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    WHAT’S HAPPENED SO FAR 
 
      
 
    Twenty human women have their reasons for selling their bodies to aliens for money, and no two stories are the same. It’s these twenty women who find themselves together on an assignment claiming to be different from the rest. Most alien races don’t bring in twenty women at once. Most aliens don’t say they’re looking for a Chosen mate or promise they can stay with them forever. The biggest difference? These aliens refuse to treat females as pets. And while plenty of the women are happy to carry the new title of equal, many believe their unique circumstances are too good to be true. After all, aliens aren’t kind to humans. And what little known history they have about their new buyers – the Sidyths – isn’t promising. 
 
    Sidyths originate on Sidetha and are known throughout the galaxy for disrespecting women. They say they’re weak. They’re impulsive. They need to be tamed. And if females on their homeworld don’t measure up, they’re thrown into something referred to as “the hunt.” There are a few who know the true meaning of this word, but their lips are sealed. 
 
    Luckily, Hethdiss isn’t their homeworld, and these Sidyths claim to be different from the rest. 
 
    Exiled from home for refusing to follow Sidyth customs and sent to an out of the way world to fade into obscurity, their numbers are hard to guess, and their motivations are more opaque. And while some aliens claim they’re different, there are often homesick whisperings of the fatherland. 
 
    The Sidyths are somewhat humanoid in appearance, but that’s where the similarities end. They’re seven feet tall, blue, covered in scales, and will freeze without the constant presence of sun rayers or heat. They have a surprising amount of comfort considering their exiled status, and the women have a former Sidyth royal, Prince Korben, to thank for that. 
 
    Life is shockingly comfortable, but that doesn’t mean there aren’t expectations. 
 
    Prince Korben didn’t order twenty human females to Hethdiss for fun. He wanted a mate. He wanted his most trusted brothers to find mates as well. He strives to create a utopia where males and females are treated equally. Most of Prince Korben’s brothers are thrilled at the idea of having a mate even if she is an alien, but most of the humans are not nearly as enthusiastic. Prince Korben promises the human females will be safe and welcome to stay if they’re happy on Hethdiss, but most women have worked far too long to take the promise of an alien seriously. 
 
    Things are going well enough for the humans. Prince Korben has found a mate in Blythe, the busty, feisty de facto leader of the group, and the two of them now have their first daughter, Kyeth. There are several successful pairings – Azan and York, Hujun and Ellis, Layla and Dolan, Sloane and Exer and most recently, Phoebe and Drazal. The mates care for their females and time passes. There are now three babies, with two more on the way. Sometimes it’s too easy to forget that the Sidyths have entirely separate lives back on their home planet. The women don’t ask many questions about what goes on Sidetha, and while most males prefer to keep the past in the past, some can only think of what they’ve left behind. 
 
    Drozass knew he would have his hands full after deciding Arizona would be his Chosen mate. She’s the most experienced human female on Hethdiss, and like many others, believes love is an illusion. But he suspects her reasons for rejecting him aren’t what she’s saying to him. Yes, he’s young, and no, he’s not wealthy. That doesn’t seem to bother her. There’s something else… some unspoken reason, and he intends to find out what. 
 
    However, the harder he tries to learn about Arizona’s past, the more he realizes it’s her present that’s holding her back. Specifically, the three females she spends so much time with. And what worries Drozass is that he’s not the only one who’s interested in learning about Arizona. Chocal’s got his eye on her too, and for some reason, Arizona is drawn to him.  
 
    This is where Addicted to the Alien begins. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter One 
 
    Arizona 
 
      
 
    The moans across the dirt hallway cause me to stir in bed. It’s a decent enough bed, as far as alien beds go, but what’s happening in the bed across the hall is what’s bothering me. 
 
    I should have gone over to the first lair tonight. There’s plenty of distractions, but Kansas said she wanted to speak to me about something. As the newest member of my family, we don’t always see eye to eye, so any time she reaches out, I want to be there for her. But it’s been over an hour, and Dakota’s screaming as Cade fucks the living hell out of her keeps me on edge. I bite back a sigh of annoyance. Fucking sounds didn’t always bother me, but since arriving on Hethdiss, I hear a difference in the sounds my family members make. Sex was never enjoyable. At least, not this much so. But I hear the differences in Kansas’ moans. Dakota’s cries. Even Alaska, who I’m pretty sure is a robot, is coming alive under Taylis’ grumpy hand. 
 
    “Oh, Gods, YES! Fuck me, Cade! Fuck me harder!” 
 
    I grind my teeth to drown out the sounds of Dakota. Damn. It’s one thing to please the client, but I get the feeling that thinking of Cade as a client is the last thing on Dakota’s mind. She’s enjoying herself. Far too much. It’s dangerous, but I can’t exactly bust in there and pull the two of them apart – despite how much I want to. 
 
    My girls are careless lately. It’s happened before, but this is the worst it’s ever been because all three of them are falling for the Sidyth’s charm. I can’t believe they allowed themselves to do it. I thought I taught them well. Love is an illusion. Love is a joke. Family is the only love you need. And yet, they’re spreading their legs with smiles on their faces, inviting in not only cock but heartbreak. 
 
    I pinch my eyes shut and roll over in the bed. It’s not even my own. I’m probably not much better in their eyes because if I were as strong-willed as I wanted to be, I’d sleep in the Gathering Room in the first lair with Prince Korben and his merry happy family.  
 
    But no. I keep telling myself I stay here at the second lair to keep an eye on my girls and some of the younger ones, but I know it’s more than that. 
 
    This bed isn’t mine. It belongs to a Sidyth named Drozass. 
 
    Ugh, I hate how my thighs tingle just from thinking about him. He’s an alien. He’s big and blue and scaled and shouldn’t do anything for my libido. I’ve fucked Sidyths in the past. The scales on their dicks are a pleasant addition, but not exactly reason to try and convince myself there’s a future there. But spending a year around Drozass has worn down my resolve. Instead of a few weeks or months, he has time to spend around me. He doesn’t need to hunt or gather or do anything. He’s just… around. 
 
    And he spends most of his free time around me. 
 
    Just thinking about him makes my body hot and flushed, a feeling I’m not used to. I turn it on for clients, but I’m not used to it happening without my permission. But that’s what Drozass does to me. Ugh, and God. Everything about him should annoy me. His name is Drozass. Drozass, for God’s sake! I used to call him Doe-Ass to piss him off, but he didn’t really get it, and it’s a weakass attempt to get under his skin anyway. 
 
    Plus, I’m pretty sure he’s young, really young. Probably one of the younger Sidyths here, and though I’m confident he’d be legal by a few years back on Earth, that doesn’t give me much confidence because I’ll be thirty-two in a few months. Don’t get me wrong, I look good, but to me, age is not nothin’ but a number. It’s a state of being. Drozass is still growing up. Even over the past few months, I’ve watched him grow and fill out. He’s sexy. Too sexy. And young. Good God, he’s so young. 
 
    Women fantasize about being with younger men, and it’s not like I’m not one of them, but I can’t picture settling down with one.  
 
    I shouldn’t think about him in this way – or any way. As one of the top working Intergalactic Call-Girls, I can safely say settling down isn’t in my vocabulary. But I guess if someone held a gun to my head, I could see myself settling down with Drozass. I think about his rock-hard blue body and the way he made me cry out the first couple nights on Hethdiss when I truly wanted to believe this assignment was no different than the others. I spread because he obviously wanted me to. And I made it good for him. Damn good. So good he thinks I’ll give up Alaska, Dakota, and Kansas for him. For a life on an isolated planet with nineteen other space whores – ahem – I mean, Intergalactic Call-Girls.  
 
    Life as Drozass’ mate probably wouldn’t be terrible. After all, I’m not the only one who makes pleasure feel incredible between us. I don’t think things would ever get dull with Drozass, either. Even if we had a kid together— 
 
    Goddammit. I’m doing it again. 
 
    I am allowing my mind to drift and think about things that cannot happen for me. This assignment will come to an end, and I can’t think about a kid that’s never going to be born because I’m never going to have Chentan reverse my hormonal shots. It cannot happen. Prince Korben can’t possibly back up what he’s promising. Yes, he’s a prince, but still exiled at the end of the day. Would his father let him stay here with human whores – ahem – Intergalactic Call-Girls for mates? I sure as shit don’t think so. 
 
    Grumbling loudly, I finally notice steps heading toward Drozass’ lair. Yes. That’s right. I’m in Drozass’ lair because I don’t want to spend time with the happy, baby-obsessed females in the first lair. It’s too warm. Too comforting. Too much of an illusion that will likely shatter any day now. And then what? What will happen to the happy couples? What will happen to the mixed-species babies toddling around? I’ll tell you what. They’ll be pulled apart. Separated. And all the females (mated or not) will be shipped to the next buyer. And the only people who will get to stay together are my girls and me. Me, Alaska, Dakota, and annoying-ass Kansas. Yup. The only family I need is my girls. They’re the only ones I can keep. 
 
    They’re the only ones that matter. 
 
    Speaking of which… 
 
    “Hey, bitch.” 
 
    I lift my head. Kansas has pulled away the curtain, and she lumbers into the room with an odd expression on her freckled face. Ugh. Like she’s trying to hide a damn smile. She must have spent some private time with that asshole Dash again. I honestly don’t get what she sees in him. Kansas spends every waking moment fighting me about every little damn thing, but she practically gets off on being his damn slave. 
 
    “Yo.” I salute her, and she takes a seat next to me on the bed. “Your hair looks like shit.” 
 
    “Your face looks like shit. Have you considered asking someone for some alien anti-wrinkle cream?” 
 
    A smile flickers across my face. God, she’s a pain in my ass, but I love that about her almost as much as I hate that about her. She drives me crazy, but at least she’s challenging. With me, at least. I can’t say the same for what she does in the bedroom with Dash. “I look good for my age, bitch.” 
 
    “And what age is that again? Forty? You want us to throw you a party?” 
 
    I slap her across the shoulder, and we both laugh. “Seriously. What did you want to speak to me about?” 
 
    She bites down on her lower lip. “You know what. I keep trying to talk to you, but you’ve been blowing me off. I figure now since Drozass is at the first lair, you can’t run away from me.” 
 
    “I’m not running away.” 
 
    “You’re absolutely running away. And I get it. You’re scared—” 
 
    “I’m not fucking scared.” The idea is appalling to me, but Kansas’ face remains as set as ever. 
 
    “We need to have another group meeting,” she says gently. 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “You know. About seriously considering staying here. Accepting what it means for us.” 
 
    “If you’re asking my permission to have Chentan reverse your hormonal shot, do whatever you want. It’s not my baby I’ll have to give away.” 
 
    “Ari. I’m not asking for that, and you know it.” 
 
    “Then what?” I hiss. “I told you to be careful about this. I thought you learned your lesson after what happened with Dasal—” 
 
    “Do not bring that up.” Her voice comes out like a hiss that would even make a Sidyth proud. I’m treading on dangerous territory, but sometimes a leader must speak about what others would rather keep quiet. Kansas has made mistakes before. Aliens have tricked her. She believes their lies only to have them shatter at her feet. But she keeps doing the same thing. “Dash isn’t like that.” 
 
    “Dash is a creep,” I grumble. “And if you think he’ll fight to keep you here after this assignment ends, Kansas, then you haven’t learned anything from your past mistakes.” 
 
    She huffs, rising. “See? This is why I can’t talk to you lately. You won’t listen! You won’t accept that—” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Things are different here!” she yells, waving her hands around. “You have to accept it at some point, Ari. Not all of them are assholes.” 
 
    “Yes, they are.” 
 
    Her hazel eyes narrow. “You’re missing out on something that could be great. I see the way he looks at you.” 
 
    “You don’t see anything. Seriously, Kansas. I can’t believe you’re doing this to yourself again. After everything I’ve taught you.” 
 
    “Taught me? The only thing you’ve taught me is not to trust anyone.” 
 
    “I said you couldn’t trust them.” I rise to my feet as well. And though I’m a formidable woman, I’m still a good four or five inches shorter than Kansas. But she’s lanky. Always has been. And I’m strong. I fight to keep my body in shape – almost as much as the workout twins Rene and Devyn. But it’s not like I’ll fight Kansas. Not physically. I just want things to be normal again. When Washington— 
 
    “You’re thinking about her again, aren’t you?” Kansas’ voice is soft. “Washington—” 
 
    My entire body stiffens. I don’t want to think about Washington. I think of her straight black hair, pale skin, and blue eyes. I think of what happened to her that night. How they treated her. What I had to do— “Get out, Kansas.” 
 
    She wilts. “Come on, Ari. They’re different. I feel it. You feel it too—” 
 
    “I said, get the fuck out!” I push hard against her chest, sending her through the curtain of Drozass’ lair and into the hallway. I advance, wanting to push her again to put more distance between us, until I realize we’re not alone. 
 
    Drozass’ golden-yellow eyes are wide with surprise, and something else. Something darker. A disappointed look I rather not dwell on. He steadies Kansas, but she bats his hands away as though they’re covered in ice and fire. 
 
    “You’re going to die a lonely bitch, you know that?” she shouts, pointing the finger at me. “And you?” She rounds back on Drozass. “I feel sorry for you. Sorry that you think she’ll be anything other than who she is.” She shakes her head before spinning back around and marching down the hall, probably to Dash’s room. I want to scream something at her, something to prove I’ll always have the last word, but I remember Kansas’ words, what she said to Drozass. 
 
    She feels sorry for him. 
 
    She’s probably not wrong. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Arizona 
 
      
 
    “Looks like you’ve had another stirring conversation with Kansas.” Alaska shakes her head the following morning as though it’s my fucking fault for not keeping her under control. I may be the so-called leader of the group, but sometimes I’m still jealous of my closest friend. Unlike me, Alaska’s always able to turn off her emotions. The girl must have watched the beginning of Pretty Woman one too many times right before Drakens abducted her ass, but that’s neither here nor there. She’s alone in Taylis’ lair, and he’s probably forbidden her to leave so, for the time being, at least I can have some privacy with someone I trust. 
 
    “Not only her, but Drozass caught the tail end of our interaction.” I try to keep anxiety from creeping into my voice as Alaska’s cold blue eyes take in my frame, but there’s probably no point. Alaska senses everything. She probably knows I’m struggling with my feelings toward Drozass. And Kansas. And the State Girl family I’ve built in general. Alaska’s been with me almost as long as Washington until… I let that thought go. 
 
    “So what?” Unlike me, Alaska doesn’t have to try and sound bored. She is. And as much as I want to reach out and shake some feelings into her, I don’t bother because this is the best way for her to work. I should follow her example, but I can’t let go of how I feel for Drozass. And how transparent my feelings for him have become. 
 
    Drozass, the smartass alien who I’m pretty sure is at least ten years younger than me, if not more so. If Alaska were to figure out I have actual feelings for him, I’m sure she’d laugh at me. Or worse, shake her head in disappointment. Deep down, I like to think she looks up to me, but I haven’t been much of a leader lately. 
 
    Even now, sitting in Taylis’ lair, I’ve got Drozass on the brain. I’m thinking about his expression last night when Kansas stormed away after declaring she feels sorry for him. The way he looked at me. Like he knew she was right. And that fucking stung. I hate that I care so much about what either of them thinks. I shouldn’t care about smartass Kansas, and I should care even less about my young sexier than sex on a cool night in a warm cabin, client, Drozass. I try to focus on Kansas. “She’s getting more and more… difficult,” I say in an uneasy tone. 
 
    “Yeah, no shit,” she says in return, rolling her blue eyes. She lifts a tanned, toned arm to run her fingers through her impossibly thick sandy-blonde hair. With her height and frame, she already looks like a Hollywood actress, but she not only has a beautiful, soft face to match, but a raspy voice that seems more like it should be singing back up for Amy Winehouse, not pleasing grumpy idiots like Taylis. “I told you that one would be trouble, didn’t I?” 
 
    “You did.” I frown, lowering my head, still remembering the day I broke the news to her that Kyla (now Kansas) would be the last member of my family. Alaska rarely gets worked up about anything, but I remember the look of disgust on her face. Washington grumped but didn’t fight, and I don’t think Dakota will ever have the guts to stand up to me about anything. But Alaska was livid. 
 
    Maybe she had reason to be. 
 
    “I told you repeatedly that she would be nothing but trouble. She falls for clients easily. She upsets easily. She pisses around and doesn’t give a fuck about anything. You said she had spunk. I said she’s just a fussy bitch. Well, I guess we know who’s in the wrong, don’t we?” 
 
    “Don’t talk to me like that.” My voice comes out with a hiss and Alaska sniffs. She still backs down, though. “That’s not even what bothers me, though. You should have seen Drozass’ face—” 
 
    “You worry too much about him.” Alaska waves me off, almost as a reminder to watch myself. Watch how deeply I care for clients and their opinions. 
 
    I don’t usually care. I still don’t for the most part. 
 
    But Drozass has been working his way in and lately; it’s been kind of difficult to stop him. 
 
    “I told you taking him on as a client was also a bad idea if you don’t mind me pointing that out.” Her voice is softer, more submissive this time. Good. “I saw the way he looked at you and knew from the get-go that he wasn’t looking for an easy fuck. And all the girls here falling for clients? That gives him hope. You gave him hope the moment you accepted him as a permanent client.” She shakes her head, tossing her blonde hair around like Veronica Lake from Sullivan’s Travels. I want to tell her to mind her tone with me again, but I don’t have the strength. 
 
    Because she’s not wrong, I have let in Drozass. In my legs. In my life. And now, he’s even starting to find his way into my heart. And this assignment doesn’t seem to be ending any time soon. Each time I see a new baby born on Hethdiss, I lose confidence that this assignment will eventually come to an end. There are happy couples, proud papas, and exposed, breastfeeding tits everywhere. Sidyths are known for their cruelty, but surely, they don’t plan to take this all away from not only us but themselves? The girls look happy. The aliens, too. Babies and families were never a part of the equation before. Maybe babies. Maybe families. But never at the same time. 
 
    Alaska breathes out loudly through her nose, catching my attention. “You’re only going to hurt yourself thinking about either of them. But if you want to screw yourself over, fine. If you want Kansas’ respect, have a baby with Drozass.” 
 
    I snort. “Don’t be stupid. It’s not about that.” 
 
    “Isn’t it? You think I don’t know that she’s pushing for all of us to stay here? You know she has a thing for that dominant asshole, Dash. She thinks if you Choose a mate first, we’ll all follow your example. It wouldn’t surprise me if she were talking to Drozass and they were conspiring about all of this.” 
 
    I close my eyes. I can’t think about it. I won’t. Kansas working behind my back with Drozass? All to make the same mistakes she did when I first met her? No. I won’t believe it. “I don’t think it’s as complicated as all that.” 
 
    “Whatever you need to tell yourself.” She rises from the bed and crosses to the front of Taylis’ lair. “I’m going outside. It’s getting stuffy in here.” She bobs her head once, actually having the nerve to ask me to leave. 
 
    I rise, hating that despite being the leader, Alaska is almost a half a foot taller than I am. She lowers her nose, looking down at me through her perfectly curled blonde, lashes, not even needing to sneer. “Fine. I should be heading back to Drozass’ lair. He’s probably wondering where I’m at.” 
 
    “I’m not going to look for Taylis, if that’s what you’re insinuating, Ari.” 
 
    I storm past. “I’m not insinuating anything.” 
 
    Stomping across the dark hallway toward Drozass’ lair, my mind is a mess. I wanted to talk to Alaska to clear my mind, or at least bitch about Kansas, but my closest friend couldn’t even allow me that much. She knows. Of course, she knows everything. If she’s seen the way Drozass looks at me, then, of course, she’s seen how I look back. And if she’s this aware of what Kansas is up to, then I’m sure she’s not keeping quiet about it. I just wish it weren’t so complicated when it came to Drozass. Why can’t we fuck for fucking’s sake? The sex is good, but it’s always temporary. 
 
    And it’s not like he can Choose me. Even if this assignment doesn’t end for most of the girls, it’s going to end for me. There’s no way Prince Korben’s daddy has enough clout to keep the top working Intergalactic Call-Girl on a remote planet. It doesn’t make sense. And if I must go, I’m sure my girls are going to come with me. At least Alaska and Dakota will. Kansas will probably try to stay. She wants to make the same mistakes. She wants to fall and trust an alien’s lies. Well, not me. I can’t risk it. I’m not some random Intergalactic Call-Girl. I’m the Intergalactic Call-Girl. 
 
    I shouldn’t get so worked up over another Sidyth client. I’ve worked with Sidyths before. Young ones. Old ones. Rich ones. Wealthy ones. Drozass isn’t any of those things. Well, he’s young. Really young. And while in the back of my mind, he’s younger than me, he’s no boy. He’s all man — one of the sexiest aliens I’ve ever seen, if not the top of the damn list. I don’t know what he did back on his homeworld, but whatever it was, it’s given him the best body on Hethdiss. There’s confidence lined on his face that lets me know he’s aware of how sexy and enticing I find him. 
 
    Frowning, I poke my head out of the second lair opening to see how things are going outside. I don’t have any plans to head over to the central lair where all the happy families and couples are, but I am curious if any of them are out in the fields. Deep down, I don’t mind seeing the babies. Cross-species babies are like bi-racial babies times a thousand. They’re that cute —especially Ellis’ gigantic powerhouse Junis. Drozass isn’t small, either. If we ever had a baby—stop that right now, Arizona. I resist the urge to slap myself across the face. That kind of life isn’t meant for me because we have a connection. Just because he’s the hottest male I’ve ever seen in a long time. It doesn’t mean anything. 
 
    Kansas will see it as her winning. 
 
    Alaska will shake her head, embarrassed that I’ve become so weak. 
 
    And Washington. After everything that happened to her… if she’s even still alive… how would she feel knowing I settled down with an alien now, when I should have settled before—fuck. I need to stop teasing myself. There will be nothing with Drozass and I. No relationship. No Choosing. No family. Just another assignment. Even if everyone else gets to stay on Hethdiss, there’s no way I’ll be allowed. I’m not getting out of my contract until the day I die. Or get old and shriveled. I’m too good at what I do. Too valuable. 
 
    It doesn’t matter that Drozass and I had great sex when I first arrived on Hethdiss. I was still in a foul mood about having to fuck the brains out of that Todas to protect Phoebe’s stupidity. He’s easy on the eyes, so when he wanted me for the night, I agreed without hesitation. And the sex was good. Damn good. So good I saw stars. I had five or six orgasms within the first few hours of meeting him, and he didn’t even make me feel like a whore. He spooned me. We snuggled. He kissed my neck and back and massaged my feet. I have a weakness for males who do that kind of thing. His hands were so large and calloused – they still are – but that night, something felt different. Off. I liked the client. I didn’t fuck him just because he wanted me to. I fucked him because I wanted to. 
 
    And he looked at me like— 
 
    I shake my head when I notice a few of the girls from the central lair coming out into the fields. The weather’s decent, so it’s not surprising that they want to sit under the sun. Not surprisingly, Layla’s mate is the first to tear off his shorts, setting his cock free like a sail in the wind. He takes her hand, and the two of them settle in the grass with little Dyela settled between them. Sloane and her mate follow carefully behind with the twins, and even that bitch Lacey is out and about with the newest arrival, Chocal, a male who’s so big it’s scary, but she doesn’t seem to mind, staying close to his hip, even when moving away from the group. Chocal’s massive head turns, and I feel his golden eyes on me. Our eyes meet, and I’m the first to look away, not liking the expression on his shockingly attractive features. 
 
    What is with him? This isn’t the first time I’ve felt the newcomer paying close attention to me, but I can’t figure out why. He’s obviously interested in Lacey, and he’s never talked to me, but he’s still always watching me. Like he’s appraising me. But why? 
 
    I shake it off for the time being, sneaking a look through my lashes, and thankfully, he and Lacey are still moving away from everyone else. The crowd continues to grow outside; York and Azan with their baby, Yazrik. Phoebe, and her starry eyes look up at her mate, Drazal. Even Celeste and the older guy, Glykoran are there, but still hanging around the opening. They’re a pretty new pairing, and though I don’t see a hint of a baby bump. Knowing how fertile these guys are, I suppose it won’t be long before she’s carrying a cross-species baby of her own. 
 
    Sigh. I’ve never given it so much thought before, but now I’m noticing just how much younger these girls are than me. Blythe and Ellis are in their mid-twenties, but other than that, most of the girls would barely be legal to drink. Phoebe is only eighteen or nineteen if I remember correctly. And she’s pregnant. She’ll be a young mom. A ditzy, clueless mom, but still a mom. A mom before me. For some reason, the thought stings. I pinch my eyes shut, trying to picture Alaska’s disappointment for even thinking about it, but I can’t help myself. I’ll be thirty-two soon. And if anyone has a right to feel the baby itch, it’s me. I’m surrounded by them. And though I’m not old by any means, I know I’m not exactly going to end up on a reality show about being eighteen and pregnant. 
 
    I bite back a sigh and turn away from the jovial scene, hating how much I want to be a part of it. My life isn’t supposed to be about babies. It’s supposed to be about servicing the clients. Fucking them and sucking them. Keeping them happy and therefore, keeping myself alive for another day. For all I know, this could end tomorrow. Maybe Prince Korben’s lying like Alaska says. For a while, I think she believed the hype, but that’s gone now. Taylis keeps her on her toes, and though part of me wants to hate him for that, I guess I must be grateful. Lately, it seems like she’s the only one who hasn’t fallen for the Sidyth’s sex appeal and charm. Taking in a shuddering sigh, I try to remember that whatever is going on at the central lair isn’t meant for me. 
 
    I can spend time with Drozass. 
 
    Hell, I can enjoy my time with Drozass. 
 
    But families and romance? That’s not meant for me. 
 
    I head back to Drozass’ lair, remembering who I am and what I’m supposed to be about. I don’t need to get caught up in Kansas’ crazy ideas or the happy couples. I can fuck my sexy male until this assignment ends and— 
 
    I stop short after pushing aside the curtain to Drozass’ lair. He must have just bathed. He must not have bothered to dry himself off because he’s standing in the middle of his room, nude and dripping wet. I nearly stumble outside of his room but immediately right myself. When the hell did I become a person who almost faints at the sight of a naked alien? Me? Arizona? Top working Intergalactic Call-Girl? 
 
    But it’s hard not to be that person because no one’s ever pulled me in like Drozass. He’s smoking hot. Like, shouldn’t be real, hot. Even now, dripping wet, I find myself jealous of the water droplets clinging to his blue, scaled muscles. He’s in profile right now, so I can see the delightful swell of his meaty ass, and I love a man with a bubble butt. Those muscles flex as he turns to see what all the noise is. A look of surprise crosses his features, and I can’t help taking in what I’ve been having for the past few months like I’m looking at it for the first time. And he’s so handsome it’s always like the first time. There’s a sprinkling of scales across each muscular pec, and though he keeps the hair on his head cropped short, there’s a trail leading down between the abs of his stomach down to my favorite part of Drozass. 
 
    That dick. 
 
    That. Motherfucking. Dick. 
 
    I wet my lips, hating that just looking makes me needy. How can I turn away? As soon as my eyes land on it, it springs to attention as though screaming suck me, please! Let me go inside you! It’s embarrassing, but I still can’t look away. His dick is a piece of art, and as the lights from the sun rayers perched around the corners of his room reflect off the scales, it’s like something straight out of a Lisa Frank collection – for cocks. Rainbowy, colorful, and oh-so pleasing to the eye. 
 
    “How long are you planning to stare at me?” 
 
    My eyes lift, and for some reason, the room feels hotter than usual. His golden eyes are searing as he meets my gaze and rubs his upper arm as though trying to knead one of those mighty muscles in his biceps. 
 
    “You weren’t here, so I wanted to lay naked.” He cocks an eyebrow at me. “Is that going to be a problem?” He smiles at me as though he knows his question is entirely bullshit, and he should because it is. 
 
    Of course, I don’t mind that he’s naked. This is his room, not mine. And if he wants to be naked in front of me, of course, he can because it’s not like we’re lovers. He’s my client. I’m his whore. He can do whatever he likes because of this, but when I say so, his carefree expression drops into something darker. 
 
    “I’ll put my shorts on.” Without another word, he turns toward his drawers and pulls out a single pair of tiny black shorts. My lips part to tell him he doesn’t need to bother, but I can tell that my words earlier bothered him. 
 
    He hates when I call myself a whore. 
 
    When I call him my client. 
 
    Hates the whole thing. 
 
    But hating it doesn’t change it. 
 
    He tugs the shorts up his athletic legs, glimpsing at me once over his shoulder and then finishes the task. I’m not exactly sure what he wants me to do. Taylis, Dash, and Cade all seem to get off on barking orders at my girls, but Drozass isn’t always up for that. If I wanted to turn and leave, he would let me without saying a word. But after that little peep show, spending time with the girls is the last thing I want. 
 
    And I hate myself for it. 
 
    “Do you want me to fuck you?” 
 
    I shoot my head up, and not surprisingly, Drozass stands there with that same calm, confident expression. I shake my head hard. Dammit, I have become way too transparent for my own good. “No. No thanks. Unless you want to fuck me, then, of course, I’ll give you exactly what you want.” 
 
    He shakes his head. “I always want to fuck you. I just noticed that you looked and smelled like you wanted pleasure.” His long, scaled tongue flashes from between his lips. “You don’t want me to fuck you. You need me to fuck you, Ari.” He keeps his distance, but he’s close enough now that if he wanted to, he could sweep me into his arms. I hate how easily he can smell the need that burns through my skin and into his nostrils. I can’t hide anything from him. 
 
    I shouldn’t have come back here, but it’s not like I had anywhere else to go. 
 
    “You shouldn’t talk to me like that,” I try, hoping he’ll back off a little. I need to be the confident woman I was before him. The woman I am with every other male in the universe besides him. 
 
    “Why not?” he cocks an eyebrow, reaching down to stroke the impressive length between his legs. God, even with those shorts on I can see the outline of his cock. The large, capped head, and veiny length. My mouth goes dry, and Drozass’ full mouth quirks up into that smile that both infuriates me and turns me on. 
 
    “B-because… you don’t need to ask. Fuck me if you want.” 
 
    “That again?” He takes that last final step between us, bracing his hands around the curves of my brown shoulders. “Why does it make you uncomfortable that I am younger than you?” 
 
    “It just does.” I stumble back, hating that his chilled palms feel so good on my hot, sweaty skin. “Everything matters.” 
 
    “We’re talking about fucking, Ari.” His voice is so soft and natural that I feel the tingle between my thighs turn violent, nearly causing my knees to buckle. “I’m not asking for forever with you. At least, not right this moment. Not with you looking at me like that.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    He chuckles, and it’s a warm, soft sound that makes another burst of arousal hit me like a punch to the cunt. God, I hate that his voice is so sweet and deep at the same time. “Looking like you’ve got a lot on your mind. Looking like a good fuck will clear your mind. I can help you with that, Ari. If you’ll let me.” 
 
    I stiffen. “If you want to fuck me, then you can. You don’t need to ask my permission.” 
 
    He hisses, expression no longer as soft. “You are a female. Of course, I am going to ask your permission. I am not a beast.” 
 
    “You are my owner until—” 
 
    “I am not.” 
 
    He pulls my body against him, slamming my chest into his, and he looks down at me. I feel like Scarlett O’Hara with Rhett Butler as his impressive height looms over, daring me to kiss him instead. He doesn’t need to ask permission. Like he said, he smells that I’m hot for him. He can taste the need between my legs. And yet, he won’t do anything about it unless I want him to. But he doesn’t get it. This has nothing to do with my needs or wants. It’s all about his. He needs to understand I’m here to serve him, not permit him. Alaska probably does whatever Taylis asks, even if she doesn’t want to. If Alaska even has feelings about such things, which I’m not entirely sure she does. 
 
    “Why can’t you let go of it?” Drozass asks in a low rumbling voice. 
 
    “Let go of what?” 
 
    “Of any of it,” he hisses lowly. “Your title. Your age. Your female companions.” 
 
    “They’re not my companions. They’re my family.” 
 
    “The concept is stupid,” he continues in a low voice. “They want you to be happy. They—” 
 
    “I’m assuming when you say they, you mean Kansas.” 
 
    He stiffens. “She said you care for me. And I care for you. I do not see why you must fight me about so much. The others—” 
 
    “I am not like the others.” Finally, I find the courage to push away from him. And it’s a good thing because the sexual energy surrounding Drozass envelops me like a fog. I can’t see. I can’t think. At least not about anything but fucking. That’s no good. “Some of the other girls may believe promises about happily ever after, but I’m not one of them. I’m a working girl. And you know what? I like being a working girl. I like what I do.” 
 
    “I don’t believe you.” 
 
    “Well, try,” I say, practically snarling. I want to believe my own words because once upon a time, they were real. Most of the time. Maybe they still are. I like being the top working call-girl. I love the power. I like the control. There’s so little control I have in this universe, and I’ve worked far too hard to give it up for some barely legal alien because we have sexual chemistry. “I told you a thousand times, but I guess you need to hear it again. If you want sex from me, take it. I’m a sure thing. You don’t need to wine and dine me, charm and kiss me, love, and miss me. I’m here. You want sex, throw me down and take it.” 
 
    “Don’t tempt me.” His low voice comes out like a growl, eyes flashing with lust. It’s a lot to take in. Don’t get me wrong, I’ve been around plenty of sexy, charming aliens, but none that have called to me so much like Drozass. It’s infuriating. “You keep telling me that I should take what I want, and I think you’ll be sorry, Ari. I don’t think you quite understand how much I want you for myself. And only for myself.” 
 
    “You already have me all to yourself,” I remind him. “I’m not fucking anyone else here.” 
 
    “I want more than fucking,” he growls, advancing once again. “But if you don’t stop telling me to take what I want, maybe I’ll do just that.” He cocks his head to the side, resting his large hands on either side of my hips. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? For me to take what I want like everyone else, yes? To fuck you senseless without asking or apologizing. Because then, you could lump me in with everyone else. You want this, yes?” 
 
    My lips grow dry. “I want you to use me as you want. I’m yours.” 
 
    “You are mine, but you—” He stops himself short as though not sure how he wants to finish his statement. He clears his throat and leans back in. “I’m not going to be like the other males, Ari. You can say anything you want, but I’m not fucking you until you admit that you want me to.” 
 
    “I want you to.” 
 
    His eyes widen. 
 
    “Because I know how much you want to fuck me.” 
 
    Another snarl. “You are one maddening female,” he says, shaking his head. “I knew I would have my claws filled when I saw you, but I did not imagine you being so difficult.” 
 
    I roll my eyes. “Oh, yes. It must be difficult having a female who says you can fuck her whenever you want, however you want. Man, all the males must be so pissed off that you have things so tough. Why don’t you tell some of the unmated males about it? Because I’m sure if you won’t take advantage of what I’m offering then one of them will—” The words die in my throat as Drozass silences me with a possessive kiss. I grunt in surprise as his tongue works its way through my lips and tangles with mine. My body grows limp, and Drozass pulls me closer. 
 
    The kiss ends as quickly as it starts. 
 
    “Are you pleased with yourself, now?” he asks in a low voice. “I wanted to claim your mouth, and I did so without permission. Does that make you happy?” 
 
