin, causing a deep desire to warm my chest.

      Even with just a vial, my body grew hot with lust and desire. Imagine what I might feel like with an entire cup, or even better, drinking right from the source like some fucked up human vampire.

      Yesss.

      So, that’s happening.

      As the battle below me moves farther up the mountain, the hovering bleachers rise up along with them. I can start to see the aliens better now. They are purple skinned and have black horns on their heads in varying sizes. A tail juts out from above their asses, but the ends of them are all different. Some are spiked like those dinosaurs whose names I don’t fucking remember. Others have needle-like projections sticking out of them, making me wonder if they’re poisonous.

      A warrior with a needle tail stabs another in the neck. He quickly falls to his knees, gripping his throat as white foam coats his lips and his black eyes start to bleed.

      Yep.

      Definitely poisonous.

      I kinda like the idea of tails. Watching them swish and twitch behind the warriors they’re attached to makes me hot. I can imagine them wrapped around my wrists, holding me down. Or slithering around my neck, lightly choking me during breath play. Hell, maybe those ones with flat ends would be good for spanking?

      God, I hope so.

      The leading Klans come up to a water obstacle as others continue to fight their way up the mountain. I can’t figure out the depth from way up here, but it looks to be no more than twenty feet across. As the aliens edge nearer, I can tell they’re nervous. They begin to regroup with the rest of their Klans. My guess is they’re trying to devise a way across.

      I search their faces when my gaze lands on one.

      The one.

      He’s perfect.

      Horns black as night, with one of them broken in half, probably during some epic battle. Scars line his face, only accentuating his rugged good looks. His dark eyes narrow on me, connecting with my gaze, and my heart literally fucking stops. He bares his fangs at me and beats his chest with one clenched fist, while his long tail flicks behind him.

      I know he’ll be the one to win me.

      I force myself to pull my eyes from his promising stare, and trail my gaze down his body. Other than a black sash across one shoulder, he’s bare-chested. His torso looks much like a human’s, but broader, bigger. Muscle upon corded muscle ropes along his abdomen, clenching as he breathes hard from battle.

      His pants remind me of something a soldier would wear. Not too baggy, not too loose, with pockets and zippers to contain various weapons. His tail flickers behind his back as he leans towards the male next to him.

      I follow that movement, my eyes fixing on another alien with the same black sash. The sash has an emblem on it, like a coat of arms. Squinting my eyes, I see that it’s two weapons, like swords, crossed. They must be Klan members. I look around them for other competitors wearing the sash and find two more, both are still climbing the lower part of the mountain and decimating anyone in their path. They fight with the grace of dancers and the fierceness of caged animals.

      It’s breathtaking.

      None of the Klans cross the water until they have found all their members. A red-sashed Klan with some type of plant on it unites and takes tentative steps into the water, but they jump back quickly when a shark-like creature, complete with back fins and spikes, launches itself out of the water and snaps at the aliens who dared disturb his home.

      A Klan with green sashes and an animal emblem draws its weapons and tries to trick the beast by tossing a stone into the water. The monster rises to attack, and the aliens take their shots, stabbing and slicing at the creature. Just as quickly as he rose, the beast sinks back into the water.

      The Klan cheers and heads into the liquid.

      I wouldn’t do that if I were you…

      When they are about halfway to the other side, the monster rears its ugly head. Its mouth gapes as he sinks it down over the top half of an unsuspecting alien. His howls stop abruptly as the monster bites him in two.

      The green sashes retreat to the other side when a second and third monster join in on the feast of the first victim.

      Idiots.

      I search for the black sashes and find them in a thicket of trees, but I can’t tell what they are doing inside there. I squint, trying to see even a minute detail. All I can gather from the stump they’ve left behind is that they have chopped down a single tree.

      A Klan with blue sashes, with a pair of horns as an emblem, calls my name, wanting my attention. I watch them with furrowed brows. There is nothing striking about them. They will never make good mates for me. One of them pulls out his cock and strokes it as if that would impress me in a battle. How about offering me a decapitated head? That’s my idea of romantic. Not stroking your schlong while other Klans are out there hunting you. You might just lose—

      A scream rings out around the mountain because, you guessed it, he got his dick chopped off. But not by another warrior, as you might expect. Nope. This point goes to the fucked up mutated shark.

      Get him, tiger! Err... sharky!

      I can’t help but laugh, the image of the man flopping back dickless too insane not to.

      Guess I can’t mate him anymore. I take a moment to wonder if that disqualifies his Klan as a whole, but my thoughts get lost when the black sash Klan emerges from the trees. Each carries a long pole about twenty-five feet high, but only a few inches thick. I can’t, for the life of me, figure out how they’re going to get over the pool with sticks.

      The smallest of Klan black, as I’m now calling them, grabs my attention. He’s leaner than his Klan mates, but no less fearsome. He has long hair, which looks to have some type of braids or dreadlocks, pulled up into a ponytail. His horns are not as large as the alien with the broken one, but are no less threatening.

      I catch his gaze and he gives me a wink before blowing me a kiss.

      A kiss.

      The alien fucking blew me a kiss.

      If I knew how to swoon, I would, but I’m fucking chained to this pole thing. Instead, I blow him one back. He feigns catching it and puts it on his lips before offering me a sexy smile with a hint of fang.

      Broken horn slaps him on the chest, breaking our connection. The quad backs up about thirty feet away from the water. With a roar they charge, the lengths of wood held out horizontally in front of them. When they reach the water’s edge, they plant the sticks down into the liquid and vault over.

      Easy fucking peasy.

      Goddamn, I’m so turned on. My thighs are slick with my cream already. Not only do they have brawn, but brains as well. I can only imagine how well they can fuck. I hope they don’t think of me as some weak human they need to be cautious with. I want them to fucking ravage me like they are starving animals and I’m the first piece of meat they’ve had in years.

      The mountain rumbles, drawing my attention as I flex my fingers, trying to keep them from going completely numb. To my surprise, the mountain grows mountains. A large section of dirt rises from the ground, circling all the way around the mountain, blocking my view of the battle. Like a mini mountain itself, peaks rise up in various shades of brown. Soil tumbles down the side of the mountain as the new one grows taller and taller in front of me, leaving just a hint of the dark-coloured alien grass covering the tops.

      All is silent. I can’t even see the hovering bleachers from here. I’m alone with my thoughts... and a wet vagina that desperately needs attention. The clash of weapons rings out like music to my ears. More Klans must have made it over the water obstacle. Howls of pain and roars of joy accompany the battle, making some fucked up harmony I just can’t get enough of.

      About fifty yards away from me, a glint of silver catches my eye as a double-ended axe type weapon soars over the dirt obstacle and imbeds into the ground.

      I don’t even have to look to see which Klan will be climbing over first.

      A pair of dark horns are the first thing I see, followed by a head of inky black hair. Black eyes come over the top next, more slanted than the others, making its owner look more exotic, even as an alien.

      The moment our gazes connect, I almost orgasm. His expression tells me all I need to know.

      He wants me.

      Come and get me, big boy.
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      The moment our eyes connected, the battle might as well have been over. I knew the mate bond as soon as I felt it. It resonates from Carmen, flowing through me. It’s euphoric, hardening my cock as well as my resolve. Klan Marix is going to win that female, even if we have to kill every last fucker on Forsaken Mountain.

      And I hope we have to, if I’m being honest. The more kills, the better. Having been cooped up in our house for years and years, it feels good to be let loose again on the world. The poor bastards didn’t even see us coming.

      Klan Marix is legendary among our race. Brutish, brash, brave… all the qualities needed in warriors. Those attributes served us well in the Great War, but that same war also drove us mad. Once the war had been won, we were put back into society like nothing fucking happened. I warned the government, told them my opinion since I’d been medically trained that doing so was not a good move for us.

      But did they listen?

      Vekk no.

      Instead, they gave us some bullshit excuse for throwing us out to the genetically enhanced wolves. Little did they know, we would become the wolves.

      As soon as dead Totiv started showing up, they followed the trail of blood like fucking breadcrumbs and it led straight to us. We didn’t even remember killing them. It was instinctive, a natural part of us just as much as breathing or eating.

      So we were forced inside a home, but it was more like a cage. Sealed. Confined. Removed from the rest of the world with no choice but to fight amongst others like ourselves as entertainment for the Totiv. As the years passed by, our mental capacity suffered. Our kind are not meant to live in solitude. We were meant to have a mate.

      It just so happens ours was not meant to come to Oxious for over a century. But that first look we shared over the earthen barrier told me all I needed to know.

      She’s worth it.

      Below me, Xal, Kronk, and Ryx battle. Their weapons glistening with fresh blood, which only serves to turn me on further. Blood is an aphrodisiac to our kind. Always has been. Let’s hope my little human doesn’t mind.

      Mate.

      My instincts go into overdrive. My need to claim this female growing stronger by the second. I finally breach the barrier and throw my legs over the top before dropping down to the ground below. She’s now no more than fifty yards away. A quick dash for someone like the members of Klan Marix.

      I rise up from my crouch and stride towards her, determined to get to her before any other. A thud sounds behind me, and I can tell from the smell that it is not one of my Klan. My opponent’s steps quicken as he races after me. I keep my eyes on my prize at the top of the mountain as I pull a dagger from my hip and throw it over my shoulder. I hear the squelch as it imbeds in his skull.

      Carmen.

      Mate.

      Her name feels like silken honey on my tongue. I can only hope she tastes as delicious as she looks.

      Mine.

      Mate.

      I make my way farther up the hill, my boots sinking into the ground with each step. A whoosh sounds from behind me, and I lean to the left, reach up, and pluck the knife aimed for my head right out of the air.

      I turn about quickly and throw it at my attacker. He attempts to block my shot, but the stupid fuck is too slow. Blood pools from the wound in his upper chest. He grips the knife, but he can’t pull it out as he collapses to the ground in a dead heap.

      I glance up at Carmen. Her eyes are hooded in what looks like a lust-filled gaze. But that can’t be, can it? We have been taught that humans are fragile creatures, easily scared, terrified of battles and blood. But she seems to be excited by it. Maybe even turned on…

      I can only hope that much is true.

      Mine.

      Not able to bear another second without marking her, touching her skin, I pick up my pace and race up Forsaken Mountain. Sweat forms on my brow, but I wipe it off and keep going.

      Mine.

      Mate.

      She’s only twenty feet away now. As I get closer, she pulls her plump lower lip between her teeth, fixing that hooded stare on my body. My tail swishes happily behind me. This close, I can see her pink nipples straining underneath the sheer fabric covering them. Her hair is the colour of the onyx gems found on the planet she comes from, so dark that it picks up hints of blue as it blows around her face. She’s soft and rounded with tiny features. Her body is curvy, and her skin is a milky white I just can’t wait to mark with my hands.

      Mine.

      My tail wraps around her body the moment I reach my prize. I stare down at her as she glances up at me with awe and lust, not a fleck of fear in her light eyes.

      “Carmen. I, Vrid of Klan Marix, claim you as our mate.”

      I don’t wait for her to respond. Instead, I grip the material covering her in my bloodstained hands and rip it in half. She gasps and rubs her thighs together, and I get a whiff of a musky aroma. I place my nose against her neck, inhaling her scent, wanting to know where that seductive smell is coming from. I work my way down her body, taking her nipple into my mouth and sucking on it until it hardens against my tongue.

      She moans and moves her legs together again.

      “Vrid,” she rasps, as I lick my way down her toned belly to the slit between her legs. It is there I find the fragrance. Stretching my tongue out, I taste her.

      “Fuck yes,” she moans. “Keep going, big boy.”

      I want to. Vekk, I want to. But I cannot claim her without my entire Klan being present. The cream between her legs is better than anything I’ve ever tasted on Oxious. It’s sweet, it’s salty, and it coats my tongue like honey, just like her name.

      I can feel my horns darken as I look up her body and catch her gaze.

      Mine.

      Standing, I pull a dagger from my waist and slice my wrist before smearing my blood all over her chest.

      Marking her.

      Claiming her.

      I look into her eyes, hoping I’ve not crossed some human line I was not told about. She meets my gaze with a playfulness in her eyes I was not expecting.

      She takes a breath, and I fear she might reject me, but all she says is, “Well, that’s what I’d call a happy ending.”
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      Standing halfway up the first obstacle, I decapitate an opposing Klan member as he tries to climb to the top.

      To claim what is mine.

      What is ours.

      Growling, I rip his body to pieces and throw him from the side. They dare think they can touch her, my mate?

      I look back up at her. I knew the moment I saw her she was mine.

      Ours.

      Forever.

      That poor little human will never escape us. None of the other Klans even stand a chance to defeat Klan Marix, or prevent us from claiming what is ours. Blood coats me from horn to toe as I grin and slash, ripping and killing as we move through the course. Elation runs through me, as does my need to kill. It’s been at least a couple of months since we were let loose, and all that pent-up tension, bloodlust, and madness is coming out tonight. I spot Kronk ripping a man to pieces with his horns, and grin as I turn back to the mountain and start climbing, intent on getting to my mate.

      I need to mark her, claim her, taste her. Make her mine. Urgency rushes through me until I’m a blur as I climb. Until a Klan member hurries past me, clutching his bleeding stomach. Gripping the mountain with one hand, I turn and grin at him.

      “Where are you going?” I growl.

      The darkness in me craves his blood, sees the scarlet dripping through his fingers, and wants to bathe in it. So I let one of my blades go, and watch as it imbeds in his shocked eye. I laugh as he tumbles from the mountain to the ground below.

      I know Vrid is with our mate, but I want to touch her and look at her, mark her with my blood. I start climbing again faster than before, cresting over the edge of the mountain. The air moves behind me as a weapon sails over my head, so I let go of the edge and let myself fall. Flipping mid-air, I don’t fight the plunge as I drop, the ground rushing up to meet me. There, at the bottom, is the Klan member who threw a weapon at me.

      I roar at him from the sky and he scampers off, trying to get as far away as he can before I reach him. Air gusts past me and I tilt my head down, tensing my muscles, preparing for impact. At the last minute, I slow myself by throwing my arms out, and when I touch the ground, I roll straight away, taking the impact with a grunt. I jump right to my feet and race after him.

      Hunting my prey, my horns darken with need. I can smell him, taste his fear as I chase him. He stops suddenly and I do the same. He stares at me with wide eyes as he drops to the ground, fear circling him.

      “I surrender, please,” he begs.

      If I was a better Totiv, I would leave him, let him live. But I’m not better, and I crave his death, his blood on my hands. Grabbing him by the throat, I lift him into the air. A feminine gasp carries on the breeze, and I look up the mountain to see my mate watching me, her green eyes wide, as Vrid’s blood, marking her as ours, drips down her exposed chest. My cock jerks as my enhanced senses allow me to easily see her. Keeping my eyes locked on her, I rip out his throat, and blood splatters across my hands, face, and chest, trickling down my body. Each drop burns and only fuels my need to kill.

      I won’t hide from my little human mate, she should know what she’s getting into. Maybe a part of me wants to know what she thinks of me, of us. Will she fear us? Look at us like we’re monsters like everyone else? Better to know now. Not that it would stop me, she’s mine even if she hates me.

      I drop the now dead male to the ground and lick my bloodstained lips. She grins at me then, stopping my heart. My eyes drop to her body and I groan when she parts her legs for me, showing me her glistening pussy and wet thighs. So pink, so fucking shiny.

      Mine.

      Our mate likes it, the bloodshed, the death. It turns her on, she’s vekking dripping for us. For me. I look back at her face, my cock pushing against my battle uniform, jerking with the need to mate her. She winks then, vekking winks at me, her perfect plump lips curling up in a smile.

      “Come and get it,” she mouths.

      A growl rips from my chest, shaking the mountain beneath me. She’s perfect and she’s fucking mine.

      Pushing from the ground, I break into a sprint and throw myself halfway up the mountain, crazed beyond control. Nothing but a killing machine.

      Her killing machine.
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      Tearing the fighter’s arm from its socket as he screams and thrashes makes my cock throb. I swing the dismembered limb like a vekking club and start beating him with it. Blood sprays all over me, dripping into my eyes and mouth as he passes out and drops to the ground at my feet. I keep beating him, smashing in his face until it’s just a bloody hole. Dropping the arm, I grab his tail and rip it from his body before tossing it aside and gripping his legs next, pulling them too—dismembering him as my mind screams at me for more.

      More blood.

      More death.

      More.

      Panting, I stand over the crushed fighter, searching the battlefield for anyone else. Needing to kill. Madness circles me, ensnaring me, I’m nothing but a weapon right now. No wonder my Klan has gotten as far away as possible, they know not to get in my way when I’m like this.

      A monster.

      My world narrows to my next kill, the next spray of blood, as I rip through the remaining fighters. Massacring them and wearing their gore like armour. I roar in triumph as I step on a fighter’s head and his eyes bulge from their sockets, his mouth opening in a scream until his skull crunches beneath my boot, crushed. His brains spread across the ground. Ripping off his tail, I turn to the next fighter and wrap it around his neck, grinning into his face as he struggles until finally, he dies. His eyes wide and unseeing.

      Blinking, I look around with a snarl. Everyone is dead. I spot Xal climbing to our mate where Vrid is already standing, and another kind of need pulses through me. Leaping into the air I smash into the side of the mountain. I move quickly for my size, passing Xal and throwing myself over the edge to see my mate.

      She’s panting, her chest rising and falling, her tight, pointy nipples begging for my mouth. She’s naked and covered in blood, our Klan blood. Her eyes are filled with lust, her lips curled up in a taunting smile that goes straight to my already hard cock.

      Need so strong it almost staggers me surges through my veins, and I almost come in my battle uniform when I spot her wetness trailing down her legs. She wants us as much as we want her.

      Not that she would have any other choice. My focus narrows down to just her. She watches me with anticipation in her eyes, straining against the bonds holding her still. Trying to get to me. Her eyes run down my form, taking it all in. Not missing a single scar, weapon, or drop of blood coating my body. Flames trail in her wake, like her fingers are caressing me, and when she looks back up into my dark eyes, I spot the fire of need burning in hers.

      I stagger forward, a delicious scent hitting me and making me growl.

      Mate.

      Mine.

      It repeats in my head as I rush to her. Vrid holds up his hand, but doesn’t try to stop me.

      Mine, mine, mine, mine.

      Ripping through the ties that hold her, I throw her over my shoulder, her weight minuscule, like a feather as she squeals, laughing against my back. She says something to me, but I’m too caught up in the moment, my pulse still thumping in my ears, making me unable to decipher it.

      Her slight curves and softness press against my hardness. I know I’m coating her in blood, but before the night is through, she will be covered in it, so it doesn’t matter.

      “Klan Marix, the human is yours! Look at your victors!” the announcer calls, but we ignore him, too focused on our mate.

      I turn without speaking and start to walk away. I hear Vrid scramble to keep up and Xal grins at me from where he waits at the edge of the mountain. She wiggles on my shoulder, so I slap her round, delicious ass and band my arm over her.

      She moans, the sound making me stumble. Fighting the urge to drop her to the ground and mate with her here, I keep walking. Her hands trace down my back, her touch light and exploring, yet it burns through me. Branding me, claiming me as hers.

      “Kronk,” Vrid yells, but it’s too late.

      I plunge over the edge of the mountain, holding on to my mate. She doesn’t even scream, just keeps touching me as we plummet to the ground below. She already trusts me. Either that, or she’s as crazy as we are.

      That only excites me further.
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      From on top of the mountain obstacle, I can see everything. To my left, the remaining members of the decimated Klans are still trying to figure out the water obstacle. The audience is cheering and hollering as they root for their favourites to win.

      And Carmen, my mate.

      To my right, Kronk has seized her off the pole before I could even descend the mountain obstacle. Not that I was trying. As the youngest of our Klan, I like to defer to the others, allow them the spoils before I try them, because that’s just how Klan life works.

      We all have our roles, our responsibilities and expectations, and we all follow them, no questions asked. So when I see Kronk heading back towards me with our mate on his shoulder, I make way for him, dropping down the battle side of the mountain. I take out the dying as I go, shoving my serrated blade through their necks or into their hearts.

      I sever their limbs from their bodies when they feebly reach for their weapons. As if they could even touch me with them. Others seek pity from me as their eyes settle on Kronk atop the mountain, holding our prize. They look to me for mercy, laying themselves on the ground before me, begging me to allow them to live.

      Such submission makes me fucking sick.

      Though I am the youngest of our Klan, I’m the most skilled with weapons. I can shoot an arrow into the bullseye of a target hundreds of yards away. I can wield any blade as an extension of my own arm, slicing through opponents with my eyes closed. Firearms? Easy. I can lock and load any and all of them with the best on the planet. Lasers, bullets, pellets… Doesn’t matter. Hell, I’m even versed in rope work and various types of knots.

      Maybe I can use that and tie up our little prize for easier exploration. Something tells me the small human would like that.

      Before Kronk could leap back over the freshly grown mountain, I finish cleaning up and head towards the entrance gate. Blood from the dead coats my skin, hardening my cock, heightening my bloodlust and my desire to mark my mate.

      Claim her.

      I wish to see my blood drip down her curvy body, to see her pussy clench as I taste her. I hurdle over the wokkren infested waters, tossing the stick back across after I land safely. The rest of Klan Marix will be coming up behind me. I don’t know about them, but I wish to make haste, wanting to get our little mate back home as soon as possible.

      Blood coats the grass, turning the once lush, green mountain into crimson puddles of sticky liquid. The tang of the metallic scent saturates my nose, furthering my desire to keep killing. To fuck. To claim.

      When Carmen blew me a kiss, hanging up on that pole like a fucking goddess, I almost came in my pants. I like a girl who knows what she wants. And Carmen certainly made one thing clear from that reaction.

      She wants us just as much as we want her.

      I can picture her body writhing underneath me as I pummel her tight hole with my thick cock. I can imagine her cupping Vrid’s balls, and sucking off Kronk as I bury myself inside her.

      All of us, taking her. Claiming her.

      I can hear the mewls and moans bursting from her plump lips as we bring her to the brink of ecstasy over and over again, until her voice grows hoarse from screaming…

      Not yet.

      I take a deep, calming breath and kick a corpse out of my way. I look back and see Kronk landing at the base of the water obstacle, his arm wrapped tightly around our mate with Vrid and Xal on his heels. Turning back, I break into a run. My speed picks up quickly as I leap over the dead, slicing through the dying, as I charge towards the exit. Cheers erupt around me when I reach the winner’s gate. I turn around and raise my hands in victory, my narkket still clenched in my fist.

      I lean back against the gate and sheathe my weapons, before crossing my arms over my chest. Kronk is heading my way with a determined look on his face, our mate thrown over his shoulder.

      My cock surges as her plump, naked ass comes into view, along with her puckered hole. Soon, I will be filling that tight hole with my cock as she screams beneath me.

      Soon.

      My eyes trail from her ass to the hint of pink peeking out from her pussy. I can’t wait to see those lower lips spread and swollen, to watch as my cum leaks from her entrance.

      So. Vekking. Hot.

      My horns darken further when the wind kicks up and blows her scent over me. I could bathe in her smell. The aphrodisiac makes me simultaneously want to fuck her and eat her alive.

      Kronk offers me a brief nod and slaps our mate on the ass. She yelps as his handprint turns her white cheek a beautiful shade of red.

      As he passes me, she raises her head and levels me with her bright emerald eyes, sparkling in mischief. Her tits sway with each step, and her chest is covered in blood.

      Marix blood.

      A deep need to add mine to the collection grows inside me.

      “Oh, look, a fourth black sash,” she coos, sucking one bloodied finger into her mouth.

      I slice my wrist and wipe the blood across her lips. She sticks her little pink tongue out of her mouth and licks it up, moaning as she does.

      Vekk yes…

      “Too good to fight for me? Are you scared of a little blood?”

      Is she… taunting me?

      I look down at my body and confirm that I’m covered in blood. I look up at her with furrowed brows, confusion evident on my face.

      She laughs at my expense, the sound making my balls ache and my cock grow. I feel myself deflate a bit when I think about teasing her back.

      “I’m just kidding, big boy. Please,” she bats her lashes, “don’t get me into trouble.” Then she winks at me. That’s my move.

      “Oh, Resha, you have no idea what you’ve gotten yourself into. The trouble you’ve caused, the punishments you will receive for your… indiscretions,” I tease.

      Her eyes darken, reminding me of our horns, before that cocky mouth of hers opens again.

      “Thank fuck. I’m counting on it.”
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      The way the younger one is eye fucking me only makes me want them more. Surprisingly, hanging off the large warrior’s back doesn’t make me feel less human. In fact, it makes me feel proud. He grips my legs like I’m a fucking trophy, strutting through the compound to show me off.

      After Vrid claimed me for Klan Marix, something inside me started to change. I could feel it deep in my gut, a warmth flowing from my toes and up through my body. It felt like my insides had turned molten, his words forever marking me, changing me. My very essence had morphed into something greater than I had been in my life on Earth.

      The one carrying me grips me tight after pausing. I turn around to see what’s stopped him just in time to see the large alien rip the metal gate from the compound’s fence and toss it to the side without even a grunt. Vrid has to jump out of the way to avoid being a casualty of the flying object.

      “Slow down, big boy,” I tease, trailing my finger up and down his spine. “Are you that eager to claim your human on a more...physical level?”

      “I am no boy, little one. You may address me as Kronk. And you can bet your sweet, tight, sexy ass I am going to claim every fucking inch of your hot body.” He spanks my sore cheek again, but I’m a masochist, so the pain only turns me on. A moan escapes my lips and I feel my pussy clench with unfulfilled need. From the way I’m draped over Kronk’s back, I’m sure the other Klan members have a clear view of my pussy and the arousal leaking from inside me. “You are mine now. Ours. To do with what we want, whenever we want. If we tell you to lie down and spread your legs, you will do it. If we tell you to drop to your knees to take our cocks in your mouth, you will do so.”

      “How about right now, Kronk?”

      A deep rumble shudders through his body, vibrating my insides. “You are testing my patience, little one. I might suggest quieting that naughty mouth of yours until we get you home.”

      “And if I don’t?” Another spank sears my ass and I hiss through my teeth.

      “Then I’ll just have to tie you down and fuck you right here on the ground in front of all those gathered.” Kronk’s fingers dig into my skin, the pain causing me to bite my lip. “Would you like that?”

      “Fuck yes,” I groan.

      He stills. That’s clearly not the answer he was expecting.

      “Feisty little thing, isn’t she?” the one with the braids says, twirling one of his weapons around with ease. “I like her.”

      “You have no idea,” I answer. I catch his gaze and wink as Kronk carries me out of the arena and through a common area. Aliens line either side of the walkway and watch us as he strides through with me still slung over his shoulder.

      My eyes narrow on their faces. Fear is etched on their features, clear as day. Some tremble as we approach them, others cower, shoving their children behind them. It’s clear that my Klan is feared. The thought should scare me, but it only turns me on even more. Who are these guys anyway? And what have they done to elicit such a reaction from others?

      Beyond the crowd, I can see more torn limbs and decimated bodies. Seems the Klans didn’t wait to start fighting for me until after they entered the arena. I don’t know why, but the sight of the bludgeoned bodies and the copper scent of blood fills me with desire. By the amount of crimson liquid coating my Klan, I can only assume most of the corpses were created by their hands.

      I can’t deny that the sight of them slaughtering their opponents to get to me was a total turn on. Vrid’s eyes were black as night as they narrowed in on me tied to that pole. And Kronk? His horns turned a shade darker than black as he freed me from my bindings, his eyes feasting on my exposed body.

      “What does it feel like, Resha?” the young one asks. “What does it feel like to have all these foreign eyes on you, drinking in your naked body as you’re thrown over the back of a warrior alien you don’t even know?”

      “Thrilling,” I respond without a moment’s pause. “I’ve been waiting for this moment all my life and now it’s finally here. I relish their hungry gazes, their wandering eyes. What about you…”

      “Ryx,” he finishes for me. “What about me?”

      “How do you feel, after winning the only female up for grabs?”

      He pauses for a moment. “Aroused.” He smirks, making his features even more attractive as a hint of fang peeks out from under his lips.

      I smile back. “That makes two of us.”

      A deep rumble sounds from Ryx, and I swear his horns and eyes darken as a possessive look crosses his face. My smile quickly falters when Kronk picks up speed and I find myself bobbing up and down helplessly against his shoulder. My hands grip his back as I try to prevent my face from slamming into him.

      “Open the okkren. We need to get this little human back to our dwelling before I fuck her in the blood of the dead.”

      “Kinky,” I quip, earning another spank on my ass. “Don’t start something you don’t intend to finish, big boy,” I taunt, lowering my voice seductively.

      His chest rumbles and I can’t hold in my laugh, loving how quickly I’m able to get under his skin, just like Twen and Vew. It’s like human girls are drugs and they are helplessly addicted to us.

      A whoosh sounds, and a moment later, I’m being thrown into some type of alien vehicle. It reminds me of the limousines on Earth, but way different. The inside is a large circle, with plush cushions lining the walls and soft, incandescent lights casting a warm glow.

      My Klan lumbers in behind me as I scramble off the floor to a seat. Four pairs of eyes drink me in, and for once I have no idea what to do with myself. I devour their forms like their gazes devour me, proud to call this Klan mine. Except it’s not exactly fair, because I’m sitting here naked and covered in blood while they’re still dressed.

      “If I have to be naked, so should you,” I tell them, folding my arms under my breasts. They follow the movement, watching my tits as I squish them together.

      “Soon, little one,” Kronk tells me, with a pat to the top of my head. “But first we must get you home.”

      I pout, not wanting to wait, desperate to have the ache between my thighs taken care of by one of them. I can see they want me. All four of them have bulges in their pants as they eye fuck me.

      I yelp when the… car I’m in begins to lift off the ground.

      “What the fuck is this thing?” I ask, stabilising myself with my arms on either side of me.

      “It is an okkren, Resha. Like what you humans would call a car, only ours can fly.” Ryx flaps his arms like a bird and I can’t hold back a laugh. “There are no operators, totally autonomous, allowing its passengers to do whatever they wish as they ride. And this one has been pre-programmed to take the winners to their new home.”

      “And what do you wish to do, Ryx? Care to keep me occupied?” The movement of the okkren becomes more stable, and I stand up in the center of the space. My short stature allows me to stand at my full height, whereas the aliens would smash their heads and horns against the ceiling.

      Using that to my advantage, I stretch my arms up over my head and push my tits out, wanting to arouse them further. Hell, if none of them fuck me, I might just have to take care of this ache myself and let them watch.

      Fuck, if that doesn’t turn me on.

      “I can think of a few ways to...entertain you, Resha,” Ryx responds. “All of which end with you on your back with your legs spread, screaming my name.” He grips his cloth-covered cock and gives it a squeeze. My pussy clenches in response, my arousal further wetting my inner thighs.

      “Not now, Ryx,” Kronk scolds.

      I ignore him and saunter over to Ryx. His eyes drink me in hungrily, and I give my tits a squeeze before straddling his lap. “What did you have in mind, Ryx,” I whisper into his ear, before licking its shell.

      “Well, a few things come to mind.” His voice deepens and his hands grip my hips. “For starters, I’d tie you down with your legs spread so there was no way you could escape me.” The tips of his claws dig into my skin, the pain combined with his words only making me hotter. “Then I’d fill your pussy with my cock, watching you stretch as you take every fucking inch of me inside you.” I moan and rock my bare pussy back and forth on Ryx’s hardness.

      “Then, I’d ask one of my Klan to fuck your mouth to muffle your cries, while the others do naughty things to your perfect tits, your plump nipples.” He threads one hand into my hair and yanks, pulling my head back, shoving my tits in his face.

      “Fuck,” I moan, before he guides my lips to his. Our mouths clash in a frenzy of teeth and tongues, nipping and biting, and the flavour of fresh blood is almost euphoric as we duel for dominance. I hiss when Ryx’s fang cuts into my lip, but the addition of my blood only makes us both grow hotter. This is so different from kissing a human male. Growls from the others grow loud in the okkren as they watch. His tongue thrusts into my mouth and I open wider to take it all, grinding my hips the entire time.

      “That’s enough, tiny human.” Vrid’s voice sounds from behind us a moment before I feel my body being yanked from Ryx’s lap. “Trust me, you don’t want to provoke our young Ryx. Another moment and he would have made those promises true.”

      Vrid sits back down with me on his lap, my back resting against his chest.

      “How do you know what I want, Vrid?” I reach behind me and wrap my arms around his neck. I look up at him and my heart almost stops in my chest from his fierce gaze. He watches me like a doctor might, observing my behaviour, evaluating my responses.

      Maybe he likes to role play.

      “Can you help me, Vrid?” I wiggle my ass on his lap, feeling his cock harden against me. “You see, I have this ache between my legs. It’s so fucking sore. Could you rub it and make it feel better?”

      Now it’s his turn to rumble.

      Yesssss!

      “Can...can I show you where it is?” Before he can respond, I release my hands from his neck, stand up, and place them on the floor in front of me, spreading my legs so he gets a perfect view of my wetness. “Please, Vrid. It aches. It pulses, I need you to help me.” I reach to touch myself when a spank lands on my ass. I yelp, falling to the ground on my hands and knees. I toss a glare over my shoulder and see a smirk playing on Kronk’s face. Clearly, he wants to play dirty. Well, two can play that game.

      Slowly, I turn around and crawl towards him, my heavy tits swaying under me. I glance up at him through my lashes and suck my lower lip between my teeth. His horns darken, his rumbling chest sending erotic shudders through me. I splay my hands on his spread knees and run them up his legs. He grips my wrists before I can touch him where I want to—where I need to—and links them behind my back in one of his large hands.

      “Behave, little one.” His eyes narrow on mine as if trying to scare me, but all I feel is more needy than ever.

      “Okay,” I lie, knowing damn well I’ll never behave. It’s not who I am. I’ve always lived on the edge, pushing the limits, expanding the boundaries of normal, testing those in charge.

      Kronk releases my wrists and I snuggle into his chest, curling my legs up underneath me. Ryx sits next to Kronk, my back facing him. Vrid is on his other side, his chest still rising heavily as he watches me with hooded lids. Xal has moved to the other side of the okkren, facing us.

      Watching.

      Waiting.

      His dark eyes see everything, his tail twitching at his side.

      I lower my gaze to Kronk’s chest and inhale deeply. The scent of the blood covering him is driving me wild. Using my finger, I trace patterns in the tacky blood, making my own tattoos along his arm, his chest. I can hear his heart racing from where my head lies against him.

      The scent of blood invades my nose and my mouth waters as I fight the desire to taste it.

      Fuck it.

      Extending my tongue, I lick a path up Kronk’s neck. He groans as I swirl the flavour inside my mouth. The blood is like fucking lady Viagra, fueling my desire, my need. The ache between my legs ignites.

      I raise up on my knees and lick a path up Kronk’s face to his horn. I suck the dark tip into my mouth and press my tits against his face.

      His hands curl around my waist before throwing me across the okkren. I crash into Xal on the other side, who seemed ready, as if he expected no less from Kronk.

      “What was that?” I ask, exasperated. “Afraid you’ll hurt me?”

      “No, little one,” he replies. “I’m afraid I’ll fuck you so hard we might crash the okkren. You’re no use to us if you’re dead. Play with one of your other mates, or better yet, play with yourself. Let us watch as your dainty little fingers dance across that hot, pink pussy.”
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      “What?”

      Did he really just say that?

      “You can’t touch us, but you can touch yourself.” The words ricochet around, making me pant in need. Fine, they want to play like this? I have no problem getting myself off and making them watch.

      A smirk curls up my lips and Xal narrows his eyes on me as I slip back onto his lap, then turn to face the others. He reaches out to steady me, holding me to him by my thighs. Every eye is on me, and I can almost hear them wondering what I’m going to do next.

      So, I slowly spread my legs wide enough that they can see exactly how turned on I am. I drift my hands up my stomach to my breasts, cupping them both as I stare straight into Kronk’s dark eyes. Licking my lips, I feel their heavy weight before flicking and twisting my nipples, making sure it hurts. Groaning, I keep one hand there, playing with them, as the other skates down my stomach. All of their eyes follow the movement, their bodies rigid.

      Splaying my fingers over my pussy, I open my lips, letting them see all of me before stroking along my wetness. My cream coats my fingers, dripping down both thighs. My breathing speeds up as I play with myself, gliding over my clit before stroking downwards and slipping two fingers inside. A moan escapes from my throat, filling the air along with my musk. Xal is frozen beneath me, his hands cutting into my skin. The mix of pain and pleasure getting me off.

      Pulling my fingers out, I thrust them back in, riding them. I release my breast and reach down, spreading my lips again, giving them a better view as I rock against my hand. Biting my lower lip, I rub at my clit, fucking myself faster with my fingers. I can feel the release building in me. Desperate to reach it, I press back against Xal, trusting him to keep me up as I sprawl on him and raise my hips.

      Running my eyes across my mates opposite me, I note the tents in their pants and the clenching of their fists. Their horns are the darkest I’ve ever seen them, even darker than the ebony sky, and their eyes are the same colour. They look barely leashed, like they will spring at me at any moment and ravish me. The thought has me thrusting harder, slipping in another finger as I rub my clit harder.

      Close, I’m so close.

      “I wish this was your cock,” I tell Kronk, spearing myself as he watches. “Fucking me, forcing my pussy to accept it.” I look over at Ryx then. “With you in my mouth, forcing me to swallow you deeply.”

      Sweat drips down between my breasts, my voice getting huskier. “Fuck, imagine one of you in my ass at the same time, stretching it, feeling you both fucking me.”

      A mixture of growls fills the air and it throws me over the edge. I slam my fingers inside myself, my pussy clamping down on them as I come. My eyes shut in pleasure, and I slump back against Xal as I slow my pace, shivering with aftershocks. Panting, I slowly blink my eyes open. Kronk’s nostrils are flaring, his body flattened back against the seat as if that will stop him from coming after me. Vrid’s eyes are locked on my every move, as if cataloguing them.

      Even Ryx, saucy, flirty Ryx, is snarling at me, watching my pussy as I slowly remove my fingers, holding them up between us all. They glisten in the light with my release.

      “Vekking hell,” Ryx snaps.

      I look at him then, grinning. “You want to taste?”

      I feel the tips of Xal’s claws cutting my skin on either side of my stomach from where he holds me, and I groan again as the scent of my blood fills the air. It seems to make him snap, and he lets go of me instantly. I almost slide to the floor. Catching myself, I turn in his lap and straddle him, pressing my cream covered pussy to the hard bulge tenting his trousers.

      He glares at me, his lips thinned and fangs peeking through. I grind myself down on him, pressing my sensitive clit against his cock and groan, my eyes slipping shut once more. A snarl fills the air, making me open my eyes and lock on him, my mate. The dark shine of his horns catches my eyes and an evil thought hits me.

      I want them wild, I want to break their control.

      So, I grab his horn with the hand I fucked myself with and stroke my cream down it, keeping my eyes locked on his the whole time. He shudders, groaning as I do, and I grin as I lean up and lick my arousal from his horn. It’s rough in my mouth as I wind my tongue around as much of it as I can. He roars beneath me, coming up from his seat, and then I’m airborne.

      I smash into the floor, knocking the breath out of me, but he’s on me in a moment. He pins me there, pushing open my thighs and forcing his body between them. Laughter pours from my throat. Finally, yes, this is what I wanted.

      “Yes!” I giggle.

      He lowers his head to mine, but before he can make contact, he’s yanked away. Held between Vrid and Ryx, he thrashes and snarls, his eyes only for me as he fights them to get to me.

      A booming laugh comes from behind, so I lean my head back and look up at Kronk. He doesn’t try and help his Klan, he just watches and laughs. When he catches me staring, he stops and grins at me, his huge fangs barely letting him shut his mouth.

      I can hear Xal still fighting, but my focus narrows down to Kronk then. He crooks his finger at me, spreading his legs. “Come here, little one,” he orders.

      “Get off me!” Xal screams. “Need...her...now!”

      Ignoring the others fighting between themselves, I roll over and sit up on my haunches, tilting my head and watching my biggest mate. His eyes narrow.

      “Now,” he demands, getting impatient.

      I start crawling towards him, making sure to sway my ass for my other mates behind me. The snarls and fighting gets louder, but I keep my eyes on Kronk. His eyes drop to my swaying tits, and blood splatters his chin as his fangs cut into his lip. Yet, he is still relaxed in his seat, with amusement evident in his expression. When I reach his legs, I trace my fingers up his pants and grab on to his knees, but he reaches down, grabs my hips, and yanks me onto his lap. I gasp, and then my lips slide into a slow grin.

      Fuck yes, this is finally going to happen...

      But then he just pins me against him, his head lowering as the scent of metallic blood drifts to me from his parted mouth, making me squirm on top of him.

      “Not this time,” he says, and before I realise what’s happened, my arms are behind me, tied with rope I didn’t even see he had, and I’m turned sideways on his lap, forced to sit still. I struggle against the rope, chafing my wrists, loving the pull on my shoulders, and I thrust my chest out, licking my lips.

      “Kinky. You going to fuck me yet, big boy?” I ask.

      He strokes my legs in small, circular movements like he can’t stop touching me. I almost come apart from that innocent caress—the feel of his rough fingers trailing over my skin, the image of his bloody hands making me arch into him, begging for his touch.

      “I would throw you over my knee and spank you for being naughty, but I have a feeling you would like it,” he rumbles, and I laugh.

      “You would be right, especially if you fucked me while you did it,” I declare with no shame.

      He growls, his claws digging into my leg, his broken horn catching in the light as he lowers his head. His nostrils flare and his fangs flash as he speaks. “Unless you want everyone to die, little one, I suggest you behave.” He leans closer, his lips almost touching mine. “Once we are out of this okkren, all bets are off. You better pray you live through what I do to you for teasing us like this.”

      I moan at his words and he laughs again, pulling back as he turns and watches the rest of his Klan still struggling to subdue Xal. I want to pout, my pussy still begging for a thick cock to fill me, but the image he just painted has me wetter than ever. Will he make it hurt?

      Fuck, I hope so.
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      Kronk holds Carmen tightly in his lap, her arms bound behind her, pushing her perfect tits out. My cock throbs in my pants as my mind runs wild. Her nipples tighten when she sees me looking at them. The plump, pink tips make my mouth water as I fantasise about sucking them.

      Biting them.

      Clamping them, until her little voice grows hoarse from her cries.

      A growl escapes my throat and my horns tighten painfully. Carmen finally settles down and snuggles into Kronk’s chest. He runs his fingers up and down her spine until the tiny human falls asleep.

      She’s so beautiful, with dark hair as black as night and bright green eyes the likes of which Oxious has never seen before. My Klan and I exchange knowing glances, but say nothing. Words are not needed. The effect she’s having on us is clear from our darkened horns and blackened, lust-filled eyes.

      Mine.

      The okkren travels quickly over the city of Albenos to the outskirts where there is more land than buildings. As the champion city of Lorenthis comes into view, my mind wanders. What will this new city be like? Will our possessions be brought here? How will we be received?

      “We must stay on guard,” Xal insists suddenly.

      Ryx nods. “The others will try and steal her, claim her for their own.”

      “But we won’t allow that to happen, now will we, Klan Marix?” Kronk interjects.

      “Never.” The word leaves my lips immediately and I know, for certain, I’ve never been so sure about anything in my life as I am about my tiny human.

      Carmen.

      Her name tastes like fresh blood on my lips, sweet and warm… just like her. The soft sounds of her breathing fills the space louder than any words ever could. We are fortunate that the human who matched us best is not shy or timid. Not afraid to ask for—or take—what she wants. This girl is going to be a handful.

      Two handfuls.

      “She will require discipline should she become unruly, and I expect she will,” I advise, keeping my voice low. “She has no idea of the dangers she will face inside Lorenthis.”

      It’s kill or be killed in there. A little over half of the Klans living there have a mate, however, they are not the ones we are concerned with. Mateless Klans can, and will, try to steal a mated Klan’s human female.

      “I look forward to teaching her a lesson when she disobeys,” Kronk comments, his eyes gleaming. His handprint is still visible on her pale ass from all the swats he landed on her as he carried her down Forsaken Mountain.

      “And I look forward to slicing the heads off any who try and take what’s ours,” Ryx tells us, as he twirls a bakket through his nimble fingers. Though small, fitting into the sheath on his hip, the bakket is a lethal blade. It’s sharpened to a point so narrow, it can cut through a strand of human hair with ease.

      Xal grunts his approval, nodding at Ryx’s statement. He’s a male of few words, Xal. Usually, he grunts his way through conversation. So when he does speak, it’s important that we pay attention.

      The okkren shudders and my belly goes into my throat as it lowers itself to the ground. The landing zone is on the outside of Lorenthis. Vehicles or crafts of any kind are not allowed within the city.

      A whoosh sounds as the door rises. Xal exits first, followed by Ryx, who draws his narkket and swirls it around his body with ease, his blade like an extension of his own arm, letting any who might be watching know just how skilled he is. Kronk stands up, cradling a sleeping Carmen against his chest, and leaves with me right on his heels. Her trust in him to protect her while she sleeps is such high praise for a warrior.

      The moons still shine bright in the night sky, making Carmen’s pale skin glow like a fucking beacon to those who would try to steal her. With narrowed eyes, I scan our surroundings, looking for anything out of place. But the only unusual thing I see is a human heading our way. His stink reaches my nose and I have to stifle a gag. The human cowers as he nears, his head lowered and shoulders slouched. I’m already cursing those in charge for sending a terrified guide to lead us to our new home.

      “Klan Marix.” His voice shakes as he addresses us, before prostrating himself on the ground. “My name is Hugo and—”

      “Hugo? What the fuck kind of name is Hugo?” Ryx jests, swirling his narkket, though the human can’t see with his face pressed against the ground.

      “It-it’s my n-name,” the human stutters.

      “Well, it’s fucking shitty,” Ryx tells him. “I shall call you… Poo, instead.”

      “Poo?” Hugo questions, lifting his head to look at Ryx.

      “Yes. Because you smell like shit.”

      We all laugh at Ryx’s bluntness, and even Xal displays a fanged smile.

      “Now, up you go. You’re no use with your face in the dirt.” Ryx toes the human’s side, causing him to jump. Hugo, Poo, rushes to stand, brushing the debris off his brown tunic and pants. He’s unremarkable, with brown hair and eyes, and lightly tanned skin from working under the suns. He could easily blend into our surroundings. It’s people like him that you can never underestimate.

