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      Kingsley

      

      My first day in college feels all very weird. The good kind of weird, like eating sushi for the first time, not the bad kind of weird like finding out my mom has dementia. I’m sitting across the room from a complete stranger who’s getting dressed to go out. The university paired Jill Tissuit and me, and we’re gonna be stuck with each other for the duration of the freshman year. They said our personalities matched. They’ve never seen either of us, and the two of us met late this afternoon.

      Jill’s on her end of our tiny two-bedroom dorm. Standing in front of her bed, she sifts through her suitcase. She unsnaps her bra, and her breasts spill out. I look out the window and into the parking lot.

      “You going out tonight?” Jill asks.

      I drive a Fiero that’s older than me. The thing is a beast and looks super cool, and I’m wondering if someone will take it for a joy ride to Tijuana. I’ve heard of this happening in San Diego Northern University.

      “Kingsley?”

      “Hm?” I turn my attention back to Jill.

      “Whatcha doing tonight?” Jill picks up the hairbrush and swings her hair over her shoulder.

      Oh God, I’m the lamest roommate in the world, and she’ll figure it out in the first hour. “Reading.”

      Jill pauses brushing her hair. “Why? It’s the weekend before classes start.”

      I go on defense. “It’s not for school. I read for pleasure.”

      She flips her straight black hair over her back and widens her brown eyes. The smile she gives me speaks of trouble. “Dude, like, we’re in one of the biggest party schools in the state. Like, um, who reads when there’s a thirteen-keg frat party a block away, you know? And all freshman girls are invited. Like, dude, helloooo. Frat boys and beer. No-brainer.”

      I give her a blank stare.

      “Hurry up.”

      “What?”

      “My friends are coming in, like, three hours. You need to start getting dressed.”

      It takes me half an hour to get dressed to go out. Fifteen minutes, if I’m in my element.

      Jill grabs a black makeup pack and rushes out of the room. In the shared bathroom, I hear her chatting about eye shadows with one of the suitemates. I’m alone and most comfortable this way. But thirteen kegs sounds fun too. I’ve only seen frat parties in the movies.
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      Loven

      

      The Alpha’s blood coats my body. I retract the hard shells of my armor behind my skin and wipe my face. Crimson smears the hand I wipe on my til, and I stick my tongue out to lick the blood off my lip, closing my eyes and reveling in the sweet taste of victory. Another challenge conquered, another mission served for the king. I haven’t broken the Horde’s success streak or lost a male since I challenged the previous Alpha of the Regha Horde almost two turns ago. When I retire, the king will reward me with my pick of any Omega from the compound. I live and bleed for this day. All Alphas in my Horde do.

      Though I should join my males upstairs in the baths to celebrate our victory, and though down here in the dungeon, it stinks of blood, stale air, and desperation, I stay to ponder the technology I found during the raid. I step over the Alpha male I bested and rest my hands on my hips. The uneven and poorly crafted glass ball lying on the ground reflects the light upward and not in all directions as it’s supposed to. As I stare at the object, the light turns on its own axis and now appears as a door with a spinning white circle in the middle and black light filling the rest. This is a space gate. I’ve never seen one, though I’ve heard of them.

      It makes sense. The Alpha at my feet was suspected of smuggling slaves. The king heard the smuggler had gotten hold of some Omega females, so we raided the place in search of them. We intended to hand them to the Collectors, a unit in the king’s army that specializes in collecting Omega females and keeping them for life in the Omega compound. We didn’t find any Omegas, but the space gate is a discovery of its own. The Telean Trade Agreement prohibits these things in Regha.

      On my way out of the dungeon, I pick up the defeated male’s ankle and drag him out, making sure I seal the door behind me. Until I find someone who knows what to do with the space gate, I won’t tell a soul about it. I can’t transport the open space gate on my hound, so best I keep it locked down here.

      Upstairs, on the main floor, frightened slaves stand lined up against the wall. I drop the dead male, and they gasp, most covering their eyes in horror. I ripped out the armor on his chest with my bare hands and clawed into his flesh. These gentle females don’t have the stomach for it. Vemlox is far better suited for soothing frightened females of all shapes, sizes, and alien races, so I leave the females to him and walk outside for some fresh air.

      The twin moons shine brightly this evening while the heat of the Sycol retreats as it makes its descent, almost sinking into the Red Sea, whose waters are hitting the shore, spitting out stranded fishing boats that tip and spill out the bodies of defeated males. The storm today is unlike any other, but the winds don’t scare the locals. They’re used to it, and they’ve come to see what’s happening.

      Past the bridge over the Angry River that connects this property with the main town, the Beta population has gathered on the street. They don’t dare cross to me. They’ve heard of the Regha Horde. We’re not here to make friends. We come, we conquer, and we move on until we retire or die.

      I spin on my boot heel and head upstairs. A whistle sounds. It’s my brother. I keep moving. Gonna go upstairs, take a nice long soak in the dead Alpha’s private bath, jerk off, and go to bed. Sounds like a solid evening to me.

      “Loven!”

      He can’t take a clue. I spin around and find my brother Kinre all cleaned up with a towel around his waist, because the asshole has already found leisure while I was fighting for my life in the dungeons. He’s got a pair of Beta females, one under each arm. He looks at me expectantly. Beta females are lovely little creatures, only half the size of Alpha females and certainly half my size. They’ve got some curves, tiny ear flaps that stick out from their heads and end in points, sharp but small teeth, and hair softer than mine. Their little noses wiggle as I allow my scent to fill the room only so I can smell their pussies grow wet in response.

      Nothing quite like an Alpha’s dick to get a pussy wet. The girls get wet just by looking at my bloody Alpha form, my scent a gift for them. They want to sit on my Alpha cock and spin on it all night. Lovely. With one exception. Beta and Alpha females are a waste of my time, energy, and, more importantly, my seed. I use females when I need to. Today, I don’t need to. I got plenty of exercise killing Alphas who thought they could best me. My dick is hard just from the memory of ripping the trader Alpha’s heart out. I regret not feeding it to my loyal hound.

      “I need a bath.” I wink at the females.

      My brother knows he can have either, neither, or both. I’m done for the night.
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        * * *

      

      Kingsley

      

      The frat party is better than in the movies, and we girls are like a pack allowed to separate into smaller packs but not roam the fraternity grounds alone. My roommate, Jill, the pack alpha, makes sure we’re drinking and being careful at the same time. I stick with Jill, and I’m on my fourth cup of beer when we finally stop flirting with every hot guy we pass and sit in a pair of green lawn chairs. I’m gonna spend the night in this chair. It’s nicely tucked in the bushes, and I can people-watch. Winner. I glance at Jill and open my mouth to tell her I’m gonna chill when I see her chatting with a guy a few feet away. She winks at me.

      I get my phone and angle it for a selfie. The bright glare behind me is messing with my picture. I turn around in my chair and see something glowing on the floor. Oh, someone dropped their phone. Holding my cup carefully, I creep through the bushes to the fence, then set the cup down. This isn’t a phone. It’s a light coming out of thin air and expanding. “What the hell?” I slur. Someone must have slipped something into my drink. Fuck, I’m tripping. Better go back and sit in my chair.

      I freeze and look around. I’m sitting on something soft. I look down and around, and it’s a bed. A huge bed supported by a carved black headboard and footboard. It’s a room, and it smells…sexy. My nipples perk. Holy crap, I’m turned on. Oh, shit, someone really slipped something into my drink. It’s making my body buzz and making me see crazy things. How did I get here? I was just gonna go back and sit in the lawn chair. Where’s my beer?

      There’s a single nightstand, brown sacks on the floor, and some animal rugs. I have no clue what happened. I don’t see a door either. Nothing but dark green walls made of no material I’d ever seen before. They’re deep green, almost black, with gray scratches and cracks that look like wear and tear. I dare not speak in case a serial killer drugged me and stashed me somewhere in his den. Or maybe he’s got an underground house where he’s gonna skin me and make clothes out of my hide.

      I try not to breathe as I scoot over the covers. I swear these things are made of skin too. It’s not cotton under my fingertips, the bedding feeling more like leather. I get to the headboard and prop my hands on it, then lean over to see the floor. It’s something like cobblestone. Dungeon. Someone stashed me in their dungeon of horrors.

      Or I could still be sitting in the green lawn chair and tripping about the dungeon. Oh man, this is some seriously messed-up shit.

      A click sounds, and the wall in front of me slides open.

      My heart stops.

      My breath ceases.

      There is a monster at the door. A seven-foot-tall sage-green creature with pitch-black eyes, no ears—no ears!—a short nose, protruding cheekbones, and a forehead that blends with his scalp because he’s bald on top. We stare at each other for what feels like forever. At least he’s blinking. I’m not doing anything. I’m frozen and yet hyperaware my body is buzzing with something. It’s as if ants are running all over my skin and making my nipples hard.

      The monster lifts his face. His nostrils flare, and he tilts his head as if confused. On the bed, I back up and hit the headboard. Nowhere to run. He’s blocking the only exit. When he steps inside the room, all bets are off.

      I scream at the top of my lungs and spin around. At the wall behind me, sharp objects I recognize as weapons are stacked on the shelves. I grab the first thing I can reach, a sword, maybe, and swing. It falls at my feet. Too heavy. I grab something smaller and throw it. The sharp circular thing spins toward the monster.

      He turns emerald green. Some sort of…body plates form over his body. They’re like reinforcement plates for his abundant muscles, and they cover every inch of him. The sharp weapon I threw bounces off. I scream like a banshee, reaching for everything on the wall, throwing things at him, but he stands there as if I’m not even trying. Then he peels back his lips and shows me four sharp four-inch-long canines, a pair of them on each side of his mouth.

      He opens said mouth. The sound that comes out is unlike anything I’ve ever heard, aside from horror movies, of course. I scream back, now in tears. “Oh my God, save me. Oh my God, what is that? Oh my God, this is the worst trip of my life. I swear I’ll never take drugs or drink again. Please, please, take me to the hospital. I can’t take this.”

      I sit on the bed, pull my knees toward my chest, and cover my head. I rock back and forth for a bit, then look up. Oh Lord, the monster is still there. At least his body is back to sage green. The emerald body plates no longer cover his muscles.