    I’m not exactly sure how to answer his answer. Does this make me happy? I liked the kiss, but I’m not sure I liked that he took it so easily. That he used it to make me fall silent. But this is what I want, right? For him to use me as he sees fit? Whenever he wants? “I don’t know how I feel,” I admit. 
 
    He doesn’t respond, cocking his head to the side once more to look at me. He’s one of the larger males here, even though he’s one of the youngest. Cade and Dash are both supposedly a year or two older than him, but they certainly don’t act that way. There’s a maturity to Drozass that’s always attracted me. His eyes remind me of a black cat’s, intense and yellow, and always judging. Calculating and figuring things out.  
 
    “Are you going to do anything else without permission?” I dare to ask. 
 
    He frowns. “I don’t know.” His answer takes me off-guard, and as though sensing this, he loosens his grip around my hips. “I want to respect you. I know this is important to you females.” 
 
    “I’m not disillusioned.” 
 
    “Maybe I am. I don’t want to end up like Iriel. I don’t want to steal or take pleasure without the female wanting it. It doesn’t seem right. And that’s why I’m here. Because that doesn’t seem right. What was the point of accepting exile if I take a female’s pleasure without her consent?” 
 
    I frown. “Sounds like you already have your answer. Why are you saying you don’t know?” 
 
    He shrugs, and I feel his fingers tighten around my curves. “Because despite all those things, I don’t like that smell on you — that taste. You need to be fucked. By me.” His eyes flicker down to mine, and I look away, choosing to focus on the ever-growing bulge in his shorts. He says I need to be fucked? His cock says the same thing. Why can’t we do it? Why does it matter if I want him to or not? Why has it all changed so suddenly? “I don’t know how long I can control myself.” 
 
    I blink, startled. “Huh?” 
 
    He almost looks ashamed. “I don’t know how long I’ll be able to control myself around you, Ari. I want you. I know you want me.” 
 
    “So, let’s fuck,” I say, tired of fighting. “I want it.” 
 
    “I know you do.” 
 
    “Then let’s fuck! What the hell? Why are you so difficult? Your dick is hard, my pussy’s wet. Sex will solve all our problems.” He shakes his head. “No? Why the hell not?” 
 
    “Because you’re scared.” 
 
    “I’m scared?” I’m genuinely caught off-guard. “Of what?” 
 
    “Of liking it.” 
 
    “Of course, I’ll like it. It’s sex—” 
 
    “Of liking me.” 
 
    That familiar pussy tingle runs through my body again, making me shiver. He can read right through me. And why shouldn’t he be able to? Everyone else can. Alaska. Kansas. Who’s next? Dakota? Phoebe for fuck’s sake? “I’m not afraid of that,” I say in a low voice. I’m not even sure if I have anything else I want to say. Maybe I want to say that repeatedly until my mind and body believes it. 
 
    “You’re afraid you’ll like it. You’ll like me. You’ll have to admit to yourself that there can be other things in this world than your female companions and working. You’ll have to admit that—” 
 
    “Stop it. Just stop.” 
 
    “Fine.” He holds up his hands in surrender, and I guess some motions translate across the universe. But I’m happy he’s quiet now. I don’t want to fight. I need release. I take in a slow, trembling breath and exhale it slowly, still allowing Drozass to keep his hands on my hips. It feels good there. “You’re trembling,” he notes in a low voice, brushing the pads of his thumbs across my sensitive hip bones. “I bet if I touched you down there, you’d be soaking wet.” 
 
    I can’t bring myself to answer him. Even though I’m clothed, I feel utterly bare under his attention. I’m sticky between my thighs. He knows. He doesn’t need to touch me, but he’s always liked to hear me say things. Things he already knows. I don’t know why. Maybe it’s a control thing. Perhaps he wants me to feel as though I’m in control. But I’m not. I never will be. I’m not a girlfriend. I’m not dating, and I’m not looking for a husband. I’m a working girl. And dammit, I’m proud to be a working girl. 
 
    “If you’re not going to answer me, then will you allow me to check?” 
 
    Numbly, I nod, and one of his large hands creeps lower across my soft, brown skin, sneaking beneath the band of my skirt. His fingers are like ice against the sensitive spot above the curls covering my pussy, and I stiffen sharply when his finger brushes against my now swollen clit. “Oh God,” I breath, arching my neck and back, seeing the soft, satisfied expression on Drozass’ face. 
 
    “You are soaked,” he rasps. “Why must you always fight me? Why are you so afraid?” 
 
    “I’m not… I’m not afraid, ffffffuck…” I can barely form a coherent thought as Drozass continues his ministrations around my pussy lips and clit. He even tugs gently on the curls down there, making my body buck against his. 
 
    “Lean on me, Ari,” he whispers. “Don’t be afraid.” Another press against my clit. “In all ways. In any way. I want you to feel comfortable leaning on me.” 
 
    “I… I c-can’t,” I gasp. “Please, Drozass. This isn’t fair.” 
 
    He slumps. “You’re right.” And just like that, his cold hand leaves my heat, and pulls out from my skirt. Without saying anything at first, he sucks the juices right off the tips and then looks at me. “You taste so good. But you’re right. I’m not being fair. I warned you that it’s hard for me to control myself around you. But you did permit me to check. And that’s what I did.” 
 
    I’m breathing hard. I can’t believe this is happening. We were close. We were so close. A few more strokes and touches to my clit and I’m pretty sure I would have reached a climax. Why did I have to open my damn mouth? I could have said what he wanted and got a damn orgasm like I needed! Why couldn’t I lie to him? 
 
    Damnit. Because I wouldn’t be able to. I’d hate myself for it. Drozass has been nothing but honest with me so far, so it would be terrible for me to lie to get a damn orgasm. But still… at this moment, the thought is rather tempting. Standing there above me, he looks as sexy as ever. And as confident as ever, damn him, because he feels how much I want him. But he’s not letting me run away anymore. I think the relationship with Celeste and Glykoran woke him up. He’s not playing around. Even when he turns away, muttering about needing to talk to Hujun, I can’t tell if he’s ashamed for letting things go too far, or annoyed that he couldn’t bring himself to go further. But he’s still leaving for now. And he still wants me for his mate, I’m sure. 
 
    And what do I want? 
 
    I’m not sure. 
 
    Well, other than an orgasm. I’m still positively dying for that. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Drozass 
 
      
 
    Angry. What else am I supposed to call this feeling? Pissed off as the females say? Am I annoyed to the point of frustration? Frustrated to the point of annoyance? It is difficult to tell, but I do know I have to get away from Arizona before I lose control. And I feel myself losing control around her more and more lately. My desire for her is too strong. She worries too much about the feelings of others. She says she cannot be with me because I am too young. But it is so much more than that. She worries about those other females. She worries about loving something besides work. 
 
    But I want her to let go. 
 
    The one female, Kansas, thinks I would be suitable for her, even if she says she feels bad for me. The blonde female with long legs seems to be the one who is most important to her, though, and she is always silent. Speaking to my brothers is not helpful. Wixlass, who is the only one the same age me, continuously looks after another younger female with pale-red hair and blue eyes. Cade, Dash, and Taylis are next to useless. And I cannot speak to Iriel because—because he is gone now. Exiled for pestering one too many human females with unwanted affection. I miss him. I wish I could speak to him. He may not have the best advice, but at least I could relate to him. 
 
    As it is, I’m left staggering around the fields observing the happy couples. The ones who have so quickly found what I desperately want. Even Dolan, who I find infuriatingly annoying, has a beautiful, curvy mate and a tiny sprog of his own. And Exer, who finds the company of anyone other than animals stressful, has a tall and slender mate with hair the color of fresh blood. 
 
    My mind shifts back to the female I left in my lair. As much as I want to hold her, I am content to have some space between us. Whenever I smell her need, I want nothing more than to throw her on my bed, mount, and claim her. It would be so easy. Arizona would not fight me. But that’s the problem. I want her to fight. I want her to speak her mind. I don’t want her to assume I will be the same as other males in her life. I don’t want her to deny me, but I want her to admit she wants me. I taste her longing on my tongue and scent her arousal through my nostrils. I even felt it. But she never admits to wanting me. Only that I can have her if I need release. It’s more than release. She knows that and yet she continues to fight me. 
 
    Right before turning back to the lair, I notice Dash and Cade wrestling in the grass. Their mates watch with uninterested expressions but make no move to stop them. Why are they sparring if their mates do not care? What is the point? They have their mates, officially or not, and yet they continue to show off. Maybe they are hoping Hujun or Azan will join. Perhaps they would even be foolish enough to challenge Drazal, though he is no longer built like a male who has not yet entered mandom. I’m sure they’re not interested in sparring with me. They always note I am uptight and rigid and should spend time with another female. 
 
    “Are you thinking about joining them?” a new voice asks, startling me to the point of spinning around and grabbing the throat of the owner. 
 
    “Wixlass,” I gasp when our eyes meet, and I immediately drop my hand. He bends over, coughing. “I am sorry, brother.” 
 
    “It… it’s all right,” he croaks, stretching his neck and looking back over his shoulder. I follow his gaze, and sure enough, the tiny human female with the young face is staring up at both of us with a frightened expression. “It is all right, Taya. I am fine.” 
 
    “He attacked you,” she says timidly. 
 
    My mouth opens, but Wixlass is the first to speak. “He is jumpy. It is all               right. His upbringing is different. And as you see, I am fine.” 
 
    She narrows her eyes up at me, as though I have something I should be much upset about, but I can’t help what happened. Wix did startle me. And I did have a different upbringing than so many of the other males here. It is only natural for me to attack when there’s a voice behind me. I shake my head and return the gaze down to the tiny female, and she quickly looks away, shuffling underneath Wix’s arm. 
 
    “Please don’t frighten her,” Wix says, shaking his head. “I know you have your sights set on a strong-willed female, but Taya has been through quite a lot.” He pulls her closer to him, burying his nose into her light red hair before turning back to me. “Now, back to what I was saying. Why don’t you join them? You obviously would like to spar.” 
 
    My gaze returns to Dash and Cade. Two morons. Young like me, yes, but immature, also. They think fighting and shouting and being controlling is the best way to win a mate. Well, that may have worked out for them, but it certainly isn’t working out for me with Arizona. 
 
    But, perhaps sparring Cade or Dash would take some of the edge off. 
 
    They would be easy to defeat. And it would be pleasurable to see their mates’ faces fall when they realize how weak they are compared to uptight, rigid me. 
 
    There are footsteps again, and the scales on the back of my neck immediately splay with the arrival of a second newcomer. I know this scent. I turn, and sure enough, Arizona moves in my direction with someone by her side. And judging by the size, I can easily guess who. 
 
    “Chocal,” I grunt, fighting the urge to lunge forward and seize the arm of my female. “I thought you were outside with the others.” 
 
    “I returned,” he says, shrugging. “I thought I heard crying, so I wanted to check—” 
 
    “I wasn’t crying,” Arizona hisses, shoving his arm. “Shut the hell up.” 
 
    “Apologies,” he says, though it’s obvious he doesn’t mean it. 
 
    He stares down at Arizona, and shockingly, she returns the look. Have they been talking? What have they been talking about? Since when do they know or care about each other? The questions flow quickly, but I can’t bring myself to ask any of them. But there’s a definite feeling of unease, watching the two of them together. Chocal is one of the largest males I have ever seen, other than… well, he’s undoubtedly the largest one here. Even more significant than Hujun, but he has a much slenderer build. And though I have never really given him much notice before, not even after returning to Prince Korben’s lairs, I am certainly seeing him now. 
 
    Rather, I’m noticing the way he’s looking at Arizona. 
 
    His expression is soft, looking odd on his usually calculating features. I thought he was spending time with the dark-haired female with pale skin and blue eyes, but he’s saying he heard Arizona crying? Is this true? Is he lying to rile me up? Or Arizona? Does it matter? Chocal must notice me staring hard at him, and he lifts his chin with that natural smile on his face that makes me want to bash in his face. I need to calm myself. He’s probably not trying to take Arizona away from me. Besides, Arizona wants to be with me. Even if she does not say it, I feel it in her body’s reaction to me. I try to catch her attention, but she’s still punching Chocal against the stomach. 
 
    “If you don’t stop fucking with me, Chocal, I’ll—” 
 
    “You’ll what?” He reaches out and grabs both her wrists with surprising ease. “What could you possibly do to me with these tiny little hands?” She wriggles in his grasp, and right before I think about stepping in, he lets her go. “Oh, careful. I think your Chosen mate thinks I’m flirting with you.” 
 
    Arizona’s eyes widen, and her attention flashes to me. “He is not my Chosen mate. We’re …” 
 
    “Fucking?” Chocal guesses, chuckling. 
 
    “No more,” I hiss, and both Arizona and Chocal fall silent, their playful ribbing finally reaching a standstill, at least for the time being. Wix pulls his female closer to his shoulder, but I don’t care. “Do not touch her like that,” I say in a warning tone to Chocal. “I may not be her Chosen mate, but she is mine. There are plenty of other females you can touch, Chocal. Where is that one with the constant sneer on her face?” 
 
    His expression shifts. My words bother him, and he puffs up to his full height. An impressive sight. But I think it would be an even match if he were to fight me. “Lacey has reasons for wearing that sneer.” 
 
    “Perhaps it is because you are always in her company.” 
 
    He bristles. “Lacey has asked me to stay close to her. I will not have you insult her.” 
 
    “As I will not stand by and watch you touch my mate.” 
 
    “Not your mate,” Arizona titters in reminder. 
 
    “Don’t touch what is mine, Chocal. Otherwise, we are going to have a problem.” 
 
    The few scales on his collarbone and shoulders splay away from his shockingly pale blue skin. His dull golden eyes blaze with fury. He knows I am a good fighter. Maybe not as strong and fast as Drazal, and not as big and muscular as Azan or Hujun, but still strong. Still a worthy opponent. The air is tense as the massive male thinks over my proposition, and just as the moment is about to shatter at our feet, Chocal’s expression returns to that lazy, easy-going grin and he shrugs. 
 
    “Very well. I’m not trying to start any drama here. It appears there’s already enough of that.” He tries moving past, heading back toward the fields, but not before tempting me once more. He places a large hand on Arizona’s shoulder and leans in close. “Think about what we talked about, little one—” 
 
    The endearing term rots in his throat as I rush forward and slam my fist into his chest. The blow creates a pleasing sound, and Chocal staggers back, placing a hand over where I struck with a shocked expression. 
 
    “I warned you,” I hiss. “Do not touch her. Others may make idle threats, but I assure you that when I say something, I mean it.” 
 
    “Drozass!” Arizona shouts, looking furious. “What the fuck?” 
 
    “He touched you,” I say, remaining deadly calm. “I don’t say things I do not mean.” 
 
    “You still didn’t have to hit him! He was giving me advice.” 
 
    “About what?” I growl. 
 
    She flinches before regaining her confidence and stiffening. “That is none of your business. Jesus, Chocal. Are you all right?” 
 
    He waves her off, straightening and looking pissed off. “I’m all right.” His voice sounds pleasingly strained. “I’m going to find Lacey.” 
 
    “You do that,” I grumble as he shuffles past. I notice several of my brothers in the field must have seen the scene unfold because a few are standing as though preparing to step in. But once Chocal staggers away, they return to their families and sprogs. Anger still pulses through me, and Wixlass has the nerve to look embarrassed. “What?” 
 
    “You didn’t have to hit him.” 
 
    “Yes, I did,” I grumble. “Did you see how he touched her? With me standing right here?” 
 
    Wixlass doesn’t answer. I’m sure he doesn’t want to. Because if he does, the first thing I’m going to point out is whether he would be able to stand still if one of our brothers touched that little human he hangs around. He’s no different than me. No better. He would have attacked Chocal if he touched her the same way he touched Arizona. Pleased that I’ve caught him, I turn my head slightly to see if Arizona is about to yell at me, but her expression is entirely unreadable. She doesn’t look pleased, but she doesn’t look that upset either. 
 
    Maybe she liked how I stood up for her. After all, how many have done that in her past? 
 
    “Are you going to yell at me?” I dare when I can no longer take the silence. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Her answer is so simple and straightforward that it’s infuriating. Usually, Arizona has hands upon hands of words ready to yell at me. And now of all times, she only has one? “No?” I try again. “Nothing else?” 
 
    “Nothing else. What do you want me to say? Thank you for defending my honor, oh noble knight? I didn’t need you to do anything. We were only talking.” 
 
    “Yes,” I hiss. “He was giving you advice. What about?” 
 
    “None of your business.” 
 
    I feel the scales on my neck splay. “You have told me many times that you are a top female in your position. What could you possibly seek advice from him about?” 
 
    Her dark brown eyes lift. “What do you think I asked him?” Her voice is sharp but hinting with vulnerability. That’s when it hits me. Me. She must have been asking for advice about me. 
 
    But what? My mind stirs, and though I want to ask her questions, Wixlass breaks up my train of thought. “Taya wants to spend more time with females in the central lair. We’re going to head outside now.” 
 
    “You do that,” I hiss, only remembering too late that his female, Taya, is still sensitive to loud or rough voices for some reason. I bow my head. “I mean… that sounds like a good idea, brother. They are happy with their mates – our brothers.” I notice the female peer out curiously from under Wix’s arm. Almost as though to acknowledge the change. It’s odd to be under her close attention. She’s taller than Arizona, and though her face appears much younger, there’s something almost sproggish about her. A fear of something. I wonder what. 
 
    Wixlass probably knows and is doing his best to help her. 
 
    Which is what I’m trying to do with Arizona, but she’s too hard-headed to appreciate my help. 
 
    “All right,” Wixlass says, tugging the female gently out into the fields. 
 
    They depart, leaving me alone with Arizona. 
 
    At least until she storms away, leaving me completely and as utterly confused as ever. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Arizona 
 
      
 
    Damnit. I can’t face him. As soon as Wixlass and Taya head out into the fields, I practically feel Drozass wanting to start up a conversation. And I’m not ready to face it. Not prepared to face him. My strange conversation with Chocal still has me rattled. And there’s no way I want Drozass to know that I enjoyed watching him punch that huge busybody in the chest. If Drozass knew what Chocal said to me, I’m sure he would have done a lot more than punch him. 
 
      
 
    “So, you must be famous Arizona, leader of the State Girls.” His voice was shockingly high-pitched, not matching his large frame which must have been closer to eight feet than seven. 
 
    He stood outside Drozass’ lair as though he owned the place, or maybe he waited for me. Either way, I wasn’t exactly in the mood to make conversation, so I tried working my way past him. But he’s big. Really big, and his long strides kept up with mine easily. 
 
    “Come on, Arizona. Don’t be shy with me. I’m not going to hurt you. I know I wasn’t here to start, but I can promise you that I’m not into drama.” 
 
    I wished someone were there with me as I stormed down the halls, trying to make my way to the opening, but of course, the halls were barren. The second lair isn’t nearly as busy or crowded as the central one, and God, never before had I so much wished that someone loud like Dolan, or protective like Hujun was there to make sure everything was all right. 
 
    “What do you want?” I asked. 
 
    “Just to get to know you.” He easily matched his stride with mine, and I snuck a look at him out of the corner of my eye. 
 
    Despite his impressive height, he’s thin compared to most of the other males, almost feminine in build. He’s wearing a loose top, complaining that it’s colder here than in the south, but I’m not paying that much attention to his appearance as much as his words. Or rather, his interest in talking to me in the first place. 
 
    “You know, Drozass is a good male. But he’s a little young, yes? You’re one of the older females here if I’m not mistaken,” Chocal continued. 
 
    “How do you know that?” I hissed. “Ages are different, and we’re not exactly running around with our driver’s licenses.” I felt caught for some reason. I’ve never kept my age a secret, but I assumed everyone thought I was close to Blythe’s or Ellis’ age. 
 
    Chocal grinned. “I could tell by the face. It’s not a bad thing, little one. You look good for your age.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I said stiffly, hating that I appreciated the compliment nonetheless because it’s true. 
 
    For a woman about to turn thirty-two, I think I look damn good. I’m toned, fit, and my face is clear of any teenage or adult acne. I’m always in the sun, so my already light brown skin is tanned and even. And thanks to my Hispanic side, I have insanely lush, black wavy hair. I love the way I look. But I’m not young. And I already know Drozass is. 
 
    “Is Drozass that much younger than me?” the words slipped out before I could sensor them, and Chocal slowed his pace, forcing me to do the same. 
 
    “I spoke to Chentan when I first joined your little tribe,” he said breezily. “Wanting to know about the differences. It’s not that big of a difference. Maybe a few months or so. A year? That’s how you humans say it, yes? Months and years?” I nodded, and he continued. “Well, you’re what? Honestly?” 
 
    I bit down hard on my lower lip. This is information I don’t like sharing with others, but Chocal was interested, and now, so am I. The rest of the girls here are pretty much the same age. Ones like Phoebe and Taya are in their late teens, almost early twenties. Then there are the ones like Kansas and Dakota, Ellis and Blythe. All around their early to mid-twenties. Alaska is probably the closest to me, not quite twenty-eight. But I’m— 
 
    “You don’t have any reason to be shy about it. If you don’t want anyone to know, your secret is safe with me. If you are ashamed—” 
 
    “I’m not ashamed,” I snapped, growing defensive. “We’re not supposed to talk about our official ages with clients.” 
 
    “I can assure that I have no desire to fuck you,” Chocal promised. “I’m asking because I’m curious about the difference between you and your Chosen mate.” 
 
    “He’s not my Chosen mate.” 
 
    “Very well. According to your standards, Drozass is twenty.” 
 
    My mouth went dry. Twenty. Twenty years old. I assumed Drozass was a few years younger than me, but to hear it said out loud that it’s over a decade of difference between us? It felt strange. Wrong. But not entirely. I’m not exactly looking to marry the guy, so the difference between us shouldn’t even bother me. But I know that it does. It’s bad enough being the oldest girl here. But to be fucking one of the youngest males here? That’s wrong. Is this really what Kansas wants for me? Maybe this is her way of making me look bad. She could always remind me that I took a guy in his twenties. I fell for a client. A younger client. She’d never let me live it down. “Twenty, huh?” 
 
    “I’m guessing you are considerably older than that, yes?” 
 
    I grimaced. The age difference is a lot. Even I must admit that. And I hate that it bothers me. Drozass may be a lot younger than me, but he’s never acted that way. He’s one of the only guys who’s ever challenged me. I may tell him the age difference bothers me, but there are more important reasons than that about why we can’t be together. “Age is nothing but a number.” 
 
    “Ahh, yes,” Chocal said. “I suppose that’s true. So if the age does not bother you, then may I ask why he isn’t your Chosen mate? You certainly spend a lot of time with him.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t understand,” I said quickly, hoping to end the conversation before someone overheard. 
 
    “Wouldn’t I? Let me guess. Famous Arizona is worried about losing the respect of her little family members. That’s what you call them, yes? Your family? The two with yellow hair, and the one with dirt specks tattooed to her face. You are worried that you would be seen as weak if you took a Sidyth male as a mate.” 
 
    I frowned. “I… it’s more complicated than that. And stop calling me famous Arizona.” 
 
    “But it’s true, yes? You are famous. You are one of the top working Human Whores.” 
 
    “I prefer the term Intergalactic Call-Girl.” 
 
    “You’re worried about being weak. I can smell your insecurity a mile away. You’re worried that if you take a mate, you would be vulnerable. You’ve never been vulnerable for a long time, I’m sure. Famous Arizona—” 
 
    “Stop.” 
 
    “Arizona, then,” he said, bowing deeply in a mocking apology. “You think someone here needs to keep a straight head. Someone here has to stay away from the charms of the Sidyths. You’ve always been that person. You want to be that person. There’s another reason you’re afraid of taking a mate, yes? Something that happened with one of your supposed family members?” 
 
    I stopped completely. “How… I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
 
    “I think you do, little one.” He grinned, and there’s almost a hint of menace, but it faded as quickly as it arrived. “But it’s your past, and not my story to tell. You know what it is. And that’s all that matters, yes? But let me say this. What would she think if you decided to take a mate now?” 
 
    The retort died in my throat, and I stared up at Chocal.  
 
    He knows. I don’t know he knows, but he knows about Washington. What happened on the fatherland. What they offered me. How I refused and what I gave up. I swallowed hard, wishing Chocal’s words didn’t affect me so deeply. Especially when I saw the lair opening and Drozass standing and speaking with Wixlass and Taya. I wanted to run to him, but I couldn’t bring myself to look so desperate. I had to play things cool. I didn’t want him to know what happened. So I joked around with Chocal so he wouldn’t suspect anything. 
 
    But I’m sure he does. 
 
      
 
    I hear Drozass’ feet pounding on the earth as he tries to catch up with me. I’m not running hard enough. Fast enough. I should work harder to get away, but maybe part of me wants to be caught. Maybe I want him to make me tell him everything. 
 
    But there’s so much to tell. He’s twenty. I’m almost thirty-two. Chocal is right. I have inferiority or confidence issues when it involves Kansas or Alaska. Drozass will probably say it doesn’t matter, but what happens when he hears the words? What if he ever found out what I did to Washington to save my ass? How could he want someone like me who talks about family, only to leave a member behind to protect my own skin? And even scarier, what if none of those things mattered to him, and he still wanted me? 
 
    For so long, I’ve been able to push those horrible memories away. The whole occurrence on the fatherland and leaving Washington there, ready to be sent to the hunt. I’m sure she’s dead. No human could have survived that, not even one as strong as Washington because, at the end of the day, the hunt isn’t an event for humans. It’s twenty-nine pissed off Sidyth females and her, fighting to stay alive. The other females probably killed her within the first hour. And it’s all my fault. Drozass will know that once I tell him everything. Maybe age doesn’t matter, but this piece of information most certainly would. 
 
    No. I can’t be with Drozass. Not now. I won’t be weak.  
 
    I slow my steps, allowing Drozass to catch up, and his hand settles on my shoulder. I jump at his touch, surprised to feel it there, and I can’t move away. I’m far enough from the fields now that the only view in front of me is trees and strange teal grass. 
 
    Hethdiss is beautiful, but not nearly as achingly gorgeous as the alien beside me. He doesn’t say anything at first, but I feel his attention on me, and when I feel composed enough, I slowly lift my head to look up. Butterflies flutter in my stomach. My thighs tingle. I don’t know how he does this to me, but if it bothers him—I’m sure it doesn’t bother him. 
 
    His fingers curl gently around my shoulder. If others can see us, I don’t give a damn; it’s an innocent enough interaction. 
 
    “Are you all right?” His voice is soft and smooth, sending tingles of excitement right down to my pussy. His tongue darts away from his lips, and I know he smells the effect he has on me. That he’s always had on me. I nod carefully, afraid my voice will shake if I try to answer him, and I still can’t get the word weak out of my mind because that’s what Drozass does to me. He makes me vulnerable. 
 
    But if this feeling makes me weak now, I’m not sure if I mind. 
 
    We remain silent, but I almost yelp in surprise when Drozass’ hand creeps down the front of my shirt, sneaking under the fabric. From the back, no one can see what he’s doing, and though this interaction is starting to turn a little naughty, I don’t fight it. It feels good. I haven’t felt this good in a while. He’s not asking, but I’m not stopping him either, so that’s probably good enough for him. His fingers continue their trek down my shirt and eventually stop right above my nipple. 
 
    A small gasp escapes my lips, and though Drozass doesn’t look down, his hand continues to move. He cups my breast. He doesn’t do anything else. His hand is so large that I’m barely a handful for him, but one glance at the front of his shorts reminds me that at least cup size is nothin’ but a number. My nipple pebbles against his palm, and I lean against him. It’s such an innocent touch, but it sets all my senses on fire. Warmth blossoms in my chest as he gently squeezes my breast. It’s harmless, but so damn possessive at the same time. I shouldn’t like it, but I do. I close my eyes, simply enjoying the closeness and innocence of this interaction. 
 
    We remain standing like that for a little while. Maybe five minutes. Maybe an hour. I don’t know. It’s hard to keep track of time when I’m with Drozass. But eventually, he releases my breast and returns to simply standing beside me. “Did Chocal do anything to you that I need to know about?” 
 
    I frown. “I don’t fuck everyone because they ask, you know. At least, not here.” 
 
    “Did I say this? I’m asking if he touched you in any way that you didn’t like, or if he said anything to you that made you uneasy.” 
 
    “Oh…” I trail off. He said a lot of things. None of which I’m ready for Drozass to know. “No. He was all right. We just talked.” 
 
    He hums softly in response. “I do not like him being here. He left so easily when we first arrived, and now he’s returned, and Prince Korben is completely okay with it.” 
 
    “He didn’t do… uh… any trials or anything?” I shift, feeling slightly embarrassed at how little I know about aliens sometimes. I’m supposed to be the best in my line of work, but other than sexual manners and bedroom behaviors, there’s so much I don’t know. “I mean, you said he left when you guys first arrived? That means he didn’t help build the lairs, right?” 
 
    “Correct. He fled.” He lowers his chin. “We are not permitted to speak about these things with those who are not our mates, so please don’t let it be known that I broke the rules.” 
 
    “Right.” My voice shakes slightly. “Because we’re not mates.” 
 
    He hums once more. “He and others either headed north and south. Chocal is the first to return, though I am not entirely sure what his motives are. I was fine with him spending time with the sour-faced female, but I must admit, I did not like seeing him speak with you. I did not enjoy observing you joking with him.” 
 
    “That was—” I stop myself short. I can’t finish that sentence without telling him everything. It was all an act. Just a way to smooth things over in his eyes. Of course, it didn’t work. If anything, it may have backfired. “He’s different than you guys. The way he thinks. He’s interesting.” 
 
    “Interesting is neither a complaint nor compliment. Be careful around him.” 
 
    “Why?” I ask, trying to lighten the mood. “Are you going to punch him again?” 
 
    He shakes his head, pulling me close to his body. “If he touches you like that in front of me, I would do much worse than spar him.” 
 
    Yup. My attempt to lighten the mood has failed. Drozass looks completely serious, staring out into the fields, and seeing him so upset about another male touching me, touches me. For years I’ve been passed from male to male and never minded. I’m property as far as I’m concerned, and honestly, I don’t really mind it. I never enjoyed sex. But I can make it look like I do. And clients like that. It gave me power. They snuck me credits I could use to barter at other assignments. To help my girls. Protect my family. Dealing with unwanted sex proved to be a powerful weapon in my line of work, and no one is more powerful than me. Clients pay extra for Arizona’s girls. Training centers wanted me there. All the aliens want human females like Arizona. I felt powerful. Strong. 
 
    Even though I hated every moment of it. 
 
    But not with Drozass. No. I love every moment I’m with him. Even now. Thinking about his hands all over me reminds me that sex can be more than a duty or currency. It can be pleasurable. It can be enjoyable. It can be— 
 
    “Get behind that tree,” Drozass says suddenly, moving me behind a thick trunk so no one sees us. 
 
    I yelp. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Your scent changed. Tell me.” 
 
    My eyes widen. “Tell you what?” 
 
    “Tell me it’s okay. Tell me you want me to touch you. Arizona. I need to touch you. Now.” 
 
    “So do it.” 
 
    He shakes his head, breathing hard. Almost like he’s losing control of himself. His body bends over mine, sliding a hand down my side and around the meat of my ass. He squeezes it tightly, and an exquisite mixture of pain and pleasure erupts inside of me. I lift my head, and Drozass is looming over me. 
 
    “You want this,” he growls. “I know you do. But I need to hear you say it. Need to hear it.” 
 
    “Drozass, you don’t need to ask me—” 
 
    “Ari,” he hisses, locking his eyes with mine. “Say it.” 
 
    My breath hitches. “I… I don’t understand why—” 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “I want you to touch me.” 
 
    A throaty hiss erupts from his throat, and his fingers snake their way down through my skirt. My heart pounds heavily, and I can’t seem to catch my breath, I’m so overwhelmed by Drozass’ body, scent, and desire. Everything about him sets me on fire and makes me dizzy. I can barely think. And then, when I think I’m going to lose my mind, his fingers make their way to my folds and part them open. I feel the hot breeze of the outdoors kiss the curls over my slit before Drozass’ hand covers the entire area. 
 
    “Mine,” he rasps. “I may not be your Chosen mate, but this is mine.” 
 
    “Yours,” I gasp, unable to censor myself. “It’s yours, Drozass. You know that.” 
 
    “Do I?” he hisses, pushing two fingers through my core and making me gasp. “Do I know that, Ari?” 
 
    “Of course. I’m not with anyone else.” 
 
    “What if you could be?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t. I couldn’t.” The truth sounds strange on my lips, but I don’t dare take the words back.  
 
    “I like hearing that almost as much as I enjoy feeling this,” he says, pulling his fingers out from my pussy and holding them in front of my face. “I want you to taste this. Taste how much you want me if you won’t admit it to yourself.” 
 
    “But I just did.” 
 
    “Taste the truth,” he says, pushing glistening fingers toward my lips. When I don’t part them, he slowly drags them across my skin, as though applying lip gloss, eyes locked on mine and never looking away. I smell my heat, the headiness combined with musk and earth. My need for him smells like this? It’s not bad. I slick my tongue across my lips and taste myself just as he asks… right before his mouth finds mine. His tongue darts inside, and I tightly wrap my arms around his neck, pulling him closer. I’m needy for him. Too damn needy. 
 
    I’m needy for him. Needy for more. Needy. Weak for him. 
 
    Weak. 
 
    Startled, my eyes snap open, and I push Drozass away as hard as I can, but he barely moves. He has me tangled up in his web, and I’m not going anywhere apparently. He stares down at me. 
 
    “Why did you stop?” 
 
    “Weak,” I mutter. “I don’t want to be weak.” 
 
    “Huh?” He cocks his head to the side. “You are not weak. What does that mean?” 
 
    “I mean…” I quickly try to cover up my slip. “You’re young. That’s what Chocal told me today. You’re too young for me.” 
 
    “I’m not that young,” he says, voice dropping to something closer to a growl. 
 
    “Compared to me, you are.” I shake my head, still trying to shake away the need I have for him growing in my belly. I can’t have Drozass finding out my other reasons for pushing him away. It’s the age. It must be the age thing. It doesn’t matter how much I want him. I won’t be weak. I won’t lose respect from my girls. I’ll disappoint Alaska. Kansas will never let me live it down. And so, as much as I want to keep going, I struggle in Drozass grip to put more distance between us. “You’re over ten years younger than me.” 
 
    “So what?” 
 
    “So what? I’m over thirty! You’re barely twenty. This can’t work. We shouldn’t even spend so much time together. It’s bad—” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    My head shoots up. “No?” 
 
    “No.” He pulls me back closer to him, surrounding my body with his, and I can barely focus. “I don’t care that you’re older than me. I don’t think you do either. There is something else bothering you, but for whatever reason, you won’t tell me. Maybe you told Chocal.” My lips part, but he continues. “You can say many things, but don’t you dare say we should stop spending time together. Don’t you dare.” He lowers his head, and captures my mouth, this time with a much softer, and yet much more possessive kiss. A kiss that makes my pussy tingle and my nipples harden. If only I could let go—no. 
 
    What if this assignment ends tomorrow? 
 