      “T-This way.” Hugo turns abruptly and stalks towards the gates of Lorenthis. Kronk gives me a wide-eyed look and follows after Xal and Ryx. The looming gates tower over the ground, taller than the nearest trees. The smooth, silver metal shines in the moon’s rays, reminding me of the way sunlight reflects off water. The gates slide open as we near, allowing us our first look at the city. My immediate thought is that it’s not as grand as I had imagined it to be.

      Small, circular huts line the outer ring—servants’ quarters, no doubt. The stink coming from them lets me know it’s where the human males are stationed—far away from the rest of us, so their nauseating stench doesn’t corrode our nostrils.

      The stone path we walk along winds through the servants’ quarters and over to another set of gates. The guardsman overlooking from the watchtower takes one look at my Klan and pales. Legends of us have spread far, it seems. I see his throat work as he gulps, motioning to someone else to open the gate.

      It clangs open and a skyline of large buildings fills my vision, their dark stone obscuring the horizon as the suns rise behind them.

      “Those are the battle arenas,” Poo says, having found his voice, pointing to the buildings on the left. “Inside, you’ll find training areas where you can hone your fighting skills or weaponry. The central most building is a training center for your mate, should you wish for her to partake.”

      Mate training? This is most curious.

      “The building on the right is where you’ll find supplies,” he continues. “Clothing, food, weapons. It has everything you need to make your lives more comfortable.”

      “And where is our dwelling, guide?” Kronk growls. “I’m done with the formalities and want to get my mate home as quickly as possible. If I want to know where anything is, I’ll read a vekking map.”

      “Kronk?” a sleepy voice sounds. “Wh—” Yawn. “Where are we?”

      “On our way home, little one. We will be there soon,” he tells her in a soothing voice. It’s odd to hear our leader speak with kindness instead of malice. Something I’m not sure I’ll get used to for many moons.

      “Of course. This way.” Poo hurries along, passing between two-story dwellings. He weaves down sidewalks until we come across a home very different than the ones around it—a house fit for the elite warriors of Klan Marix.

      Perched on top of a small hill, the house looks down over the community like a bird of prey. We can see everything from this vantage point. Grey stone makes up the exterior with a large, covered, outdoor seating area for five. Circular windows are placed in equal distances around the first and second floor, allowing the suns’ rays to light up the rooms. Behind the home, ancient trees rise, giving shade on hot days.

      Already, I like this place.

      “May I ask you all to place a hand on the scanner?” Poo requests, gesturing to a small square screen beside the double doors. “This will allow only those scanned entrance to the home.”

      “Don’t mind if I do,” Ryx says, as he sidles over to the screen. The scanner flashes before a green light shines, indicating his scan was successful. Xal goes next, then me.

      “I’m going to have to put you down, little one,” Kronk tells Carmen. She whines but allows him to. Kronk gives me the length of rope binding Carmen’s hands, and I give it a tug, pulling my naked mate to my side. Her ample tits sway as she walks, her pink nipples tightening beautifully. Even covered in blood, she is remarkable.

      “What the fuck are you looking at?” Ryx shouts, gripping Poo by the throat. “You dare cast your eyes on my mate’s tits?” Ryx unsheathes his bakket and places it near Poo’s eye as the human screams. “Maybe I should remove one so you’ll learn your lesson. What do you think, Kronk?”

      “I think,” Kronk states, as the scanner flashes green, “that he needs a mark to remember us by.”

      With precision, Ryx cuts the human’s face from his forehead, over his eyebrow, and down his cheek. Crimson blood drips from the wound as the servant screams in terror. I glance down at Carmen to gauge her reaction. A smile plays at her lips while she watches with rapt attention, making my cock harden all over again.

      “Don’t ever look at my mate’s tits again,” Ryx threatens. “Is that clear?”

      “Y-Yes!” Poo shouts, before Ryx tosses him to the ground.

      Xal kicks the man in the ribs before heading inside the house, and Kronk follows. I tug at Carmen, who pulls back on her binds to kneel at Poo’s head.

      “If you think my tits are great, you should see my pussy. It’s spectacular.”

      Carmen stands back up, offers me a wink, and saunters up to the house, swaying her perfect ass at me. I think my jaw dropped during the whole scene, and I almost fell to my knees and swore my life to her then and there.

      Who is this girl?

      Picking my jaw up off the ground, I follow the rest of my Klan inside. Carmen stops suddenly, her eyes darting about, taking in the opulence. High ceilings greet us in a large foyer, they must be twelve feet tall, allowing us to stand upright without our heads—or horns, for that matter—gouging the ceiling. Beyond the entrance to our right is a set of stairs leading to the second floor.

      I move to untie Carmen’s bound wrists as we enter a formal living and dining area, but find them already freed. She holds the length of rope up with her hand and tosses it at me.

      “Did...did you free yourself?” I ask, exasperated.

      “Mm-hmm. Just wanted Kronk to think he had control,” she tells me, with a huge smile on her face. “Pick your jaw up, Vrid, it’s unbecoming of a warrior such as yourself.”

      I close my mouth and shake my head, trying to clear my thoughts. We’re going to have to stay on high alert at all times with a mate like her. Although punishing her will also be quite enjoyable. Something tells me that this girl wants to get into trouble.

      As I follow Carmen, I see Xal busy examining the cutlery while Ryx is testing out the furniture.

      “Wow,” Carmen exclaims when she enters the main living area. Sleek, black granite covers the countertops and large island in the center of the kitchen. Big, white upper cabinets line the kitchen walls. Kronk is busy opening them to see what’s inside. The lower cabinets are a darker grey just like the stools surrounding the island.

      The kitchen opens up into a living space with plush couches and reclining chairs. The dark leather furniture is a stark contrast to the white-washed wood floors. Ryx pushes past us and prepares to flop on the couch.

      “Stop, Ryx!” I shout. “You are filthy and covered in the blood of the dead. Have you considered washing before damaging all the furniture?”

      Ryx gives me a scowl but stops messing around.

      “May I clean up too?” Carmen inquires, looking up at me.

      “Of course, Resha, let us check upstairs for a bath.” I pick up my little mate and she squeals in delight. Her tiny arm wraps around my neck and she lies her head on my chest. My insides warm at this small gesture.

      I move back to the stairs and begin to climb. The staircase is open on our left, allowing us full view of the front two rooms. Once we reach the top, the hall takes a sharp left. Down this hall on the right are five doors, while the left side is an open balcony so you can see the first floor. A black, iron railing glides down the hallway, keeping its inhabitants safe from falling.

      Ryx runs past us and starts throwing open the doors. After the fourth one, he backtracks to the first room, shouting, “Mine!” then runs inside. I shake my head and peer into each room. The first two are not to my liking so I open the fourth room and glance inside.

      The first thing I notice is the mammoth-sized bed, which takes up an entire wall. This must be the room designated for the entire Klan to sleep in with their mate. With that knowledge, I abandon that room and head to the last door.

      Inside, the decor is decadent. On the right wall is a large bed with a canopy fit for a king, which hovers over the plush pillows and soft bedding. A sitting area rests in front of it, with two chairs and a table that face a blank wall where I know a projection screen will give us entertainment.

      In the far left corner is another door I’m hoping leads to my en-suite bathroom. When I near the door, it slides open on its own and the lights beyond it flicker on. With bright white cabinetry and various shades of grey tile work placed in intricate designs, this bathroom is nicer than any room in our old dwelling.

      A shower large enough to fit at least three Totiv spreads along the back wall, and on the right is a vanity with twin sinks in the same black granite as the kitchen, but the large tub on the left is what has my attention. With more buttons than I know what to do with, the tub screams relaxation.

      I place Carmen down, and begin to fiddle with the various knobs and buttons until warm water rushes from the spout. Carmen leans over and places her hand in the water.

      “It’s perfect,” she declares before climbing in. “Ahh,” she sighs, as she settles into the warm water. I find a button that releases bubbles into the tub. Carmen squeals with delight, picking up handfuls and blowing them at me. “Aren’t you going to join me in here?” she asks, with a seductive look.

      “No, Resha, not this time, but soon.” I can’t risk getting in with her, or I won’t be able to resist fucking her. Kronk’s wrath would be severe. If we fucked her before the claiming ceremony, we could risk losing our mate to the superiors.

      “Fine,” she mumbles, closing her eyes and leaning her head back, looking more hurt than her words sounded. “Your loss.”

      “On the contrary, I get to wash you, learn your body, see what makes you tick…”

      She slits one eyelid open and a smirk plays on her full lips. Once the water reaches her neck, I turn it off and allow her to soak. As she does, I move behind her and turn on the shower. Peeling off my bloody clothes feels amazing as I step into the heated water. Three shower heads pour water from the ceiling, and other jets spray my body from the walls.

      I grab a bottle of soap and clean myself, scrubbing the blood of the dead from my dark hair and purple skin. Once clean, I grab a towel from the warmer and wrap it around my torso, before heading back out to take care of my little mate.

      She hasn’t moved, but something has changed since I entered the shower. Xal is perched behind her on a teak stool, just watching her breathe. I don’t even think she knows he crept in here by the looks of her.

      “Resha,” I coo. “I’m going to bathe you now.” She grumbles something unintelligible as I disengage the plug, causing the bloodied water to swirl down the drain. Suds cling to her skin, hiding the perfection lying underneath them.

      Squeezing a generous amount of feminine hair care solution onto my palm, I begin to wash her hair. Soft moans echo off the tiled walls as I dig into her scalp, massaging her head.

      “Fuck, that feels so good, Vrid,” she murmurs, groaning when I push harder.

      Xal and I exchange a look. He’s been struggling to maintain control ever since our tiny human made herself come in the okkren. I have half a mind to remove him, but he seems in control for now.

      After swirling her sudsy hair on top of her head, I grab a soft cloth from a basket and squeeze a generous amount of sweet-smelling soap onto it, then proceed to wash her body. As the cool gel meets her arm, she shrinks back.

      “Hold still,” I growl out, my tone more commanding than I intended.

      “You try and hold still when someone rubs something cold on your arm after draining all the hot water,” she retorts. “I’m cold. Can’t you warm that shit up?”

      “Your mouth will soon get you into trouble, tiny human,” I scold. “Mind your tongue or I may put it to good use.”

      “Try me,” she sneers, her green eyes flashing. “I’ll have you kneeling at my feet before long.”

      Of that I have no doubt.

      “Just… just hold still, okay?” I murmur, deflating. “I only wish to clean the blood from your skin.”

      She levels me with a final glare before holding her arm out. For the second time, I begin to wash her body. Tiny bumps erupt on her skin as I work, and she shivers slightly. Instead of enjoying washing my new mate, I hurry, wanting to remove the grime from her body so I can warm her back up. I treat this as a job that needs doing, nothing more. That is, until I dip a finger between her lower lips to clean her.

      A tantalizing moan escapes her mouth and she spreads her thighs for me.

      “Yes, Vrid. Touch me. Make me come.”

      “Vekking hell,” I growl as I slide deeper. Her cream gathers on my fingers like liquid silk. Gently, I glide my finger up and down. When I find a small bud, I flick it, and gauge her reaction. Her nipples peak, and she bites her lip, arching her back.

      Clearly, I’m doing something right.

      I circle the little nub, only grazing it every few strokes. Carmen mewls, actually fucking mewls, and my cock throbs under my towel.

      “Please, Vrid. I need this.” She throws her legs over the sides of the tub, spreading her pussy wide for me.

      I’ve never been more turned on in my vekking life.

      “Touch me, Vrid. Make me come.” Carmen begins to tweak her nipples as I slide over her nub. Faster and faster, her moans becoming higher and higher. A flush creeps up her chest and her eyes roll back into her head.

      “Yes!” she cries out, as a gush of her warm cream covers my hand. Her body trembles in the aftershocks of her orgasm. I’d read about a human climax before, but seeing it is a much different story. How hard can I make her come? How many times can she come before she can’t take it anymore?

      As if reading my thoughts, she quirks an eyebrow at me and orders, “Again.”
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      Relaxing back into the tub, I wait to see if Vrid will carry on touching me. His eyes are intense, watching every reaction. Every time I suck in a deep breath, every time I moan and push into his hand, he watches, storing it away, playing with my body to see what makes me tick.

      Leaning my head farther back, I move against his hand, pressing my pussy harder against him, and he looks back down at my exposed center. His fingers start to move around, circling my oversensitive clit. “Lower,” I instruct, teaching him how to play with me. His lips turn down, his fangs still peeking over them, but he does as he’s told, skating his rough finger down my wet pussy.

      “You smell delicious,” he informs me, his voice rough.

      “Then why don’t you taste me?” I grin.

      He looks up at me, then back down to his hand, cupping it there and catching my cream before bringing it up to his mouth and licking his hand clean. His tongue is long and thin, lashing at his palm and fingers, catching every drop of my wetness. Groaning, I watch his horns darken and his eyes turn black as the night sky before he drops his other hand to my pussy, stroking it before licking that one clean too.

      “It would be even better if you dipped that tongue inside me,” I suggest breathlessly.

      He blinks fast before leaning down, bending at a strange angle, almost pressing his face to my pussy. Gasping, I reach down and grab his horn, holding on as his tongue peeks out and drags along my lower lips. A rumble sounds deep in the back of his throat before he grips my leg, spreads me open wider, and presses his face closer. His other horn digs into my inner thigh, the hint of pain getting me off.

      My head rolls to the side from the pleasure racking through my body. His tongue is rough and different compared to a human’s. Tiny little bubbles still clinging to my skin almost vibrate as he growls, the sound moving through me, enhancing my pleasure. A gruff noise has me opening my eyes, looking around for the source. They catch on Xal’s dark gaze and widen slightly. I didn’t even hear him come in, but knowing he’s watching....

      Fuck.

      Pushing against Vrid’s tongue, I lock my eyes on Xal, letting him see the pleasure on my slackened face...the pleasure his Klan mate is giving me.

      Licking my bottom lip, I watch his hands grip his legs harshly, the material tearing from the strength of his grasp. “Yes, right there!” I scream, as Vrid dips his tongue inside my pussy.

      He rumbles again, like a vibrator between my legs as his tongue searches inside of me, stroking along that bundle of nerves, which has me arching up on a scream as I writhe for him. He notices, like always, and does it again and again until I come all over his tongue, my scream trapped in my throat from the force of my release.

      Thundering footsteps sound outside before the door is thrown open. An angry-looking Kronk is framed there, his tail lashing the wall, smashing through the doorframe. His nostrils flare, his eyes taking in the scene. I spot Ryx coming in behind him, obviously drawn by my screams, but Kronk is already moving. He picks up Vrid, who’s leaning back from my pussy, and tosses him through the bathroom wall and into the bedroom.

      My eyebrows shoot up, watching the wall crumble under the powerful force until there’s a gaping hole. Vrid is on the other side, getting to his feet and dusting off debris from his clothing. Vrid’s eyes narrow on Kronk who appears ready to fight.

      “I was just thinking this didn’t feel like home...now it does,” Ryx teases. “Kronk, go make holes everywhere.” I burst into laughter, the tension breaking as Vrid laughs too, clapping Ryx on the back.

      “Out,” Kronk orders, looking me over as he herds the others out of the bathroom.

      “Feel free to stay for the next lesson in pussy training, big boy,” I tease, laughing when he drags an intrigued-looking Ryx away before the bedroom door is slammed shut, leaving me alone.

      The silence stretches and I shiver from it. Shit. Have I gotten used to their loud mouths already? Climbing from the bath, I find a towel on the counter Vrid must have set out for me and dry off before sauntering into the bedroom. I search the space, looking around for something to wear, but I can’t find clothes anywhere.

      Well, if they don’t want to give me clothes…

      I can hear them arguing downstairs. Kronk’s yelling about not touching me, and Vrid is explaining he couldn’t help himself. I decide to get involved or at least be around so I can see them fight…

      What can I say? It’s a big fucking turn on.

      I leave the room and head downstairs where my Klan is gathered. When they spot me, they all growl, jumping to their feet.

      I smirk. “Well, boys, who’s planning on fucking me first? Or are we doing a group thing? I do have three holes after all...and two hands.”
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      Unfortunately, my offer was declined. Instead, Kronk forced me into some sleeping clothes and tied me to the bed in his room, where I slept.

      Hard.

      I didn’t realise how fucking tired I was.

      The testing, then the battle for me on that mountain, followed by a wild ride in a flying vehicle, and then a solid orgasm or two from the hands—and tongue—of one gorgeous alien, and I was fucking done.

      Fuck. I’d needed to come, and Vrid fucking delivered—while Xal watched. I didn’t know I was such a sucker for exhibitionism, but now that I’ve had a taste… I want to be watched again. And if I’m lucky, maybe I’ll get the chance.

      I tug at my wrists, which are still bound together and tied to the corner of the bed. The bed is massive, bigger than any I’d ever seen on Earth. It’s made from the same alien material the rest of the furniture in the house is. Large bed posts reach up towards the ceiling, and a huge headboard carved with intricate, foreign designs rises above us. I peek over the edge and see I must be five feet off the ground. This fucker is high.

      Kronk rests to my left, also bound with hulking silver chains, which slither across the bed as he slumbers, the sound like the hissing of a snake. I have to wonder… why would the huge warrior bind himself to his own bed? Surely he could break out if he wanted to. The way he threw Vrid through that wall was only a small testament to his strength. I’d seen the way he ripped through the competition, tearing through bodies like I tore through a bag of stolen chocolates back at Harvest House.

      The thought of my former home has my mind wandering to my friends—sisters—wondering how they are doing. I’m sure Harlow and Tatiana are holding their own and, secretly, I think Shilo was almost as excited as I was. But what about our Daisy?

      Fighting the tears welling in my eyes, I blink and try to distract myself. I roll onto my side and stare at the sleeping warrior lying next to me. I can’t deny my attraction to him, to them all really. Even with his broken horn and the scars lining his face, he has an allure that calls to something deep inside me.

      He’s bare-chested, the soft sheet covering us pooling just below his abdomen. My eyes trail from his hard pectorals down to his double layer of abs. I notice he has no bellybutton and I wonder how they grow their young. The scars marking his torso only enhance his sex appeal, and I want to run my tongue all over them, licking him back to health.

      Fuck, I’m getting turned on again.

      Rolling onto my back, I rub my thighs together, trying to alleviate the ache, but it’s not helping.

      Fuck this.

      If I can’t sleep then neither can he. Extending my leg, I rub my toe along his side, trying to gauge if he’s ticklish there like I am. But I get no reaction. So, I give him a swift kick. Still nothing. How can someone be this dead to the world when they sleep? Then again, I did sleep through the alarm at Harvest House when some asshole had tried to break in.

      Yeah. Like that would’ve worked against some jacked as fuck aliens.

      Frustration building, I whisper, “Kronk,” not wanting to spook the sleeping giant. “Kronk,” I say, louder this time, with another nudge from my foot.

      Dammit. Now I have to pee, this fucker needs to wake up.

      “Kronk!” I shout, jabbing my knee into his ribs. He wakes with a start, his eyes feral, like he sees me and doesn’t at the same time. He lunges for me, struggling against the chains that hold him. I freeze at first, sure this is a joke or a knee-jerk reaction, but when he continues to lunge, I shout for help, yanking on the chains. He snarls and snaps his fangs, trying to bite me and not in a good way. I scream when he almost snags my bound arm.

      “Help!” I shriek, as I push myself off the bed, but I can’t go far, I’m still fucking chained to the post. “Someone! Help me!”

      He lurches again and I swiftly kick him in the face, knocking him back slightly. Doesn’t this fucking suck? Finally in bed with my hot ass alien mate and I have to scream something other than, ‘yes, fuck me harder.’

      I tug on my binds as Kronk sets his dark, alien eyes on me. The metal chains groan as he tugs and fights his way to freedom. My heart thrashes in my chest as worry sinks into my bones for the first time since I was taken from Earth.

      “Ryx! Vrid! Xal! Get the fuck in here!” My cries become desperate as the bedpost bends.

      “You are vekking dead!” he growls at me, his face contorted in anger as if he were in the heat of battle. His claws extend from his hands and he slices at me as if I was the fucker responsible for killing his mom, or guilty of stealing his favourite toy or goat… Fuck, now I’m rambling.

      Stomping from the hall forces me to pull my gaze away from the rabid animal that was once Kronk. The door flies open and Xal appears, eyes still puffy from sleep. Vrid is right behind him, shoving Xal out of the way to come to my aid.

      “Release her! Now!” Vrid shouts at Xal, who’s still unmoving.

      “Please!” I yell, holding up my wrists. He shakes his head as if in a trance and rushes to my side. Using his fingerprint in the center of the shackles, it beeps and falls from my wrists.

      Not wanting to see the aftermath of this, I rush from the room and run right into Ryx’s hard chest.

      “Oh, Ryx,” I cry out, throwing my arms around him.

      At first he doesn’t do anything, probably stunned by my change of demeanour, but then the snarls from Kronk reach the hallway, chilling my body. Ryx grips my shoulders and pulls me back to search my eyes.

      “Are you hurt?” he asks me tenderly, not the least bit surprised by the sounds coming from behind us.

      I shake my head, too worried if I talk my voice will buckle.

      “Come here,” he coos, pulling me against him. I melt into his body as he wraps his large arms around me. Ryx bends down and picks me up, using his hands to cup my ass, but for once, nothing about his touch is sexual. I wrap my legs around him and lay my head on his shoulder as he turns and heads downstairs.

      I nuzzle into his neck, breathing in his scent. His dreadlock-like hair is still damp from a shower and he smells amazing. Like fresh air, but rugged.

      Can fresh air be rugged?

      I feel safe in his arms and miss his warmth when he sets me down on the big couch in the living room.

      “Wait here,” he commands, as he heads into the kitchen. My mind wanders as he rummages around. What the hell happened to Kronk? Why did he attack me like that? Maybe that’s the reason he’s chained up when he sleeps.

      Shaken, I wrap my arms around my knees and curl up into the tiniest ball possible, ignoring how sore my wrists are from the shackles. A sweet aroma hits my nose as Ryx walks back over and stands in front of me. He’s a gorgeous specimen. His sleeping pants ride low on his hips, outlining his junk perfectly. From beneath the fabric it looks like a human’s, but I’m sure there are some unique differences.

      My gaze trails to his abdomen and the double row of muscles that appear to be carved out of rock, then up to his chest, which he flexes when he sees me looking. His purple skin almost shimmers as he extends an arm and hands me a steaming cup with a sympathetic smile on his face.

      “Hot, and I don’t mean the drink,” I tease, as I take the cup from him before turning serious. “What is it?” I inquire, holding it under my nose to get a better sniff.

      “Mylenum,” he replies, before tying back his hair. His torso stretches with his movements, showing off every delicious nook and cranny.

      Yum.

      “My mother used to make it for me when I was sick or just unhappy. I still get the taste for it now and then. And, well,” he shrugs, “you look like you could use some.”

      “Thanks.” I blow on the surface of the burnt orange liquid then take a tentative sip. Ryx watches me with curious eyes. The mylenum tastes like heaven. It’s strong, like a bold coffee, but sweet like hot chocolate. There’s a hint of mint in the aftertaste as I swallow the first sip with an appreciative, “Ahh.”

      “So you like it?” he questions, sitting down next to me. He wraps his arm around me and rubs my shoulder. I find myself leaning into his touch, tucking my body under the crook of his arm, seeking the safety his body offers.

      “It’s so good, Ryx. Thank you. I love it.” A fanged smile splits his face in half and he tugs me closer. Unfolding my legs, I lay them across his lap. He rubs one large hand up and down my skin, causing goosebumps to erupt.

      “Carmen!” he exclaims. “Yo-Your skin! It… It’s become bumpy!” He looks around, frantic, as I try and fail to stifle a laugh. “We-We need to get Vrid down here to evaluate you!”

      “I’m okay!” I tell him, still laughing. “It’s normal for humans.”

      “It is?” he asks, confused, as I take another delicious sip of mylenum.

      “Mm-hmm. It’s just a reaction to—”

      “To what?” he interrupts impatiently.

      “To you.”

      “Me?” He looks puzzled.

      “Yeah, you,” I tease. “They’re called goosebumps. It’s normal in humans. They come on either when I’m cold or—”

      “Are you cold, Carmen? Because I can grab you a warming sheet...”

      “I’m fine, Ryx, really. The mylenum is warming me up just fine.” I give him a smile and take another delicious sip, having to stifle my moan.

      So. Good.

      “Why else would you get...goosebumps?” he wonders.

      “Well, for instance, just now, it was the way you were touching me. There are certain places on me that are...sensitive. If you touch me lightly in those spots, my body will erupt in those bumps. Like right here.” I reach out a finger and glide it down his side in a featherlight caress. His body shudders but no goosebumps appear. “Aww, you don’t get them,” I lament with a pout.

      “What other reactions does your body have when I touch you, Carmen?” His voice lowers, becoming sultry. I take a breath to respond with, ‘why don’t you touch me and find out,’ when Vrid, Xal, and Kronk barge into the room.

      I’m still under Ryx’s arm and he pulls me onto his lap, rubbing his hand up and down my spine. Kronk narrows his eyes on me. I see anger there, and fear. I worry he’s about to yell at me for something I did wrong when I see his body deflate. I force myself to sit up straighter, not scared now that it’s clear my big alien mate is back to normal.

      “I owe you an explanation, little one,” he murmurs.

      “Proceed,” I order, with a wave of my hand like a queen. I wait for him to begin, sipping on my warm drink. Kronk starts to pace, his fingers raking through his hair. Xal sits on the couch diagonal and to the right of me, while Vrid sits on my right, next to Ryx. I feel Vrid’s fingers curl around my waist, his thumb rubbing me in a soothing manner.

      “I don’t know how to say this in a way you will understand. So I will just be blunt,” he starts, but seems to hesitate. Is he worried about how I’ll react?

      I hold his gaze as he searches my eyes, not shying away. “Tell me,” I implore. “I’m not just some girl who frightens easily. What happened up there was, well, terrifying.” His shoulders slump, literally fucking slump, and I feel my heart die a little bit. “But if we’re to be together for the rest of our lives, then I need you to be honest with me, Kronk. I need to know what happened up there.”

      He lets out a long sigh then begins. He tells me a complex story of how his Klan, Klan Marix, came to be. He shares tales of epic battles, the Klan’s role in the Great War. Kronk relives the slaughter, fear, pain, and even enjoyment. I learn that Klan Marix is a legend among the Totiv, the group of warriors who turned the tides of the Great War. This makes me prouder than ever to be their mate. Kronk unravels what that means for him, how after the war was over his mind couldn’t turn off battle mode, so at night he remains chained up to protect the others and himself.

      “So, when I woke you up…” I begin.

      “I was not yet myself,” Kronk admits. “I was still in the heat of battle. I did not see Carmen, my mate. I only saw someone other than my Klan. The warrior inside shouted to me that you were an enemy, urged me to attack. I couldn’t stop myself, the need to destroy was much too strong.”

      Kronk kneels in front of me then, turning his black eyes up to meet my gaze. He’s almost vibrating with tension, but he doesn’t touch me, as if afraid of how I’ll react. I hate the space between us. “I...I am sorry, Carmen. I should not have put you in my bed, but after I sensed you entering our world—”

      “Wait,” I interrupt. “You...sensed me?”

      “We all did,” Vrid adds next to me. “The moment you entered Oxious’s atmosphere we felt it.”

      “Wha-What did it feel like?” I stammer, unsure how to feel about all this, the swing in conversation almost giving me whiplash.

      “Like a fog had been lifted from our eyes,” Ryx tells me. “A weight removed from our backs. We felt like we could finally breathe again.”

      “I thought that claiming you on Forsaken Mountain would be enough to dissuade my warrior from fighting an enemy that no longer exists,” Kronk explains. “But I don’t think that side of me will rest until after the Vultana.”

      “Vultana?” I parrot, surprised I didn’t learn of this in the Harvest House. But then again, I guess the Totiv wouldn’t want to tell the puny humans all their secrets.

      “Yes, little one.” Kronk rises to his feet and I have to crane my neck just to look into his eyes. “You can think of the Vultana as a claiming ceremony. It’s when you rightfully become ours in the eyes of the Totiv.”

      “Well, what are we waiting for?” I exclaim, jumping to my feet. “Let’s go get our...Vultana on.”

      “Vrid put in a request, Carmen,” Ryx offers. “The next Vultana is tonight. We should receive word soon, acknowledging if we can take part in this one or if we need to wait for the next.”

      “In the meantime, I’d like to see you get some more rest,” Vrid proclaims. “Your human body is not yet adjusted to our air or our time change. Our, what you refer to as days, are equal to one and a half of yours. Look outside,” he says, pointing to a window. “See? Night is still upon us.”

      A yawn racks through me at that exact moment and I feel my eyelids get heavy. “I think I could sleep.”

      “I’m sure you can,” Vrid murmurs beside me. “Ryx, take our mate up to the sarflyn room. She’ll stay there at night until after the Vultana has been completed.”

      Ryx nods and takes the mug from my hand, gives it to Vrid, and then stands, before picking me up and holding me in his arms. I’m too tired to fight the orders, plus it feels nice to be carried around like some princess or bride on her wedding night. He carries me back through the house with one arm under my legs and the other supporting my shoulders, then upstairs to a room with a massive bed big enough for...all of us.

      “What’s this for?” I inquire, already knowing the answer.

      “I think you’ve already worked that out, little one.” Ryx sets me on the bed and grabs a pair of shackles from a side table.

      “Why must you bind me?” I whine. “Can’t we save those for a kinky fuck fest?”

      Ryx stiffens, his horns darkening. “You wish to be bound while my cock is buried inside you?”

      “Oh, fuck yes,” I purr, biting my lip.

      A groan leaves his lips and it vibrates through me, lighting me on fire.

      “You are going to be the death of me, you know that?” he growls, lust filling his eyes.

      “On the contrary, Ryx, I’m going to make you feel more alive than you’ve ever felt before.” I crawl over to him, rising on my knees. I thread my fingers through his coarse hair and take his mouth. His lips separate and our tongues collide. He tastes just like mylenum, making my mouth water. Ryx reaches up and snags my wrists, bringing them down to our laps as he duels for control.

      I submit, allowing the large Totiv to determine how hard to kiss me, how deep. My tongue catches on his fang, and blood pools in our mouths, making him groan. My heart pumps wildly inside my chest and I go to reach up, wanting to touch him when I realise I’m already bound.

      “What the fuck, Ryx?” I snap, holding up my hands.

      “It’s for your own good, human.” He licks his lips and stands back up. “Get some rest. You’ll need your energy if we are to complete the Vultana later.”

      “What happens during the Vultana?” I ask, as he makes his way to the door.

      “You’ll have to wait and see,” he replies with a wink, before shutting the door.

      Damn, that alien has some serious self-control.

      Knowing any chance of me getting off just walked out the door, I throw myself down on the bed, but just as I’m about to pass the fuck out, my bladder reminds me that I never asked to go pee.

      “Fuck.”
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      Waking up alone sucks ass. I vow that this will be the last time that ever happens. My bladder is screaming and my wrists ache from the bindings. I just know they’re going to be rubbed raw without even having the satisfaction of sex as the reason. Slitting one eyelid open, I notice the bedroom is bright and excitement fills me.

      Today is my first day on Oxious!

      I’m almost bouncing with anticipation.

      Unable to do anything but lie here until someone frees me, I strain my ears and listen for any signs of movement when a scent hits me.

      Mylenum.

      My stomach gurgles and my mouth begins to water. A moment later, Vrid waltzes through the door with a steaming cup in his hands.

      “You’re awake,” he acknowledges with a grin.

      “And you’re observant,” I joke with a smile.

      He frowns. “Behave, little one, we have a big day today.”

      “Oh, you have a lot to learn if you think this is me misbehaving. Mind unlocking my hands and telling me all about it, or would you prefer I pee all over this freshly made bed?” Vrid sets the cup down and uses a finger pad to unlock the cuffs. They click open and I sit up abruptly. “Where is the bathroom?” I query.

      He gestures to a door on the far wall. “Through there.”

      “Thanks,” I call, jogging to the bathroom. Throwing open the door, I rush inside and discover another bloody door to open before finding the toilet, which has to be two feet higher off the ground than the ones back on Earth.

      Lifting the hem of my nightgown, I jump up onto the toilet, feet dangling, and let it out. “Ahhhh,” I sigh. Who knew peeing could feel so fucking glorious? My poor bladder is almost sore from holding it for so long.

      I look around for toilet paper but don’t see any. Having no intentions of doing the old ‘drip dry’ routine I’d done many times at the frat houses, I open the secondary door and peek out into the bathroom. I’m not below using a hand towel if needed. Anything would be better than the itchy feeling I’m already starting to get.

      But there are no fucking towels either.

      What the actual fuck? How do people far more advanced than humans not understand the importance of good hygiene?

      “Uhh, Vrid?” I call, seeing I don’t have any other choice. “Little help, please?”

      Vrid comes stalking in with a worried look on his face, until he sees me sitting here. “Yes?” he asks, with a raised eyebrow.

      “I—umm...There’s no toilet paper.”

      “What is toy-lett paper?” he questions, confused.

      Aliens. “It’s how we clean ourselves after using the toilet.”

      A lightbulb clicks on in his head and he grabs my hand, moving it to the side of the bowl below my leg until my finger brushes against a button. “Push this,” he tells me, letting go of my fingers.

      “Okay…” I do as he says, and I shriek as a warm spray cleans my crack, followed by a heated breeze. “This is kinda nice,” I comment, more to myself than him. Vrid backs out of the room as I scoot off the toilet and let my nightgown fall back into place. My Klan must have decided I didn’t need panties.

      Kinky.

      I walk over to the sink, appreciating the beauty of the bathroom that’s set up much like the other one I had bathed in—except without the hole in the wall. I smirk at the memory and place my hands under the faucet. Instead of rushing water, a green light flashes on my hands, making me jump back.

      “What the fuck was that?” I exclaim, looking to Vrid for the answer.

      “A sanitising beam.” He laughs and grabs my freshly sanitised hand. “Come, we have something to discuss.”

      Vrid leads me from the bathroom and over to the bedroom door.

      “Wait!” I say, slipping my hand from his to grab the cup of mylenum. I take a sip and let the hot liquid warm my insides. Something tells me I’ll be drinking a lot of this. “Okay, I’m ready now.” Vrid snakes his fingers through mine once more and leads me through the hall, down the stairs, and across the house to the living room.

      My breath hitches as I enter. The Klan is all there, standing with their backs to the main wall. Each of them is wearing attire I would compare to that of a soldier’s dress uniform. Their outfits are crisp and clean, made up of black leather that hugs their muscled forms. Black sashes cross their chests, signifying their designation as Klan Marix. Ryx has his hair tied up in a ponytail, showing off how handsome he is. Kronk’s hair is slicked back between his horns. Even with one of them broken, he’s still as fearsome as they come. Xal remains looking a bit unkempt, his hair messy and untamable. Vrid leaves my side and joins them. Only now, I see he has on the same attire. I was so focused on my need to pee I hadn’t noticed.

      Standing together, shoulder to shoulder, Klan Marix looks like an impenetrable wall of man meat. Their dark eyes focus on me as if I’m the only thing in the world, and to them, perhaps I am.

      I lick my lips as a pool of heat floods my core. Damn, they look fucking hot. If I don’t find a way to distract myself, my arousal will start leaking down my legs.

      Where are panties when you need them?

      Unsure of what to do, I take a sip from my cup and wipe my lips with the back of my hand.

      “Sit,” Kronk orders, gesturing to the couch in front of them. Shaking with nerves, I walk to the couch and sit down, crossing my legs. Usually, I would consider taking the opportunity to flash them my pussy, but I can tell they have something serious going on.

      I take another drink and look at them expectantly.

      “Our request for the Vultana has been granted,” Vrid tells me, his eyes gleaming.

      My heart leaps.

      “Really?” I squeal.

      “Really,” Vrid echoes. “The ceremony starts shortly.”

      “Will any other Klans be there?” I ask. Vrid looks to Kronk.

      “Yes,” Kronk answers. “There will be many, which is why we have something to discuss with you.”

      I lick my lips and try to contain my anxiety. “Okay.”

      Kronk comes and sits by my side, taking my hand in his much larger one. “The Vultana is an experience like no other. It is a tradition that has been handed down through generations since before the Great War on Earth.”

      I take a sip of mylenum and wait for him to continue.

      “Totiv have always been conquerors. Earth is not the first planet we’ve come across that needed aid. It’s also not the first planet Totiv harvested females from.”

      “As we hinted at before, the Vultana is sacred. It is the way for our superiors to determine if we get to keep you or not,” Ryx adds.

      “You mean, they could take me away from you?” I question, my heart stuttering at the thought.

      Vrid nods. “They could.”

      “But-But I’ve been brought up my whole life to be a mate for you. Why would they take me away?” I set my cup on a table next to the couch and scoot onto Kronk’s lap, needing his warmth.

      “Totiv are known for many things,” Kronk murmurs, rubbing a hand up and down my spine. “Discipline and control are of the utmost importance.”

      “Well, what does that have to do with me?” I ask, not following where he’s going with this.

      Kronk sighs. “Even though we won you, should we fail to prove our control over you, they might deem us defective and send you to the slave houses.”

      “You mean, I’d end up like Poo?”

      Kronk nods.

      There’s no way in fucking hell I would fuck this up. I’ve been waiting for this my whole life. I’d do anything to stay with them. “So, what do you need from me?”

      Kronk looks at Vrid, who explains, “We are an aggressive race, Carmen, and as such, we need to show our dominance, demonstrate to the board that we can control you.”

      “He’s right,” Ryx chimes in. “During the ceremony, we are going to say things to you we don’t mean, hurtful things, to show our dominance. We are going to use your body as a plaything, a toy for our own pleasure, and you will have to allow it.”

      A wave of nerves has my body trembling. “Wha-What will you do to me?”

      “Fuck you,” Ryx states with a mischievous gleam in his eyes. “Claim you. Strip you bare and stuff our cocks down all your holes while we mark your body with our blood.”

      Fuck, that dirty talk makes my pussy clench and my nipples tighten. “Okay, so...are you going to tell me something I don’t want to hear? Because everything you just mentioned sounds hot as fuck.”

      For once my forwardness elicits no reaction from the guys, which worries me. “Well, this is where things get a little...off,” Vrid hedges. “The Totiv also enjoy fear, we can smell it in the air, taste it in the blood of our victims.”

      “What Vrid is trying to say is that we need you to fight back. Pretend you don’t want our advances. Scream. Cry. Allow us to manhandle you, prove we can control the wild Harvest Girl everyone is talking about.”

      “Who is talking about me?” I ask, my voice shaking more than I’d like.

      “Everyone in Lorenthis,” Ryx replies. “I went out for supplies last night once you’d fallen asleep, and was bombarded with questions about the Harvest Girl who drugged her guards, escaped her Harvest House, then fled to some party where she was caught vekking a couple of boys.”

      My cheeks heat under their stares. How did they find that out?

      “You...know about that?”

      Ryx’s lips twitch. “We do now, and we plan on punishing you for your...indiscretions. After the Vultana is over, we shall discipline you, Carmen. Your pussy is ours. No one else’s. Seems we need to remind you of that.” My breath hitches and my body tingles as I imagine how Ryx might punish me.

      “It seems you have a proclivity for trouble, little one,” Kronk adds, interrupting my thoughts. “And we need to prove our Klan can handle you. You have a reputation, but so do we. One we intend to uphold.”

      “So...you need me to be a bad girl?” I rasp, biting my lip.

      Kronk’s eyes heat. “Yes. A very bad girl.”
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      I can’t even eat the small meal Vrid made for me. I’m so fucking nervous. And why shouldn’t I be? The Klan basically told me they were going to scare me, harm me, and use me, and it was going to be done in front of other Klans.

      I’m no prude, far from it, but I sensed the worry in their voices when they explained what was going to happen. I leave the guys shortly after, needing some alone time to think, and head up to the room I’d slept in last night.

      Deciding sitting on my bed would do me no good, I go into the bathroom and attempt to figure out how to work the shower. The bright stone walls feel so stark and cold, when just yesterday they felt welcoming.

      Slipping the nightgown from my shoulders, I step inside and begin to fiddle with the various buttons and switches. It takes me twenty-seven million tries, but I eventually figure out how to get the fucking water on where it isn’t freezing or set on ‘pressure washer.’ I let out a groan as I step into the water spray. It feels nice to wash and get lost in the hot water and steam. So much has happened, this is just what I need to clear my mind.

      As the water cascades over my body, I close my eyes and the conversation I had with my Klan plays over and over in my head.

      Dominance.

      Control.

      Punishment.

      A huge part of me is turned the fuck on. I’ve always fantasised about what it would be like to be with a man and have no control. I’ve watched situations just like this on Gern’s computer before. The fucker has tons of porn stored on there.

      I’d be lying if I said I’m not intrigued, because I am. Something about handing control over to the Klan makes my pussy clench and my nipples harden. But I’m never out of control. I think that’s what’s freaking me out a bit, because once we start the Vultana, I can’t turn back. Not that I think I would ever want to, but the choice won’t be there for me anymore. That’s as exciting as it is terrifying.

      My whole life has been one big scheduled event in which I knew exactly what was going to happen every moment of every day. It was predictable and I think I found some security in that. But here? It’s a whirlwind. I have freedom...kinda. I don’t know what’s going to happen an hour from now, or even a minute. One second I was riding some frat boy like a fucking cowgirl, and the next I was strapped to a pole, watching alien warriors fight to win me.

      It’s just a little overwhelming.

      But I really like the Klan, I mean really like, and I can tell I affect the guys as much as they do me.

      So what the fuck am I so hung up about?

      “Ugh,” I groan, attempting to find some soap. All the alien buttons look the same, so I just start pressing random ones, and suddenly the shower starts attacking me with jet sprays from all directions. I shriek as I fall on my ass and crawl into a corner. Tears begin to fall from my eyes, and I curl my legs up against my chest.

      I have my moment, letting my emotions drip down my face along with the water, but I quickly pull myself together as a fierce sense of resolve hits me. I’m fucking Carmen of the Harvest Girls. The Klan mentioned that other Klans are aware of my reputation back on Earth. The Totiv know what a badass I am.

      How fucking cool is that?

      I won’t let some bloody ceremony deprive me of my enjoyment. If the Klan needs to take me hard, needs me to scream out and fight back, then that’s exactly what I’m going to do. The board of superiors will not be taking me from my Klan.

      Not today.

      Not ever.
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      My hair dries into soft waves down my back, which blows in the wind as my Klan leads me through the center of town. The collar around my neck restricts my breath enough to cause me a bit of anxiety. I would give them control of my body, but my breathing is another story.

      The Klan is dressed in black uniforms, similar to what they wore the day they won me, complete with black sashes across their chests. Fuck, they look so hot. I mean...who doesn’t love a guy in uniform?

      Xal tugs on the leash and I stumble down the paved road. Rows of aliens line the streets, watching us like some fucked up parade. I could see the lust in the eyes of the unmated Klans, staring as I’m flaunted in this revealing outfit.

      I don’t know what the material is, it’s not anything I’ve come across before on Earth, but the outfit basically looks like it’s painted on my skin, dipping into every crevice of my body, leaving nothing to the imagination. The top of the white ensemble reminds me of a dress we might wear back home. It has two straps that wrap over my shoulders. The material narrows as it covers my chest, barely covering my nipples, then connect again just above my groin.

      Talk about low cut.

      The back mimics the front, meeting just above my ass crack, leaving my spine bare. The bottoms are also skintight, reminding me of a thong. The thin material runs down my ass crack, causing a fierce wedgie to form. The desire to pick it out is almost overwhelming. Not that I could with these fucking cuffs on my wrists again. The front of the panties type thing hardly covers me, just wide enough to cover my slit and meet the top part of the outfit.

      I can feel my cheeks jiggle as I stagger down the road, my little legs barely able to keep up with the long strides of my huge Klan. Normally, I would eat up the attention from the crowd, playing it up, but I can sense how serious this is and I remember their talk this morning, so I put on an act. I glance up at them, trying to get even just a comforting look, but they are all business. From the moment we left home, they became something other than who I know. They told me this would happen, that it was all for show, but the fear slowly growing inside me is real nonetheless.

      Kronk snatches the leash from Xal and pulls me along beside him. His free hand wraps around the back of my neck, where he gives me a firm squeeze. I think he’s trying to give me comfort, but I don’t react. Not with all these eyes watching our every move.

      Kronk veers to the left as we come to an intersection. A colosseum of sorts looms ahead of us. Great pillars surround the giant structure, stretching to the sky like skeletal fingers, made up of a silvery stone with streaks of black, which makes it even more striking. The building is towering and frankly terrifying. It has an air around it, one that’s seeping into the ground and then into me. It feels...holy of sorts, like I’m going to church, but here it means something so much worse than just pretending to sing along to hymns. I can hear the stomping and cheering of a large crowd as we draw near. And that’s when I hear the first scream.

      A human scream.

      A girl.

      Just like me.

      That fear inside me grows deeper as her cries grow louder and I start to struggle against Kronk’s grip. Ryx steps up to my other side and threads his fingers through my hair, holding me still, the harsh movement making me hiss. I know this act is part of the show, but the pain is real.

      I try to channel my inner kinky Carmen and let the pain fuel my lust. I want the Klan, and I’ll do whatever they need so they can keep me.

      Vrid moves in front of me, his large form blocking my view as Xal slides in behind me. I can feel his breath on my neck. I yelp when he lands a slap on my ass.

      “What the fuck, Xal? Gotta wait until a girl is restrained by two giant aliens before spanking her?”

      “Watch. Your. Mouth,” he grits out low and slow. His words are ominous. Hell, this might even be the first thing he’s ever said to me.

      But I’m a smartass by heart and respond, “Why? Will it do tricks?”

      Ryx’s fingers tighten in my hair and I wince, hunching my shoulders to alleviate some of the pressure. The girl’s screams ring out again, followed by a roar of cheers from those watching.

      Kronk and Ryx keep a firm grip on me as they lead me into the complex. It’s open to the air, the suns from Oxious shining high in the sky, lighting up a stage below. Vrid begins to descend the stone stairs as Kronk follows behind him, tugging me along by the leash attached to my collar. Ryx lets go of my hair as he steps behind me. I don’t pay the crowd any attention, ignoring the jeers thrown in my direction. The comments are vile, leaving a foul taste in my mouth.