      “I’m tripping hard,” I tell him. “And I’m terrified. Is Jill around?” Monsters don’t exist. He could be a frat boy I don’t remember meeting, and I’m the crazy bitch in his bed who sees a monster instead of a California boy next door in surfer shorts and flip-flops.

      The monster speaks.

      It’s a language unlike any other, mostly hissing and growling. My throat and tongue can’t produce these sounds, which leads me to believe I’m definitely on some hard-core drugs someone slipped into my beer. I gotta swim out of this and wake up.

      The monster speaks again and moves away from the door. He motions with his hand. I think he wants me to leave. But I can’t because I’m paralyzed on the bed, and I have no idea what’s out there waiting for me. I’m afraid to get arrested. I’d lose my scholarship if that happened.

      The monster stays quiet as he watches me. I hear a sound. It’s barely audible. I think it’s coming from him. It reminds me of the sound a rattlesnake makes when it shakes its tail. If he hisses at me, I will pee myself. “I don’t understand you,” I say and wipe my eyes.

      He scratches his head, spins around, and I see his back. His hair starts in the middle of the back of his head. It’s long and black, neatly braided down his spine. A pair of snakes are imprinted on his skin as glowing yellow tattoos. I’m making up some serious shit here.

      The monster leaves, and the door slides closed behind him.

      I’m alone in my own nightmare. My brain has conjured up monsters. The fear of losing my mind paralyzes me, and I grab the sheets and cover my body. I close my eyes and hope to God I sleep through this. Yes, I just have to get through the trip until the drugs wear off. Then I’ll find myself inside one of the frat boys’ rooms, no worse for wear. Nobody’s gonna hurt me. If the man who appeared in my mind as a monster wanted to hurt me, he would have. I’m just really messed up. That’s all.
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      Loven

      

      I scratch my head as I take the steps down to the main floor, where my Horde enjoys the many baths on this vast property. The giggling females and the noise of slapping bodies annoys me before I even step into the backyard. In the yard, it smells like Beta pussy and Alpha pheromones everywhere. This too annoys me. My dick is hard, and now I want to fuck.

      My brother’s sitting at the table with the other Alphas.

      Primal urges aside, I have a bigger problem. The property belonged to a well-known trader. He’s traveled the galaxy, bought and sold captured slaves, especially females. Those, he’d like to auction off in the town. It would draw in a big crowd of Regha natives and many other species from our Sycol star system. I’m thinkin’ my brother might have found a female as he plundered the giant house and put her in the room I’ve designated for myself. I don’t fuck in my private chambers.

      The female’s scent is messing with me. I smell a trace of her arousal I can almost taste on my tongue. The female sure smells sweet. I’d have approached her had she not tried to kill me. And I’m annoyed at myself for not tossing her out. I stand at Kinre’s table and seethe. My males sense my mood and find better things to do.

      “Changed your mind?” Kinre points at the chair.

      I plop my ass in it. “No.” I search the yard for alien females. There are a few, and of a species I’ve seen before, but none as appealing as the one in my room. Her features are soft, her teeth are blunt, and she’s from some sort of fragile defenseless race. Kind of like an Omega. But not. Omegas are Reghan. “Did you put a cuddly alien female in my room?” I ask.

      He shakes his head. “Is there one in your room?”

      “Mm-hm.”

      He looks at me as if I’ve grown a pair of ears. “And you’re sitting here because…?”

      “Because she tried to kill me.”

      Kinre is up with a snarl. “Let me have her.”

      “Sit your ass down. I think I can handle one harmless female. I’ll let her sleep it off. Maybe take her dick-spinning early in the morning.”

      My brother sits down and leans across the table. “Back off. A female slave in your bedroom tries to kill you, and you’ll let her sleep it off?”

      “She smells good.” Delicious. Like something I wanna eat.

      “Yes, but she tried to kill you.”

      “I think she believed I’d hurt her.”

      “Possible. The previous owner was cruel. Now she probably thinks we’re gonna go on raping everyone. Have you tried telling her you’re her new Alpha master?”

      “Is that what you’ve told these girls?”

      “Yup.” He grins.

      Great. “She doesn’t seem to understand Rahkan.”

      “Well, what does the alien look like?” He gestures with his hand at the females around the yard. “Anything like her out here? Our language has been uploaded for all the females in the house.”

      “Maybe she’s a new acquisition,” I say.

      “Maybe.” He’s giving me the side-eye as Joxi, the Ganhon female rescue from many turns ago, serves us drinks and snacks. I kept her traveling with the Horde because this race’s loyalty is legendary, and I saved her life. She’s tall, blue, and willowy with six arms. Her multiple extremities allow her to drop drinks and food at the table all at once. When she smiles, she shows me her blunt teeth. Unlike us, Ganhons eat vegetables and are generally considered nonviolent, though a pregnant Ganhon female is a dangerous creature, even more violent when protecting her young than the males of her kind. What kind of a female is in my bed? Would she violently protect her offspring? I frown. Who gives a Serpent’s knot about that?

      “What are you thinking about?” my brother asks, then takes a sip of dark brew. Most brew in these coastal regions is sweet, and I despise sweet. With few exceptions. Like the sweet scent that’s gonna linger in my bedroom after I dump the female alien with all the other slaves I found in the house. At the thought, an uncomfortable itch develops between my shoulder blades, as if my armor shifted on its own without me having to call it up. I scratch the itch by rubbing myself on the back of the chair.

      I chew on a nut and spit out the shell, then walk the few steps to the fountain at the back of the bath areas. There’s a fountain in the front too. The previous Alpha was fond of sculpting nude Omegas and letting water come out of their pussies. Omega pussy leaks copious self-lubricant when preparing for Alpha dick penetration and seeding. Hence the reason Regha Alphas build shrines to Omega pussy.

      I step inside the fountain and let the water wash the blood off my body. Dealing with a screaming female in my bedroom is the last thing I wanna do. I just want a fucking bath in my own space. Yeah, I can chase everyone away and bathe by myself, but seeing as I’m their new Alpha Master, I don’t intend to scare the crap out of them. These females will serve my Horde for the duration of my stay.

      I have killed many males. But I know not to hurt females, and I don’t own slaves. They’re not loyal, not in the way my males are loyal because I’ve saved their necks a million times over. I wish to awake in the morning with most of the slave girls gone from the house. I’ve ordered none be stopped if they wish to leave. I presume they will stay. My Alpha males sure know how to fuck a female right. And they’re doing just that while I got an alien on my bed who wants to kill me. I snarl and step out of the fountain to an audience. People in the main bath stare at me. “What?” I bark.

      They avert their eyes.

      Joxi passes me a towel.

      “Thank you, dear,” I say. “At least there’s one person who knows what I want and gives it to me.” I dry my body, making sure to scratch the shit out of the armor at my back, and march out of there.

      In front of my door, I pause. There’s a violent female in my bed, and she wants to bleed me. I’d like to live. I press my hand on the door and slide it slightly open. The narrow gap allows me to see the bed. There’s a bundle under the blankets, so I slide the door all the way and wince as it clicks closed behind me.

      I approach the bed on silent feet and palm Sabine, my loyal killer, a short, slender dagger I keep in my boot.

      The alien’s long golden hair sprawls on my pillow. I pick up a lock. It feels like the finest threads that royal beddings are made of. I cut a piece of it and tuck it in the pocket of my til. The alien’s skin is beige, the color of the nut I ate downstairs, with tiny dark dots on the shoulder that’s not covered under the blankets.

      One corner of the blanket between my claws, I lift, then peek underneath. The female wears blue male clothing, but the pants are cut right up to her ass. I touch the material, and it’s coarse. We don’t have this material in Regha. I feel the shirt. It’s made of a soft material used for wrapping babies. It makes sense. Her skin is like baby’s skin, sensitive and exposed.

      Unlike me, she breathes silently. When I breathe, under my armor, my chest rattles, the sound so natural to us that Regha’s people don’t even hear it. Aliens we welcome to Regha have pointed out the Alpha breathing sounds. The rattle is a Regha Alpha identifier and cannot be made by any other species. We control the volume depending on what we need to do. Since Alphas are made for either fighting and fucking, we adjust our sounds accordingly. Before a fight, we use it to warn the opponents. When fucking, we use it to soothe the females. I’ve never had the need to soothe a female. They either want it hard or not. I ain’t made to soothe. I’m made to master.

      However, Omegas are said to go into a trance state at a quiet rattle they lovingly refer to as a purr. I wouldn't know. Growing up, I’d hardly even seen the Omega compound. I’ve never fucked an Omega female. I’m not worthy of an Omega mate yet. But one day, I will be.

      I sniff the female’s golden curls.

      Her scent is sweeter than anything I’ve come in contact with, and my dick hardens, my chest makes a loud sound, and I wanna wake her up and fuck her. Which makes me wonder about her pussy. I’m hoping she’s got a slick warm hole for my big dick to poke. Omega pussy is special to me because I’m an Alpha. Omega pussy is made for monster Alpha cock with a girth the size of this alien’s fist. But this is no Omega. Still, I’m horny, and she’s in my bed. If she doesn’t want to fuck, I’ll open the door.

      Slowly, I slide down the blankets covering her body. Half-asleep, she grips one sheet and covers herself back up. Now all I see is golden hair and a little bit of feet. I sit on the bed so that I may examine her strange feet. She’s got five small toes, and they’re arranged from biggest to smallest. Why do they need all those toes? I have a foot divided into three sections made for optimal balance while fighting. I can’t imagine the necessity of all those extra toes.

      Her skin calls to me. I want to touch it. And so I do. I run a hand over her calf and up to her knee. The skin’s smooth, like a baby’s bottom. This female is completely defenseless. There’s no armor on her, not a single hard ridge. She’s made soft and plush like an Omega female. The males of her kind must therefore be extremely strong. A thought occurs to me. If the males of her kind are larger than myself, then she possibly finds me weak and therefore unsuitable for mating. I suppress a snarl.

      I will do what I want with her.

      I like how she smells; therefore, I will have this alien female.

      Decision made, I search the bed for a place to lie down. For a small female, she sure likes to take up a lot of space. She’s sleeping at the center of my bed and has covered herself with all the damn blankets, leaving me with nothing. I snatch a blue one and find a little space for my body on the side. The moment I lie down next to her and my shoulder makes contact with hers, I emit a sound I’ve never heard myself emit before. I’m fucking rattling like it’s my job. It sounds suspiciously like the mating call an Alpha would make for an Omega. I nip that fucker right in the bud.