    What if this was all an elaborate joke put together by Kansas to get back at me for giving her a hard time about the Entla she loved? It’s a crazy conspiracy, but I’m feeling pretty nuts right now. 
 
    What if Washington was watching me right now? 
 
    “You don’t understand how hard this is for me,” I mutter. “I’m their leader. I’m Arizona. State Girl. Top State Girl. I work. I’ll probably die before I stop working.” 
 
    “Don’t talk like that.” 
 
    “You think I don’t want you?” I say, changing the subject. “Do you think I can look at you and not want to jump your bones twenty-four seven? Drozass, you’re the hottest alien here. You’re built, and kind and strong and handsome and all sorts of sexy. You could have your pick. There are lots of hotter females here. Younger females. Females that don’t want to work.” 
 
    “I don’t believe you actually want to work,” he says in a challenging tone. 
 
    “I won’t lose their respect!” I yelp, hating that I sound like a petulant child. But the alien standing over me is over seven feet tall and built like a pro-wrestler. It’s hard not to raise my voice to make sure he hears me up there. “Drozass, you could have anyone you want. Kansas warned you that I’m a bad idea. So why do you keep trying to be with me? You can have anyone.” 
 
    For a few moments, he’s silent. I can’t bring myself to lift my head. I’m afraid to see his expression. Everything I said was true. I don’t understand why he’s here, or why he’s fighting so hard for a woman he can’t have. 
 
    “Arizona.” He says my name and immediately, I lift my head. He’s staring down with an expression I’ve never seen before, and its legit skin-crawling. He looks as though he’s trying to give up. Maybe he wants to give up. But instead, he wraps his arms me and pulls me in for a chest crushing hug. I can barely breathe; he’s holding on so tightly. I want him to say something, though. Something to explain that look. What’s going through his mind? Have I finally pushed him too hard? Have I pushed him away? The hardness of his cock says no, but what guy can keep his cock soft when hugging a woman he thinks is even remotely attractive? 
 
    “Say something else,” I whisper when I can no longer take the quiet. “Please. Say something else.” 
 
    “I’m not sure what else there is to say.” 
 
    I find myself pulling him closer to me. What does that mean? 
 
    “Arizona. Don’t you get it? I—” 
 
    “Everything is all right here, yes?” 
 
    Startled by the new voice, I jump away from Drozass, and he’s also shocked enough to let me go. Chocal stands before us with a strange smirk on his face. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” Drozass hisses. 
 
    “I heard some strange sounds,” he says, eyes darting between myself and Drozass. He turns his full attention to me. “Are you all right?” 
 
    “I don’t know—” 
 
    “She is fine,” Drozass interrupts. “We’re fine. Go off and mind your business, Chocal.” 
 
    “Very well.” He says this with an easy-going shrug, and thankfully, doesn’t stick around. I’m still dying to know what Drozass was about to say. 
 
    Nervously, I turn back to Drozass, who’s still watching where Chocal appeared. He’s probably making sure he leaves for good this time. God. I need to know what Drozass was going to say. But I don’t want to push him. I shouldn’t even care, but I know that I do. Drozass’ words matter. He matters. If he pushes me away, I’m not exactly sure what I’m going to do. 
 
    “I could, couldn’t I?” His voice is like a whisper across the stuffy air, and I spin in his direction. His chin lifts and his eyes meet mine. “What you said earlier. I could find an easier female, couldn’t I? One who doesn’t push me away. One who isn’t obsessed with respect and titles. Younger. I could find a female like that pretty easily, couldn’t I?” 
 
    My heart drops to my feet. “You could…” 
 
    He reaches out and pulls me back to him. “I don’t want to.” A boyish grin crosses his handsome features, and he captures my mouth once more. He doesn’t ask permission, but I don’t give a fuck; his words sound too fantastic in my ears. “I don’t want easy. I don’t want a young female for the sake of her being young. I want you. It’s not your age, I want. It’s you. And whatever you’re dealing with is a part of who you are. I want all of it.” 
 
    I hate how much relief flows through my body. 
 
    “You will be really and truly mine one day, Ari,” he promises, capturing my mouth with yet another heart-stopping kiss. “Even if that day isn’t today. Even if you don't admit it, you will be mine. You watch.” 
 
    I can’t bring myself to fight with him.  Not when it feels so good. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Arizona 
 
      
 
    It was only for a moment, but I couldn’t find it within myself to fight him. I wish I weren’t who I was, then Drozass and I could have more moments like the one we shared out in the field, but I know nothing that good lasts forever. 
 
    I don’t know what Chocal wants from me. Over the next few days, he spends more and more time hanging around, and though it’s evident that Lacey is bothered, she doesn’t do anything about it. Maybe she doesn’t care. She was a bitch from the get-go, so perhaps she’s finally grown tired of the one who doesn’t annoy her. 
 
    Drozass, however, is annoyed. 
 
    And since I’m getting a little tired of his grumpy ass face and worrying that he’s going to clock Chocal in the nose, I seek out company with Dakota – the only one of my family members who I’m pretty sure doesn’t have ulterior motives. 
 
    “How are you these days?” I ask, hoping Dakota doesn’t think I view her as a last resort for conversation. She’s beautiful, but she’s never been the most interesting. She doesn’t challenge me. She never has. No matter what happens, she deals with a smile on her tanned face. “Still spending time with Cade?” 
 
    She nods. “Yup.” 
 
    “How’s he treating you?” This is a sensitive subject for her. She doesn’t often talk about the way clients treat her, and usually, I have to beat an answer out of her. I don’t mind, but I know Cade has particular tastes, as does Kansas’ client, Dash. 
 
    “He’s the same as ever,” she says vaguely, avoiding my dark brown eyes with her light brown ones. “He just… he is who he is, I guess.” 
 
    “Are you guys…” 
 
    “No, Ari. We’re not Chosen mates. It’s not like that with him.” 
 
    I cock an eyebrow. “What is it like?” 
 
    “Like… none of your business.” She says it with a smile on her face, but I know she’s politely telling me to back off. 
 
    I settle down on the floor of Cade’s lair, not looking to sit on their bed where the scent of sex is entirely too strong, even for me. But I do reach into my top and pull out a few flatbreads the color of Pepto Bismol, and hand one to Dakota. Her smile reaches her eyes this time, and she takes the bread and bites into it slowly. A soft moan escapes her lips. 
 
    “That good, huh?” 
 
    “I usually don’t care for alien food, but there’s always that one thing for each species you can count on.” 
 
    “So…” I try not to sound like I’m digging for information, but despite Dakota’s valley girl look, she’s also sharp as a tack. “Have you talked to Kansas at all lately?” 
 
    Her expression finally drops into a frown. I don’t know why I’m so desperate. Kansas may be annoying, but I want to believe that for the most part, she’s got my back. But something is going on lately, she’s pushing something, and I’m desperate to understand what. And more importantly, why. 
 
    “She doesn’t have a mate either,” Dakota says in a low voice. “None of us do. You know that. We’re not going to do anything like that behind your back, Ari.” 
 
    “No?” 
 
    “No. I know we’re each hanging out with different guys, but it’s the same as always. Give em’ your body, but don’t give em’ your heart.” 
 
    “Is everyone following that?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “So you’re not with Cade?” 
 
    “I’m with him every night,” Dakota says in a gentle reminder. “But no. He hasn’t Chosen me. Even if he did, I wouldn’t say yes.” 
 
    “Why? Don’t you care about him?” 
 
    She shakes her head. “No.” 
 
    “Then, why?” 
 
    “Because I know how much it would devastate you.” 
 
    A wave of nausea rushes over me. Dakota may like Cade, but because of me, she won’t take him as a mate. I hate that. I hate that it feels so much like pity. I don’t need anyone’s sympathy, dammit. I’m a strong ass woman. I created this family. Even if another member left, I could replace her – ugh. No. I don’t know if I could. But I want to believe that the girls are keeping their hearts available not only because they don’t want to hurt my goddamn feelings.  
 
    “You guys can do whatever you want,” I grumble. 
 
    “Can we?” She barks out a laugh, and it’s such an odd sound because it’s neither sincere nor fake. “We all remember how you were when you had to give up Washington. Do you think any of us wants to put you through that again? For some guy? Ari, you take care of us. You may do weird things and stuff we don’t like, but at the end of the day, we trust you’ll do the right thing. At least that’s what I believe.” 
 
    “Do you think the others believe it as much as you do?” 
 
    She frowns. “I don’t know,” she admits, sounding surprisingly honest. “It’s so hard to tell how Alaska feels about anything, you know? Washington dedicated herself to you. Probably more so than any of us.” 
 
    “And Kansas?” 
 
    Dakota takes another slow, thoughtful bite from her banbask loaf. “Kansas… is Kansas,” she says, sounding awkward. “She spends a lot of time with Dash, but honestly, I don’t know if what they have is…” she trails off, as though trying to find the right words, “… I’m not even sure if what they have is romantic. At least in my opinion.” 
 
    My frown deepens. “Is he treating her bad? Do I need to remind Dash—” 
 
    “You don’t need to do anything,” she interrupts. “I said it wasn’t romantic. I didn’t say she wasn’t happy.” 
 
    Her words sting. “So, she’s happy here? Does she like it? Has she ever spoken to you about wanting to stay?” 
 
    Dakota shifts awkwardly on the bed, refusing to meet my eyes as she sets the remaining piece of banbask on the small table to her left. “She has her opinions. I think you need to talk to her about it.” 
 
    “Dakota?” 
 
    Her light brown eyes lift. “What?” 
 
    “Do you want to stay here? Do you believe it’s possible for you? For any of us?” 
 
    She shifts, looking more awkward. “As to your first question, I’m not entirely sure yet.” 
 
    “What about the rest of my questions? Do you think these aliens are telling the truth, Dakota? They’re Sidyths. They think women are weak. Don’t you think this may be part of some elaborate scheme to prove it?” 
 
    “Why would they have babies with us?” she challenges.  
 
    “They’ll get to keep them, I’m sure.” 
 
    She shakes her head. “I don’t think this is a scheme. I see the way they look at their babies. Their mates. I don’t think they would do all of this to prove women are weak.” Her eyes flash up to mine. “I want to believe that no one is that cruel.” 
 
    “So you believe it’s possible. To stay, I mean. You think this is the real deal.” 
 
    “I do.” I huff, but Dakota isn’t finished. “That scares you, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Why the fuck would that scare me?” 
 
    “Staying here? Giving up the lifestyle? Do I need to go on?” 
 
    “I don’t want to be a whore,” I hiss. 
 
    “I think you do.” Her voice is soft and gentle compared to mine. But she’s not the one growing defensive. “Maybe not the term so much. But the power. The ability to shut off your emotions. If you stay here, you wouldn’t be able to do that. You’d have to open up. You’d have to show some vulnerability. That terrifies you.” 
 
    “I’m not terrified of anything.” Annoyed, I stand up from the floor and smooth down my skirt. “And I’m certainly not afraid of being vulnerable. There’s no one here to be vulnerable with anyway.” I turn, but Dakota’s voice brings me to a stop. 
 
    “Not even Drozass?” 
 
    My heart thuds heavily against my chest. I can’t bring myself to turn around. Interactions with her are supposed to be easy. Safe. And it bothers me because now I think everyone knows I’m struggling with my feelings for the sexy alien who’s over a decade younger than me. It’s ridiculous. The whole thing is. But I can’t cut him out of my life. Not now. 
 
    “I’m tired,” I say awkwardly. “I only wanted to stop by and make sure everyone is being treated right.” 
 
    “The Sidyths treat us the way we want to be treated.” 
 
    I don’t turn back, instead bursting through the privacy curtain and into the hallway. Sidyths stroll around, but it’s not bustling like in the central lair. There, it’s filled with babies, and mamas and papas and smiles and laughter and lies. It’s all lies. It must be. After everything I’ve done over the years, I refuse to believe that some higher power has finally thrown me a bone. A crumb of happiness. A chance to stop working. An opportunity to standstill. A chance to build something with the most beautiful alien I’ve seen in my life. Deep down, I think I deserve all these things, but I’m so afraid that it’s going to be a trick. 
 
    What if I end up like Kansas did back at the training center? I saw the sting on her face when she realized that Entla never really loved her. What if I end up like Washington? She believed every lie Baxtus said, and now she’s probably dead. There’s no way that despite all these things, I’m still destined to find happiness. 
 
    No. 
 
    I storm past the smaller Gathering Room in the second lair, hoping to all that’s precious that Drozass isn’t in his lair. I need someplace to lay down and think. And Drozass makes me all fuzzy in the brain, and down there. I’m not used to wanting a man as I want him. When I initially came to Hethdiss, everything seemed so reasonable. Familiar. A Toda attacked Phoebe. I helped. Blythe tried to play the hero, but at the end of the day, she doesn’t care about anyone but herself. I was ready to spread and take it for whatever timeline I was sure we’d learn eventually and then move on to the next assignment. 
 
    Except, it wasn’t that way at all. 
 
    Instead, the Sidyths said they wanted mates. Partners. Equals. Families. Prince Korben mentioned something about creating a utopia where females and males are treated equally. I didn’t want to believe him. But his actions proved to speak louder than words because before long he had Blythe as his Chosen mate and her stomach round with pregnancy. 
 
    York followed. Then Ellis. And Layla and Sloane. Then Phoebe. 
 
    And most recently, a widower named Glykoran has taken Celeste as his second mate. 
 
    Drozass’ room is empty when I return, and a sigh of relief escapes my lips as I settle under the thin covers despite the sun rayers keeping the temperature around eighty degrees. Call me crazy, but I can’t sleep without something covering some part of my body. I guess I feel too vulnerable. I close my eyes, still allowing my mind to drift — not only to the actions of the Sidyths but Dakota’s words only a few minutes ago. 
 
    She thinks I would be devastated if she took a mate. 
 
    Maybe I would be. I can’t imagine leaving without my girls. But if things keep going the way they are, I may leave this planet alone. 
 
    Without my family. 
 
    I’ve already lost Washington. Can I bare losing Alaska, Dakota, and Kansas? 
 
    Somehow though, despite the mental turmoil, my brain manages to shut up just long enough for me to find some much-needed sleep – and escape from everything I’m about to lose. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    My eyes pop open from under the sheet when I hear someone enter the room. It’s Drozass. No one else would dare enter someone’s room without permission, but for some reason, I can’t bring myself to show any signs of being awake. I can’t help but wonder what time it is, but of course, there’s not precisely a cellphone I can slide over from the nightstand to check. Still, I snap both eyes shut only to peek one back open, and sure enough, Drozass has entered. I notice the first thing he does is touch the end of the bed where my bare feet are exposed, and he gently pinches my big toe. Just that touch alone sets my body on fire, and I barely keep the moan that wants to escape my lips from filling the stuffy air. I do, however, pretend to roll over in my sleep, in hopes that he won’t touch me again. 
 
    He can’t touch me again. It feels too damn good. Even now, I’m practically squirming under the sheet to keep my horniness in check. 
 
    After shifting, Drozass shrugs and thankfully turns the sun rayers down to a lower heat. I don’t know these guys deal with such a sweltering temperature, but to them, the same could be said about dealing with chilly air. I once heard Layla say the cold air almost paralyzed Dolan, and that’s practically unthinkable. I guess aliens are damn good at hiding their weaknesses from primitive humans. 
 
    Once the room is a few degrees less stifling, Drozass moves to the small bureau in his lair. The light of one particular sun rayer frames his body perfectly. Without his shirt, I see how cut he is, and how damn cute his butt looks when he removes his shorts and tucks them into a drawer. He likes to sleep nude. It never bothered me before, but suddenly I’m wondering if I should pretend that I need to go for a walk. 
 
    I thought he turned the sun rayers down, but now it seems hotter than ever when Drozass spins around abruptly, and our eyes meet. 
 
    Fuck.  
 
    “I had a feeling you were awake.” His voice is lax and rumbling, sending chills right down my spine and through my pussy. No man’s voice should make me react this way. And Drozass is so young. Why does he have to sound just like silk and honey, ocean waves and thunderstorms? 
 
    “You woke me up,” I say, trying to sound calm about the whole thing and not like I was staring at his beautiful blue ass without a shame in the world. 
 
    “I can see that. I apologize.” He grins, turning away from the bureau, and once more, my mouth goes dry. 
 
    Seeing Drozass fully nude isn’t new for me. Seeing aliens in general nude isn’t anything special either. But Drozass naked? That’s something special. The lines on his corded blue muscles always leave me wanting to lick him. His golden eyes don’t turn away from mine either, still meeting me straight on. I’ve never been with a man who forces me to look away first unless it’s a command by a client. But I can’t help myself anyway. I love his face, but I also love that beautiful piece of muscle standing fully erect between his legs. His dick is something straight out of porn, only blue. He’s long, thick, and scaled. Even in the brief moments I’ve been watching him, he’s somehow managed to get himself aroused. 
 
    By me. I’m the one who does this to him. 
 
    Just like he’s made the area between my thighs wet and slick with arousal. 
 
    “You don’t look apologetic.” I make sure he knows I’m looking straight at his cock. “What were you up to before you came here?” 
 
    He shakes his head, shooting me a heart-achingly sexy smile. “I wasn’t doing anything. I grew hard the moment I saw you sleeping in my sheets.” He reaches down and gives himself a long, leisurely stroke. “Your adorable toes poking out. The soft expression on your face despite already being awake. How can I not be aroused by all of that?” His eyes find mine. “By all of you?” 
 
    He’s making me hazy. I’m losing the ability to think. All that big, blue muscle, kind face and sweet words, how can I not feel flattered by everything he’s saying? He’s already told me no one else does it for him. I should be honored. He’s hot. Easily the hottest male I’ve ever seen. And what makes it difficult is he’s more than a pretty face. Lots of aliens are attractive. But Drozass is more than that. He’s kind. Patient. But not a pushover. If anything, he pushes me. And I’m not used to being pushed. And right now? It looks like he’s about to start pushing for some pleasure. 
 
    I’m not entirely sure I have it in me to fight tonight. 
 
    “What did you do on this day, Ari?” He calls me by the nickname that drives me crazy. My family members say it but hearing that name from his lips is an entirely different story. It makes me think that he’s in with me. He’s close to me. More than a client. “Because unless something happened, I think I’m the cause for smelling all the heat coming from your cunt, yes?” He strokes his cock, smiling as though he knows he’s right. “Did you talk to any of my brothers?” 
 
    I shake my head hard. 
 
    “Did you speak to your family? Do one of the pale-haired ones make you smell like that?” 
 
    I don’t blush. Dirty talk rarely gets to me, but there’s a violent tingling between my legs as I try to sit up straighter in bed. His long, scaled fingers remained circled around his thick, glorious cock. I shouldn’t fuck him, but would it be so wrong to give him a blow job? No man in the universe would turn one down. And he looks so tasty. Like blue raspberry saltwater taffy from a candy shop next to the ocean. Smooth and silky, hard and soft. I lick my lips. He keeps acting like he has the upper hand with me, but I know that despite going on my knees, I’ll find a way to be in control. 
 
    His eyes widen as I get out of bed and fall before him, staring straight up. I can tell that he’s surprised, and I lift my eyes to meet his. 
 
    “I may not have the sense of smell you do, but I can tell you need release.” As though to prove my point, I reach up and tickle the underside of his cock, and then brush my fingers across his heavy sack. A groan escapes. Ahh, that’s it. Not so in-control now, are we? I smile, relieved that despite him smelling my need, there’s no way he can see the way my pussy is dripping. I lean forward and kiss the tip of his dick, and his body bucks, gripping my shoulders to steady himself. 
 
    “Scheita, Ari,” he groans, locking his eyes with mine. “Your mouth feels so good. Does this mean you wish to suck me? Take my cock in your mouth?” He tries to gain some of the lost control back by dragging the tip of his dick across my lips, but when I pretend to bite, he lurches back. “You wouldn’t dare.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t I?” I tease. “I suppose it depends.” 
 
    He cocks an eyebrow. “On what?” 
 
    “On how badly you want me to put my mouth over your cock. I could be gentle…” trailing off, I take him damn close to the base, licking and flicking my tongue, enjoying the sounds of pure ecstasy over my head. I pull away and nip the tip, and he grunts. “Or not.” A grin spreads across my face. “I guess it all depends on how badly you want me to suck you. You’ll have to take the risk to find out what I’m feeling tonight.” 
 
    A low, trembling breath rocks through him as though he’s pretending to think it over. But I know he’s not. No man would. Even if I chewed on his sack, he’d still welcome a blow job as an apology. That’s just how desperate males are. And it’s a powerful thing because no matter how much I act up; I know what will calm them down. “What’s it going to be?” I tease, pretending to nip him again—before he captures my face between his hand. My eyes widen. 
 
    “Be gentle with me, Ari,” he says in a low, teasing voice. 
 
    “What if I don’t want to be?” 
 
    “I will be upset.” 
 
    “What happens then?” 
 
    “I guess you’ll have to find out.” A devilish grin hits his face, and we’ve reached a catch-22. He wants dick sucked. I don’t want to know what’ll happen if I don’t play fair. He always manages to push me. Catch me off guard. I grin once more and brace both hands on his trim, toned hips. He releases my face, at last, threading his fingers through my dark hair, and the feeling of it sets all the sensitive nerve endings on fire. 
 
    That touch alone lets me know that Drozass doesn’t want to play games. He knows I’m not going to bite him. I am, however, going to put my mouth on him. I’m not in the mood to fight. I don’t want to think about my conversation with Dakota. Or Kansas. Or how disappointed Alaska will be. I’m a Call-Girl. My work is about pleasure, and it’s damn time I’ve had some. 
 
    I take him in my mouth, enjoying his reaction to my touch. He tenses when I give that second suck, working down to the base and then back up, curling my fingers around his hips. I want to lower them and pinch his ass, but I guess I’ll save that for another time. Instead, one of my hands finds his sack and I knead it gently with my fingers. He’s soft down there, silky and hairless. So much of him reminds me of a human, but it’s different enough to know I’m dealing without something out of this world. My world, rather. The scales flatten with my touch and then spring free when I move past. 
 
    “Ari…” he growls, fisting my hair tightly. 
 
    More tingles. 
 
    I notice that every time I pull away from his cock, more cum appears, and I lap him up greedily, enjoying the heady taste with a touch of something almost sweet. Like cinnamon and smoke. He tastes so good, and I wrap my mouth around the crown, enjoying his taste. He reminds me of the fall, which was always my favorite season back home. I flick my eyes up to meet his, and he’s watching with such a look of satisfaction, that it makes me want to do more. Work more. He’s not in control right now. I’m on my knees, but I’ve got him by the balls. 
 
    The thought makes me chuckle, which I guess creates a vibrating sensation around his cock, and he makes another sound between a hiss and a snarl. It’s sexy, encouraging me to return to sucking. Pushing down and coming back up and going harder and faster until I feel his entire body stiffen. He’s close. And I know just what to do to finish him off. 
 
    “Drozass…” I mutter while keeping him in my mouth. He probably has no idea what I’ve said, but it doesn’t matter. It works. Drozass grunts, spasms, and the next thing I know, my mouth fills with chilled, creamy seed. I know it’s not for everyone, but I enjoy the taste of cum. Or maybe I enjoy Drozass’. I don’t know, but I can say that because of his sweet, smoky essence, I happily change my motions from sucking to swallowing so I can enjoy every drop he has to offer. 
 
    “Scheita!” Drozass roars, releasing my hair as his body goes limp. “Ari!” 
 
    I grin up at him. I love the feeling of power that washes over me, seeing him look so vulnerable. This is why I love what I do. This is why I can’t give this up. Drozass is a challenge, but he can’t be that much different than other males. I’m sure he’s not special—and my train of thought stops at that as Drozass gathers himself. 
 
    Drozass. Not special? I don’t even like the sound of it. It makes me feel funny. I’m not entirely sure what part of it bothers me but thinking Drozass is like every other male feels wrong. I know it’s not true. But the thought creeps up anyway. Alaska would never want to hear me say that an alien is special. Kansas would be triumphant about it. Able to prove that even Arizona can be weakened by a male. 
 
    Weakened. Weak. No. I don’t want to be that person. This was about release. That’s all. 
 
    Drozass finally collects himself and collapses on the edge of the bed, spreading his thighs open. He’s breathing hard, but he has enough strength to open his arms as though to welcome me to sit in his lap. It’s such an intimate way to relax, but I love how much bigger he is than me. So, despite my brain screaming how this isn’t a good idea, my body takes the lead and I find myself with my back pressed against his chest and his arms wrapped around my waist. I’m still clothed. He’s still nude. It’s wrong. I’m going to end up falling for this alien, and I’ll have no one to blame but myself. Because while I can scream from the metaphorical rooftops that this was only about sex, Drozass’ behavior afterward, and mine, tells an entirely different story. 
 
    “That was amazing, Ari,” Drozass says softly in my ear. “You are amazing. You know this, yes?” I nod, wordlessly. “Do you want me to… as the humans say, return the favor? That was my intent, but the moment you fell to your knees, I forgot everything except the feel of your mouth on my cock.” He reaches forward and cups my mound underneath my skirt, lazily toying with my folds and the curls covering them. 
 
    “I don’t need anything.” I try to keep my voice even, but of course, I’m failing miserably. Only moments after making him come, Drozass is back to his usual, cocky self. The self that completely overwhelms me. “That was good enough for me.” 
 
    “I don’t believe you, Ari.” 
 
    “Yeah, well. No one is asking you to.” He pushes a finger through my pussy, making my entire body arch into his. My eyes close, and a needy moan escapes me. 
 
    “You didn’t even use your teeth,” he says in a gentle reminder. “I should thank you properly for that.” 
 
    “Who’s to say I won’t later?” I’m trying to sound strong, but Drozass’ fingers feel so good. One is an invasion. Two are welcome. Three are delightfully overwhelming. I moan once more. 
 
    “I do.” He thrusts deeply until he bottoms out inside me. I can’t take much more. I’m all but bucking like a wild animal in heat, and Drozass remains as calm as ever. My plan to make him vulnerable might have worked, but the results were only temporary. “Do you enjoy this, Ari? Me filling your delicious, hot cunt with my fingers?” I nod, and he wiggles his fingers inside me. “I want to hear you say it.” 
 
    “Drozass, please—” 
 
    “Say you like it, Ari. Say you want more.” 
 
    “I want more,” I gasp, wrapping an arm around his neck to give myself some leverage. And some feeling of control. I feel like I’m about to come undone, but Drozass is relentless. 
 
    “Good,” he hisses, barely able to control himself. Deep within him, I know there’s a monster lurking. A freak who wants to let go of all his inhibitions, but just like me, is afraid. I know he’s scared of me never loving him back the way he loves me. Well, he has nothing to worry about. 
 
    Because I swear, I think I’ve been in love with him since we first met. 
 
    I hear the sounds of my juices sliding against Drozass’ fingers, the invasion only getting more persistent and wilder. A low growl erupts from my throat with each ministration, and I love seeing this more primal side of him. I curl my hand around his short hair, enjoying the silkiness of it, and pull his face down to mine so we can share a kiss. I want this. I couldn’t stop Drozass if I wanted to, and I know he wouldn’t allow it anyway. He knows how badly I want this. Want him. And as though things couldn’t get any more intense, he searches out my clit with the pad of his thumb and presses down on it before swirling. Press and swirl. Again, and again, until I completely lose control. I come all over his fingers, and though I wish I could have held on longer, I don’t feel any shame about what we’ve done. 
 
    I’m gasping when Drozass finally stops invading the sensitive area between my thighs and pulls away, sucking my juices off his fingers. A groan comes from his throat, and I can’t believe I’m nearly scandalized by it. This is nothing new. Nothing different. I’ve been with others, and I’m sure others have been with Drozass. But I’m still shocked by how much I enjoyed this. How new and different it feels. I don’t feel ashamed. Alaska and Kansas are the last things on my mind. I only see the vast alien hands resting on my thighs and feeling his steady beating hearts behind my head. I dare to lean back into him. 
 
    “Did that please you?” he asks in a low voice. 
 
    I dare to smirk. “One could say that.” 
 
    “Then, I am happy. We could do this more, Ari. It wouldn’t have to only be about pleasure.” 
 
    “Pleasure is all it can be about.” And just like that, I’ve shattered the moment and stand quickly, putting my hands on my hips. I’m sure I’m not intimidating; Drozass sitting on the bed and me standing, puts us close to the same height. “Drozass. I enjoyed what we did and believe me; I don’t mind continuing to do it. But that’s all it can be. Just pleasure.” 
 
    He hisses under his breath. “I want more than that.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “You want more, too.” 
 
    “Drozass…” I step away, trying to keep my spine straight and my resolve unbreakable. “It doesn’t matter what I want, okay? Whether I feel something for you or not, doesn’t matter, anyway. I can’t throw that all away and pretend that everything will be all right if I Choose you.” 
 
    His golden eyes widen. “You think about Choosing me?” 
 
    “I told you, even if I did. It wouldn’t matter. I wouldn’t be able to stay here.” I turn around, waving my arms. “I’m under contract. No one can afford to buy it out. I’m worth too much.” 
 
    “Prince Korben said if we wanted to keep a mate, he would find a way.” 
 
    “That may work for other females. But not me. I’m too good at what I do. I’m too valuable.” I shrug. “Besides, I don’t think I could deal with the guilt—” 
 
    The words stop in my throat as he shoots up from the bed out of the corner of my eye and spins me around to face him. His cock bobs against my stomach but doesn’t feel sexual. He’s staring down as though he’s trying to look through me. He won’t find anything. He can never find out about Washington. The true reason why I can’t take a mate. I need Drozass to believe it’s about my family. Or my age. Anything about my present, but the past needs to be left alone. 
 
    “What do you feel guilty about?” 
 
    “Drozass, please. You know.” 
 
    “I know the words you say,” he hisses, curling a hand through my hair in a possessive group. “But there are things you are not telling me. I don’t like it. Even the other females will not share.” 
 
    My eyes widen. “You’re trying to get my family members to speak about me behind my back?” Betrayal washes over like a cold ocean wave. “What are you asking them? Fuck, Drozass. What do you need to know? I told you already, didn’t I?” 
 
    “Yes. The age. Keeping your family together and wanting to work. I don’t believe any of it. There is something else. Something you are not telling me, yes?” He leans down closer. “There is another factor. One you will not speak of, but one that is more important to you than all the others, yes? Tell me this is the truth.” 
 
    I swallow hard. “There is something else.” I want to lie to him, but for some reason, my body rebels, thinking it knows better than my damn brain. 
 
    “But you will not tell me?” I shake my head. “Why are you afraid? You think it would change my perception of you?” 
 
    “It would.” 
 
    “I don’t believe it. Ari, no matter what you have done, you can share it with me. Whatever wrong you have done in your past, that is where it can remain if you wish it so. Let me show you that I will not judge. Let me show that I will not care.” His eyes bore into mine as he leans ever closer, practically brushing his lips against mine. “I am different from the males in your past.” 
 
    “Please,” I croak, hating that my eyes are starting to water. “I don’t want to talk about it.” I pinch them shut, fighting away the images of Washington being taken away from me that night. The frantic feeling in my chest as I tried to find out what I could do to save her from the hunt. I was prepared to do anything. 
 
    Anything except what they proposed. 
 
    I shake my head, blinking, and Drozass is still there, waiting patiently. 
 
    My mind reels for the briefest of moments as we stand there in silence. I could give him a chance. Maybe he’s right. Maybe I should give him a chance to prove he’s different than other males. And that way, when he learns of my past, and rejects me, at least I can say I tried. 
 
    But what then? If he rejects me and this assignment does last another year, or two, or even a decade a more, how will I live? Drozass will remain here. So will I. But he’ll never look at me the way he’s looking at me right now. He thinks I’m a challenge because I think I’m too old for him. Because I want to remain single for my friends. I’m also dedicated to my family. All of that would change if he knew what happened on Sidetha. How I betrayed Washington.  
 
    I can’t tell him. 
 
    Backing out of his arms, I’m shocked when Drozass doesn’t pull me back to him. His arms fall back slowly at his sides, and he watches me as I back out of his room as though preparing for him to spring 
 
    But he doesn’t. 
 
    I leave the room. He doesn’t follow. 
 
    What the fuck am I doing? 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Drozass 
 
      
 
    There is something Arizona is not sharing with me. The reaction on her face was enough to let me know it is something significant. Something she is not prepared to share. Something she will hold on to with all her might. But why? It is in the past, and I have told the female repeatedly that what happened in her past does not bother me. I swear, the more she holds on to the secret, the more curious I grow. Even the other females who hang around her will not speak to me about it. They are afraid of her. And though I am momentarily pleased to hear that Arizona has surrounded herself with trustworthy females, I wish she would realize I can be just as reliable. 
 
    Arizona allows me between her legs, but she will not let me into her past. Or into her heart. 
 
    Angrily, I sigh, rolling over in bed, and hoping to calm my nerves, but of course, Arizona is back and snoring softly. This is her home on Hethdiss, so I cannot be too upset, but I still wish she would use me for more than occasional pleasure and a warm bed. Laying on my side, I prop my chin up with my palm and stare down as she continues to sleep. 
 
    She is beautiful, my female. Her skin is light brown, always with a sheen of sweat despite insisting that she sleep with a cover on herself. Her arms are toned, and her stomach is flat and lined with muscle. Ari is not soft like Dolan’s mate, but she is also not overly slim like Exer’s. My female is perfection. 
 
    I sniff the air around her, hoping to find a trace of arousal, but her dark eyebrows are pushing together as though thinking about something unpleasant. I want nothing more than to take those horrible thoughts away, and though I know it is wrong, my need for her is too strong, and I slip my hand under the sheets, seeking out her cunt and cupping it softly. She stiffens at my touch but does not wriggle away. Her face relaxes slightly. I dare to smile. 
 
    “You are so beautiful.” I lean down to kiss her softly on the forehead. Her skin is smooth and sweaty but smells marvelous. I can’t help sniffing her hair, enjoying every part of Ari. I wish she were mine officially. I wish she would speak to me about whatever bothers her about her past. If the others do not speak of it, it must be bad. But what could she have done? I know she isn’t a virgin. She wasn’t when we first met. 
 
    Absently, I play with the curls covering her slit, and slowly, the scent of the air changes. The heady, earthy scent of her arousal perfumes the air, and she stirs, slowly blinking her eyes. When she realizes what I am doing, I expect her to snap up, but she merely remains relaxed under my touch.  
 
    “Whatever happened to asking permission?” Her voice is still drowsy with sleep, but a lazy smile crosses her full, pink lips. “Did I say anything in my sleep?” 
 
    I shake my head. “If you did, I assume it was not pleasant.” 
 
    Her expression shifts, and she wiggles under the covers. “Why do you say that?” 
 
    “Your brows were pinched together.” I pull my hand away from her pussy so I can tap her gently where there are a few wrinkles above her dark eyebrows. “Were you having unpleasant thoughts?” 
 
    Her eyes dart away from mine. “I don’t remember.” 
 
    “I don’t believe you, Ari.” 
 
    “Then, does it matter what I say to you?” 
 
    I resist hissing. Does it matter? Of course, it matters. I do not want her to feel as though she must lie to me. But as I’m about to start arguing, her expression shifts to something more sexual. She looks to distract me. And as much as I want to argue with her, I love when she sits up in bed and situates herself between my legs. She fits perfectly. Like she belongs her. My cock immediately hardens, and I groan from the sensation of her pussy lips brushing against the crown. “You are trying to distract me,” I somehow manage to gasp out. “It is not going to work.” 
 