      Vrid leads us to the bottom row and we file in beside him. It takes a moment for me to really view what’s happening on the stage. I can’t quite see the whole scene, but from the naked alien ass I see with his swishing tail and the cries and moans from the girl I heard screaming, I can guess what’s happening.

      A Vultana.

      I avert my gaze, not wanting to watch what’s happening, not wanting to know my fate. For once in my life, I’ll just be surprised, let the anticipation heighten my experience.

      I close my eyes and recite songs in my head to try and pass the time, squirming in my seat as this damn material rides farther up my ass. I don’t know how long it’s been since they finished before I hear a booming voice sound. His words rouse cheering from the audience, but I pay them no mind until I hear, “Klan Marix, take your place before the board.”

      My eyes shoot open as Kronk stands, tugging me along by my throat. I throw him a scathing look, which he doesn’t see as the Klan moves to stand in front of a raised table I didn’t notice when we first walked in.

      An aged-looking Totiv gazes down upon me. Scars mar his face and one eye is milky, providing a stark contrast to his dark one. His sneer could melt wax from a candle and all I want to do is cower. But I don’t. I raise my chin defiantly and dare him to make me succumb to the wrath I see shining in his eye.

      “Klan Marix,” he begins, “is it your wish to complete the Vultana with the human female known as...Carmen?” He pauses before he says my name, giving it more drama than it needed. Whispers ring out in the crowd, and snippets of conversation reach my ears, talking about the alien girl who pulled one over on her guards and escaped her Harvest House.

      Damn fucking right I did.

      “It is,” my Klan declares in unison, even Xal speaks.

      “And Carmen,” the board member addresses me, “do you freely give yourself, mind and body, to Klan Marix?”

      “I do.” My reply is loud and clear, making sure there is no way that fucker could misinterpret my words.

      “Then prove to the board you can control this human.” His gaze moves from me to them, ensuring complete attention. “Claim her before the Totiv gathered here today. If we find your dominance over her to be to our satisfaction, you will be given our blessing and bestowed with a Vultana collar, signifying she is yours.”

      I shift on my feet uncomfortably as my rapidly beating heart tries to escape from my chest. Sweat drips down my spine as a cold shiver races through me.

      “If you fail to prove your control, if we deem her faulty, she will either be given to the slave house or...” He looks upon the crowd. “Taken to the forests, where all unmated Klans can hunt her down for their own use.”

      My body stiffens at his declaration as the audience erupts in cheers.

      The board member sneers down at me. “Do you, Klan Marix, agree to our terms?”

      “We do.”

      He sits back down. “Then by all means, begin.”

      Someone unclips my wrists a moment before Kronk yanks hard on my leash, making me fall to my knees beside him. “Crawl for us human,” he sneers. “Crawl up those fucking stairs like the animal you are.” I know he’s told me his words are just for show, but the look on his face tells me otherwise. I try and remember what they told me, what they needed from me.

      Fight them.

      Make them force me to submit.

      “Fuck you,” I hiss.

      Kronk sinks to a knee beside me, yanking the leash to hold my head up. “With pleasure, but first, you crawl.” Kronk takes the loose end of the leash and slaps it against my ass. I shriek as burning pain sears through my cheek. “Crawl,” he growls, before landing another lash on my ass.

      “Crawl up those steps before I strip you bare and show the rest of the Klans what a human’s cunt looks like,” Ryx snarls.

      Fine. He wants me to crawl, I’ll fucking crawl.

      I glare at Ryx, his eyes heating as I begin to ascend the stairs. While my ass was being whipped with the leash, Vrid and Xal must have gone up before me, because they stand at the top, side by side, a gorgeous and ominous sight.

      I bite my lip and crawl on my hands and knees. They want me to be like an animal, then I will. The meagre outfit holding my tits gives way, slipping from my chest. My breasts sway below me as I make my way up, one step at a time. Xal and Vrid’s eyes are drawn to my nipples, which harden under their intense stare.

      “Faster, human!” Kronk shouts, before whipping me again. I cry out, knowing they want to hear my pain. The sting only fuels my hunger for them, the burn of the blow feeding my desire.

      I get to the final step where Xal and Vrid lunge for me. I squeal when they each grab an arm and spin me to face the crowd. It’s only now that I realise just how many Totiv have gathered here to watch the ceremony. There are rows upon rows of aliens of all different colours. Some have horns and even wings, while others sport tails like my Klan. I have a moment of déjà vu, thinking back to the spectators watching me on Forsaken Mountain. All their gazes are on me, my body, lust hooding their alien eyes as they take in my naked flesh.

      Ryx stalks up the stairs like a fucking predator, his horns and eyes darkening as he sets his sights on me. My heart thumps with every step he takes and my chest heats with a potent mix of fear and desire.

      “String her up,” he commands low enough so only we can hear, and I wonder for a moment what the fuck he means. I find out quickly when Xal and Vrid pull me up in the air and clamp my wrists inside a contraption on the stage I didn’t see before. It’s a metal device reminding me of a playset one might see at a playground. Bars and rods poke out at odd angles and various chains hang off, ready to hold someone captive at any moment.

      Someone like me.

      The bar I’m hanging from is over my head, stretching my body before the crowd. Ryx shows a hint of fang before walking over to me and taking my tits in his big hands. He kneads them, hard enough to pull a gasp from my lips, before moving to my nipples. I shriek when he twists them, and I raise my legs up and smash my feet right into his stomach. He staggers back, almost falling on his ass.

      A hand slithers around my neck, giving me a squeeze, and I attempt to kick them off as Kronk pushes Ryx out of the way and stands over me like a fucking mountain. Rage and desire flash in his eyes. “That was not smart, human,” he grits out. “I guess we’ll have to fuck you into submission.” My pussy throbs as he flicks his gaze behind me and gives a curt nod. A moment later, my panties are ripped from my body, leaving me naked before the audience.

      At least that nasty wedgie is gone.

      The hand holding my neck snakes down my body to cup my pussy and I twist, trying to get out of his grasp. That’s what they want, after all, me to fight them. And I have to admit, it’s really turning me on.

      “Vrid, grab her leg and tie it to that pole,” Kronk orders, pointing to a bar.

      “Fuck you!” I scream, kicking at them as Kronk and Vrid snatch my legs and secure them to the poles on either side of my body. Xal’s grip on my pussy tightens before he lands a spank between my legs, causing a wanton groan to pull from my throat.

      “Our little human likes the pain we inflict upon her,” Kronk tells the audience. “Watch how she responds to our ministrations. Her voice might tell you she hates us, but her body will display the truth.”

      “If her body’s reaction doesn’t tell you who is in control of her, then nothing will.” Ryx’s smooth voice echoes across the colosseum. “She will be begging us to take her by the end.”

      “You wish!” I shout, yanking on the chains to no avail.

      “No, human, it is you who will wish.” Ryx stalks behind me and runs his hands up and down my sides before moving one to my nipple and the other to my slit. As he tweaks my nipple into a hard peak, he drags one finger up and down my slit, causing a wave of shivers to run through my body. “See how she shudders under my touch? Her body is mine to control, her pleasure is ours to give.”

      Ryx pinches my nipple hard, making me hiss, and dips his finger inside my lower lips, just grazing my clit.

      “Fuck,” I cry out, my body heating with desire as I try to move my hips against his hand.

      He spanks my pussy and I mewl as he lands another. Then he begins to rub again. “Not until we say, human. Your cunt is ours.” He lands one final smack, making me scream out, then pulls his hand away. I watch as a line of my arousal stretches from my cunt to his hand.

      “See how wet she is for us?” Vrid notes, as he prowls forward. “Her cunt is already dripping, and we’ve barely even touched her.” Using his hands, he pinches my pussy lips and spreads them wide, displaying my cream for all to see.

      And fuck if it doesn’t make me even hotter.

      Xal moves behind me to play with my nipples, while Vrid takes one finger and swirls it around my hole but doesn’t go inside. His touch is featherlight, and my body shakes as an orgasm grows inside me, heating my core like molten lava.

      “See how her cunt clenches with her desire?” Vrid’s deep voice makes me groan as he traces up my pussy to circle my clit, then back down to trace my hole. He does this over and over again, making my legs tremble, rattling the chains holding me.

      Xal’s grip on my nipples grows harder and harder, my clit throbbing in response.

      “Please.” My voice is just a whisper, and I can’t believe I’m already submitting. I had planned on fighting good and hard, but I can’t, I don’t want to. I just want them to fuck me.

      “What did you say?” Kronk’s voice is triumphant.

      When I pause, Vrid’s hands leave my body and Xal pinches my buds, making me cry out.

      “Please,” I say louder, making sure my Klan can hear me.

      “I don’t think she’s ready yet,” Ryx chimes in, crossing his arms over his large chest. “She’s not begging hard enough.”

      I deflate, my body thrumming with need as Xal releases my nipples. Ryx sees an opportunity and saunters up between my legs. He grips my hips and thrusts hard, his hardness rubbing up against me through his clothes. I moan when he does it again, my cream leaving a wet spot on his pants.

      “Ever worn a pair of these, human?” Ryx reaches into his pocket and pulls out two items that look like clips. I bite my lip and shake my head, not willing to trust my voice.

      “Oh, good. I love to see the look on a female’s face when she wears a pair for the first time. The clamp’s bite can sting, feel free to cry out. Your pain makes me hot.”

      My confusion only lasts for a moment before Ryx grips my tit in one hand and snaps the device on my nipple.

      “Ahh!” I scream, my cries bouncing around the colosseum.

      “Yes, female, let it out!” Ryx’s eyes shine with desire. He likes my pain as much as I do. “Again!” He moves to my other side, and I watch in a combination of terror and excitement as he clamps the device on my other nipple. Again, I scream out, tears stinging my eyes as my nipples pulse in pain.

      Ryx gives a tug on the clamps, ensuring their grip on my nipples is firm, making me mewl.

      “Fuck, it hurts,” I whine, looking down at my buds, seeing how the clamps dig into my flesh.

      “What do you think, Kronk?” Ryx asks. “Is she ready yet?”

      “Hmm.” Kronk rubs his chin as he takes Ryx’s place, eyeing me up and down. My chest heaves, every movement making the clamps dig harder into my nipples, the pain causing me to wince and moan at the same time.

      “I don’t hear any begging. I think we need to play with her more.” Kronk circles my hole with his finger then dips it inside me. I groan, my head falling back as he finger fucks me ever so slowly. Vrid stands next to him and as Kronk pulls his finger out, Vrid dips his inside. Their slow pace is maddening. My orgasm surging inside me like a violent storm. Xal scoots from behind me and adds his finger to the rotation.

      Kronk. Vrid. Xal.

      Kronk. Vrid. Xal.

      “Oh fuck!” I cry out, as tremors rack my body. My nipples no longer hurt from the sting, the bite now aiding in my pleasure. Ryx sneaks up to my other side, circling my clit as the others take turns fucking me with their hands, their fingers coated white with my cream. All the while, they keep their snail-like pace, driving me to the brink of insanity.

      Fuck! I can’t take it anymore.

      “Please!” I shout. “Please, take me!”

      “Whose cunt is this?” Kronk yells, as they increase their pace ever so slightly.

      “Yours!” I scream in response.

      “Who possesses the right to give you pleasure and pain?” Ryx inquires.

      “You do!” I cry out.

      “Who owns this body, to whom do you belong, female?” Vrid growls.

      “Klan Marix!” I screech. “I. Am. Yours!”

      “Then come for us, human,” Kronk encourages. “Show the board how much you desire to be with Klan Marix.”

      “Oh God,” I mewl, as their fingers pick up speed.

      Kronk. Vrid. Xal.

      Kronk. Vrid. Xal.

      Ryx plays my clit like a fucking instrument as my desire comes to a boil inside me. Then my vision goes white and I throw my head back, my fingers curling into fists as my orgasm takes me over the brim of pleasure. No one else exists but the Klan and me in this moment. I scream all their names, devoting myself to the Klan, as wave after wave of ecstasy washes over me.

      I don’t know how long it lasts, but it feels like hours before I come down from heaven. I open my eyes just long enough to see Ryx free his cock before impaling me on it. We both groan as he slips in and out of me. He holds my shoulders for support, making the restraints dig even farther into my wrists as he thrusts inside me, once again causing my orgasm to grow. Heat builds in my core as he fucks me with a feral rage. His fangs glisten in the light from the suns. Bringing one wrist to his mouth, he bites, and drips his blood all over my chest, causing me to orgasm immediately. I scream as spurts of his hot cum fill me.

      My body hangs limp when I feel Ryx slide out of me and another take his place. I open my eyes to find Xal between my legs, his large cock in his hands. Xal slides his fingers through my cream and rubs it all over his cock, almost making me come again. Then he grips my hips and enters me.

      His fucking is just like him. Fierce and wild. My tits bounce with each thrust, my nipples screaming in agony from the clamps as they sway up and down. Just like Ryx, Xal bites into his wrist and douses my chest in his blood. My pussy clenches as a third orgasm takes me. I scream out again, my voice becoming hoarse from my cries as Xal reaches his climax, cuming inside me.

      My chest heaves as I come down from the euphoria of my orgasm, my shoulders and wrists numb from hanging here for so long. Xal wipes his brow with the back of his hand then steps away.

      Vrid takes his place, and gently slides his fingers up and down my sides, causing goosebumps to erupt on my skin. I see him smirk at my reaction, but he quickly schools his features. Vrid pumps his cock in his hand then lines up with my entrance.

      With practiced slowness, Vrid enters me. My pussy is already sore from all the fucking, but it still feels good. Vrid moves in and out of me at a steady pace and uses a thumb to flick my swollen clit. I mewl as another orgasm flares up. My clit comes back to life as Vrid plays with it while increasing his speed.

      My pussy grips his cock, milking him as a wave of heat pours over my skin. “Oh fuck!” I cry out, when Vrid bites his wrist, adding his blood to my chest. My breathing quickens and he flicks my clit once more, then I see stars. My screams of ecstasy, my cries of glory, echo in my ears as Vrid’s cum spills inside me.

      My body shakes in aftershocks, tremors racking me, exhaustion pulling at my tired eyes. But I know I have one more.

      Vrid slips out of me and Kronk steps between my legs, the leader of Klan Marix. His dark eyes feed on my body, his expression feral and untamed as he pulls his cock from his pants.

      It’s fucking massive.

      Veins swirl down his impressive length, and I lick my lips, wanting to taste them. Kronk follows the movement as he lines his massive, thick, veined cock up with my pussy.

      With one ruthless thrust, Kronk impales me on his entire length, making me cry out. He holds still inside me, letting me adjust to his size, before he begins to move. As he fucks me, he rips off one of the nipple clamps, and I scream as the blood rushes back to it, making it burn. He rubs the sore bud with a thumb then grips the other one.

      “No, no, no,” I beg, before he tears the other off. I howl in pain as he rubs it, the blood rushing back, causing agony. But I soon forget the pain as Kronk’s massive cock stretches my pussy, filling me completely. Kronk grips my ass as he begins to move faster. Sweat pours off my body as he extends his claws, digging into my skin to enhance his grip.

      “Are—you ready—to accept your role—in our Klan?” Kronk whispers. I lock eyes with him and give an almost imperceptible nod. His eyes glint with fire and he lets out a deep growl that vibrates my core, bringing another orgasm roaring to life inside me. He continues to growl in deep tones as he sinks inside me over and over.

      Sweat coats his brow as he brings his wrist to his mouth and bites. The smell of his blood is euphoric, sending me over the edge as it coats my chest. I cry out as a fifth orgasm sweeps through me, tingling every nerve ending, igniting my whole body as if I was on fire. My screams are soundless since my voice has gone hoarse long ago. My eyes roll back inside my head as my toes curl while his blood trails down my tits.

      Nothing else exists right now but Kronk and me. He drags a claw down my chest, mixing my own blood with the Klan’s. The world falls silent and my vision goes dark as I bond with Klan Marix. I feel mouths sucking on my skin, fangs digging into my body, drinking my blood. I can hear their voices inside my head, welcoming me to the Klan, devoting their lives to protecting me, because from this point forward...I. Am. Theirs.

      Emotions flood me, love, fear, anger, and sorrow, as their blood flows through me and mine through them. And when I can’t take it for another second, Kronk finally finds his release, and spills his cum inside me. Tears flow down my face as they drink from my body.

      Consuming me.

      Our spirits join on a level I can’t even begin to understand. Sounds start to filter back to my ears, but they are muffled, like hearing them through a tunnel.

      Kronk’s cock slips out of my body, and I can feel the cum from my Klan leaking out of me. Kronk says something to the crowd, to the board, about taming the famous Carmen. I feel someone smearing the cum from my pussy all over my body. Hands rub it into my belly and my tits, as another smears it all over my swollen lips. But the sounds quickly fade, and my world grows silent as I pass out into darkness. The last thought on my mind is that I hope we convinced the board to let me stay with them.

      My Klan.
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      The first thing I notice is the soreness between my thighs, the deep ache of being well used. The next is the twinging of my sore nipples, which are rubbing against something soft and slightly cool. My whole body is tender, but in the best way. I rack my mind, trying to remember what happened...was I at another frat party again? Then it all comes back.

      Klan.

      Vultana.

      Hell yes, that was hot as hell. I even liked being dominated. The mix of pain and pleasure and all those alien eyes on me turned me on so badly. Even now, just thinking about it, has me shivering in need again. Relinquishing some control did chafe me, but knowing we needed to put on an act allowed me to accept it. I just hope my mates don’t expect a submissive mate all the time, because they have another thing coming. And what was that mention of a collar?

      There’s no way in fucking hell I’ll ever allow that again.

      I reach up now, feeling for one, but soon realise my neck is bare, thank fuck. I’m down for toys, dressing up, and collars during hot, kinky sex with my mates, but I’m not wearing one like a fucking dog all day every day. I think this is going to be a learning curve for my mates and the Totiv of this city as well. I’m happy to be the person who teaches them that not all human females are meek and easily tamed.

      I’m Carmen, fucker of frat boys, Harvest House escapee, and now mate to the most dangerous Klan in this city.

      Blinking open my eyes, I let them adjust to the slightly darkened room. I’m back in the large bed in the...didn’t they call it the sarflyn? The bed is just as big as I remember. I look around, expecting to find at least one of my mates, but I’m all alone. Where the fuck is my Klan? I was hoping to wake them up with a nice fucking claiming like they did to me. Show them exactly what I think about their cocks, mouths, and hands. They claimed me for all to see, now it’s time I claimed them and show them exactly all the skills I know.

      Stretching beneath the sheet someone has covered me in, I realise I’m naked. Kinky bastards. If they want me naked, all they had to do was ask. I take note of the pain in my wrists and shoulders, the ache between my legs reminding me of the pounding I received.

      So. Fucking. Hot.

      Sitting up, I let the sheet pool in my lap. My nipples tighten when the cool air hits them, sending an aftershock of both pain and pleasure through my body in a shiver.

      We’ll be trying those clamps again, both on me and them.

      Slipping from the huge bed, I pad on silent feet to the bathroom and quickly relieve myself. After that, I decide to see if any of my mates are awake. Opening the door to the sarflyn, I saunter around the house, not bothering to put on any clothes. I glance out the large windows and see it’s pitch-black outside. Everyone is obviously still asleep, so I head down the stairs and grab a quick drink, filling a glass with water before going back to the room.

      I did hope they would be there when I woke up. Now that we’re a Klan, we should sleep together, Kronk and all. I want their bodies and their skin against mine as I sleep, ready for whenever I feel like jumping them—which I’m betting will be often.

      As I pass through the living area, a shiver goes through me. Not one of fear or cold, but something else. I feel eyes moving over my body, tracing my skin and curves, and I know exactly which one of my mates it is.

      The sneaky little bastard, the one who likes to watch.

      Xal.

      His name sends a rush of pleasure through my body, remembering exactly how well he fucked me. Jesus, he was like a wild animal. My pussy clenches at the reminder as wetness gathers in my center.

      He wants to watch, so I’ll make sure to give him a show.

      Putting an extra sway in my steps, I head back upstairs, giving him a clear view of my pussy and ass. I’m hoping he’ll be inside one of them soon. I don’t hear anything, more a shifting of air behind me that lets me know he’s still there.

      “Are you going to just watch? Because I’m going to bathe, so feel free to join me,” I whisper teasingly, before sipping my drink and sauntering back to my room, leaving the door open.
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      I follow silently behind our little mate. The vixen twists her hips enticingly as she enters the bedroom. Carmen left the door open, inviting me inside, so I trail behind her, her ass swaying as she saunters into the bathroom. Steam is already curling around the room and my mate is bent over the tub, testing the water when I enter.

      Her pert little ass is up in the air for all to see, showing me the shadow of her tight pussy, making my cock painfully hard. My tail lashes the floor, and my horns and eyes darken to midnight at the display she is putting on for me.

      She likes me watching.

      The thought has me leaning back against the wall as I run my eyes all over her body, remembering the way she screamed for me as I took her in front of everyone. Letting them see that she is mine, letting them hear her screams of pleasure. Their envious stares spurred me on like nothing else, and the horny eyes of my Klan watching me fuck our mate made me explode before I meant to.

      She is ours.

      Ours to touch, taste, fuck...to do with whatever we want, whenever we want. And I plan to. Nothing and no one will stand in my way, and I know she wants me as much as I want her.

      She places her drink on the floor in reach of the tub, before bending over and spreading her legs, making sure to give me a clear shot of her still raw, pink, wet pussy. I should let her rest, let her heal. Our claiming had been rough, so we agreed to sleep alone, knowing if any of us woke up next to her, we would end up taking her again.

      What fools we were to think our mate would allow that. What she wants, she takes, and right now she’s seducing me, claiming me like I did her. Straightening again, she holds the edge of the large tub as she climbs in, sinking into the belly high water with a hiss of pleasure. She ducks under, slicking back her hair, before she looks at me with a knowing smirk. Her eyes trace down my body like I did hers, noting my nakedness. I had been in bed, but not asleep, when I heard her tiny little footsteps. She had stopped outside my room, and like a fool, I had followed after her, helpless when it comes to our mate.

      “Touch yourself, I want to watch,” she orders, tilting her head against the edge of the tub and observing me curiously. The water should be helping her heal, it does have restorative properties that her planet does not. Although a sting from Vrid’s tail would also do the trick. The blood we rubbed into her skin during the Vultana, which is now flaking off into the bath as she settles in the water, will also help her heal.

      “You don’t want me to touch you?” I ask, surprised. My rough voice makes her smile and her eyes light up the same way ours would darken. I don’t talk as much as my Klan mates, I don’t feel the need to. Silence can be a strength. I only talk when it’s necessary, but for my mate, I will.

      “Not yet, I want to see you touch yourself. Show me what you like,” she purrs, her eyes watching me intently.

      “Why do you want to watch me?” I inquire slowly, my tail jerking at the thought as my cock bounces against my stomach, making her grin even wider.

      “You watched me, it only seems fair.” She props her head on her hand and waits, just staring into my eyes as I stare into hers. I try to gauge her reaction, see what turns her on...I’ve heard a lot about humans, but ours seems different. More...demanding, in control, sure of herself. Where other human females are meek and timid, ours is proud and bold. I find myself liking it. So much so that I do as she orders.

      Tracing my hand down my stomach, I grasp my cock, wrapping my hand around it and tugging at it a few times. Her small, pink tongue darts out and wets her lips, making me growl as my tail dances next to me. The urge to stick it into her mouth and let her taste it fills me with desire. I wonder how she will react to our tails. They come in useful in battle, but also for our mates. Some humans are scared of them. I have heard some don’t let their mates touch them with their tails or show them what they can do.

      Carmen seems interested, really interested. Her eyes flicker to it, watching it move as I slowly fuck my own hand, imagining it’s her tight little pussy gripping me again. “What can you do with it?” she asks curiously, looking at my tail to show me what she is inquiring about.

      Never good with words, I go for the simplest option. “Would you like to see?”

      She nods straight away. “Fuck yes, show me,” she purrs.

      Releasing my cock, I step closer and she moves back on her knees in the water, giving me room to enter the tub with her. The water reaches my thighs where I stand as she kneels in front of me, the liquid lapping at her heavy breasts, the tight little buds at the ends begging for my mouth.

      “Don’t scream, or they will barge in here and ruin our fun,” I warn, my voice raspy from so much talking in a small space of time.

      She grins up at me then. “I’ll only scream if you make me, think you’re up to the job?” she teases, leaning forward and licking the head of my cock, causing my hips to jerk, before sitting back and batting her eyelashes at me like nothing happened.

      Slowly bringing my tail forward, I let her reach out and stroke it like you would a cock, making me growl in the back of my throat. She watches my reaction, noting it, and does it again. I yank it away, remembering what I was doing, before I throw my plan to the wind and bend her over the tub ledge and fuck her with it.

      “Open your mouth,” I growl.

      She winks. “Now we’re talking.” She opens her mouth wide, blinking up at me.

      Slipping my tail slightly inside her mouth, I let her get used to it, and when she closes her mouth around the tip, licking around the end, I growl again, reaching down and burying my hands in her hair. I know when she tastes it, my venom leaving the end. She groans around me, her eyes closing in bliss as she laps at the liquid. Pulling back, I take my tail from her, not wanting her to have too much until her system is used to it.

      In battle, my sting can be used to disable and even kill enemies, but for my mate? It does something even better. It enhances everything she feels, and every touch, every inch of pleasure is magnified. It will make sex more intense for her, ensuring the best chances of reproducing with her mates.

      Her eyes blink open, her lips parting on a pant. “What is that?” she queries, her chest heaving as she grabs at my thighs, tugging me towards her with a needy moan. “Xal, please,” she begs.

      Dropping to my knees in front of her, I push her back with my hand in the center of her chest until she drops into the seat just below the water. Leaning my head down, I cover her lips with mine, tasting my venom on her tongue as she slips it into my mouth. She licks at my fangs, making me groan and grab her.

      Yanking my mouth away, I drag the tip of my fangs down the side of her throat. She arches into me and a loud moan escapes her lips from the slight touch. Her eyes are glazed in pleasure from my sting and my mouth. Watching her, I trace my tail down the valley between her breasts and across her stomach to her pussy. Once there, I stroke it down her folds and back up again, lightly, teasingly, showing her exactly what our tails are capable of.

      “If you don’t fuck me, I’ll fuck myself,” she snaps. I grin slightly and flick my tail against her clit, again and again, making her mewl and writhe beneath me.

      “Xal!” she yells, her eyes blown wide and her lips slack with pleasure as her release flows through her. Licking my lips, I trace down her pussy with my tail, gathering her release on the tip and bringing it to my mouth...I can’t help but growl as the sweet taste of my mate coats my tongue.

      She gasps when I suddenly dive under the water, grabbing her thighs and throwing them over my shoulders. I’m cautious not to impale her soft skin with my horns as I lap at her pussy, obsessed with the taste of her. I would eat her all the time if I could.

      She tugs on my horns, pulling me against her center, and she screams, pushing against my face, undulating against me as she comes again. Pushing up from the water, I slip between her thighs, but she surprises me by tackling me.

      We splash back into the water, my arms going around her as she grabs my cock, lines it up, and slams down on top of me. She moans at the feeling, throwing her head back as water streams down her breasts and stomach while she starts to ride me, pulling herself up before dropping back down.

      “Mine,” I growl, grabbing her hips and helping her bounce as my tail moves between us and lashes at her clit, sending her into another orgasm. Her pussy milks me, clamping down, making me growl as I grip her and throw her against the side of the tub.

      She hisses out a breath as I flip her, yank on her hips, and drag her ass into the air before slamming back home from behind. Her fingers grip the edge of the tub as I fuck her hard, pummeling into her pussy, letting go of my control as I give her everything. My mate can take it, and if the sounds she is making are anything to go by, she more than loves it—she needs it. She pushes back into me, meeting my wild thrusts, chanting my name over and over again until I smack her ass hard, making her scream. So I do it again and again, loving the way her pussy tightens around me with each stinging hit and the redness of her cheeks.

      All it takes is one more smack and she comes again, clamping on me and sending me over the edge as I power into her, filling her with my cum as I roar.

      Once we are both spent, I lean over her back, placing a gentle kiss between her shoulder blades, making her shiver against me. Slipping my still hard cock from her body, I pull her back with me so I’m on the seat and she is floating in the water with me holding her. She hums in satisfaction, making me happy.

      “Holy fuck, we are doing that again,” she exclaims with a laugh, making me grin as I stroke her hair, holding her to me as she floats in the water. I need to feed her soon and get her back to bed so she can sleep.

      I’m surprised the others haven’t come and to see what is happening, but by the noises and smells, I bet they know what we are doing in here. It sends pride through me as I smirk, imagining their jealousy.
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      After Xal’s and my midnight tryst, he kissed me goodnight, tucked me in, and went back to bed after explaining they made a pact to let me sleep alone for the night. He promised it would be the last time ever, so I slipped into a dreamless deep slumber, my body still shivering from the aftershocks of Xal’s tail’s talents. Knowing what his can do, I can’t help but wonder over the abilities of my other mates. I can’t wait to find out.

      Whether it’s being in a new place or because I’m alone, I find myself waking up just a mere hour later, feeling restless. I glance outside a window and see the suns have not yet risen. Getting to my feet, I use the toilet again before heading to the other doorway to find some clothes to wear. An evil plan comes to mind, one that’s sure to piss off my mates but going to be a hell of a good time for me.

      I’ve been here a few days now, and all I’ve seen is this house and the church type building, but I want to see it all. This will be my new home, I need to be comfortable here. So, like so many times before, I plan to sneak out.

      The rows and rows upon clothes have my eyes widening. They come in an array of colours, lengths, and shapes, but they are all dresses. What the fuck? Now, don’t get me wrong, I like a dress as much as the next girl, but when you’re sneaking out of an alien’s house into an alien city like some kind of weird human assassin, a frilly, pink, floor-length number isn’t going to cut it.

      Shaking my head, I search through the racks until I find some pants similar to those that my mates wear, but tight. I slip into them without bothering to put on underwear and search for a top. A skintight black lycra number is hiding with the pants, so I slip it over my head and tuck it into my trousers.

      Shoes, I need shoes.

      I ignore the death defying heels, since all they would be good for is a weapon...actually. I snap off one of the heels and add it to the pocket of my trousers—you never know when you’ll need a weapon. I grab the lace-up, black leather boots and slip into those as well, grinning at my outfit. I look badass.

      Leaving the wardrobe, I open my door, waiting with silent breaths to see if anyone comes to see what I’m doing. I must have worn Xal out, because he doesn’t come back and neither do the others. I tiptoe downstairs and past the living room, managing to make it out of the front door with none of my mates the wiser. Spinning to face the city still ablaze with lights, I take in a breath of fresh air, tasting freedom. Roars, chanting, and laughter drift to me, and a smile curls my lips.

      Fuck yes, time to explore.

      It doesn’t take me long to get lost. The streets branch from the middle of the city, filled with houses that all look the same. Above me, floating lights hover in the sky, illuminating the darkness of the alleys between abodes and the cobbled ground beneath my feet. I head in what I think is the direction of the central part, where I assume everyone is, hell, maybe there’s a bar. I could do with a drink.

      Turning randomly, I sing to myself under my breath as I try and follow the sound of the aliens in the distance, hoping my mates won’t punish me too much for this...or hell, maybe they will. It would be fun, maybe I’ll make a habit of sneaking out just to get punished. That thought spurs me on and I speed up, drawn now by the heavenly scent of roasting food and herbs.

      I can tell when I’m starting to get closer to the hustle and bustle, the buildings are taller, the lights brighter, and the sounds louder. I even hear music drifting down the streets, making me grin as I head in that direction.

      I turn right down the side of the buildings and into another open street, but this one has a different feel. More shadows, less light...and an eerie vibe which has me hesitating. Almost. I’m sure it’s just the unease of an unfamiliar place getting to me, but I won’t allow it to get in the way of some fun. Before I change my mind, I throw my shoulders back and saunter down the middle of the street, making sure to stay in the light.

      I can feel eyes on me again, but this time I get the very sure feeling they aren’t friendly. Stopping in the middle of the empty street, I search the dark shadows resting in the places untouched by the light from above, my eyes catching on a particularly dark section. As if waiting for me to look, a shape of a man, an alien man, emerges from its depths, tossing away the shadows like a coat to unveil himself.

      What a dramatic ass bitch.

      His skin is purple, like my aliens’, but his horns are short and stubby. His face is scarred with one eye missing. He’s shorter than my mates. In a human, I would call him almost fat, but that isn’t right, I can see it’s muscle. He’s stocky and covered from head to toe in weapons like some fucked up alien version of Blade.

      “Where is your Klan, female?” he hisses.

      “Up your ass, motherfucker,” I fire back with a taunting smile, shooting him the finger to get the message across.
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      Something isn’t right.

      I know it in my bones as I toss the covers off my body and rush to the sarflyn where Carmen should be. Seems I’m not the first one to feel something is off. I see Kronk already there, tearing the place apart looking for her, even though it is clear she is not here.

      “Where is she?” he growls, his eyes locking on me with a feral look, as if I am to blame. I need to approach this carefully. An enraged Kronk is a killing Kronk.

      “I don’t know, but we will find her. Find her and kill anyone who’s laid a finger on our mate,” I reply slowly, appeasing both his and my need for bloodshed at the thought of another touching what is ours.

      Kronk nods and moves his gaze to the doorway, where Vrid and Xal stand with wide eyes and open jaws as they see the mess Kronk’s made.

      “What happened?” Vrid questions, taking a tentative step inside.

      “Carmen is gone.” I run my fingers through my hair. “Get dressed, we leave in two minutes.”

      I race back to my room, tossing on pants and a shirt, then I slip on the leather harness that holds my large narkket and bakket. I holster the weapons and shove my feet into a pair of boots, slipping a smaller pair of bakkets inside them. With my heart thumping, I race out of my room and jump off the balcony, not bothering with the stairs, and land stealthily in the front living room.

      Not wasting another second, I tear open the front door and head outside. It’s still dark out, our suns not yet risen. The moons shine in the sky, allowing just enough light for us to see by. Lifting my nose into the air, I sniff, inhaling the scents of the wind. Xal joins me, also trying to scent her in the air.

      “That way,” he growls, gesturing towards the city.

      “Vekk.” My mind spins. Why she thought it was a good idea to head out at night in an alien city is beyond me. And the fact she left alone angers me even more. We haven’t even placed her collar on her neck, claiming her as property of Klan Marix. Should another Klan come upon her, they might think she is unclaimed.

      Available.

      My blood surges with rage, thinking about another touching what’s mine.

      “Her ass is going to sting for days for this,” Kronk seethes behind me. “I’ll make sure she can’t sit for a week.”

      The thought of punishing my mate makes my cock throb, but I push down those thoughts. We need to find our mate first, since it seems we underestimated our little human. With a nod to Xal, he takes off, and we follow behind him, jogging through the network of private homes. He has always been better at scenting creatures, so tonight, he leads us.

      “We’re close,” Xal growls, picking up speed, so we do the same, almost blurring through the streets.

      I’ve barely broken a sweat when we see her, standing in a rogue ray of light shining down on her from the hovers in the sky. She looks like a fucking goddess in a tight black outfit that’s hugging her curves, with her long, dark hair flowing in the breeze. I nearly stumble from her beauty, but quickly right myself.

      As we draw near, my heart stutters. She’s being surrounded. While one male distracts her with a blade, others are creeping up from the dark shadows, ready to grab our mate, touch her, make her theirs if they can. Red-hot fury races through me, my eyes darkening to black and my horns following soon after.

      Vekk this.

      Pointing the end of my tail towards the guy about to reach her back, I fire my venom. It shoots out of the end and connects with the back of his head. His screams of agony echo between the buildings as he drops to his knees, frantically scraping at the back of his head, trying to get the venom off. I smile, knowing it’s chewing through his skin and will soon enter his bones.

      Stupid vekking idiot.

      No one dares to even think about my mate and gets to live.

      The other six Klan members, including Carmen, twist towards us, their eyes widening in surprise. The smell of fear permeates the air when they see who’s caught them.

      That’s right bitches.

      The blade wielding male takes the moment of surprise to lunge at Carmen, who had turned her back on him. She yelps as he yanks her back, presses her ass against his legs, and places the sharp end of his bakket against her throat.

      “Don’t vekking move,” he shouts, pressing the blade deeper into her skin. Carmen’s eyes widen in fear, but she clamps her mouth shut stubbornly. Reaching up, she grabs his arm, digging her human nails into his flesh. A growl releases from my throat when I smell her blood in the air.

      He cut her, nicked her.

      That alone spells his death.

      Kronk is beside me, shaking in anger. His eyes glaze over as the need to destroy overpowers his senses. I can sense Xal and Vrid just behind me, holding still as we decide our next move.

      We would never risk our mate, she is too fragile, even under all that bravado and attitude.

      The other Klan members close in on our mate, and I can see her eyes darting between them then back to us. I catch her gaze and try to send her my confidence, to let her know she will be okay. She gives an almost imperceptible nod, but I can see the worry on her face as her fingers turn white from trying to move the bakket from her neck.

      Her eyes flutter in thought. I can actually see her analysing the situation and discarding ideas until they settle. Her worry quickly melts, and she gives me a knowing look. Releasing her grip from him with one hand, she reaches into her pocket with a slowness I’ve only seen in other warriors. The other Klan mates are too busy touching her, exploring her body, to see what she’s doing. They think she is no threat, they are wrong.

      Rage almost blinds me as one of them gives her chest a squeeze, while another tries to slip his hand inside her tight pants, but she pays them no mind, almost ignoring them.

      “Your mate smells so good,” one of them purrs. “I wonder if she tastes as good as she smells.”

      “I say we find out,” another encourages.

      “Touch her again and you die,” Kronk threatens, his voice dropping an octave. I can feel his barely leashed wrath, and in a moment, that is going to snap and blood will rain from the skies.

      “Don’t make promises you can’t keep, Klan Marix, unless you want to see how much pressure it takes for my blade to sever her neck,” the one holding Carmen taunts. My fists clench and I struggle to regulate my breathing, to force myself to stay in control, when every cell in my body is screaming for me to destroy them.

      But I have to be patient or Carmen might wind up dead in the process.

      “Maybe we should make them watch as we fuck their mate,” a shorter one pipes up. “Force them to watch her take every inch of me inside her human cunt.”

      Xal’s breathing grows rapid behind me. I know neither he nor Kronk will be able to withstand the need to fight much longer, not with them taunting us like this. And the other Klan knows it.

      I take a breath, trying to distract them, when I hear Carmen shout, followed by the howls of the one-eyed male. He drops his blade and grabs at his leg as blood spills out in a gush. With the other Klan now distracted, Carmen is able to twist from their grip, ducking between them and into Vrid’s arms. With our mate now safe, we rush forward, attacking the bastard Klan.

      Pulling my narkket from my back, I slice the head off the one closest to me as Xal stabs another with his tail, paralysing him before beating his face with bloodied fists. Kronk grabs another with his tail, and pulls him towards his body before gripping the fucker’s head in his large hand and crushing his skull. Kronk then rips each limb from his form and tosses the mangled remains behind him as I turn to face off with a snarling male.

      I recognise his face, the scars slashed across his cheek. He ran away during battle in the Great War, leaving his fellow warriors to face an onslaught of aliens on their own.

      He is a coward.

      There is no greater form of disrespect.

      A sneer graces my features as I swirl my blades in tandem, just daring him to make a move. He slices at my face, but I easily bend my body back, almost parallel to the ground, as his blade whisks by my face. I’m good at this, used to this, after years of honing my skills. I’m light on my feet for as big as I am and dance out of the way with ease as he attacks me. I feign a yawn, blocking his advances with one arm while dodging his blade. Fury burns in his eyes when he realises he is outmatched.

      Vekking idiot.

      How dare he even think he could match up with Klan Marix.

      This fight has begun to bore me, so I swirl quickly, slicing his ugly vekking head clean off his body. It rolls over to where Carmen is huddled with Vrid. I worry I might have scared her, but she just looks at me and smiles, a flicker of bloodlust flashing in her eyes. As we watch, she straightens, throwing back her shoulders and lifting her head high—showing us how strong she is, how little she fears us.

      And fuck if that doesn’t turn me on.

      Xal and Kronk are battling the only members left as if they were younglings, so I advance on Carmen, needing to touch her. Taste her lips. I set my eyes on hers, but she flickers her gaze behind me, her light eyes widening.

      “Lookout!” she shouts, as she reaches into Vrid’s belt, lifts his bakket, and flings it over my shoulder. I hear the blade whistle by my ear and turn to follow its path. A squelch sounds as it impales the one-eyed male’s other eye, leaving him a no-eyed male.

      “Take that, fucker!” she yells, hopping up and down in her victory, thrusting her arms back and forth in a...dance? My breath catches at her beauty. Not only is she sexy as all fucking hell, with a naughty little mouth that makes my cock throb, but she also just made her first kill. In fact, she saved me from an attacker when I was too concerned about her to remain aware of my surroundings.

      She’s vekking perfection, balled up into a tiny human female.

      I feel my horns tighten as they darken, my cock throbbing in my pants as my need to take my little warrior becomes overwhelming. But before I can claim her mouth, she slips past us, grabs the knife from her victim’s eye, and attacks the remaining males.

      Vrid and I exchange a look as she stabs one’s back over and over. “How can we even expect to tame a wild animal?” Vrid muses with a grin.

      I smile back. “I don’t know, but I’m going to enjoy trying.”
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      “Take this, you handsy motherfucker!” I mutter breathlessly, plunging my stolen blade again and again into the back of my attacker as he spins and bucks, trying to get me off him. I hold on tight, wrapping my legs around him like a monkey. “Yes, bitch,” I yell, when he finally goes down to his knees, blood spewing from his many wounds like a juice carton with too many holes poked in it.

      Hopping off as gracefully as I can before he falls face down, I land on nimble feet in the middle of my Klan who are all gaping at me. How do you reset aliens? ‘Cause I think I’m going to need to. I know they are going to be pissed as hell once they get over their shock. To be fair, I didn’t think I would get caught sneaking out, but I’m thankful I did.

      I’m glad they were here to help me, protect me.

      Not that I’ll tell them that, no, the punishment I’m sure to receive for leaving without telling them will be too much fun. I almost shiver at the thought, my pussy turning wet. Grinning at them, I toss my stolen blade—which I’m keeping—in the air and try to catch it, but I misjudge and it lands on the ground sadly. My bottom lip pops out as I stare down at it before scooping it back up and grinning at them again. “Whoops, heavier than I thought,” I tell them, swinging it around like a baton as they watch. All of them stock-still, their mouths open.

      Still grinning, I saunter up to Kronk, uncaring about the blood coating him, and lean into his chest, using it for leverage as I press his mouth shut with a finger. “You’ll catch flies, big guy, then who will lick my pussy?” I taunt, or maybe I’m offering an invitation, I can’t even tell. I’ve discovered watching them fight is a massive turn on. I’d seen them do it on Forsaken mountain and now I’m fucking hooked. It’s like beauty or magic, so effortless, and the bloodshed they leave makes my panties wet and my nipples hard.

      I’m hoping one of them is mad or still so crazed with blood lust that they will throw me against the wall and fuck me like the bad girl I’ve been, but they seem to be going for the ‘I don’t know what the fuck to do’ look like most people have when it comes to me. Kronk rouses himself first, almost shaking it off as his eyes narrow, his tail lashing angrily behind him as he steps closer, towering over me.

      “You are in trouble, little one,” he growls menacingly, his eyes pitch-black, his horns almost vibrating with the sound. Shit, what would it feel like if he growled while he tongue fucked me? Amazing I bet, I need to remember to try it.

      I take a breath to answer when a glint out of the corner of my eye catches my attention, speeding through the air and heading straight for my enraged, unaware mate.

      Fuck that.

      Without thinking, I push my hand out in a stop gesture, like my determination alone will make it stop. Time slows down as it races closer. Kronk’s blood scented breath wafts over my face, his hands reaching for me as the object barrels closer until...thunk.

      White-hot agony sears through me as I blink past the tears blurring my vision and look down. Impaled in my hand is a knife. The tip is sticking through the meaty section of my palm, the handle resting snugly against the other side. Calmly, I lower my hand and look at Kronk. “You were saying?” I ask as he spins, hurling a knife back at the alien who threw it at us. The alien’s screams sound like music to my ears as it embeds in his eye.

      He collapses to his knees, howling as he reaches up with a shaking hand to assess the damage. My Klan, apart from Vrid who rushes to my side, bears down on him, their wide forms blocking the action. All I can hear are the alien’s agonising screams as body parts fly over their tall heads, blood splattering the ground. I crouch down, trying to peer between their legs as Vrid fusses with my hand. If his purple face could go pale, I think this is what it would look like. He panics for a moment before seeming to compose himself. Vrid gently lifts me to my feet and takes my hand, examining the blade as I glance up to see the rest of my Klan rushing back to me, worry written in each line of their hardened faces. Kronk’s nostrils flare like a bull’s as he throws his brothers out of the way to reach me, only when he does, he falters, not knowing where to touch me.

      “Heal her,” he screams at Vrid, as the others crowd around me, creating a protective circle. Ryx’s back lies against mine as he watches out for other threats, Xal meets my eyes with his own and I wink, making him smile slightly as he turns as well, surveying the other way for us.

      “I’m hungry, where can we eat?” I ask in the silence, and all eyes go to me again. “What? A girl can’t be hungry? Geez,” I mutter, as they gape at me once again.

      Vrid shakes his head, poking at the blade and making me hiss. “It’s through and through, no arterial or bone damage. The blade needs to be removed before I can heal you. It will be painful.” He looks up at me then with dread on his face at the thought of causing me any pain. So, me being me, not wanting to see them even more stressed, I tug my hand out of his and before they can protest, I grab the handle with my other hand and yank it out.

      I clamp my teeth shut at the pain, a hiss escaping anyway. “Fucking hell, that hurt worse than the first time I tried anal.”

      “Carmen!” Vrid protests, but it’s already too late. What’s done is done.

      “Little one!” Kronk snaps, and I just hold up the knife, still covered in my blood, with a pained grin covering my face.

      “Can I keep this?” I inquire sweetly, fluttering my lashes. “Does finders keepers work on this planet?”

      Vrid grabs my hand, covers the gaping hole where the blade was, and concentrates on it as I look at Kronk pleadingly. “Pretty please,” I say with a pout, and he finally grins.