      The female tenses, and the sweet smell of her is replaced by the smell of fear.

      “Don’t fear me,” I tell her.

      She screams.

      Ears ringing, I leap out of bed.

      She’s still screaming, and my eardrums are gonna blow. She’s talking too, and when she stands and reaches for the weapons on the wall, I tackle her. I don’t raise my armor. I don’t need to. There’s nothing she can do to me.

      “Quiet!” I say. She doesn’t understand me, but she understands my tone.

      The female whimpers. Her eyes are blue and huge, framed in prickly short dark hairs that curl up. Her nose protrudes out of her face, but not too much. Her lips are soft and red. But her ears are funny. They look like head ornaments. I keep her trapped under me, both her wrists in my one hand. With my claws, I pinch her ear. As a prey animal, she stills.

      “You have funny ears,” I tell her and point to mine. “See?” I lift my small earflap. “Just holes, because that’s all you need.” I chuckle.

      The female whines.

      I smell fear and arousal. She’s confused. That’s okay. I’m an Alpha. There’s not a female species in the universe that doesn’t fear me and wanna ride my Alpha cock at the same time. It’s a special kind of cock, and females don’t need to know why they want it. All they need is the intuition they’re born with. They know a good time when they see it. So, of course, this alien wants my cock. And I won’t refuse her.

      She makes me very hard. I want to bruise her pussy with my dick. “Tomorrow, I’ll upload Rahkan into your head so you can understand me.”

      Her lower lip curls, and liquid spills out of her eyes. I know what those things are. Tears. Omegas can cry too. I fight for the honor of owning an Omega. Until the king rewards me with an Omega, I’m gonna keep this alien female for myself.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Kingsley

      

      “Is this a dream? It must be a dream.” On the bed, while the monster pins me under him, I’m a crying, snotty mess. I’d hoped to have slept through the high, but the drugs aren’t wearing off. I don’t know what to do anymore. On top of everything, my nipples are hard, my lower belly feels heavy, and my pussy wets my panties. The giant hard cock between my legs makes my body come alive. I’m ashamed. “I want to go home,” I say.

      The monster speaks, but I understand nothing.

      There’s this sound he makes that’s scary and soothing at the same time. I close my eyes and focus on the sound coming from his chest. This seems to relax me. “I just want to go home.”

      He says something. A whisper at my ear, and I shiver, my pussy contracting and spilling liquid onto my panties. My body is all jacked up on this drug.

      I should’ve stayed in my dorm and read Amish romance.

      I’ll never go out again.

      This is the worst trip of my life.

      The one time I ate shrooms was back in high school at my dad’s ranch with my stepbrothers. We were sixteen, and we were lying on the grass watching the clouds move across the sky. Not this. Hallucinating like this is no fun.

      The monster flips onto his back and watches me from the corner of his dark eye. He folds a hand behind his head and rests his head on the palm. If he wasn’t sage green and made of hard body plates that define his muscles, if he had ears and didn’t have a forehead that practically merged with the top of his bald head, or, you know, if he had hair other places than on the back of his head, he’d look like a man who’s waiting for a girl to suck his dick.

      I dare a glance between his legs.

      He chuckles and takes this as a clue to unsnap his leather kilt and show me his package.

      His dick is the size of my forearm. No doubt. Maybe even wider. I can’t look away from the thing. As I stare at it, a drop of precum appears at the tip. It glides down the length, and that’s when I see it. The base of the cock is made wider by this…ring. I wet my lips, then pause, the tip of my tongue sticking out. There’s something very wrong here. I want to crawl over his body and lick his cum. I look away.

      In one corner of the room, I spot brown sacks and something like a blanket peeking out from one of them. “I’m gonna sleep on the floor,” I tell the monster, even though I’m probably alone in the room and none of this is real. Or I could be with a real human man who, via me taking crazy drugs, just looks like a monster to me.

      I walk to the sacks and unlace the top of one to grab a blanket. Inside the sack, I find a bundle of blankets and something super long and fluffy I choose to call a pillow. I grab all I can carry and look for a place to settle down and sleep again. When I wake up, the drugs will have worn off.

      They will.

      They have to.

      I settle on placing the fluffy pillow thing into the farthest corner away from the bed and cover my head with a furry blanket. Everything smells like the monster. And that’s somehow better than the smell of the bed. The bed didn’t smell like him.
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      Sweat breaks out on my brow and under my breasts. I feel sticky. Awake and alert, I don’t dare peel off the covers, so I peek out from under the blanket. Deep green walls and a huge bed greet me, so I’m still where I slept last night. That’s fine as long as I’m not seeing monsters instead of people.

      A pair of wide black boots block my vision. I look up and, oh dear Lord, I’m still tripping. I cover my head with a blanket.

      A tug.

      I hold the blanket for dear life. “I’m sick, okay? I’m seeing things. Call the ambulance.”

      The monster replies, but I don’t understand. Then he rips off the blanket. I scoot into the corner and look up. I’m trying to keep my shit together. It’s really difficult to separate reality from my crazy visions, and the monster is too imposing to ignore. I sniff, and his scent enters my nose. It’s something so masculine that my insides twist, and I’m horny again. I say nothing, just stare at his outstretched hand. Black claws extend from the tips of his fingers.

      But there’s also sunlight on his palm. I leap out of the corner and rush to the window, because surely the sun will ground me. It always rises in the east. It’s yellow and steady. I’ve seen it every day and never appreciated the steadiness it brought to my life.

      From the window right above my little corner bed, I see no parking lot and definitely no Fiero. The landscape is unlike anything I’ve ever seen. I’m looking down, so clearly I’m standing inside the high-rise. All the buildings are made of faint green…maybe bricks with very few windows. As I watch, holes open and close. Fuck, those are windows. My imagination has no boundaries. It needs to stop making shit up.

      The sky is lilac, not blue. In the distance, the angry red sea throws a boat onto the shore. But the blessed sun shines. I can’t see the sun, but I feel the heat.

      I spin around, bypass the monster, and walk to the door in the wall where he came from yesterday. I’m getting out of here. I know I’m seeing shit. I realize I’ve gone crazy, so I’ll just be on my merry way so people can find me and take me to a clinic.

      When my mom got diagnosed with dementia, they said the first step was acknowledgment of her dementia. For me, the first step toward recovery is knowing that I’m crazy. Do I have a certifiable condition? If so, I need to be treated. How do I know if I have it? Who can help me? I can’t even find a phone to call my sister. Lili’s gonna hate this. She’s gonna freak out on me. I’m so high maintenance already, and my sister’s got her family to worry about plus my mom.

      I can’t call my dad. He suffered a stroke early this year.

      I gotta do this on my own. I snort. I’ve been on my own for twenty-four hours, and I’ve already managed to go mad. Yay, me. I stand before the wall and wait for it to open. The sensors don’t respond, so I press a hand on it. Nothing happens.

      The monster speaks, and I turn around. He approaches and sniffs my hair. I step away from him and lock my eyes with his black ones. He’s wiggling his almost flat nose, and this close, I notice his nearly black lips are the only soft place on his body. His voice is hard as he speaks. He’s pointing at the door.

      “I need help, man. Okay, just open the door.” I point as well. It’s difficult to hold his gaze, so I look away.

      The monster chuckles. He sounds amused. And I know he’s amused, because he leans against the door and crosses his arms over his chest. I can’t escape him. His defined muscles are covered in emerald body plates, making him appear even bigger than his seven-foot frame.

      “If you don’t want to let me go, and you don’t want to call an ambulance, what is it that you want? I’m pretty sure you’re the one who gave me the drugs, and I can tell you, they’re working. But you see, there are people who never come out of a trip. I’ve heard of that. Well, guess what? I’m still fucked up, and I lost my mind.”

      The monster’s lips tip at the corners, and he reaches for me. I let him. I want to touch him too. Maybe I can feel human skin and know I’m only seeing things. His finger on my lips is soft even when he swipes a black claw over them. He’s murmuring something, and it sounds soothing as his chest rattles. It’s almost as if he’s purring.

      My stomach growls.

      The monster snatches his hand back and stares at my belly. His ear flaps lift and flare out. He bares his teeth at me.

      “I’m hungry,” I say. “And I need to use the bathroom.”

      It seems as though he doesn’t understand what I’m saying. I’m kind of annoyed. I’m pretty sure I haven’t left San Diego, or at least North America. If I got kidnapped by some Mexican drug lord who didn’t have better things to do than kidnap American freshmen, then he’d still speak Spanish and would likely need to know English, if only for business purposes.

      It’s pissing me off that the guy pretends like he doesn’t understand me. While this is all alternative reality to me, I’m fucking sure it’s a normal world for him. He should understand me. “A bathroom. I’m gonna pee myself!”

      The monster’s nostrils flare. I don’t believe he likes my tone. He steps closer, and I step back. “Bathroom, please,” I say, correcting my tone.

      “Bassss om,” he says.

      I nod. “That’s right.”

      But he doesn’t move away or point me to one. He stands there, eyes wide and expectant. Then he makes a fist and hits his chest.

      It’s the loud bang one would make when hitting a hard shell. His body is extremely durable. Dude, I come up with the craziest monster fantasies. Sexy ones too, though I won’t say that to my shrink when I end up in the loony bin.

      He hits his chest again. “Lov-en.” He points a clawed hand at my chest and pokes.

      “I need to use the bathroom.”

      “Bass rom.”

      “Where is it?”

      Monster smiles. His eyes narrow at the corners, and his sharp, protruding cheekbones lift. He shows me his white teeth. The canines slip over his bottom lip. “Bass rom.”

      The monster seems pleased and grabs my hand. His palm is smooth and soft, but more padded than my palm. I’m thinking he took my hand to shake it. But nope. He leads me to the bed and pushes my shoulders down. I sit. My eyes are in line with his kilt. Not really a kilt, but it’s a brown leather skirt covering his man parts.

      “Ter ne!” he barks, and the door in the wall slides open.