    She cocks a single eyebrow at me. “Isn’t it? What were we talking about?” I’m about to answer when she slides herself around the length of my cock, and my entire body bucks. She breaks out into a careful grin. “Don’t tell me you forgot already.” 
 
    I frown and grip her hips, securing her in place. She gasps in surprise, and she does not like how I resist her. But let me be clear, I am barely hanging on. “You were having unpleasant thoughts while you slept,” I growl, fighting every urge in my body to allow Arizona to have her way with me. As it is, I can barely focus, especially when I see her hooking her fingers under the hem of her top. She’s looking to remove it. Immediately, I grab both her hands and pull them away. “Tell me what you were thinking about.” 
 
    She rolls her eyes, pouting slightly. “I told you, I don’t remember.” 
 
    “You do.” 
 
    “You’re hard,” she whispers, pushing her lower lip out further. Goddess, she’s inviting me to kiss her when she pushes her mouth out like that. “Let me take care of you. Then we’ll talk.” 
 
    I shake my head. “No. I don’t believe you.” 
 
    “Drozass,” she all but moans, leaning closer, and I feel my defenses falling. Got to be strong. I must be strong. Have to resist this female. But I cannot. Not when her mouth captures mine with a possessive kiss, swirling her tongue. I thrust my hips, pushing the crown of my cock toward her glorious ass, but she isn’t having any of that. At least not yet. She’s distracting me, and we’re not even fucking. This female is a worthy opponent. A strong competitor. I swear, she wouldn’t give up a secret under the worst torture. But she could get anyone to say anything with the way she’s behaving now. Human or not, she’s beyond sexy. She’s sex. Without the sex, somehow. 
 
    Her hand circles around the length of my cock, beginning with low, teasing strokes, and it feels so good I start losing track of why we were arguing. If I say her past does not matter, do I have any real reason to know it? Knowing or not, it still would not matter. Unable to help myself, I capture her face with my palms to deepen the kiss, clanking my fangs against her dull, flat teeth. She tastes so good, and with her stroking me, it doesn’t take long before the need to come builds. I love her taste. I love her touch. I love her, but I want to enjoy all of her. Not just pleasure. Not only her hand on my cock or her mouth capturing mine. 
 
    Do secrets from her past matter? Of course, they do. They matter because they are part of her, and I want her to feel comfortable sharing all parts of herself. 
 
    I pull my hands away from her face and push away from her kiss. Startled, her hand stops stroking my cock, but maybe that’s all for the best. She wouldn’t view my orgasm as pleasure. She’d see it as a triumph. Over me. She thinks males can be distracted with cock sucking and pleasure? Fine. But not this male. No matter how close she brought me to an orgasm, I cannot let her know. Besides, I enjoy the look of shock on her face. I ended her touch. I finished the kiss. Me. She needs to learn that I am not like other males. 
 
    “What are you doing?” she says, trying to reach for me, but I seize her wrist. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She blinks. Once. Twice. I swear her heart rate picks up. I’ve shocked her. I’m sure this is a female who is rarely surprised and hates when it happens. But here she is. Dumbfounded. 
 
    “No?” she repeats as a question. 
 
    “No.” I release her wrist, and she clutches it close to her chest. “I know you are trying to distract me—” 
 
    “What’s a better distraction than a hand job…” she trails off, looking to grab me, but I have her wrist back in my grip. 
 
    “I don’t like it,” I hiss. “You know, many of the females here did not initially trust us Sidyths because of our reputation. They said we think females are weak. We think females are impulsive. They need to be tamed. We did not like it. I think your behavior is no better than some of the worst males back on my homeworld.” 
 
    She yanks her hand free. “Excuse me?” 
 
    “You think I am weak. You think I am impulsive. You think you can train me to leave your past alone by putting your mouth or hand on my cock. I refuse. I am not like the other males you have known, and I will prove it.” 
 
    Her frown deeps. “You’re not going to let me give you a hand job because I won’t tell you about a dream I had? A dream I can’t remember? Are you fucking kidding me right now?” 
 
    “You know it’s about more than the dream. It’s about things you will not tell me. Secrets of your past. Things you want to keep hidden from me.” 
 
    “They’re my past. My business. I don’t have to tell you anything.” 
 
    “No,” I say, shrugging. “You don’t. But I still want you to feel comfortable telling me.” 
 
    “Dammit, Drozass.” She wilts. “You can’t be serious. Why can’t you let it go?” 
 
    “Because I know it’s the reason you think we can’t be together.” 
 
    “I already told you plenty of reasons why we can’t be together. You’re an alien. You’re younger than me. I’m on assignment. The contract doesn’t say anything about mates and babies. Do you think I want to bring a child into a world where my existence is constantly on the edge of a cliff? Ready to fall into the darkness? You think I want to have a child only to worry about losing him every single damn day for the rest of my life?” She slaps her palm against her chest and thank the Goddess; it’s still covered. “Do you want me to feel like that, Drozass? Afraid that any happiness I find could be ripped away at any given moment?” 
 
    “Of course I don’t want that.” Unable to resist touching her, my hands find her hips, and thankfully, she lets me rest them there. “I want you to talk to me. Feel comfortable with me. That’s all I ask. I don’t need bay-beeze if you do not want them. I only want you to feel comfortable speaking to me.” 
 
    “I am comfortable speaking to you.” 
 
    “About everything. Why you really will not Choose me as your mate. Why you hesitate. I know it is not simply the age difference. I know it is not your female friends. It is something else.” 
 
    “Fuck,” she hisses, pushing a hand through her messy, dark hair. 
 
    “Later,” I say, squeezing her hips. 
 
    “I didn’t mean it like that—” 
 
    “I know.” I dare to smile at her, hoping to lighten the mood. Things have gotten intense. Really intense. If I’m not careful, Arizona will flee. “I do not understand why you must keep secrets from me. Everything you have told me, I have accepted. Do you honestly think I did not know who you were when I initially took you to my bed?” Her eyebrows lift, but color does not flash across her cheeks. She is so different than other females. So good at hiding her emotions. “I knew it would not be easy, but when I saw you, my hearts called to you. I did not care about your age. I did not care about your experience. I wanted you. For myself. And when I want something, Ari, I want all of it. I don’t want pieces of you. I want all of you.” 
 
    “Drozass.” Her voice is low and shaky. It surprises me, honestly. “You don’t know what you’re asking. The real reason why I can’t take a mate—” 
 
    “You must tell me. I won’t tell anyone else. You can view me as one of your female friends if you must. Give me a chance, Ari. Let me prove I can carry a secret. Otherwise…” I trail off, and Arizona’s head lifts, curiosity written all over her light brown face. 
 
    “Otherwise, what?” 
 
    “Then, I am not going to let you touch me. In any way.” 
 
    She grows defensive. “What makes you think I want to touch you? Maybe I’m excited about this proposition.” 
 
    “Ahh, but I know that you are not.” I gently curl my fingers through her hair, arching her neck back. “I know how you smell when you are around me. I scent your need. Even now, holding you like this, you are frightened of no longer being able to touch me. And I will also not touch you, Arizona. Is that something you would like? To no longer feel my cock in your pussy? To no longer taste me? To no longer have me taste you?” 
 
    She swallows hard. 
 
    I’m pushing my boundaries. Any moment, she could pull away, and I may never touch or taste her. Am I doing the right thing? Perhaps I should be gentler with her, but no. Maybe with other females, but I cannot play games with this one. If she does not tell me her secrets, I can have nothing to do with her. It will be difficult, but I cannot have a mate if I cannot have every part of her. And this particular female has many, many parts. She will be a challenge, but I have never turned away from a challenge. I would not be here otherwise. And even as Arizona thinks over my words, I detect arousal. Her need. She worries about losing what we have. She is weighing her options. Not wanting to give her too much time, I reach down with another hand and tug gently on the curls covering her cunt. She gasps, losing focus. “Are you ready to tell me? Or we do we end this right here? Right now?” I lean forward and lick her neck. “Are you ready to lose me? Because I am sure as scheita not ready to lose you.” 
 
    “You won’t tell a soul?” she asks, voice hitching at the end. 
 
    “I won’t speak a word.” 
 
    She relaxes in my grip. I never imagined that I could get Arizona to bend to my will this way. It makes me realize how deep our connection truly is. I’m not sure another male could threaten not to touch her, and she would grow so upset. I love that. Love that she might want me as much as I want her. 
 
    “Does this mean we have a deal?” I swirl my finger around her sensitive clit, and she throws her head back before turning to me, hot and frustrated. “I keep touching your body, and you give me your words. Your secrets. Your past?” She nods. But it’s not enough. “Say it to me.” 
 
    “We have a deal.” She shakes her head. “I’ll tell you everything… please.” Her eyes grow hooded, and she’s so needy that I’m surprised. “Drozass, I need you. Now.” 
 
    My eyes widen. “Is this a trick?” 
 
    She shakes her head. “No trick.” 
 
    I pull her closer, slamming my mouth into her hers, pulling my hand away from her cunt to steady her. She responds fully, and in a matter of moments, I’ve shredded the top covering her breasts and thrown the discarded fabric across the lair. Her breasts mash up against mine, and my cock immediately seeks the warm, wet cavern between Arizona’s legs. She’s not fighting me. And though this could all be a trick to silence me once more, I want to believe that Ari is better than that. She has made a promise to me. 
 
    I expect her to keep it. 
 
    I lift her body higher into my lap, so that way, I can steady over right over my cock, but not right before making sure I have her full attention. “You would not lie to me, yes?” 
 
    She shakes her head. “I’m not lying. I’ll tell you if it’s so damn important. But please. Fucking first?” 
 
    I am only so strong. Without another word, I nod and lower Arizona to my cock, gasping as the connection begins, and her arms wrap tightly around my neck. 
 
    “Thank you,” she gasps. 
 
    “You do not need to thank me,” I say, smiling because I know that she cannot see my expression with her face buried in my neck. “Is this what you wanted? Were you afraid of losing this?” 
 
    She nods, refusing to meet my gaze and starting to rock her body against mine. The friction against my cock… words cannot describe how good she feels against me. We have not fucked in a while, and it feels as though I have come home again. She is warm. Wet. Needy. Hopefully, I have not allowed myself to be like every other male in her life. But I don’t want to believe it. She has given her word. I saw the look of despair on her face when I gave her the ultimatum. She will never know how afraid I was that she would meet my bluff. Could I have so easily let her go? I am not sure, and I’m happy that I don’t have to find out. 
 
    She rocks up and down my length, and I can take no more. I must kiss her. I must see her face. Nudging her with my shoulder, she lifts her head and covers her mouth with mine. My cock bobs inside her, feeling her hot, needy mouth against mine, the scent of her almost overpowering every other sense I have. This kiss does not lie. I feel no betrayal here. But I do think she is frightened. 
 
    “Do not be afraid,” I whisper between kisses. “Your secrets will be safe with me.” 
 
    She nods, still looking so unsure. “You say that now. But what happens—” 
 
    “No more talk.” As much as I want her to spill her darkest secrets, it is difficult to focus while burying my cock inside her. When I want nothing more than to kiss her voluptuous mouth and touch her soft, supple curves. I had no idea an alien could feel as though they were built for me. I’ve experienced plenty of pleasure with Arizona in the past but knowing she is going to reveal her past sets me ablaze with lust. My sack is full and my cock erect. I am worried that the right (or wrong?) motion will force my seed to spill. Maybe that wouldn’t be such a terrible thing, though, so I hold Arizona closer, pushing her up and down the length of my cock, listening to those throaty little gasps of pleasure that come from her mouth. 
 
    “Drozass,” she gasps, hiding her face from mine once more. I don’t mind so much. She digs her blunt nails into my skin and tears at it, as though trying to find purchase, but I rock her harder. More quickly. Making sure she can’t ground herself. Find herself in control again. I want her to lose it. “More,” she rasps into my ears. “Oh, God, Drozass. Please more. You don’t know how good this feels.” 
 
    A hiss tears from my throat, knowing how much she wants me. I increase the pace, moving Arizona up and down my cock at such a speed that her long, dark locks fly. But she doesn’t complain. To others, I may seem as though I’m being rough, but Arizona takes everything I give her. 
 
    Knowing she has that much strength… that much spirit… that much desire… 
 
    I feel the changes in my body. I’m not going to last much longer. I fit so well inside of Arizona, and she’s letting me take charge. I want her to come with me, so I dip a hand between her thighs and seek out the bud between her pussy lips that brings her pleasure. I keep thrusting, and as I feel myself losing control, Arizona stiffens at my touch. 
 
    “Yes,” I say against her ears, as she shudders. “You are close, Ari.” 
 
    “So. Are. You.” Her voice is as strained as mine. We’re both barely holding on. 
 
    We both want the other to come first. 
 
    We both want to please the other. 
 
    I pull Arizona closer to me. “I will come if you do.” 
 
    She nods hard, seemingly lost in her lust, but it’s enough to permit me to gently pinch her clit as I thrust in deep. Her cunt spasms and I feel her come undone, just as I do. Incoherent words fly from both her and my lips as we climax as one. I want to keep going, but when Arizona goes limp in my arms as the last of her aftershocks rock through her tiny, toned frame, I slow. There is no need to push her too hard. She has given her word. I have given her a pleasure session that has left her weak in my arms.  
 
    Looking down, I notice her eyes are still half-lidded. She looks as though she’s trying to pull herself together, and feeling her wiggle slightly, I remove her from my cock and settle her down on her back on the sheets. I lay beside her, watching as she continues to catch her breath. 
 
    “Not bad?” I ask. 
 
    She doesn’t turn to me. “Not bad.” 
 
    But she smiles. Oh, scheita, she smiles up at the ceiling, and the sun rayers hit her glistening skin. She has no idea how beautiful she is. How cute. She is sexy, yes. My Arizona is sex. But behind closed curtains, she’s soft. Vulnerable. Self-conscious. Shy. Happy. Fragile. 
 
    I can’t help myself and wrap my arm around her shoulder and pull her body up against my chest. She lamely attempts to stir. 
 
    “I’m not one for snuggles after fucking, you know.” 
 
    I smile into her hair, kissing the top of her head. “I think you are.” I pull her closer, and the struggles lessen immediately. I want her to feel safe in my arms. As safe as she ever can be. “And I think what we did was more than just not bad. Can’t you humor me a little, Ari?” 
 
    “I suppose it was a little better than not bad.” 
 
    I can’t stop the chuckle that rises from my throat. I suppose I can’t push her too much, too quickly. I will take what I can get. “But I do think it is time for a chat, don’t you think?” She stiffens. “Are you not ready? If not—” 
 
    “No,” she interrupts, still all but shaking in my arms. “I might as well tell you now. No reason to put it off any longer.” 
 
    I swallow hard, and for the briefest of moments, I wonder if I am truly ready to learn the past of a top working Intergalactic Call-Girl. 
 
    Arizona’s lips part. 
 
    I guess it’s too late to take it back now. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Arizona 
 
      
 
    I want to tell myself that Drozass will be okay with what I’m about to say to him. I’m feeling especially vulnerable at this moment, naked with his large, scaled body pressed up against mine. The entire lair smells like sex; heady and earthy, but it’s not an altogether unpleasant scent. I’m coming to like the smoky, sweet scent of Drozass. The taste isn’t bad, either. I smile to myself, wishing this moment could end just as it is right now. I don’t want to talk about my past, but I don’t like going back on my word even more. 
 
    He pulls me closer. “If you are not ready to speak, I will give you more time.” 
 
    I frown. “I’m ready. I’m thinking about how best to word it.” 
 
    “There is no right or wrong way to speak about your past, Arizona. Say what is on your mind, and I will listen until you are finished.” 
 
    If only he knew how difficult this is for me. Everything I stand for will shatter at my feet if I hear myself say it out loud. Alaska is not afraid to speak of it around me, but she will not say anything to others. She knows the damage this could do to my reputation, and default, hers. Kansas is probably the same way. All my family members know the sins I committed, the things I have done to save my skin. I want to believe that even if Drozass no longer wants me after hearing what I have to say, he will not ruin future assignments for me. I take in a deep, shuddering breath, trying to keep the words separate from the images from the past. I don’t want to picture that night. But it happens without permission as I close my eyes. “It happened on Sidetha.” 
 
    Drozass stiffens but doesn’t say anything. I wonder if he’s surprised that my terrible secret took place on his homeworld. If he wants to urge me to go on, he’s got damn good self-control because he remains silent. He doesn’t ask me to elaborate. He doesn’t ask me to hurry up. He merely waits as I gather myself. 
 
    “There were five of us on this assignment. Myself, Alaska, Dakota, Kansas and… Washington.” He stiffens, offering nothing. Aliens have noticed the missing member of my family, but most are wise enough not to ask. It’s a part of the lifestyle. You lose people occasionally. Traveling planet to planet is exhausting, and aliens can’t always remember all the rules and protocol. I lick my lips. “Washington was doing her usual thing, hooking up with a side piece while on assignment. That was her way, you know? I always warned her it was a bad idea, but she always promised to never get her heart involved. She stayed true to that promise for the most part. I guess she thought Baxtus was different.” I dare to lift my chin. “Baxtus? Have you ever heard of him? He was a lower-ranked tothid.” 
 
    He shakes his head. “I am sorry, Ari. I am not familiar with tothids.” 
 
    He says nothing more, and immediately, I lower my head. “Well, whatever. Washington was hooking up with Baxtus, and I didn’t care. So long as my girls kept a strong head on their shoulders, I didn’t care what they did between assignments. But I could tell Washington was falling for the rich son of a bitch. He would show up some nights with naya flowers. He’d make promises about giving her extra credits so she could be comfortable. The whole thing. It was obvious he was rich, and I warned her to be careful on the night of the Soothax party. I suppose you’ve never heard of him either?” When Drozass shakes his head above mine, I continue. “Anyway, I’d heard that Soothax was a piece of work. Wealthy bastard. When we first arrived at his estate, we were asked to strip and stand on platters scattered around the tables. They ordered us to dance. So, we did. Things made me a little uneasy, especially the way Soothax was looking at me, but I blew it off, thinking he was just another creepy alien with too much credits. And that’s kind of when things started falling apart.” 
 
    I notice footsteps beyond the curtain and quickly lock my lips together, not wanting to risk anyone hearing this part of the story. It’s too shameful. Once the halls fall silent, I swear Drozass kisses the top of my head. 
 
    “Baxtus showed up to the party,” I say in a low voice. “I noticed the change immediately in Washington. She froze up, and Soothax began barking orders about doing what he paid her for. But she couldn’t look away. Not from Baxtus, and I guess this pissed off Soothax because he stormed up to the table and pulled her down. I felt his eyes on me, but I didn’t want to draw any attention to myself, and so I prayed and hoped everything would be all right. Spoiler alert. It wasn’t.” 
 
    Drozass hisses. “The tothids are not known for tolerance. Or kindness, for that matter.” 
 
    “Some aren’t,” I remind him. “I don’t like to lump everyone together. But I guess in this case, you are correct. Soothax had Washington standing before him, and though it was obvious he was humiliating her, it was like she was numb to all of it. And Baxtus? He didn’t do anything. He could have put a stop to the whole thing, but I swear, they were in it together. They locked eyes, Drozass. I swear to God, they locked eyes. Baxtus knew what was happening.” I begin to tremble in his arms. “Washington refused to do what Soothax wanted. Going as far as rejecting him in front of everyone.” 
 
    “Refusing a tothid is illegal,” Drozass says in a rumbling voice. “Your friend… err, your family member. She refused a hosting tothid? But the punishment is—” 
 
    “The hunt,” I say in a low, raspy voice. “Yes, I know. The guards at the party read her rights. She would be tried as a Sidyth female. They would send her to the hunt. Her and twenty-nine punished female Sidyths would be sent to their deaths for the highers’ amusement. All a little too Hunger Games if you ask me.” 
 
    “Hunger games?” 
 
    “Never mind,” I say quietly. “She would be sent to the hunt. But for some reason, I wasn’t afraid. I knew Soothax, for all his pomp and blustering, had to be a reasonable male. I planned to set Washington free by doing what I always did when one of my girls found themselves in trouble.” 
 
    Drozass’ expression darkens. “You were going to pleasure him.” 
 
    For some reason, my cheeks grow hot. I want to believe it’s not a blush, but it’s something damn close. I hate the idea that Drozass must hear this part. How easily I give and take pleasure for the sake of my girls. But he needs to hear it if he’s so set on learning about my past. Because this part of the story is part of me – a part of who I am. I’m a whore. I have sex without actually being there. It’s my greatest strength. It’s what makes me so valuable. Aliens across the universe think I enjoy every moment with them when actually I’m somewhere else entirely in my mind. Hopefully, Drozass can understand this. “I had to. It was the only way. I’d heard that Soothax liked pleasure.” My nose scrunches up. “But he didn’t want that.” 
 
    “Didn’t want pleasure? Didn’t want pleasure from you?” He sounds surprised. “What else could he possibly want?” 
 
    I swallow hard. “S-servitude.” 
 
    “Servitude? So, he did want you?” 
 
    I let out a bitter chuckle. “He wanted me, all right. Just not in the way I’d hoped. He didn’t want a fuck and done type of deal. He didn’t want twenty-four hours. He didn’t want a day or a week. He didn’t want to be able to do anything he wanted with me for a short amount of time. Believe me, I asked. I offered everything I could. But the thing he wanted was something I couldn’t give him. And that’s my entire being.” I risk another look up at Drozass through my eyelashes. Even though I’m trying so desperately not to relive this specific moment, it’s inescapable. 
 
    Soothax sneered at me with guards flanking him on either side while making his demands. Saying Washington could go, but I’d have to stay. I remember asking him, why? Repeatedly, I kept asking him, why, why, why? It always worked like this. If one of my girls got themselves into a jam, I did what I had to get them out of it. But Soothax wouldn’t hear any of it. 
 
    “He said I’d grown arrogant. He said he knew that pleasure was easy for me to give and take. And so he wanted more. He wanted to best the great Arizona. He said the term was a joke. Great Arizona? He spat in my face and called me a whore. He said I needed to learn my place. And so he offered me an ultimatum. He was prepared to drop all charges against Washington if I signed papers pronouncing to the entire universe that I was his property. His personal human whore.” I blink back the tears, burying my face in Drozass’ firm chest. “He would do whatever he wanted with me. He said he had plans to tour me around the universe and show he bested the great whore Arizona. He said humiliation would be my life. I deserved it for acting as though my clients and myself were equals. He said, so long as I agreed to his terms, he would set Washington free.” 
 
    “And you didn’t sign?” 
 
    I shake my head, and finally, the tears fall. “I c-couldn’t do it. My answer was instantaneous. Of course, I wasn’t going to subject myself to that. I wasn’t prepared to live my life that way. It was selfish, but I don’t think anything would have made me change my answer. And even though I knew I would be all right, there was still the shame. Soothax laughed at me. Laughed. Spat and gurgled. He waved his hands around. Hear and see this! The whore who cares for family truly only cares for herself. It is a shameful existence, yes? Today is the day we have shown the whore who is really in charge of Sidetha. Long live the fatherland!” I cough, not wanting to ruin my voice while impersonating him. “He said I could keep the rest of my beloved family with me, but to always remember that it can all be taken away.” I shake my head. “And he’s right, you know? He’s right. This can all be taken away. I’ll be damned if I fuck over one of my sisters again. Don’t you see, Drozass? Why I can’t be with you? I refused to give up my life to be a slave for Soothax, but then taken you? Do you see how horrible that would make me? I’d be a fraud. If I’m ready to stop working, why didn’t I stop working to save her? To make my life worth something? I was selfish once; I can’t bear being selfish again.” 
 
    A sob wracks through my body, and all the while Drozass remains silent. Gods. He’s heard it now. Why I can’t Choose him. What if Washington ever found out? Saw me from beyond the grave or something? She probably already knows I betrayed her to save my skin. How would she feel knowing I refused to take Soothax, but happily accepted Drozass? Another Sidyth? 
 
    I’m a terrible person. Yes, I kept my family together, but I made the ultimate sacrifice. Worst of all, I didn’t even sacrifice myself. I sacrificed her. 
 
    “Maybe it was the right decision.” Drozass’ voice startles me violently, and I push away from his chest, looking up with tears streaming down my cheeks. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Maybe it was the right decision.” He shrugs. “You’re the leader, yes?” I nod awkwardly. “It sounds to me like they tried to break up your entire family. You’re at the head. If they took you down, they could have easily split up the rest, right?” I nod shakily, trying to process his words. It feels like empty reasoning, but at least he’s trying to understand. Trying to make excuses for the terrible things I’ve done. “If you would have given yourself to Soothax, what would have happened to the others?” 
 
    “The others?” My voice is soft but steady. 
 
    “Yes. The two yellow-haired ones. The one with dirt on her face. Would they have been willing to do what you do to keep the family together? Or would they have allowed themselves to be split apart? Without you, they probably would have gotten away with anything. But with you as the leader, there was still power. Strength. Recognition. You may have lost one of your members, but you saved the other three, Ari.” He shrugs. “That’s how I see it, anyway.” 
 
    His words wash over me. Really? Is that what he thinks? He’s completely wrong, but maybe there’s some truth to his speculation. Soothax probably would have tried to split everyone up. 
 
    I can only imagine the reputation he would have created for himself. The Sidyth who proved not only their females are weak, but human females as well. He would have been famous. Because as much as I love and care for my girls, I can’t see Kansas or Alaska making the sacrifices I did. They want to stay alive, sure. But without me, would they see the point of staying together? 
 
    Is some part of what Drozass said, true? Did I keep the State Girls together? 
 
    It’s such a pleasant thought, but it doesn’t mean I feel any better about Washington’s fate. She’s dead because of me. Maybe if I’d signed the paper, we’d both still be alive. I shudder to think what Soothax would have put me through at this point, but it’s not a reality. This is — the alien laying in the bed beside me, trying to make my selfishness come across as a great sacrifice. 
 
    “That’s a nice thought,” I say quietly. “But Washington is still gone because of me.” 
 
    “She was sent to the hunt,” Drozass corrects. “She might have survived.” 
 
    “No human could have survived it.” He hums, not entirely agreeing with me, but being polite enough not to say it out loud. “She’s dead. And though it’s great that I’m not and the other girls are—” 
 
    “Being a leader isn’t easy.” 
 
    I dare to snort. “No. It’s not. But at least now you know why I can’t be with you.” 
 
    “I see.” His terse response forces me to lift my chin and cock my head to the side in question. “So you can’t be with me because you don’t want to be happy? You would rather spend the rest of your life punishing yourself?” 
 
    “N-no,” I say, though my voice is shaking. “It’s more than that. You heard what I did. I refused to be with Soothax—” 
 
    “He didn’t want a mate. He wanted a slave. He wanted to ruin you. That’s not the same.” 
 
    “Damn right! And that’s why I was too cowardly to accept his terms.” 
 
    “All right, you didn’t accept his terms. The highers sent Wash-ein-tun to the hunt. She may still be alive—” 
 
    “She’s not!” I push hard against his chest, wanting to beat him with my fists, but there’s no point. He’s too strong. “She’s dead. She’s dead because of me.” 
 
    “So, because of that, you’re not allowed to be happy? Are you not allowed to take a mate? You won’t Choose me because you saved three other females?” 
 
    I shake my head. “You’re not understanding. You don’t understand.” 
 
    “I think I understand perfectly. You’re afraid of happiness. You think you don’t deserve it.” 
 
    My heart thuds heavily against my chest, and I manage to free myself from Drozass’ grip. I need space. I need room to breathe. “You don’t understand. It’s something that’s been eating away at me. Killing me on the inside. You don’t know how much—” 
 
    “How much, what? How much you need to punish yourself?” He stands, but I back away to the opposite side of the room. I want him to touch me. To comfort me. But I can’t let it happen. “Arizona, you asked me to hear your secrets, and then you would let me decide what to do with them. Is that everything?” When I don’t answer, he steps closer, falling to his knees before me. “Is that everything you have to tell me?” 
 
    “Yes.” I stare down at him, fighting so hard not to cry as he stares up at me. 
 
    “Did we not say that it would be up to me what to do with that information?” 
 
    “Y-yes.” I hate how my voice shakes. “But—” 
 
    “But nothing,” he hisses. “I’ve heard your secrets. Now I have my answer.” 
 
    I feel like I’m going to vomit. So soon? He’s ready to give his answer? I thought he would want to think it over, but Drozass looks so sure as he slowly rises to his full height. “You do? You don’t have to answer me now. I can go. You should think about this, Drozass. I’m not only damaged goods, but I’m also not a good person.” 
 
    “Sounds like you think you already know my answer.” 
 
    I lift my chin. “I… I don’t know. You’re so difficult to read. I can’t tell—” 
 
    “I still want you.” Startled, I stumble back a few inches, but he’s quick to capture my hips with his enormous hands. “You can pretend to be shocked all you want, but you know you expected this all along, Arizona.” 
 
    “But,” I stammer, searching for words and excuses that I’m sure I’m not going to find. I try to move out from his grip, but it only tightens, securing me in front of him. “Everything I told you… you can’t…” 
 
    “It is your past.” He leans down closer, brushing his lips against mine. “Why won’t you focus on your future?” 
 
    “Drozass—” 
 
    “Let me be your future, I mean.” 
 
    My eyes pop open when he seals his words with a kiss, claiming my mouth with the same ferocity he had even before I told him everything. And though my brain screams that this isn’t the right decision, my body will hear nothing of it. I snake my arms around Drozass’ strong, defined shoulders and stand on my tiptoes to deepen the kiss. And Gods, it feels so good. 
 
    He knows what I’ve done. The things I’ve done. And he’s still here. Kissing, claiming me and wanting me. It all feels so good. 
 
    So why does it feel like it’s not over yet? 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Drozass 
 
      
 
    The following planetary rotations fill me with mixed emotions. I’ve managed to keep Arizona from crawling back into her guilt, but I’ve also kept her away from her female companions. I know she thinks about them, but I’m worried that if she sees them, she will regret sharing her past with me. Allowing me to accept that past, and by extension, her. And though I am relieved she has given me a part of herself, she still has not Chosen me as a mate. She says this is something she could never do. She thinks it would not be fair to that female she left behind on the fatherland. I don’t understand, but I must, because otherwise, I fear she will not stay by my side otherwise. 
 
    Staring at the back of her head while still lying in bed, I lean over her. “What are you thinking about?” 
 
    “You don’t want to know.” 
 
    “But I do.” Gently, I seize her shoulder and pull her, so she’s on her other side, facing me. “You miss the other females, yes? The yellow-haired ones? The dirty-faced one?” She smirks. “What? Why do you laugh?” 
 
    “The way you categorize them. We’ve been here over a year. Haven’t you bothered learning their names? The yellow-haired ones, as you call them, are Alaska and Dakota. And the dirt-faced one is Kansas. And that isn’t dirt. They’re freckles.” She snickers, and it’s such a beautiful sound that my cock hardens without permission. “You can’t honestly say you don’t know their names.” 
 
    “Their names don’t matter to me.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because they’re not my mate.” 
 
    She frowns, stiffening. “You know my name. But I’m not your mate.” 
 
    I return the frown, barely fighting off my frustration. “I suppose that is true.” I pull her closer, and though she struggles, I make sure she cannot escape. “I must ask you, are we never to speak of Wash-ein-tun again?” Her eyes widen. “Do not think I will ever go back on my word. I only wish to know if the conversation topic is still open between us.” 
 
    Her dark eyes dart to the side and then back at me. “I don’t know what else there is to talk about…” 
 
    “So, we can speak about it?” 
 
    She nods, though she doesn’t quite look sure. I hate how she’s still so uncomfortable speaking about the lost human female. Does she not understand that her past does not matter to me? Does she not realize that fighting to remain unhappy is not the answer? My brother Glykoran did not believe he deserved happiness after the highers killed his mate and sprog, but he managed to get through it with a new mate. Doesn’t Arizona see the connection? We could have that as well. I could help her. Heal her. Give her happiness even if she thinks she does not deserve it. If only she would let me. “Does it make you uncomfortable?” 
 
    “Of course it makes me uncomfortable, Drozass,” she says, sitting up in bed with her back to me. She throws her legs over the edge as she shoulders bunch together. “I’m all about protecting my family. That’s who I am. It’s all I am. It’s the only thing I have. I couldn’t even keep it together. I only cared about myself, just like Soothax said I would.” She shakes her head. “I didn’t even get to tell Washington what happened. I don’t know if anyone told her. She probably thinks I didn’t care. She probably thinks I betrayed her. And if by some small chance she’s alive and could see what I’m doing now, I wouldn’t blame her for wanting to kill me.” 
 
    “Don’t say that,” I snarl. “You kept your family together because of that sacrifice. And that has nothing to do with what’s happening now.” 
 
    “It doesn’t?” 
 
    “No,” I hiss. “It doesn’t. Punishing yourself doesn’t change anything. You think I like seeing you punish yourself over things that cannot be changed? Would you want Uh-las-kah to do that? Or Kansas?” I make sure to say the names to prove I have been paying attention. “Don’t you think they think you deserve to be happy? For everything you’ve done for them over the galaxies? Don’t you think they want you to be happy?” 
 
    “No,” she grumbles. “I don’t think that.” 
 
    Her answer startles me. She’s so wrong. I’ve spoken to some of the other females, and they want Arizona to be happy. They know they can’t keep traveling together for much longer. Aliens don’t like it. They’re looking for ways to break them apart and what happened with Soothax is only the beginning. Ari needs to find safety. Security. She needs to stop working while she can end her career peacefully. The next male who offers may not have as good of intentions as I, but she fights so hard. She is so convinced that she doesn’t deserve anything other than punishment and humiliation. It makes me so frustrated that I curl my hand into a fist. 
 
    “You don’t know them,” Arizona says. “Alaska doesn’t care about anything. She’s like a robot. I think she only agreed to come with me because she was too lazy to fight me about it. She agrees to everything I say and does it without complaint.” 
 
    “Maybe it’s because she respects you.” 
 
    She snorts. “Maybe. Anyway, Dakota is sweet, but I know I’ve all but lost her. She’s happy here. She’s afraid to admit it to me, but she’s happy with Cade. Even if I were to leave, I bet she’d fight to stay here. And Kansas…” she trails off, and I find myself sliding closer to her at the edge of the bed. I itch to touch her skin, but she probably wouldn’t like it. “Kansas will think I’m weak.” 
 
    “Weak?” I’m shocked by her concern. “Why would you—” 
 
    “I met her when she was convinced she was in love with another alien – an Entla. I saved her, but she doesn’t see it that way. She thinks he loved her. I’m sure she believes that even now. She thinks I’m cold as ice, and she’s waiting for a chance to prove I have feelings too. She knows about Washington, and she would probably hate me for it if she didn’t have such a problem with Washington in the first place. But whatever. She’ll laugh at me if I Choose a mate.” 
 
    “Why?” I hiss. 
 