      “Yes, you can keep it, little one,” he purrs, then starts to laugh, and before I know it all the others, apart from Vrid, have joined in. At least they aren’t angry anymore.

      A small pinch of pain in my hand has me glancing back down and then at my mate, seeing his tail retreating as his eyes stay locked on my wound. As we both watch, the muscle and skin knit back together, and in mere seconds my hand is as good as new. Not even a scab or a pink scar remains. He lets go of my hand, looking satisfied, and I lift it into the air, wiggling my fingers.

      “Now that’s handy,” I quip and look at him. “Get it? Handy?”

      They glance at each other with confused expressions. Wow, my humour is lost on them sometimes.

      “I really am hungry,” I reiterate, and Kronk snorts.

      A whining sound comes from beyond my circle of mates. Vrid stays by my side, his eyes turning outwards to search for threats as the others converge on the alien who made the noise. While they are focused on something other than me for once, I stick the knife in my belt. It’s mine now, I’m totally keeping it.

      My precious.

      I look back to see Xal dragging a blood-covered alien over to me. I recognise him as one of my attackers. He’s still alive, but he’s missing an arm. Kronk smashes his fist down onto the alien’s shoulder, causing the wounded male to shriek out in pain as he falls to his knees in front of me. My mates spread out behind him, a formidable wall of warriors. The blood on their bodies glistens in the moonlight and their dark eyes are fixed on me. Just the sight of them—pure muscle and strength—makes my pussy clench with excitement.

      “He’s yours, little one, you proved yourself worthy tonight and made your first kill, make your second and the bakket is yours to keep,” Kronk instructs, kicking the alien closer to me.

      “Really?” I ask, and they all nod. Ryx winks at me, Xal stares, and Vrid smiles encouragingly. “That’s so sweet, bringing me my attacker to kill, you guys really are romantics,” I coo, tearing up a little at their thoughtfulness.

      Kronk grins at me then, flashing fang. I pull the...bakket from my belt and eye the alien on his knees. I should say something, something cool and dangerous, but all that comes to mind is…

      “Eat shit, alien prick,” I yell dramatically, and then slice the bakket across the dude’s neck. I’m not used to these weapons, so I’m surprised when it decapitates the alien so easily. The head rolls off his shoulders and hits Vrid’s feet, who then kicks it away like a ball, causing it to splatter all over the wall.

      I gaze down at the blade in awe. “Cool,” I whisper, stroking the non-serrated edge lovingly. “I shall call you killer and I will get another and call it motherfucker, and together you will be motherfucker killer.”

      Putting the bakket back into my belt, I perk up as I stare at my mates. “Let’s eat!” I declare loudly, before my eyes land on what looks like an axe in Xal’s hand. Instead of the traditional two blades, it has four, like a clover, and they look deadly as hell.

      “Oh shit, can I have one of those?” I question, my eyes widening as I almost clap in glee.

      They laugh again as Kronk covers the distance between us and throws me over his shoulder, slapping my ass hard as he does and making me suck in a gasp. “Let’s eat some food, little one, then afterwards, maybe I will eat you.”
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      I prowl to the center of the city, following the smells of cooking food and sounds of other Totiv, my little mate still thrown over my shoulder and wiggling. I slap her ass again and she moans, the smell of her arousal growing stronger around me, making me growl. She stops trying to get down and instead explores my back with her hands. I shiver from her soft touch until suddenly, she drags her nails down my back, making my steps falter and causing me to growl again.

      Grabbing her waist, I drop her to the ground in front of me and the little human has the audacity to smile sweetly up at me. I narrow my eyes on her. “Behave, little one, or I will vekk you right here,” I warn. At that her eyes light up, her grin turning evil.

      “Will you?” she challenges all dreamily, making me rumble once more...but then she growls. More exactly, her stomach does, and she sighs. “Food first, then cock.” She nods to herself, counting out two fingers like a fucking checklist. Decision made, she skips forward, grabbing my left hand. She twines her fingers with mine, making me look down with a frown.

      “Come on, big guy, feed me,” she whines, tugging at my hand but not getting me to budge until Xal pushes me forward.

      “Our mate is hungry, let’s feed her,” Ryx declares.

      I’m still struggling to get over the touch, the softness of her tiny hand in mine. So trusting and caring...it’s foreign. She skips ahead, dragging me after her, swinging our joined arms as she goes without a care in the world as her mates gravitate around like she is the sun to our planet.

      Maybe she is.

      She doesn’t know her way, but we follow after her as she winds through the streets of Lorenthis until we come out into the bustling lotren. Even at this late hour, it’s filled with unmated Klans and the frews—human slaves—milling around a piten. Smells of food and drink emit from the piten, which stands to the left.

      Dozens of kilons dot along the street, the small hut-like structures selling food and wares. I place myself between her and the unmated males at the piten. The rest of her mates block her from the other side, back and front, protecting her always, not that she cares.

      She drinks in the sights and scents, her eyes wide as she files everything away for later. I take over, leading her to the kilons. I reluctantly release her hand, passing it to a silent Xal, and take his spot in the lead, my large stature hiding our tiny mate. The kilon owners cringe back in fear when they spot me barreling towards them.

      In fact, it nearly goes silent, every eye watching us in fear, hiding their gazes from us as best as they can, hoping not to draw our attention. A clear vibe of being unwelcome hits us—they fear what they don’t trust. Can’t say I blame them, considering our reputation. I wouldn’t want her sitting out here anyway, but the thought that our mate might not be welcome almost stops me for a moment.

      She should have everything she wants, so we will just have to ensure she does. While the others protect our mate, Vrid and I raid the kilons, the owners ducking or even running away as I pillage their goods, grabbing everything I can get my hands on. Once my arms—and Vrid’s—are full, I turn her back the way we came, ready to get her home.

      She is happy enough to follow us, skipping by my side once again as I pass her bits of food to nibble on as we walk. It takes us mere minutes to get home, and after placing my hand on the scanner to open the door, she races inside. Carmen heads straight to the sofa, flopping back on it as I pour my goods and various types of food around her. Vrid does the same until piles upon piles of food fills the couch, our tiny human almost lost at the center. She beams up at us and digs in, not asking what anything is, just biting first to see if she likes it. If she doesn’t, she pulls an adorable face, her nose scrunching up and her lips puckering before she passes it over to Xal who eats whatever she hands him. If she likes it, she makes a noise in the back of her throat, one that has my cock hard and my tail waving. I notice the others are in the same predicament and laugh.

      I make note of everything she does and doesn’t like so I know what to bring her next time. The others do the same, watching her with rapt attention, wanting to provide for our tiny mate as best as we can. She interrupts my cataloguing, sitting up and tilting her head towards us.

      “Why didn’t we eat there with everyone else?” she asks so sweetly, so innocently. As bloodthirsty, wild, and untamed our mate is, she does have her sweet moments.

      “We are used to eating alone,” Xal answers, surprising us all as he passes her more hreta, which seems to be her favourite. He sneaks it away from Ryx, who is hoarding it, and keeps passing it to Carmen, ignoring all our reactions over him speaking.

      “He’s right, little one, we are used to being locked up when we are not fighting. We ate, slept, and fought. This is all new to us and you are far too precious to flaunt in front of dozens of jealous eyes. We eat here.” I shrug at her and she nods like that makes sense.

      “We were locked up too, ya know, and it never stopped me. But I did get used to the four walls and the routine, it was hard to break, so I can understand that,” she murmurs, before going back to eating. Fury washes through me at the thought of her being locked up, even if the end result brought her to us.

      “Did you want to eat there?” Ryx inquires, snatching the hreta and holding it in his arms away from Xal.

      “No? I was just curious is all,” she tells him around a bite.

      “With us, little one, you are going to have to learn that no one likes us. They fear us, that doesn’t bode well for friendships. We keep to ourselves, our Klan is all we need,” I explain. She stops eating, leaning her head onto Xal’s shoulder to which he closes his eyes for a moment, before looking down at her with wonder on his face.

      “Fuck ‘em,” she states, then laughs as she grins at us. “I’m not afraid of you, like you said, we are all we need.”

      Her words are spoken with so much strength and confidence that I know she is telling the truth. She doesn’t fear us...what a strange concept. “Have you always known each other?” she asks, looking around.

      “Being born into warrior families, we were given to the kingret at a young age to train. Our families had no contact after that point, not all Klans are ran like this, just the warriors are. We were assigned to each other before the war, when we were younglings, we fought well together which made us a good Klan. What one lacks, the other makes up for. We fought our way up the ranks and now we are elite warriors,” Vrid elucidates patiently, as we all sit and watch her.

      A yawn takes over her face and she slumps farther down, so I grab the food and place it on the floor, letting her lie down. She kicks off her shoes before resting her head in Vrid’s lap, her legs in Xal’s with her toes touching Ryx, who wraps his tail around them to keep the small digits warm. As we watch, she pulls her bakket from her waist, curling around it like a youngling would a comforter, and goes to sleep.

      I force myself to stay awake, not wanting to be locked away, craving to watch our mate sleep. The last time I didn’t, she escaped and was almost hurt. She won’t be sleeping alone ever again…and then I realise…

      The little minx never got punished.
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      I carry her upstairs once the others go to sleep. Kronk is still awake, so I chain him up and he dozes pretty quickly after that. I drop her on the bed and she wakes up, her eyes flicking open and locking on mine, going from dead asleep to smouldering in the space of a heartbeat.

      “Xal?” she purrs, my name rolling over her tongue like a caress.

      I step closer, unable to help myself. I am drawn to her like a magnet, my eyes flickering over her prone body. “You are in trouble,” I tell her.

      “Am I?” she counters, tilting her head with a naughty grin. “Good, does that mean you’re going to punish me?”

      I blink slowly. “Would you like that?”

      “I’d fucking love that,” she groans, her legs parting invitingly as she runs her hand down her dark top to her leather-clad pussy, cupping it while fluttering her long lashes at me. “The thought has me wet already, so tell me, my little stalker, are you going to punish me for being a bad girl?”

      I grab her wrist hard, allowing her to feel my strength as I stare into her eyes. Adding a bit of fear, showing her how easily I could crush her bones will only heighten the experience. “Yes.”

      She shivers against the sheets, relaxing into my touch with a smirk on those lips. If she thinks she is going to get away with controlling this, then she has another thing coming. She is mine.

      My mate.

      MINE!

      And she was gone, under attack with none of us there. She could have been taken, or worse. For a moment, I had worried she was trying to get away, trying to reject us, but I should have never second-guessed our mate. Oh yes, our little mate will be punished for that. I tighten my hand slightly and she gasps, her lips parting and eyes dilating from the rough handling of her delicate human body. I can treat her like a fragile piece of glass or I can discipline her like the dirty, naughty little human she is. I know which I choose.

      I let go of her hand and grab the front of her shirt, tearing it in half, her chest lifting with the force, leaving her bare before my eyes. She moans, dropping back onto the bed, watching me, waiting for whatever I will do next. But it’s not fear I see in her eyes.

      It’s lust.

      I clutch her hands in one of mine and tie them together using the remains of the shirt, then slam them to the bed above her. “They do not move. Say, yes mate.”

      “Yes, mate,” she moans, writhing in the sheets as I step back and take in how fucking hot my little mate is once again, prolonging the pleasure for myself.

      My tail whips around me angrily, showing my aggression, and before she can even blink, I sting her stomach and pull back. She cries out, her legs twisting in the sheets as my venom takes hold, the pleasure overwhelming her. I sting her again, this time on the neck, and she screams, her back arching off the bed, her chest heaving before she drops back down, shivering now. I don’t worry about the rest of the Klan being concerned with her cries. We have implicit trust in each other.

      “Please, please, please,” she chants, pressing her legs together, rubbing them to get some relief.

      I snag one and pin it to the bed, stopping her movements. “Do not move,” I growl, my eyes darkening even further at the thought of having this wild creature under my control, “or I stop and I won’t let you come. Understood?”

      “Xal,” she moans, her voice breathy and filled with need.

      “No,” I snap, lashing her breasts with my tail. “You will do as I say, little mate.”

      A red line appears across her pale chest, the sight turning me on, making my cock jerk in my pants. So I do it again and again. She writhes after each stinging strike, her nipples pebbling as I hit them. Her voice cuts off, no doubt from the venom making the pain and pleasure too intense. I lean down then and trace my tongue across the red welts. “Are you going to be good and take your punishment?” I whisper against her skin, tasting the saltiness of her sweat. I look up to see more water leaking from her eyes as she watches me desperately.

      “Yes,” she whispers, her voice hoarse and cracking.

      “Yes, what?” I demand.

      Her eyes widen and I bite down on her nipple, making her scream in pleasure. “You should say, yes mate.”

      “Yes, mate!” she yells, as I suck her nipple into my mouth. I lash it with my tongue, scraping my fangs along the tip before letting go and moving away. “Good girl,” I praise, trailing my tail down her belly to her still covered pussy. She narrows her eyes on me, panting when a smile curves my lips.

      “Don’t you—” She cuts off as I rip away her trousers, leaving her bare before me, and then I sting her again.

      She almost wails. “It’s too much, God, it feels so good but it’s too much.”

      Pressing my hand to her pussy, I cup it, letting her rub herself against me. She lifts her hips, spreading her milky thighs open. She fucks herself against my hand, her pink cunt swelling as her desire flares, easily climbing to her peak with my venom inside her. But just when she is about to come, I pull away and give her pussy a sharp slap. “I told you not to move, little mate.” She groans, her head flopping back to the bed, and I let her calm down as I undress and watch her. “Spread those legs and do not vekking move.” When she is still once more, I dip a finger inside her, then another, and start fucking her with them.

      She gasps, arching into me and raising her hips to meet my fingers, but once again I pull away, leaving her empty. “Xal!” she yells, hammering her fists into the pillow above her.

      I replace them with my tongue, tracing along her wet cunt, my cock jerking at her taste. Noises leave her lips, a mixture of moans and demands as she presses her pussy against my face.

      “Yes! Fuck!”

      Lashing her little nub with my tongue, I slide three fingers into her again, stretching her. I curl them to drag along that sensitive bundle of nerves inside her. She mewls, her voice growing higher and higher, and I feel her cunt clamp. Seeing as this is a punishment, I pull out and sit back. The little human is so fucking turned on that as I watch, her wetness drips down her thighs and onto the bed.

      “You’re fucking mean,” she cries, her gorgeous body covered in sweat and shaking from being brought to the edge so many times, only for me to retreat. I flash my fangs at her as I stroke my cock, forcing her to watch, and despite her words she licks her lips at my display. Groaning, I thrust into my hand, pretending it’s her tight little hole, and soon I’m coming. I make sure to aim it across her chest and she whimpers when it covers her.

      Letting go of my still hard cock, I run my tail through the mess I made and trace it down to her pussy, dipping it inside her so I mix it with her cream. I have no intentions of allowing her to come yet, she hasn’t suffered enough. So instead of going deeper, I just shallowly fuck her, keeping her on the edge before pulling out again. She cries out in protest, her teeth chewing on her bottom lip. I ignore her tantrum and wait until she calms down again. Then I sneak my tail back up her quivering body, her eyes wanting and desperate as I cover my tail once again with my release. Then I flip her, smashing her face into the bedding, and grab her hips, yanking her perfect ass up into the air. My hands massage her cheeks before I part them and prod my tail at her pert little asshole. She pushes back, letting me in, and I stop when I am inside her, wiggling my tail slightly and making her claw at the bedding.

      “Xal, please,” she begs.

      “Will you sneak out again?” I demand, digging my claws into her hips. The scent of her blood hits the air, making my mouth water and my nostrils flare. I am on the edge of snapping and ravishing my mate, but I need her to admit what she did was wrong first.

      “Yes,” she cries, so I bring down my hand on her ass and she whines.

      “No, you won’t. We will come with you. They could have killed you or worse,” I growl and she stills. “Will you sneak out again?” I repeat, harder this time, my voice deepening.

      “I—” She takes too long, so I bring my hand down again in the same place and thrust my tail farther into her. She gasps, her ass clenching on my tail.

      “I repeat, will you sneak out again?” I rumble, my claws digging in deeper. These wounds will undoubtedly scar, but right now I am seeing red.

      “No! No!” she yells and then quiets. I think I’ve finally subdued my feisty little mate, but then she laughs and taunts me by saying, “You know I’ll just think of other ways to get into trouble.”

      I yank my tail out and flip her again. She squeals as she lands on her back and I hover over her on all fours like an animal, my claws ripping the bedding. Someone is growling, low and dangerous, and when she grins, I realise it’s me. “Mine.”

      “Yours,” she promises, her legs wrapping around my waist. “Now show me.”

      Growling, I sniff along her chest, smelling my release all over her. I’ve marked her, but it’s not enough. Lifting my left arm, I rip into it with my fangs, splashing blood across her breasts and body. I sit back on my haunches and rub it into her skin as she gasps and writhes. “Mine, smell like mine,” is all I say. I’m finding it hard to string together sentences with her beneath me, covered in my blood and cum.

      I grab her hips, lift them into the air, and slam my cock inside her in one smooth move. She screams, especially when I pull out and slam back in, not holding anything back. I fuck her full force, letting her know who she belongs to. My tail snakes along her thigh to her ass, dipping inside her hole when she lets it in, and her screams cut off as her eyes roll into the back of her head, noises leaving her mouth like a prayer.

      I fuck her harder, faster until I’m almost a blur, my claws cutting into her skin and then my fangs as I lean down and bite her shoulder, marking her for everyone to see. I taste her blood mixing with mine on her chest. It races through my body and heads straight to my balls. I roar as I come, filling her again and again. I know she is close herself, so I quickly pull out and stumble back, falling into the wall, breathing hard as her eyes open and lock on me in pleasure-filled confusion.

      “This is your punishment,” I growl. “You don’t get to come, no matter how much you need it, want it. You will lie here like a good mate covered in my blood and cum.”

      “You want to fucking bet?” she yells, her hand cupping her pussy. I race forward, realising she somehow slipped out of her bindings. This time, I tie them more securely with chain I hid in here when we first moved in. I wrap it around her legs and arms, binding her to the structure of the bed. Her limbs are splayed, unable to reach or rub anything. She’s helpless with nothing to do but writhe in her heightened, venom-filled senses, allowing her to feel every waft of air, and every drop of my blood and cum drying on her as I watch.

      My little mate will soon realise it is better to get into trouble with us than without us.

      “Have you finished yet? Because it’s our turn to show our mate what happens when she puts herself in danger,” Ryx calls smugly from the doorway. I heard them gather there not long ago, but they didn’t matter, only she did...does.

      “All yours,” I tell him, my blood lust calming so I am now able to hear and see clearly. She glares at us all from the bed, twisting and bucking, trying to get free.

      “Let me the fuck go!” she yells.

      Ryx steps up, massaging her ankles. “No.”

      She stills then, glaring up at him. “No?”

      “No, Resha, you vekked up. You will take your punishment with courage and dignity like a warrior.”

      “Oh yeah, what the fuck is dignified about this?” she shouts at him, tears of frustration leaking down her face while I lean against the wall and watch them.

      He traces up her quivering legs with his fingers, stopping at her hips. “You will learn there is beauty in losing, beauty in giving in. Not being the strongest is enough sometimes, it’s all about mental strength, mate.”

      With that, Ryx strips off his pants and yanks her down the bed. The chains follow after her, the slack in them tightening the farther he pulls, rattling as he slams inside her, making her arch up and moan. He isn’t gentle or slow, no, the usual teasing Klan member is showing her how furious he is. She is helpless, not something I would usually describe our mate as, but she is now, and it’s obvious she isn’t used to it.

      She kicks, she fights, either to draw him closer or push him away, with my venom still running through her, heightening her senses. Ryx grips her harder, grunting, his ass flexing, his tail tickling at her legs. I watch her closely for signs of her climax, and when I see it, I let him know. “She is close.”

      He groans and speeds up, grunting as he fills her with his own release, and then just as quickly he steps back, flopping to the floor exhausted. She screams again, words spilling from her lips that I don’t understand. We let her cool down, her body slumping into the bed as involuntary twitches pulse through her muscles.

      Vrid checks her over while we wait, and when he is sure she is not on the verge of coming, he grabs her, flips her, and drags her ass into the air, the chains twisting around her hands. He pushes into her slowly, pulling back out and doing it again. His thrusts gradually picking up speed, each one punishing.

      “Never again,” he growls.

      “Please, please, Vrid,” she begs, thinking he will give in. She couldn’t be more wrong.

      “Ours!” he growls, and leans down, biting into his arm like I did, and coating her back in blood. When it touches her skin, she bows inwards, releasing a scream so loud it shakes the room.

      He hammers into her then, so fast we have trouble tracking him until he groans, filling her too. He falls to the side of the bed, flopping there as she collapses onto her front, crying for real. Good. She needs to understand what it means to disobey her Klan, her mates. I press the drink to her lips and she sips at it, her body once again coming back down from the high.

      I release Kronk when it’s his turn. He’s holding himself back by gripping the wall, leaving claw marks behind. He is the most likely to lose control, so we all watch him carefully as he steps up to the edge of the mattress and stares down at our little mate. He kicks Vrid off the bed and turns her to face him. Even she watches him warily. Over the last couple of hours, she has settled into accepting her punishment, which is good progress. If not, we would have to prove to her why she will accept it, or the punishment will never stop. He doesn’t bother with foreplay, just thrusts into her tight little pussy making her cry out again.

      She was wrong to sneak out, but we should have been more alert, expecting something like this. We made a mistake as well, we will learn, as will she.

      “Big guy—” She starts, but he covers her mouth with his hand.

      He ignores her, teasing her body. He bites at her side, leaving a mark in her flesh as he fucks her then suddenly stops, pulling away completely, breathing heavily. He does this again and again, her flesh covered in our marks, blood, and cum. Just when she is close to coming, he pulls out and watches as she begs and cries, realising fighting will do nothing.

      “Kronk,” she whispers, her voice a plea, her eyes round and telling us...everything. “I promise I won’t sneak out again. Please, big guy.”

      We all turn to him as he prowls at the end of the bed. It’s already clear she’s his weakness and faced with her appeals he finally gives in. He slips back inside her, making them both groan, and this time...this time he lets her come.

      And come.

      She howls in pleasure, releasing screams of ecstasy as endless cycles of euphoria course through her, locking her in place as it consumes her. The venom is doing its job, taking her to heights of pleasure she’s never experienced before. When he finishes with a roar and slumps on her, they remain joined together. We don’t let her wash up, but we do untie her and massage her wrists and ankles.

      Carmen half asleep the entire time, her body succumbing to exhaustion and pleasure. As she falls to sleep a smile curls up at her lips. We all curl up around her then, each touching some part of her body to assure ourselves that she is here and that she is ours, for all time.
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      Our little mate slept for a whole day after her punishment session, curled up with one of us always next to her. I’ve never been so turned on in my vekking life as I was then, watching her body shaking, her pouty lips crying out as we all brought her to the edge of ecstasy over and over again. Her body covered in our blood and cum...

      It was vekking hot.

      Several hours later, I dismissed my Klan mates and took her sleeping form into a bath. I washed her up, cleaning our cum and blood off her milky skin, then I injected her with the venom from my tail. Luckily, she was too deep into her sleep cycle to awake from the sting.

      Unlike Xal’s venom, mine has the ability to heal. Before my eyes, her ragged skin, torn from our claws, wove itself back together without even the hint of a scar remaining. I have mixed feelings about that. I’d love to see her body remain marked by our claws, but at the same time it’s ingrained in me to heal those I care for.

      I pulled her from the bath and dried her perfect body with a soft towel. Carmen opened her beautiful eyes, mumbled something unintelligible at me, then nuzzled into my chest before falling back asleep. My heart slammed against my chest at that small show of trust and...dare I say love? Something we are lacking within our Klan. All we have ever known is hardness and war, and my mate is the complete opposite of all of that. As warriors, we are taken from our families while still younglings and brought up learning how to fight, to defend ourselves, instead of studying the usual science and mathematics other Totiv learn. We were taught to be hard, tough. Love was a foreign concept…

      Until our little mate.

      I carried her back to my room for a good night’s rest which brings me to where I am now...still in my vekking bed. Sure, I’ve gotten up a few times to grab a snack from my nightstand or to relieve myself, but I’ve stayed by her side through most of her recovery. I’m almost physically unable to leave her side for long, like a pull is always yanking me back to her. But I don’t mind. Lying next to Carmen is a gift, one I don’t take for granted.

      I peel back the sheets and find myself scowling when I don’t see the stripes across her tits from Xal’s tail. But a smirk quickly replaces it, knowing our little mate will be naughty again. And I look forward to punishing her once more when she does.

      Deciding I’m done lying in this vekking bed for another moment, I slowly trace my finger along the delicate skin around her neck, imagining how sexy she’s going to look once we collar her. Then I circle into that hollow between her collarbones with my finger, playing with the soft skin where her charm will rest, indicating she belongs to Klan Marix.

      “Wake up, little mate.” I keep my voice soft, not wanting to startle her. Carmen slits one eye open and raises her arms over head, stretching out her perfect body. The movement pushes her chest up towards my face, tempting me. I can’t vekking help myself as I lower my mouth to her nipple and take it between my lips. She grips my horn, holding me against her as I swirl my tongue around the hard tip and my cock springs to life.

      I skim along the bud with my teeth, pulling a sexy gasp from her lips. I do it again, loving the way her hips raise off the bed, the way her tiny hand squeezes my horn. The scent of her arousal hits me next as I work her nipple, biting and pulling, sucking and teasing.

      Vekk, I need to taste my mate.

      “Vrid,” she moans, as I slip down her body, kissing and licking my way between her legs, which she eagerly opens wide for me.

      Carmen tweaks her nipples as I spread her pussy lips with my fingers, watching me intently with her green eyes. My tail flicks happily behind me as I extend my tongue and lick her tiny clit. She jumps at the contact, gasping and licking her plump lips. I love that I can pull that kind of reaction out of her, so I decide to tease her a bit more.

      With my tongue, I swirl around her clit, over and over, not quite touching where she needs me to, teasing her the way she torments me all the time with this sweet little body.

      “Fuck,” she cries out, her hips bucking, trying to put my tongue where she wants it.

      “Mmm,” I groan into her perfect, pink pussy, before flicking my tongue over the swollen bud.

      “Fuck yes!” Her words come out raspy and I work her clit harder, rubbing along the nub with the soft side of my tongue. Carmen’s hands leave her tits and they both grip on to my horns, making me almost vekking purr. It feels so vekking good when she squeezes them.

      I feast on the heaven between her legs, gliding my hands up her sides to her tits. I give them a firm squeeze then take her nipples between my fingers, plucking them as I devour her.

      “Vrid. I-I’m gonna—Ahh!” Carmen’s body trembles as she comes on my face, her cream tasting like the sweetest dessert on my tongue. I keep licking until her hips stop moving and she drops my horns.

      Fuck, I’ve never tasted anything more amazing in my life than my mate. I could spread her cream on toast and eat it for breakfast, or add it to my mylenum for an extra kick. Knowing I get to do this for the rest of my life brings a smile to my face.

      “Now that’s how I want to wake up every day. Think you can do that for me, Vrid?” Carmen requests sweetly, batting her black lashes at me.

      I sit up, slowly licking her essence from my lips while she watches with a heated gaze.

      “If you can be a good girl for a change, I think I can arrange for more orgasmic wake up calls.” I waggle my eyebrows at her, and she tosses a pillow at me. “Hey now!” I feign being wounded and fall back onto the bed. “That’s not gonna win me over, Resha.”

      She laughs and sits up. Shivering, she pulls the sheets up and around her shoulders.

      “What does Resha mean anyway?” she questions.

      “It is the human equivalent to beautiful.” Her cheeks heat and she bites her lip. I think that’s what humans call blushing, and it makes her even prettier than I thought possible.

      “Yeah, I know I’m hot,” she teases, pretending like my words didn’t affect her when I know they did. I could call her out on it, but I don’t want to hurt her pride, so I let it go.

      “That you are, Resha.” I stand up and head over to the closet. After rummaging through some sexy dresses I wouldn’t mind seeing hugging her curves, I pull out one of my plush, black robes and walk over to the bed. Even though we all stole some clothes from her wardrobe and placed them in ours just in case she ended up in our rooms—let’s face it, she was always going to—I still grab my own robe. I hold it open for her and say, “Come on, let’s warm you up and head downstairs. You must be starving.”

      She swings her legs over the side of the bed and tosses the sheets behind her. Her tits jiggle as she slips off the mattress and onto the floor. I have to will my cock not to explode in my pants at the sight.

      Carmen must see my struggle, since she smirks up at me before turning and allowing me to drape her body in the robe. She spins to face me and I tie the belt together. Since the garment was made for me—a large Totiv warrior—the top doesn’t close all the way, leaving her ample cleavage exposed. I chalk it up as a win for me and take her hand, guiding her out the door, down the stairs, and into the kitchen. Ryx is already in there.

      “Good morning, Resha,” he coos, sauntering over to us. “You look good enough to eat.”

      “Good morning, Ryx.” My Klan mate leans down and places a kiss on Carmen’s forehead. I watch Carmen’s reaction to the gesture. A smile graces her face and her little shoulders scrunch up. I think she likes it.

      “You want one too?” Ryx asks me with a grin.

      “Vekk off, Ryx,” I tease. “I’ve already had my kiss today, except the lips I kissed weren’t on her face.” Ryx’s smile falters as mine grows. “Got anything else to say, smartass?”

      Carmen laughs as Ryx storms off.

      “Don’t worry about him, Resha, he’s sensitive.” I offer her a smile and tug her to the pot of brewing mylenum on the far counter.

      She inhales the fumes and exhales audibly. “Is that what I think it is?”

      “Mm-hmm. Whoever wakes up first makes the pot for the rest of us.” I reach up and take two cups down from the cabinet. “Care for a mug?”

      “Fuck yes I would.” Carmen practically pulls my arm off to get to her cup, but I beat her to the pot. “What about ladies first and all that shit?” she whines, as I pour myself a glass first.

      “I thought the saying was age before beauty?” I quip.

      She scowls as I take my time, but her face quickly brightens when I hand her my full, steaming mug.

      “Thanks,” she chirps cheerfully, jumping up to place a quick kiss on my lips.

      “You are welcome, Carmen.” And I mean it. I’d give my mate the world if I could, much less a cup of mylenum. I follow her to the plush couches, but before she can sit, I pluck her cup from her hands, scoop her up, and settle down with her in my lap. It’s like my body craves her and I need to be as close to her as possible at all times. Call it protective instinct, call it desire, but I can’t quench the necessity to constantly touch my mate.

      “So there are some things I wish to discuss with you,” I start.

      “Oh? Like what?” Carmen takes a sip of her drink and waits for me to begin.

      “Well, for starters, now that you have been claimed as mate to Klan Marix, we must bestow upon you our insignia, which allows the other Klans, and the Drykken for that matter, to know who you belong to.”

      “What are the Drykken?” she questions, with a raised brow.

      “They are the outcasts of our society. Those that have done wrong by their own Klans and been exiled.” I take a sip of my drink then continue, “Others are members of Klans that are no longer whole, usually from a dishonourable consequence. For we are all warriors here in Lorenthis, and there is a code to which we must adhere. If one of us were to break that code, there would be zero tolerance. We would be rejected from society, a castaway.”

      She takes a sip and ponders what I said. I twirl a strand of her dark hair around my finger. “So, do they live in Lorenthis as well?”

      “No, Resha. While some unmated Klans do live in the city, the Drykken have been banished from inside these walls. They live in the outskirts of town, deep in the forests surrounding Lorenthis. But that does not mean they don’t try and find their way back in. They are always watching, hunting…”

      “What are they hunting for?” Carmen’s voice grows soft and I can tell I’ve made her nervous.

      Good.

      Maybe by knowing what is out there, she’ll think twice again before leaving on her own next time.

      “You, Carmen, or others like you.” She stills on my lap and I can hear her pulse speeding up. “They want females like you, Carmen. Only they do not wish to belong to you as we do. They want to enslave you. Use you. You’d be nothing more than a slave to boss around, a hole to fuck at their every whim.” Her face pales and her eyes widen. “That is why we were so upset when you ran off without us. There’s a lot of good in this city, but where there is light, there must also be dark. And the things that lurk in the dark here on Oxious are more sinister than you can imagine.”

      She audibly gulps and licks her lips. I can sense her unease, but she quickly feigns confidence as only my little mate can. “I’m not worried. I took on a Klan of alien fucks before. I can do it again. Besides, I’m generally safe in the city, right?”

      “Yes and no.” I rub my hand up and down her spine and take a sip of my drink. “You see, unmated Klans can steal the mate of another and keep her for their own. We can also be challenged to fight for the right to keep you. Should we lose that fight, you would no longer be ours.” My heart breaks at the thought of losing Carmen, then anger replaces it, thinking of another’s hands on her. “We are warriors, as I said, and if another Klan were smarter than us, able to outwit us, or beat us in battle, then the rule is they are more deserving of you than we would be.”

      “Oh fuck,” she whispers, cradling her head in her hands. “I didn’t realise that.”

      “No, you ran off before we had a chance to tell you,” I scold with a chuckle. “Such a naughty little thing.”

      “I just can’t help it,” she admits with a shrug. “It’s imbedded in my DNA to run, to want to be free, and to do whatever I need to do to make sure that happens.”

      “And you can, but next time allow us to take you to the fighting arena where you can run around to your little warrior heart’s content.”

      I think I’ve finally gotten to her, but then she says, “Maybe,” and offers me a wink. I groan and fall back on the couch.

      “I don’t know what I’m going to do with you, Resha.”

      “I can think of a few things I’d like to do with her.” I look up to see Ryx has joined us. He’s dressed for the day in a tight black shirt and pants, with the black sash of Klan Marix draped across his chest.

      “I bet you do,” I say with a laugh. “But first, we must collar our mate.”

      “Whoa, whoa, whoa,” Carmen exclaims, jumping off my lap. “I’m not wearing a fucking collar like some damned fucking animal.”

      “But it is the way of our people!” I tell her, surprised by her indignation.

      “The way of your people is to collar your women? Well, fuck that. If I have to wear a collar, then the rest of you do as well.” She crosses her arms under her chest, knowing full well the Klan would never wear one. The motion makes her cleavage pop even more, and I fantasise about planting my face between them and squeezing them against my cheeks. Ryx also notices and licks his lips.

      “There might be another way,” Ryx muses, rubbing his hand on his chin.

      Carmen snaps her head towards Ryx. “There better be, because there’s no way in hell I’ll ever let someone put a collar around my neck.”

      “What do you have in mind?” I question.

      “Tattoo,” he answers with a shrug. “We tattoo our insignia right on her fucking chest for all to see. No collar needed. End of story.”

      “I’m in,” Carmen agrees, jumping around excitedly. “Just tell me when and where.”

      “How’s now?” Ryx asks with a grin.

      “Now’s good. I just need to change.”

      Carmen moves to head upstairs when Ryx grabs her arm. “Not so fast, little mate. We’re not going anywhere.”

      “But—”

      “I will be doing it,” he tells her with a glimmer in his eyes. “Meet me in my room in five minutes. I just need to...prepare.” He winks at her and takes off up the stairs.

      “Is he for real?” she inquires, gesturing to where Ryx ran off.

      “He is.” I stand up and walk over to her, placing my hands on her hips. “I’ve seen your body, you are unmarked. Are you sure you can handle the pain of the needle?”

      A smug grin pulls at her lips. “Think I’m afraid of a little pain, Vrid? Don’t you know by now? I fucking love it. It makes me hot, turns me on. In fact, one of you might have to fuck me when it’s all done.”

      My jaw drops at my mate’s sass. She smiles at me, then heads through the house and upstairs. I follow her, completely in awe that this is the female I get to keep for all time. I also follow her because her ass is fantastic.

      “Which one is his?” she asks as we walk down the hallway.

      “First one,” I tell her.

      Without knocking, she turns the handle and heads inside. Ryx is all set up and ready for her. His tattoo bench has been brought out from his closet and his various inks are lined up on his nightstand.

      “Lie down, Resha,” he commands, gesturing to the bench.

      “Aren’t you gonna buy me dinner first?” she jokes, but her voice stutters a bit. She’s more nervous than she’s letting on.

      “How about I eat you for dinner instead?” Carmen blushes again and climbs onto the table, lying on her back. Ryx pulls at the collar of the robe, moving it out of the way, then begins to clean her skin.

      Carmen closes her eyes and clasps her hands on her belly as he readies her. Once clean, Ryx takes a series of markers and begins to draw on her white skin. Satisfied with his design, he grabs the tattoo machine and turns it on. Surprisingly, it only makes a small hum.

      “Ready?” he asks her. She nods and licks her lips. “This will sting. Let me know if you need a break.”

      With that, he touches the needle to her skin and begins to work his magic. He tattoos in a frenzy, wiping her skin, adding colour. Sweat coats his brow as he concentrates on his design. Before my eyes, a beautiful work of art comes to life. Carmen holds completely still as Ryx works on her chest. After most of an hour has passed, he stands up and wipes his head with the back of his hand.

      “All done,” he declares with a grin.

      Carmen sits up. “Can I see?”

      “Be my guest,” Ryx responds, gesturing to the bathroom. Carmen practically runs inside.

      “Wowwww,” she says, tugging at the robe to see the design in full. “It’s beautiful, Ryx. Thank you.”

      “Welcome,” he replies.

      I step in behind her to admire the work. Ryx adorned her skin just under her collarbones with an intricate design of woven colours that morph into a delicate chain. The sides meet in the center where a diamond shaped charm nestles just between her cleavage. Inside the charm is Klan Marix’s insignia, a bakket and a narkket crossed.

      I rub my hands up and down her arms. “Now, no one will ever question to whom it is you belong, Carmen.”

      Ryx steps in beside me. “You are marked as ours forever.”

      She shivers and catches our gazes in the mirror. “When do I get to mark you guys?”

      Ryx gives me a confused look.

      “Don’t look at him like that!” she spits, turning to face us. “You marked me, it’s only fair that I mark you.”

      “And what purpose would that serve, little mate?” Ryx questions.

      “So that any foreign pussy that tries to ride your cocks—my cocks—will see my name on your body and run away as fast as she can before I shove my axe up her ass.”

      Ryx and I share a look then burst out in laughter. Carmen joins in as I think about allowing her to mark me. The more I think about it, the more I like the idea. Fuck, this girl has me wrapped around her little finger, and I didn’t even see it coming.
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      For the rest of the day, I let the robe gape and my mates see their Klan mark on my chest. Every time they see their insignia tattooed into my skin, their eyes and horns darken, and I get pinned to whatever surface I’m near as they touch me, kiss me, and claim me as theirs. We don’t do much for the rest of the day, just spend it together. They teach me how to cook some of the alien foods I’m not familiar with, and that night we share a meal. Afterwards, I curl up in their midst on the sofa as they clean their weapons and tease each other, but before I know it, I’m falling asleep.

      When I wake up next, I’m in Kronk’s bed. He’s chained up next to me again. This time I don’t freak out, knowing not to wake him. I simply go back to sleep, and the next time I open my eyes, it’s morning. Kronk is already awake and watching me with a hungry look. “Morning, little mate,” he growls, his chained hand stroking down the robe to my thigh, so I wrap my leg around his waist and snuggle closer.

      “Morning,” I reply with a yawn.

      I lean closer and lick at his lips, unable to help myself. He groans in response, his nails digging into my skin, causing his restraints to rattle as he yanks me closer and devours my mouth. Soon I’m gasping and grinding against him, but my name is called from elsewhere, and then the scent of food and mylenum hits me. Realising how fucking hungry I am, I yank my head away with a smirk.

      “Got to go!” I crawl from the bed as he laughs. His tail snakes out and up my robe to spank me as I tumble from the bed and rush from the room, taking the stairs two at a time. I almost collide into Vrid who is waiting for me with my mug. He steadies me with a grin, passing me the steaming cup. I hear the others getting up as I hurry to the sofa and curl up with my mug, almost groaning at the taste. I will never get used to how amazing it is.

      When they all join me, they share a look and I arch my eyebrow. “Spit it out,” I finally say when I get frustrated with their knowing glances. “You got something to say, then say it, dammit.”

      “Mate,” Xal rumbles, the promise of another punishment on his lips.

      “We are taking you to the fighting arenas,” Ryx tells me. I freeze before I let out a squeal and jump to my feet.

      “Really? Oh my God, let me get dressed!” I race away, back upstairs to my room where I grab some leather pants, a tight top, and some boots. I slip into them and am back downstairs before they have even moved. They laugh then go and get dressed, all trooping back down in their sash and usual black clothing, their weapons strapped on and at the ready. I almost drool at the sight of them together, they are the best kind of porn.

      Sex or fighting…I debate between them, but when I realise I can fight first and have sex later, my mind is made up.

      “Are you ready, little mate?” Kronk asks, looking down at me. I’m grinning and bouncing up and down like a crazy person, adrenaline coursing through my body with all the excitement. We haven’t really left the house since my ‘punishment’ or the night of ‘oh great orgasms,’ as I’m calling it. As much as I love my mates and all the sex, I need to get out and be free. I’m a butterfly...one who likes adventure and to get into trouble.

      “Yes!” I squeal. I grab his hand and swing it back and forth, dragging him to the door as the rest of my mates laugh and watch us. Kronk explains that females—human mates from other Klans—are allowed to train so they can protect themselves. Here in Lorenthis, women are not safe, which I’ve learned the hard way. We are preyed upon. So the mated Klans allow us to train to learn to defend ourselves. Personally, I think it just turns them on to watch us fight.

      I’m betting a lot of them have never trained professionally, so I can have my fun and go all ninja on their asses and impress my Klan.

      “Kronkkkkk,” I whine when he stops moving, and I glare at him. “Come on, I want to kick some ass, and when I’m all done and fired up you can fuck me.” I bat my lashes as he gapes at me. I have that effect a lot.

      He barks out a laugh and wraps his tail around my thigh, yanking me closer until I stumble into his rock-solid chest and peer up at him. “Oh, little mate, I can’t wait to see you fight,” he purrs, his eyes turning solid black. “Watch you spray their blood, decimate their masses.” He shivers then and I grin, my mates are just as crazy as me.

      I feel another body press against my back, another tail wrapping around me, but I don’t look away from Kronk’s eyes even as Ryx’s voice sounds right next to my ear. “Know that as you fight, your mates will all be hard and waiting in the stands, waiting for your win so we can fuck you.”

      “Orgasms are like a gold star.” I nod. “Good way to motivate me.”

      “Do you need motivation to cause mayhem?” Ryx teases.

      “No, not really, but orgasms are always good. Keeps you healthy, one a day keeps the doctor away.”

      Kronk shakes with laughter as he grips my hand, trying to mimic the way I hold his so often. “Then let’s get you your mayhem,” he tells me, while leading me outside into the fresh air and the bright sunlight.

      He guides me through the maze of houses and roads until we head past where the claiming ceremony took place. We get a lot of looks as we walk around it, Klans stopping to watch us. I half expect a fight to break out since this is a city of warriors. Humans mill around, their heads down, hoping to stay unnoticed. One man actually stumbles into us. His eyes are wide with fright as he takes one look at my Klan, then runs away like the hounds of hell are on his heels. The only humans that come near us without fear are other mated females traveling with their own Klans.

      The building I’m led to is floating in the air...or it looks like it is. A stone ramp extends up to the magical building, leading to a wide open archway. The steps are bigger than my whole body and I try to jump across them. Xal strides along next to me, helping me reach my goals, encouraging me with soft gestures. When we reach the archway, which towers into the sky, I stop and gawk from my vantage point.

      “Welcome to the Olin training temple, warrior mate,” Xal announces beside me, the rest of my Klan at my back.

      Down below, a football field-sized, long, flat area is filled with women in various stages of training and fighting. Dummies, targets, obstacle courses, and so much more spread out for their use. Seating areas for spectators—Klan mates—rise up from the flat lower level, circling around the entire stadium. My eyes travel up the rows of stairs and the seating towers into the open sky. Craning my head back, I grin at the open top as the sun shines down inside, heating it up.

      “All these women are mated to a Klan?” I ask, as I scan the crowd. I notice some women have tiny horns, tails, and wings sprouting from their bodies. I make a mental note to ask my mates about this another time. Right now, I’m too excited about the prospect of fighting to care.

      “Yes, little mate, they train here as little or as often as their mates allow them,” Vrid confirms. I glare up at him, grab my knife, and hold it to his family jewels. He simply grins. “Not you, of course, you pick when and how often.”

      “That’s what I thought,” I concur, sheathing my knife and patting his chest before I skip down the ramp, heading straight to the training area. “Any rules? Sparring? Or can I do whatever I want?” I shout as I go, and they hurry to keep up.

      “You can use any of the equipment, except that square in the right corner. That section is for sparring or fights, you have to be paired up at first to assess your skills, then you can fight as often as your partner wants to.”

      I rub my hands together and turn to them. “Sit back and watch how badass your mate is, and remember all your dirty thoughts for later,” I tell them, before blowing a kiss. With excitement coursing through my veins, I jump over the barrier, my booted feet hitting the solid ground of the training area with a thunk. I take it all in again, debating what I want to do first. But when I feel my mates’ eyes on me, I decide I want to show off a little. They have proved to me how well they can fight. While I have shown them a little of what I can do, it’s not nearly enough. I want them to understand that I can handle myself, so I head straight for the square in the corner where two women are already fighting. They are slow and hesitant though, clearly new at it.

      There is a woman there, an older one with arms bigger than my entire torso. They are crossed under her small, flat breasts, her body more muscle than anything else. She’s clearly the one in charge around here. Her brown hair is scraped back into a tight ponytail and her cold, dark eyes watch me as I approach. “Hi, Klan Marix, I want to fight.”

      “Uh-huh,” she responds, looking me over. I start to get annoyed. I have never been one to back down, so when she dismisses me and looks away, I step closer. “Not today, cupcake, go play on the bars.”

      “Listen up, cupcake, I’m fighting, so I suggest you find me a partner,” I snap.

      “Or what?” She laughs, still not even looking at me.

      I grab my knife and press it to her throat before she can even move. “Or I will find someone to fight with myself,” I whisper, placing more pressure on the knife. “I’m no fucking cupcake, I fight hard and dirty, now find me a partner. Please,” I add. Her eyes zero in on me, and before I know it, she’s laughing, clapping me on the shoulder.