      Another monster enters, and I whimper because even one is too many. But I keep my shit together because none of this is real. The new monster looks different from…my monster. He’s almost like a different species. Oh great, I’m expanding my world now. The newcomer is yellow-brown, much smaller than my monster. He’s the size of an average man and more humanoid. Though his skin is segmented, I don’t notice any body plates. His facial structure is smooth, with no sharp edges to his cheeks, and when he smiles, his teeth are the same size as mine but not with blunt canines. The frill flap covers his ears with a hairline starting at the middle of the head instead of at the forehead. His hair is blond like mine, with natural sun-kissed highlights. He keeps his hair long and probably braided in the back like my in-house monster.

      I wave. “Good morning.”

      He lifts his hand. “Etin reg.”

      And I have also invented a language for them. When I go crazy, I go all out.

      Behind him, another monster appears. This one looks like my monster in size, and he’s also sage colored, but his facial features are different, his jaw more prominent than his cheekbones. His hair is red, and he’s wearing a long black kilt adorned with weapons. When his eyes land on me, they widen, and he steps forward, lifting his face. He’s sniffing and snorting. He says something, and his chest makes the rattling noise. I don’t get wet for this one. I’m definitely not telling the shrink one monster makes me horny and the other one doesn’t. It’s already bad enough in my head.

      My monster barks something and pushes the door closed. He leans against it and crosses his arms over his chest while the blond monster in the room appears uncomfortable. When he reaches into the white bag he’s carrying, I notice his hand is shaking. My monster makes him nervous. The blond and I have this in common.

      The smaller monster approaches me with a smile. It looks pleasant, and I smile back. The bed dips as he sits next to me, and his scent hits my nose. He smells like a doctor. Sterile, with a hint of bleach. It soothes me. I believe my nose can be trusted, and I believe the man whom I keep calling my monster called a doctor for me. The doctor opens his mouth, then points at me, and I believe he wants me to do the same.

      I open my mouth and yawn.

      His finger swipes over my teeth just as I close my mouth.

      I nearly bite him. “Sorry.”

      The monsters are talking as the doctor gets a…I’ll call this a thermometer, and presses it against my temple. It beeps, and he looks at it. He’s speaking a bit louder now, and my monster comes over and touches my cheek with the back of his cold hand. He snarls and grabs the smaller one by his throat, then says something to him and lets go.

      Oh boy. “I fear I’m gonna pee myself.”

      The doctor gulps and reaches for a…let’s call it a remote control with a screen. He’s talking to it, and then he lifts it and puts it in front of my face. I lean back, but he blinks a few times and closes his eyes. He stays like this for a while, then blinks them open.

      I don’t get it.

      He points the remote at his face and closes his eyes.

      “Oh, okay.” I close my eyes so he can scan my face.

      Seconds pass, then he pushes me down, and I lie on the bed, hyperaware my bladder might explode. Something cold, probably the remote control thing, presses at the bridge of my nose, and millions of letters fly into my mind. It takes only a second, and I blink my eyes open and sit up.

      “Greetings, female,” the doctor says.

      At the edge of the bed, my monster stands, his huge clawed hands gripping the footboard.

      I look from one to the other and say, “Hi.” Now, in my head I know I said “Hi” in English, but what comes out of my mouth is “Etin reg.” So I clear my throat and say, “Hello. Hello.”

      Etin reg. Etin reg comes out. Oh dear Lord, I’m speaking my invented monster language. This is another level of crazy. Seeing as I’ve not declared a major because, besides swimming, I have no idea what I want to do, Monster Delusionism became it. I’ll get a bachelors in this. Mental health professionals will have a field day with my case.

      “Where are you from?” the doctor asks.

      “California.”

      He glances back at the big monster, and the big one shakes his head. “Never heard of this planet.”

      I giggle and cross my legs so I don’t pee. “It’s not a planet. It’s a big state. Are you a shrink?”

      The smaller one takes a second to answer, then says, “A doctor.”

      “Okay, well, I’m feeling fine. Besides having to pee, that is. But I do need a mental health professional. I’m seeing things that aren’t real.”

      “What kind of things?”

      “Well, you, for one. And him.” I point.

      The doctor stands and begins pacing.

      My monster stays at his post behind the footboard. “Which star system do you come from?” he asks.

      “Solar.” I know of only one such system, and I hope I got it right.

      He frowns, though that’s debatable seeing as the gesture isn’t human. Let’s call it a frown anyway. “Never heard of this system. Doctor?”

      “No.” The doctor paces the room, then pauses. “What are your people called?”

      “Californians. Americans.”

      My monster snarls. “She understands nothing.”

      The doctor whimpers and bows his head. “Great Alpha of Regha, she has been uploaded with Rahkan and understands everything. We must ask the correct questions.”

      “Fucking ask them, then.”

      “I fear to know too much.” He clears his throat.

      My monster glares daggers at him. “Fear nothing. You are in my care.”

      Clearly, this is a threat, and the smaller monster gulps, then sits back on the bed. “How did you come to be here?”

      “I was at the frat party, and I saw a shimmery light. The next thing I know, I’m sitting on the bed.” I touch the bed. “This bed. Then this guy here comes in and…well, he looks like nothing I’ve ever seen. He’s a monster, really, and I freaked out. I hoped that if I slept, I would wake up back in my own bed. But no, I’m still living in my…own head.” Tears cloud my vision. “Someone could’ve slipped something into my beer, and I can’t recover from it. I’m crazy. Right?”

      “Not at all,” my monster says. “I am called Loven, and you are in Regha. It appears you were abducted, something went awry with your captors’…equipment, and you ended up landing in my bedroom. I’m not complaining about it.” He smirks. “Now, let’s try this again. What are your people called?”

      “Oh my God.” I’m trying to process.

      “No, oh my God can’t be it.” He snarls at the doctor, who looks terrified. “The language upload is incorrect. Do it again.”

      “Alpha,” the doctor says, “I believe God is the equivalent of the Holy Serpent for us.”

      “I see,” my monster says. “Her people believe in the eternal beings. Female, I’m asking about your race. What is it called, and what planet do you inhabit?”

      “Did you kidnap me?”

      “I am Horde. We don’t kidnap females. Your people?”

      “Humans. We are called humans. Our planet is Earth. We…we don’t have contact with…with aliens. We don’t believe they exist.”

      “Ah!” the smaller male says, “A primitive race. Low technological advances. Kind of like us not too long ago.”

      “Are you serious?” I ask.

      “About what?” my monster says. He seems irate, maybe a permanent state for him.

      “I traveled through a…light to another planet?”

      “Yes.”

      “Um, okay, that’s fine. At least I haven’t gone crazy. I’d like to go home now. I’ve got classes on Monday.” Silence. “What is it?”

      “I can’t send you back,” my monster says.

      “Why not?”

      “Because I want to breed you.”
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      Loven

      

      The female throws me off my center. Regardless of the fact I’m certain the Beta male won’t dare say a word, I shouldn’t have stated my breeding intentions, but it makes the truth of my words sink in. I don’t want to fuck her. I want to breed her. Her scent calls to me. She’s pretty and soft, with long fluffy golden hair, and I wanna bury my dick inside her heat and lock her to me with my knot.

      As far as I see it, she landed in my bed, so that’s her problem. This female is mine, and I need to know if I can breed her. I bet my knot I can breed a female that smells good to me. To an Alpha nose, Omegas smell the sweetest. They emit a scent no Alpha can resist. I will not know this scent until after I’ve proven myself worthy, which will take many turns, so I’m keeping what the Holy Serpent gave me now. This alien female all for myself.

      She stares back at me, not in disbelief but in defiance. I ignore it. I can hardly believe I want to breed her like I would an Omega. I never thought an alien female could possibly interest me, but there’s a first time for everything. My Horde and I don’t make a habit of taking in female prisoners. Those who stay with us chose to stay.

      I’m not freeing this one. I can’t. There’s something about this alien. Waking up to her smell is worth keeping her. My dick is hard all the time, so my body and mind are in sync.

      The local Beta doctor gapes at my proclamation. I ignore him too. This female smells sweet, and she’s mine. “I will protect and provide for you,” I tell the unmoving submissive female in my bedroom. “That which I most want is to breed my Omega mate.” The truth hits me like a sledgehammer. I’m in need of a mate. I plunge on. “In the absence of an Omega, I chose to breed with you. You don’t understand the honor of breeding with an Alpha, but once under me, you won’t want anyone else.” I glance at the Beta male. “Examine the female again. Is she feverish, or is that the normal temperature for her? When is her heat cycle?” He’s staring at me. “Now!”

      This seems to wake him, and he reaches into his bag.

      “Breed?” the female says.

      “Yes, breed. What’s your name, female?”

      “I’m not giving you my name. And I’m not breeding with you.”

      I chuckle. “Oh, you will breed with me. When you go into heat, you will beg me to breed you. Isn’t that right, Doctor?”

      “She isn’t an Omega,” he whispers.

      He dares question my mating instinct? I round the bed and grip his throat, then lift him. “Say one fucking word about this alien female from planet Earth, and I will release my hound to go after everything you hold dear.” He’s got a full house—another Beta male for sharing their three Beta wives and more than a dozen kids. My future breed mate is worth more than any of them to me. I don’t care if she gives me alien babies or fucking Beta babies, she smells right and ripe to me. The urge to mate her and make her pregnant churns inside me, and I squeeze the male’s throat tighter.

      A gentle hand lands on my arm. I stare down at it, then lock my eyes with her blue ones. Their color calms me. I let the male go but don’t move.

      “I need to use the bathroom,” she says.

      Ah. My breed mate is from one of those races that needs to be rid of waste. My people don’t have waste. Our bodies use the energy we consume. We don’t have such facilities, but there might be one or more in this house since it hosts many different females from all walks of life. I didn’t have time to explore the entire place yet, so I have no clue where I’m going. I press my hand on the wall, and it opens into a private bath the king himself would admire. I walk onto the dark roof space made brighter by the red glow of the water lamps at the bottom of the bath. The sensors pick up my movement, and the roof opens, the walls peeling away to reveal an open space overlooking the landscape at the back of the house.

      “All this is mine.” I thump my chest. “My name is Loven, and I’m the Alpha of the Regha Horde. All that I conquer is mine for however long I want to stay in this region.” I sweep my hand through the air, indicating many villages sparsely distributed over the vast expanse of the rocky coastal landscape.