    “Because when this all ends, I’ll have nothing but weakness. We’ll leave, and you’ll be here, and I’ll be with Kansas who would never let me live this down. She’d be able to say I’m just like everyone else. My strength is all I have left to hold on to, Drozass. My ability to shut off my emotions. I think it’s the only reason she respects me at all. If I give my heart to an alien only to have it pulled out from under me—” 
 
    “Who says this has to end?” Unable to control myself any longer, I rise and sit beside her on the bed. She’s trembling, and I wrap an arm around her shoulders. “This doesn’t have to end. I don’t know why you keep saying that. It’s been an Earth year, Arizona. You must come to believe this isn’t going to end. You’re safe. You’re allowed to be happy. You’re allowed to Choose a mate.” 
 
    She’s quiet, only shaking her head as though refusing to allow herself to process the words.  
 
    “Yes, Ari,” I whisper. “You’re allowed. You’re allowed.” 
 
    “No.” She’s all but whimpering. “She’d… she’d never let me live it down.” 
 
    “Who cares what she thinks? Especially when it’s not going to happen?” 
 
    “It’ll happen. It always happens. Happiness. Comfort. Safety. It’s all only temporary.” 
 
    I low hiss escapes my throat without permission, but her words nearly shatter me. Is this how all females live, or is this a human female thing? I don’t know, but it leaves me so angry that I just about have to leave so I can spar one of my brothers to release some frustration. 
 
    I cannot stand that this is how she feels. 
 
    Happiness is temporary. Comfort is temporary. She doesn’t deserve love. 
 
    Arizona’s sadness radiates from her skin like a rotting tarba fruit. It’s awful, and yet, I cannot pull away from her. She needs me. I need to find a way to break through her beliefs. I refuse to think her companions will laugh at her. That is certainly not the indication I received when I spoke with any of them. Do the females on my planet feel the same as Arizona? I know they are not whores, but they don’t have rights. Perhaps the feelings are similar. I feel ashamed not only for my people but my homeworld as I pull the shaky female into my lap. 
 
    “It doesn’t have to be temporary,” is all I can muster. “You’re here to stay, Arizona. Now and forever. You may not have Chosen me, but I’ve Chosen you. You have my hearts and my soul.” 
 
    “And the body?” She’s trying to tease, but I’m not quite in the mood. 
 
    “You will see. Each passing you will see that this is not temporary. Your happiness does not have to be temporary. Nor your safety or comfort. I am here, and I will care for you.” 
 
    “I don’t need anyone to care for me,” she mutters. “I can take care of myself. Allowing anyone else to do that would only prove that I’m weak—” 
 
    “Stop saying that word. Love does not make you weak. Neither does happiness.” I pull her away from my chest, locking my golden eyes with her dark brown ones. I know this is hard for her, but I really want to believe that slowly, but surely, I’m breaking down her walls. She’s probably tired of hearing my promises, but I’ll keep saying them. I’ll say them over and over until they find their way into her heart. 
 
    Because Arizona will remain on Hethdiss. Even if Prince Korben returns home with his human mate, and I am not welcome, I still stay here with her. I will never let another male touch her. Frighten her. Scare her. And if I do ever find out that her female companions laughed at her or called her weak, I am not sure what I will do. I will not hurt a female, but perhaps, I would severely injure their Chosen mates. 
 
    Suddenly, the air in my lair is stifling, and I want to get away. “Come on,” I say, lifting Arizona in my arms. She’s startled but wraps her arms tightly around my neck for a moment before pulling away. 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “Out. We’ve been in my lair for far too long. I need sun. Fresh air.” 
 
    “I think it’s raining. Don’t you hate the rain?” 
 
    I resist hissing. I do hate the rain. Anything cold. Wet. But I still need to get away from this lair. We both do. I shrug, and stride toward my lair opening, pushing the curtain aside with my food so I can march right through. 
 
    The fields beyond the second lair are dismal. The sky smells like rain and wet wildlife, and it’s not the least bit pleasant. But thanks to the scent, none of my brothers roam around. Most are probably sparing in the secondary Gathering Room while their females roll their eyes. I set Arizona down on her feet, jutting my chin out into the fields. “Humans don’t have a problem with this kind of weather, yes?” 
 
    She nods. “I’ve always liked the rain. Not as much as York, but it’s all right.” 
 
    “Should we go out then?” I go to reach for her, but she jumps back. 
 
    “Don’t you hate the rain?” 
 
    “I like being with you. Besides, it’s already slowing up.” I hold my hand out from under the shelter of the lair, and only a few drops strike my palm. I smile at Arizona, and though she still looks skeptical, I think she’s also relieved to get out of the lair for a little while. And I’m happy to endure some discomfort for her. The rain stings the scales on my shoulders, but I manage to bite my annoyance. Arizona looks at peace. Occasionally she stops and stares up into the sky, allowing the droplets to strike and fall down her brown cheeks. 
 
    “You’re beautiful.” The words come to me without permission, and she jerks back toward me. 
 
    “You want your dick sucked or something?” For the first time in several rotations, her smile reaches her eyes. “Because compliments are a fabulous way to get me going.” 
 
    I chuckle. “I do not require your mouth on my cock at this moment. Come, let's head toward the talas.” 
 
    She doesn’t look as though she quite believes me, but that’s fine because she slips her tiny hand into mine and squeezes it. The motion sends a pang of arousal straight to the tip of my cock, and thankfully, Arizona doesn’t notice. Or if she does, she’s polite enough not to point it out. I don’t know what this female does to me. She’s beautiful, but it’s the little things that set me off. And though the rain hurts and I sense someone roaming around the borders, I’m so happy to focus on it. Arizona is carefree. I sense no fear or discomfort in her scent. 
 
    By the time we’re at the borders and staring into the fields ahead, Arizona has such a tranquil calm about her. I’m glad we’re alone out here. Most of my brothers probably haven’t noticed that the rain has let up, so I have her all to myself. I use this time to distract her, speaking of the northern and southern territories. The outsiders. She steals a look up at me. 
 
    “And Chocal?” she asks. “He’s an outsider, right?” 
 
    I nod. “Yes. Though I am not entirely too sure of his reasons for returning. He’s large. He doesn’t need to rely on the support of others.” 
 
    She snickers, catching me off guard. “Everyone gets lonely, Drozass. Maybe he wanted friends?” 
 
    I snort. “Chocal does not work that way.” 
 
    Her expression shifts. “How does he work?” 
 
    “Your guess is as accurate as mine.” Instead, I pull her to me, enjoying the feel of her body. Her soft breasts pressing into my chest. “I’d rather hold you close. I’d rather stand still together.” 
 
    She looks puzzled. “You brought me out here so you could stand still with me?” 
 
    “Is that all right?” I dare to smile, hoping I haven’t somehow offended her. I don’t know a lot about human mating rituals and perhaps she doesn’t enjoy standing in chilly, damp air. I would love it if that were the case, but Arizona doesn’t seem like she wants to go anywhere. “Will you stand still with me?” 
 
    She shakes her head. “That’s a quote from Sex and the City.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Another snicker. Another shake of her head as she burrows under my arm. “I guess standing still is nice once in a while.” 
 
    A comfortable silence falls between us as I keep Arizona close to my side. I hear others leaving the lairs, probably noticing the change in weather, and I have no problem shifting Arizona and myself, so we’re hidden from the others behind a tala. I know how much she wants to see the others, but I’m not ready to give up this privacy yet. Not when I’m convinced everything will be ruined with a single wrong word from one of her female companions. “I’ve enjoyed this.” I lean down to kiss the top of her head. “Being with you is wonderful. You know this, yes? No female has ever filled me with such happiness.” 
 
    She snorts. “You make it sound like I’m some demure princess and not a space whore.” 
 
    “I won’t have you speak of yourself that way.” 
 
    “Why not? It’s what I am.” 
 
    “Not anymore.” 
 
    She rolls her eyes and frustration boils through me. This is why I’m so afraid. I’ll never be able to break down her walls. That my words will never reach her. There’s one way to catch Arizona’s attention, but I’m not even sure if she’s in the mood for what she needs most. She doesn’t need to hear sweet words. She needs fucked. Hard. She needs to feel my obsession with having her. Feel my overwhelming desire to claim her. I tilt her chin up and claim her full, pink lips with a kiss, lifting her off the ground with ease. 
 
    “What are you doing?” she asks breathlessly between kisses. 
 
    “Tired of talking,” I hiss, kissing her once more. “For now.” 
 
    Her eyes grow hooded. “Oh? Does this mean you’re in the mood for me sucking you off after all?” 
 
    “Not exactly.” 
 
    I press her back up against the trunk of the nearest tala, shimmying down my shorts so my cock can spring free. Arizona moans, and her entire demeanor changes within moments. Unease and hesitation are taken over by desire and lust. I love it. I love her. And though this is only a temporary solution, I’m happy to take it for now. Whether she wants to believe it or not, she is here to stay. She will be here with me. She will be my mate. Arizona will continue to fight me, but so long as her female companions do not make her question her choices, I will find my way through her defenses. 
 
    A shiver runs up my spine despite my resolve. 
 
    Someone watches us. 
 
    And though I’m doing everything in my power to convince myself that I'm paranoid, I cannot shake the feeling. 
 
    Someone is observing Arizona and me. 
 
    But who? And why? 
 
    I try not to think about it. But it takes all the focus I have to come at the same time as Ari. Despite everything, nothing will stop me from making sure her pleasure means just as much to me as my own. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    Arizona 
 
      
 
    Someone’s spying on us. Drozass feels it, though he won’t say anything. But I’m not an idiot. I’ve worked and stayed alive this long to know when someone is watching me. And someone has been watching either Drozass or me lately. Or maybe our mystery stalker is watching both of us. I keep waiting for Drozass to bring it up because there’s no way he hasn’t noticed, but his lips remain shut. I made some comments in hopes of forcing him to admit something’s off, but he refuses to bite. And though I’m dying to talk to Alaska or Dakota about it, I’m afraid what will happen if I do. 
 
    The past several days, the only person I feel comfortable speaking with other than Drozass is Dakota, and I’m certainly not going to tell her that I think I have a fucking stalker. It scares me that while I have a few vague ideas of who it could be, nothing truly makes sense. It could be Iriel, but he’s never been particularly interested in me. It could be Kansas’ or Dakota’s mates, making sure that nothing weird is happening. Or it could be one of those outsiders that Drozass mentioned. From what I understand, they don’t have the same connections as Prince Korben, so they don’t exactly have females of their own to help pass the time. So, despite all my reservations, sitting out in the fields with Dakota, when I’m convinced everyone is out of earshot, I pull my knees closer to my chest. “Dakota, have you ever had a client who kept an eye on you? Even when you weren’t working for him?” 
 
    She turns “Jesus, Arizona. I don’t think of Cade as just a client.” 
 
    “No, no,” I say, waving my hands around. “I’m not talking about Cade. I’m not even talking about anything here on this assignment. I mean, in general. In the past. Have you ever had an alien follow you around even though you weren’t technically working for him?” 
 
    Finally, she seems to think this over seriously. Out of the corner of my eye, I notice Alaska lift her chin, and to my horror, rises and strolls over. I flash my attention back to Dakota. “Change of subject,” I hiss. “Forget I asked anything.” 
 
    Alaska takes a seat beside us, frowning as always despite her soft, delicate features. After flipping her damn near perfect wavy blonde hair over her shoulder, her sharp blue eyes focus on both of us. “Didn’t know you were into girl chat, Arizona.” She smiles, revealing a perfect set of white teeth. 
 
    I don’t return the smile, and Dakota shifts uneasily as though she’d prefer to get up and leave right now. I’m sure she’s afraid. I meet Alaska’s judgmental look right on. “If I wasn’t into girl talk, what would be the point of surrounding myself with a bunch of bitches?” 
 
    Her smile drops slightly. Thank hell. I’m not really in the mood for her, but I don’t exactly want her to realize that either. 
 
    “What are you two talking about?” 
 
    “Nothing,” Dakota chirps, ruining my entire plan to be nonchalant. 
 
    Alaska’s catlike grin returns. “Nothing, huh? Didn’t look like nothing.” She pretends to glance around the fields before circling her attention back to me. “The weather’s decent today. You could practically set up a picnic here. We could all do with a little more eating out in our life, couldn’t we?” She snickers behind her hand, fixing her gaze on me. “What do you think, Ari? Don’t you think we could all use a more eating out in our life?” 
 
    Dakota grins, proud with herself for getting the joke, but I’m fuming. 
 
    “Where is Drozass by the way?” Alaska purrs. “I haven’t seen him.” 
 
    “Where’s Taylis?” I shoot back, enjoying the rare look of surprise on her face. “He’s your pleasure mate, isn’t he? Unless… did something happen with you two? Don’t tell me he kicked you out.” 
 
    “Shut up,” Alaska hisses. “We’re fine.” 
 
    “So are Drozass and me.” I finally grin right back at Alaska, knowing I’ve plucked a nerve. I guess she cares more about Taylis than even she wants to admit openly. Now that Alaska is finally calm, I trace my fingers through the longer teal blades of grass. “He’s a good male,” I say in a low voice. “But like so many of the others he has too many expectations.” 
 
    Alaska’s eyebrows shoot up sky high. “Expectations. You mean, he wants a future with you.” She doesn’t even bother asking a question. She doesn’t need to. Her expression shifts. “I know how that goes,” she says in a low voice, but before I can ask what she means, she speaks over me. “But you’re totally against that, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Would you like me to be?” She swallows. “Because, when we first arrived, you didn’t believe this assignment was anything special. But then when Blythe started spending time with Korben, and we were all released from the Gathering Room, you were on team Blythe. And now you’re…” I trail off, waiting patiently to see if she’ll fill in the blank. For just a moment, her lips part, ready to provide an answer, but then her expression hardens. 
 
    “I’m with you, Arizona,” she says crisply. “Whatever you want to do. Whatever you want to believe. I’m with you.” She shares a look with Dakota. “We’re all with you.” 
 
    “What about Kansas?” I ask. “Kansas has not only been talking to the alien I’m fucking. She wants to stay. She believes these aliens are planning to keep us.” I wave my hand in Dakota’s direction. “I already know her opinion,” I lie, hoping to bait Alaska and Dakota dutifully keeps her mouth shut. “But I’m interested, Alaska. You’re spending a lot of time with Taylis. Are you considering their words more seriously? Do you think we can stay here? Rather, do you want to stay here if the option were available?” 
 
    “Whatever you want to do, Arizona.” 
 
    Heat prickles the top of my head, and my temples throb with frustration. “You have an opinion on the subject, but you’re fucking afraid to say it.” 
 
    “I’m afraid?” She smirks. “That’s a laugh.” 
 
    “You think I’m afraid of something?” I ask, frowning. I know what she’s going to say, but I at least want her to have the fucking vag to say it to my damn face. “If you’re so against talking about yourself, fine. Talk about me. What am I so afraid of?” 
 
    Dakota shifts. “Guys. We don’t have to talk about this.” 
 
    “I think we do. We all do. Kansas keeps asking me for all these damn group meetings, but I wasn’t about it because I thought she was alone in her opinion. But apparently, I’m the one left outside the group.”  
 
    “That’s not true,” Alaska says in a low voice. 
 
    “Do you want to stay?” 
 
    “I’ll support whatever you want to do, Arizona. You know that.” 
 
    “Do you want to stay?” I spin toward Dakota. Color flashes across her cheeks. “Do you want to stay?” 
 
    “I’m the same as Alaska, Arizona. I’ll support whatever you want to do.” 
 
    “It’s what we’ve always done,” Alaska reminds me. “Even when we don’t agree with you, we support you. Don’t ever forget that. No matter what you do, we’ve always supported you.” 
 
    My eyes narrow. I know what she’s referring to. And the fact that she knows how much it bothers me and yet she still brings it up leaves me incredibly frustrated. “So that’s what it is, huh? Do you blindly follow me? Even if you don’t agree with what I do, you’ll do it anyway?” 
 
    “Washington would be alive otherwise.” 
 
    I gasp. “Shut the hell up, Alaska. You don’t know that.” 
 
    “Whatever. I don’t want to dig into the past. For whatever reason, you seem to make the right decision in the end, so I’ll support whatever you decide.” 
 
    That shuts me up. Just like that? No regard for Taylis? No future? No happiness? No true punishment about what happened to Washington? 
 
    Just going along with me because I’m her supposed alpha. Well, that’s great. 
 
    I may usually hold on to control with all my strength, but now that I have it completely, I’m not sure if I want it anymore. Maybe Drozass is right. Maybe there’s something to be said about not being in charge all the time. 
 
    I rise to my feet, ready to tell them all to vag up and make their own decisions when I notice light footsteps behind me. I turn, and I see the last person I want to see. “Kansas,” I grumble. “Hey.” 
 
    “Having a meeting without me?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Yes,” Alaska says over me at the same time. “She wants us to decide what we’re going to do here. She won’t make the decision herself for once, and she wants us to choose her for her.” 
 
    Fucking bitch. “Seriously, Alaska. What’s your problem lately? You’re such a bitch since—” 
 
    “Since you lost your nerve,” she finishes, standing as well. “That’s when I started treating you differently. You only noticed now because you care about something else other than yourself.” She points an accusing finger at me. “I love you, but you’re differently lately. Ever since we lost Washington, you’ve fucking turned into a limp dick.” 
 
    “I didn’t say that!” Dakota squeaks. “I want to stay here—” 
 
    “Shut up, Dakota,” Alaska says, rolling her eyes. 
 
    “I didn’t say that either,” Kansas says, shocking me. “All I’m saying is, I don’t want to boss anyone around, but I get that someone needs to be in charge.” She steps toward me. “But I want to stay here. I want you to admit that you want to stay too, Arizona. And it’s okay to want to stay.” 
 
    “You don’t have to punish yourself,” Dakota says. “We know you’re happy with Drozass.” 
 
    “We know you’re afraid to Choose him as a mate,” Kansas adds. “I’m sure it has something to do with what happened to Washington on Sidetha, but it also has something to do with us.” 
 
    “Us?” I snap, hating that this conversation has somehow turned into an intervention. 
 
    “All of us,” Kansas says, circling her finger around. “You hate that we could be divided. You’re clinging to us with all you’ve got, but eventually, whether we want it or not, we’re going to be split up. We’ve lasted longer than any of us expected—” 
 
    “So you bitches were talking about me,” I say accusingly, but Kansas shakes her head. 
 
    “The aliens are wising up. They’re using your dedication to us against you. It’s a challenge for them just like it’s a challenge for us all to stay together. And now when we have a chance to find happiness, together or apart, you’re throwing it away because you're scared of what happened to Washington. More importantly, scared of relying on someone you didn’t manipulate to be your supposed family member. You’re afraid to rely on someone who you feel doesn’t owe you.” 
 
    My mouth goes dry. The field starts to spin in a haze of blues, pinks, and purples. My stomach churns, but I swallow down the bile that wants to escape. Is that what they think? They all think this? They think I’m afraid of loving Drozass because he won’t owe me anything? The thought makes me sick. I’m going to throw up if I don’t get away from all of them now. I stumble backward, clutching my stomach because I’m terrified of retching all over them. “I need to lay down. I’ve got… I’ve to get away.” 
 
    “You mean run away?” Alaska asks, shaking her head. 
 
    “You don’t need to,” Kansas says, going to reach for me. “Come on. We can talk about this—Arizona!” 
 
    I spin and start to run. I haven’t run in a long time, but Alaska’s right, even though I’ll never admit it. I need to run. I need to get away. In the span of a few moments, I feel as though my entire being has been thrown to the ground and stomped on by the people I care about most. I push myself, sprinting away from the lairs. I don’t even know the direction I’m headed in, but I don’t care. If I get lost, who cares? I only like people if I feel they owe me. If something eats me, who cares? Apparently, I only care about people I feel like I own. 
 
    “Oh God,” I grumble, falling to a stop and resting my hands on my knees so I can throw up into the grass. It’s mostly liquid, but I still feel like shit. I stagger away from the mess, wiping my mouth as frustrated tears fall from my eyes. I never knew they felt that way about me. I never would have guessed. But it makes sense. Drozass would be different than Kansas, Alaska, or Dakota because I wouldn’t be in charge of him. I wouldn’t own him. I’d put my heart on the line, with the promise of getting everything or nothing in return. The thought leaves me shattered. 
 
    If he loves me, great. But what if he doesn’t? He has no ties to me — no reason to stay. 
 
    I can’t give him safety. He has it. I can’t provide him with security. He has it. Everything that I value is something he already has, and the only currency I can offer is what he doesn’t want me throwing around anyway. 
 
    I collapse into the grass, pulling my knees up to my chest, willing my mind to settle down. I don’t want to think about anything. It was so easy to blame Drozass’ age. My desire to stay with my family members. My drive to keep my title as the best at what I do. It was challenging to think about my guilt over Washington. But what was pointed out to me only moments ago hurts so much worse because I considered them my girls. My sisters. My family. 
 
    Another sob escapes, and I remain in the trees, losing track of time. Maybe it’s been a few minutes. Maybe an hour. 
 
    But, now that I’m more settled, I realize with horror that something’s followed me here. I don’t know what, but I hear footsteps in the distance. I lift my head and wipe my tears away with the back of my wrist, wondering which of my girls came out here to check and make sure I’m all right. There’s a shadow moving, but it’s too big to be Dakota or even Alaska. Quickly, I rise to my feet. The silhouette heading my way is enormous. Sidyth. 
 
    “Drozass?” The name escapes my lips without permission, and I realize my voice is still raspy from crying. I narrow my eyes, trying to get a better look as the shadow freezes, and horror falls upon me. It’s not Drozass. It’s someone else. Exer roams around the woods. Dolan, too. Maybe one of them heard me sobbing and came to check and make sure I’m okay. Honestly, I don’t care who it is… until I see who it is, and my entire body wilts. “Chocal?” 
 
    The shadow pushes away the last of the large trees away, looming over. “So it is you.” 
 
    I frown up at him. “What are you doing here?” 
 
    “I could ask you the same question,” he says, grinning as he looms ever closer. “It’s dangerous out here, you know.” 
 
    “I do know.” As he takes the final steps between us and his skin brushes up against mine, I freeze, hoping he doesn’t have any ill intentions. 
 
    “I’m not going to rape you,” he says, as though reading my mind. The idea looks as though it disgusts him. Or maybe I disgust him. I tell myself that I don’t care. 
 
    “So what are you doing here?” 
 
    He shrugs. “I don’t spend all my time around the lairs. Remember, I didn’t always hang around your males.” He breaks out into a grin. “I’m surprised to find you out here alone, though. Aren’t you usually with—” 
 
    “I’m not with Drozass all the time.” 
 
    “I was going to say those other females. Alaska. Kansas. Dakota.” He breaks out into another grin. “They are your family members, yes?” 
 
    “I thought they were,” I say, immediately regretting my words. “Nevermind. It’s nothing.” 
 
    “Humans always say the opposite of what they mean, yes?” He leans down, trying to make eye contact, but I quickly turn away, and he chuckles. “You can talk to me, you know. I don’t enjoy spreading words that were said to me in confidence.” 
 
    “I have nothing to say to you.” 
 
    “I think you are still plagued by the same problems as our last conversation, yes?” he guesses, reaching for me, but I quickly evade his long, clawed fingers. “Once again. The opposite. So you are still worried about being weak, yes?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    He chuckles once more, and I’m so enraged that I think about trying to get away and go back to the lairs. But the moment I spin, Chocal catches my arm and pulls me back to him. He’s strong. I guess I shouldn’t be surprised. Though he’s a slender build, he’s still a good three or four inches taller than Hujun or Drazal. As my body slams up against Chocal’s, I’m afraid of what his next move will be. I’m helpless to stop him from kissing me and touching me. Doing anything more. But he merely continues to stare down, as though searching for the answers to his questions through my eyes. “Let me go,” I try, though I’m sure I don’t sound the least bit forceful. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    He pulls me ever closer, still staring down directly into my eyes. I feel so helpless and afraid under his intense, dull, golden gaze, and never have I longed for Drozass so deeply. He’s rough, but never cruel. I don’t like the look in Chocal’s eyes, though he never does anything more than hold my arm. He doesn’t lick his lips and doesn’t try to touch me. He’s searching for something or waiting for something. I can’t even tell, but I don’t want him to find it. Trying to catch him off guard, I yank my arm, but his grip is firm. 
 
    “There is nothing wrong with being weak.” His voice is low, but not nearly as deep and rumbling as other Sidyths.  
 
    “I’m not weak.” 
 
    “You are. You should learn to be okay with it.” 
 
    “Stop calling me weak.” 
 
    “You think you are not weak?” He leans in closer. “Then try to escape me. Use all your might. Fight. Struggle.” His eyes lift away, and he shakes my arm above my head. “Show me you are not weak. Escape.” 
 
    Rage works its way through my blood, but not enough to give him what he wants. I won’t fight him. I won’t struggle. I try gently pulling my arm back lower, but Chocal leaves it above my head. 
 
    “Fight,” he whispers. “Show me.” 
 
    “No. Seriously, Chocal, what do you actually want from me?” 
 
    He shrugs. “Want from you? What do you mean? I told you. Fight. Struggle. Prove that you are not weak.” He lowers his face once more, and I fight him off, thinking he’s going to kiss me, but his lips stop just short of my ear. “I heard them talking, you know. On my way out here. I heard those other females. They pity you, you know.” 
 
    Heat and embarrassment take over my face, all desire to remain calm forgotten. “No, they don’t. We spoke. They want me to be happy—” 
 
    “Will giving in to a Sidyth male truly make you happy?” he challenges, loosening his grip. I jump away, but I can’t bring myself to run. Deep down, I don’t think he’ll chase me. “You’re used to power, Arizona. Are you ready to give that all away for a male? One who thinks females are weak?” 
 
    “Drozass doesn’t think that way.” 
 
    His expression turns fierce. “All male Sidyths think that way,” he hisses. “You’re a fool if you think otherwise. I thought that you of all females would understand that. I thought you were different than the others.” 
 
    “What does it matter if I am or not?” 
 
    “I suppose it doesn’t.” He shrugs, almost losing any momentum he was holding on to and takes a slow step backward. “You’re not who I thought you were.” 
 
    “Is that so? Who do you want me to be?” 
 
    “Nothing.” He rubs the back of his neck. “I apologize. You probably think I am horrible, yes?” 
 
    “I guess you can say that.” I’m confused by the sudden change in his behavior, but I’m not about to say anything about it. I’m no longer as frightened. “So you thought that because I was a top working whore that I’d be different, huh?” 
 
    “I didn’t believe it. But I figured it was worth a shot to find out. You’re just like the rest.” 
 
    His words sting, but I don’t want him to know that. “Maybe I want to find happiness as much as anyone else.” 
 
    “If you say so. But, if you ever realize your wants are dangerous, and ever need to clear your head, let me know. It is dangerous to be this far from the lairs without an escort.” 
 
    “Y-yeah, I guess you’re right about that.” 
 
    He takes another step backward, and finally, his hulking form is no longer completely leaning over mine. My entire body relaxes at the sight. I don’t mind giant aliens, but Chocal is honestly one of the largest I’ve ever seen. It almost doesn’t make sense. In fact, “H-hey, Chocal?” 
 
    “What?” His back is to me now. 
 
    “Are you a hybrid?” 
 
    His shoulder bunch up together in a flash and then immediately relax to normal as he turns. “Am I what?” 
 
    “A hybrid.” 
 
    His eyes narrow. “Why would you ask me that?” 
 
    “I couldn’t help but notice you’re a lot bigger than the rest of the Sidyths. And…” I point at his shirt, “you’re the only one who isn’t roaming around with tiny shorts.” 
 
    “The weather doesn’t agree with me here,” he says, frowning. 
 
    “What about my earlier question? Are you a hybrid?” After everything that’s happened, I guess I’m a glutton for punishment because while I should be running away, I’m curious and ready to ask the questions it seems no one else has been brave enough to. “You’re obviously a Sidyth, but are you… uh, mixed with something else?” 
 
    “Arizona,” he says, voice dropping to a surprisingly low decibel, “they were talking about you. I heard them. Doesn’t that bother you? Knowing that your supposed family members pity you?” 
 
    I narrow my eyes, wishing I didn’t believe him, but a small part of me still remembers what happened. They do pity me. They must. And now I’m thinking about seriously considering being mated with Drozass? Is Chocal right? Does that make me weak? Too much has happened. I remember what Chocal just said, about a place to think and clear my head. I’m so tempted to take him up on his offer. Maybe some time, any time away from Drozass, my sisters, and even the happily families would be a good thing. 
 
    “I know it bothers you,” he continues, leaning back over me. “For me, it’s difficult to keep a clear head when others surround me. That is why I leave. It is suffocating, yes? To be constantly surrounded by others. Constantly feeling as though you are being judged. Judging others. When was the last time you were alone, Arizona?” 
 
    I consider his words. “I don’t know. I’m always with my girls. Even if I’m alone in a room waiting for a client, I can hear them. I’m never alone.” 
 
    “That must be hard sometimes. Even for someone who needs to be around others.” 
 
    “I don’t need to be around people,” I say, growing defensive. 
 
    Chocal chuckles. “Yes, yes. The opposite rule goes into effect once more.” 
 
    “I don’t need to be around people,” I hiss, wishing that someone, anyone would come. Or I dared to run away. As it is though, I’m drawn to Chocal and his strange offer. “Where can I go to be alone?” 
 
    “Exer’s clearing with his animals—” 
 
    “Further that that,” I say, trying to build up my courage. “I can go further.” 
 
    “Alone? You?” He shakes his head. “I don’t think you could do it.” 
 
    “I can do anything alone. I don’t need the girls. The girls need me, Chocal.” 
 
    He grins, revealing two large canines instead of the standard four for the rest of the Sidyths. He appears to think something over, and though I’m probably an idiot for taking him up on his challenge, he’s right. I haven’t been alone for a long time. I’ve always been with someone. I’ve always kept others around me. What would the girls think if they found out I didn’t need to be around them for a few days? Would they pity me then? What if Drozass learned that I took a little personal vacation, without him? Would he think I’m so desperate for his company then? The thought of others worrying about me for a change brings an unsettling smile to my face as Chocal finally reaches the answer he’s searching for. 
 
    “Do you enjoy hot springs, Arizona?” 
 
    “Hot springs?” A memory from back home comes to mind. A tub with steaming hot water. Outside. Jets and jokes. “Like, honest to God, hot springs?” 
 
    Chocal nods. “Up north. Ask Sloane about it if you want. It is dangerous for any Sidyths to be there for an extended period, but it would be fine for a human. There are cliffs and shelters and plenty of hot water to warm you. Can you build fires?” 
 
    “Yes. I mean, I’m sure I could learn.” 
 
    “I could provide you with a travel sun rayer. That would be more than enough in a cave.” He waves a large hand over his head. “You could go there. Take a few rotations to think. Clear your head. Even the neediest need time away from others, yes?” 
 
    “I don’t need others.” I look up at his hand, and then over it toward the mountains in the distance. Snow tips the mountain tops. It reminds me of people taking holiday vacations. But only in movies. I’ve never done it myself. And the past few years of my life haven’t exactly been filled with time alone and seclusion. As much as I hate to admit it, I’m interested. Intrigued. I look up at Chocal. “How do I know it’s safe?” 
 
    “Like I said. You can speak to Sloane about it. Are you afraid of going alone? Perhaps you could ask one of your female companions—” 
 
    “No,” I hiss. 
 
    “You could ask Drozass—” 
 
    “I want to go alone. I’m good at following directions. If you tell me how to get there, I can figure it out myself. I don’t need anyone.” 
 
    His expression shifts to curiosity. “When would you go?” 
 
    “Whenever I damn well feel like it.” 
 
    Chocal smiles, and for the first time, it doesn’t seem like a condescending expression. He looks impressed. Admiration. His look reminds me more of what I’m used to. Arizona isn’t one to be fucked with, and for the first time, I feel like my old self. Not so lost in the haze of Drozass’ sex appeal. Not drowning in the guilt of what happened with Washington. No, now I’m thinking about myself. 
 
    What’s best for me is what’s best for my girls. 
 
    And who knows? Maybe it’ll be what’s best for Drozass, too. 
 
    All worries float away in a surprising flash at the idea of spending some time alone at the hot springs. I love it so much I can barely contain excitement. Chocal is babbling, but I barely pay attention. I’m already thinking about when I can go, who I would tell, and how long I would stay. If anyone cares, excellent. If no one cares, then I guess I’m better off alone. 
 
    But then… I genuinely think about Drozass. 
 
    He’s never been anything but kind to me. Patient. Relentless. Is it fair for me to run away without telling me what I’m doing? I’ve already seen first-hand how much Sidyths care for their mates, and that’s the one part of Chocal’s story I’m not buying. I do think the males here are different. But still, I can’t shake away that feeling of unease. Drozass will be hurt. He’ll think my departure will have something to do with him. 
 
    And in a way, I guess it does. 
 
    “Shall we head back? Or would you like to work out the details right now?” Chocal’s voice breaks through my concentration, and I blink stupidly. “It’s getting dark. If we’re going to stay here, we should head to a cave—” 
 
    “Let’s head back,” I say, no longer feeling anything but anxious excitement about leaving and doing something on my own. “Chocal, this conversation is just between us. Can I trust you?” 
 
    “Have I given you any reason not to?” 
 
    “You did grab me back there and order me to fight you,” I remind him. 
 
    “Ahh, yes. I suppose I did. Well then, what would help you trust me?” 
 
    “Answer my question from earlier.” 
 
    His eyes narrow. In the moonslight they’re murky. Practically gray. “What does it matter if I am hybrid or not? How would that earn my trust?” 
 
    “Because I’d like to know.” 
 
    “Are you sure you wouldn’t rather know another secret? A more valuable one?” 
 
    It’s a trick. I’m sure it is, so I immediately shake my head. “No. I want to know if you’re a hybrid. Oh! And what you’re mixed with,” I tack on at the end, thinking maybe this is what he was hinting at anyway. 
 
    Chocal shrugs. “As you wish. No one can say I didn’t offer. Yes, I am hybrid,” he says, motioning for me to follow him. 
 
    “And you’re Sidyth and what else?” 
 
    He tells me. It doesn’t fully translate, but I don’t let Chocal to know that. He thinks I know, and that’s good enough. It’s a secret. I doubt the others know. And so I consider us even.  
 
    I don’t say anything else to him. 
 
    Honestly, there’s nothing else that needs to be said, anyway. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    Arizona 
 
      
 
    I’m preparing for my solo expedition, and for the life of me, I still can’t figure out what that word meant. Whatever Chocal is must either be ancient, or he made up some word that wouldn’t translate. But I don’t care. Chocal’s other hybrid half isn’t on my mind near as much as it should be, I’m sure, but it’s difficult to focus on anything other than leaving. Drozass is paying close attention to me, but if he’s figured out where I’ve hidden my traveling stash, he isn’t saying anything about it. 
 
    I’ve barely spoken to the girls since my first conversation with Chocal, but I’m frightened to admit I miss them. But Chocal keeps me company. At first, I didn’t want him bothering me until the day I decide to leave, but I’ve come to find out that Chocal doesn’t exactly take no for an answer. He all but praises me with stories about my past that I didn’t think anyone knew. He talks about me being famous, and though Drozass doesn’t like all the extra attention I’m receiving, I lap it up because at least it’s something different. 
 