      “I like you, cupcake, alright, hang on.” She strides into the square then, her voice rising as she calls, “Enough, go and practice, you are both an embarrassment to your Klans!”

      While she’s dressing them down, I gaze around at the women who are waiting and watching. My eyes catch on a familiar form—long, bright red hair with a body that has curves for days. Holy fucking fuck, it’s Shiloh! She’s not looking at me though, instead she’s hopping over the fence and towards…her Klan, I’m guessing. They grin at her, swooping her up as she laughs. That’s what keeps me here instead of going over, she seems happy. That’s good, I’m glad for her. She turns like she can feel my gaze, and her mouth drops open as she wiggles in their arms until she gets down and comes to the fence.

      “Car?” she yells in question, her voice unsure as if she can’t believe it’s really me.

      I wink, catching her bright green gaze and wave, but my new friend grabs my arm and yanks me into the square. “Okay, cupcake, fight to your heart’s content.”

      I drag my eyes away from Shiloh and over to the skinny-looking woman opposite me. I force my mind onto the fight, not wanting to embarrass my Klan. All my training comes back as I take in my opponent. She doesn’t have a lot of strength, but I’m betting she’s fast. It will make it harder to catch her, so I need to wear her down or finish it fast.

      “No weapons! First hit wins!” comes the big woman’s call, and we both nod, our eyes still lingering on each other.

      I grin at her, making sure it’s big and crazy, and her eyes widen as she appears uncomfortable. Good. It will make her less likely to hit first.

      “Ready, three, two, one!” she shouts, and I’m already moving, flying at her.

      She gasps, stumbling back, hesitating for a moment, but that’s all I need. I kick out her legs, smashing my fist into her face as I go, and she’s down on the floor knocked out cold. I look at the big woman then with narrowed eyes as my defeated opponent’s Klan rushes over to come to her aid. “Finished testing me? How about you give me a real fighter?”

      She laughs, slapping her leg. “Mal, get your ass in the square. New girl wants a proper fight, give her one.”

      Mal, as it turns out, is a tall, blonde-haired girl with sparkling green eyes and a mean-looking face. She steps into the square and immediately takes her position with her feet apart, bouncing on her toes, ready. I can tell by her stance alone that this will be an actual fight and adrenaline courses through me. About fucking time.

      “Three, two, one, go!” comes the yell again, indicating the start of our match. This girl wastes no time and is off quickly, moving like a whirlwind. It’s evident she’s practiced and has skills...but I’ve been training since I was a little girl...with my alien guards no less, so I meet her headfirst. I duck under her punches, blocking more. We trade kicks and hits, but miss them all, moving as we go, faster and faster. Both of us are panting with sweat covering us as we try to be the first to land a hit.

      She slips up, her guard lowering as she tries to sweep my feet from under me. I hop over her leg and ram my elbow into her face. I hear her nose crack as she falls to her knees with a scream, her Klan rushing in a moment later. I step back with a grin, looking at the big lady. “Who’s next?”

      She laughs again, a genuine smile transforming her face. “Alright, cupcake. Weapons this time, only knives allowed. First blood wins. Jen, you are up!”

      After Mal is dragged off the fighting square, a smaller woman steps into the ring, her body skinny as hell and covered from neck to toe in black leather. Her hair is dark and tied back from her face, which is pale and beautiful, covered in a smattering of freckles. She nods at me, grabbing two blades from her sides and holding them on either side of her body. I grab my own stolen blade, twirling it in the air with a grin, my eyes seeking out my mates in the stands. I find them and toss them a wink, staring as they all lean forward, their horns and eyes dark as they watch me.

      Not wanting to be caught short while I’m gawking at my mates, I turn my attention back to Jen and her blades. “No deep hits or killing blows! Three, two, one, go!”

      We are slower this time, both of us faking forward and then back before we start to circle each other, our blades shining in the light. I hear some cheers as a crowd has gathered to watch us, but I tune them out, knowing it can rupture my concentration. One look at Jen and I know a split second is all she needs to dart in and land a hit.

      I move right and she moves left until we are facing off with each other in the same spots we started in. Fuck this. I pretend to throw my blade and she ducks, giving me the chance I need. I race forward, but she recovers quicker than I thought, striking out with both blades in a deadly arc. I duck and weave between them, getting under her guard, and slash mine across her face, leaving it there as we both freeze. Her eyes are wide as she reaches up and touches the blood welling there.

      “No one has ever beat me,” she whispers, as the crowd roars around us.

      “Until today.” I wink and step back, cleaning my blade on my trousers before sheathing it. I glance to my mates to see them on their feet, all of their eyes locked on me and hungry, so I step to the edge of the square and face off with the big woman. “Thanks, I’ll be back for more.” She gives me a respectful nod before I saunter away.

      Shiloh is still here and she cheers for me, waving like a madwoman with her red aliens, who look so different than mine, behind her. I lean against the fence. “Hey, babe, missed you,” I shout up, as she leans down to try and talk to me, but a commotion has us both looking over to where my mates are barreling down the seating and to the fence, waiting for me. “See you soon! I have a dick appointment!” I call, as Kronk reaches over the barrier, grabs me, and throws me over his shoulder. I laugh as he races from the training area and through the city, moving so fast the others have to sprint to keep up.

      When we get home, he leaps up the stairs and races to his room, but he obviously gets impatient and pulls me down, throws me into the closest wall, and pins me there as his lips come down on mine.

      I moan into his mouth as he rips at my clothes, tossing the scraps away until my bare skin is pressed against him. I claw at his clothes and he holds me to the wall with one hand as he steps back, tears off his clothes, weapons, and sash, and pushes his now naked body against mine. I reach up, grasping his horn, and hold on as he licks my neck before tracing down and sucking one of my nipples into his mouth.

      “Kronk,” I moan, rubbing his horn as the others crowd in the doorway. They groan, knowing he got here first. Ryx and Vrid leave us, but Xal sticks around and leans against the other wall, watching us.

      Kinky fucking alien.

      Kronk hoists me farther up the wall, still pinning me there effortlessly as he licks down my belly to my pussy, lapping at me. He growls, nipping at my clit as he parts my lips. “So fucking good,” he mutters against my cunt, and when I look down, I see his lips and chin glistening with my cream.

      “Fuck me, big boy,” I demand, and he rolls his black eyes up to mine. “You promised me orgasms.”

      He grins against me then, blowing hot air against my center, making me shiver in need. “Yes, little one, I’m going to fuck you. Right here against this wall. I want the others to hear you scream for me.”

      Groaning, I push my pussy against his face, my eyes going to Xal to see him stroking his own cock as he watches us, watches me ride Kronk’s face. “Better make it a good show then,” I purr teasingly to him.

      “Oh, I plan to, little mate,” he growls, and tosses me back to the bed where I bounce before stilling. He pounces after me, his tail skating up my thigh and then lifting between us so we can both see it. “Do you know what my tail can do, little one?”

      “No,” I reply, confused.

      He grins, flashing fang as his eyes drop to where it wiggles between us. I do the same and stare in awe as it transforms before my very eyes, turning sharp, like a blade, before it goes round and long...like a cock. He presses it to my lips then and I suck it down, licking along him and making him growl before he pulls it free and presses it to my pussy. “Want me to fuck you with it, little one?”

      Erm...is that a fucking question?

      “Only if you fuck my ass with your cock at the same time.” I grin.

      He groans, his eyes blinking closed for a moment before he opens them again, his teeth flashing as he growls low and loud. “Mine.”

      “Yours.” I nod and it ends in a scream as he pushes his tail inside me, forcing my cunt to accept it. He fucks me with it, pulling out and pushing back in and then stills.

      “I can do more,” he whispers menacingly, and my eyes fly wide as I feel it, him, change. It grows thicker, longer, filling me so completely he can’t even pull out. I scream, clawing at his chest as he growls down at me. Without even moving his tail, he flips me face first into the bed and pulls my hips back.

      He rubs his cock along my pussy, wetting his length with my cream and nudging at my clit with the head, making me moan as I rock against him, his tail filling me so completely. So fucking good.

      “Xal, let me see you,” I order with a moan, and when I roll my eyes up, he is next to the bed with his cock still in his hand. I groan, staring at it as he strokes his length, while Kronk’s cock slides along my clit before he presses it to my other hole. Kronk gives me control and lets me push back, working it inside of me at my own pace as he fucks me with his tail. It’s the perfect mixture of pleasure and pain. Having his cock in my ass hurts, the pain flashing through me, he stretches me so fully. I can’t help it, it’s too much. I push towards him, needing to move so badly. He helps me with his hands on my hips, moving in soft, slow thrusts until I am pushing back, begging for more, the pain turning to pleasure once again.

      “Kronk,” I beg, and he finally starts to fuck me, pulling away just to slam back inside me, pushing me forward with the force until I’m almost touching Xal’s cock. A dirty thought comes to mind, and I dart out my tongue and lick the head of his cock, making my other mate growl.

      Xal runs his tail along the seam of my mouth, silently asking for me to open. I part my lips and he slips the head of his cock into my mouth, making me shiver between them. I suck him down fast, and he grunts and jerks closer.

      This, this is what I want. All I need now is my two other mates worshipping my breasts, but we have time for that. All our lives in fact.

      Kronk’s thrusts force Xal’s cock deeper until he hits the back of my throat, the noise of our skin slapping together mixing with their growls. I love how beastly, how hard and fucking rough they treat me. My own cream coats my thighs from how wet they make me, all my holes filled until I feel so complete, so goddamn used that I can’t take it anymore and unravel under their power.

      I explode, screaming around Xal’s cock, catching my teeth on it and making him yell as he thrusts deeper into my mouth. He stills, his warm cum shooting down my throat, giving me no choice but to swallow. Kronk grabs me, yanking my back to his front, hitting another angle as he growls dirty nothings in my ear as I shake from the aftershocks. He bands his arm around my neck, keeping me to him, restricting my air.

      Fuck, it’s too much.

      My pussy, my ass, my throat.

      With nothing else to do, I lean down and bite his arm, making him yell as he stills, filling my ass with his cum as I explode again, coming around his tail, my cunt clamping down on it and trying to keep it inside me. Breathing hard, I pull my teeth from his skin, spotting the blood welling in the teeth marks left behind, not that he seems to care.

      He rolls us sideways to the bed, his tail and cock still inside me, and cuddles into my back as Xal slips in front of me, facing me as his legs twine with mine—ours. My mates, bracketing me, protecting me, keeping me warm, our bodies sliding together.

      A grin curves my lips as I look up at Xal, my hand stroking his chest. “Think we can do that again? I only need a couple of minutes and a wash. This time it can be you in my ass and Kronk in my pussy.”

      “Little mate,” Kronk groans, burying his face in my shoulder as he shakes behind me with laughter.

      “She’s like a wild animal,” Xal muses, and I wink at him.

      “I fuck like one, yes, thank you for noticing.”

      They both groan then and I giggle, happiness unfurling in my chest. This feels right, this feels...like home.
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      Our little mate slept for a long time, only waking when we shook her and forced her to eat, and then she left to take a bath. I am waiting for her when she emerges...naked. Her skin is still covered in water, her dark hair slicked back as she saunters into the room. I lose my train of thought, forgetting what I came in here for as I eat up the sight of her body.

      My mate.

      I feel my eyes and horns darken as she grins at me, sauntering right up and plastering her body against mine. “Can I bribe you?” she asks, and I blink dumbly.

      “What?” is all I can say, all rational thought leaving my mind at the feel of her soft curves pressed against me.

      She drops to her knees in front of me, her mouth level with my crotch, her hands gripping my thighs. “If I suck your dick, will you take me to buy weapons?”

      “Er—” I blink. “You want to suck my dick so I will take you to buy weapons?” I repeat with a deep chuckle. I can’t help it. “Little one, you only have to ask, you don’t have to suck my dick.”

      “No?” she purrs, her voice lowering as she blinks up at me. “What if I suck your dick anyway?”

      She grips the button on my trousers, flicking it open as her hand dips inside and grabs my already hard cock as she licks her lips. “I want to taste you, feel you fucking my mouth.”

      Vekking hell, my mate is insatiable...I love it.

      She pulls my cock from my pants, licking at the tip and the pre-cum beaded there, her eyes closing as she groans low in her throat. “You taste so good,” she whispers, her tongue darting back out to try and taste more.

      Her other hand encircles the base of my cock, her small grip not even reaching around it fully, as she licks and sucks my head. I can’t look away, my legs parting to try and brace myself. She is going to wreck me, I know it. Bring me to my knees.

      She hollows her cheeks, sucking me down, her mouth so warm and tight. Fuck. I try to stay still as she pulls back slowly and swallows me down, her hand coming up and rolling my balls in her palm. My fingers tangle in her hair, twisting it as I guide her, forcing her to take me deeper as I start to thrust.

      My eyes slit half closed, unable to help myself, but I want to watch her. Her bright green eyes roll up to mine, clashing with my dark ones as she takes me all the way down. Her lips meet her other hand and she starts to make this noise...this vibration in her throat that has me grunting and jerking my hips as I fuck her mouth.

      “Little one,” I growl, twisting her hair harder, and she gasps around my cock, rocking on the floor. I smell her arousal, which only makes me speed up my thrusts. Her fingers dance across my balls again before letting go and tracing across my thighs. I growl, my fangs on display while I force her to take my length. My eyes fly wide when her finger prods my hole, and she watches me as I swallow and let her in. She dips it inside of me and my fangs cut my lips as I clench my jaw from how incredible it feels.

      Vekking hell.

      She adds another finger and starts that vibration again, and before I know it, I feel my balls pulling up, tightening, and I explode, filling her mouth with my cum. She swallows greedily, but some drips down her chin as I stumble back before dropping to my knees in front of her. Breathing hard, I watch her with wild eyes as she grins, her lips red and puffy. She lifts her hand, swipes the cum dripping there, and sucks it clean before getting to her feet and heading back into the bathroom, wiggling her tight little ass at me.

      What the flying vekk just happened?

      I’m still there when she comes out moments later and grabs some clothes, starting to get dressed. I just watch her, lost for words, and when she is done she looks at me. “Come on, big guy, we have weapons to buy, and then we are going to fuck some more.”

      Then she sings as she leaves the room skipping, leaving me gawking after her, my cock still flopping from my pants and my whole world rocked. Vekking hell. I knew having a mate would change my life, but I had no idea it would be this...this amazing and so hot.
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      “Do you think I could get my axe bedazzled?” she asks me, skipping alongside me like normal, only this time her other hand is held in Ryx’s and she pulls us both. We are headed to the lotren after she convinced the others. I didn’t ask how, I had enough to deal with from my very own convincing. I huff, and Ryx and I share a grin over her head.

      “What is...bedazzling?” he questions, peering down at our little mate who is really excited to go buy weapons. It’s like she was made for us.

      “Oooh, it’s where you put glitter and gems on things to make it shine and look pretty,” she replies, still skipping along. Vrid laughs in front of us and Xal even lets out a chuckle from behind where he’s protecting our backs.

      “Er, we don’t really do that here I think,” Ryx responds, almost wincing at crushing our little mate’s dreams. She slumps for a moment before shaking it off.

      “No problem, I’ll do it myself!” she calls happily, as we head to the lotren and the kilons where we will purchase her new weapons.

      Vrid leads the way, ignoring the males at the piten as we make our way to the forger kilon, which stands farther away. The size of three normal kilons, it takes up most of the street and is filled with every kind of weapon imaginable. Our little mate pauses when she sees it and then releases our hands and dashes forward, stopping in front of the rack of weapons. Her fingers are held out like she might touch them, and her mouth makes an ‘o’ shape as her eyes widen.

      “Pretty,” she whispers. “So shiny and deadly.”

      I crowd behind her, dropping my chin on top of her head. “What do you want, little one?”

      She scans the weapons again, seemingly overwhelmed. “You liked the oprey, correct?” I inquire, and she turns and blinks up at me, so I point out the shiny weapon she admired on my Klan mate the other day with the four blades...didn’t she say axe?

      “Oprey,” she whispers, but when she grabs it she almost drops it, because the vekking thing is too big for her small hands. Defeated, she frowns and puts it back. I nod at Xal and step away. He takes my place, helping her look through them as I approach the kilon owner.

      “Do you have an oprey for a smaller hand, say a female’s?” I ask. He steps back, his face paling as his forked tongue darts out and licks at his lower lip. I can almost smell his fear.

      “I, er, I will look, one moment!” He rushes away to the stacks of weapons locked up behind him, muttering to himself. I turn to see our mate getting fitted for holders while I wait. She is grinning widely from her other mates doting on her, but in their midst she still seeks out my eyes and winks before concentrating on something Vrid is saying to her.

      The kilon owner comes back carrying something small and swathed in black material. He places it on the counter and unwraps it. “This is the smallest we carry, it is modified though. A Klan ordered it to impress their mate, but they couldn’t pay up.”

      The oprey itself is small, easily half the size of a normal one, the handle wrapped with leather to protect the wielder. It should fit our mate easily. The four blades are polished and sharp as glass, the coating itself black. “Is this nightshimmer?” I question, grinning.

      “Yes, yes,” he nods.

      Nightshimmer. Oh how our little mate will love this. She loves shiny things. The black is spattered with silver and gold flecks, made from grinding up a hard rock, and helps conceal weapons as it doesn’t reflect light, making it easier to sneak up on people. It also doubles to show how rich and powerful a Klan is. Perfect for our little mate.

      I test its weight first and try a few swings, it has good balance but feels tiny in my hands. Knowing there is only one way to properly test it, I look up and whistle to my mate. She blinks and turns to me. I beckon her over and she skips to my side, her eyes catching on the oprey and staying glued to it.

      “Test this,” I grumble at her, and she grabs it reverently. “Little one,” I warn with a huff.

      She smiles and swings it, the arc perfect. Carmen doesn’t even glance at me, her eyes remaining locked on the weapon. I turn to the kilon owner. “We will take it, and I want six narkkets in the same finish made for her hand.” I gesture at her and he nods.

      “Of course!”

      “You spoil her,” Ryx teases, leaning next to me as we watch our mate turn to Xal and show him her new weapon, pointing out the flecks to him. He nods along, indulging her as usual.

      We are just finishing up our purchase, our mate walking next to Vrid still talking about her new weapon, when two men step out of the crowd—dissolve out of it would be a more accurate description, since they just appear out of thin air. They lunge at our mate and try to snatch her. She twirls out of the way with the help of Ryx’s quick reflexes. I growl, leaping at them as Vrid grabs her, throwing her to Xal. With a roar, I dig my claws into their heads, smashing them together.

      Ryx guts one as I rip another to pieces. Xal stays with Carmen, defending her as the rest of us annihilate the others. A crowd is forming now, watching the show. Blood sprays as they start to scream, realising they vekked up. We kill them quickly, making a show of it to deter others from attempting to steal our mate ever again. This is just a test and a low-level Klan at that, so it is over quickly. Eyes narrowed, I look around, challenging anyone else to engage us in combat.

      Another Klan steps forward then, their bodies covered in blood from their proximity to the fight. I seek out Carmen and see her standing next to Ryx, her new oprey in hand and covered in blood. A smirk curls my lips until a call interrupts us.

      “We, Klan Narj, challenge Klan Marix to a Zarl. Winner takes the human!” one of the bastards calls out, his voice loud and clear for all to hear. I narrow my eyes, furious that I can’t kill him now and be done with it, but then excitement runs through me. I will get to rip them apart in the pit, which is even better. Klan Narj was waiting, seeing how the kidnapping attempt went, and when they realised they couldn’t win her that way, they were foolish enough to try this instead. They are either desperate or stupid...or both.

      “We, Klan Marix, accept the challenge. We fight at dawn,” I call back. The crowd thickens, all fighting to get close to the action, but Xal picks up a protesting Carmen and we barge our way out of the lotren and stomp back to our house. All of us somber, fighting back our anger, although I know tomorrow it will turn to battle rage and the ground will run red with their blood for daring to think they could take our mate.

      She is ours and for their actions they will die.
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      A potent mix of excitement and unease has been growing in my belly since yesterday. Vrid had warned me that other Klans could challenge my Klan for ownership of me, but now that it’s happening, I don’t know how to feel. Part of me is so fucking aroused it’s not even funny. The image of my Klan fighting to protect me, to keep me, makes my pussy clench with need. But I need to calm her down, the Klan has much more important things to do today than fuck me.

      As they go through a pre-battle warm up downstairs, posing in various fighting stances like fucked up alien yoga, I sneak back up to the snarflyn and lie down on the bed. Ryx’s robe, which I’ve come accustomed to wearing, now splays open, exposing my tits to the cool air. My nipples peak and I bring my hands up to play with them, unable to help myself with the need pouring through me.

      I close my eyes, tugging my nipples, as images of my Klan tearing apart the one that tried to steal me yesterday play through my mind. The bloodshed, the possessiveness makes my cunt begin to ache, so I abandon one of my nipples, sneaking my hand under my robe to touch myself. I bend my knees up and my legs fall to the sides, my slit already wet with my cream. I swirl my finger around in my arousal and begin to circle my clit, which is already swollen and throbbing.

      I tease myself, barely grazing my nub, wanting to prolong how good this feels, and my breathing picks up as I fight to hold myself back. A wanton moan escapes my lips when I directly touch my clit. Not a moment later, I hear the loud footsteps of my Klan mates lumber into the suite.

      “Care to watch?” I tease, continuing to play with my pussy as their ragged breathing fills the air.

      “Mine,” they growl in tandem. A second later, something thin yet hard, like a rope, wraps around my wrists and ankles.

      “What the fuck?” I open my eyes and find the tails of all four of my mates securing my limbs. I try to wiggle from their grasps, but they are just too strong.

      “No one touches what’s ours, little one, not even you,” Kronk growls, his horns and eyes black as he stares down at me.

      “If it’s pleasure you seek, ask one of your mates,” Ryx orders. “You know we are all at your beck and call, especially Kronk over there.”

      Kronk levels Ryx with a glare.

      “What?” Ryx replies innocently, his hands up in the air.

      “If you’re not gonna finish me off, then will you please let me go?” I hiss, aggravated that they’ve denied me my orgasm.

      I was so fucking close.

      “I don’t know,” Ryx muses, swirling his finger around my nipple, but not touching it. “You were a bad girl, playing with something that doesn’t belong to you. What do you think, Vrid?”

      “Well, it would be a shame to let all that cream leaking from her cunt go to waste and I am hungry.” I groan as Vrid mimics Ryx, circling my nipple with the lightest of touches, making me arch off the bed, chasing his touch. “Do you think she has earned her right to come, Kronk?”

      Kronk growls in response and my pussy clenches on nothing, needing to be full. “Just look at how needy her cunt is. Your little wet hole is pulsing. If I just had something that would fit in there…”

      “You can’t”—grunt—“be fucking serious!” I shout between groans as I attempt to free myself.

      “I’m afraid we are, little mate.” Kronk tightens his grip on my ankle with his tail, pulling my leg even wider. “It seems another punishment is in order. But first…a taste.”

      I feel all their tails pulling my limbs firmly, just on this side of pain, which only makes it that much hotter, ensuring I can’t move as Kronk dips his face between my legs.

      “Yes,” I moan when his hot breath fans my pussy. “Oh, God, yes.” I hold my head up and catch Kronk’s dark eyes as he extends his tongue and licks up my slit.

      “Mmm,” he groans, before standing back up. “How is it possible that she can taste this good? Xal have you had a taste?”

      Xal merely growls, the vibrations from his deep tones tingling my sensitive clit.

      “More.” My voice comes out raspy, needy, but I don’t fucking care. If I don’t come, I think I might combust, bursting into flames right on this fucking bed.

      Xal bends down and sniffs my core. “Mine,” he grunts, before wrapping his lips around my clit and sucking hard.

      “Ahh! Yes!” My hips buck into his face, then he pulls away. A whimper escapes my lips, the sensations overwhelming. Ryx and Vrid tease my breasts, squeezing them, but never touching my nipples which is what I fucking need.

      “My turn.” Ryx grins and allows Xal to take over holding my wrist, then he squats between my legs. “Just look at this perfect, pink pussy. My mate is leaking arousal all over the bed, that will not do, it’s much too delicious to waste.” Ryx’s dark eyes gleam as he inserts a finger inside me. I groan and toss my head back in ecstasy. “Does that feel good, little mate? Do you like it when I fuck you with my fingers?”

      “I like it when you fuck me with anything,” I reply honestly, as he works his fingers in and out of me ever so slowly. “Tails, fingers—ahh—tongues, cocks—Oh fuck yes. I’ll take anything.”

      “I thought you’d say that.” I cry out when he swipes up my slit with his textured tongue, then swirls it around my clit.

      “Oh, God, yes!” My orgasm grows hot and deep in my belly, but before it can mature, Ryx steps away. “Ryx! What the fuck?”

      “Vrid, come take a look at her cunt, I want a clinician’s opinion on what is happening here,” Ryx says. Vrid smirks and gives my wrist to Kronk’s open hand. Vrid rubs his hands together and licks his plump lips as he saunters to the end of the bed.

      “What can I help you with, Ryx?”

      “Well, you see her pussy right here?” Ryx flicks my clit and I gasp at the contact.

      “This?” Vrid mimics Ryx, gliding his finger over my nub.

      “Please, I’m sorry. Just let me come!” The words tumble from my mouth in my desperation.

      “Mm-hmm.” Ryx cups his chin in thought. “Do you have anything that can stimulate her there?”

      “I need to do one test to make sure I have the right devices.” Vrid uses his thumbs to spread my lips then begins to fuck me with his tongue.

      “Holy fuck.” I’m so turned on, my thighs are shaking with my impending orgasm. Having his tongue inside my pussy puts me on the fucking edge, but just like the rest of them, he stops before I can come.

      Angry tears well in my eyes. “Okay, I get what you’re trying to prove here,” I cry out.

      “I don’t think you do, little one.” Kronk grips my chin and tilts my head to ensure I’m looking at him, only him. “Your orgasms are ours to give, a gift from your mates. Should you need a release, ask. Between the four of us, one of us will likely be available, and since you took the pleasure away from us, we will make you suffer.”

      “But the fight—” I start but Kronk cuts me off.

      “Yes, you will suffer there too.” He glances down at Ryx and Vrid, giving them a curt nod.

      “What are you doing?” I question, when they dig through a dresser of sorts in the corner of the room. I crane my neck, trying to glimpse what they are pulling from it.

      “Teaching our little mate another lesson.” Ryx holds up two small metal things in his hands I haven’t seen before. Vrid follows him, hiding his find from my view.

      “Wait.” I struggle against them. “No. Please. I’m sorry I won’t do it again.”

      “Bet your tight little ass you won’t,” Kronk agrees, his eyes landing on the items in Ryx’s grip. “Do it.”

      My eyes fix on Ryx as he walks back to my side, relieving Kronk of wrist duty by slithering his tail around me. “Do you know what these are, little mate?” Ryx holds up what looks like two metal squares.

      “Umm, they’re shapes, Ryx. If you don’t know what they are, maybe you should go back to school.”

      Ryx tsks me. “You should watch that tongue of yours, little mate.” He holds them closer to my face, the fine details becoming clearer. They are squares, but on one side there are tiny knobs, like what you’d find on a watch to move the dial. “These are clamps for your aching nipples.” I gasp when he grips my breast hard and plucks my bud. “They slip over them like this.” He settles the square around me, the cold metal making me hiss. “Then they tighten on you by turning these little metal knobs.” He turns them and the sides of the square close in on my nipple, squeezing it painfully. “Yes, it hurts, doesn’t it?” Ryx smiles, his fangs showing. “Fuck, it looks so sexy on you. Let’s add the other one.”

      I groan. Can I handle another? I’d be lying to myself if I said the lack of control isn’t making me wetter than I’ve ever been before. But two clamps?

      “No, Ryx,” I argue, shaking my head. “One is enough. I-I’ll behave, I fucking swear it. I’ll pinky swear, swear my soul to Satan, you name it.”

      He chuckles but ignores me, attaching the other clamp to my vacant nipple. I flinch when he tightens it to the point of pain. “You know they can also make you feel good,” he informs me.

      I raise an eyebrow at him, a frown on my face. “Somehow I doubt that.”

      “It’s true.” Ryx grazes his fingers along the underside of my breasts, a gentle caress that has my body erupting in goosebumps. “Goosebumps!” he exclaims excitedly. “So you like it when I touch you here?” He traces the tender skin again, making me squirm.

      “Maybe under other circumstances I might,” I snap.

      “So fucking sexy,” Ryx murmurs, admiring his work. “Don’t you think so, Kronk?”

      “It’s enough to drive me insane,” Kronk agrees, his eyes dark and feral. “Vrid, show her what else they can do.”

      My eyes shift from Kronk to Vrid, who drops his item out of my eyesight. He reaches up to his black sash and depresses a metal button near his shoulder.

      “Oh!” I cry out in surprise when one of the clamps begins to vibrate, sending waves of pleasure and pain through my nipple.

      “Ryx, you next,” Kronk instructs. Ryx nods and hits a button on his sash, and the other clamp springs to life, silently buzzing against my tender skin.

      My orgasm grows again just from the clamps and my clit tingles, desperate for their touch. “Please stop them,” I beg, as my breathing becomes more ragged. I moan as the intensity increases and a gush of arousal leaks from inside me. Abruptly, they turn off, once again only causing me pain.

      “Vrid, add the final device.” Kronk has a mischievous look on his face, one that I usually only see on Ryx.

      “No more, big boy. Aren’t these enough?”

      “You misbehaved, little one, we can’t allow that at the fight today.”

      The fight. In this tangle of hands and tails, I’d forgotten all about it.

      “Yeah. Umm. Don’t we need to get going to that?” I ask, raising my head off the bed, hoping that whatever torment they have planned next might take too long.

      Kronk glances out the window. “The okkren isn’t here yet. There is still time.”

      “Fuck,” I groan, flopping back down.

      “Vrid, continue.”

      I don’t even look as Vrid picks up whatever he dropped on the floor. That is, until I feel something poking my pussy and my ass at the same time.

      “What the fuck?” I gripe, as whatever that thing is slides inside me. I look down in horror to see Vrid securing what looks like panties around my hips, made from the same material as my outfit for the Vultana.

      “Want to see what my button does, little mate?” Kronk inquires with a smug grin.

      “Not really,” I deadpan.

      He flashes me a smile and hits his.

      “Oh, fuck,” I groan, as the piece in my cunt starts vibrating and rotating at the same time.

      “Xal, add yours,” Kronk commands. Xal’s eyes darken as he hits his and the one in my ass springs to life, vibrating like the one in my pussy.

      “Take it off,” I demand, done with this shit.

      “Nope,” Ryx chimes in. “And that’s not all. When we all hit ours at the same time, something magical happens.”

      “I hope it calls a patronus to scare you off,” I mumble.

      Ryx looks at me in confusion, then continues, “Watch. Or should I say...feel.”

      Vrid and Ryx hit their buttons, and not only do my nipple clamps spring back to life, but something new does as well. Another vibrator. On my fucking clit.

      “Oh, God!” I cry out as the sensations overwhelm me. My pussy clenches, my nipples tingle, and my clit aches as the vibrator stimulates my ass.

      “Enough,” Kronk demands, and all the devices stop. My chest heaves, my body already on edge. “You will wear these under your clothing today, little one. During the fight, any one of us might turn any of them on. You may orgasm if you wish, but it will be in the stands where everyone else can see you, and know it’s your Klan giving you your pleasure.”

      “Evil. Fucking. Bastard,” I seethe.

      A whooshing noise sounds outside. Ryx leans to look out the window and announces, “The okkren is here. Let’s get our little mate ready to go.” They finally release me and I sit up. Immediately, I try to remove the nipple clamps, but as my fingers get near a zap of electricity shoots out and stings not only my fingers, but my nipples as well.

      “Ouch! What the fuck was that for?”

      “Do you really believe we are naive enough to think you wouldn’t try to remove these from yourself, Carmen?” Vrid inquires. “Surely you must know we are smarter than that.”

      “How long have you been planning on using this medieval shit on me?”

      “I had them made the moment we heard about your...ability to escape your Harvest House,” Vrid responds. “But when you escaped from our home as well, I put a rush on it.”

      “Great,” I mutter sarcastically.

      “The panties are also tamper resistant. I would encourage you not to find out what happens if you attempt to remove those.” Vrid’s eyes flash as he pulls a white ensemble from the closet. “Come on. Up you go.” Vrid tugs me off the bed and begins to dress me like I’m a child. The dildos—as I’m gonna call them—in my ass and pussy are very uncomfortable when I’m standing.

      “Arms up,” Vrid instructs, before sliding a white top down over my tits. The sleeves hang off my shoulders, more for decoration than anything else. The bottom hem hits the middle of my ribcage, and the bodice is cut low, putting my cleavage on display as well as my Klan Marix tattoo. Thanks to several injections of the healing serum in Vrid’s tail, the tattoo is already healed.

      “It’s fucking see through,” I complain, looking down at myself. The clamps around my nipples are clearly visible through the flimsy material.

      “Yep. Dual purpose,” Kronk tells me. “Not only will the sight of you wearing our devices give us motivation to fight harder than we’ve ever fought before, but it will also let those around you know who you belong to.”

      Vrid bends down and has me step into a type of skirt. I would have loved to wear this back on Earth, but here it doesn’t feel the same. I reach behind me and feel that it barely covers my ass.

      My bare ass.

      The panties of divine torture sit on me like a thong, keeping my cheeks bare.

      “Why even give me clothes if you’re just gonna make me wear shit like this?” I complain.

      “Don’t tempt us, little one,” Kronk warns with lust in his eyes. “I’d be happy to parade my hot little mate naked all through Lorenthis. But just know that would encourage many more battles with you as the prize for the winners.”

      Vrid digs through the closet and pulls out a pair of boots with three-inch heels. “Put these on too, little mate.”

      I huff and tug on the boots, groaning when I try to stand in them, which is almost impossible. I yank at my outfit as Kronk grips my arm and leads me from the room. I waddle beside him, finding it difficult to walk with this dildo shoved up my ass and heels the size of trees on my feet.

      Ryx and Vrid laugh behind me at my expense. I turn back and give them my meanest scowl to which they only laugh harder.

      “You’re so cute when you waddle, Carmen,” Vrid tells me with a chuckle.

      “And you’re even cuter when you do it while you pout,” Ryx adds.

      “You can both go suck a dick,” I growl, carefully making my way down the stairs, trying not to jostle the clamps or dildos of death. Just as I hit the bottom, one of the clamps turns on. I look behind me to see Ryx holding his finger on his button.

      “Say you’re sorry,” he prompts. “You just told your mate to suck a dick.”

      I stifle a laugh. Hell, I thought it was pretty damn funny. “No.”

      “No? Well then, we will just leave you here to suffer for a few hours. Maybe check on you after the battle—”

      “Okay! Okay.” I don’t want to, but lying here and not watching the battle is out of the question. “Sorry,” I mutter.

      “Good girl,” he praises, and it shuts off.

      Kronk pushes open the front door and guides me out. The door to the okkren opens as we approach. Kronk puts his large hands on my hips and lifts me up into the flying vehicle, then clambers in after me. Xal pulls me into his lap after he climbs in and the door shuts behind him.

      Soon, the okkren is off and a wave of anxiety floods me. I might be mad at them for punishing me in such a dirty way, but I still want to be with them. The thought of some other Klan fighting them to take me as their own makes my stomach churn.

      Unease settles deep inside me and I’m not talking about the dildo of doom in my ass. Something is going to happen, and it’s coming soon. I just hope I’m ready for it.
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        * * *

      

      The flight to the arena is quick, and we soon land in front of a structure that looks like the old colosseum in Rome before the Yarek invaded Earth and destroyed almost all our ancient buildings. Rising from the grass, the white stone pillars seem to meet with the suns hovering above. Grand archways surround what Kronk referred to as ‘the pit.’ Xal jumps out of the okkren first and helps me down, then puts my hand in his.

      Ryx steps to my other side, grabbing my free hand and giving it a squeeze. Kronk leads us inside as Vrid takes up the rear. For a moment, I think about how sweet Vrid is for protecting our backsides, then I remember he probably only volunteered so he can stare at my ass.

      Sounds only a large crowd can make grow louder as we get closer to the pit. Kronk heads through one of the archways, which towers at least two hundred feet over our heads. Once inside, my Klan pauses, their eyes searching everything and everyone for potential threats.

      The structure is vast, rows and rows of seats spread around it like in a sports arena on Earth. There must be enough seating in here to hold fifty thousand Totiv. Most of the seats are full, I notice, looking around. And here I am with a see-through outfit, nipple clamps, and dildos. I wish I had my new shiny oprey with me, but Ryx told me it wouldn’t be allowed in a public place like this, especially when a Zarl is taking place.

      Kronk finds whatever he was looking for and heads down a set of stone steps, stops midway, and turns into an aisle that leads to a raised seating area.

      “That is where you will stay and watch,” Xal, my silent warrior, tells me. “Inside you will be protected.”

      “From who?” I ask.

      “From every vekking Totiv who wants to get their claws on the mate of Klan Marix,” Ryx answers. “You have no idea how special you are, Carmen. You can’t fathom the extremes others would go to in order to get their hands on you.”

      I huff. “I’m not special. I’m just like every other Harvest Girl in Lorenthis.”

      “Not true,” Ryx disagrees. “Our Klan waited over a century for our mate. For you. In that time, our notoriety for bloodshed grew as our minds warped. We have a reputation, one that strikes fear and awe into those around us. And here you are, a tiny little human, swooping in and wrapping us around your fingers.”

      “You are the mate of Klan Marix. There is no higher honour than that for a Harvest Girl,” Vrid adds from behind. “Humans would kill to be you and Totiv would kill to be with you. You are infamous now among the Totiv. The Harvest Girl who went from breaking out of her Harvest House and into the hearts of Klan Marix.”

      “Your story is practically legend, little one,” Kronk agrees. “Everyone wants a piece of Carmen of Klan Marix.”

      Carmen of Klan Marix.

      It has a nice ring to it and makes my heart squeeze tightly with an emotion I haven’t felt since I was last with my Harvest sisters.

      Shiloh, Harlow, Tatiana, and Daisy.

      I’ve not had time to think about them too much since I got here. Things have been so crazy. I hope they’ve found Klans as amazing as mine.

      I brush thoughts of them aside as Kronk leads us up a flight of stairs, and into an elevated seating area surrounded on all sides by thick walls made out of the same stone as the structure. I take a breath as we enter the protected room, wanting to ask if I could see my old friend at some point, but then I see a familiar head of bright red hair.

      “Shiloh!” Her name flies out of my mouth and tears mist my vision.

      “Carmen!” she screams, jumping off the lap of one of her mates and running over to me. I open my arms just in time for her to crash into me. “Oh, Carmen. I never thought I’d see you again.”

      “Me too, Shy.” My voice comes out in a whisper as emotion burns at the back of my throat. “God, I’ve missed you.”

      “I’ve missed you too, Car.” She gives me a final squeeze and pulls away, looking me over, a smirk playing at her lips. She opens her mouth to say God only knows what when Kronk calls me over.

      “Little mate, we need you.”

      “I’ll be right back,” I tell Shiloh, as I head over to my Klan. “I’m sorry, guys. That’s Shiloh. Me and her—”

      “We know all about you and Shiloh,” Kronk interjects. “We saw her call for you in the fighting arena, so we contacted her Klan and asked them to join you in the viewing box today. Her Klan will protect you while we fight. They are good Totiv, strong warriors. And your friend Shiloh can keep you company.”

      “You guys are the best!” I squeal, throwing my arms around Kronk. “Thank you.”

      “You’re most welcome.” Kronk pulls me away and lowers himself to his knee. “We have to go, little mate. Look behind me. See the Klan with the blue sashes?” I glance behind him and nod, remembering the alien who challenged my Klan yesterday. He’s the slimy member who pulled out his puny cock and jerked it at me during the fight up Forsaken Mountain. As if that shit would impress me. “They are the ones who have asked for the fight. They have no honour in doing so, since one of their Klan members was gravely wounded during the battle on Forsaken Mountain.”

      “Yeah, I remember that giant creature biting his dick off,” I muse.

      “Yes, he’s a little less cocky now,” Ryx quips with a laugh. I burst out laughing with him, but my joy quickly fades as one by one, my mates bend down to hold me in their strong embrace.

      “Don’t worry, Carmen. They don’t stand a chance against us,” Vrid says soothingly.

      “And remember what you have to look forward to as you watch,” Ryx adds. I scrunch my face in confusion, then he points to the silver button, reminding me.

      “Oh yeah, that.” Ryx smiles at my distress and plants a passionate kiss on my lips before heading back out. The rest of them do the same. My chest squeezes when the door closes behind them.

      This could be the last time I’m part of Klan Marix…

      The reality of that sinks in, and a deep despair threatens to drown me. I take a seat at the front of the viewing box and look down over the railing. I feel the soft touch of Shiloh as she slips her arm around my shoulders, her familiar presence giving me comfort.

      Down below, the walls are twenty feet high, leaving no way for anyone to jump out. Sand covers the ground and is littered with large rocks and barriers for those fighting to hide behind.

      Vrid told me that guards are stationed all around the arena, armed with hirtels in case the fight—or the crowd, for that matter—gets out of hand.

      The Klan with the blue sashes is already gathered, four strong just like my Klan. I level them with a menacing glare when the crowd erupts in a roar. Shifting my gaze, I see my Klan has just emerged, jumping down into the pit. Ryx is the only one who acknowledges the crowd, raising his hands in the air as if he’s already won, and the crowd eats it up, growing louder. Ryx finds me and flashes a fang-filled smile that has me swooning. He tosses me a wink then reaches up for the silver button.

      “No!” I mouth to him, shaking my head, but he ignores me and presses it.

      Dammit.

      The clamp around my right nipple springs to life, buzzing away on me. I can hear Shiloh’s Klan trying to stifle their laughter behind me and wonder if it’s because they can hear it vibrating.

      My face heats, thinking that they know what my Klan has strapped to my body.

      “Car, are you okay?” Shiloh gives my shoulder a squeeze.

      “Not really. The laws are so different here, it’s difficult to get used to the idea that you can be abducted at any time, ya know?”

      “Yes, I do.” She slides her arms off my shoulder and threads her fingers into my hand. I’m relieved that her Klan stays behind us, allowing us the illusion of being alone. “D-Do you like your Klan?” she asks tentatively.

      “More than I thought possible,” I answer honestly. “They are sweet and caring, yet brutal warriors. I feel for them more than I care to admit.”

      “I’m so happy to hear that, Car. I’ve been worried about you...about all of you.”

      “Me too, Shy. Have you heard or seen any of the others?” Shiloh shakes her head. “Me either. I hope they’re okay.”

      “If they are with Totiv anything like your Klan or mine, then we can rest assure they are safe.”

      “Klan Marix,” a voice booms, interrupting Shy and me. “You have been challenged to a Zarl by Klan Norj. The rules of the Zarl are simple.” The announcer pauses for effect before carrying on, “Winner keeps the human as their mate. Everyone understand?”

      Both Klans nod in understanding.

      “There are no rules here. Anything goes. Fight to the death or until the other Klan surrenders. How it ends is up to you.”

      Murmurs filter up to my box through the crowd.

      “Klans, get ready.” My mates assemble, drawing out their weapons, their legs spread in a battle stance.

      “Fight!”
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      Kronk strikes first, his oprey swirling in a blur of blades as he slashes at the nearest Norj. The alien tries to jump out of the way, but Kronk’s blade slices through his chest and a spray of blood coats Kronk’s face, and he roars so loudly that his opponent stumbles back. He won’t live much longer.

      I shift my gaze to Xal, who is playing with his opponent as if he were a tiger playing with its food. My silent warrior ducks and weaves out of the way of every offensive move his Norj tries to land on him.

      “Get ‘em, Xal!” I scream out, jumping to my feet. Xal spins so he’s facing me, his opponent’s back now turned towards me. Xal unsheathes his bakket and glances up to the stands. He catches my eye while still blocking his attacker. To my surprise, he licks his blade. My pussy clenches as a feral expression crosses his face.

      Oh no, I think, when I see his horns darken. A moment later, the dildo of death in my ass springs to life.

      “Do you hear that buzzing noise?” Shiloh asks me.

      “Nope. I don’t hear anything,” I respond a little too quickly. I mean, what would I even say? ‘Oh yeah, there’s a giant dildo in my ass because I was masturbating and got caught by my Klan, so now they have devices on all of my sex organs to torture me.’

      I’d never live it down. Before she can ask me any more questions I don’t feel like answering, the booming voice sounds again.

      “Klan Marix makes first kill!” The spectators scream and shout in approval. It seems that no one wishes for Klan Norj to win me. I search the scene below and I find Vrid clutching the severed head of the cockless Norj.

      “For you!” he shouts up to me, holding the head high for me to see.

      I look around for Ryx, who is dancing around a Norj that appears to be evenly matched in skill. He ducks left when a narkket is launched at his head. Ryx spins, pulling a bakket from his back, and slashes at his opponent. The Norj sidesteps out of the way and twirls, dropping down and extending his leg, trying to take Ryx’s legs out. Ryx is a step ahead, jumping out of the way—but ever the show-off, Ryx doesn’t just jump.

      He fucking backflips.

      The bystanders go nuts and cheers ring through my ears. I’m so engrossed in his elegance as a fighter that I almost forget about the dildo fucking my ass.

      Almost.

      A roar that could only come from Xal echoes up to me. I turn my head and find my warrior standing on the chest of his Norj, Xal’s long narkket poking into his opponent’s throat as he begs for his life.

      “Klan Marix has killed a second Norj,” the announcer exclaims.

      I look around and see that Kronk has finished his opponent.

      Two down.

      Kronk joins Vrid in a secured area off to the side then looks up at me. It seems that after a kill is made, that warrior is out of the fight. A sly grin crosses his face as he reaches up and hits his silver button. The dildo of horror in my pussy springs to life. Every thrust brushes lightly against my G-spot, bringing my orgasm from earlier roaring back to life.

      A wet cry rings out as Xal finishes his opponent, his narkket digging into the screaming Norj’s throat until his head slumps to the side.

      “Three dead by Klan Marix.”

      I would jump up and down in celebration, but I don’t want to jostle the devices. All eyes are now on Ryx as he and his Norj dance around each other. The look on the Norj’s face tells me he thinks he can win, but I know better. I’ve seen Ryx fight before, he’s just playing with the Norj like Man in Black did when he fought Inigo Montoya in Princess Bride.