      “Impressive backyard,” she says behind me. “I don’t see a bathroom.”

      I point at the bath. “Go there.”

      “I can’t.”

      “Why not?”

      “Because it looks like a…pool.”

      That last word is scrambled, but I think she means a place where people swim. She’s right. The bath is for bathing, but the organisms we can’t see inside the water filter dirt, including waste. Hmm. I’m sure there are facilities in the house, but I can’t take her anywhere. Her scent might appeal to other Alphas, and I’m not in the mood to share. Leaving my bedroom is not an option. Which means I will have to bring her a bathroom.

      Beside the bath, towels are rolled and placed into bins, and I walk to one bin, throw the towels on the chairs around the table, and return the bin to my breed mate. “Waste here.”

      She stares at it. “Gross.”

      “Or waste in your pants.” I don’t have facilities. “I’ll make you a bathroom by the next cycle.”

      She frowns, probably as her brain translates and fills in the language gaps. “One cycle is a month. I’ll waste a lot by then.”

      Not a problem. I go around the bath and dump all the towels, providing her with three bins. “Is this enough?” How much waste does she have?

      She grabs a bin and crosses her legs, bends over, and turns bright red. “I gotta go,” she whines, breathless. “I gotta go. Oh man, this is awkward. Can I have some privacy?”

      I turn my back to her and glare at the doctor, who turns away too. Feet shuffle as she tries to find a place to squat.

      “The neighbors can see me. Damn, this is horrible. I hate this place. I hate this place.”

      I hear and smell her liquid waste.

      “Oooo,” my breed mate sighs.

      It’s still going. Lots of waste, then. She’ll fill those bins fast. After the Beta leaves, gonna get working on the bathroom.

      The female finishes and returns to the bedroom. She left the bin in the corner and threw a towel over it. I follow her inside, but she goes into her corner and covers her head with a blanket. “I’ll try to sleep again. When I wake up, I’ll wake up in my dorm room. Good night.”

      Poor female from a primitive race who believes they are the only ones in the universe. First contact with aliens is always tough. Ours was recorded in history books. We laugh at it now, but our ancestors weren’t laughing.

      The Beta male looks at me in question. I point outside and make him walk in front of me down the steps.

      When we step into the main hall, he’s busy reading his scanner. I know he’s searching for proof that she can be bred by a Regha Alpha. I don’t need his fucking proof. Alphas are born with breeding instincts. We seek Omegas even when we don’t want to. We are in tune with the females around us. The female in my bedroom awakened my instincts, and I’m going to breed her.

      “You are compatible,” he says and lifts his head from the screen, eyes like dinner plates.

      “Is that so?” I ask, boredom infusing in my voice.

      “If she were a Regha female, I’d call her an Omega.”

      The Beta swallows and looks around. He fears the king has his spies everywhere and even a whispered Omega could prompt the massacre of an entire family that refused to give up their Omega child. It has happened before. As soon as a female declares as an Omega, she’s moved into the compound. My breed mate is an alien, so nobody will think she’s an Omega. Still, the fact this Beta compared her anatomy with that of an Omega female makes me swell with pride and murderous intent at the same time. “An Omega, you say,” I repeat.

      “She’s not a Regha female.”

      “But she may be able to carry my young.”

      “I believe so.”

      “Can she produce an Alpha male?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “Can her hole handle my knot?”

      The doctor looks confused. “Only Omegas should be knotted.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “You’re supposed to only knot your Omega mate.”

      “I didn’t know that,” I tell him and roll my eyes. I’m a sarcastic bastard. I didn’t ask him for an opinion. I want facts, and I’ve never knotted a female before. Knotting is personal. A knotted female needs soothing, and I ain’t made for that. Still, I’m curious about my breed mate’s anatomy.

      The Beta doesn’t get my sarcasm, so he moves on to explaining my fucking Alpha anatomy. “After an Alpha male ejaculates inside a female, the knot at the bottom of his penis expands to close her opening so that no sperm escapes. This ensures thorough breeding.”

      “What about marking her?” I ask. “I’m not in the mood to share.” He’s gonna die on me if I say the forbidden word. Bonding. He’s gonna waste like my breed mate. I smile as the male grabs my elbow and pulls me into a more private space away from the main entrance. A ballsy move for a Beta, but I’m a tolerant motherfucker. An Alpha can release pheromones and can intentionally bond an Omega. The scent marking is a sacred bond between the couple that lasts a lifetime. Because there are so few Omegas, we are forbidden from bonding an Omega. A bonded Alpha can’t share an Omega with other Alphas. It’s against his bonded nature; therefore, bonding itself is punishable by death. Omegas are shared and bred by a pack of Alphas. Since this female smells good and she’s not an Omega, I can mark this female as mine. If possible.

      “Can I be frank with you, Alpha Loven?” the Beta whispers, eyes locked with mine.

      He should lower his gaze, and the fact he doesn’t intrigues me. “Depends on what you gotta say.”

      The male fidgets. “I’ve heard you are a male of your word.”

      “You have it. I expect a miracle for this promise.” There, I’ve threatened him. I have brothers who haven’t made any promises to this male. I smile.

      “What smells like an Omega, nests like an Omega, is soft like an Omega, could be an Omega from another place in the universe.”

      I grab the old Beta by the back of his neck and bring him chest to chest with me. I tower over him and speak low, my battle-sound rattle vibrating in my chest. “When you walk out of here, you go on about your business. If anyone asks why you were here, you tell them you examined one of my many slaves.”

      “I understand.”

      “I will know you have spoken, because you and I are the only people on all of Regha who know that the alien female made a nest in my room.”

      “Yes, Alpha Loven.”

      I debate killing him for what he suspects alone. Like I said, I am not in the mood to share this female. If even a whisper is uttered that she is an Omega from another star system, the Collectors will come for her. I will not let her go, and this is a problem.

      It would be wise to kill the Beta. I squeeze his neck. He doesn’t move. He’s helpless and at my mercy, and he knows it.

      “You swore,” he says.

      

      I toss him out.
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      Kinglsey

      

      Sleeping proves futile. Under the blanket, I twist and turn, but as the morning minutes tick by and the sun shines brighter, I’m baking. I open my eyes and stare into the dark space provided by my covers. I want to build a blanket tent and hide in here for the duration of my time in this place. I was not tripping. The monster is a real-life alien, and I have been transported to his home planet by entering a light. You’d think I’d go see Jesus via light, but no, not me.

      I couldn’t possibly dream up this shit even if I took the best shrooms in the country. This is real, and I don’t know what to do. I’ve seen those missing college student shows on TV and nine out of ten times, when they don’t find the body, only the officer in charge of the case and the student’s parents ever think to keep looking past the initial few days. I have no idea how the time difference works between here and Earth. For me, it’s been a single day; for my parents and Lili, it could be a year or ten years since I went missing. They’re either not informed yet or have been searching for me for a long time and think I’ve died. I feel sorry for them. I wish I could send them a message that I’m alive.

      With that thought comes the thought of breeding that the monster mentioned. I don’t want to breed with him, but I’m hyperaware my body does. He’s not bad-looking. Eeek, there, I admitted that. He’s a huge, fit, and sexy alien, but he’s still an alien, and I dislike the word “breeding.” It makes me feel like a mare. And I don’t know what he’ll do with me once we breed. What’s my future here? Oh God, I have to stop thinking. I think too much. Always in my head, my mom used to say.

      The monster is busy. Doors keep slamming as he walks about the room and out onto the patio. I use the blanket to wipe sweat off my face and then uncover my body and sit up. Hammering noises come from the pool area I’m gonna call a patio, though it’s really on the roof of the highest building in the…town. Or maybe it’s a city. I have no idea.

      He’s pounding something outside, and I’m sweating my tities off in here. There’s no air-conditioning, and I’m gonna overheat. I get up and walk to the patio. The monster, who I should call Loven, sits on the floor. He’s banging dark…wood, I think, definitely set on making something. His tongue is out between his lips, and I see it’s dark, almost black. It is also forked. Okay, then.

      The water reflects the sun, and I look up to see it is indeed yellow. This grounds me. It’s something Earth and this planet  have in common. Maybe we’re in the same solar system, or maybe there’s another sun somewhere in the universe. I stare at it until tears cloud my vision, then look back down at the water. It’s pinkish in color, not colorless or made blue by the pool tile. I slip off my flip-flops and sit down, dipping my feet inside. I sigh. The temperature is perfect.

      “Do you know how to swim?” Loven asks and puts down his hammer. I notice he doesn’t sweat at all.

      “Yes,” I answer him.

      With a grunt, he erects two planks of wood, then a third. He examines them, then gets up and carries the structure across the patio. He puts the structure in the corner right atop my waste bucket. Then he goes back to his…work space, grabs more planks, and proceeds to work. He seems busy, and I need a bath. I contemplate swimming, but I have no bathing suit. My bra and underwear will have to do. I strip off my tank and shorts and quietly slide into the water. When I come up for air, the hammering ceases, and Loven stands there watching me. Uncomfortable, I dunk under, wondering if there’s shampoo or soap I could use. I come up on the other end of the pool and search the place for amenities. None found, I spin around.

      Loven is in the pool with me. He’s naked, and I know he’s naked because I see his kilt and boots discarded by the box structure he’s built. He’s still watching me, and the heat I sense from him makes me wet between my legs. My nipples harden, and goose bumps rise on my skin. I don’t move. Oh, but he does. He ducks under and swims toward me. I scramble to get out.

      A hand grabs my ankle and pulls me back into the water. I turn and plaster my body against the pool wall. Loven’s massive form cages me. Water drips off him, and I notice his body plates have retreated more. His skin is now smooth, almost as smooth as mine, but he’s sage-green with pitch-black eyes. They’re not expressive, though. Too much depth inside them. His chest heaves breaths, as does mine. My hands, as if they’re not part of my body, grip his forearms. I run them over his strong arms and up to his neck before I realize what the fuck I’m doing and snatch them back.

      Loven sinks lowers so that he’s face-to-face with me. “You’re little,” he says.

      “I’m five-five.”

      He tilts his head.

      “I mean five feet and five inches.”