    And Chocal keeps his promise about not letting anyone know my plans. Even when Drozass tags along on our walks, Chocal smoothly changes to the subject. He talks about how lucky Drozass is to have me spending time with him. And that I’m honestly one of the strongest human females he’s ever met. It’s hard not to beam under his praise. I’m not used to such gushing attention, and I’ll be the first to admit that it’s given me a big head over the past few days. 
 
    Drozass doesn’t like it. He doesn’t like it at all, actually, and for the life of me, I can’t figure out why he’s so bothered by me talking to someone other than himself or other human females. Is it because Chocal doesn’t have a mate? I’ve already told Drozass he has no interest in me, but he says that’s a lie. Each day, Drozass grows more uneasy with Chocal and I becoming fast friends, and he finds himself between the two of us any time we’re together. 
 
    As for my State Girls? I don’t think they give two shits about what I’m up to lately. Alaska has disappeared off the face of Hethdiss, probably getting her brains fucked out by Taylis. Dakota occasionally shows up out of the corner of my eye, but she rarely approaches when Drozass is around Chocal and me for some reason. And Kansas? Completely MIA. I’m not even sure how to feel about it. 
 
    Have we broken up already? Are they done with me now that I’ve found someone else? 
 
    They’re going to lose their minds when they find out I’ve disappeared. That’ll teach them their place. If I want to leave them, I damn well will, and there will be nothing they can do to stop me. 
 
    Still, part of me wonders if it’s a good idea not to tell someone other than Chocal what I’m doing. Chocal and I may have hit it off, but we’re still not close. Well, not compared to Drozass and I. Or of course, me and my girls. But my pride is working against me, and I love the idea of disappearing on my own too much to reveal my plans to anyone. 
 
    The tension is thick between Drozass, Chocal and me, but Chocal pretends not to notice, making easy-going conversation about everything he’s learned about me. Drozass nods and seems polite enough, but sometimes I wonder if he’s going to assert himself. It doesn’t seem right that Drozass seems okay with everything. And though I notice Lacey standing off to the side during plenty of our conversations, she never seems interested enough to come over. 
 
    Once I return from my little trip, I decide I’m going to give Drozass a straight answer. Either I’m going to be with him, treat him like another client or avoid him completely until the end of this assignment. It’s not fair to keep going like this. If Drozass wants a mate, and I can’t be his, I want him to have the opportunity to find someone else. It’ll hurt, but if I decide it’s best we part, that’s how it will have to be. 
 
    Once I reach this conclusion, it feels as though a weight lifts from my shoulders. I realize that my girls wouldn’t sway my decision. I want them with me, of course. But if they're going to lie to themselves, build families, and have babies, they are grown women. I will support it. Hell, I will order it if I have to. No matter how much it’ll hurt them later when we’re ripped apart, I will always be there for them. And if by some miracle this all works out, I guess I’ve always seen myself as a spinster anyway. 
 
    “What’s this all about?” A new voice interrupts the familiar trio of myself, Chocal and Drozass. I dart up, and sure enough, Kansas is standing there, looking flushed and frazzled. 
 
    “Huh? Oh hi, Kansas,” I say sarcastically. “How are you doing? Haven’t seen you in a few days. Would you like to take a seat?” 
 
    She does so, but she still looks angry. “What’s this all about?” 
 
    “Whatever do you mean?” I ask in a sickly-sweet voice. “And where have you been?” 
 
    She frowns. “You’re avoiding us. And you’re spending time with him.” She juts her chin in Chocal’s direction, and he merely grins and stands. 
 
    “I guess I’m not wanted.” 
 
    “You guessed correctly,” Kansas says, not seeming the least apologetic about chasing him off. “Stop stirring up shit, Chocal.” 
 
    “Who says I’m stirring anything up? Perhaps I’ve found a new friend.” He grins down at me. “I haven’t done anything unsavory, have I?” 
 
    I laugh, enjoying the feeling of being on top and holding power. It’s the most addictive drug. “Kansas, chill out. Chocal and I are friends. I’m not building a harem if that’s what you’re worried about.” 
 
    “I’m not worried about that,” she says, narrowing her eyes at Chocal. “You’re up to something. I know you are.” 
 
    Chocal shrugs. “I’m going to get myself something to eat. Arizona, Drozass, it was good speaking with you.” Without another word, he spins on his heel and lumbers back toward the central lair opening. He doesn’t say anything to Celeste or Glykoran stationed there, but Chocal’s never really been close to anyone except Lacey. And now me, I guess. 
 
    “Are you pleased with yourself?” I ask Kansas. “That was rude. Even for you.” 
 
    “What is he telling you?” she asks, turning her attention to Drozass. “What’s he up to?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Drozass admits, stealing a look toward me. “I never catch him off guard.” 
 
    My eyes widen. “Excuse me? Are you all spying me?” 
 
    “Looking out for you,” Kansas grumbles. “Ari, you need to watch yourself with Chocal. He hangs out with Lacey, for God’s sake. He’s not from here. No one knows much about him.” 
 
    “I can take care of myself, thankyouverymuch. But thanks for looking out for me. It’s a lot more than you’ve been doing since I gave you everything.” 
 
    “Gave me everything? What the fuck, Ari?” 
 
    “You know what I mean,” I hiss, staring at her with anger in my eyes. “You were nothing when we first met. A trainee. Ready to be shipped to Drakens. They would have ruined you. I saved you. I’ve protected you. I’ve kept you safe. And now that I have one new person in my life who I’m not fucking, you’re all paranoid about it? Seriously, fuck you. Some gratitude.” 
 
    I wait for Kansas to explode, but she merely takes in a slow, steady breath, closing her eyes and then opening them back up again. “Gratitude. Is that what you’re saying you want?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “That’s what I’m offering. I’m watching out for you.” 
 
    “Because you think you owe me?” I say accusingly. 
 
    “No. Because you would do the same for me.” 
 
    I can’t manage to get out a sarcastic reply; I’m surprised by her answer. Even when I steal a look at Drozass, it’s apparent he feels the same. That would explain why he’s so quiet. Why he doesn’t drag me away from Chocal. He wants to know what we’re doing together. That way he can report back to Kansas and the others. They think something is amiss, and though part of me wants to be touched that they care, I’m also pissed off that they feel that after all this time I can’t take care of myself. 
 
    This is exactly why I need to get away. 
 
    “As touched as I am by your sudden concern for my well-being, you have nothing to worry about, okay? Drozass? You can stop sneaking around because Chocal isn’t doing anything wrong.” 
 
    Drozass frowns. “He flatters you too much. It is unnatural.” 
 
    “Is flattery such a bad thing?” 
 
    “No,” Kansas says. “But he’s kissing your ass, and we want to know why.” 
 
    I look toward Drozass for some help, any way to come to my defense and say that Kansas has lost her damn mind, but he merely stares back at me with a stoic expression. I turn back to Kansas. “He’s just being nice. It’s a pleasant change.” 
 
    “Are you saying no one’s been nice to you?” Kansas’ frown deepens. 
 
    I laugh. “I’m saying it’s nice to feel appreciated for once.” 
 
    “Fine. Whatever. Do what you want, Ari. I’m done.” 
 
    An uncomfortable silence falls between us, and I keep waiting for someone to say something to break the ice — or anything for that matter. But despite the suns beginning to set, Kansas, Drozass, and myself have reached a standstill. And though I’m not ready to admit it, their words weigh heavily on my mind. Standing and heading back toward the lairs, Drozass follows Kansas and me. 
 
    I try to remember when it all became so complicated. When I fought so many battles with my girls and they respected the hell out of me for it. I can’t help but wonder if Drozass is what makes me weak, or if it’s something else. 
 
    The mood is still tense when we’re back in the smaller Gathering Room of the second lair. Alaska is missing, of course, but Wix and Taya are there, talking amongst themselves. I can’t help but wonder what’s up with their relationship. Taya’s young, but so is Wix, so maybe they’ve worked something out. It seems everyone does, eventually. Everyone wants to stay on Hethdiss and find a happily ever after. And as much as I want to hide my feelings from Drozass, I think he has a right to know what’s on my mind. We may not be Chosen mates, but I can’t deny that we’re close. Closer than I’ve been with any other alien – or any male, for that matter. 
 
    Kansas and I take a seat on the nearest rock, and Taya immediately rises to her feet, shuffling from the room with Wix walking after her. Okay, that’s weird as fuck. But whatever. 
 
    “So, you really feel we don’t appreciate everything you do, Ari. Seriously?” Kansas narrows her eyes. 
 
    Drozass stands near the doorway after Wix and Taya depart, but I can tell that he’s paying close attention to our conversation. “I must confess. I do believe Chocal is up to up to something, Ari. Can you not feel it?” 
 
    I frown. “I don’t feel anything. It’s as I said. It’s nice to be appreciated.” 
 
    “We always stand by your decisions,” Kansas snaps. “No matter how stupid and wild they are—” 
 
    “Yeah, so that you can throw them back in my face and not be responsible.” I slap my chest. “Everything’s always on me. Always up to me. When things are going well, we’re a team, right? But when things are fucked up, it’s always my fault. Mine. But I deal with it. The real question is, if I make such terrible decisions, why don’t you leave? If you want to fuck and mate and make babies, do it. No one’s stopping you.” 
 
    “It’s not about me,” she says quietly. “It’s about you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You need to stop punishing yourself. Right, Drozass?” Kansas lifts her head toward him. “Tell her. She needs to stop—” 
 
    “You’re the one who needs to stop,” I snarl. “Drozass and I are fine. Stay out of it.” 
 
    “Why can’t you accept that this assignment is different than the others?” 
 
    “Because I’m the only one who can’t ever feel that way.” 
 
    “Because of what happened with Washington? Ari, you need to stop—” 
 
    “No,” I stammer, hating that I’m talking about the same old shit. Again. I’m so tired of dealing with everything and anything, but Kansas isn’t letting up. And Drozass is blocking my only escape. “That’s not it.” 
 
    “What then? You’re afraid of losing us?” 
 
    “No. I don’t want to talk about it—” 
 
    “Then what?” She’s relentless. “You can’t run any longer, Ari.” 
 
    “Ari, please.” Drozass’ low, rumbling voice fills the air. “Speak to her.” 
 
    “What are you so afraid of?” Kansas tries. 
 
    “I’m not afraid of anything!” I rise to my feet. This is why I need to get away. This is why I need time to think. I need to be alone. I’m suffocating in responsibility. Even if the girls are doing fine on their own, I can’t stop worrying about them and concerning myself. They’re my responsibility. They look at me as a leader. Drozass doesn’t. And if I give myself to him— “I need to go lay down. Please.” 
 
    Kansas stands with me. “You’re not going anywhere until we figure this out. Until you figure this out, Arizona. The others won’t stand up to you, but I will.” 
 
    “Why? Because you think I’m weak?” 
 
    “No one thinks that,” Drozass offers, but Kansas shrugs. 
 
    “You said it. Not me.” 
 
    My mouth goes dry. “You…” 
 
    “Do not call my mate weak,” Drozass hisses at her, scales splaying away from his steely blue skin. 
 
    “I’m just being honest,” Kansas says, frowning. “She wasn’t always this way—” 
 
    “She has never been that way. She is the strongest female—” 
 
    “Enough!” I shout, pushing Drozass out of the way so I can run. I don’t care that the only place I have to run is his lair. I need distance. I need to put distance between Kansas and myself. 
 
    Weak. It’s like I always feared. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I’m facing the wall when Drozass wrap his large hands around my waist from behind. I’m startled by the touch, but of course, he’s here. I’m in his lair. It’s not like I can go anyplace else. I don’t fit in anywhere. Not anymore. I’m older, but I don’t have a family like the others. I thought I fit in with Kansas, Alaska, and Dakota, but now I’m not even sure how they feel about me. Drozass’ tender touch nearly makes my eyes water. 
 
    Weak. 
 
    “I did not know she would say such cruel things to you,” he rumbles above my head. “I am sorry, my mate.” 
 
    I sniff, fighting the urge to cry. “I’m not your mate.” He squeezes me from behind anyway. “At this rate, no one should want to be with me. I should be alone, you know? You may have said you didn’t know she would say such cruel things, but I did. I told you.” 
 
    “Yes.” His voice is thick with emotion. “You did say this. I did not listen. And now you are hurt.” 
 
    “I’m fine,” I say, wiggling in his grip. I can’t help but notice that his cock is semi-hard. Men. “I wish you would have listened to me. We could have avoided this whole thing.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “A confrontation with Kansas. Confirming everything I worried was true.” 
 
    “What is true? Surely, you don’t believe her? You are not weak, Ari.” 
 
    I sigh deeply. I don’t want to say it. I’ve said it a million times. But maybe now that Drozass has seen firsthand that Kansas will say cruel things, he’ll hear me with new ears. “It’s like you said. It’s difficult to be the leader. I know I’m not much older than them, but I want to think that Alaska, Dakota, and even Kansas look up to me. I feel like… a big sister.” I sniff hard. “Fuck, I don’t want to talk about this. I wanted to believe that even though my life was messed up, I could still save others. Two blondes. A pretty brunette with freckles. Black hair and pale skin.” 
 
    “Do these descriptions mean something to you?” he asks, sounds unsure. 
 
    I pinch my eyes shut. “No. Maybe.” 
 
    “Females of your past?” 
 
    “Y-yes.” The words sound funny on my tongue. The only person who knew anything about my past was Washington. And I sent her to her own grave. “It’s nothing so special. I wanted to prove to myself that I could protect someone. And I’m failing now just as I failed them.” 
 
    “You’re not failing anyone.” 
 
    I shake my head. “Not to be cheesy, but I think I’m failing myself. And, I don’t… I really don’t want to talk about that. It’s too deep, okay?” 
 
    Drozass must hear the desperateness in my voice because I feel him relax. “Very well. If you are saying that you are too hard on yourself, then I would have to agree. But do not ever think you have failed those females. Or any females. Even your lost companion. If those females didn’t trust you with their lives, they would not be there. If they did not love you or want to see you happy, they would not push so hard. You are a strong female, Arizona. Subtlety is not in your vocabulary. And though you may not always agree with Kansas, I think she may understand you the best of all of them.” 
 
    My heart thumps heavily against my chest. Subtlety isn’t in my vocabulary. And the more I think about it, the more I understand what Drozass is trying to say. Kansas has been trying to reach out to me. Talk to me. Get me to open up. But it’s only after uttering the word that horrifies me most that I’m truly paying attention. Drozass’ hands snake around my waist and brush against my lower belly. “Let’s watch those hands, buddy,” I say, though I’m already feeling the butterflies of arousal fluttering in my stomach. 
 
    “How about one hand?” He pulls one away… only to start kneading my breasts. His hand is so large he can caress both at once. “Just like life, I cannot be subtle with you when it comes to pleasure.” 
 
    “How can you even think about sex now?” I’m breathless. 
 
    “Because… despite that female caring about you, she said hurtful words to my mate. I know no other way to make her feel better than to show how much I appreciate everything about her.” He lowers his lips to my shoulder. “Her skin… her scent.” He kisses me softly, taking a nipple between a finger and a thumb and rolling it around. I arch my back into him as he alternates between sweet words and soft kisses. “Her strength… her mouth… her character… her cunt.” His last words nearly leave me breathless as his massive hand shifts from my breasts to my mound, cupping it like he owns the damn thing. 
 
    I suppose that he does in some ways. 
 
    “You do not know how strong you are, Arizona,” he rasps. “Weak is a word that will never find its way into your vocabulary.” 
 
    “And if I take a mate? If I Choose you?” 
 
    He pushes a single finger through my folds, and I buck from the sensation. “Choosing a mate only shows you’re strong enough to stand with someone else.” 
 
    “Is that all?” 
 
    “No.” He pushes another finger inside. “It proves you are ready to focus on something besides your guilt. Besides your past. It shows you are strong enough to forgive yourself.” 
 
    “Forgive myself,” I whisper, growing lost in the haze of my arousal. Drozass’ cock is erect, all but stabbing me in the back. I can’t help wiggling against him to get some power back. He groans. 
 
    “Ari… are you sure you want to?” 
 
    “Don’t I always?” Turning around in his grasp, I throw my arms around his neck, relieved that someone is standing beside me after all this time. Drozass had many opportunities to claim a different female. A younger female. A less experienced female who’s not suffering from family issues thanks to years in the foster care system. But he’s here. And he’s grinning down at me like Norma Desmond at the end of Sunset Blvd. It’s beautiful, but a little bit crazy. 
 
    I like crazy. 
 
    Drozass pulls me tightly against him, lifting me off the ground with ease after securing his arms under my ass. “Not joking around, are you?” I tease, happy to have a reprieve from my worries for a change. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Are you sure you don’t want to talk some more?” 
 
    “Mate, I will do whatever you want. If you want pleasure, you shall have it. If you wish to talk—” 
 
    I cover his mouth with my hand. “No more talking. Not now. I just need you.” 
 
    “I need you more,” he growls, throwing me down on the bed and ripping my top off with his claws. The heat from the sun rayers blasts down on my newly exposed skin, but I’m too focused on my alien to worry about it. He peels off his shorts and sets to work on pulling my skirt down to my ankles before I can casually flick it away. He hisses when his body falls atop mine, and I love the feel of his scaled skin, moaning loudly as we touch skin-to-skin. His fingers immediately seek out my pussy, not thrusting, but nearly swiping at the surface. He removes his hand and holds a glistening clawed fingertip up to his face before smiling down at me. 
 
    “What were you expecting?” I ask, teasing. “You’re seriously the hottest alien I’ve ever seen.” 
 
    He chuckles, dipping that glistening finger between his lips and a throaty groan escapes. “You smell almost as good as you taste. May I have more?” 
 
    “You’re asking?” 
 
    “I try to make a habit of it when I’m focused enough.” When I nod, his hand immediately returns, swirling a finger around my clit and making me buck faster and harder. 
 
    I need this. I need this so badly. Need him so badly. 
 
    “More,” I beg. “Please, Drozass. I need more of you.” 
 
    He doesn’t say anything but slides another finger through my folds. The scales on his fingers brush against my opening, and already, I can feel the beginnings of orgasm whispering through my body. It’s too soon, but I don’t care. Drozass isn’t some male. Alien. Client. He’s my friend. My… special friend. My very special friend who knows how to fuck me with his hand until I’m writhing around on the sheets, losing sight of anything. I can only feel pleasure. His pleasure with seeing me. 
 
    “Goddamn,” I whisper, losing all coherent thoughts as my body stiffens, threating to boil over. “Drozass, damn. Oh, shhhhhit!” I tumble over the edge. An orgasm rocks through my entire being, and the world turns to light and darkness. There are no colors. Only feelings. The joy of being with a male who cares so much about me. There are no worries about Kansas. Chocal. Alaska. No. It’s just me and my alien, slowly removing his fingers so he can lap up all my juices until I’m spent. 
 
    I’m breathing hard as the last of the aftershocks pulse their way through my body, placing my hand on my belly as I gather myself. Usually, I’m not so satisfied right after a finger fucking, but I’m determined to return the favor. What can I say? It’s in my blood. Slowly, I sit up, but a large hand pins me back down to the sheets. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I ask shakily. “Don’t… don’t you want to?” 
 
    “I always want your touch. But this moment was about you, Arizona.” 
 
    “But—” 
 
    “Relax, my mate,” he whispers, not giving me a chance to get up. “You have spent years worrying about pleasing others. Why don’t you let me worry about pleasing you?” 
 
    I’m startled by his words. “I… that’s not how it’s supposed to work.” 
 
    “Like I care. You are mine, Ari. Whether you admit it or not, you are mine. Let me tend to you. Care for you. Fuck you and calm you. It would be a great pleasure for me.” 
 
    “But I’m not your—” 
 
    “Enough. Be silent. Relax. If you still wish to take your mouth to my cock in a little while, I will happily oblige, but for now? Let me look at you. Marvel at you. Relax beside you. Yes?” 
 
    No one’s ever said things like this before. I’ve never had any male; alien, client, or human tell me they wish to care for me. Drozass probably has no idea how much those words mean. Or maybe he does, and that’s why he said them. I have someone in my life who wants to take care of me. Wants me to relax. Doesn’t expect pleasure to be a tit for tat relationship. It’s lovely but so odd. 
 
    Am I ready for this? 
 
    Am I prepared to allow someone else to care for me when I’ve worried and cared for others for so long? 
 
    “This is hard for me,” I whisper. 
 
    “I know. And that is why I wish you to do it. Prove that you are strong, Arizona.” 
 
    “How is lying in bed proving I’m strong?” 
 
    “Because you don’t want to. It takes strength to do what someone else says and not exactly what you want to do. Don’t you think?” 
 
    I blink, shifting slightly on the bed so I can turn to face him. “Y-yeah,” I admit, laying back on the bed. “I suppose that it does.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    Drozass 
 
      
 
    She is going to Choose me as her mate. I know and believe this in my hearts and soul. Arizona struggles with my request to let me care for her, but she is trying to prove her strength. I love it. I know how hard it is for her not to pleasure me whenever she feels weak. Pleasure is her way of remaining in control of a situation. But I am out to prove that I am not like the other males in her life. 
 
    Which is why it is almost comical that Arizona plans to try and sneak her mouth to my cock the following suns rising. 
 
    I shift amongst the sheets, immediately feeling the difference as she stirs. She is proud of herself, I am sure, so I cannot bring myself to let her know I am privy to her antics. I pretend to snore softly, and though Arizona must have doubts because my cock is already full and hard, she doesn’t seem to mind. I feel her soft, beautiful lips brush against the crown, kissing it softly, probably in hopes of sneaking me awake to what the females call a blow job. I smile, enjoying this little game we are playing, but make sure to keep quiet, so she does not stop. 
 
    She wraps her entire, warm mouth around my cock, taking me in as deep as she can go, sucking me softly and slow the entire journey. It’s already challenging to pretend I’m sleeping. No male could sleep through this, I decide, and so to tease her, I buck my hips, thrusting my cock down her throat. I expect her to cough and sputter in surprise, but nothing shocks this female, because the moment I do, two hands land tightly on my thighs and she drags her blunt teeth along my length, making me cry out. 
 
    I am not as clever as my mate. The thought pleases me immensely, but not before I nearly lose my mind after a long, meaningful suck. I don’t pull the sheets away, because I love feeling this. The feel of my mate’s mouth on my cock. She is a strong, confident female, and yet, she spends her time with me. 
 
    She thinks I am a challenge. 
 
    No one challenges my mate, so I try to always be one step ahead of her. It’s difficult, but I enjoy it. Especially knowing there are perks like this. 
 
    “Ari…” I husk, wishing I could run my fingers through her thick, dark hair. “That is… I will… I will…” the words are lost as Ari takes me almost down to the base and hum against me. It is too much. My muscles tense, and I shoot my seed through her mouth, gasping hard because though I try to keep up with my mate, she always finds a way to catch me off guard. 
 
    I do not understand how anyone could not want a mate as energetic and fabulous as mine. 
 
    But Arizona does not stop there. Even though she has lapped up my seed, and has not yet said a word, she’s already back to work, sucking me again. 
 
    This is unexpected. 
 
    I heard Dolan speak of his mate taking his cock to her mouth, but I thought it was once and complete. Arizona does not work that way, apparently, sucking harder than the first time. It’s intense. Her hand cups my sack, kneading me gently, and I’m groaning, trying to find purchase. She is in control of me now. This is what she wants. I should not give in to her so quickly, but it feels good. All too good. 
 
    I have to see her. 
 
    Barely managing, I throw the sheets away from the bed, and sure enough, Arizona’s perched between my legs with the entirety of my cock lodged within her lips. Goddess, it’s such an erotic sight when she meets my gaze directly that I lose control. I come a second time, throwing my head back as Arizona somehow manages to keep her mouth around me and swallowing everything I have to give her. She doesn’t complain. No words of my cum being chilly. How I’m too big or too much. She is not like the other females. 
 
    I must have her. She must Choose me. I have already Chosen her. 
 
    Once I’m able to gather my thoughts, breath, and strength, I pull my cock out from her lips, sliding up in bed until I’m in a fully seated position. 
 
    “Good morning,” she purrs, looking sexy and disheveled all at the same time. 
 
    “Y-yes,” I manage. “Indeed, it is.” 
 
    “Many males would love to be woken up like that, you know.” She crawls toward my face on her hands and knees. Despite coming twice, my cock is already hard, and Arizona smirks as she maneuvers around the muscle to kiss me softly on the lips. I can taste myself on her. 
 
    “I can imagine,” I say thickly. 
 
    “I don’t hear you complaining,” she says, still smiling. 
 
    “That’s because there is no reason for me to complain. You are perfect.” I lean forward and press my mouth against hers. “Arizona, I want you to Choose me.” She stiffens, pulling away slowly. 
 
    “W-what? But I thought we just spoke about—” 
 
    “I know. But my answer is the same. I want you to Choose me. We are perfect together. Don’t you think so?” I lean forward, trying to kiss her, but this time she pulls away. “What is it? What holds you back?” 
 
    She nibbles gently on her lower lip. I want to know what is going through her mind, but if I ask, she most assuredly will not tell. “I need more time.” 
 
    “For what?” I’m surprised by her response. “Time for what?” 
 
    “Time… to think.” Her dark eyes dart to the side. Lying. She is lying about something, and yet I cannot figure out what. She needs time. Okay. I think I understand. But— “I’m almost ready,” she says, interrupting my thoughts. “But there’s something I need to do. Something I need to take care of.” 
 
    “I can take care of you.” 
 
    She shakes her head. “Not like that. It’s something I have to do alone.” 
 
    My eyes widen. “Alone? What is it? I will accompany you, Ari.” Despite everything that’s happened, I feel as though suddenly I’ve made no progress at all. She’s running away from me. Why? And for how long this time? “Is it dangerous?” 
 
    She shakes her head. “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “You don’t think so?” I feel myself losing control as Arizona stands and gathers her clothing, slipping on her skirt and covering her breasts with a strip of black fabric. I quickly rise and pluck my up shorts. 
 
    It was wrong. I shouldn’t have let her feel in control. Another female, maybe, but not this one. I have taken pleasure from her. Twice. I did not offer to return it. She probably thinks I am no better than the others. My thoughts grow more frenzied as Arizona seemingly remains calm and in control. “Where are you going?” I ask, fighting every bone in my being demanding me to follow her out of my lair. 
 
    But I will not chase. I have already proven myself to be like the others. Shame rolls through me as Arizona turns back. 
 
    “I will be back. I promise. And then I will have my answer.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    What have I done? Arizona has left the lair, and I cannot stop thinking how terribly things have gone. How wrongly I played this entire situation since I woke up at suns rising. The moment Arizona took her mouth to my cock, I should not have allowed her to finish. Or even if I had, I should have offered to pleasure her. Asked, but made sure she received what she deserved. For so long, she thought of me as only a client. Another male to bring pleasure to without receiving anything in return. And that is exactly how I behaved. I took. I took everything she offered, and then she ran. That must be why she left. 
 
    It must have been a test of some sort. A test I failed. 
 
    It is my fault. I should have remembered that while Arizona likes being in control, she likes relinquishing that control just as much. With someone she trusts. 
 
    And I didn’t do anything. I took her mouth, and then she took off. 
 
    Wonderful. 
 
    After deciding that following her would not be a good idea, I realize I shouldn’t wallow in my lair, either. And after a quick bathing, I find myself in the smaller Gathering Room. Several males and human females from the central lair are here, and I’m happy to see a few sprogs roaming. 
 
    Wixlass lifts his head when I enter the space, and his mate with the light red hair eyes me warily as I approach. I also notice Chentan seated with them, and deciding that I can handle both of them, I stroll over and take a seat on the floor so not to frighten Wixlass’ tiny companion. 
 
    Chentan looks surprised. “You are alone?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I ask, trying not to look annoyed. 
 
    “Nothing,” he says, waving me off. “I am used to seeing you with your mate, I suppose.” 
 
    “She’s not my mate.” 
 
    “He wishes she were,” Wixlass adds in. 
 
    “Thanks,” I grumble. 
 
    Another female comes beside us. Dolan’s mate. She is rounder than many of the other females, but I do not mind. I am not interested in her. She can carry as much or as little curves as she pleases. Dolan is happy with her. She’s holding a tiny sprog in her arms. He is so small. Smaller than the other sprogs. “Here’s a face I don’t see too often,” she says, sounding jovial. “Where’s Arizona?” 
 
    I frown up at her. “I am not her mate. Nor am I her keeper. Arizona can do what she wants. Is it so surprising that she is not by my side?” 
 
    Layla frowns, glances over her shoulder, and then back at me. “Well, I guess it is a little weird. She’s always either with you or the State Girls.” She shrugs it off. “Oh well. She’s probably off with Chocal.” 
 
    I stiffen, rising to my feet. “Chocal? Was he here earlier?” 
 
    “Well, yeah,” Layla says, holding her sprog more tightly against her full breasts. “When I was on my way here, I saw Chocal walking beside someone. I mean, maybe it was her? Maybe not? I didn’t see her face.” 
 
    “Did she have hair like night?” Dolan asks, resting a hand on her shoulder. “I do not recall.” 
 
    “Me neither,” Layla says. “I assumed it was Lacey but thinking about it now? Maybe it was Arizona. They’re friends, aren’t they?” 
 
    “I don’t know what they are,” I hiss. 
 
    “Do not hiss at my mate, Drozass,” Dolan says defensively. 
 
    “I am not hissing at her. I am hissing at you.” 
 
    “Me?” he hisses back. “What did I do?” 
 
    “I thought we were supposed to keep track of the females. Now you are telling me that Chocal, of all males, is off with Arizona and no one knows for sure?” 
 
    “Really, Drozass?” Layla snaps, stepping up to me. “Chill out. It was probably Lacey. Besides, Arizona is your mate. Why aren’t you watching out for her? Why isn’t she with you?” 
 
    A smart comment bubbles on my tongue, but I cannot bring myself to say it. If I do, I’m sure Dolan will want to spar to defend his mate, and I can’t be bothered. Besides, her question is not wrong. If I were a good male, I would know what my mate is doing. Why she might have run off with Chocal. But no. I am ashamed. I acted like every other male in her life. 
 
    “You’re worried about her.” The new voice entering the conversation startles me, and I snap in the direction of… Wixlass’ female. Her eyes widen, and she immediately lowers her head as our eyes meet, but her words offer me no comfort. 
 
    “I am.” I turn and glance over my shoulder, wishing that I had some way of contacting Arizona. If she’s with Chocal, I wish she would have told me. I wouldn’t have stopped her. I don’t own her, but I can’t protect her if she wants to go out on her own. Ugh, but she’s not on her own. She’s with Chocal. 
 
    “If you’re worried about her,” Wixlass’ mate continues. “Maybe you should check on her? To make sure she’s all right.” 
 
    I frown. Arizona would not like that. It’s practically spying. “Arizona would be upset. She would view it as me not trusting her.” But the tiny female’s words still stick with me, and I fall to one knee before her. “Do you think I should?” 
 
    “If she doesn’t want you spying on her, don’t,” Layla says, but Wixlass’ female looks unsure. 
 
    She shrugs. “If you don’t trust Chocal, maybe there’s a reason you feel that way.” 
 
    “Would you want Wix spying on you like that?” 
 
    She tilts her head to the side, color flashing across her white skin. “I would like to know that I’m safe. But I understand why others wouldn’t like it.” 
 
    I steal a look up at Wix. “What do you think, brother? Would you follow?” 
 
    He nods immediately. “Of course.” 
 
    “Me too,” Dolan says quickly. 
 
    “What?” Layla snaps. “You’d spy on me?” 
 
    “If you were in the talas with Chocal? Of course, I would! I do not trust him.” 
 
    Fury pounds against my skull. I have not only committed one wrong but two. I took pleasure. And now, I don’t know the location of my female. She can say that she does not belong to me all she likes, but in my mind? Arizona is mine. 
 
    I am the one to protect her. I am the one who should look after her. 
 
    “Do you want to go after her, brother?” Wixlass asks. 
 
    “She’ll never forgive you if you’re following her for no reason,” Layla says, adding to my confusion. 
 
    “And if Chocal is up to something?” Dolan shoots back. “Would you not want me there to protect you?” 
 
    She has no answer. It is an awkward position to be in. Arizona does not see me as her mate, but she belongs to me. I have no reason to follow her except for my distrust of Chocal. And it seems I am not alone in this concern. I don’t need Arizona to accept me as her mate for me to feel protective of her. Despite her strength, she is fragile, and Chocal is one of the larger males I have seen in my existence. If he wants to steal pleasure from her, it will not take much effort for him to do so. 
 
    And then what would happen? Could I ever forgive myself? 
 
    Would I rather live with the guilt of following her without permission, or the guilt of not following her when I could have prevented something terrible from happening? 
 
    I decide I’d rather deal with Arizona’s wrath over panicking over nothing. 
 
    “I will check on her,” I say firmly. “To make sure Chocal is not doing anything wrong. I trust Arizona. But I don’t trust him.” 
 
    “Exactly,” Dolan says, stepping away from his mate to clap his hand on my shoulder. “Prince Korben may have welcomed him, but that is only because even Chocal is not stupid enough to try and steal his mate.” 
 
    “Steal his mate?” Layla asks. “Who said anything about stealing a mate?” 
 
    “Layla,” Dolan says. “This is a male’s pride. His devotion to his female. And I will say, I would not care how angry you would become with me, you would not be going anywhere with an unmated male without me.” 
 
    Layla blusters but doesn’t argue with him. 
 
    I love my brothers. I always have. Though I do not come from as wealthy a line as so many of them here, they have all welcomed me on Hethdiss. They cared not that I was a lothid. They cared not that I would be more likely to serve drinks at the galas they attended than stand beside them. Here, we are on equal terms, other than with Prince Korben, of course, who without him, we would all be struggling to survive. My brothers do not judge me for wanting to Choose a female who may not wish to Choose me. They support my urge to protect her. 
 
    It is a good feeling to be amongst family who I can trust. 
 
    Dolan and Wixlass follow me back to the lair as I gather a few belongings to take with me. For some reason, I reach for a spare pair of shorts and tuck them into the back of mine. Dolan recommends a shirt in case I must head further north, and though the words make me nervous, I do as he says. The longer Arizona is gone, and the more I think about Layla’s careless words about her possibly being with Chocal, the more nervous I become. Luckily, my brothers are there to keep me calm. Even Cade and Dash stop by with their mates at their sides, eyes wide as they realize what I’m doing. 
 
    “Where’s Arizona?” Kansas asks, eyes darting around my lair. 
 
    “Never you mind, female,” Dolan snaps at her. 
 
    This is mostly my fault, but I long to put some of the blame on her anyway, so I don’t hiss at Dolan. This particular female called my female weak. 
 
    “Do not worry, Kansas. I will find her and bring her back safely.” 
 
    “Wait, what?” the shorter yellow-haired one asks. Dakota. “Is something going on? Where is she?” 
 
    I turn slowly. “I am not sure. She said strange words to me when she departed our lair this suns rising, and one of the females thinks she saw her with Chocal.” 
 
    “Chocal?” Dash sounds angry. “Your mate spends time with him?” 
 