      My orgasm continues to deepen, heating my body from my chest to my toes as the dildo in my cunt and ass quicken their pace. I can feel perspiration coating my brow. Add that to how hot I think it is to watch my Klan fight, and I almost come undone.

      “Are you okay, Car?” Shiloh inquires again, worry coating her tone.

      “Yeah—I—Ohhhh.” I can’t form words as the other nipple clamp springs to life, followed by the one touching my clit. I tear my gaze from Ryx over to Vrid who looks up at me with a smile on his face.

      Motherfucker.

      My breathing becomes ragged and I can’t stifle the moans that escape my lips.

      “Oh my God, Car. Are you… Are you coming?” Shiloh laughs, finally realising what her mates already knew.

      I can only nod as my head tosses back and my world explodes. I come hard after hours of having my orgasm denied. My legs twitch as my cream leaks around the dildo, coating my inner thighs. I’ll never get over how intensely my Klan can make me come.

      By the time I come down from my climax, the devices are turned off. I open my eyes and find my Klan staring at me covered in blood, their horns and eyes dark, all for me.

      My vision narrows on them like a tunnel, and all I see is them. Forgetting about Shiloh and the rules of the press box, I leap over the edge and scale the wall until I’m at the edge of the pit.

      Kronk rushes in front of me, his arms outstretched.

      “Come here, little one,” he says.

      He doesn’t have to tell me twice. I jump into his embrace and wrap my arms and legs around him. The world goes silent around me as I cuddle against the chest of my mate.
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        * * *

      

      I must have fallen asleep on the ride back to our home, because I’m woken up with Ryx’s arms around me as he jumps from the okkren. Xal gets to the door first, pressing his hand on the scanner to let us in.

      Ryx doesn’t set me down inside, instead he takes me up to his room and shuts the door before anyone else can come in with him.

      He passes the bed and heads straight for the shower stall. Holding me with one arm, he gets the water running.

      “What are you doing?” I ask with a laugh.

      “What? Can’t I have some alone time with my mate?” He sets me down and begins to strip out of his bloodied clothes. The fucker makes a show of it as if he was a stripper at the local bar, peeling the layers off sensually. The sash goes first. He lifts it over his head, twirls it above himself like a fucking lasso, then tosses it in my face, making me giggle.

      “Go on,” I encourage, crossing my arms under my tits, happy to stand back and watch the show.

      He flashes me a panty melting smile and unbuttons his shirt, letting it slip off his broad shoulders to reveal a chiseled torso. A shudder runs through me and my mouth waters. He’s simply lickable. Every inch of him is defined, as if he were cut from solid rock.

      “Your turn, little mate.” He leans against the wall, his pants riding low on his hips, and his arms crossed over his chest.

      “Fine.” I start with the only place I’m wearing two layers—this pathetic excuse for a skirt. I bite my lip, thread my thumbs under the waistline, and slip them off my hips, leaving me in the torture panties.

      He takes one look at me and covers his mouth in a laugh. “Want to keep those on, do ya?” He steps forward and runs his fingers along my panty line, taking extra care to slide his fingers in the hollows of my hips.

      “I could think of something better to put inside me.” His hands slide up my belly and to my shirt. Like a beast, he rips my shirt off and tosses the shreds behind him.

      “That was hot,” I murmur, panting as his eyes roam my breasts. “Can you take these off? Pretty please?” I bat my lashes at him and point to the clamps.

      “Hmm. I don’t know. They look so fucking hot on you, little mate. Your poor nipples, clamped and aching… Makes me rock fucking hard. Let me hear you beg.”

      Ryx flicks one of the clamps and I mewl. They’ve been on so long my nipples are practically numb.

      He wants me to beg? Fine. “Please, Ryx?” I coo. “Please take them off.”

      “Take these off?” He tugs on the clamps and I cry out.

      “Yes! Please!”

      “You can do better than that.” Ryx abandons my nipples, and somehow, with his alien magic, unfastens the panties of doom. My hands reach for his as he slides them down my body, the dildo in my pussy sliding out with ease, but he has to carefully work at the one in my ass.

      I groan when it finally releases, relief flooding me.

      “Better?” he asks.

      “Mm-hmm. Thank you.” Ryx takes a step back, moves his hands to his belt, and deftly unfastens it. Then he tugs at his pants and they slip down his muscled legs, revealing his perfect cock, and pool at his feet.

      “You’re so vekking hot, Carmen. You don’t have any idea what you do to us...to me.” Ryx grabs his cock and strokes it.

      “Tell me, Ryx.” I want to touch myself in return, but after what happened today, I won’t even dare.

      “You drive me wild. You tamed me in a way I didn’t think possible. I’d give my life for you if I had to.”

      He stalks over and picks me up, and I wrap my legs around him as he claims my mouth. We both groan when our tongues collide. This kiss connects us in a way I didn’t think possible. I can taste the emotions on his lips, pouring through us, letting me know how he feels more than words ever could. I return his kiss, flooding him with my desire, my trust. Letting him know I don’t ever want to exist in a world that he’s not a part of.

      Using my legs, I grind on him, my cream lubricating his cock thrusting between our bodies. Ryx backs up until we’re under the warm water of the shower. He pulls off my lips and grips my hips hard, sheathing his cock inside me, filling my aching cunt.

      “Yes,” I groan, my head falling back as he slowly begins to fuck me. My nipples ache and my pussy clenches as he licks down my neck then circles a clamp with his tongue. “Take it off, Ryx, please. I want to feel your mouth on my nipples. They’re so sore. Can you make them feel better?”

      He growls and I know I’ve gotten to him. Supporting my back with one hand, he continues to thrust his cock inside of me with excruciating slowness and brings his hand up to one of my tits.

      “You will wear these again, Carmen. I can promise you that.” My argument is lost in the scream that erupts from my throat when he releases one clamp. My nipple feels like it’s on fire as all the blood rushes back, but it’s quickly soothed when Ryx wraps his warm mouth around it and sucks gently.

      “Mmm,” I moan. Ryx licks up my chest, my neck, and claims my mouth once again, just in time to muffle my screams as he releases the other clamp. He slides my bottom lip through his teeth then lowers his head to my freshly released nipple. His hot mouth soothes my aching bud, his soft suckles lessening the pain.

      My hands slide up to his horns, gripping them tight as he flicks my nipple with his tongue.

      “Yes!” I cry out, when he quickens his pace, his thick cock hitting the spot inside me that makes my body tremble with desire. Ryx claims my mouth again with one hand under my ass, and the other fisting my hair as he fucks me with abandon. My pussy clenches on his length, trying to hold him inside me for as long as possible.

      “You are so fucking beautiful, Carmen. Look and see how perfect we fit together,” he whispers against my lips. I can’t even form words. I can only nod in response. Ryx sucks his lower lip into his mouth and looks down between us, watching his cock slide in and out of my cunt.

      It’s so fucking hot.

      My cream coats his cock as he fucks me.

      I tear my eyes away from where we are joined and appreciate his body. His hair is pulled back into a ponytail and water droplets cascade down his form, accentuating every fucking dip.

      He roars and I feel his cum spurting inside me, making me come immediately along with him. “Your pussy feels so good,” he moans into my neck, as we ride out the aftershocks of bliss. We stay connected until our hearts settle and our breathing normalises.

      Then he does the sweetest thing. He sets me down and washes me. He starts with my hair, then my body, taking care to be gentle where he needs to. Once we’re both clean, he shuts off the shower and ties a towel around his waist. He grabs an extra towel and scoops me up inside it, then carries me to his bed.

      Tossing the blankets aside, he settles us down in the plush covers and snuggles me close, where we both fall asleep instantly.
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      “Wake up, little mate.” I roll onto my back and stretch my arms over my head. A yawn escapes my lips as I try to peel my eyes open. “Nap time is over.” I turn to look at Ryx who smiles sleepily at me. “We have a surprise for you. You don’t want to sleep through it, now do you?”

      “Surprise?” I plant a kiss on his lips and toss the covers off, rushing to the closet to find something to wear.

      “I already have an outfit waiting for you over there on the chair,” Ryx tells me with a chuckle, pointing over to the corner. I hurry over, pull the soft pink material up, and hold it against my body.

      “Is it…a nightgown?” I ask, confused.

      “It is. Try it on.” He shoos me with his hand.

      “Why would I want to wear a nightgown when there is a surprise waiting for me?” I question, as I slip the material over my head. The shoulder straps are narrow and comfy, and the material is soft, reminding me of jersey cotton back on Earth. Though thin, the pink nightgown is modest and reaches to about mid-thigh. “I still don’t get it,” I say, looking down at myself.

      “You will soon enough.” Ryx gets up and throws on some clothes that look much more formal than mine do.

      “Why do you get to look all...spiffy and shit, and I have to wear a fucking nightgown that makes me look like I’m a child?”

      “Spiffy? Do I want to look spiffy?” Ryx checks himself out in a mirror. “I think I look pretty vekking amazing. So if spiffy means amazing, then I guess you are right.”

      I scoff at his pompous ass and fold my arms under my chest, but damn, he does look...vekking amazing.

      “Come here, little one.” Ryx holds out his hand and tugs me to the bedroom door. It opens just as I hear a loud bang on the front door.

      “Are you guys expecting someone?” I inquire, as we walk downstairs. Kronk opens the door before we make it down and a familiar head of red hair peeks inside, followed by the large red bodies of my bestie’s Klan. “Shiloh!” I pull my arm out of Ryx’s grasp and practically jump down the stairs, rushing to see my friend. “I can’t believe you’re here!” I give her a huge hug then look over her shoulder at her mates. “Thank you for bringing her.”

      “You can thank your Klan. It was their idea,” one of her mates says.

      I feel my face heat as I pull away from Shiloh and look at her. She’s wearing the same thing as me. “Umm, why are we both dressed in pajamas?”

      “We thought you’d like to have a...slumber party!” Vrid exclaims, very proud of himself and his use of a very human term. Shy and I exchange a glance then burst out into laughter. “What?” Vrid asks, looking upset.

      “It’s just that—” Shy starts, but I cut her off.

      “It’s just that...we’ve not had one in so long! Thank you, guys, so much!” I tug at Shiloh’s hand and whisper to her, “Just go with it. We’re together, that’s all that matters.”

      “Fuck, you’re right, Car. I almost made your mate feel bad.”

      “Eh, he would’ve recovered.”

      “Little mate.” Kronk’s deep voice grabs my attention. “I’d like to introduce you to Klan Avuk.” Kronk gestures to the four large aliens filing in behind Shiloh. “They are generals, tasked with keeping Oxious in working order.”

      “I’m Cryk,” one of them says, stepping forward. He’s large, like my Klan, but so vastly different. He has longer black hair, which is perfectly styled between two pointed ears.

      I glance behind him and check out the others. Their skin is a bright red and they have fucking wings. Wings! I can hardly stop myself from asking them for a ride, but I don’t think Kronk would like that. Unlike Marix, this Klan doesn’t have horns or a tail. And their eyes…they are yellow and have vertical pupils like you’d see on a snake back on Earth.

      “I’m Carmen,” I reply, “but I’m sure you already know that.”

      Three others stand behind him, lingering but not really speaking. Their eyes darting around nervously. A giant red alien, one even taller than Kronk, stands near the door with his arms crossed, his eyes assessing everything. He has a wicked looking scar running across his forehead like someone tried to cut his head off once. His hair is long and braided, messy, and wild. He nods at me then his eyes go back to Shiloh, staying locked on her and tracking her every move.

      “Nul, she doesn’t bite, only I do,” Shiloh teases, winking at the alien with the shorter hair, cropped and styled to show his ears, before she looks at the other nervous alien.

      “Joss, I trust her,” she whispers to the last alien, his hair messy and sticking up in all directions like it has a mind of its own.

      Then she looks at me, laughing as we run through to the kitchen. “Your house is amazing!” Shy compliments, gazing around.

      “Doesn’t yours look like this?” I ask, pulling her over to the mylenum pot. “Have you had mylenum yet? ‘Cause holy fuck, it’s amazing.”

      “No, what is it?” she inquires curiously, so I pour us both a cup and walk her over to the couch.

      “Just taste it.” She puts the cup to her lips and groans as our Klans file in behind her. The largest of her Klan’s eyes are wide as he evaluates Shy’s condition. His long, braided hair reminds me of Ryx’s.

      “Don’t worry, Trov,” Ryx remarks with a laugh, laying a hand on his chest. “She’s just drinking mylenum. Our Carmen makes the same noise when she drinks it.”

      Trov visibly deflates. I think he thought I was fucking his girl or something...wouldn’t be the first time.

      “So! You guys are all dressed up, clearly you’re not attending the slumber party,” I joke.

      “No, we’re not,” Vrid replies, coming a few steps closer. “We wanted to give you females some alone time, so we are going off to central Lorenthis for a drink to celebrate our victory over the Narj.”

      “Sounds like fun.” I take a sip of mylenum and exhale audibly. “We’ll behave,” I promise before any of them can insinuate otherwise.

      “Little mate…” Kronk warns, giving me the eye.

      “What? Don’t look at me like that,” I grumble. “I said I promise.”

      “Well, just to be sure…” Kronk stomps over to me. “Hold out your hands...both of you.”

      Shiloh and I exchange a look then hold out our wrists. Kronk links our hands with a pair of handcuffs.

      “Kinky.” Shiloh and I laugh. “Ya know, if you wanted to tie us together, all you had to do was ask.”

      Kronk huffs. “Those have a tracking chip inside them. Should they leave this house, an alarm will sound and your Klan will be notified. And trust me, little mate, you don’t want to know what will happen to you should you try and break out again.”

      “Again?” Shiloh asks, raising one brow at me.

      “He’s embellishing,” I whisper. “Okay, guys! Have fun!” I call dramatically and wave like a crazy person.

      “I’ve put human treats in the kitchen for you and I also found a human movie for you to enjoy.” Vrid smiles and tosses an old DVD at us.

      “Harry Potter!” I squeal, jumping to my feet. “Thank you, Vrid!” I rush at my mate and wrap my arms around him, the chain trailing along the floor with me. He leans down and kisses my head.

      “You are welcome.”

      Shiloh’s Klan surrounds her, giving her hugs goodbye as I kiss mine.

      “Will you be long?” I inquire.

      “A few of your Earth hours,” Kronk answers with a shrug. He tips my chin up to look at him. “Be. Good.”

      “I will.” Honestly, there’s nowhere I’d rather be than hanging out with Shiloh.

      “You better be.” Kronk rubs his thumb along my cheek then turns to leave. Both Klans follow, and a minute later, I’m alone for the first time since I’ve been on Oxious.

      “I can’t believe they left you unattended,” Shiloh teases. “They should know better.”

      “Maybe I’ve been good since I’ve arrived,” I retort, lifting my chin defiantly.

      Shiloh laughs so hard tears well in her eyes. “The day Carmen becomes a ‘good girl’ is the day that Gern gives up his porn stash.”

      “Yeah, yeah, so...tell me everything that’s happened! I want to know every tiny detail. Like...how big are their alien cocks?” I grin, wiggling my eyebrows at her.

      Shiloh laughs and we settle in, grabbing Doritos and Hershey bars from the kitchen. She figures out how to play the movie on my mate’s intricate entertainment system and we laugh the night away. Spending time with Shiloh tonight is just what I needed. She’s my bestie, my partner in crime. Being with her feels like home, and as much as I love this new world and my mates that come with it...sometimes, you need home.
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      It feels strange jumping in an okkren and leaving our mate back at home with her friend Shiloh. The protector in me feels like I’m abandoning her. I know it’s just my brain overthinking things. If there’s one thing we’ve learned about Carmen, it’s that she can take care of herself even if it is after she gets herself into trouble.

      “Which bar do you want to try?” I ask Klan Avuk, who have joined us in celebration of our victory over Klan Narj.

      “We were thinking of going to Ruvrix,” Cryk replies. “We’ve heard they have great food and entertainment as well.”

      “What type of entertainment?” I inquire, intrigued.

      “Cage fights to start,” he responds. “Humans and Drykken battle for money.”

      “Now that’s entertaining,” I agree. The okkren shudders and starts its descent. We exit and walk down the center of Lorenthis, most Totiv giving us a wide berth. Damn right. My fingers twitch to grab the hilt of my narkket so I can dance around another opponent. It nearly killed me today to let that last member of Klan Narj live. As he pleaded for his life, I carved ‘Marix’ into his forehead as a constant reminder. Kronk wanted the disfigurement I made to his face to serve as a lesson to any who might seek to steal our mate from us.

      I think it might just do the trick.

      Trov points to a building up ahead. Bright lights illuminate the sign above, indicating we’ve found Ruvrix. Dark red double doors swing in as we approach. Kronk and Nul enter first, and the rest of us file in behind them. Music hits my ears, thumping with a deep bass that has my head bobbing. Hovers at various heights shine coloured lights along the floors and walls.

      This place is built more like a stadium, with tiers surrounding a cage that’s sunken in the middle. Cryk leads us around the top tier to a spot where the bar is open, and orders a round of drinks for us. Vrid passes me one of the tall glasses filled with a green liquid that has a white steam emanating from the top. After we all have a glass, Kronk raises his in a salute.

      “To Carmen, our mate.”

      “To Carmen,” we all cheer in unison, before taking a sip. The liquid is surprisingly hot and cold. It feels like ice when it hits my tongue but burns down my throat.

      Delicious.

      “Two more!” I call, holding up my empty glass. Vrid grabs a double order and hands them to me.

      “I have a table reserved for us to watch the fights,” Cryk yells over the pulsing music. “Follow me.”

      Kronk grabs a blue drink off the tray of a passing waiter as we walk. Cryk leads us down a flight of stairs to the second tier. We pass tables of Totiv as we walk to the middle of the row where a lounge area juts out over the lower tier, giving us an unobscured view of the fighting ring.

      I take a sip of my drink and find a seat at the front, resting my glasses on the bar top table that surrounds the front of the lounge. Xal slides in next to me as the announcer introduces the first fight of the evening.

      “Patrons of Ruvrix, I require your attention.” The music dies down and the Totiv inside lower their voices. “In this corner, wearing red and white, is the human known as Bart!” Boos erupt from the crowd and someone throws their drink in the ring.

      Tough crowd.

      “Fighting him today, in the far corner, wearing orange and green, is Seamus!”

      “What the vekk kind of name is Shay-mus?” I say to Xal with a laugh. “Or Bart, for that matter.” He laughs along with me. Both humans have stern looks, as if they have fought before. Shay-mus has intricate tattoos covering his pale skin, while Bart is tanned and covered in pure muscle.

      “This should be good,” Xal comments, as the fighters bounce on their feet from side to side.

      A shot is fired and the fight starts. I watch but don’t really pay attention. Instead, my thoughts—as always—drift to my mate. Her perfect dark hair, her emerald green eyes, the way her tits bounce when she walks, how wet she gets for me.

      My cock remembers too, so I try to shift my focus back to the fight and will my hard-on away. Shay-mus dodges a jab from Bart who then fakes left and hits right, sending Shay-mus spinning into the cage. Shay-mus spits out a mouthful of blood in Bart’s face, which only angers the other fighter.

      “How do you think our mate is getting along?” Vrid muses, settling in the seat to my left.

      “You kidding me?” I scoff. “Did you see how happy they were together in their matching pajamas? Fucking adorable.” I take a long guzzle of my drink. “Plus, we needed a night out as a Klan just as Carmen needs some time with her Harvest Sister.”

      “Cheers to that,” Xal interjects, raising his glass. Vrid and I smash ours against each other hard enough that the glass cracks in mine. We have a good laugh and I quickly down the rest of my drink before it has a chance to escape through the crack. I slide the busted cup down the table and grab my second, still full glass of green deliciousness.

      “You’re so chatty tonight, Xal. What’s gotten into you?” I question, elbowing him in jest.

      “That fight just got me amped up.” He takes a drink and lets out a long, “Ahh.” Then continues, “My cock is still hard from watching Carmen come up in the press box. Did you see her face?”

      “Vekk me,” Vrid groans, recalling her beauty. “She’s as gorgeous as the sky when the suns rise after a night cycle.”

      “Cheers to that,” Xal says again, his glass raised. Vrid and I clank glasses with Xal as Kronk sits to his right, adding his glass to the mix.

      “What are we celebrating?” Kronk asks.

      “How hot Carmen is when she comes,” I respond, smirking.

      Kronk groans. “Don’t get me started.”

      I shrug my shoulders. “Sorry, Kronk...actually, no I’m not.”

      “Vekking ass,” Kronk gripes, smacking the back of my head. “Next round is on you for pulling shit like that.”

      “Deal. I’m fresh out of drinks anyway.” I push my chair back as Bart chokes Shay-mus into submission and turn to Klan Avuk. “Next round is on me! I’ll be right back.”

      They raise their glasses in a salute. I head out of the lounge and through the second tier, back up to the bar surrounding the top perimeter. “I’ll take nine rounds of your best pravvar,” I tell the bartender, ordering two drinks for myself. “Have someone bring them to the lounge reserved by Cryk.” He nods and I pay the tab before heading back to my seat. Pravvar is expensive, but this is a night for celebration. Plus, I like to splurge on things. I haven’t acted on my impulsive side since we won Carmen.

      I have to catch myself when I walk down the stairs, the effects of the alcohol starting to get to me more than I’d like to admit. After the round of pravvar, I think I’ll grab some water. I don’t like to feel out of control, especially when I have a mate back home waiting for me.

      Taking my seat, I look down in the cage and see new fighters already battling. This time, it’s two Totiv going head-to-head. I don’t recognise either of them, and wonder for a moment if perhaps they are now allowing the Drykken to fight.

      Before I can think on that further, a server comes to our lounge carrying a tray with nine glasses and nine shots.

      “You trying to kill us?” Joss jests, taking his glass and shot.

      “No, he’s just showing off,” Kronk jokes.

      “Me? Show off?” I reply, pretending to be appalled by his insinuations. “I’d never…”

      “Just shut up and grab your glass,” Xal grumbles, a smile playing at his lips.

      “Fine, fine.” Everyone grabs their shots and holds them over their glasses. “To our mates! May they be ours until the end of our days.”

      “To our mates!” they cheer in unison. I drop the shot in my glass and watch as a burst of flames shoots up from my cup. I wait until it dies out before bringing the glass to my lips. Opening up my throat, I take a large drink, but startle when the flavour of the pravvar is off.

      My stomach churns as I sit my cup back down, having finished the pravvar in one gulp. Nausea takes hold of me quickly and I feel like I might be sick.

      “I gotta get some fresh air,” I choke out, sliding my chair back.

      “Want some assistance, Ryx?” Vrid asks. I wave him off and stumble through the bar. My vision starts to become unfocused as I push my way through the crowds. Some yell at me for bumping into them, and usually I’d have a smartass remark to shout back while demonstrating some bakket skill, but right now, all I care about is getting the vekk out of here.

      The double doors come into my blurred vision and I push through them, staggering out into the street. I can hear gasps of surprise coming from the vague outlines of patrons sitting at the outside tables. I grumble something unintelligible and head around to the side of the building.

      My back rests against the cold stone and I slide down, my legs no longer able to hold me. I become worried as my body numbs, my limbs no longer reacting to what my brain tells them to do.

      My eyelids flutter as I struggle to stay awake. My heartbeat slows and I try to shout for help, for my Klan, but my lips will not respond. I fall sideways to the ground, my head smashing into the stone. Just before darkness consumes me, I hear footsteps and a sinister voice rasp, “You should never have let me live. You took my face, and for that, I will take your life.”
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      It’s late, too late. They said a few Earth hours, but it has to be almost ten by my calculations. Where the fuck are they? Something is wrong, I just know it, I can feel it in my gut as a knot twists inside my stomach. Worry flows through my veins. I’m anxious. After spending every waking minute together since I landed here, the absence of their presence suffocates me. I wish I could convince myself that I just miss them, but I’d be lying.

      Shiloh and I had such a good few hours, just chatting and catching up on everything we have missed in each other’s lives since arriving in Oxious. I told her about my mates, and she told me about hers. It felt like old times, giggling as we told stories through the night. Sharing our hopes, our dreams. It felt right, normal even. I’m so glad to see her happy, but as the time wears on, I grow grimmer and grimmer despite her trying to distract me.

      Pacing the floor, dragging Shiloh with me by our bound wrists, I zone out her comforting words. She tries to explain for the hundredth time that they are just drunk and forgot...but these aren’t human men. These are aliens, our mates, they wouldn’t do that. They are warriors, for fuck’s sake…fuck, let them be okay. If they are safe and just got lost in their cups, then I’m going to kick their asses for making me worry like this.

      If they’re not...

      “Seriously, Car, will you stop? My feet hurt and that weird thing in your hand is scaring me,” Shiloh laments with a huff, stumbling along behind me. I hold my oprey in one hand to defend us if the need should arise. My Klan’s warnings of stolen mates and Drykken rang through my head until I’d grabbed the weapon.

      When a noise comes from outside, I spin, placing Shiloh behind me and holding my oprey out the way you would a knife, hoping I’m wielding it correctly. The door opens to reveal my Klan and I deflate. I grin at them, but it soon disappears as they file in with Shiloh’s mates, all looking grim...all but one.

      “Where’s Ryx? You didn’t try and sell him, did you? I know he’s annoying, but he sure is pretty,” I joke...but it falls flat.

      While I’m talking, Shiloh’s mates unclip us and she steps back with them. My Klan looks between them before Kronk pushes Vrid forward. He sighs and steps closer. “Carmen, about Ryx—”

      “Where is he?” I hiss, stepping towards them, that knot in my stomach tightening.

      “He’s gone,” he admits.

      “Gone?” I parrot dumbly.

      “Taken,” Xal adds.

      The floor drops from under me and I almost fall before Xal catches me. I search their eyes, imploring them to take it back, to say it was a joke, but they don’t.

      Taken?

      “How? Why? When?” I demand in rapid-fire questions, and Vrid holds his hand up.

      “Outside the bar we went to, around five hours ago. We have been looking ever since, but with no luck. We think it was the Drykken. We came back to arm up and go and hunt them before it’s too late. Klan Avuk will be staying with you—”

      “Like fuck they will, assholes,” I snap, and their eyes widen, all of them taking a step back, making Shiloh and her Klan laugh. I throw them a glare, shutting them up as I concentrate on my own mates. Anger races through me, fueled by my worry for my teasing mate. God, let him be okay. I only just found him, I can’t lose him...I grasp onto the knowledge that he’s a fighter and one of the best. If anyone can survive, he can. “He’s my mate, I’m coming, not sitting here like some fucking damsel in distress!”

      “Carmen,” Vrid begins patiently. “You can’t, we can’t look after you as well. Klan Aruk will use their reach and influence as generals to check the city while you stay with them. We will check the city again, but we already believe we will have to venture into the lands outside Lorenthis to search for the Drykken and Ryx.”

      I wait for him to finish before I step closer and press my oprey to his neck and narrow my eyes, forcing my anger back, but I know it won’t help. I need to convince them, and for that I need logic.

      “If you leave me to hunt them, you are leaving me alone. Yes, with another Klan, but they aren’t you and they will protect their mate before me. Don’t you think this is their plan? Why would the Drykken care about Ryx other than the mate he has? Huh? Explain that to me. Or are they using him to draw you away so they can get to me?” I plead my case calmly, pressing the oprey closer, and forcing my mate to step back as I take them all in. “That’s some basic ass bitch move, splitting up. We are a family now, a Klan, we stick together. I can handle myself!”

      “Little one,” Kronk starts, but seems unsure what to say.

      “I. Am. Coming. It’s settled,” I snarl and turn, holding my weapon as I rush upstairs, shouting over my shoulder. “If you try and leave without me, I will sneak out and follow you, putting myself in more danger. Don’t try it.”

      “What the vekk just happened?” I hear Xal question, and almost smile, almost.

      “Carmen, that’s what,” Shiloh answers with a laugh.
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      Staring down at the clothes on the bed, Ryx’s bed, I suck in a wobbly breath. Now that we have a plan, I should feel better...but I don’t. What if we are too late? I know I can’t afford to think like that right now, but I can’t help it. I take a deep breath and let it out slowly. My other mates need me now. I need to suck it up and be strong for them, for Ryx.

      “It’s okay to be scared,” Xal whispers, and I hunch forward, not even hearing him sneak in. His arms wrap around my body as he turns me, pulling me to his chest as I look up into his worried eyes. He lets me see what’s churning below that silent, calm surface, lets me see how truly scared he is for our missing Klan member. Strangely, it makes me feel better...and worse at the same time. “A warrior isn’t someone without fear, but one able to fight despite that fear.”

      I sigh, my eyes filling with tears, but I force those tears away. “I can’t lose him,” I whisper.

      He nods, his tail coming up and wiping away a stray tear I didn’t realise had escaped. “He loves you too, little mate, do not fret. He would not dare die on you.”

      “I n-never said I loved him.”

      He grins then, flashing fang. “It is obvious you do, you love us all. Even me, a monster who did not know what love was before you, can see it. We love you too, with all the broken, blackened edges of our blood-covered hearts.”

      “That’s the sweetest thing you have ever said.” I grin and he laughs.

      “Only the best for you, now, let’s get you ready. It’s time to hunt.”

      I nod again and dig deep, gathering all my resolve and strength. I’ve been training my whole life to be their mate, who knew I was training to save them as well?

      In this story, it’s the woman who is the white knight...she just so happens to ride in with three giant, purple alien sidekicks.
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      Our little mate is dressed like a warrior. Her mouth-watering body is clad in leather again, and strapped with her oprey and bakket as well as a hitrel, courtesy of Kronk. The sleek, silver weapon is similar to that of a gun on Earth, however this one shoots pure energy, vaporising your enemy if you get a clean enough shot. Her eyes light up when she sees it, but she soon turns somber, all of us worried about Ryx, feeling the clock ticking. The longer he is missing, the more danger he’s in. I have faith, though, Ryx is a warrior—our Klan member—and Klan Marix never loses or dies.

      Especially not now, not when we finally have something—someone—to fight for. To live for.

      We search the city. We had already asked around at the bar we were at before coming back and speaking to Carmen. We begin at the bar near our house and work our way outwards to see if they have heard anything. After grabbing an okkren into the city, we head to Ruvrix, the logical place to start looking since it’s the last place Ryx was seen. But we come up almost empty-handed. So far, all we have to go on is a drunk’s word he saw a Drykken, but his fuzzy memory isn’t strong enough evidence to make us drag our mate into the land beyond the walls of Lorenthis. Out there, everything wants to kill you, so it will be our last resort.

      Kronk grabs the Totiv Carmen is talking to, losing his patience when he ignores our mate, and smashes him into a wooden table. “Answer her,” he growls, his eyes blacker than his horns, his body vibrating with the need to spill blood.

      “Did you let Drykken through the gate?” she repeats, getting into the alien’s face. She had stood back and let us question the first lot of Totiv, already suspecting the guards at the gate had been bribed to look the other way as the Drykken snuck through into our midst. But in true Carmen fashion, she soon got bored of just watching and took over. The sight of her turns me on, her little red lips twisted in a sneer, her very human eyes blazing with anger. Her hands stroke her oprey, but I don’t think she is aware of it.

      "I-I don’t know! I wasn’t on shift last night at the Unok wall, Fres was!” he screams, as his eyes start to pop from his head from the pressure of Kronk’s hand tightening around his neck. Those who were once sitting close by rush away, the main road going almost silent to avoid our wrath, knowing we are not merely playing.

      This is serious.

      “And where do we find Fres?” she asks, narrowing her eyes on the man as Kronk adds more pressure, making him scream in pain.

      “At the bols, the bunks for the unmated! Unit 456!” he shouts, almost begging her as she straightens and nods at Kronk, who lets him go with a disgusted sigh. He kicks the Totiv onto the floor as we start to walk away.

      “Stupid human mutt,” we hear him spit behind us. I’m already moving, and just as Carmen turns around, I rip the tongue from the man’s mouth. Blood splatters across her face—not that she cares—and I let go of the man. He shrieks, more blood pouring from the stump in his mouth until Vrid steps forward. He smashes his claws into his throat and pulls it out, throwing it to the ground as he turns again, holding our mate’s hand and leading her away to the bols.

      It doesn’t take us long to find the bols. They are spread around the outskirts of the city, cramped and small, with barely enough room for a bed, never mind much else. Carmen counts down the numbers on the bols until she finds the one she wants. I go to kick the door down, but she stops me with a pointed look and a hand on my leg.

      I frown and step back as she raises her hand and raps on the metal door. Not two minutes later, it slides open, revealing a half asleep and disheveled Fres, the Totiv indicated to us.

      “What the vekk—”

      Smack.

      I stare at my mate, simultaneously wanting to fuck her and laugh hysterically as I watch her smash her fist into the man’s startled face. He falls back with a yell and Kronk steps inside, followed by Carmen, Vrid, and me. I take her hand and examine her knuckles as Kronk grabs the man. I frown when I see they have split. Her pale skin is so fragile, the scent of her blood making me growl.

      “Vrid,” I snap, and he comes forward, whispering to her as he takes her hand. I take his spot in front of a confused, terrified-looking Fres, who Kronk is holding by the back of the neck.

      “I’m fine, goddamn it! Let me at him,” she snaps behind me, making Kronk and I smile. Fres glances from one of us to the next, not speaking.

      She pushes past me and leans on her toes to get into his face, huffing adorably when she still can’t reach. Grinning, I grab her and hold her higher so she can look into his eyes. Only our mate could look intimidating while held in the air like a youngling, but Fres actually jerks back from her fierce expression.

      “Did you allow Drykkens into the city?” she snarls at him, and his eyes widen as he looks at us then back at her.

      “Er—”

      “I’m going to take that as a yes,” she sneers, as her little fingers wrap around his throat. “You fucked up, you big pink bastard. Those savages took something of mine, and I don’t share well. So, you’re going to tell us everything we want to know, or I’m going to let Kronk here rip you to pieces, starting with your toes and working his way up until you start to talk. And you will talk, I can guarantee that, but it’s up to you if you wish to prolong this.” She rests her other hand on her chin. “I wonder if it will take ripping off your family jewels to achieve that though,” she adds calmly, almost thoughtful. “Maybe we should just start with them?” Carmen suggests, looking over at Kronk, who laughs.

      “Whatever you say, little mate, one cock and balls coming right up,” he snarls. His blood lust is riding him hard, switching the large warrior from laughter to anger in a mere second like only Kronk can do.

      “Don’t let him die though,” she orders, as he releases the man and grabs his bakket, making Fres jump back. He hits the wall behind him and crosses his hands over his cock protectively.

      “Please, please, there is no need. I will tell you!” he pleads.

      “Awww, but I wanted to see you bleed.” Carmen sighs. “Fine, tell us.”

      Fres gulps audibly, then begins, “I was approached by an outsider, he-he paid me, all I had to do was look the other way for a cycle, that’s it! It’s the wall, it’s impenetrable! I figured what harm could it do?” He panics then, glancing around. “I didn’t know, I swear I-I didn’t know what they would do. It was only when I saw them rushing back over, like a blur of warriors, and the...the, erm, warrior with them that I realised I vekked up.”

      She wiggles free and steps closer. “That warrior, he wore a black sash?”

      He nods, his second eyelid fluttering over his eyes in his panic.

      “The outsiders, the ones who came over the wall. Who are they?”

      He swallows audibly then, flicking a look between us as his forked tongue darts out and wets his lips nervously before he spits it out. “Drykken, they were Drykken.”
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      “What next?” Carmen asks me, her hands gripping one of mine as we sit back, the cries of Fres ringing in our ears as Kronk and Vrid tear him to pieces. She doesn’t seem bothered by the bloodshed happening across the room, or the growls, more concerned about Ryx.

      I give her hand a squeeze. “Now we leave, we go through the wall to the outlands and hunt the Drykken. They live on the move, so it may take a few days, but we will find them, little one, and when we do, we will kill them all.”

      I don’t even try to convince her to stay, I know she won’t. She is a warrior like us, she will fight alongside us—for her mate—regardless if we allow it or not. When Kronk and Vrid are done destroying that traitorous bastard, they stand before us, heaving and covered in blood. I drop her hand. “We leave now.”

      “Let’s go, little one,” Kronk growls, holding her hand in his bigger one as we leave the bols and work our way through the city, blood from their fresh kill dripping off Kronk and Vrid. Those still up get out of our way, fear and silence trailing in our wake. They know warriors hunting when they see them, they know the bloodshed we will leave behind...and if Ryx is dead...

      They know the hell we will rain down on this world.
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      The ashy smell of smoke and the coppery aroma of blood permeates the air, waking me from the blackness. I fight the urge to cough, my lungs tight as if I have been inhaling the mixture for a while, when I hear voices around me.

      “Vekking warrior my Totiv ass,” someone scoffs. “He couldn’t fight the poison in his drink. Passed out like a drunk after too much grapt.” The laughs of many join his, and I realise they are talking about me. The memories come flooding back.

      Ruvrix.

      The pravvar.

      Stumbling through the bar, knowing something was wrong but unable to fight it. Poison, they said, no wonder I was so weak, my body giving in as the toxin set into my blood.

      The promise of my death upon my attacker’s lips, and his sour breath against my face, are the last things I remember before blacking out.

      But where am I?

      I refuse to let any panic set in as I school my breathing—not wanting to alert my captors to my consciousness—and take in my surroundings. Cold grass tickles my skin, so I know I’m lying on the ground, and there is the tell-tale sound of soft, rustling of leaves from above me, which informs me that I’m probably not in Lorenthis. Far from it actually. Fires like the one I can smell are not permitted within the walls of Lorenthis, which means…

      I’m in the outlands.

      That bastard from Klan Norj must have joined the Drykken after we decimated his Klan. Anger brews inside me, anger that we—that Kronk—let him live. And for that mercy, I might lose my life.

      Vekk.

      By the conversations and murmurs filtering through my ears, it hasn’t been long since I was taken, a few hours at most. No doubt my Klan is already on the move, already out trying to find me.

      And they will.

      Klan Marix doesn’t know how to fail, the concept is foreign to us. And our mate is no different. No doubt she will have put Kronk and Xal in their place, and insisted she join them to search for me. They would be fools to think she wouldn’t, she is just as much a warrior as we are.

      That thought sends a rush of excitement to my cock, who has yet to realise the predicament we’re in.

      Down, boy.

      “We’ll take them down one by one,” a male with a grumbly voice announces. “Now that their weapons master has been...disarmed, the rest of them should be no problem. Then the human is ours.”

      “Oh, shut up, Hoth. Have you seen how big their leader is? It would take a dozen loaded hitrel to take him down alone.” I recognise this voice as the fucker from Klan Narj, although I liked it much better when he was begging at the sharp end of my narkket.

      “You’re right, Jarl,” another voice chimes in. “One look at your vekked up face should remind the rest of you idiots about the might of Klan Marix. Even one down, they will not be easy to defeat. And now? Now they know we’re coming for them.”

      “Yessss,” Jarl sneers. “And once they’ve been...taken care of, their hot little mate will be all ours.”

      I’ve got to get out of here. I need to warn them. I need to protect my mate. Fury roars through me, and I try to hold it back as my muscles bulge and my horns darken at the mention of my mate.

      Mine!

      “I will vekk her first,” Jarl snarls, “I want her mate over there to watch as I shove my cock in her alien pussy.”

      Before I can suppress it, a growl escapes my lips. I try to move, but my limbs are still unresponsive, the poison still has me in its grasp, even as my mind is whirring and ready to fight.

      “Ohh, look who’s awake! Ready to play?” Jarl cackles, his voice moving closer. I slit my eyes open just as his boot connects with my face. The force jerks my head away from him and blood pools in my mouth. I swallow it, letting it fuel my anger, which is slowly eating through the weakness in my body.

      Vekking ass. He’s going to pay for that.

      “Not so scary now, are you?” Jarl grabs my head, pulling my hair back and forcing me to meet his gaze. “You are nothing. You hear me? Nothing.” He throws my head down and it crashes into a rock, the pain causing my vision to go white for a moment. I feel fresh blood trickle down the side of my head.

      I spit out a mouthful of blood, aiming it at him. “Youuu. Willll. Dieeee,” I croak out. Speaking hurts my throat, but it’s worth it.

      Jarl laughs. “I will. But you’ll go first.” I grunt when he kicks me in the belly. “Come on! Let’s show him what the Drykken are capable of,” he calls out to the other members of his savage group. They rise from their fire and walk towards me where I lie prone on the ground. I swallow hard, sucking in deep breaths, knowing this is going to hurt.

      Then they attack.

      Fists bash in my face and feet kick every part of my body they can reach. My shirt is torn off and claws dig into my skin. The smell of my own blood fills the air as a stinger stabs my chest, yanking a scream from me as liquid fire spreads through my veins. The pain becomes so unbearable that my body can’t take it anymore. I force my mind away, not wanting to lose consciousness, and focus on thoughts of my little mate.

      I don’t know how much time passes when they finally stop. Waves of blinding agony roll through me like a violent storm. But I do not cry out, I don’t beg for my life, because I’m part of Klan Marix.

      We are warriors.

      I will suffer or die the way we live...with pride.

      “String him up!” Jarl’s command is followed by the stomping of feet. Hands wrap around my body and drag me. I’m airborne for a moment before my back comes smashing down onto what feels like a long pole. I try to open my eyes, but they are swollen shut from the beating, jackhammers of pain pounding through my sore head.

      “Vekk off,” I try to shout, my will unbroken though my body is decimated, but my voice falls on deaf ears. My arms are brought above my head and I feel something like rope tied around them. Next, my feet are bound. Another sting in my belly has me bellowing in agony, my voice hoarse as the venom courses through me as if a thousand bakkets are repeatedly stabbing me over and over again.

      I try to stay awake, wanting to fight them with every ounce of blood in my body, but the combination of the venom and the poison is too great. I can feel myself fading. My last thoughts are of my little mate.

      Carmen.

      I have to live through this for her, because if I die, she might not survive.
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      Fres’s blood coats my skin, reminding me of what’s to come.

      Battle.

      My hands ball into fists, my claws digging into my palms at the mere thought of fresh blood. My little mate prances beside me, her tiny body decorated in leather and weapons. She’s like a sexy warrior goddess sent from the Great One to defend us all.

      And she’s all ours.

      A growl escapes my lips and Carmen turns to look at me, her eyebrow raised, her green eyes gleaming as if she can sense my naughty thoughts.

      “Later,” she whispers, licking her plump lips. “After my thirst for blood is quenched, my thirst for cock will need tending to.”

      “Vekk,” I groan. I turn away from her, not wanting to be distracted as the wall closes behind us, leaving us outside of the protection of Lorenthis.

      Xal sniffs the air, his eyes darting around on the ground, searching for any evidence to show us the right direction. “There,” he says, pointing to a dark streak in the grass. He kneels down next to it and dips his finger in the liquid, rubbing it between his fingers. “Blood.” He brings it up to his nose. “It’s Ryx’s. They went this way.”

      Xal picks up the pace, jogging through the trees. Carmen follows right behind him and Kronk protects her back.

      “I can smell it too.” Kronk’s voice floats back to me. “It’s getting stronger.”

      “We’re getting close,” Xal agrees. “Through there.” Xal leads us through dense trees. Tall cornifs rise above, their dark black leaves covering our heads. Shorter retlas are dotted between them, their needle-like leaves poking out at all angles, like an odd combination of Earth’s cacti and pine trees.

      Our pace slows so we can weave through them all. The canopy of leaves is so thick, the moons of Oxious aren’t able to shed any light, putting our sweet Carmen at a severe disadvantage. The Totiv have learned that the humans’ eyesight is far less advanced than our own.

      I narrow my eyes and see that she’s holding on to Xal’s tail with her hand, helping to guide her through the dark. That gesture alone is enough to let me know how much he cares about our little mate. He wouldn’t be caught dead doing such a thing...yet here he is. Our tails, though useful, are private. No one touches them publicly, not even our mates.

      We travel for what feels like miles, the puffing of our breathing the only noise accompanying the stomping of our feet. I don’t have to see Carmen to know this trip is wearing on her. Her legs are so much shorter than ours, and her lungs so much smaller, unable to bring in as much air as we are.

      “Stop,” I order. My Klan comes to a halt and I pass Kronk to take a look at Carmen. “How are you feeling?”

      “I-I’m fine,” she pants. “Just—a bit—winded.”

      “I have something that will help you heal.” Before she can respond, I lash out my tail and inject her in the belly. She grunts, but the pain of the sting quickly subsides as my healing venom flows through her. I can hear her heartbeat slow, her breathing normalise.

      She stares up at me with a smile on her face. “Coulda warned me, ya know.”

      “No time.” I cup her chin with my hand and rub my thumb across her plump bottom lip, unable to help myself, needing to touch her. Her eyes close and she shivers at the gesture, my own eyes darkening as a wave of her arousal fills the air.

      “Come on, you two,” Kronk encourages. “Ryx is close.” At the sound of our missing member’s name, Carmen stiffens, and her eyes fly open like she’d forgotten for a moment what we’re doing out here. I think I did too, lost in everything that is Carmen, as always. “Let’s go,” Kronk orders.

      I drop her chin and she nods, turning to follow Xal again. Another hour passes, and we finally begin to smell fire and the stink of a Drykken camp. The potent stench makes my stomach churn in disgust. The scents of rotten food, shit, and piss fill the air like smog, polluting our oxygen.

      I don’t know how they stand it.

      Xal puts up a hand, halting us, and creeps forward. “Stay,” he orders, before taking off through the trees. My adrenaline pumps through my veins, the desire to fight, to draw blood, surging inside me. Kronk paces in the small space we’re occupying, unable to stand still as we wait. Carmen bounces from one foot to the next, looking like one of those Earth boxers, ready to strike.

      Xal returns several minutes later, his eyes narrowed in anger at whatever he saw. He might appear in control, but like Kronk, he tends to be more animalistic than Ryx or me. “They are half a kile up there.”

      “How many?” Kronk growls, his voice deadly, his knuckles tightening around the handle of his oprey as he tries to hold himself back.

      “I counted at least twenty.”

      “Any sign of Ryx?” Carmen inquires, her small voice hopeful.

      Xal’s face turns grim. “Yeah, I saw him. Be prepared, little mate. What you are about to see will be difficult.”