      “Ah, a system of measurement.” He leans closer, one hand on my back, the other under my thigh so he can lift it. I have little choice but to wrap my legs around the monster. In my head, I question everything. But my vagina practically clenches at our contact. Loven’s body is cold, much colder than mine. Maybe he is cold-blooded, whereas humans are warm-blooded.

      “You’re hot,” he tells me. “Is this body heat normal for your kind?”

      Debatable. Which heat? “I don’t have a fever.”

      “Fever,” he repeats as he brushes his cheek on mine. I grip his shoulders and dig my nails into his skin, which hardens in response, and I nearly break off my nail. We’re touching, exploring each other, and he’s sniffing around my neck, while my breasts feel heavy and my pussy drips, begging for the thing between his legs.

      “There’s something wrong with me,” I whisper.

      He leans back. “What? You must tell me now. What is wrong with you?”

      My body wants to breed! “Oh, I just…um, do you have soap or shampoo?” I’m creating a diversion.

      “No soap or shampoo. What is wrong with you?”

      “I’m dirty.”

      “We’re bathing so you will be clean.”

      “But we bathe with products that clean our bodies.”

      “No products necessary. Our water has tiny little sentient species that clean our bodies better than your products. They consume the…waste and dirt. We will put water on your waste in the…basss rom. That will also get consumed. Anything else?”

      My body wants to breed now. “No. That’s all.”

      Loven smiles and inches dangerously close to my face. He brushes my lips with his. I wrap my arms around his neck and kiss him back. His lips are soft but cold, while I’m hot all over. His body cools me, and his hands stroking my back make my pussy ache.

      “What responds to me like an Omega must be an Omega.”

      “What’s an Omega?” I wiggle over his monster dick, wishing he’d swipe my panties to the side and enter me already. I want it, and I don’t want it. I’m stuck in my head, and my body isn’t listening.

      “An Omega is a mate for an Alpha.”

      “I’m human.”

      “You are my breed mate.”

      “Why can’t you get an Omega instead?” I want to say he’d given me drugs so I can act this way around him, but I haven’t taken anything. It’s just me being me. A wanton.

      “Omegas are earned,” he says.

      “How?”

      “By serving the Regha king. What’s your name?” He nibbles my neck. Though his teeth are sharp, he’s careful not to pierce my skin.

      “Kingsley.” He makes my body sing. There’s not a part of me that’s not aware of his proximity. I want to rub myself all over him. But I don’t, because I’m still sane and my brain works.

      “King Slay.”

      “Kingsley. One word pronounced king-slee.”

      “King Slay. Slayer of kings.”

      “We don’t have to translate everything.”

      “I say a slayer of kings, so it’s a slayer of kings.”

      “It’s just a name.”

      “No name is just a name, little alien. Loven means I’m the third born. It means I have two more brothers who were born before me. Your name is a sign. When you landed in my bed, it was a sign from the Great Serpent.”

      “Yes, it’s a sign that you should return me to my own bed.”

      “You can’t interpret the signs.”
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      Loven

      

      After sundown, night fell quickly and the temperatures dropped. My human got cold. I allowed her to sleep on the floor instead of on the bed with me. Not only did I allow this, I welcomed the practice and brought another sack of my throws. I left them near her corner, and she used my throws instead of the covering the previous house owner had in the home. Mm-hm. My things smell like me, and I want her to get accustomed to my scent. I’m unsure if her sense of smell is as strong as mine, but I know she has one, and that’s good enough.

      She arranged pillows and blankets and fussed over the best way to lie down. All the things she put together are soft and comfortable. And I recognized what she’d done. What nests like an Omega must be an Omega. I may not know a whole bunch about Omegas, but I know about nesting. An Omega will make sure she’s got a place to call her own, and I’ll respect her place. Well, I’m gonna try to respect it if she’s a good girl. Which she has been, and that’s why I left the bedroom and gave her some space.

      She’s defenseless, but her spirit is strong. That’s fine, because I can defend her from anyone. I wince at the thought, push it out of my mind. I can’t ruin my good evening with worry about what the future might hold. An Alpha can’t claim a single Omega for himself. I find myself both wanting her to be an Omega and not wanting her to be one.

      But right now, I need her nice and comfortable so that when she goes into heat, I can fuck her in all the million ways I intend to fuck her. I think about her sweet pussy and all the liquid heat it’s gonna make for me. Now, Omegas self-lubricate with their own natural liquid and in heat produce a lot of it so giant Alpha cocks can enter smoothly. I smirk. I’m gonna knot her pussy like a sailor.

      Drool accumulates in my mouth as I think about licking her heat. I should do it now. Go upstairs and lick her pussy, find out what it looks like, tastes like, smells like. I press the heel of my hand on my dick. I’m hard all the time, and I wanna fuck.

      “Do I make you horny, dearest?” Kinre asks.

      I blink and lock my eyes with my brother’s. He rips a piece of crispy skin from the meat on the bone and offers it to me. I eat the skin; he doesn’t. I accept the food and crunch. Delicious. “Holy Balls.” I say. “I haven’t fed my mate.” I stand. Damn it “How could I forget to feed her?”

      “Sit down. She’s so small, she probably eats once every three spans.”

      “Days,” I correct.

      “Days?”

      “Yeah. They have night and day spans like us.”

      My brother puts dark meat in my plate, takes white meat for himself. “Is that what we’re gonna do now? Assimilate the human species?”

      “Maybe. I’m assimilating.”

      He takes a sip of brew and grins. “Let me bring her food.”

      “Over my dead body.” I look around the table for something to give her.

      “You’re possessive of her.”

      “She’s beautiful.”

      “Looks ugly to me. Got funny ears and too much golden hair. Pft.”

      “I’ll kill you and make it look like you choked on a bone.”

      Kinre laughs. He thinks I’m being funny.

      I flip a knife and press it against his throat. I grab his red hair and yank to expose his neck. My brother doesn’t raise his armor. It tells me he trusts me not to kill him. “Don’t offend her.”

      “I didn’t know you were serious about a pet.” I read defiance in his gaze. I don’t like it.

      “She’s gonna breed with me.”

      “You are an Alpha male. Just a reminder.”

      I let go of him and pick up a clean plate for Kingsley. “I know what I am.”

      “She’s not an Omega.”

      “Says who?”

      My brother scrubs his face. “Everyone.”

      “What if she can breed with me? What does that make her, then?”

      “Betas and many alien races breed with us, but it’s not like breeding an Omega.”

      “How do you know?”

      “I don’t. My nanny told me that.”

      “What else did she say?” The king strapped our Beta nanny to a pole and let her starve to death. Nobody was allowed to give her a drop of food or water. He made an example of that old woman, and Kinre and I remember it well. We sat at the bottom of her pole, too short to reach her, too weak to climb, too scared to cry.

      “You know what she kept saying to me.”

      “Remind me.” I pick through the fruit bowl.

      “Never stop looking for your one true Omega mate.”

      “And we stopped!” I bang my fist on the table. “We stopped, accepted our positions, and started raiding the lands.”

      “Of course, we stopped. He’s killed every Alpha who even thought about bonding an Omega.”

      I say nothing because my brother is right. The alien is not an Omega, certainly not my one true Omega mate, but fuck everyone and fuck what everyone says. She smells good to me, and the space gate brought her here for a reason. I gotta know if she can breed Alpha offspring. I could reach out to the Teleans, who could use genetic sequencing to find out if she’s compatible, but I don’t dare tell anyone about her. If she’s sequenced and found to be a match for one Alpha male, that would mean she can breed with other males too. The Collectors would come for her.

      I get a melen, a sweet red fruit, boiled pose egg, scave cheese, a delicacy in these parts, and seafood known to stimulate females into heat. Satisfied, I clap my brother on the shoulder. “Any news?” We stay in the cities we raid for compliance until we get orders from the king.

      Then we pack up and move on. We don’t stay in one place for long.

      I wonder how my breed mate will feel about all the moving. She’ll have to build nests in different places. Omegas are fond of steadiness. They don’t like to be moved around, but with their Alpha, they are always at ease. So my nanny has told me.

      “You reek of mating pheromones,” my brother says.

      I smirk. “And my breed mate is responding.”

      “Every female in the house is responding.”

      That should keep everyone happy and out of my business. “During the sessions this morning, I don’t recall anyone complaining about females wanting to fuck. Are you complaining?”

      He’s chewing on bread, not looking at me. “You’re gonna work yourself up into a rut and tear the alien apart, then come crying to me about it.” He drops his food and wipes his mouth, cracks his neck. “There you go. I said it.”

      “The doctor said she and I are compatible.”

      “Not for a knot. And you can’t get out of a rut unless you knot. Since you can only knot an Omega, if you go into a rut, you will kill your new pet and whine to me about it.”

      I wanna kick him. I drum my claws on the table. “I do not whine.”

      “You whine.”

      He’s provoking me. He wants me to forget about the female and take out my sexual frustrations on him by beating him in friendly challenge. “Tonight. Be ready, my brother. I will bleed you.”

      “I’m ready now.” He stands but doesn’t erect his armor. Then he swings and slaps me.

      I gape at him. “You just bitch-slapped me.”

      He rolls his shoulders. My Horde approaches our table, fists hitting the hard-shelled armor on their chests. The sound of battle makes my blood boil. Indeed, I will bleed him.
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      My brother and I lie on the broken table. He’s unconscious but alive, and the good Beta doctor is back with a Beta female healer. I groan and press a hand to my side, then wince. I’m sure my ribs are bruised if not broken. The Beta female kneels beside me. I see the moment she scents my Alpha pheromones. Her eyes glaze over, her pupils dilate, and she whines, clutching the bag filled with supplies.

      “Walk away,” I tell her.

      Her pussy is probably sopping wet and gaping, just ready to receive a cock. My cock is reserved for my breed mate. Suppressing my own whine—my ribs fucking hurt—I sit up and take a look at my side. It looks like I got hit by a hound midrun. The red bruise runs from my armpit to my hip. The female healer reaches for my shoulder. I bat her hand off. “Walk away,” I bark, put more force into the command.

      Soon she’ll start crawling and following me around. My brother was right. I am ready to fuck or jerk off until my dick bleeds. An Alpha rut is an insatiable hunger much like Omega heat. When those two happen at the same time, breeding is inevitable. We become animals, our only purpose to mate for days on end, stopping only to eat. And waste. I can’t forget the waste.