    “She’s not his mate,” Kansas says. “And if she’s stupid enough to spend time with Chocal, then maybe she’ll get what’s coming to her—” The words die in her throat as I advance on her. Dash snarls, but I merely bat his arm away as though it were nothing but a tylis branch. 
 
    “You shut your mouth right now, female,” I hiss. Her lips part, and close. “I am more than willing to take the blame for her disappearance. And her friendship with Chocal. But I will not have you say any cruel words to or about her. Arizona is a good female. She is strong even when she surrounds herself with others who are weak. You are weak. You said cruel words to my mate. Is this how you show gratitude for all she has done for you?” 
 
    She swallows, her eyes wide. “You don’t know the whole story.” 
 
    “I know more than you think,” I hiss. 
 
    “Get away from my female,” Dash hisses. “She is mine.” 
 
    “As Arizona is mine,” I hiss back, stepping away from the mouthy dirty faced female, nonetheless. I move away from my lair, heading toward the main opening with a pack of my brothers and their mates on my heels. I cannot think about my anger with Kansas. My fault. I must remember that this is all my fault. Arizona is gone because of me. And though Arizona thinks that Kansas does not like or respect her, I know that she is following me closely behind. 
 
    “What are you doing to do?” Wixlass asks. “Do you know what direction they were headed?” 
 
    “Of course, I don’t. But someone must have seen them.” I spin, staring at Dolan and his mate. “Where did they go?” 
 
    Layla frowns. “I don’t know directions around here.” 
 
    I fight the urge to snarl and focus on Dolan. “Dilewiler territory? Exer’s clearing? Tell me they weren’t headed toward the Great Cliff.” 
 
    Dolan shakes his head. “I can’t say for sure, brother, but I believe they headed north.” 
 
    I stop in my tracks. “North?” 
 
    “That’s where Chocal spent his time,” he says with a shrug. “Maybe he was planning to show her his old dwelling?” 
 
    “Or the hot springs?” Exer’s mate offers quietly. 
 
    “Scheita!” I roar. “The hot springs?” 
 
    Wixlass cocks an eyebrow. “You think?” 
 
    “It would make sense,” Kansas offers quietly. “She’s always liked stuff like that. She had a rough upbringing, but I remember her mentioning one of the places she stayed at… the neighbors had a hot tub—” 
 
    “Yes, that makes sense,” Dakota mutters. “Oh God, I hope she’s okay. That Chocal guy wouldn’t hurt her, would he?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I say, not wanting to lie. “I can track their scent if it hasn’t already faded.” I stop at the opening of the central lair and dart my tongue from my lips. Thankfully, her scent isn’t old. “I taste her,” I say in a low voice. 
 
    There’s a rumble of relief through the small crowd behind me. 
 
    “Seriously,” a voice says, startling me. Kansas is now standing right beside me. “Is this my fault?” 
 
    “Of course it is,” I hiss, and she backs away. 
 
    “But,” I relent, holding up my hand before Dash springs. “It is also mine. I have failed her as a male.” 
 
    “W-what?” Kansas sounds genuinely shocked. “You? You could never fail her. You’re a decent guy. If she left for any reason, I’m sure it’s because of me—” 
 
    “No,” I grumble. “I messed this up. I acted like every male she’s ever known—” 
 
    “That’s not true!” Dakota yelps, stepping beside Kansas. “No. That’s not true at all. You’re good to Arizona.” 
 
    “You’re good for her, too,” Kansas says. “I just… I guess I pushed too hard.” 
 
    I frown, not exactly wanting to deal with any of this. I wish Arizona could hear their words. How much these females care about their leader. If she knew how they felt, she probably wouldn’t have gone off with Chocal. Or maybe she still would have. After all, I still think I’m the reason she left with him in the first place. 
 
    “I will tell her when I see her, how worried you were,” I say in a low voice, staring down at the two wide-eyed females. “I will find her and say these words, but you must do a favor for me.” 
 
    “If anything’s happened to her and you bring her back safe? Anything,” Dakota says. 
 
    “Name it,” says Kansas. 
 
    “Say these words to her because she needs to hear them occasionally. Actions of kindness are well and all right, but she needs to hear them. I believe that’s part of the reason she may be with Chocal. She longs for kind words. You will tell her what you told me when she returns, yes?” 
 
    Dakota nods. “Yeah, sure,” Kansas says. “Just bring our girl back.” 
 
    “Hopefully we’re not just overreacting.” 
 
    I nod and make sure that my shirt and spare pair of shorts are secure before heading in the direction Dolan pointed out. Wixlass keeps stride with me for a little while but eventually falls behind. I look over my shoulder and wave, but I notice that most of them are wearing a different expression. What is that? Horror? Shock? Surprise? Whatever it is, I do not like it. Have I forgotten something? I’m about to ask when Layla motions for me to turn around. And when I do, I swear my hearts stop. 
 
    Chocal is back. 
 
    And Chocal is alone. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I didn’t know Chocal on the fatherland. Honestly, I’m not sure if he comes from a tothid, mithid, or even a lothid line like mine. He’s large, but that means nothing. And though it’s warm and the sky is clear, he’s still clad in a black shirt to match his shorts. His eyes widen when I stride toward him, but it quickly shifts. 
 
    “Drozass?” he has the nerve to sound surprised. “What are you doing here? Celebrating some human holiday? I see you are not alone—” 
 
    “Where is she?” I hiss, reaching for his shirt. But he quickly dodges, jumping to the side. 
 
    “Pardon? Who is she?” 
 
    “You know! Arizona! Where is she! They said she was with you.” 
 
    “Who said?” Chocal holds up his hands. “As you can see, I am alone. Why do you attack me like this? Have you lost track of your mate?” 
 
    “She’s not my mate.” 
 
    “Indeed, otherwise, you would not have lost track of her.” 
 
    He goes to step around me, but I don’t believe him. Not for an instant. I block his path, and though he is a hand and a half taller than me, he doesn’t fight or force his way around me. He shouldn’t bother. Here, he only has to deal with me. If he tries returning to the second lair, there are plenty more waiting to interrogate him. “I did not lose track of her,” I hiss. “And I think you do know where she is.” 
 
    His dull, golden eyes widen. For a moment, I swear he’s about to confess, but then his expression settles back into that smooth, overly calm look that I hate. “She is not with me,” he says in a low voice. “And seeing as that she is not my mate; I feel no need to keep track of her.” 
 
    “She is not with you now, but I think she was. Where did you take her?” 
 
    He narrows his eyes, mulling over his next response. “I didn’t take her anywhere she didn’t want to go. If someone asks me to point them in a direction, I’m not exactly in the right to say, no, am I?” 
 
    My hands begin to tremble. He knows. He was with her. And yet, he’s acting as though he’s completely innocent. I’m barely able to keep my senses as I stare up at him. “Where did you direct her to?” 
 
    “She needed time to think.” 
 
    “Where. Did. You. Send. Arizona?” I hiss. 
 
    “I don’t have to tell you anything. She said this trip was for her. She didn’t want anyone to know.” He shrugs. “Maybe if you and she were mated she would have asked you to join her. As it was, she wanted to take a personal retreat. I merely pointed her in the right direction.” 
 
    “And what direction is that?” 
 
    He holds up his hands. “Easy there, I’m not looking to start drama. If you are that worried about her, I will tell you. She wanted to visit the hot springs.” 
 
    My expression drops from anger to horror. “You sent her north? Alone?” My arm drops and Chocal quickly steps past me. But not before he says in a low voice. 
 
    “Don’t worry, brother. She’ll be well taken care of.” 
 
    He’s almost entirely out of reach before I regain my senses and grab his arm. A pained cry escapes his lips, and my brothers come rushing toward us, concern and anger written upon their faces. 
 
    “What is this?” Chentan asks. “Brother, release him!” 
 
    “He sent her to the hot springs!” I hiss. “He sent her north! Alone!” 
 
    “What?” Chentan shoots an accusing glare in Chocal’s direction. “What are you up to?” 
 
    He struggles in my grasp. “Oh, relax. I told Drozass already. She’ll be well taken care of. Now, would you please let me go? She’s not your mate, Drozass. You had your chance, and you couldn’t get her to Choose you. Why not let someone else try?” 
 
    My hearts shatter. “What did you say?” 
 
    “I said,” he coos, “why don’t you let someone else try? If she just so happens to meet someone on her way to the hot springs and they hit it off, who are you to stop it? Let her go, Drozass.” 
 
    I pull him closer, fighting the urge to spar him right in his smug face, but some primal instinct warns me not to. But I’m still angry. Beyond angry. And Chocal looks so calm about the whole thing. “You didn’t send her to the hot springs. You sent her to one of your brothers. One of the outsiders.” 
 
    “So what if I did?” Chocal asks, never losing that easy-going expression, despite so many others surrounding him with fury written across their faces. “She wasn’t happy here. She wasn’t happy with any of you. She deserves better.” 
 
    “What’s in it for you?” Chentan asks, stepping closer. “You sold out one of our females. For what? What will you receive in return? Prince Korben will hear about this and—” 
 
    “Don’t worry about what I will receive.” He grins back, and finally, my grip loosens enough that he’s able to pull free. I’m still in a state of shock as he gathers himself, and steps away. “Scheita, though. I wasn’t expecting you all to have this figured out by the time I returned. I can’t exactly stay here now, can I?” 
 
    And just like that, he spins on his heel and turns in a different direction. 
 
    I can’t even move. He’s not heading north. Not toward my Arizona. 
 
    He doesn’t matter. 
 
    “We’ll get him,” Chentan shouts, clapping me hard on the shoulder and shaking me from my stupor. “Go. Locate your female.” 
 
    “We’ll deal with Chocal,” Dolan says, already sprinting in his direction. “Go now.” 
 
    “Please,” Dakota gasps. “Save her.” 
 
    “Yes.” Kansas’ voice cracks with emotion. “Bring her back.” 
 
    And that’s when I snap, and panic works its way through my chest. Chocal betrayed Arizona. Betrayed her trust. She doesn’t give it easily, and now she may end up the plaything of a very, desperate outsider who may still believe in the practices of the fatherland. Just the idea of someone stealing pleasure from her… not asking… making her think pleasure is her only purpose. All she’s intended to provide. No. I can’t have that. 
 
    I am different. I’m not like those males. I’ll never treat her that way. And though I may have made a mistake before when I didn’t offer to pleasure her after she pleased me, I’ll never make that same mistake again. I know I’m different. I’ll worship Arizona like the goddess she is. 
 
    I love her. 
 
    I want her. 
 
    I need her. 
 
    And I need to bring her back so I can prove to her that I’m worth Choosing. 
 
    Not wasting another moment, I sprint toward the direction of the hot springs, hoping to Goddess that I’m not too late. 
 
    I’ll never forgive myself otherwise. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    Arizona 
 
      
 
    I am genuinely and royally fucked. And I have no one to blame but myself. 
 
    For once, I can truly see how this is my fault. As soon as Chocal steered me from the main path away from the lairs, I suspected something was off. The suns were already beginning to set, but he was confident in his lies, saying I didn’t have anything to worry about. I remember how I glanced back and second-guessed everything. But I didn’t want to be weak. So despite all my reservations, I followed him through the increasing darkness. 
 
    “You are going to enjoy the hot springs,” Chocal said, smiling over his shoulder. “The water is clear, and you will finally have the time you so desperately need to think. And when you return you can decide if Drozass is the right male for you.” 
 
    “I already know the answer to that,” I said, even surprising myself as Chocal tread further into the woods. The weather felt strange, the air cooler, and less humid. It would have been pleasant if not for the ever-growing seed of worry in the pit of my stomach. 
 
    “You think you know the answer,” he said, falling back a few steps to fall in stride beside me. “But you do not know what else is out there. There could be a male that could be perfect for you.” 
 
    I chuckled. “I highly doubt that. I’ve met all the males.” 
 
    “Not all of them,” he said darkly, picking up his pace. “Males are abundant on Hethdiss, you know. Stronger than the ones who depend so heavily on Prince Korben and his father’s connections. He has made life more comfortable, but not every male seeks out comfort. Some search for other ways to be strong. Doesn’t that appeal to you, Arizona?” 
 
    My eyes widened. “More males? H-how many?” 
 
    “Three or four more hands. They have scattered.” 
 
    My breath hitched. Three or four hands. Which means fifteen or twenty more males wandering around Hethdiss. Males I’ve never seen before. And though this piece of information was fascinating at the time, I remember how my skin crawled. “I would be happiest with Drozass. He is a good match for me.” 
 
    “So you say.” He shrugged off my words. “Humans really do say the opposite of what they mean.” 
 
    “I’m serious. And stop. I think…” 
 
    He stopped and turned. “You think what?” 
 
    “I want to head back.” 
 
    He cocked an eyebrow at me. “It is not safe to turn back now. It would be more intelligent to keep traveling until we reach the springs.” 
 
    “I don’t believe you. Where are we going?” 
 
    “The hot springs.” 
 
    “Where are we actually going?” I hissed, growing more anxious as the darkness continued to settle in. I didn’t want Chocal to figure out that I was afraid, but the look on his face let me know I was doing a damn shitty job at hiding my feelings. “Why are you telling me this now? About other males?” 
 
    “Haven’t you figured it out?” 
 
    Dread swelled in my stomach. “You’re taking me to other men?” 
 
    I expected him to lie, but a smile flickered across his shockingly soft features. “They are lonely. It is not fair that only Prince Korben has all the females. Don’t you think?” 
 
    My mouth grew dry, and I remember how I tried to run. I started to scream, but Chocal reached out and slammed his palm against my mouth and lifted my feet straight off the ground. “Do not struggle,” he hissed. “I am stronger than you. You know this, yes? I would not want to offer to you to my brothers damaged.” 
 
    I stopped struggling immediately. Live, I reminded myself. Just live. Figure a way out of this and go from there. Chocal’s body relaxed. 
 
    “That’s a good female,” he purred, dragging my body over to a nearby tree. I noticed a pile of heavy rope right next to the trunk. “Thank you for listening to me. I am not normally a cruel Sidyth, but I have grown desperate, I suppose.” He settled me down on my feet and stared down. “Keep your mouth closed while I tie you here.” 
 
    I nodded slowly, wishing I had the nerve to speak, but I was too afraid. The woods were dark now. The sounds I heard didn’t belong to other Sidyths or humans. I feared what would happen. But luckily, since I was so agreeable, Chocal felt comfortable revealing his plans to me. 
 
    “I know you females think Prince Korben’s set up is the best, but you must understand there are things better than what he offers. Yes, there is comfort, but is that a life? They exiled us because they thought us weak. Why not use the time to become strong, yes?” 
 
    I nod, uncertain if it’s safe for me to respond. Chocal tugs my arms around the tree so my back is to the trunk and secures them with the rope, but not before shoving a strand between my lips. A muffled cry escaped, as though only then I wanted others to hear me, but Chocal merely shook his head. 
 
    “You are strong, Arizona. Despite what I said to you earlier. I believe you are special. I believe you are the most enticing unmated female. When my brothers see you, they will be intrigued. They will want more. And they will allow me back to stay with them. Just because I am not as I say I am, does not mean I am weak.” He shakes his head. “You should be honored. You will not have to return to work, yes? You will be owned like you always wanted, yes? Pure ownership, no feelings?” 
 
    No! I’m screaming inside my head, but it only comes out as more muffles. 
 
    “The ones you call outsiders are quite strong,” he continued, finishing up his ties and standing back to observe his work. “But I think they will be intrigued by you. You have this incredible ability to be subservient and spirited in the same instance. If I went for your type, I might have considered keeping you for myself.” 
 
    I frowned at his words, still not quite understanding. Is he talking about how he’s a hybrid? Or something more? Either way, he’s using me to get back in the favors of the outsiders for whatever reason. Did he do something wrong? Why isn’t he there now? Did he only come to Korben’s lair to steal a female? Ugh! There are so many questions I want to ask, but none of them come. And of course, there’s another question that is probably more important than all the others. 
 
    Who the hell is coming to get me now? 
 
    I wriggled around, trying to loosen up the rope, but there’s no point. Chocal had this planned from the start, and the knots he tied are too intense for someone like me to pull out. But I didn’t want to go limp like an Octonod dick. I wanted to fight. It seemed like the only proper thing to do. 
 
    “As it is though,” Chocal continued. “You’re not my type.” He scrunched up his nose. “And apparently, no one is your type at Prince Korben’s lair; otherwise, you would have Chosen a mate.” I pulled harder at the ropes, and Chocal threw his head back with a chuckle. “Argue with me all you want, but it’s true. To anyone who matters, to anyone who asks, you are unmated. Words like love, husband, and whatever you humans say mean nothing to us. You must be Chosen. And you have not been. If you had allowed yourself to be with Drozass, you would not be here. Because even I would not dare offer a Chosen female to one of my brothers.” He stepped up closer and smoothed a claw down the flesh of my cheek, grinning. “But do not worry, you will be well taken care of. I told my brothers that you had seen the worst the universe has to offer. They plan to share you, I’m sure. At least to start. And then—” 
 
    His voice came to a startling halt as the two of us both noticed footsteps in the distance. Chocal hissed in irritation, obviously enjoying the theatrical portion of his little kidnapping and spun back to me. 
 
    “It appears they have come earlier than expected. Be brave, Arizona. And please, try to understand—” He stopped, unable to get his words out. The footsteps grew louder. More in a pattern. It sounds too violent to be a Sidyth, but what do I know? These aren’t the same as Prince Korben’s Sidyths. They’ve been here for years. Maybe they’re already feral. With a rough kiss to my head, Chocal’s gone in a flash. I couldn’t even cry out to him. 
 
    Which leads me to the present; practically pissing my pants as unfamiliar Sidyths thunder in my direction. 
 
    I’m fighting against the rope, hoping to at least release my mouth so I can scream, but it’s no use. I’m all but shaking as the trees part, and horrible images of what hasn’t even happened yet flash through my mind. Share me. They’re going to share me. All because I’m a selfish diaper baby who couldn’t read a trap, even though Chocal practically spelled it out for me. 
 
    I suck in a gasp as the first shadow stumbles through the darkness and finally I get a view of my new owner. 
 
    Or at least, I get a glimpse of what’s coming at me. 
 
    They’re not Sidyths at all. More like massive gorillas, only not gorillas. There’s four or five of them before me, and possibly more in the distance, but I can’t see through the darkness. Immediately, my eyes water as they come closer. I squint my eyes, trying to see what I’m dealing with, but the more I see, the more I don’t like. 
 
    Despite initially appearing like gorillas, under the moonlight, I see they’re shaped like lizards somehow. But they don’t have scales. Instead, they have greenish, grey fur and fluffy striped tails. They have six legs instead of four, and each strange beast has two enormous red eyes. And all those eyes are focused directly at me. 
 
    I quiver as they amble toward me, questions on their faces. One of them approaches on all six stumpy legs, reaches up and tugs curiously at the rope covering my mouth and backs away, red eyes wide. Every one of them are silent as they stare at me. I should say something. God help me. I should say something. 
 
    “What… what are you?” I ask in a quiet voice, testing to see if they’ll freak out. But they only stare. I swallow hard, fighting back the urge to cry. I can’t tell if they’re listening or merely getting ready to attack. “Can you… can you understand me?” 
 
    One of them cocks their massive head to the side, but there’s no response. I lick my lips and being to ramble. 
 
    “L-look. You look like animals from my homeworld. They couldn’t speak either, at least not like me, but they were intelligent. And you guys look intelligent.” Two of them approach, and I feel myself trying to push my back against the trunk, but there’s nowhere to go. “You can probably not understand me, but you… you must see we’re similar, right? Yes? You’re alien animals. I don’t know a lot about alien animals, but you look all right—” 
 
    “Baw!” one cries out right in my face, immediately forcing me to fall silent. His teeth are significant, larger than I’d care to have that close to me, but at least they haven’t attacked. I pinch my eyes shut, but when nothing else happens, I dare to peek back open one eye. 
 
    The two beasts are still standing directly in front of me on six legs. 
 
    “Can you help me?” I dare to ask, fighting the urge to sob in fear. “P-please. I need help. Untie me. Please? Can you see the ties?” I shake my wrists tied behind my back as hard as I can, and thankfully, the noise is loud enough to catch one of the beast’s attention. He perks up and toddles over behind me, and I feel a massive, furry paw messing with the rope. “Yes,” I gasp. “That’s it. Untie me and—” 
 
    “Baw! Beh-baw!” the same one shrieks, only this time, his voice sounds more like a screech than a shout. I want to cover my ears, but I can’t, and so I helplessly keep my mouth closed. I don’t know what, if anything, these creatures want, but I can thank my lucky stars at least, that I’m alive. 
 
    When I feel the ropes behind my wrists loosen and fall to the ground, it’s hard to not immediately run away. 
 
    Not dead. Not dead, I remind myself. If I run now, they could pounce on me. View me as a threat. Kill me immediately. I don’t want to die. Not when I’m so close to surviving. As slowly as possible, I uncurl my arms from around the trunk and cradle them to my chest. Chocal tied me way too tightly. If I had been there for an extended amount of time, I would have been in a lot of pain. 
 
    But now… I’m free. 
 
    I stare at the two beasts closest to me, now that the one who untied me is back with the rest of the pack. 
 
    “T-thank you,” I say shakily. “You… thank you.” The leader tilts his head to the side, and I decide to take a chance, stepping forward. “So… I think I should head back before anyone thinks something bad happened and—” 
 
    A threatening roar escapes the leader of the pack even before my first step hits the ground, and I immediately pull back. 
 
    “P-lease. Just let me go.” 
 
    But it’s no use. They must not understand me, because the moment I take another step to give myself some distance, a beast is on me. He grabs my arms, just like Chocal had me tied to the tree earlier, and though I struggle to get away. It’s no use. I can’t do anything, especially when another beast rushes up and seizes my ankles. 
 
    “Wait!” I cry. “Please! You don’t understand what you’re doing! I—” I stop short, hearing voices, even through the hisses and caws of the beasts. 
 
    Sidyths. I don’t recognize the voices, but at least their language translated through my ears. I think about crying out to them, not caring if they’re outsiders or not, but the beasts are just as quick to realize this, and one of them slams their massive palm against my entire face, and my world grows blurry. I smell the stink radiating off his palm, and fight back the urge to gag, as the voices fade away. 
 
    Where is the female? 
 
    I want pleasure. 
 
    We will find her. If not, Chocal will pay. 
 
    I stiffen, falling silent as the pack begins to move. I don’t know what direction we’re heading, and I don’t know if anyone back at the lairs has even realized I’m gone. And if I don’t do something now, I’ll probably be dead within the next twenty-four hours. I struggle in the grips of the two beasts, and though they’re strong, I’m fighting harder than before. My shouts to be set free are muffled, but I won’t give up. 
 
    The leader makes a strange sound from his throat. 
 
    The entire pack seemingly goes faster all at once. 
 
    And I hear no more of the voices. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I don’t know where we are when the beasts finally stop. The moons are still high in the sky, but the air is warmer again, not like before. I’m shaking, but at least I feel that no one’s holding my wrists or ankles any longer. I lift a hand, noticing that everything is still intact, and I’m lying on my back in a clearing. I fight the urge to sob. I’m alive, but I have no idea where I am, and no idea what I’m dealing with. 
 
    Daring to look around, I see there are at least ten fury beasts huddled around me. They all look curious about their find, but the leader seems to be closest to me, occasionally circling a massive paw around my ankle. The sight in itself makes me nervous, and I can’t help but worry if this beast is somehow going to attempt to… mate with me at some point. 
 
    “Please,” I mutter. “I don’t know what you want from me, but I don’t think we’re compatible. Understand?” The leader flashes his attention down toward me, and I wince, frightened that I’m somehow pissing him off. “Please. I have to get home. Tell me you understand—” 
 
    “Beh-baw,” it screeches, tightening its grip around my ankle until I cry out. The grip loosens, but not enough for me to try and escape. As much as I want to fall silent and accept my fate, I can’t. I fear being weak. 
 
    Maybe now’s my time to become strong. 
 
    “Please.” I try locking eyes with the leader. Maybe it needs to know I’m not afraid. Animals have to be similar across the universe, right? “If you’ll let me go here—” 
 
    Another painful squeeze. Another beast approaches and grabs my face in a giant paw. I feel like crying, but one only continues to look at me. The leader makes another loud sound, and he releases my face, but I know this grip will leave bruises. 
 
    “Beh-baw,” the leader grumbles, pulling me by the ankle until my body nearly touches his. 
 
    I don’t like it. The lizard gorillas are about the same size as orangutans, but he feels stronger. He would be able to overpower me so easily. But I don’t know what he’s waiting for, what he wants. My heart pounds heavily against my chest. But he merely continues pulling me to him, until I’m situated in his lap. I struggle and cry out, but the beast is too powerful. 
 
    This is where he wants me, and this is where I’m going to stay. 
 
    But his next movement shocks me. 
 
    Proving that he… might be a she. 
 
    Because the next thing I know, he’s cupped one of his full, furry breasts, and holds it toward my mouth. I nearly gag from the sight and scent, struggling harder, and more confused than ever. But it’s useless. This beast isn’t a male. It’s a female. And she isn't looking to mate. She’s looking to nurse. Good, God! It must think I’m a sickly version of her! Or a baby to make things worse. I struggle harder, fighting as the tip of her nipple brushes against my lip, and it’s so humiliating, that I burst out crying. 
 
    She misunderstands, finally deciding she’s been gentle enough and eventually uses her other hand to hold my mouth open and shoves the nipple inside. I want to bite down, but I’m afraid of what the creature will do. This is the most humiliating experience I’ve ever gone through, and there’s nothing I can do, say, or offer to make it end. 
 
    I pretend to suck. As much as I want to wretch, scream, and cry out, I do what she expects. I make loud, puckering sounds, and though I refuse to suck on a damn gorilla lizard tit, I fake it. And I’m doing good enough a job pretending that the beast’s painful grip relaxes, and her grumpy features soften. The hand holding my mouth moves away, and I feel blood return to the pinched skin. I keep my eyes locked on her much larger red ones, trying to gauge her reaction to my change, and she seems satisfied. 
 
    Despite her rough treatment, this beast wasn’t trying to hurt me or rape me. 
 
    It wanted to help me. Protect me. 
 
    And if I weren’t so grossed out, I would have been happy about it. 
 
    The humiliation continues for a little while longer, and I feel my body growing limp. I don’t want to get tired but being so alert and on edge and in this awkward position has truly weakened me. I try glimpsing around to see what the other beasts are doing, but every time I move my head, the beast hisses, and jerks my head back to her breast. Fuck. 
 
    Eventually, the beast decides I’ve had enough, and slowly pulls my head away from her breast. My eyes are still wet with humiliation, but at least my captor seems calmer. I attempt to squirm in her grip, hoping she’ll let me out of her lap, but she only slams me back up against her chest. Incoherent burbles escape her flat lips, but of course, I don’t understand them. 
 
    “Done,” I try in what I hope is a soft, soothing voice. “Done. Want sit. Sit away.” I lift my free hand and point toward the empty ground beside us, but the beast merely pulls me back up against her. She stares down, eyes going to my top, and she cocks her head to the side, reaching up to caress the fabric with her thick, clumsy fingers. I try batting her away, but she’s too firm, and before I can have a chance to react, she’s torn my top apart, and thrown it at the pack. Her eyes grow curious at the sight of my breasts, and pure embarrassment flushes through my entire being. 
 
    Several of the other beasts loom closer, curious for a look of their own. 
 
    I try fighting, but the female holds me tightly against her, nearly cutting off my circulation. “Please. Hurting me.” 
 
    “Beyas bey bey,” one grunts, going to reach for the leader’s arm. 
 
    She swings at him, and a loud sound erupts from her powerful throat. I think I have a moment to try and escape, but her grip around me tightens so suddenly that all the air leaves my lungs. The growing crowd falls silent, and my captor shifts me in her lap until my breasts are pressed up against her furry chest. She’s trying to shield me from their eyes, but I don’t feel any happier about it. 
 
    Mortification seeps through my every pore, but another lower, rumbling voice breaks through my attention. 
 
    Another beast approaches. He somehow looks so much bigger than the rest. The others part as he comes near, and my captor blocks most of my view. But I can see a little. His head is significant, and somehow, his red eyes seem more alert and intelligent than the others. My captor hisses, but he doesn’t seem to care, leaning close and inhaling deeply above my head. When he pulls away and rumbles something, he doesn’t sound pleased. 
 
    Not in the damn least. 
 
    I try moving my head to get a better view, but my captor won’t let me turn. I don’t know who or what to trust. This new beast seems to be the alpha, but is this a good or bad thing for me? Should I stay with my captor, or should I take my chances and try to get the attention of this new beast? 
 
    My captor hisses something to him, gently pulling my face away so I can peer up, and the beast’s face hanging above mine wears a deadly sneer. He roars, in anger, and my captor hisses back. They’re arguing, and I can’t even tell what about. 
 
    And then suddenly I’m lifted. The more gigantic beast has pulled me from my captor’s grasp, and though she’s hissing at the top of her lungs, he doesn’t seem concerned. The others hiss and cry out in excitement, and that’s when I’m flying. 
 
    He’s tossed me away. 
 
    A pained cry of surprise bursts through my captor's throat, but I don’t have time to think about it. I’m grateful she didn’t kill me, but I’m not about to be sucking some lizard gorilla tit for the rest of my life. That’s a hard limit even for me. 
 
    As soon as my body heavily crashes against the dirt, I’m on my feet and running. 
 
    That’s when I hear the rest of the beasts give chase. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I’m not even sure what direction I’m heading, but I don’t give a shit. All my body does is scream at me to run. Keep going. Go hard. Don’t look back. My body still hurts from my captor’s rough treatment, but some part of me is grateful that bruises are my biggest problem. 
 
    At least it is right now. When I hear the beasts roaring behind me, I have a feeling that if I’m somehow captured again, my punishment won’t only be sitting with the mama lizard gorilla. And this gives me incentive to run that much faster. 
 
    I swear to God, I hear my captor wailing and screeching as my feet pound heavily against the earth, but nothing is going to stop me at this point. I don’t know where I’m going, but I’ve got to come across something. Someone. God, how I wish I were back with my girls right now! I’d do anything to have my most significant problem be dealing with Kansas’ overwhelming bitchiness. Or Alaska’s chilly personality. Or Drozass. I swallow hard. If I think of him, I’ll lose focus. And now I should only run. Run, bitch — fucking run. 
 
    After a while, I secretly hope that eventually, the beasts will give up. But that’s not the case. And it’s probably because I’m easy enough to track. I’m in shape, but I’m scared and bruised, and not used to running through dense vegetation. Branches are jutting up from the ground that I need to jump over, and others are hanging low from the trees and scraping at my skin. Some of them need to be pushed aside so I can keep going. But all the while, the beasts crash behind me. 
 
    I’m no longer a person. I’m a possession — a baby for the mama alpha. 
 
    I focus on the humiliation to give me the strength to keep running. I’ve done some horrible shit in my life, but that was the worst. I won’t go back to that. I’d rather die fighting than have to deal with that a second time! This somehow gives me a second wind, and I push. Harder. The sounds behind me finally grow softer. They’re still giving chase, but maybe they’re unsure where to go. Maybe my scent isn’t as strong, so they’re confused. Good. I push harder and harder until I can’t run any longer. 
 
    I need a moment to catch my breath — just a fucking moment. 
 
    Placing my hands on my knees, I pull in a deep breath, noticing the air is chilly and sharp against my lungs. But at least the woods are relatively silent. There are rumblings, but I no longer feel like the beasts are hot on my heels. The anguished cries from my captor fill the skies, but it’s far enough away that a whisper of relief washes through my unsteady nerves. 
 
    I stumble behind a large tree, so my back is to the shrieking and crying, and place a palm against my chest. My skin is cold and sweaty, and I’m still trying to slow my breathing down to normal in case I need to break out into a desperate sprint. But the voices aren’t growing any louder. Not at the moment. I spit quietly into the grass several times, trying to get the taste of gorilla lizard tit out of my mouth, but I’m guessing it’s something I’ll need more than a few days to remove not only from my mouth but my memory. 
 
    I’m still shaken up by. The dehumanization. The humiliation. There’s no comparison. It will be a story I’ll always tell when others ask about my worst experience on an assignment. 
 
    If I somehow make out of this alive. 
 
    I take in another breath. Not if, when. There’s no if about this. I am going to get out of this alive. I’m not going to be weak. I am strong. I will get back to my girls and show them that just because I’m a dumbass sometimes, doesn’t mean I’m not a badass most of the time. The thought makes me smile. No one will ever believe me. 
 
    And then I can see Drozass. Drozass. 
 
    Just picturing his handsome face filled with worry over me makes my heart ache. God, I miss him. I want to be in his arms. I want him to hold me close and take care of me. For once I don’t want to have to worry about handling shit. I want him. I want him in my life forever. 
 
    I’m going to Choose him. 
 
    I will Choose him. And then we can be together like he wanted. Like I wanted, even though I was too afraid to admit until now while running away from my lizard gorilla mama. 
 
    I love Drozass. Drozass has Chosen me. 
 
    And now, when I’m back home, I’m going to Choose him. 
 
    Because after dealing with this shit, I need something good in my life. 
 
    Thinking about finding my way out of this mess gives me strength to keep going, and I straighten. But not before glancing over my shoulder. The woods are oddly quiet now. Maybe the beasts have given up. Maybe they’ve decided I’m not worth it. The thought makes me smile, but as I peek around the trunk of the tree, something furry and substantial grabs my wrist and hauls me forward. 
 
    I can’t even scream out before my body slams into an unfamiliar beast. 
 
    Not the mama. 
 
    Panic takes over my entire being as the new beast looks down at me with crazed, red eyes. He slings me over his shoulder like I’m nothing more than a sack of potatoes and breaks out into a job on all fours… or should I say, sixes?  
 
    “No!” I scream, remembering hopefully not too late that he hasn’t covered my mouth. I can call for help. But if I don’t make these calls count, it will all be for nothing. “Help! Help, please! Anyone!” I roar, pounding on the beasts back. He keeps running. “Put me down! DROZASS!” 
 
    And that’s when a familiar voice hits my ears. 
 
    A voice I never appreciated as much as I should until now. 
 
    It’s deep, but no less frenzied, and both I and my captor stiffen up. The beast stops, darting his attention around as though he knows something is coming to get him. I thud my good fist on his back, fighting through my tears. 
 
    “You’d best put me down, asshole! Or he’s going to be pissed.” 
 
    The beast hesitates, making a shy, wining sound that almost makes me feels sorry for him. But I can’t. I won’t. I keep struggling though every bone in my body is worn out. But I won’t stop fighting. I won’t be weak. I won’t give up my chance to finally be with someone I love! 
 
    The trees part and like something straight out of a movie, my Chosen sexy beast jumps ahead of us, feet slamming into the earth. Only a few yards separate me from my love. Drozass’ eyes widen as he takes in the scene before him, almost as shocked as I was the first time I saw the beasts. 
 
    “Rodur,” he whispers, crouching down. 
 
    Rodur. So that’s the name for the beasts. Not that I’m about to start feeling sorry for them because they have a name.  
 
    “Give her to me,” he says with more authority than I’ve ever heard. “Not yours. MINE.” He holds out his hand. “Give me. Go now.” 
 