      “Tell me, Xal. I need to know what I’m in for,” Carmen orders. She stands up straighter, throws back her shoulders, and meets his gaze head-on. I admire her bravery. She’s perfect for Klan Marix, a true fated mate.

      Xal sighs. “They’ve got him strung up in the middle of their camp. His body is completely covered in blood, bruises. I don’t know how he’s still alive.”

      “But he is...alive. Right?” Carmen presses, her heart rate picking up.

      Xal nods. “Barely.”

      Carmen deflates but quickly pulls herself together, allowing her sorrow to fuel her anger.

      “That’s not all,” Xal informs us. “The base of the pole is surrounded by kindling, dried branches. The perfect mixture for a fire.”

      “Vekk!” Kronk exclaims, tugging at his hair. “We need a plan and we need it now.”

      “I have an idea,” Carmen states. “I—”

      “Before we decide on any plan,” I interject, “there’s something I need to do first.”

      “Do it fast,” Xal growls. “Ryx can’t afford another moment.”

      I nod and turn to my Carmen. “Little mate. Remember how our tails have different uses? For example, mine can give you healing.”

      “Yes, of course. I think I’ve had the umm…pleasure of experiencing all of your tails.” Her gaze heats with her admission.

      “All but one,” I agree, remembering the time we all restrained her with our tails, spreading her body wide for us to enjoy. “Like Xal’s, mine can be tasted.”

      “Okay. And why does that matter now?” she huffs, impatient.

      “Mine can give you strength you’ve never experienced before. It will enhance your muscles, your senses. In essence, you will become Totiv in all but form. I’d like you to drink it.”

      “Fuck yes,” she says, reaching for my tail with no hesitation. I have to suppress a shudder at her touch and focus on conjuring my venom. Finally, a drop of the purple liquid forms at the tip. Carmen brings the tip of my tail to her mouth, closes her eyes, parts her lips, and sucks.

      I almost come in my pants.

      A moment later, her eyes fly open, wide and filled with surging emotions as she drops to her knees before me, my tail flinging behind my back. A soundless cry escapes her lips and a trickle of fear grips my insides.

      I’ve never used this venom on a human before, so I’m not entirely sure how she will react to it, uncertain what to expect. But one thing’s for sure…

      Carmen is changing.
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      Agony, pure unfiltered agony races through my blood. I can feel his venom changing me, melding me into something...more. My bones feel like they are snapping and rebuilding, my muscles growing stronger...even my skin feels thicker. Harder. Tougher.

      I gasp audibly, my eyes wide at the power flowing through me. Bliss chases away the pain until I slump forward, catching myself on the ground with my hands. I control my breathing, making sure the change is over, then sit up...only I use a little too much strength and end up thrusting myself into the air. I cry out with a bit of fear and excitement, then land on my feet and fall forward. Vrid catches me, watching me with worried eyes.

      “Carmen?” he calls.

      “I’m okay,” I croak, and then clear my throat, trying again. “I’m okay. Holy dick on a prick, that rush is amazing.”

      “Are you sure you’re okay? I didn’t know how it would affect you.”

      I nod, stepping out of his arms, and spin, the movement faster than normal. Laughing, I race at Kronk, feeling like I’m flying because I’m moving so fast. He grunts as he catches me, his eyes darkening as I wiggle in his arms.

      “I caught a wild human, what shall I do with her?” he growls, and I huff.

      “Put her down, she has a plan,” Xal grumbles. Kronk rolls his eyes and lets me go, but only far enough so I touch the ground. I twirl as he pulls me back to his chest, his arms wrapping around me.

      “A plan?” Xal prods when I hesitate, getting lost in Kronk’s touch. It’s all magnified. In fact, even my eyesight and hearing are amplified. I can see the tiny details on the trees far away and hear the mumbled talking of the Drykken.

      “Yes, they want me, right?” I ask, and they all nod. Kronk growls, the sound rumbling through me as his claws dig into my skin without piercing. I pat his arm and carry on, “Let’s give them what they want.”

      They all growl then and I roll my eyes, forcing myself away from Kronk. I prop my hands on my hips and face them down. “Listen up, boys, and listen hard, you were never going to stop me from coming with you. You won’t stop me now. I need partners—a Klan—you said as much. So let’s work like one. You wouldn’t stop Xal from going in there, it shouldn’t be different for me.”

      “But it is—” Vrid starts, and I cut him off with a glare.

      “I wasn't finished, mister. That’s my mate down there. We need to move fast, you said that, so at least listen to my plan before you scold me,” I snap. They all nod eventually, even Kronk.

      “Okay, so we make them think they have me. I’ll stumble into their camp acting all helpless and lost, distracting them. We all know they’ll converge on me. You guys use that time to sneak in, then cut Ryx free and start killing the bastards. I’ll take my bakket with me, for protection,” I explain calmly, though I added a little white lie at the end. I want a piece of the bastards who hurt my mate, but they don’t need to know that yet. They would probably tie me to a tree or some bullshit to stop me if they knew what I really had planned.

      “It's not a bad plan,” Vrid admits, scrubbing at his head before he sighs. “Anyone have a better one?”

      “We storm it and kill them all,” Kronk snarls.

      “Good one, they will kill Ryx straight away!” I yell, throwing my hands in the air. “I can do this, you asked me to trust you once, I’m asking you to trust me now. Let’s save our Klan mate.” I search their eyes. “You will all be close by in the surrounding trees. If anything happens to me, you can jump out and kill them.” That seems to settle them a bit.

      “We don’t have time for this, let’s do it.” Xal nods and I grin at him, loving his support.

      “Fine,” Vrid sighs.

      “I hate this,” Kronk grumbles.

      “Let’s get this party started!” I yell, and do a little happy dance. They all watch me and then glance at Vrid.

      “Did that venom make her weird?” Xal deadpans, making me glare again.

      “Asshole,” I snap, and start to stomp past him, but he catches my waist and swings me around. He takes my oprey and hitrel, but leaves me with my bakket.

      “Keep this hidden. We will give a signal once we are in position, then you can commence your plan,” Xal tells me, and waits for me to nod.

      “You distract them, and once Ryx is free, you get the fuck out of there,” Kronk orders.

      “Got it, big guy.” I smile sweetly.

      “Be careful,” Vrid adds, he drops a sweet kiss on my lips on his way past me. Xal copies him, his kiss harder, though, before he tears himself away and stomps off into the woods. Kronk places himself in front of me.

      “Don’t do anything too crazy.” He grins. I grin too, knowing he realises there is more to my plan than what I told them. He grabs my face, yanks me close, and smashes his lips to mine, his fangs cutting my tongue. My blood fills our mouths, making us both groan, and I reach up and hold on to his horn, plastering my body to his.

      I have to pull away to breathe and I stumble back. “Killing party first then cock party after,” I remind him.

      “Stay safe, little mate,” he growls, before turning and sauntering into the trees, leaving me alone.

      They distracted me so fully I forgot to ask what the signal was.

      Whoops.

      I really hope my plan works, but I don’t have time to worry. It’s time to save Ryx, and then I’ll kick his ass for getting captured...and then maybe kiss it better or get Vrid to. That would be hot.

      I shake away my dirty thoughts and follow the path Xal originally took until I see the camp, then I duck behind a tree.

      “Okay, Carmen, you badass motherfucking woman, you can do this,” I mutter to myself, rubbing my hands together. “One damsel in distress, coming right up.” I glance down at my outfit and frown.

      Fuck, I don’t look like a damsel.

      Think, Carmen, think.

      My eyes catch on my blade and I grin. Oh, they are going to be pissed as hell when they see what I have in store. I shiver in need just thinking about the punishment they will undoubtedly give me for pulling a stunt like this. Jesus, I wonder how I could make them even angrier and the Drykken even more distracted...tits.

      Yep.

      Tits always work.

      I yank off my top and kick off my boots, and then decide what the hell. I lose the trousers too, leaving my body in nothing but some thin panties. Grabbing my bakket, I make a cut along my thigh and squeeze it, hissing at the flash of pain. But it does the trick, as blood starts to trickle down my leg. It’s not enough though, I need to look hurt and weak. I make some cuts on my arms as well, having to slice deeper than I thought when my skin seems to resist the blade. I’m guessing it’s a perk of the venom.

      I unbind my hair, letting it fall around my face, and with wide eyes, I carefully make a small cut across my cheek, feeling the blood instantly well when I carve deeper than I meant to. It rolls down my cheek to my chin and then drops to my tits.

      Hmm, I think that will be enough…but where the hell do I hide my blade?

      With no other option, I carefully place it in the back of my panties, hoping they will be too distracted by my blood and body to look closely at the bulge there.

      Tits, blood, and pussy. Oh yeah, this will work nicely as a distraction.

      I hear a signal then, like the sound of a wild animal, and it echoes three times, so I know it’s them. Time to rock and kill some alien pricks. I slump my shoulders, dragging one leg as I start to walk. My gaze is downcast, my gait unsteady as I make myself appear as weak as possible with my blood dripping down my body.

      I could have been an actress in another life, ha!

      I know when they spot me, because a call goes up. Voices rise and I hear footsteps, but I don’t look up until I can smell them, and almost feel them touching me. I peer through my hair, close to grinning when I realise all of them are rushing towards me. When one gets close enough, I throw myself forward, acting like I fell and start to cry. “Please, please help me!” I shriek, gasping in fake pain as we stumble under our combined weight. In his surprise, he falls backwards. I grunt in pain for real as I hit a rock on the ground. It smashes into my ribs and I flip to my other side, concealing my knife in my panties as I stare up at them.

      The circle tightens, filled with Drykken.

      “Well, look who we have here.” The one Kronk let live smirks down at me. I see ‘Marix’ carved into his face as he reaches down and twists one of my nipples, making me cry out as I swat his hand.

      I tune out their teasing, sneakily peeking between their legs to see Xal creeping through camp with Vrid by his side. They work silently, taking out the few stragglers near Ryx, then start to cut him loose. Vrid stabs Ryx with his tail, injecting him with healing venom. Knowing I need to keep them distracted, I look back up at the gathered Drykken and lose the pained, scared expression I was faking.

      My face splits into a grin as I throw my hair back, confusing them as I edge my hand down to my panties and grip the knife.

      “Hello, boys. I heard you wanted to play with me?” I purr.

      “We are going to destroy you, human, taking that alien cunt again and again while we force your mate to watch. You asked for help, but you’ll find none here. Stupid human, you stumbled into the wrong camp,” he taunts then laughs, and the others join in, moving closer, touching me, grabbing me. Feeling their vile hands on my skin makes me want to bash in their ugly fucking faces, but I let them, buying time for Vrid to heal Ryx. Only when I hear a scream of pain, followed by gurgling, do I move, knowing all my mates are now here and ready to kill.

      “You couldn’t handle me. Should have picked a weaker human,” I tease. With my new speed, I jerk my bakket up, cutting the neck of the closest alien as I jump to my feet. I’m steady now and not the least bit hurt. Cool. “Who wants to play now, fucker?” I taunt, tossing my knife between my hands as the one I attacked falls to the ground, clutching his throat. A gurgle escapes him as he takes his last breath.

      The group of Drykken around me stare at him, then at me, as others turn to meet my mates’ attack. The one Kronk let live storms closer. “You little vekking human—”

      “Yeah, yeah,” I interrupt, then with speed bestowed on me from Vrid’s venom, I throw myself forward. He wasn't expecting it and stumbles back, trying to avoid me, but I’m too fast. He underestimated me.

      They all did.

      Their blatant disregard of my capabilities will be their death. No one takes or hurts what is mine.

      No one.

      I land on his chest as he falls to the ground. I ride him down like a fucking slide and stab my bakket into his chest, slashing through skin. He grabs it frantically, fear gleaming in his beady eyes as he tries to stop it. His eyes flare wide and his mouth gapes open in shock. I hammer against the top of the bakket with my other hand, and the blade sinks in farther. His body jerks under me and foam pours from his lips. I know it’s a killing blow.

      “Dickless,” I spit, jerking my blade from his bleeding chest just as someone grabs my hair and throws me off of him. Remembering my training, I tumble to the side and roll with it. Stealthily, I get to my feet in one movement, and crouch to meet his attack. But Kronk is already there, ripping the alien who threw me in half as he roars. I spot a Drykken rushing Kronk’s other side where he isn’t looking, and throw myself forward, running to meet the attack.

      “Mine!” I yell, echoing my mate’s words from so long ago. I throw myself so high that I actually wrap my legs around the alien’s neck and take him to the ground, my bakket following us and embedding in his eye. I yank it out, taking the eyeball with me, before I slice into his neck and roll to the side, leaving him to die as I jump to my feet to see Kronk watching me. His heaving chest is covered in blood and gore, his horns and eyes black.

      “Mine,” he roars, and grabs a Drykken who is trying to escape and rips him apart.

      Holy shit, that’s hot.

      Holding my bakket close, I gaze around. Xal is fighting four Drykken and winning. Kronk is battling just as many, using his fists more than his weapons, just ripping them to little alien pieces. Xal injects some with his venom, and I watch them fall to the floor screaming, their eyes melting as blood pours from their ears and mouth.

      I find Vrid fighting back to back with Ryx, who appears healed and healthy, even though he’s still covered in blood and torn clothing. Weapons glint under the sun as they battle, making it look like a dance. So lethal and beautiful.

      “Ready to fight with your Klan?” Kronk asks me, standing by my side. I look over to see him wielding his own oprey. We glance behind us and see more Drykken pouring from the trees.

      I grip my bakket tighter. “Hell yes!”

      He laughs then, passing over my oprey. “Stay close, kill them all,” he instructs, and then he turns with an Earth-shattering roar. The approaching Drykken seem to hesitate, but my mate doesn’t.

      He sprints towards them with me in his wake.

      For Ryx.

      For our Klan.
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      I make sure to stay close to Carmen, but I don’t have to slow down at all. The venom from Vrid’s tail is allowing her to keep up with me. Her face is set in an angry, excited mask as we race towards the Drykken who look like they’re regretting their choices.

      Good.

      I can smell their fear and it’s delicious, especially when I smell my mate’s blood too.

      The scent of my mate’s blood enrages me further, setting me free from my chains until blood lust takes over and there is no rational thought left.

      I tear through their ranks, tossing them aside as I go, blood raining down on us as if from the sky. It’s a vekking massacre. My little mate dances along at my side, gutting them, killing them. Her nakedness is covered in crimson, her tits unbound for all to see. She’s so vekking sexy, screaming in their faces with her own battle cry as she keeps up. One tries to sneak up on her and I roar as I grip his head and pulverise it, tossing his body aside.

      Pain flickers through me for a moment, and I glance down to see a narkket sticking from my side. I look up to see the Drykken still holding the handle. I yank him closer with it, embedding the blade deeper, and rip his throat out with my fangs, spitting his blood away. He falls backwards, releasing the narkket. As the next Drykken heads for my mate, I pull it free, the pain an afterthought, it can’t reach me in this state. I reach back and throw the narkket. It slices through the air with such force that when it impales through his chest, it sends him flying backwards.

      Xal pulls Ryx down from the pole as Vrid injects him with healing serum from his tail. Xal and Vrid then turn their attention on the rest of the Drykken, finishing off any stragglers with my little mate at their side. She holds her own, slicing and stabbing at anything that moves. Vrid sticks close to Carmen, protecting our mate from any rogue Drykken that might be lurking.

      I’m free to chase after the fleeing ones, maniacally laughing as I rip them apart. I throw one against the bottom of the pole Ryx was tied up to and set it alight with the torch waiting at the side.

      His screams fill the air, as does the smell of cooking flesh.

      “Vekk this!” I hear a yell and see a Drykken heading towards Carmen, ready to kill her, correctly thinking that will hurt us.

      My vision turns red, and the next thing I know his head is in my hands, his body at my feet. A war cry is let free by another as he runs my way. I throw the severed head like a weapon, knocking his blue, scaled body back as I leap at him.

      When I’m through with him, I stop and look around. Bodies litter the ground, discarded like rubbish, and all that is left standing is my Klan. My eyes clash with those of my mate, the blood lust still riding me. The need to kill, to destroy, makes me ache. But when I meet the emerald gaze of my mate, it changes to something darker...something much stronger.

      Lust, pure vekking lust.

      I see it reflected back at me in her bright green eyes, and before I know it, I am eating the distance between us. I grab her and yank her to my chest, our lips smashing together so hard out teeth clash. She groans into my mouth, climbing up my body as I feel someone come closer. I open my eyes, still kissing her, and spot Ryx. He’s pressing against her back, holding her up as he kisses and licks at her throat. Then he bites down, making her buck between us and scream into my mouth. Blood trickles down from his bite, sending our little mate wild as she reaches between us and claws at my chest.

      I yank her legs to either side, trusting him to hold her up, and press my fingers to her pussy, feeling how wet she is. Her cream drips over my fingers and down her thighs as she groans into my mouth, trying to press closer. Begging me.

      I’m too wired, too vekking filled with need and anger to be gentle or go slow. I yank my hands away, push down my trousers, and palm my cock. She falls away from my mouth, leaning back against Ryx as she watches me stroke myself and press it to her cunt, wetting the head with her cream.

      She arches up with a cry and I lean down and lick and suck at her nipples, switching between them as I notch my cock at her hot, wet hole. “Kronk!” she moans, as I thrust my entire length inside her. My name ends on a scream of pleasure as I force her tight little pussy to accept me. I bite down on her nipple, breaking the skin with my fangs. She shouts, shaking as I suckle the blood that pools from her pierced bud. Her hands come down and tug at my horns as she writhes between us.

      “More!” she demands.

      Popping her nipple free from my mouth, I growl at her and grab her thighs, fucking her harder now, pummeling in and out of her tight cunt. She cries out, her human nails scoring my arms and chest as I lift her to get a better angle.

      “Mine,” Ryx snarls, fighting his own control. “Her ass is mine.” He gnashes at me, his bottom lip split from his fangs.

      I smirk and pull from her clinging pussy. She cries out, her angry eyes glaring at me. Her pretty mouth opens to give me another order when Ryx thrusts into her cunt from behind. Her eyes roll backwards as she arches up, moaning loudly.

      “Good girl, get him nice and wet,” Vrid purrs, as he steps to the left, his fingers twisting her nipple. Xal mimics him on the other side, playing with her tit. She cries out again and Ryx grunts. I lean back slightly and watch him pull from her cunt, loving the way she stretches so beautifully to take all of him inside her.

      “Hold her,” Ryx instructs, and tilts her forward. She gasps, undoubtedly feeling his cock at her other hole.

      “Yes, fuck yes. Fuck my ass,” she begs, then her hooded gaze connects with my own, staring at me with lust-filled eyes displaying a need so great, it matches our own. “Fuck my pussy.”

      She doesn’t have to ask me twice.

      I wait for Ryx to sheathe himself in her ass, having to work his way in, making them both grunt with need, until he finally sinks in to the hilt. His breath is ragged as he watches me over her shoulder with black eyes then nods.

      I grip her hips and press my cock against her pussy again. In one move, I thrust inside, making her scream. I stretch her farther, forcing her to accept us both. I slide along the thin layer between Ryx and me until I can feel his hardness inside her. When I start to move, he moans, thrusting slightly as well, as if unable to help himself.

      She’s so tight, so full.

      Her eyes are wild, her hands gripping at anyone and anything she can hold on to. “You are so vekking sexy,” Xal whispers, licking at the blood on her arm.

      “Such a good girl, taking both their cocks,” Vrid coos once again, still playing with her nipple. The mix of our slow thrusts makes her cry out and tighten around us further.

      Wanting to watch her fall apart, Xal reaches down and plays with her clit until she’s screaming out, coming on my cock. Fresh wetness coats me as I sink inside her and fuck her through her release, forcing another orgasm to grow. Her eyes close as she hangs limply between us. Her body is ours and we are claiming it all over again.

      Filling her to the brim with our blood and cum.

      I want her covered in it, want it dripping from every hole for everyone to see when we get back to Lorenthis.

      They will know she is ours and never to vekk with us again.

      I speed up, my thrusts wild now, slamming into her again and again as Ryx does the same, pulling out when I push in. She whimpers between us, her bottom lip raw from her teeth as she tugs at it, her cunt clamping on me even as she fights her release.

      No vekking way.

      “Open your eyes, little one, see your mates claiming you,” I order, and they open instantly. “You will watch as we fill your ass and pussy with our cum, and then Vrid and Xal will do the same, you will be covered from head to toe in our blood, our cum. You. Are. Ours!” I roar the last, punctuating my words with powerful thrusts as she cries out again, shaking between us as her cunt clinches like a vice with her second release, dragging one from Ryx and me.

      I yell with mine, bottoming out inside her as my cum fills her. I feel it dripping from her, mixing with Ryx’s release as he slumps against her back.

      I slip from her pussy as she slouches between us, but she perks up when I pass her to Xal. He nods at Vrid who lays on the ground, his cock hard and standing at attention for her.

      “Ready for the rest of your mates?” Xal asks her, and she nods.

      “Fuck yes, let me ride him,” she moans.

      My cock goes hard once more, and I notice Ryx’s does as well as he watches our mate get deposited on Vrid’s lap. Vrid grips her hips and moves her slit over his cock, wetting it with a mixture of our releases, then presses into her asshole. She’s facing Xal who stands at Vrid’s feet. She arches her back, her own hands coming up and cupping her heaving breasts as she watches him. Then, she flickers a look over at Ryx and me.

      “I want you to cover these in your cum.” She squeezes her tits and tugs at her nipples.

      Vekk me.

      Vrid thrusts upwards and she cries out, letting go of her breasts. She leans forward and grips his thighs to steady herself as he settles balls deep inside her.

      “Lie back,” Xal instructs, and she does as she is told for once, leaning back until her spine is pressed to Vrid’s chest. He grips her thighs, spreading them for Xal. I circle to his side to see her raw, pink pussy still covered in our cum.

      So vekking hot.

      Vrid impales her ass with his cock for us to watch. He purposely pulls out slightly and thrusts back in, making her perfect breasts jiggle with the movement.

      I can’t help it, I circle my own length with my hand, squeezing and stroking it as I watch. Xal steps between their parted legs and lays himself on top of them. Groaning, I move closer, Ryx doing the same as we watch him slip inside her pussy, making her cry out once again. He pushes up then, letting us watch as they both fuck her.

      Our mate.

      “This is so hot,” Ryx moans, and drops to his knees at her side, stroking his length. “Taste how hard you make him, Resha.”

      I drop to my knees also, I would live on them for her.

      He nods at me, so I prod at her lips with my cock when she turns her head. I groan as she sucks me into her mouth, reaching for Ryx blindly as she swallows me down.

      He guides her hand to his cock and she circles it with her smaller one, squeezing hard before pumping him.

      Xal hammers into her like a madman, his claws cutting at her thighs, filling the air with the fresh scent of her blood, but the pain only seems to turn her on more, our little pain whore. Vrid continuously thrusts upwards, making her tits jiggle as she suckles my cock. Ryx slips from her hand as I slide from her mouth and into her hand.

      Grabbing a bakket, I glide it across my arm and dribble the blood along her chest. Ryx joins me, doing the same until her breasts are covered in our blood as she is fucked by her other mates, her cries reaching new crescendos until she suddenly screams. I look down to see Xal’s tail stinging her clit and smirk.

      Her scream is endless, music floating through the trees. Xal’s and Vrid’s shouts soon join hers as they fill her ass and pussy. Her hand clamps down on my cock and I jerk forward as she pulls another release from me.

      It splashes along her hand and chest, mixing with the blood there. Spent, I fall back to my ass, watching as Ryx thrusts into his hands before spraying his cum on her tits too.

      Xal slumps across her legs, Ryx’s hand strokes her side like he can’t be without her touch, and I crawl along the ground and lay my head on her chest, uncaring of the mess there as I listen to her heart race.

      “Holy fuck,” she pants, and I laugh, the others soon join in. Then she starts to cry and we all panic, but she waves us away, her eyes locked on Ryx. “I was so scared I lost you,” she whispers, and he looks like she has gutted him as he crawls closer and cups her face, their eyes locked in a private moment.

      “I love you,” she murmurs softly, and he sucks in a breath. “But you do some shit like that again, I’ll kick your ass and tie you to your bed, not a fucking pole like they did. Understood?” she snaps.

      “Yes, Resha. I love you too.” He grins, and she groans and kisses him.

      This is right, this is family, and we are whole again.
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      Holy fuck.

      Did that really just happen? It’s like my mind can’t wrap around the amount of pleasure I just experienced—which I’m still experiencing thanks to a pleasure injection to my clit.

      I’m like a walking orgasm just waiting to happen.

      My clothes are long gone, the blood and cum from my Klan covering my body instead. I never liked clothes anyway.

      “This way, little mate.” Ryx’s voice never sounded so good. His hand hasn’t left mine since we started to head back to Lorenthis. “Let’s get you home.”

      I give his hand a squeeze and smile up at him. “Whatever you say, Ryx.” I swing our hands between us, but stop abruptly as another orgasm takes over me. I fall to my knees, crying out as my cream releases from my body, coating my thighs. Ryx kneels next to me, swipes at my release with his fingers, then brings them to his mouth and sucks off my cum, making both of us moan.

      “Had to sting her in the vekking clit, didn’t you, Xal?” Vrid gripes next to me. “The poor thing won’t be able to walk by the time we make it home.”

      Xal shrugs and looks at me with a smug grin. “Not sorry,” is all he says.

      Strong arms slide under my arms and lift me back to my feet. “Up you go, little one,” Kronk coos from behind me.

      “Thanks, big guy,” I say, once again taking Ryx’s hand. I’m not letting him out of my sight until we’re back home. I’m even debating chaining myself to him.

      “Don’t think you’re getting away with this,” Vrid tells me, taking his post on my other side, his fingers intertwining with mine.

      “Whatever do you mean?” I gasp, feigning ignorance.

      “That stunt you pulled back there,” he reminds me. “Walking into the Drykken camp, covered in blood, tits out, panties moulded to your cunt. You showed this body—our body—to the Drykken, and for that you will be punished.”

      Yes! I think to myself, but outwardly I pout. “But I was just trying to save my—”

      “We know your goal, Resha,” Ryx interrupts. “However noble, rules are rules. And let’s face it, you are a rule breaker.” His voice is coated with glee.

      “Can’t argue that,” I agree. “So, what do you have in mind?”

      Ryx laughs. “You’ll find out soon enough.”

      “Looking forward to it,” I chirp a little too eagerly. I yelp when a spank lands on my ass. I turn around and level Kronk with a glare. He just smiles and gestures with his finger for me to face forward.

      “Maybe we should decorate her body with the devices we had her wear during the Zarl,” Vrid muses out loud.

      “Her nipples looked fantastic in those clamps,” Ryx recalls. “All red and plump from the tension.”

      Vrid moans. “But she liked them a little too much. They were meant to punish, and instead she got to come, hard.”

      The way they are talking, you would think I wasn’t holding both of their hands. Frustrated, I growl, “You can stop talking over me like I’m not—”

      “That’s true,” Ryx concurs with Vrid. “She did get to come. We need something...more.”

      “But—” I try to interject, but Vrid cuts me off.

      “Any ideas?” Vrid asks him.

      “Yes. I’ve been planning on punishing her since that stunt she pulled in the okkren the night we claimed her.”

      Vrid laughs. “Oh, you mean when she turned Xal on so hard with her tight, little pink pussy that he almost caused the okkren to crash?”

      “Hey! That wasn’t my—” I start.

      “Mm-hmm,” Ryx affirms, interrupting my argument.

      “What about the time she refused to wear clothes back to Lorenthis, forcing her mates to watch as hundreds of hungry Totiv feasted their eyes on her body.”

      “That hasn’t even happened yet!” I interject.

      “But it will,” Vrid argues. “I mean, just look at you.” He stops and stands in front of me. “Naked as the day you were born.” He trails his fingers around my nipples, making me groan, my clit springing back to life. “Pussy dripping.” The rest of my Klan stands shoulder to shoulder in front of me as Vrid slides his fingers down my body to my slit, where he rubs me gently.

      That’s all it takes.

      Reaching down, I grab his hand and thrust myself onto his fingers, finding another blinding climax. My vision whitens and I feel myself falling, but strong hands catch me before I hit the ground.

      “See what I mean, Carmen?” Vrid’s breath is hot against my ear. “You are inviting others to see you. See your body, watch you come. And for that...you will be punished.” He whispers the last bit, making me shudder. “Now come on. I want to get your naughty ass home before we need to decimate a second group of Drykken.”

      A slap lands on my pussy and I cry out—half pleasure, half pain, all arousal. I bite my lip and open my eyes, glaring at Xal who shows off his fangs in a feral smile. “You want to display what is ours, little mate,” Xal growls, “then we will show them to whom you belong.”

      “Actually…” Ryx pats down his pants and pulls something from a pocket on his calf. “I always carry a pair of these with me in case our little mate needs a reminder of who she belongs to.” Ryx swings a pair of nipple clamps and I feel my clit tingle. The pain of them squeezing my nipples turns me on in the worst way.

      “No. Not this time, Ryx. I’ll—”

      “You’ll what?” he interrupts with a gleam in his dark eyes.

      “Ugh. I’ll fucking come! Is that what you want?”

      Ryx looks to the rest of the Klan who shrugs.

      “Yes,” Ryx responds matter-of-factly. “Now, stick your tits out little mate. Your nipples need clamping.”

      I half whine, half moan, but obey, hating that I want them on as badly as they do. I arch my back and push out my blood and cum coated tits. Vrid and Ryx tug on a nipple each, bringing me close to another orgasm. Ryx hands Vrid one of the clamps, and they grin at each other before snapping them onto my nipples.

      My clit jumps to life, like a bolt of electricity has been shot through it, and I cry out. My legs fail to hold me, they are shaking so badly, and I fall to my knees again. My body is so drained that this time, when I orgasm, I have no cum left to expel.

      “Look,” I rasp, once I’ve regained control over my body. “If you don’t stop fucking with me, we’re never getting home.”

      “Fucking with you?” Ryx turns to Vrid. “Does she want me to vekk her?”

      “I think she does,” he agrees, tugging on the chain linking my nipples together.

      “Very well. On your hands and knees, mate.” I groan but don’t resist. I’m so fucking horny right now, I’d fuck them all again. “Now lay your head on the ground and reach behind and spread your ass for us. Show us that used pussy.”

      “Fuck, that’s so hot,” I murmur to myself, gripping my cheeks and pulling.

      “Your cunt is pulsing, little mate,” Kronk growls. “Ryx, she needs to be filled.”

      Ryx growls and kneels behind me. A moment later, his cock fills my throbbing cunt. We moan as he enters me, stuffing me with his thick cock. Ryx’s fingers thread through my hair and he yanks my torso up, holding my head still, forcing me to look at Xal, Kronk, and Vrid as he fucks me. My tits bounce with each thrust, causing the nipple clamps to dig farther in, the chain between my tits tinkling.

      “Fuck, I can’t watch any longer.” Vrid storms over to my side and pulls out his cock. I lick my lips and open my mouth, inviting him in. His thickness stretches my jaw in the best way, and I moan around him, swirling my tongue over the head.

      “Open your hands, Resha, take care of all your mates at once,” Ryx purrs. I do, and a moment later, Xal’s and Kronk’s cocks are in my palms. “See how powerful you are? How hard you make us?” Ryx’s thrusts become harder, more wild. I slide my hands up and down Xal’s and Kronk’s cocks, and suck fiercely on Vrid’s, feeling him pulse inside my mouth. “We say that you belong to us”—thrust—“but really, we belong to you.”

      I come at that comment, and so do the others. Streams of cum fill me as we all orgasm at the exact same moment. It’s heaven. It’s home. It’s pure fucking bliss.

      My body can no longer take it and I feel myself slipping into a welcomed sleep. Before I pass out, I feel the healing sting of Vrid’s tail. I’m already feeling better before the darkness consumes me.
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      I come to some time later in the arms of Ryx. “How long have I been out?” I ask with a yawn.

      He plants a kiss on my head. “Several hours. How are you feeling?”

      I think about it for a moment. My body feels strong, refreshed, my energy replenished. And my clit no longer feels like I may orgasm at any moment.

      “I feel fantastic.”

      “Good.” Ryx smiles down at me, lighting up his face. I take a moment to appreciate how handsome he is. Fuck, I’m so damn lucky I get to call him mine. “We’re about to breach the edge of the forest. Lorenthis is just up ahead.”

      “Put me down?” I request, not wanting to be carried through the city. I’m a member of Klan Marix, for fuck’s sake. I will not be seen as a weakness. Ryx kisses me once more then sets me down.

      “Oh, the princess awakens,” Kronk jokes, coming over to me. He leans down and plants a kiss on my lips. “Feeling better?”

      “Loads.”

      Kronk smiles at me and pats my head. I move to stretch when I hear a tinkling. I look down and see my nipples still in the grips of the clamps. “Really? You left them on?” I grumble sardonically.

      Ryx shrugs. “We like how they look on you.”

      “If your tits are to be out in Lorenthis, then at least allow us to enhance them,” Vrid says with a grin.

      “Fine,” I grit out. “But when we get home, you two are wearing them.” Before they can respond, I stomp off after Xal who is several paces ahead of us.

      “You’re cute when you’re mad!” Ryx calls after me. “And your ass jiggles adorably when you stomp!”

      I huff and hurry to catch Xal. I interlace my fingers with his and give a squeeze.

      “Hey.”

      “Hello, little mate,” Xal responds, gazing down at me with a smirk on his face. “Feeling better?”

      “Yes. Thanks to Vrid’s tail.”

      Xal chuckles. “We didn’t want our mate having orgasms through the city.”

      “So thoughtful of you,” I grumble sarcastically. “How much longer until we reach the Unok gate?”

      “How’s now?” Xal tugs me through a thick cluster of trees and we emerge on the edge of the forest. The gates look so different during the day, with Oxious’s suns shining down on it. “Ready to face Lorenthis?”

      “You know what they say...rock out with your cock out.” Xal looks at me with a raised eyebrow. “Blitz out with your tits out?” I offer.

      Crickets.

      Ugh. Aliens.

      “Umm...never mind. I’m ready. Yes. To answer your question.”

      Xal’s grip on my hand tightens as we walk to the gate. So far, no others are around us. A deep rumble sounds, and the gates open like a giant set of doors two hundred feet tall and almost as wide. Ryx joins us, gripping my free hand in his.

      By the placement of the suns in the sky, I can tell it’s early morning. A few frews are moping about, lugging carts full of supplies behind them. No doubt they’re off to serve the Klan they are assigned to. Some frews toss me a look, their wide eyes falling on my tits, but one growl from Xal has them backing up fast.

      I laugh at their fear and jiggle my chest like a showgirl, causing the clamps to tighten and the chain to jingle. I can tease them, right?

      We waltz deeper into Lorenthis and I trade Xal’s hand for my custom-made oprey he’d tucked into his belt, but keep hold of Ryx. He’s mine until I say so.

      The servants’ huts give way to the larger homes of Klans. Early risers emerge from their residences, staring. I eat it up, adding a bounce to my step to make my tits sway seductively. My Klan growls anytime someone gets too close and I laugh at their possessiveness.

      “Oh shit,” I gripe, glancing at my chest. I spit on my hand and rub at some of the blood, removing the grime covering my chest tattoo. Let them see how devoted I am to my Klan. Let them see I’m a member of Klan Marix.

      “Put some clothes on, you fucking whore!” a high-pitched, nasally voice calls. I freeze, gazing about for the bitch as the growls of my Klan reverberate around me. Finally, my eyes land on her—tall, blonde, with green eyes and a mean look to her face...

      Mal, from the fighting arena.

      Her nose is still bandaged up from where I broke it. I guess not all Klans are equipped with a member who has healing capabilities.

      Pity.

      “Why?” I snarl. “Afraid after your Klan takes one look at me, they’ll forget all about your ugly ass?”

      “Ugly?” She’s seething now, horrified I could possibly find her unattractive. Her Klan emerges from their house, their eyes glued to me.

      “Hey, boys!” I call. Their eyes darken as they take in my blood-covered body. Smiling, I pull out my oprey and lick the blade. I hear a sharp intake of breath from the Klan.

      “You-You are disgusting!” Mal shouts.

      “And you look amazing with bandages on your face. Let me know when it heals and I can break it again for you, yeah?”

      My Klan laughs behind me. A slap on my ass lets me know it’s time to move. I blow them a kiss and skip off with my mates chasing after me, until I finally find myself at the top of the hill in front of their house.

      My house.

      Xal places his hand on the scanner and I make a mental note to ask when my hand is going to be added. As we step inside, a warmth surges through me as the familiar scents of the house of Klan Marix wash over me. I’m happier than I’ve ever been in my life. More content than I can ever remember. Because now? Now I have a real home and four warriors who love me for who I am.

      This is heaven.
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      We all slept hard last night, curled up in an...alien pile? Our tails and bodies wrapped around our little mate to ensure she was safe and sound between us. Ryx pressed to her back, with me against her front. Kronk chained up, lying under her head, and Vrid tucked around her feet.

      I am awake before anyone else, my eyes locked on her sleeping face. So when she wakes up and those stunning green eyes flutter open, I can’t help but reach out and cup her cheek. She sighs in happiness and leans into me, but then grimaces.

      “What’s wrong?” I whisper so I don’t wake the others. Ryx is fully healed, but he needs to rest, Vrid needs to ‘power up,’ as our mate calls it, after stinging both her and Ryx so close together. And Kronk? Kronk is a vekking monster if you wake him up early...unless it’s Carmen with her pussy.

      Even then, things might become a bit volatile.

      “I’m sweaty and covered in cum and blood,” she mutters adorably. “Plus, Ryx has been feeling me up in my sleep and I’m wet and needy.”

      I blink and then scoop her up before the others can wake and claim her. She laughs softly as we roll from the bed and stride into the bathroom, her arms wrapping around my neck as she hangs on.

      “Eager to get me alone?” she whispers against my skin, as she nuzzles into my neck, making me stumble and grip her tighter. My tail reaches up and wraps around her thigh, stroking her as my cock jerks in anticipation.

      I place her down on the counter while I run the bath, and then grab her and sink us both into the warm depths. She sighs in contentment and relaxes against me, letting me prop us up.

      “Xal?” she says softly.

      Brushing her hair away from her face, I peer down at her, happy to just be close to her and hold her. She has been pushed so hard recently, and her body needs to rest, so even though my cock is poking at her ass, I ignore it and concentrate on looking after her like a good mate would.

      I don’t reply, but she must be used to my lack of speaking and turns her head until she can see me. “How do you know?”

      “Know what?” I rumble, my arms pulling her closer as our legs twine.

      “Know that I just need to be held, to relax?” She grins, kissing my chest as she waits for me to answer.

      I stroke down her side and back up, massaging her muscles as I go and she sighs again, the sound making my cock jerk. “It’s my job, my duty to know what you need before you do.”

      “So, what do I need right now?” she whispers, her fingers circling my nipple.

      I close my eyes for a moment, trying to control my need when a splash sounds. My eyes snap open, but I relax when I spot Vrid sinking into the other end of the bath. He grabs her feet and massages them, making her groan. She rubs against me as I anchor her between us.

      I lean down and whisper in her ear. “Right now, Carmen, you need to go and sink that sweet little pussy onto your other mate’s cock while I watch,” I order and she gasps, her ass rubbing back against my cock. “If you’re a good girl. I might even help you torture him a little bit.”

      “Promise?” she purrs.

      “Promise.”

      She slips from my arms, kneels in the water, and faces Vrid, whose eyes are locked on her body. I grin at him and she winks over her shoulder at me before crawling over to him. Stretching out her little pink tongue, she licks the tip of his cock bobbing from the water. The movement causes her ass to stick up from the liquid, giving me a perfect view.

      I slap it and she laughs before climbing up his body and laying her hands on his shoulders as she gazes down at him. Being a helpful mate, I reach between them, grasp his cock, and line him up at her pussy. She sinks down onto him, making them both grunt and the water splash.

      I lean back with one hand on my cock as I watch her rise onto her knees and then drop down as she brings her mouth to his. The water churns as she rocks and fucks him.

      While they are distracted, I slip from the bath and into the other room, grabbing what I need before I head back and stand behind Vrid. She yanks her mouth away and blinks her eyes open to see me as Vrid leans down and sucks one of her nipples into his mouth, making her moan as she watches me.

      I hold up the device and she grins, even as her hand cups the back of Vrid’s head and holds him to her. She keeps him there as she plucks it from my hand and then yanks herself back as he blinks at her dumbly, his hands cutting into her hips as he thrusts up inside her, letting me see him spearing her pussy.

      “I told you that you would wear them,” she reminds him with a smirk, before snapping the nipple clamp onto his bud. He yells in pain as she bottoms out on his cock and twists herself, moaning in pleasure.

      “Carmen!” Vrid hollers in shock as he stares down at the clamp, but all she does is tighten it farther and continue to ride him, making him grunt even as his eyes wince in pain.

      “Don’t know whether to stop or go harder?” she purrs, rolling her hips as she watches him. “It feels so good, but borders on too much, too hard?”

      He nods, his head dropping back as he thrusts up into her, helpless as she fucks him. “Carmen,” he begs, pulling her closer, even as he pleads for mercy.

      “Enjoying the show?” she asks me, her voice catching as Vrid starts to massage her clit.

      I step away and let her see me stroking my own cock as I watch. She groans, her head falling back and her eyes closing. Her wet hair slides across her shoulders and back, droplets of water rolling across her rosy nipples. Her tight little pussy stretches around Vrid’s cock as she rides him, the image burning into my mind until I’m thrusting into my own hand.

      “Fuck,” she moans, her flushed chest heaving as he takes over, hammering into her from below, splashing water everywhere as she leans farther back, letting me see her raw little cunt through the clear water.

      “I’m so close,” she whispers. “I want to feel you fill me with your cum.”

      She groans and I have to bite down on my bottom lip to stop from growling, but Vrid has no such issues. He growls long and loud then pulls her from his cock and throws her over the edge of the bath, slamming into her from behind.

      Her fingers curl over the edge of the bath to hold on, her eyes open, connecting with mine as I stroke myself. She flashes me a grin then. “Let me taste you as you come,” she tells me, and opens her mouth just as Vrid yells behind her and she screams. I can’t help it, it’s too much. My balls pull up as a release explodes, my cum lashing her face.

      It drips into her mouth, and when she opens her eyes again, she looks at me as she licks her lips greedily, her emerald orbs alight with lust. “Delicious.”
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      We both wash her down as she relaxes between us, and then we tuck her into bed and climb in after her, going back to sleep. When I wake up next, everyone is still asleep but our little mate, who is staring at the ceiling. I watch her, not moving or breathing too deeply to alert her to the fact I am awake and...just observe her.

      Her eyes are filled with thoughts, flitting through one before she moves onto whatever she is thinking of next. She glances at Ryx and reaches out to stroke his face. He almost purrs and moves closer. A brilliant, love-filled smile flashes over her face before she pulls away and then wiggles from between Ryx and Vrid. She slides from the bed and pads barefoot from the room. I follow after her as she heads downstairs and scrounges around in the kitchen for some food.

      Sticking to the shadows, I watch my mate, my eyes tracing her delectable body. “I can always feel you watching me...your gaze is like a caress. I could pick it out in a crowd, my very own alien stalker,” she teases, her voice hushed as she hops up on the counter. She swings her legs back and forth as she peers into the dark where I am hiding, so I step out, knowing I have been caught. She grins, carrying on eating.

      “Does stalking me turn you on? Watching me? Knowing you could pounce out of the shadows at any point and have me?”

      My horns and eyes darken, and she smiles, licking her lips. “Thought so. Me too. It also makes me feel...safer. Knowing no matter where I go, you will always be there. Watching, following, protecting.” She sighs then. “I had the girls in the Harvest House, but no one could keep up with me. Not even Shiloh. They didn’t understand...but you. My mates, my family. You do and I know I’ll never be alone again.”

      “Never,” I vow and step closer, unable to keep my distance from my mate. I drop to my knees and press my face against her knees, circling her ankle with my hand as I roll my eyes up to her. “I’m not good with words, but never doubt my loyalty or question how I feel. You are my whole reason for being. I would follow you into the fires of death themselves. No matter where you go, you will never be alone. We are here, we are yours. Forever.”

      “I love you, stalker,” she whispers, cupping my face and leaning down to kiss me. “Feel free to jump me from the shadows at any time.”

      I growl and she laughs, her legs wrapping around my neck.

      “Now, you look hungry, be a good boy and have something to eat, won’t you?” she purrs, rubbing her pussy across my lips.

      Whatever my mate wants, whenever she wants it.
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      I wake up feeling refreshed. I slit open my eyes and notice how bright the snarflyn is, it must be midday by now. Groaning, I push myself up and see that I’m alone in bed. I knew I needed rest after injecting Carmen and Ryx with my healing serum. It has been so long since I’ve had to inject twice in such a short period of time, I’d forgotten how long it takes to recover.

      If only I could inject myself…I’ll have to look into that.

      I slip from the bed and stretch my arms over my head. A groan escapes me as I go to the closet, pull out some comfy pants, and tie them loose around my waist.

      The scent of mylenum reaches my nose and my mouth begins to water. Hurrying from the bedroom, I leap over the railing, forgoing the stairs, and land softly on my feet. The voices of my Klan and my mate reach me as I enter the kitchen, bringing a smile to my face instantly.

      My mate is there, sitting on top of the counter. She’s wearing my robe, which hangs loose from her shoulders, baring her ample cleavage and her Klan Marix tattoo. My cock twitches and I begin to desire something much sweeter than mylenum.

      Later.

      Kronk and Xal are finishing up breakfast, feeding Carmen bites like the vekking queen that she is. My heart warms at the sight, a feeling I am not used to starting deep within me...home. This is home, wherever my Klan and mate are.

      “Where’s Ryx?” I ask. Carmen’s head turns towards me and a smile lights up her face. She bites her plump bottom lip and her gaze trails down my chest to my abs, igniting a fire on my skin with only her eyes.

      She’s incredible.

      “Preparing,” Kronk answers me.

      “For…” I encourage him to keep talking before taking a sip of my drink. Kronk simply grins at me and glances to Carmen who is still staring at me with a lust-filled gaze.

      Then it dawns on me.

      Carmen has not received her punishment for barging into the Drykken camp naked and covered in her own blood. Ryx must be readying his room for her, getting his various devices prepped and ready for her hot little body. And since Carmen’s last indiscretion was for Ryx, it’s only fitting that he implements her punishment.