      Which reminds me of the unfinished cubicle I left upstairs. I must finish it in case I go into a rut. The work should get my mind off the female in my bedroom. She’s responding to my scent, but not as strongly as I need her to.

      The Beta female healer drops her bag and crawls away, holding her lower belly.

      “Someone serve this female,” I say and look around. Three of my Horde warriors take up the challenge, and one scoops the poor thing off the floor.

      I glance at my brother and find him awake now, grinning like a fool, blood slipping between his teeth.

      “You’re special, you know that?” I tell him. He’s never beaten me, which is why I command the Horde and he doesn’t, but that means little to him. He’s hungry for battle, and even a few days of reprieve makes him fidgety. As Alphas, we’re bred for fighting, and our aggression is innate. Kinre enjoys challenges even when he knows he’ll lose the fight. He’s the best Second for me, and together, we’ve crushed every stupid little rebellion that ever rose against our king. And we’ll crush many more.

      But first I will mate. I didn’t know when the little human became my priority, but she’s a priority, and I won’t let her miss me. I’ve been down here for a while. Refusing medical attention from the doctor, I pick up the Beta female’s medical supply bag, then climb the stairs slowly, clutching the rail as I go so I don’t tumble down and break my neck. There’s no honor in dying that way.
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        * * *

      

      My human wears silly clothes, and those things on her feet aren’t real shoes. I bend to fetch something from my sack and roar in pain. A crack sounds as I straighten up and snarl. I can’t fucking move.

      “Good Lord,” my human says and rises from her blanket fort. “What happened to you?”

      “A friendly challenge.” I stumble and crash facedown on the bed.

      The bed moves as she scoots over to me. “If this is friendly, I’d hate to see what unfriendly looks like.”

      “It looks like death.”

      She’s quiet.

      I groan as I reach for her. I touch her knee and tap it. “Don’t worry, I’m undefeated.”

      Shuffling, then something touches my side. I lift my head to see my human has pressed a warm pack against my side. She’s staring at my giant bruise, her golden hair curtaining her face. I don’t dare say anything or even move. My breed mate is tending to my wounds. It’s what any Alpha lives for. As soon as she understands those packs heal me, she presses more packs onto the red bruise.

      “When I was little and bumped my head,” she says, “my mom would put cold packs on it.” She glances at me, and I turn to my side—even though it hurts like fucking hell—prop my head on my hand and give her all my attention. I want to know everything about her. She fascinates me. I’ve never seen a softer female, and secretly, I admit that if all human females are as soft and kind as mine, our Regha females have nothing on human females.

      She tucks her hair behind her ear and continues. I smell her arousal, and I know her pussy is wet, but she’s got control over her primal instincts, something I’d rather she left at her home on Earth.

      “This pack is warm,” she says. “Are you cold-blooded?”

      “Yes, our people have been termed cold-blooded by other alien races. You’re warm-blooded. Your body heat is much higher than mine. We use warm packs, you use cold packs, so you see when our bodies join, it heals all the wounds.”

      She glances at me, and her lips tip up. “You’re flirting with me.”

      Courting. She means courting. I guess I am. I’ve no idea how to actually court a female, but if she calls it that, then so be it. “Is it working?”

      “Is there anything else I should do?” She points at my wound.

      I look down at my skin. It’s normal with a faint purple tint to it, so that’s good. But she avoided my question, and I’m gonna let it go this time. I enjoy her attention and want to receive more of it. I need her ready to breed with me and soon. I don’t want to go into a rut and tear her.

      “There should be a big black scanner thing in the bag.” I reach for the bag and snarl, gripping my ribs. “Serpent’s holy knot!” The female freezes and gulps. The smell of fear replaces her arousal. Great. “My ribs hurt,” I tell her. Okay, so I do whine. Big deal. Kinre can fuck off. “Don’t fear me, human.” I’m not gonna say her arousal is driving me mad, that my body is producing pheromones that make her horny for me in hopes she’ll go into heat before I go into a rut and fuck her until she tears and dies. Yeah, I’d rather whine than tell her the truth. “Open the bag, get the black thing, and scan it over my ribs.”

      She obeys, then shows me the scan. No broken ribs, so that’s great news. She puts the stuff away in the bag and sits there, staring at the wall. She’s pinker in the face than before, and I presume her blood is pumping and making her cheeks rosy. But I also notice droplets on her forehead, which she wipes with her sleeve. That water is produced by sweat glands. We don’t sweat. Humans just waste everything. Sweat, tears, urine. They’re a messy species. Except for my breed mate. She’s perfect.

      I expect her to leave the bed and get back to her nest, but she grips my hand that’s resting on her knee and digs her blunt fingernails into my skin. Exhaling a breath, she shifts from sitting on one leg to sitting on the other, and I notice her pupils are dilated more than before. This is great news. She’s very aroused. I smell it too. But she’s not asking me for anything. Humans must be some sort of a reserved race, or maybe sex is done only for the purpose of breeding. I move onto my back and suppress a whine as my armor covers my body. “Come sit here.” I tap my hard chest.

      Unmoving, she stares at my hand.

      “Female, when you’re in my bed and I tell you to do something, you do it or get spanked.” She’ll get spanked anyway, but that’s beside the point.

      She’s contemplating sitting on my chest, and I guess the spanking isn’t something she’ll enjoy, because she straddles my chest. Her hair falls around her shoulders, and I run a hand over the smooth strands while staring between her legs. Even through those silly little pants, I know she’s wet. I hook a claw and tug the hem. The pants rip.

      My female says nothing, but bites her bottom lip and covers her eyes. “Oh God, what is wrong with me?”

      “There’s nothing wrong with you. You are responding to your male. As you should.”

      I claw my way past a softer material covering her pussy until I’ve ripped all the clothes down there and her pussy is bared. It’s pink with little…lips on it. I can tell there should be hair on top of her pussy, but she’s removed it somehow. We don’t have hair but for a bit on our heads. Her bare pussy pleases me, and I inhale a lungful of her arousal. Now, my female is small and light, but I’ve been beating on my brother for a while now, and I’ve got bruised ribs. She’s sitting on my chest, and I’d rather she sit on my dick. She’s not yet in heat, so not yet dick crazy. I gotta work on her.

      “That’s a pretty little pussy.” I swipe my thumb over it, careful not to catch her skin with my claw. I’m watching her the entire time, paying attention to her pupils as they dilate some more. Her little fists rest on her thighs, and she leans forward and squirms over my chest. I grab the back of her head and fist her hair. She whimpers and squirms some more.

      “Turn around and see what I got for you.” I tap her leg once, twice. When she keeps her body frozen, still debating what to do, I slap her thigh.

      She yelps.

      “I warned you.” I release her hair. My human turns around and puts her ass in my face. One hand on her back, I lower her body, wondering if she’ll take me into her mouth. I hope I fit in there. If not, I have contraptions that can stretch the mouth and make my cock fit. I’m almost hoping she can’t fit my head inside her mouth.

      Her pussy is gorgeous. I blow on it and wait. The clear self-lubricating liquid peeks out of her breeding hole, slowly trails between her cute lips, and lands on my chest. I stick a finger into her heat and bring it to my mouth. “Holy fucking Serpent balls.” I grab the female by her hips and put her on my face. I swipe my tongue over her pussy.

      “Damn, human, you taste better than Solovan’s honey.” I lap at her pussy. When she tries to get away, I squeeze her hip with one arm and don’t let go. She’s rubbing her pussy up and down my chin and mouth. I push her back down with my other hand and bite her thigh. Gently, because her skin is super thin and my teeth are made for ripping into wild hound flesh. My people don’t hunt with bare hands anymore, not since we started trading with more technologically advanced races. But we can hunt the wild hounds, and we can either tame them or cook them.

      Unlike me, or even an Omega female, my human is made of glass. And horny. She’s so turned on, she’s squirming all over my face and constantly avoiding my tongue. I’m trying to jab her pussy with it so I can make her come, but she keeps slipping away. A growl rips from my chest, and she stills.

      I spank her. Once, twice, three times.

      “Female, I want to eat this pussy. You will let me, or I will spank you red, then eat the pussy anyway. Decide now.”

      She turns her head and snarls, “You’re not doing it right!”

      Well, excuse the fuck out of me. I can’t even… “What did you say to me?”

      “You’re not doing it right.”

      “Is that so?” I try to sit up, but I can’t. I gotta let my ribs heal.

      She puts her fingers between her legs and rubs a place above the hole. “Here,” she says. “That’s where I ache the most.”

      I flick her fingers away, grab both her ass cheeks, and lift up a little. Why, yes indeed, there is a little bud thing hidden beneath the skin right above the entrance. I’ve also noticed another hole, which I’ll have to inquire about later.

      I flick my tongue against the bud.

      The female jerks as if struck by lightning.

      “Oh my God, your tongue.”

      “What?”

      “Ooooo.” She scoots back and sits on my mouth. I latch on to the bud thing, clamp that little sucker between the twin tips of my tongue, and twist. The human rips my til and grabs my cock. Finally! Her touch is soft, and my cum spurts out. She licks from the base of my cock to the tip and swallows. The female should worship my cock, and I wonder if my breed mate will appreciate the aphrodisiac my cum provides.
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      Kingsley

      

      The taste of his cum makes my pussy clench. I’m so needy and hyperaware of my aching pussy and tender breasts that I refuse to worry about any kind of modesty or class or, well, anything but trying to get off and lick him at the same time. His scent is masculine and strong, and the tip of his cock barely fits into my mouth. I open wide and try sucking, my lips stretching to the point of pain. This thing can’t fit.

      But it will have to. The hunger inside me is insatiable. I whine when his cum hits the back of my throat and grip his girth with both hands. I jerk him off fast. With each stroke, he’s spitting cum into my throat, and I have no idea if he’s orgasming the entire time or if this is normal. I care little about anything when he palms my breasts and squeezes them. I’m lapping at his cum and playing with his balls as he’s licking my pussy, now making sure he gets my clit.

      His tongue is soft and kind of furry, and I’ve never had a guy eat me out before. I’m practically riding his face when he lays two slaps on my ass. I try to jerk up, but his hand holds my hip and his mouth latches on to my clit. I forget about spanking, his dick, and the whole damn universe and sit up so I can rub myself all over this alien’s face. I rest my palms on his chest and move over his mouth while his forked tongue clamps around my clit.