    “You better do it,” I gasp, wanting this moment to end. It’s so close. It’s so close to the end. 
 
    And then… I’m in the air. For the second time in a day, a rodur is throwing me. I feel my body hefted off the back of the beast and hoisted in the air. Drozass’ face turns to horror, rising to his full height. 
 
    “No!” he barks, but I’m already airborne. 
 
    The woods rustle, and though it happens so quickly, I’m sure the sounds are the beast; the rodur, fleeing for its life. Drozass can’t even chase after him, because he’s too busy trying to catch me.  
 
    Which he does. 
 
    My body falls into his, and he cradles me firmly, wrapping me up with his long muscular arms, and I let out a cry of relief. 
 
    Safe. I’m safe now. 
 
    “Ari,” he says quietly into my hair. “Ari… by the Goddess. You’re all right. You’re all right.” 
 
    “I’m okay,” I say, wincing as he pulls me close. My wrist and ribs are sore, but nothing would stop me from allowing Drozass to hold me close. And though it’s weird to be held like this after what’s happened, I try fighting off the horrific images of being breastfed by a lizard beast. I need to focus. He saved me. He came to save me even when I was so awful to him. “Drozass. I’m okay.” 
 
    “Y-yes.” His voice barely comes out as a whisper, pulling me away from his chest. “But not completely.” He cups my face, eyes flicking over my head as the whining sounds of my captor fill the air. He ignores it and brings his attention back to me. “What happened, my mate?” 
 
    I don’t bother correcting him. How could I? “Chocal—” 
 
    “Yes, I know. But I didn’t expect…” he trails off, lifting his chin toward the spot where the rodur must have run off. “He said—” 
 
    “Those beast things found me,” I say, curling closer into his chest. I want him to surround me. 
 
    “And then…” 
 
    “And then…” I feel my expression crumbling as fresh images come rushing back. Losing any humanity I had left. Feeling so helpless. Being paralyzed with fear. “Can we not talk about it now?” 
 
    Drozass’ eyes widen, but he shushes me and kisses the top of my head. “All right, my mate. You do not need to speak of it. Are you hurt, though? Did Chocal hurt you?” I shake my head. “Did you come across any outsiders?” Another shake. “So you are okay?” 
 
    “Just… hurt my wrist, I think. That one that grabbed me—” 
 
    I stop speaking when I glance up and see the fury written on my man’s features. Scales splay away, and he lifts his chin. “I will find that beast. And I will kill it.” He starts lowering me down to the ground, and I cling to him. 
 
    “N-no,” I say, all but begging. “Please… no more. Can we go home?” 
 
    “It hurt you. I will avenge you—” 
 
    “Your… Chosen mate wants to stand still with you.” My voice sounds shaky in my ears, and I’m not sure if Drozass heard me. “Your Chosen mate wants to go home.” 
 
    Drozass freezes, pulling me tightly against him. Almost like he can’t believe my words. “You… I’m sorry, did you say—” 
 
    “I Choose you, Drozass. If you’ll have me.” 
 
    He doesn’t say anything. He doesn’t have to. When I pull away, noticing the water in his eyes and the way he pulls me gently up against his chest; it’s all the answer I need. 
 
    “I don’t suppose you brought an extra outfit, did you?” I ask, hating to break the moment, but suddenly being all too aware of my naked body. 
 
    Drozass smirks, reaching behind him. In his hand are a pair of shorts and a top. 
 
    Well, damn. My mate. My Chosen mate. 
 
    I’m thankful to be his arms. And for the first time, I’m happy to have him put clothes on me for a change. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Drozass 
 
      
 
    “You’re seriously not going to tell us what happened to you?” Kansas asks, hovering over my mate even though I am more than capable of taking care of her myself. Her and Dakota have not left Ari alone since I returned. 
 
    I remember the look of relief on their features, and how they crowded around her. And even now when I want to grow upset and hiss for them to leave me to take care of her, I won’t, but because I know the attention pleases my mate. 
 
    “I don’t think you guys want to know.” Arizona’s voice is steadier, but still not completely back to normal. What happened to her out in the talas with the rodurs was horrific, and I know it took a lot of courage for her to tell me her tale. It’s been almost a hands worth of suns risings and settings, and she still has not told her female companions. I do not blame her for wanting to keep it quiet. 
 
    Kill. I will kill Chocal for ever putting Arizona in a position like that. 
 
    “You guys can seriously stop hovering over me,” Ari says, trying to wave them off from her spot on the bed. Her wrist is bandaged, and she winces when she laughs, but other than that, she is doing well. I can barely control my anger after seeing the bruises on her body, but the pleasant surprise is that Arizona will not let me out of her sight. She keeps me close, and it is everything I have ever wanted. I wish she weren’t injured. She grows stronger each passing, but I am excited to have my headstrong mate back at full strength. 
 
    But I do not mind staying by her side while waiting. 
 
    Kansas steps away from the bed, shooting me a wary expression. “Sorry, Alaska hasn’t stopped by. She’s been busy with—” 
 
    “Taylis,” Arizona says, frowning. “Seriously, what is with that guy? Won’t he even let her come to visit me? Or is this her decision? Has she cut herself off?” 
 
    “More like he’s a man possessed,” Kansas says, confusing both me and my mate. 
 
    “Huh?” She tries to sit up straighter, wincing with effort. “What’s he doing?” 
 
    “Nothing bad,” Dakota squeaks, waving her hands around. “He’s just… I think he’s kind of obsessed—” 
 
    “Don’t worry about that female for now,” I say in a warning tone. I do not care what Arizona’s female companions are saying. All I know is that the taller, yellow-haired human has not stopped by to visit her. And though this bothers Arizona, she is too prideful to say so. But I am confused with their words. Taylis? Obsessed? He isn’t obsessed with anything. Especially not having a mate. So why… I try not to focus on that. Despite Taylis’ off putting behavior, these females are supposed to be her companions. Her family. And while Dakota and Kansas have been a constant presence since I brought her back to the lair, the other female has not even poked her head in to see if she’s alive. 
 
    This also leaves me incredibly angry. I may have to speak with Taylis if this truly is his doing or if the yellow-haired female is ignoring mine for the sheer sake of being difficult. 
 
    “Drozass is right,” Dakota says, relenting. “Don’t worry about Alaska. You know how she always needs to do things on her own time.” 
 
    “She’s probably pissed that you got hurt,” Kansas offers. “She doesn’t know how to handle it. She thinks you’re invincible.” 
 
    “But what did you say about Taylis?” 
 
    “Nothing,” I interrupt. “Do not worry, my mate. I will speak with Taylis.” 
 
    “Promise?” 
 
    I nod. My mate is invincible. For her, I would do anything. Despite looking so small and fragile on my bed, my female can endure almost anything. I heard her story. I know what she did to survive. My brave, headstrong mate. Mine. She deserves everything she’s ever desired and more. And if she needs me to spar Taylis to see if he is keeping Alaska from my mate, I will happily do so. 
 
    Taylis is long overdue for a spar to the face. 
 
    “Fine. I’ll let it go. For now. But Alaska better let me know something,” Arizona grumps, though I do notice a flash of color hit her cheeks. “You guys can seriously go. I’m all right.” 
 
    “I will watch after her,” I promise, gently escorting the females from my lair. I know these two worry about my mate, but so do I. And I cannot be myself when they are around. I feel they are always watching me. Judging and making sure I am a good enough match for their leader. And while it is pleasant that they care so much, I am the one who should judge them. I should constantly see that they are good enough to hang around her. 
 
    I turn back toward her. “How are feeling today?” I ask in a low voice. “Seriously?” 
 
    “The better question is, how are you feeling? Less angry?” A single dark eyebrow quirks up, and it’s just like my mate to be worried about me when she carries so many burdens upon her shoulders. “They’ll find him, Drozass.” 
 
    I snarl, taking a seat beside her on the bed. “If I ever see Chocal… I don’t think I’d want you to see me when I see Chocal.” 
 
    “You plan to get violent?” She reaches out and touches my wrist. 
 
    “I plan to get very violent.” She hums thoughtfully. “Aren’t you going to tell me to calm down? That I should be the larger male or whatnot?” 
 
    She shakes her head. “No. Honestly, it’s a turn on to see you acting like this.” 
 
    My cock stirs. “Is it normally a turn on for human females to see their mates turn violent?” 
 
    “No,” she says, crawling her fingers up my arm. “But it’s a turn on for me to see you being so protective.” 
 
    I grab her hand. “Of course, I am protective. I will do anything for you. To keep you safe.” 
 
    Her fingers stiffen under my hand. It is still hard to believe that this is my reality. I have the female I’ve always wanted. And though it took a long time to get here, we are here just the same, and I wouldn’t change anything so long as I knew the outcome ended the same way. 
 
    “I’m not going anywhere,” she says softly. “I promise.” 
 
    “You better not.” I pull her hand to my lips and press my mouth against her soft, but still heeling knuckles. “You are a brave female, Ari. The bravest I have ever known.” 
 
    She all but purrs. “You know what kind words do to me, Drozass. There’s no need. I’m a sure thing.” Carefully, she tries to move from her spot on the bed, but I react quickly and put a hand to her chest. “What?” 
 
    “You’re still recovering, my mate—” 
 
    “Recovering doesn’t mean I’m broken. You can touch me. You know how much I want you to. That’s always been the case. I’ve always welcomed your touch. And now that we’re Chosen mates, I can’t think of anything I want more.” 
 
    As much as I need her, I’m still unsure. “And your female companions?” 
 
    “What about them?” She seems genuinely surprised by my question. 
 
    “Do they approve of me as your mate?” The words sound funny on my tongue. Almost as though I’m asking permission from other females to be with the one I love, but I know how much her companions mean to her. I want them to approve of me. I want them to know Arizona is safe and loved with me. 
 
    “Drozass…” Her hands snake under my chin and lift it slowly, so our eyes meet. “You saved my life. You ran into the woods to save me, and you didn’t even know what you’d have to save me from. I remember the look in your eyes when you faced that rodur. Nothing could have kept us apart. My girls know that. They’ve always liked you. And you know what? Even if they didn’t, they can fuck off because I like you. I love you. I Chose you.” 
 
    My hearts warm. “I only want to be worthy of you.” 
 
    “Fuck, Drozass. You are worthy. It’s me who needs to fight to be worthy of you. I’m the star whore, remember? I’m the one who pushed you away. I’m the one who almost got my dumb ass killed for not trusting you. Not trusting that there were people out there who gave a fuck about me.” 
 
    “I gave many fucks,” I say thickly. 
 
    “And I’ll give you many fucks as a true thank you,” she promises, daring to smile. She looks so soft and seductive that my cock bobs against the fabric of my shorts. She’s always done this to me. She’s always had a hold on me. I’ve always wanted her. There was no one else. I didn’t care who she was or what she did. I knew she was mine. And I would stop at nothing to have her. 
 
    And now I do. 
 
    It’s still surreal. 
 
    “Even with the many fucks, nothing will give me more pleasure than to end Chocal’s existence,” I admit. 
 
    “I don’t have a problem with you feeling that way,” she says with a chuckle. 
 
    “I’m serious. I won’t be satisfied until I’ve spilled his blood. He tried to take you away from me. Tried to all but offer you to outsiders to get in their good graces. For reasons we don’t even know because that arslota ran away before he could be properly punished.” 
 
    Arizona grows serious. “You’ll get your chance, Drozass. Just don’t let you desire for revenge take over your being. Don’t focus on your anger.” 
 
    “How can I not? I think of when I first caught you. After that rodur threw you. Threw you! What if he didn’t? What if he ran? What if I had to chase him down? What if I didn’t get there in time? How can I not want to make Chocal pay?” 
 
    “Don’t think of what could have happened,” she begs, sitting up fully in bed despite my hand against her chest. “I’m all right. The rodur panicked. Exer said they’re not normally aggressive. The one who found me probably didn’t even care that much. He only wanted to please the alpha’s mate. But he sure as shit wasn’t going to die to bring me back. Remember. I’m okay. Don’t let Chocal win. Focus on what happened, not what ifs.” She gently pushes my hand away so she can wrap her arms around my neck. “Whatever happened to standing still together?” 
 
    Her warm, kind words settle my unease. I relax into her touch. “You are right, my mate. I will do my best not to think of him. But he will pay. Promise that you will not try to stop me from punishing him for what he has done, and I will let this go for now.” 
 
    She presses her full lips against my shoulders. “I would never stop you.” 
 
    Goddess, this female. She is not afraid of anything. She is bossy. She likes being in control. She can be difficult to the point of frustration. But she is also strong. Beautiful. Unafraid to see justice served. And justice will be served. I cannot believe she is mine. After everything we’ve been through. Her past, her companions, her insecurities, and her fears. Chocal’s lies and deception. After all of it, I have the female I wanted from the first moment I set eyes upon her. 
 
    I tilt my head slightly to capture her mouth with mine. “You own my hearts, body and soul, Ari. Even though I am settled on this day, I will avenge you. Chocal will pay for putting you through this.” 
 
    “I know you will. And I know he will. I’m not worried about that. The only thing I’m worried about is getting better.” 
 
    “Yes. That is a good idea.” 
 
    “That way… we can fuck.” Her voice turns to an enticing purr, and it takes everything I have not to mount her. 
 
    This female. Goddess, how I love her. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Epilogue 
 
    Arizona 
 
      
 
    “It’s the most, wonderful time of the year! Where me and my mate will be fucking all day, and I will be sucking his cock! It’s the most wonderful time of the year!” 
 
    “What is that you are singing, my mate?” Drozass looks perplexed, but I’m in such a good mood that nothing will stop me from singing. 
 
    “Just a good old-fashioned Christmas carol,” I say, winking. “But today is BETTER than Christmas! It’s FUCKING DAY!” 
 
    Drozass chuckles at my antics, but I don’t give a damn. Today is the day he said I’m well enough to have sex, and nothing is going to calm my libido. It’s been a long road to get here, probably the longest I’ve gone without a dick in my pussy, and it hasn’t been easy. But I’ve got a feeling it’ll be worth the wait. 
 
    I’m all but stirring in bed, horny and needy as Drozass closes the curtain at the end of the day.  
 
    “Are you done speaking to your female companions?” he asks, glancing over his shoulder. 
 
    I rip off my top. “Baby, nothing is going to stop this moment from happening.” I pat an empty spot next to me and do my best Mae West impression. “Now, when are you gonna get over here and fuck me some time?” 
 
    He stares at me strangely. “You are acting oddly. Are you sure you are ready?” 
 
    “Yes!” I purr, crawling to the edge of the bed. “Now please… before I pop. Fill me with that glorious, blue cock of yours.” 
 
    Despite looking hesitant, my man can’t resist, and he settles on the bed. “Happy fucking day, yes?” 
 
    “Happy fucking day!” That’s when I pounce, not able to wait another moment, and wrap my arms around Drozass’ thick corded neck so I can plant some ferocious kisses on his delicious mouth. He groans, and already he’s hard. Oh yes. That’s more like it. 
 
    It doesn’t take long before we’re both naked and I’m staring up into his beautiful, golden eyes. He stares back, stroking his cock one final time before he thrusts inside. We moan, joining as one. Sex never felt this good. 
 
    “You have my hearts,” he whispers. 
 
    “And your cock,” I say, snickering and wiggling around so I can feel him filling me up. 
 
    He finds a rhythm, and I rock along, enjoying every moment — even the slick sound of his cock sliding in and out of my pussy. Him kissing my breasts and sucking on my nipples. Me reaching down to cup his sack and claiming it as my own. Sex feels different for sure, but maybe not for the exact reason Drozass is expecting. This isn’t fucking for fucking’s sake. 
 
    This is baby-making fucking. 
 
    Chentan reversed my hormonal shot. 
 
    My lady parts are finally going to serve a purpose other than pleasure. 
 
    “You are smiling a lot,” Drozass notes. “Have something you need to tell me?” He pushes hard inside me, making my entire body buck. “A secret meeting with Chentan, yes?” 
 
    My expression shifts. “You know?” He nods, grinning like the sex God he is. “Sneaky bastard.” 
 
    Drozass breaks out into warms chuckles, continuing his hard, deep thrusts inside. He shifts his angle, increasing the pace, and it feels so good to be here. I love my alien, but I also love feeling him inside me. I love having sex with him. Sex with my man takes all my worries away. And having a baby with him? I can barely keep it together. I’m going to spiral out of control with joy. The sexiest alien I’ve ever seen in my entire life is now mine. And I’m going to be the mother of his children. 
 
    I’ll admit it openly to anyone who asks. This assignment is different. 
 
    Drozass is different. I could kick myself for ever thinking he’s like every other male. Fuck that. He’s so different than the others that it almost hurts to think— 
 
    I lose concentration as Drozass sneaks a hand between my thighs and seeks out my clit. He’s relentless in making sure I come and feeling that desire alone makes my body stiffen. Arousal blossoms across my thighs, around my clit and pussy lips, and suddenly the world goes white. There’s nothing but the male above me and the pleasure we’re experiencing together. It’s not about making the one come first or coming together. It’s about being together. 
 
    Me and Drozass. Drozass and me. 
 
    “Happy fucking day!” I gasp as the last powerful wave of orgasm crashes over me. 
 
    And Drozass stiffens and hisses, shooting his spend through my pussy. His chilled seed washes through my body, and I can only hope that this will be remembered as the night we made a baby. 
 
    A baby. Me. A mother. 
 
    Fuck me, that’s wild. 
 
    As we gather our breaths, Drozass rolls off, staring up at the ceiling. He turns to look at me with hope in his eyes. “So… you did speak with Chentan, yes? I can fill you with my seed so you may carry our future sprog?” 
 
    I nod excitedly, still not used to feeling so happy all the time. That life is so fantastic and perfect. I want my girls to have this feeling — even Alaska. I want them to feel as happy as I do at this moment, staring at my beautiful alien mate. “I can.” 
 
    “Do you think it happened… just now?” 
 
    I break out into giggles. “Even if it did, I believe I said I owed you many fucks.” Without waiting for him to react, I roll on top of him, straddling his beautiful blue body between my thighs. “And when it comes to pleasure, I always keep my promises.” 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
    Please check out book 9 in the Rebels of Sidyth series, 
 
    Tamed by the Alien the Alien below! 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    UNEDITED Preview of Tamed by the Alien 
 
      
 
    Prologue 
 
    Alaska 
 
      
 
    I don’t like change. Let me reiterate. I. Do. Not. Like. Change. Once I’m in a schedule, I don’t really care what it is, I’m into it. It can be something I love. Something I loathe. Doesn’t really matter. As an Intergalactic Call-Girl, I don’t expect to be practicing mindfulness and appreciating the little victories in life. And honestly, I don’t mind not being in charge. I’m twenty-seven, and I’m damn proud to have made it this long with someone I trust with my life – even if I don’t necessarily agree with all her decisions. Arizona has always been known to take charge. She’s always told me, Kansas, and Dakota to never fall in love. Open your legs and close off your hearts. It made sense to me. It still does, honestly. 
 
    Except now Arizona has done the unthinkable and fallen in love with a client. 
 
    He’s a Sidyth. And somehow, she’s happy. Honestly, I barely understand the concept. From what I understand, a lot of terrible things happened to her – including being tricked by another Sidyth. But lately, she’s all smiles. It seems like a bad episode of The Twilight Zone because now Arizona is apparently telling Dakota and Kansas that she wants to see them as happy as she is with her alien mate. I don’t really know how Kansas or Dakota feel about the situation, and I’ not even sure if I care. Because I’m sure as shit not going to fall in love. 
 
    I should have known it was only a matter of time that Arizona would let me down. After all, everyone else has. My stepdad’s friend took me away from my family and forced me to sign a contract – giving my life aliens. I didn’t bother fighting. My stepdad’s friends were mean. It was easier not to fight. So I signed the papers just so I could get away from them. And now… here I am. Arizona’s the one person I thought I could trust to guide me and now she’s trying to change the rules. If I ever get out of this assignment, I’m never trusting another soul again. 
 
    As it is now, however, I have nowhere else to go. As far as anyone knows, this assignment for me and nineteen other human females could go on for another few months, years, or forever. Their leader, Prince Korben? He says we can stay here if we find a mate. Choosing is what they call it. Talk about some Avatar fanfiction coming to life. I’m not Choosing a mate. I don’t want to. Then again, if Arizona forced me to… I wouldn’t really have a choice. 
 
    She’s the one who’s always called the shots, after all. 
 
      
 
    When we first arrived on Hethdiss, I remember keeping close to Arizona, Dakota, and Kansas. We were all looking around after the Todas dropped us off. We were separated, and though I was pissed off to be separated from Arizona, I dealt with it because that’s exactly what the look on her face told me to do. I kept close to the back of the group, not wanting to interact with anyone, and simply biding my time until I received the next order from Arizona. 
 
    We were introduced to the Sidyths – who don’t exactly have a great reputation across the stars, especially when it comes to females. On their planet Sidetha, females cannot refuse a male. In any way. If they want pleasure, they can steal it. If they want a mate, they can force a female to squeeze them. If they don’t want a female’s attention, they can have her sent to something referred to as a ‘hunt’. I had a friend sent there. Washington. I don’t really want to talk about it. 
 
    But the Sidyths weren’t terrible. In fact, their prince took a liking to Blythe, one of the bustiest chicks I’ve ever seen in my life. He kept her in his room, while the rest of the females were sent to something called The Gathering Room. I guess it wasn’t terrible, either. No one was raping us, and after a few days, Blythe finally convinced her little prince that humans females weren’t cattle that he could keep cooped up until we decided we would fuck one of his supposed brothers. 
 
    By the time I was reunited with the rest of the girls, I was starting to think that maybe things here wouldn’t be so bad. I couldn’t remember the last time an alien hadn’t tried to fuck or rape me within the first twenty-four hours of an assignment, let alone a week, so I was open to seeing what was up. Arizona didn’t really give us much orders, though. Some alien named Drozass was already paying close attention to her. She was fucking him. Dakota and Kansas were fucking aliens, too. And one look from Arizona let me know that I better fall in line and do what I’m supposed to do. 
 
    That night, we were separated once again, only it hurt more than usual. I didn’t really enjoy the company of York or Ellis. The workout twins, or even Krista. I just wanted my girls. I missed being told what to do. I didn’t like the freedom. So honestly, I was just looking to take the edge off when I felt something – or rather – someone staring at me. I lifted my head. 
 
    A Sidyth was guarding the opening to The Gathering Room, but it wasn’t one of the usual suspects. I was used to the old one with silver streaks or the one with a mask over his mouth. Even the large, overly muscled one wasn’t there. This was one was different. Leaner. Younger. Unable to help myself, I lifted my head higher, trying to put a name to the face. His was longer in the front than in the back, and his chin was surprising prominent. 
 
    And he was looking right back at me. 
 
    A few of the other females in the room must have noticed the difference as well, because they’re chatting loudly behind me. But for some reason, I can’t pull my attention away from the new Sidyth. His skin is lighter blue than most of the others, and though he’s lean, that doesn’t mean he’s any less muscular. There’s an intensity in his golden cat-like eyes that doesn’t let me look away. Arizona probably wouldn’t want me to anyway. 
 
    He cocked his head to the side slightly, almost as though acknowledging the fact that he’s staring at me. And I at him, I guess. But I notice he still didn’t look away. I assumed he wanted me to fuck him. More and more of the females were pairing off with the Sidyths at the time, I remember how much I desperately didn’t want to fall behind. I rose up from the floor and smoothed out my tiny black skirt and sauntered in his direction. 
 
    Finally, he blinked. He crossed his thick arms tightly over his broad chest, and part of me wondered if he was going to walk away from me. I almost couldn’t picture it at the time, but I swear now, looking back on it, he looked as though he considered walking away. His golden eyes dipped down to my toes and then flicked back up to my blonde hair in an instant and then he blinked again. 
 
    He didn’t leave from his spot. 
 
    My heart thudded heavily against my thin, black top and I did everything I could to calm it, remembering Arizona’s words. Keep calm. Don’t be desperate. Give the client what he wants. Nothing else. 
 
    I stopped a few inches away from the alien, tilting my chin to meet his eyes. He’s tall, but not overly so. I allowed myself the liberty of drifting my attention up and down his frame just as he did to me. He licked his lips, slicking a long and shockingly thin-forked tongue across the surface. 
 
    “What is your name?” he asked. He attempted to sound disinterested, but I’m the queen of disinterest, so I didn’t believe for a second that he didn’t already want me. 
 
    “Alaska.” 
 
    “What is your real name?” 
 
    His question took me off-guard. My real name. That’s something I never spoke about with anyone. My girls know – Arizona, Dakota, Kansas, and Washington, but no one else. And I intended to keep things that way. “My real name is whatever you want it to be.” 
 
    A frown flickered across his strong features, and that forked tongue worked out from his lips once again. He thought he could catch me off-guard. And I suppose that he did. But I’m already back to my composed self. Clients like it when you’re composed. Or that’s what Arizona’s drilled into me. 
 
    “You want to come to my lair?” he asked next. 
 
    I shrugged and glanced over my shoulder. Krista, Rhyan, and the workout twins were in one corner. They didn’t care what I did. Layla, Celeste, Sloane, and Phoebe were in another corner. They sure as shit didn’t care what happened to me. And Blythe was off with her alien mate. Ellis and York might have been, too. Either way, they wouldn’t have cared. 
 
    No one cares about me here. 
 
    “Do you want some pleasure?” I asked the alien. 
 
    “Are you up for giving me some? Prince Korben says that we’re supposed to ask.” 
 
    “You don’t have to ask me.” 
 
    His golden eyes widened. Now I’m the one who’s caught him off guard. He lifted a hand to his mouth and coughed quietly into it before lowering it back to his side. “We are supposed to ask.” 
 
    I hummed to myself but shrugged. “If you are asking if you’re allowed to fuck me, then the answer is yes.” 
 
    He hissed under his breath, flicking his attention back to my eyes. “You… you are not even going to ask my name? Who am I? What I am like?” 
 
    I shrugged again. “I don’t think it really matters, does it?” 
 
    He frowned. “No. I suppose it does not.” 
 
    He turned around then, glancing once over his shoulder as though expecting me to follow him. And of course, I did. His lair wasn’t anything especial. A single bed with a single blanket. A dirt opening with a dusty curtain for privacy. The scent of a lonely male jerking himself off one too many times before sleeping. And the heat. Fuck, the heat was incredible. There were sun rayers in every corner – basically acting as fans only instead of emitting cool air, they emitted heat and light. I broke out into a sweat within moments and wiped at my brow. 
 
    “It is hot for humans, yes?” the male asked. 
 
    “Doesn’t matter.” 
 
    “Why?” He cocked an eyebrow at me, but his expression quickly relaxed when I immediately stripped off my skirt and tank. 
 
    I stood naked before him, waiting for his next move. But for a while, he merely stood in front of me. Almost as though he was unsure about what to do. I allowed my mind to drift. I wondered if Arizona was fucking her alien. I wondered if Arizona and Kansas were doing the same. 
 
    I wondered if Washington was still alive, somehow surviving the hunt. 
 
    “Do you not like what you see?” I asked. 
 
    He swallowed hard. “I did not realize that the females would be so easy.” 
 
    “They’re not. But I am.” 
 
    The male frowned. “When I touched one of your companions, she freaked out. I thought humans were afraid of us. You appear fragile.” He stepped up closer. “Aren’t you afraid that I’m going to hurt you?” 
 
    “You can hurt me if it pleases you.” 
 
    A strangled sound escaped his lips. “You are not serious.” 
 
    “Try me.” I threw out my arms, daring him to do something. Throw me around. Bite me. Squeeze me. I didn’t care. I still don’t. Not really. 
 
    My closest friends say that I’m like a robot. They say it like it’s supposed to be an insult, but I don’t think they could be further from the truth. I take it as a compliment. I’m not as good as Arizona, but I am a damn good star hussy. I let aliens do what they want with me. They tip me well when I do. That’s what I liked. Making extra credits. Giving them to Arizona. Seeing that pleased look on her face. But I guess she was also confused. 
 
    “I can’t believe you let him do that to you,” she’d say, shaking her head at my bruises. 
 
    “Are you happy about the money?” I’d ask, and she’d nod. 
 
    That was enough to keep me going. 
 
    “I’m not going to hurt you,” a new voice said, breaking my concentration. After a few blinks, I realized that the alien was standing closer to me. His large hands wrapped around my hips. His expression was almost as detached as mine, but he’s faking it. A room doesn’t smell like sex unless a dude really wants it. He has emotions. 
 
    What a shame. 
 
    “Well, Sidyth, if you want to, you can,” I said in a low voice. 
 
    “My name is Taylis, by the way.” 
 
    “I’m sure it is. Are you going to ask me to be your mate?” 
 
    He shook his head. “I don’t want a mate. Too much trouble.” 
 
    My expression shifted. Huh. Now, that was a surprise. Suddenly, I found myself looking at the Sidyth – Taylis – with a new fondness. He’s not looking for a mate? That’s good. 
 
      
 
    No one is going to tame me. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Rebels of Sidyth (and the) 
 
    Human Females Who Tame Them 
 
      
 
    Information about names, pairings and kiddos as of book eight. 
 
    Happy Reading! 
 
      
 
    Lair One 
 
      
 
    Prince Korben – Exiled former prince of the fatherland. 
 
    Blythe – His Chosen. Kind of the leader because she’s the ‘guinea pig’ of the group. 
 
    Kyeth – Their baby girl. 
 
      
 
    Azan – Prince Korben’s universal translator. 
 
    York – His Chosen. Pregnant. 
 
    Yazrik – Their baby boy. 
 
      
 
    Hujun – Prince Korben’s bodyguard. 
 
    Ellis – His Chosen. 
 
    Junis – Their baby boy. Large and likes to punch. 
 
      
 
    Dolan – Azan’s little brother. 
 
    Layla – His Chosen. 
 
    Dyela – Their baby girl. Very small. 
 
      
 
    Exer – Former spy on the fatherland. 
 
    Sloane – His Chosen. 
 
    Rexlan – Twin Boy #1 
 
    Exlo – Twin Boy #2 
 
      
 
    Drazal – Powerful fighter. Very protective. 
 
    Phoebe – His Chosen. Pregnant. 
 
      
 
    Glykoran – Main watcher of the lair opening. Widower. 
 
    Celeste – His Chosen mate. Not pregnant but trying. 
 
      
 
    Lacey – Can’t stand any of the Sidyths other than Chocal. 
 
    Aoi –  
 
    Krista – Close friends with Celeste. No interest in a mate. 
 
    Rhyan –  
 
      
 
    Dash – Pleasure mate with Kansas. 
 
    Cade –  
 
      
 
    The State Girls and their Chosen/Pleasure Mates: 
 
      
 
    Drozass – Comes from poor family. Young. 
 
    Arizona – His mate, and leader of the State Girls. 
 
      
 
    Taylis – Comes from a wealthy family. 
 
    Alaska – Second Leader of the State Girls. Taylis’ pleasure mate. 
 
      
 
    Kansas – Newest Member of the State Girls 
 
    Dakota – Member of the State Girls 
 
      
 
    The Workout Twins: 
 
      
 
    Rene –  
 
    Devyn –  
 
      
 
    Lair Two: 
 
      
 
    Taya – Youngest human female on assignment. 
 
    Adrienne (Drey) –  
 
    Mia – Enjoys messing with Iriel. Calls him ‘little mermaid’. 
 
      
 
    Wixlass –  
 
    Chentan – Only Sidyth with Human medical information. 
 
      
 
    Iriel – Exiled from Prince Korben’s lair for bothering the females. 
 
    Chocal – Disappeared after giving Arizona to the outsiders. No one is quite sure where his loyalty lies. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    AUTHOR’S NOTE 
 
      
 
    Hey Rebel Reader! Can you believe you’ve made it to book eight? Is it really time to start telling the tales of the State Girls? I’m so excited to finally get into the backgrounds of Arizona, Alaska, Dakota, and Kansas. I got to touch on them briefly in Educated by the Alien and Claimed by the Alien Guard, but their official story arc has finally arrived! And I hope, as readers, you’re enjoying the woman who started it all… Arizona! 
 
      
 
    Arizona for me, was a blast to write. Mostly because she reminds me of a lot of my favorite movie stars from movies like All About Eve, and Sunset Blvd. She’s a total boss and if weren’t for the ethnicity difference, I’d love to have someone like Sharon Stone circa Basic Instinct play her in a movie. She was awesome, and I think I’ve set it up pretty well that Alaska is going to be up next… and she’s… well… she’s going to be a handful.  
 
      
 
    As always, the Sidyth Rebels universe continues to expand and now that my little will be attending preschool three days a week, I’m hoping to find some extra time to write. I don’t think my younger little will agree, but I’m going to give it a try. For now, I’m focused on the Rebels, but I can safely say I’ve got spinoffs in the works featuring the rest of the prison ladies from Washington’s story and a possible Alien Assassin Academy. Hopefully I can find the time to get all these stories written down! 
 
      
 
    So as always, I’ll ask you to trust me. There are more stories in the works. Twenty total in the main series, and at least two spinoffs. Not to mention I want to do some more slice-of-life stories with the earlier couples. I hope you’ll continue this reading and writing journey with me! 
 
      
 
    If you want to keep up with me and all the latest news about the Sidyth Rebels universe, please be sure to friend me on Facebook or click LIKE on my business page. You can also follow me on Amazon or Bookbub to stay up to date with my latest releases. 
 
      
 
    Once more, thank you so much for taking time out of your day to read my words! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    DEDICATION 
 
      
 
      
 
    I can’t write without readers 
 
      
 
    I thank you so much for taking 
 
      
 
    the time to read my book 
 
      
 
    I wouldn’t be able to do this for a living 
 
      
 
    if it weren’t for you guys 
 
      
 
    Thank you so much for reading 
 
      
 
    Addicted to the Alien! 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Author Notes – Sabrina Kade 
 
      
 
    About the Author 
 
      
 
    Sabrina Kade lives in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania and enjoys everything Christmas, shoujo manga, essential oils, and old Hollywood movies. Her life is surprisingly normal with her husband and two beautiful daughters, and despite what she writes, she enjoys evenings at home with her family with good food, good drinks, and a good night’s rest. And while she does enjoy dirty science fiction, she finds as much enjoyment with clean reads with happy endings as she does with the darkest of horror stories. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    If you liked this story, you might like some of my other books. You can join my mailing list by dropping by my website https://sabrinakade.wordpress.com/newsletter/ or if you have any comments, shoot me a note at sabrinakade@sabrinakade.com I am always happy to hear from people who’ve read my work. I try to answer every email I receive. 
 
      
 
    If you liked Addicted to the Alien, please tell any of your friends who enjoy sass, sex, and a side of sci-fi. Also, please leave a review! I much appreciate any kind words, even one or two sentences go a long way. The number of reviews an eBook receives significantly improves how well an eBook does on Amazon. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Amazon Author Page 
 
      
 
    BookBub Author Page 
 
      
 
      
 
    Facebook – https://www.facebook.com/sabrinakadeauthor/ 
 
    Sign up for my newsletter – www.sabrinakade.com 
 
    Join my Facebook Reader Group and become a Rebel Reader 
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