      Reprimanding Carmen is something we all enjoy. I will insist that I at least get to watch Ryx’s performance, and probably join them too.

      Before I realise it, I’m growling. Carmen belts out a laugh and Kronk joins in. I give him a quick punch to the arm to shut him up and square my shoulders in front of my mate. “What would you like to do today, little mate?”

      She reaches out and trails a finger around my nipple, making me hiss. Carmen wasn’t joking when she complained about the discomfort of those nipple clamps. Mine still hurt from when she snapped them on me last night. She laughs again at my reaction before responding.

      “I don’t know.” She shrugs her shoulders, causing the robe to slip farther down her arm. One more small movement and her perfect tits will pop out. “Maybe...go to the fighting arena again? Go out for some food. Shop for weapons. Fuck. You get the idea.” She takes a sip of her mylenum, her eyes glinting with mischief.

      “I think I can arrange that.” I lean down and taste her lips. She moans against my mouth, her back arching, neck craning to get more of me. I bite her lower lip and let it slip from between my teeth. “More of that later, little mate,” I promise. She pouts as I turn to our Klan mates. “Kronk. Xal. Want to come along?”

      “I have to meet with Trov from Klan Avuk,” Kronk replies.

      “What for?” I inquire, my brow furrowing in concern.

      “Yarek have been spotted a few lightyears off Earth,” he growls. “Seems they’ve not had enough of the Totiv and need another ass whooping to remind them. Trov wants to run some battle strategies by me.”

      I nod in understanding. The Yarek are nothing to wave a hand at. They fought fiercely in the Great War, almost beating us more than once. “Of course. Give Trov my regards.” I turn to Xal. “How about you?”

      “He’s coming with me,” Kronk answers, before Xal can even take a breath. A plan forms in my head and a smile grows on my face. “Just me and you then,” I tell Carmen, running my thumb over her cheek.

      “But Ryx—” She starts to protest.

      “Ryx is preparing,” I interrupt her, placing my finger on her lips. “You heard Kronk.” She opens her lips and sucks my finger into her mouth. I can feel my horns darken as her warm tongue swirls around my finger. I groan and pull away. “Not yet, little minx.”

      “Why not?” she whines with a pout. So vekking adorable.

      I smile at her. “Trust me. It will be worth the wait.”

      “Okayyy,” she gripes, before hopping off the counter.

      “Go get changed. We will leave in a few minutes.” I give her ass a swat as she saunters from the room. She squeals and races upstairs. “Wear something that shows off that tattoo!” I shout after her. I can hear her little feet pounding down the hallway before heading into the snarflyn—or Carmen’s room, as it’s now known.

      I turn to Kronk. “Tell me more about the Yarek.”

      “I don’t know much yet, but from what Trov told me, there have been sightings of them on Earth.”

      “Vekking bastards,” I seethe.

      “Gets worse,” Kronk admits, rising from his chair. “They’ve been spotted here on Oxious as well.”

      “Vekking hell.” I run my fingers through my hair, not believing what I’m hearing. “Where?”

      “Albenos, for starters.”

      Xal inhales audibly. “Forsaken Mountain,” he whispers.

      Kronk nods. “Trov thinks they are scouting the area, searching for weaknesses—”

      “To steal our Harvest Girls,” I finish for him. “Where else have they been seen?”

      Kronk gulps. “Outside of Lorenthis.”

      “Vekk,” Xal spews. “Little vekking inbred fucks.”

      “Keep Carmen close, Vrid.” Kronk’s voice is filled with worry. “If the Drykken were able to bypass the Unok gates, then we can’t put it past the Yarek either.”

      “Has the city been alerted?” Xal questions.

      “Klan leaders have been made aware,” Kronk responds. “I didn’t want to tell you with Carmen around. None of us want to see her worried.”

      “Agreed,” I concur. “Does Ryx know?”

      Kronk nods. “He was with me when I took the call from Trov earlier.”

      “Where was Carmen?”

      “I kept her busy.” A sly grin grows on Xal’s face and he licks his lips. “She thought I was hungry and insisted that I eat.”

      “You’re a bastard,” I state with a smile. “Feeling full now?”

      “Never!” he shouts, and we all have a good laugh. I bid them goodbye, wish them luck with Trov, and head up to my room. Carmen is already there waiting for me, perched on my bed.

      She hops down to the floor. “Well…how do I look?” She spins, giving me one hell of a view. She is wearing a black leather outfit. The top is like a vest. It has thick straps going over her shoulders, but they keep her arms bare. The hem hits right above her belly button, the front zipping up to just under her perfect chest which is displayed beautifully. Her ass is covered by the same material, like a tiny pair of shorts. Bound around her waist is a belt, with holsters for her bakket, narkket, and oprey. On her feet she wears tall boots that hit just below her knee.

      “Like a vekking warrior goddess sent to slay the hearts of Totiv males around the world,” I tell her, my voice betraying how proud I am to be her mate.

      “So...you like it?” she asks, batting her thick black lashes at me.

      “I love it.” I walk up to her and slide my hands from her hips down to her ass, giving it a firm squeeze. “You look good enough to eat,” I whisper against her lips.

      “Taste me then, Vrid. Nothing is stopping you.” She takes my mouth, her tongue pushing at the seam of my mouth until I open for her. We groan in tandem as our tongues clash. I pour out my love for her in this kiss, my devotion. She returns the kiss with fervour, nipping and biting at me while her nails dig into my skin.

      I land another spank on her for distracting me.

      “What was that for?” she inquires, pulling away from me to rub her ass.

      “Maybe I want to see those pale globes all red for me,” I purr. “Ever think of that?”

      “Spank me harder then, Vrid. Spank me so hard I can’t sit and you have to kiss it better,” she coos, her eyes alight with mischief.

      “Little one…” I warn.

      “Fine.” She hops back on the bed, folding her arms under her tits, her face brooding.

      So vekking cute.

      I turn away from my sulking mate and head to the closet once more. I pluck out a white shirt and a black pair of tactical pants to store my weapons. Knowing the Yarek have been seen, I won’t take any chances with my mate. If someone even thought to steal her…

      I shake off that unnerving thought and drop my pants to my ankles. I hear Carmen gasp as I flex my ass, followed by the smell of her arousal.

      And I thought Ryx couldn’t be tamed…

      I smile to myself, thinking of my horny little mate, and tug on my outfit. I finish with my black sash, displaying the Klan Marix insignia with pride. I usually don’t wear it unless the occasion is formal, but since this is my first time taking Carmen out by myself, I dressed to impress. Finishing the outfit, I pull on a pair of boots much like hers.

      “Ready?” I turn to her and flex my pecs, which are visible under the tight shirt.

      “Mm-hmm.” She hops down from the bed and saunters over to me. “Let’s go.”

      “After you.” I gesture towards the door. She tosses her dark hair over her shoulder and heads out of the room. I follow her downstairs but pause when we get to the front door. “Carmen, I need you to listen to me and listen good.”

      She turns her green eyes up to me, the seriousness in my voice reflecting in her eyes.

      “There are things much worse than Drykken out there.” I grab her face, cupping her cheeks in my palms. “If I give you an order while we are out today, it’s not because I’m trying to control you, I’m trying to protect you. Do you understand that?”

      Her eyes search mine and she nods.

      “Good.” I slide one hand behind her neck, threading my fingers into her hair as the other trails down her body, making her shudder. “Someday your mates and I will plant a youngling in your belly,” I tell her, rubbing the backs of my fingers on her exposed skin. Her eyes widen and she licks her lips. “The need to protect the mother of my young is innate. There is nothing I won’t do or say to protect you. Nothing.”

      “Okay, Vrid. I’ll listen,” she whispers, then a smirk grows on her face. “For now.”

      “Good girl.” I release her hair and take her hand. “Now let’s go have some fun.”

      She smiles and I push open the front door. The okkren I had reserved earlier awaits us. Carmen giggles when I lift her up inside and hop in after her. I pull out a bottle of pravvar and pour us both a glass.

      “To our Klan,” she says, holding up her glass.

      “To our future,” I counter, clinking mine with hers.

      We drink and talk as the okkren flies to the lotrens in the center of Lorenthis. I tell her what training was like growing up as a youngling warrior. She tells me about the girls she grew up with. I can hear her fondness for them in the tone of her voice. She seems most concerned about a girl named Daisy. Carmen describes Daisy as a timid rule follower, who finds it difficult to make her own opinions known. She might struggle to hold her own here on Oxious with a personality like that. I tell her that I will do my best to find out not only the location of Daisy, but of Harlow and Tatiana as well. The way her face lights up when I say this makes any difficulty I’ll have arranging such a thing worth it.

      I make a mental note to have another play date with Shiloh, only this time both our Klans will stay with our mates. The okkren shudders and lowers to the ground. After the door opens, I jump down then turn to catch a flying Carmen. She lands in my arms and I spin her around before setting her on her feet. She pulls my face down for a kiss before linking her fingers with mine.

      “So, where are we off to?” she asks.

      “First? We spar.” I take off, pulling my mate behind me. She laughs as we run through the streets until we come to a small training arena. “This way,” I say, tugging her along behind me. I’m able to access this secure area using my handprint. We are greeted by an older male manning the front desk.

      He points down the hall behind him. “Room seven.”

      “Thanks!” I call, pulling Carmen in front of me. I open the door to room seven and follow her inside. The left and right walls are lined with various weapons and gear, while the front wall is one enormous mirror. Padded mats line the floor to cushion one’s fall and ropes hang from the rafters for climbing.

      “Wowwww,” Carmen exclaims, looking around. “This place is so awesome.”

      “Yeah. Until I kick your hot little ass.” Carmen spins to stare at me with a raised brow.

      “Want to make a wager on that?” she taunts.

      “Since I know I won’t lose, yes,” I reply with a grin.

      She huffs. “Okay, loser has to…” She trails off, eyeing the room. “I got it!” she squeals, her eyes lighting up. “Loser has to give the winner oral.”

      I can’t help but laugh. “Carmen, you must realise there is no way for you to defeat me in sparring.”

      She shrugs her shoulders. “Maybe I like your cock in my mouth, Vri-d,” she purrs, popping the ‘d.’

      I rub my hands together, trying to stay focused on sparring, not getting lost in the image of her on her knees in front of me with my cock shoved between her hot lips.

      “Rules?” she asks, her little hands on her hips.

      “Simple.” I walk to the left wall and run my fingers down a length of rope. “First one to knock the other to the ground, wins.”

      “Easy enough for me.” Carmen bends her knees and widens her legs. I recognise a battle stance when I see one. I mimic her and we slowly begin to circle one another. Carmen sucks her finger into her mouth then trails it down her neck to her cleavage. I quirk my eyebrow at her and she attacks, pulling her bakket from its sheath and slicing my upper arm.

      I hiss and pull back as she licks my blood off the blade.

      Little minx. Using her body to distract me.

      I won’t allow that to happen again.

      She lunges and I sidestep out of the way, but I grab her wrist as she flies by me and tuck it tightly behind her back. She grunts when I clasp her other wrist and pull it behind her, then lasso my tail around her forearms, binding them together.

      I spin her to face the mirror, wanting her to watch me behind her. I place my leg between hers, locking one of them in place, and snake my hand up to her neck.

      “Look at me, Carmen.” Her chest heaves as she tries to pull away from me. “Look at your mate.” Her gaze catches mine in the mirror. With my free hand, I tug at the zipper on her top and pull it down, freeing her breasts. I tighten my grip on her neck, restricting her airway, feeling her narrow throat swallow under my grip.

      The scent of her arousal reaches me, reminding me that my little mate likes pain. She’s the perfect mate for a Klan of warriors. I circle her nipple with my finger, watching it harden in the mirror. Then I twist the stiff nub, pulling a sexy gasp from my mate.

      Fuck she’s so hot.

      I slap her breast and her gaze fills with lust, her lower lip taut between her teeth. I slap the other, loving the way my handprint appears on her skin, adoring the way they jiggle with each hit. “That is for distracting me from our fight enough to wound me,” I whisper in her ear.

      Abandoning her chest, I slide my hand down her body and cup her leather-clad pussy in my hand. I can feel the heat from her core through her shorts. Using my middle finger, I gently rub up and down the seam, until I feel her hips thrusting against my hand.

      “Look at you, Carmen, so needy. All mine.” I pull my hand away and she whines in opposition. “Soon,” I promise, then I zip up her top and release her from my grasp.

      “What the fuck, Vrid?” she scolds me, her tiny hand pushing into my chest.

      “What?” I ask innocently.

      “You-You can’t just leave me hanging like that!”

      “Oh, but I can, little mate.” I bop her on the nose. “Another round?”

      Carmen and I duel for the better part of the next hour. I allow her to land a few blows just so she is able to maintain composure. She does get very frustrated—and quickly—when she realises I’m better at fighting than her. Seems my mate has forgotten I’m a trained warrior, that I fought in wars long before she was even born.

      Finally, once we’re all sweaty, I stop the sparring. I have to admit that it was super hot dueling with her, feeling her body close to mine, realising how much stronger she is from when she first got here. She doesn’t know it yet, but I can see two raised areas on the crest of her forehead where her own horns will soon grow. It’s common for our human mates to take on some of our characteristics after sharing so much DNA, whether it be from blood or…other sources.

      Fuck, I hope she grows a tail too.

      After one of us plants a youngling in her belly, the symptoms will exacerbate. I can hardly wait to see her reaction.

      “Come on.” I reach for her hand. “Let’s get some food.”

      “Sounds amazing. I’m famished,” she agrees.

      “Oh. There’s one thing we have to do first.”

      She quirks a brow at me. “And what’s that?”

      “Clean up, of course.”

      “But—”

      I place a hand on her lips. “For once can you just shut up and trust me?”

      I pull my hand away to see her beautiful smile beaming up at me. “Sure. Lead the way.” Needing to feel more of her body on mine, I scoop her up and haul her over my shoulder as she squeals in delight. I give her pert ass a spank and head out of the room to the bathing chamber.

      However, it’s not like a normal bath.

      “What is this place?” she inquires, when I set her down inside.

      “You’ll see.” I point to the walls. “See those openings? Small lasers will come out from there and clean us up. You’ll be just as you were when we first walked in here.”

      “Fucking awesome!” she screams, jumping up and down. “How do you turn it on?”

      I walk over to a control panel and punch in the code I want, then pull her to the center of the room. “Okay, Carmen. Put your arms up and close your eyes.”

      Once she does as she’s told, I mimic her and the room starts to hum. A warmth flows over my skin as the lasers clean the sweat and funk from our bodies. Once clean, a fragrance is misted into the air. Three beeps sound shortly after indicating we are done.

      I open my eyes to see Carmen checking herself out.

      “Duuuude,” she exclaims. “How come we don’t have one of those at our house?”

      “We do,” I admit. “We just prefer to bathe you ourselves.”

      I offer her a token ‘Carmen wink’ and pull her from the room.

      “You kinky little shits,” I hear her mutter under her breath. Laughing, I pull her back outside and into the warm breeze.

      The rest of the day is just as amazing as sparring was. I take her out to a relaxed dinner and introduce her to more Totiv food, most of which she devours. We finish our meal and shop at the lotrens, she doesn’t know this yet, but I’ve hired one of the shop owners to make her a custom tactical outfit perfect for her small size.

      After purchasing a gallon of nightshimmer—something I will be thanking Kronk for later—we get dessert and head back to the okkren. We feed each other our desserts and laugh when we purposefully miss each other’s mouths.

      The ride is over much too quickly, and we find ourselves back at home. “I really enjoyed tonight, Vrid. Thank you,” she says, planting a kiss on my lips when we reach the front door.

      “The night’s not over yet, little mate.” She pauses waiting for me to continue. “You might remember that little stunt you pulled with the Drykken? The one where you tore off your clothes and covered yourself in your own blood.”

      “Yeah…?” She looks at me, confused.

      “You didn’t think you’d get away with that, did you? Tonight was a celebration, but as I promised there is so much more. Come on,” I encourage, scanning my hand and opening the door. “Ryx is ready for us.”

      “Ryx?” she echoes, as I push her up the stairs. “What do you mean he’s ready?”

      “You’ll see, little mate.” I usher her to Ryx’s door and knock three times.

      He opens the door slightly, keeping the view behind him blocked. “Is she ready?” he asks me. I incline my head. “Good.” He looks down at Carmen. “Resha, be prepared to be punished.”

    

  




    
      
        
          
            40

          

          

        

    

    







            Ryx

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Her cheeks flush at my proclamation. I’ve known since the first time I saw my mate, dripping wet on top of Forsaken Mountain, that she was as kinky as I am, maybe even more. I step aside and allow Carmen and Vrid to enter my room. Her gasp is audible as she looks around, her green eyes wide, cheeks flushed, taking in the layout.

      “Well? What do you think, Resha?” I inquire.

      “It’s umm…wow.” She runs her fingers through her long hair as she glances from one item to the next. Various ropes, chains, and whips hang from the walls. I have a shelf filled with dildos and vibrators of all shapes and sizes. A lit display reveals my vast collection of clamps for her perfectly plump nipples, while another holds creams and gels to heighten the senses.

      “It is,” I agree. “Now, Carmen, I want you to stand here.” I pull her farther into the room as Vrid shuts the door behind us and place her back against one wall. Once positioned, Vrid and I stand in front of her, shoulder to shoulder. I want her to feel our presence, how large we are compared to her small stature. “Do you know why you’re being punished?”

      She looks to Vrid who nods slightly. “I revealed my body to the Drykken without speaking to my mates about it first,” she answers confidently.

      “That’s right,” I respond, folding my arms across my bare chest. “First thing’s first, Resha. We need you to strip.”

      Her hands shake slightly as she reaches up to the zipper on her shirt. A beautiful flush creeps up her chest, spreading to her neck and cheeks as she tugs it down slowly. With each tick of the zipper I can feel my cock pulsing in excitement. I’ve been wanting to punish Carmen my way since I first laid eyes on her, and now I’m finally getting my chance.

      Carmen pulls down the rest of her zipper and frees her flawless tits, then shrugs out of her shirt, letting it fall to the floor.

      “Keep going,” I encourage. She glances up at me and slips her thumbs below her waistband, then shimmies her hips back and forth to wriggle out of her black leather shorts. They pool at her feet and she kicks them off. Her aim is perfect, and the shorts hit me square in the chest. I catch them and bring them to my nose, making sure she sees me inhaling her scent. “Delicious,” I comment, before handing them to Vrid.

      Carmen, for the first time in a long time, doesn’t seem to know what to do and stands there playing with her fingers. I’ve got her off her game.

      Good.

      “Now, raise your arms over your head so Vrid and I can bind your wrists. I want you completely exposed.”

      She licks her lips but complies. I nod to Vrid, who stalks to her right side as I move to her left. In tandem, we circle her wrists with fuzzy cuffs then stretch her arms tight above her head. Her chest lifts beautifully, her rosy nipples hardening under our stare.

      We step back to admire our work. “Resha, you look so hot all bound for us.”

      “Stunning,” Vrid agrees.

      “Now, spread your legs wide, little mate, show us your naughty pussy.”

      Carmen inches her feet as wide as she can. Vrid and I once again use the binds on her ankles, kneeling by her feet, encasing them in chains to hold her legs apart. Before we stand back up, Vrid and I kiss up her inner thighs, biting and sucking as we go.

      “Oh, God,” she whispers, as the sweet smell of her arousal hits my nose. Vrid groans, and I know he can smell it too. We both pull away from her before we reach her cunt. This is a punishment, she will have to earn her release, earn her pleasure.

      “Feel that desire swirling within you, Resha? Feel that heat scorching inside you?”

      “Yes,” she replies breathlessly.

      “As part of your punishment, Vrid and I are going to make you ache with unfulfilled lust. I want to see you tremble with need, your pussy pulsing with desire. We want to hear you beg us for forgiveness. Only then will we let you come.”

      She whines but nods her head.

      I look at Vrid. “Let’s begin.” Carmen glances between us, her fingers flexing above the cuffs securing her. “The first part of your immaculate body we have to punish is your tits, Resha.” I stalk close to her, trailing my finger on the underside of her heavy breasts. “Because you showed them off to eyes that didn’t deserve to see them, eyes we didn’t give you permission to display yourself in front of.”

      “But—” Carmen tries to argue, but before she can get another word out, I reach up and grip her chin, shutting her mouth.

      “No buts, Resha. Rules are rules. Vrid, grab the ball gag.” I never take my eyes off of her, but simply hold out my hand until I feel the bit in my palm. “Open your mouth,” I command, releasing her chin. Her lips part and I place the gag inside, stretching her jaw, before fastening it behind her head.

      “Perfect,” Vrid comments. “Now you can’t argue or use that wicked tongue of yours for anything other than sucking my cock later.” I’m so proud of Vrid, he’s really coming into his own, finding his dominance where Carmen is concerned. It’s sometimes hard for him to push aside his desire to heal, even as a Totiv warrior.

      Carmen nods her head and flexes her jaw, trying to find a comfortable position, and the first drips of saliva fall from her mouth and onto her chest.

      So. Vekking. Hot.

      I head over to the wall and grab what humans call a riding crop, then turn to face her, whipping the flat end against my bed post as I do. Carmen jumps at the crack it makes. “See this?” I hold up the crop in front of her face.

      “Mm-hmm,” she mumbles behind the gag.

      “This is a riding crop used to train Earth animals called horses. Have you seen one before?”

      She shakes her head.

      I point to the flat end. “This part right here is used to encourage horses to run faster. It stings when smacked against the skin. I intend to use this on your tits to begin your punishment.”

      Her nostrils flare, and the scent of her arousal grows stronger.

      She likes this.

      “Nod your head if you agree, Resha.”

      She nods.

      Without warning, I reel my arm back and lash her left breast just above the nipple. She winces but does not cry out as a beautiful area of skin rises. Vrid growls beside me and grazes his finger over the area. Carmen shudders in response.

      I hand Vrid the crop. He tests the sting on his palm before turning his focus on Carmen. Vrid brings his hand back and slashes her right side, the flat crop smacking onto her pert nipple. This time, our mate screeches, her back arching off the wall.

      So vekking perfect.

      Saliva drips onto her chest and Vrid smears it on her tits, making them glisten.

      “Did you like that, little mate?” he asks her. She nods, her chest heaving. Vrid hands me the crop.

      “Again,” I tell her. She takes a deep breath and holds it as I bring the crop down on her twice, once on each side. She screams behind the gag, the sound music to my ears. Such a vekking turn on.

      I toss the crop behind me as her chest turns a deep, crimson red. Vrid and I each play with one of her tits, moulding and squeezing, twisting her stinging nipples as she mewls in pain with nowhere to go. I glide my free hand down her body and cup her pussy. Cream from her arousal coats my hand and I haven’t even touched her cunt yet.

      “So wet for us already, little pain slut,” I whisper against her neck, before sucking the soft skin into my mouth. She moans, her hips thrusting into my hand. I spank her pussy, then rub it slowly as she mewls, covering my fingers in her wetness.

      “Don’t move,” I order. She stills before I bite into her neck, then she hisses as I suck her warm blood from her body. So vekking euphoric, drinking from my mate. She thrusts again. Little minx just can’t help herself. So I spank her for a second time. “I said, don’t move.”

      She groans in dismay, her cunt dripping on my hand. “Vrid, feel how needy our mate is.”

      Vrid’s hand replaces mine, his chest rumbling as he rubs her slit. “Very needy, aren’t you, Carmen?” Carmen nods, her fingers clenching. “You know what I think she needs, Ryx? The special clamps we had made for her.”

      “Noooo,” she whines, around the gag.

      “Yes, Vrid. That’s exactly what she needs. We’ve taught her tits a lesson, but her nipples still need to be punished.”

      I head to the lit cabinet as Vrid bites into her neck and grab the vibrating clamps. I also grab a spray can from the cabinet next to it. I hand Vrid the clamps and shake the can. Carmen tenses as I depress the top and a cold spray mists her body.

      Carmen tries to wiggle out of the way, but she’s bound too tightly for her movements to be effective. Her pale skin erupts in those tiny goosebumps I love so much, even the skin around her nipples tightens beautifully, her pink buds hardening. I flick each one then nod to Vrid. He hands me a clamp and we both get to work attaching them to her nipples.

      Carmen whines as we tighten them, squeezing her pink buds between the metal bars.

      “Perfect,” I growl, taking a step back. Vrid presses the button on his sash that he just happens to be wearing, and the left clamp buzzes to life. Carmen moans, her hips moving as she fucks the air. I waltz over to my closet and push the button on my sash. Carmen’s mewls let me know the other has turned on as well.

      Vrid grabs the spray and spreads her pussy lips before blasting her clit with the cold. Carmen’s thighs begin to shake before he stops.

      Tears glisten in her eyes and I know it’s time. “Are you ready to say you’re sorry, Carmen?” he questions. She nods. Vrid removes the gag and more saliva falls from her mouth. “Well? Tell Ryx and I how sorry you are.”

      “I-I’m sorry.” Her voice is quiet but firm.

      “What do you think, Ryx? Was that good enough?” Vrid wonders, his hand on his chin.

      “Good enough for me. Unhook her.” I can’t take it anymore, the need to be inside my mate overrides the need to punish her. I can sense Vrid feels the same as he unbinds her ankles and wrists. She almost collapses in his arms, but he moves in behind her with her back to his chest and picks her up under her knees. He turns to face me with her legs spread, her pussy glistening.

      “Taste our mate. Warm her back up,” he instructs me.

      I growl as I move between her legs, running my nose along the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. I let out a long exhale, my hot breath warming her chilled pussy lips. She moans, her hands coming down to grip my horns, tugging me to her core.

      “Yes. Please, Ryx,” she begs. “I need this.”

      I love it when she begs.

      Extending my tongue, I lick up her slit ever so lightly, feeling how cold her skin is. I lap at her, inching deeper. She trembles as I warm her chilled core. I slide one hand up her body and squeeze her breasts, and with the other I circle her entrance.

      “Yes!” she cries, as she presses her pussy against my lips. I dip my finger inside her and swirl around in her wetness, then inch my way back to her puckered hole.

      She groans as I slowly push my finger inside her ass. “Oh fuck!” The curse leaves her lips when I begin to fuck her ass with my finger, while devouring her pussy with my tongue. Her body begins to tremble with her impending orgasm, but I’m not done denying her yet.

      I slip my finger out and pull my face away from her aching core, her cream covering my lips. Vrid tosses Carmen onto my bed. She squeals when she’s mid-air, but I head to the bathroom before she lands, wanting to wash my hands.

      When I come back out, I find Vrid manhandling her pussy. He’s holding one of her legs down with one hand, the other with his tail as he works her cunt with three fingers, preparing her for us.

      Carmen moans, her back arching off the bed, eyes closed, and her bottom lip tucked between her teeth. Vrid adds a fourth finger, stretching Carmen’s entrance so beautifully I might just come from watching.

      I join them on the bed and lay on my side next to Carmen. I toy with her nipples as Vrid finger fucks her cunt. Vrid releases her leg and shoves his pants down, then pulls his cream-coated fingers from our mate and rubs her arousal around the head of his cock. He lies down on the other side of Carmen and rolls her to face me. His large hand wraps behind her ankle and lifts her foot up next to her face, spreading her cunt wide, and enters her from behind.

      She groans as he fills her. I watch with rapt attention as he lazily fucks her, keeping her on edge needing more.

      “Faster,” she pleads. “Please, Vrid, I need more.”

      “You’ll get what you want, little mate,” he promises. “More than this tight pussy can handle.”

      Carmen screams when he buries himself with one quick thrust. “Fuck, yes!” she shouts, her pitch growing increasingly higher. Vrid slows down and locks eyes with me, nodding once. I abandon her magnificent breasts and slide my hand down her body to circle her clit. She bucks into my hand, screaming out. I land a spank on her exposed cunt, knowing we both like it, then add my finger inside her core next to Vrid’s cock.

      “W-What are you—Ahh!” she cries out when I add a second finger, stretching her pussy, preparing her to take us both.

      “Here, this will help,” Vrid offers, bringing his tail up to her hole. He allows a few droplets of his serum to drip onto my fingers. I thrust them up inside her and feel her cunt relax, expanding, ready to accept us both.

      “Are you ready to take both of your mates, Carmen?” I ask, my voice deepening with desire. “Are you ready for your tight pussy to be stuffed with your warriors’ cocks?”

      “Oh, fuck yes!” she yells out.

      “Such a bad girl, isn’t she, Vrid?”

      “So bad she’s good,” he agrees.

      Unable to not be inside her for another moment, I pull my fingers from her core and slip my pants off, lubricating my cock just as Vrid did. I scoot closer, lining myself up with her entrance, and start to press inside her, sliding my cock along Vrid’s shaft. I take her mouth as I do this, muffling her cries as my cock throbs at the exquisite sensations. I want to feel her pain as if it were my own, become one with her emotions. As I push farther in, she moans into my lips and Vrid stills, waiting for me to continue. She cries out, pulling her lips from mine when I seat myself inside her.

      “Oh, God. I-I can’t do this,” she moans.

      “You can and you will, little mate,” I tell her. “You do this because we like it, and because deep down, you do too. You do this because you deserve the pain before you’ve earned your pleasure.”

      Vrid and I each begin to play with her tits as the clamps buzz away on her nipples. “Feel the clamps as they bite into your nipples,” I urge her. “Feel Vrid’s body behind you and me in front of you. Feel our cocks stretching you so fully, so completely that you can hardly maintain composure.”

      Carmen mewls and I begin to circle her clit once more. “Feel us. Your mates. Feel our love for you, our devotion.”

      “I feel you both, Ryx. I feel it,” she rasps, her chest heaving. I flick her clit and she cries out. Vrid sucks on the crook of her neck as we begin to fuck her in tandem, sliding in and out of her with perfect timing. I slide my finger over her clit faster, and Vrid bites her neck, drawing her blood, fueling all of our desires.

      “Oh, God!” she cries out. “I’m gonna come!”

      “We are too, little mate,” I manage to growl out. “Just hang on one more minute.”

      Vrid pulls off of her neck and looks down our bodies, watching our cocks fill our mate so completely as her cunt stretches to take us.

      “Fuck, you are so beautiful, little mate,” Vrid praises. “Such a good girl to take your mates like this.”

      Vrid locks eyes with me and I nod. Neither of us can hang on any longer. We speed up our tandem fucking and I play her clit like a musical instrument as we all come apart.

      Growls, cries, screams, and moans reverberate around my room as we all come together. Our cum merges inside our mate in a potent mix. My vision goes white, and for a moment I feel like I’m floating through the sky.

      When I finally come back down, Vrid and I pull out of our mate, who is too exhausted to move. Vrid grabs some towels from the bathroom and tosses one to me as he cleans Carmen. I remove the nipple clamps and place them on my nightstand.

      “Let’s sleep in my room,” he suggests, gesturing down the hall with his head. Vrid scoops Carmen up from the cum-filled bed and we head down to his room. I pull the sheets back as he lays her down between us like the fucking queen she is.

      We cuddle next to her, each holding on to one of her breasts like a youngling would a soft blanket. Before sleep takes me, I think about what it will be like someday to plant a youngling inside my mate, to watch her belly grow with our young.

      With that thought on my mind, I fall fast asleep with a smile on my face.
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      I can’t help it, I need to see her.

      The meeting to discuss the Yarek threat with Klan Avuk ran later than we thought. After hours of going over strategies, the only immediate solution we agreed on is to step up security and training. Xal suggested we send scouting Klans out since not much has been discovered.

      It’s the middle of the night now and I know she will be sleeping, but my mate is calling to me. I can’t rest...can’t settle until I have seen her with my own eyes, so I slip into Vrid’s room. The scent of sex and blood lingers in the air, making my eyes and horns darken as my cock twitches. But I ignore that urge and instead lean back in the shadows and watch my mate. I tell myself I won’t stay long. I’m just checking on her then I will leave her to her other mates...but I can’t seem to move away.

      Exhaustion is tugging at me, but my eyes are locked on the naked, sleeping form of Carmen. She is tucked between Vrid and Ryx, their hands spanning her breasts and waist, all of their legs tangled together. She is so beautiful, so soft and loving, that sometimes it makes me feel dirty. That I’m wrong for even touching her, like I am not good enough to even look at her...not that I will ever stop.

      She is mine...ours.

      Whether we deserve her or not, she is never getting away from us. She is too intertwined in our Klan, too important. There isn’t an us without her anymore, even I can tell that. Before her, we were functioning, we were warriors...a Klan. But now? Now we are a family and she is the heart of that. She calls to something in all of us. She makes us more than we thought we could ever be, she makes us want to be better.

      She sighs in her sleep, a soft little noise that has my heart clenching. She unravels me. If anyone knew just how weak she makes me...I shake my head at the thought, restraining my growl. I have never had a weakness until her. That rage, that darkness inside me is still there, wrapped around my mind, but when I’m with her it seems less...it feels manageable. Not that she is bothered by it, she enjoys it when we are just as crazy as she is. She stirs again as if she can feel me close, feel my eyes moving along her skin. So, with one last stolen look, I slip from the room and into mine. Xal is waiting and I nod at him as he chains me up before he, too, leaves.

      I force my eyes closed, knowing I need to sleep. My last thought, as always, before the nightmares and memories claim me is of her.
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      I jerk awake, my senses blaring, a growl already leaving my lips as I fight the chains, caught between the massacre of the red fields where we fought and the present until a soft, warm hand lands on my cheek. It cups my skin, the warmth...the familiarity sinking deep and waking me fully. Blinking my eyes open, they lock on the shining ones of Carmen. She is sitting before me, her body almost touching mine, but smartly only her hand is. She knows I am dangerous when like this, yet no fear exists in those emerald depths.

      “There you are,” she whispers, still stroking my cheek. “Come back to me, wherever your mind has gone...I want it back. You’re mine and I’m telling you to come back.” Her soft tones soothe me, like a balm to the frayed edges of my sanity.

      “Little one,” I warn, my voice rough...almost feral. I fight off the madness and instead focus on her. She must see the battle in my eyes, but she doesn’t move away, just continues to stroke my cheek with a smile on her face as I finally come back to myself completely.

      “There you are, big guy.” She grins.

      “You shouldn’t be around me when I’m like this,” I grumble, looking away from her.

      She grips my cheeks in her small hands, and forces me to look at her, her gaze fierce, eyes flashing. “Yes, I should. I love you, Kronk, both when you’re strong and when you’re not.” She ignores my growl and her whole face seems to soften. “When you are weak, when you can’t fight...I will. I’ll always bring you back from the brink, you will never be alone again. Get used to it, big guy, ‘cause I’m not going anywhere.”

      I search her eyes and nod. She releases the vice-like grip on my face and drops a kiss there. “I have a plan, big guy, it might take months or years, but I won’t give up.”

      “Plan?” I ask, tugging on my chains, wanting to be close to her, to hold her, touch her. She must understand, because she gracefully rises from her knees and starts to unbind me, her robe fluttering around her, giving me a glimpse of her creamy skin.

      “The end game will be that you’ll never have to be locked up again. I know you’re scared of hurting me and your Klan, but I have faith in you. You will never hurt us. Your Klan knows that, it’s time you realise it too, start small. I’ll become your chain and the others will be your anchors, holding you to this reality. I want to sleep next to you, big guy, I want you wrapped around me. And what I want, I get,” she purrs, and then winks down at me. “Before you start to protest, know that this is happening whether you like it or not. It’s easier to just get on board with my crazy schemes.”

      I ingest her words and think through them. “I would like to be able to hold you...and when we have younglings, to look after them,” I agree reluctantly.

      “Exactly, so buckle up, big guy, we have a long road ahead of us,” she promises, as the last chain drops, freeing me from the bed. I yank down my arms and work out the sore muscles as she plops into my lap and curls up there. I wrap my arms around her and lean back against the headboard, almost purring with contentment.

      “Do you think about our younglings?” I inquire. We’ve never really discussed it before, but I am betting the others have mentioned it.

      She tilts her head back and looks at me, letting me see the truth in her eyes. “Yes, I’ve always wanted children. Can you imagine little Ryx’s running around? Or little Xal’s spying on everyone?” She laughs as I huff. “I would love to be a mother…”

      “But?” I prompt, narrowing my eyes on her.

      “Is there a rush?” she asks, looking away from me for a moment. “I want children, I do, and I know the main reason why you receive Harvest Girls is for mating, but we just settled down, and after everything that’s happened…” She trails off.

      “Yes?” I encourage her to keep going, wanting to hear where my mate is coming from.

      She sighs. “Honestly? I want to explore. I want to have fun and get to know my mates before I’m too fat to even move or have a home filled with kids. I’m not saying never, I’m just saying…”

      “Not now,” I finish for her. I’ll admit, I never wanted children. I never wanted to pass on the madness in my blood, but when Carmen came along, it was a thought that rooted in the back of my mind. Since her arrival, I have wondered what it would be like, but I understand her reasoning. There is no rush, vekk, I want this time with her too. I’m selfish, and younglings will require most of her attention. At this time in my life, I’m feeling greedy and I want her as much as I can have her.

      “There is no rush, little one,” I assure her, pulling her close and stroking her side to comfort her. “When we are ready, it will happen. Until then, we have each other.”

      “But the others—” She starts, and I cut her off.

      “Won’t mind,” I state, as I tip her head up again. “Yes, they want children, but they want you more. They can wait, we all can until we are all ready. Whatever we do now, we do it together. As a Klan.”

      “A Klan,” she agrees, and then wiggles closer, sighing in happiness as she relaxes in my arms.

      “Did you have fun yesterday?” I question, glad to have her here with me.

      “Yes, Vrid and I explored and sparred and then I came back to my punishment.” She laughs, but I hear the arousal in her voice. Our little mate enjoys her punishments. It wouldn’t surprise me if she didn’t keep getting into trouble just to receive them. “What about you?”

      “Long day,” I groan. “I spent it with Shiloh’s mates, Klan Avuk, discussing the Yarek threat, nothing is for sure yet, but we are stepping up security. I want you to be extra careful. I know your nature is to explore and sneak out, but I insist you take one of us with you for the foreseeable future. I couldn’t forgive myself if anything ever happened to you, little one,” I growl, the thought alone making me angry.

      Carmen jilts at the word Yarek. “Are-Are they back?” she stammers. “I thought they were gone.”

      “There have been sightings,” I answer her honestly, wanting my mate to know the threats that surround her every day. “Promise, little one, promise to always keep one of us close by your side.”

      “I promise,” she agrees. “You think they’re going to attack Earth again?” she inquires worriedly.

      “No, they know that would be a death sentence, this is something different. I’m not sure what though. I guess time will tell, but we will be ready for them when they pounce. We will kill them all this time, wipe them from existence.”

      She shivers against me and I smirk when I smell her arousal, but I know she must be sore from last night, so I push away my own need. We have our whole lives for that. “What do you want to do today, little one?” I ask, changing the subject.

      “Can we just...be?” she requests. “I enjoy going out and all that, but we haven’t stopped in a while. Let’s just be together today. All of us. We can stay here and eat and sleep, and I can get some dicks.”

      I huff but she carries on.

      “Let’s just relax,” she finishes.

      “Sounds perfect,” I agree, happy to do whatever she wants. Every day is perfect with our mate. Her stomach growls then, making us both laugh. She gets to her feet and I slap her ass. “Come on, little one, we better feed you.”

      She grabs my hand and swings it back and forth like always as we leave the room. At the top of the stairs, I scoop her up and vault over the railing, making her laugh as we land at the bottom. Ryx spins and crouches defensively, but when he sees it’s us, he rolls his eyes.

      “Breakfast is almost ready,” he greets, winking at Carmen. “Morning, Resha,” Ryx purrs, making her wiggle against me.

      “Behave,” I growl, as I take her to the sofa and sit down with her on my lap.

      “With her around? Never!” he calls as she laughs.

      Xal comes downstairs and sits silently beside me. Without looking, Carmen reaches out and takes his hand, making him smile widely. Vrid throws himself down on my other side as Ryx starts loading the table with plates and mugs.

      “Okay, let’s eat!” he announces. Carmen hops up happily, dragging Xal and me with her, but then she freezes and looks back at Vrid, who’s still on the sofa.

      “I need three hands,” she mutters. She shakes her head, lets go of me, grabs his hand, and places it on her ass. “Better.” She nods seriously before taking our hands again and sauntering over to the table.

      Our crazy little mate.

      One thing is for sure, the future is never going to be boring with her and I can’t wait to see what it brings.
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      After we finish eating, we collapse on the sofa, full from the feast Ryx made. My eyes are half closed, I’m so relaxed. I hear Xal and Vrid talking, their voices making me smile, but I don’t bother joining in, just happy that they’re all here.

      Kronk is lying underneath me, my body sprawled across his big one like a purring blanket. I feel Ryx playing with my toes, making me smile. This, this is what I want for the rest of my life. What I said to Kronk is true, I want children. I can’t wait for that, but it doesn’t feel like the right time. Until then, we can just carry on the way we are. In love and happy…probably with more than a bit of trouble involved if I have anything to do with it. Not that my mates care, they love the trouble and the crazy. I never thought I would be so lucky to meet such amazing men...er, aliens.

      When I imagined my future, I was always excited. I couldn’t wait to meet my mates, but never in my wildest dreams did I imagine such strong, sexy, and understanding mates. They don’t want me to be anything but what I am.

      One of them.

      Unashamedly their mate.

      “Let’s ask her,” I hear Vrid mutter, drawing my attention. Opening my eyes, I grin at them as they all turn to me. “Carmen, settle this. Who has the best body?”

      I laugh, I can’t help it. Seeing these big, strong warriors arguing over such a mundane issue amuses me. I turn serious, tapping my chin like I’m debating. “Hmm, I might need extra data. Why don’t you all strip for me so I can compare you side by side?”

      “I think we can provide extra data.” Vrid grins, his eyes darkening as Ryx snorts. “Unless they’re scared?”

      Those words have them all moving. Kronk jumps to his feet, plopping me back down on the couch, followed by Xal and Ryx. Vrid grins at me. “Scared!” Ryx hollers, feigning he’s been insulted.

      “I’ll give you scared,” Kronk growls as Xal starts to strip.

      I giggle and tuck my knees under me, getting comfy, and watch the show as they all rip their clothes off. I laugh as each one tries to be the first to get naked. Well...all apart from Vrid, who waits until they’re done. My eyes are roving over my mates, taking in all their exposed skin, and their erect, hard cocks. My mouth waters and my pussy clenches as I eat up their nakedness with my eyes.

      Vrid draws my gaze by clearing his throat. Once he has my full attention, he grins then slowly peels his clothes from his perfect body. My pussy pulses, my nipples hardening as he removes his clothes like a choreographed strip tease. The way his hips roll, the flexing of his abs...as my mates would say.

      Vekking hell.

      “Show off,” Ryx scoffs as they all line up before me.

      “Well?” Xal prods, his hand tracing down his chest, distracting me.

      I stand up and circle around them, teasing them all by trailing my finger across their chests and backs while I pretend to think. I even grab Kronk’s cock and squeeze it, making him growl before I step back. All of their horns are dark, all of their eyes midnight black.

      “The best body?” I ask again, and they nod.

      “Little one,” Kronk warns, impatient for my answer, my competitive mates.

      “That’s easy...me.” I grin.

      Vrid erupts in laughter and Ryx joins in, his eyes running down my body. “She isn’t wrong.”

      Xal shakes his head, smiling at me happily, and when I look at Kronk, I see him starting towards me. “Better run, little one.”

      My eyes fly wide and I squeal as I duck under his reaching hands, knowing he’s only playing and could catch me if he wanted. I race around the sofa, laughing as he chases after me. Vrid is waiting at the other end, so I drop to the floor and slide between his legs.

      Ryx leaps over the other side and tries to grab me, but I spin away from him and right into Xal’s arms, who laughs and lifts me up. “I’ve caught our mate! Now, what shall we do with her?” he teases. I can’t stop laughing, my smile so big it hurts my face. My heart clenches, so completely filled with love for my crazy, kinky aliens.

      “Dirty, naughty things,” I tease, making them all groan and growl.

      “Vekk yes!” Ryx yells, as they all start towards me, my breathing picking up as I try to imagine what they will do to me now, but then a boom sounds, shaking the house. Another follows it as our heads jerk around, trying to find the source. It comes again, and I realise it’s a knock...at our door?

      I look at Kronk who’s frowning. He hurries over and opens it to reveal a panicked-looking red alien with huge wings.

      I recognise him immediately as Trov, one of Shiloh’s mates. He sidesteps Kronk and rushes inside our home, gazing around frantically. The rest of Klan Avuk hurries in behind him, a sense of urgency filling the air.

      “What’s wrong? Is it the Yarek?” Kronk snaps, his hands already filled with weapons. Xal drops me and pushes me behind him. Vrid and Ryx step up next to him, ready to protect me with their lives

      “Is she here?” one of them asks, I can’t see who.

      “Shiloh?” I call, confused. “No. Why would she be?”

      A roar comes and something smashes. I wiggle between my mates so I can see what’s going on. “She’s gone!” Trov bellows, his deep voice rattling the windows.

      “What?” I question, the floor dropping from beneath me.

      Cryk turns to us, his face set in a mask of worry and panic. “Shiloh, she’s gone. Someone has taken her.”

      I gasp, my heart clenching. No, no, no. I shake my head and step forward, ignoring my mates. “Who? When? Was it the Drykken, the Yarek?” I snap, and when they don’t answer, I get right in their faces. “Who took her?” I yell.

      Trov growls at me, stepping closer, towering over me. Kronk grabs me and pulls me back into his chest. “We don’t know,” he grinds out, his jaw gnashing. “But we will. And when we find them, we will kill them all.”

      I don’t even hesitate. “Then we’re helping.” I hold up my hand to stop any protests. “Shiloh is my friend, my family. I’m helping,” I snarl. With anger raging inside me, I turn to my mates. “Looks like baby making is on hold indefinitely. We have a hunt to do and people to kill. Get the weapons ready, boys, we’re going to rip this world apart.”

      They burst into movement, but I’m stuck in the same spot, filled with worry. Shiloh...vekk, please be okay.

      We are coming for you.
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      Thank you so much for reading Capturing Carmen. We poured our heart and souls into this book. We appreciate you following us on this Sci-Fi journey. If you loved it as much as we loved writing it, please consider leaving an honest review.

      Oh and just so you know? There is much more to come from

      #SavageKnight.
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