      He slaps my bottom again. This time, I don’t jerk away. My insides tighten, my body locks, and I throw my head back and scream. Liquid heat gushes out of me, and I fall headfirst between his legs.

      Sweet baby Jesus.

      I can’t breathe. I can barely open my eyes or move my body, even when he grips my hair and puts my face near his cock. He’s jerking off, and I stare at the ring at the base of his dick, then lick it. It’s hard when I expected it to be soft like his balls. I massage the ring with my hand. This sets Loven off. Under my belly, his chest rumbles, his grip in my hair tightens, his balls draw up, and he comes. It’s a shower of cum, a projectile all over my back. I lift my head to watch. His face is contorted as if in pain, then he finally pauses and exhales.

      He looks at me with pitch-black eyes. “If you are not my Omega, I will cut my cock off. You hear me, female?”

      Well, that would be a shame. “I hear.”

      He taps the bed. “Lie with me.”

      A longing glance at my private corner.

      Loven tosses a sheet on the floor and chuckles. “What a filthy mess.”

      We’re messy. I’ve never seen so much cum come out of a guy. I chuckle too.

      His smile widens. “I like that noise you make. Our young make the same noise. No purr to it.” He points to his chest.

      Oh, he thinks it’s a purr. A purr to me is something soft, like the noise a kitten makes. Loven emits sounds more resembling a rattlesnake ready to strike than a kitten. But to each alien its own. I crawl forward and sit with my back against the footboard, where I draw my knees against my chest. I don’t have a care in the world, when I should definitely give at least a few fucks about my life right now. Fuck one, how can I get back home? It’s all so confusing, and getting back home seems futile. It’s not as if I can get on a Greyhound or hop on a plane. I’m not even in the right solar system. “Why can’t your young purr?”

      “Haven’t declared yet.”

      I frown. “What’s that mean?”

      “We are all born looking the same but are really Alphas, Betas, or Omegas. With some of us, the elders can tell which is which before declaring. But sometime around age fourteen, we mature into our bodies. For Alphas, we grow armor, and so we declare as Alphas.”

      “Like puberty.”

      He tilts his head, probably wondering about the translation. “That’s right.”

      I grab a sheet and cover my legs. Now that the thing we did is over, I’m mortified. I keep staring at his dick. It’s still hard, but not as hard as it used to be. The ring at the base fascinates me, though I won’t ask about it. Oh, but Loven isn’t shy about asking anything at all.

      “Tell me, human. Why do you have two holes in your genital area?”

      I scratch my head. Shoot me. “One is for birthing babies, and the other is for what you call waste.”

      “You waste from a hole, from your skin, and your eyes. Is there any other waste I should be aware of?”

      This conversation is worse than the one when I get my first period at my dad’s with four stepbrothers and a stepdad in the house. “No.”

      This seems to get Loven off the topic. Or at least for a few seconds, then his eyes widen and he beams at me, showing all his sharp teeth. “Do your males fuck females in both holes?”

      Someone needs to beam me out of this conversation. “One is an exit. Gross.”

      “Hm. I’m fond of possibilities. Can it be an entrance?”

      “No.”

      “Why not?”

      I purse my lips. I have no answer. It can be an entrance, but I won’t tell him that.

      The alien purrs at me. “I want to use both your holes.”

      “No, you don’t.”

      He grunts, at the pain in his side, I guess, but manages to crawl over the bed so that he’s right in front of me. He’s fierce, scary, and sexy at the same time. His pitch-black eyes are hard to read, but he’s smiling at me, so it softens all his hard features. I don’t feel threatened by this male. “You will not only let me fuck both your holes, you will beg me to do it.”

      “No way.”

      “Yes way, human. When you go into heat, you will beg. But don’t worry, I won’t leave your side for the duration of your heat.”

      “We don’t go into heats,” I say. “So there’s that.” Mm-hm.

      “You covered my face in your heat. So you go into heat.”

      Cue tomato face. I feel the heat on my cheeks. He doesn’t seem to notice I’m super uncomfortable with…everything.
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      Loven

      

      Bright and early the next morning, I’m up and working. Before we slept last night, she in her nest and I on my bed, I found out all the different ways my female wastes, including the one that comes from the small hole in her ass. A poo. This one made her so red in the face, you’d think she was the only human on Earth who’s ever had to poo. Such shy creatures. There’s also another waste called pee, and it comes from a slit somewhere above the vagina. After I pressed for more information, she said I should ignore all waste and stop talking about it. She seemed firm on that, so I’m gonna let it go. Although I’m fascinated how nature could produce such wasteful creatures.

      In light of her discomfort, I sit outside, hands on my hips, thinking about the cubicle she calls the bathroom—not bass rom—even though I wouldn’t let my hound bathe in there. With three walls erected around the bin, I intended to leave it open, but my breed mate gets embarrassed if I watch, so I’ve closed the cubicle.

      I want to make her something nice to sit on so she won’t have to squat. A chair with a hole in it. I glance back at the planks. Not enough supplies. I contemplate sending out one of my males for a trip into Ohala’s market, but while there, there’re other things I need to pick up, and I can’t have my males pick up those things. I gotta do this for my Omega.

      I freeze at the thought and snap my head to her. She’s still sleeping. It’s too early; the Sycol just emerged from the horizon. Omega. If I say it out loud, my warriors would question my sanity. Some would challenge me. There are already rumors that I’ve not left my rooms because of a breed mate. Alphas aren’t supposed to spend time with breed mates. Breed mates are service females.

      I’m delusional. And yet I don’t care. In my fucking head, I’ll call her whatever I like. I love how she smells and how she behaves around me. I love her breasts, her pussy, her golden hair, and I definitely love her submission. I walk back inside the bedroom, grab a clean til, and search for my discarded weapon Nope, not under the bed. Only one place where it could be. Her nest.

      I march across the room and pull back her blanket. My human sleeps with Sabine in her hand. Briefly, I wonder if she’s questioning my ability to defend her. She could be. Last night, I proved I know nothing about her body. First, I couldn’t find the place where she’s sensitive so I could best please her. Then I discovered I will need two cocks to fill her holes all the while rubbing the clitoris place. I’m feeling a bit inadequate. I would enjoy seeking counsel from one of the human males. How in Serpent’s name do they manage to thoroughly satisfy their females with only one cock and a pair of hands?

      I’m not a human male, but I aim to satisfy my female.

      First, though, she mustn’t steal my weapons. I crouch and stare at her sleeping form.

      Her blue eyes blink open, and she rubs her nose with her free hand. The one holding my dagger pales as she grips it tight, and her body freezes. I smell her fear.

      She lifts the dagger.

      I grip her wrist and squeeze, making the weapon fall out. I grab it and stare at her. “Why did you steal my weapon, king slayer?”

      She scoots into the corner, taking the blankets with her. Now, an Omega’s nest—and she is my fucking Omega—is her sacred place. Violating her space is wrong. But I do it anyway. I yank her up so she can face me. “Do you think to hurt me?” The armor rises and covers all my soft parts. My Omega’s eyes are wide, and horror mars her pretty face. I step away and show her my teeth. “Omega mine, I am an Alpha. You cannot hurt me. Many have tried. Don’t try. Even when I sleep, my armor is aware.” I grab her hand and put Sabine in her palm.

      She’s staring down at the dagger.

      I grip her fist and pull it toward my belly.

      I hiss as the blade hits my belly and breaks.

      I spread my arms out. “My own weapons cannot pierce my armor, and neither can those little toys on the wall. You’ll do well to remember this.”

      “Okay.”

      “Okay?”

      “Mm-hm. I got it. You’re unkillable. I’m stuck here with you for the rest of my life, but I have something for you to remember too. You can own my body all you like, but a real man wants to own a woman’s heart.”

      What in the universe does that mean? They carve out hearts? How do you own a female heart?

      Upset, my Omega gets up, spins on her heel, and leaves me there. I follow her outside as my armor retreats. “Where are you going?”

      She stops and turns, fists at her sides. “Bathroom, you fucking brute!” She steps into the cubicle I finished and doesn’t even thank me for making it for her. Not only do I not get a thank you, my extraordinary Alpha mate for working on this cube thing so I can waste in private, she slams the door in my face. I regret installing the door. “Leave me alone,” she adds.

      “I’d like to point out that the bath of the bathroom is not inside the cubicle but out here.”

      “This is the bathroom. We bathe in the shower.”

      Huh. Shower translates into a drizzle, and I understand it’s rain, which we consider bad weather for the battle but good for fertilizing the land. I cannot make a shower. I cannot control the rain. How much rain is there on Earth? Or do they bathe only during one season? It’s confusing.

      My female walks out and removes her silly shirt, then dives into the bath she insists on calling a pool. Her body wriggles all the way to the bottom, and she continues wriggling. I stand on the edge and watch her swimming technique. Impressive. She’s flexible and swims fast, like a fish. When she emerges on the other side, I tell her so.

      “Thank you. I got a scholarship for swimming.”

      I round the pool so I can crouch above her and hear about this scholarship. It’s all very confusing, and I don’t believe the translation much. Scholar is a person who studies history and is known for keeping records. “Swimming scholars are unheard of in Regha.”

      Her lips tip up. She’s not mad anymore. I like this about her. She lets things go quickly and bounces back even faster. It’s resilience, an admirable quality. “I swim for my university’s team, and in turn, I can study for free.”

      “Ah. Do you find this swimming makes you happy?”

      “Yes.”

      “I will take you swimming in the sea.”

      She’s looking at my boots, one finger tracing the metal on the tip on one. “Do you want to make me happy?” she asks.

      “Yes.”

      She lifts her pretty blue eyes and locks them with mine. “Then send me back home.”

      I grip my female’s throat but don’t squeeze. The possessive gesture registers in her eyes, as I intended it to. “I will never send you back. You belong with me, and I will breed you if it’s the last thing I do. I swear on the Great Serpent, you are mine, and the sooner you stop believing you’re going anywhere, the better your life with me will turn out.” I wait for her confirmation.

      “You’re an asshole.”

      I blink. I don’t understand this reference. My translator isn’t working. “Speaking of holes, I’m going into town. I have just the thing for your other hole I cannot fill, seeing as I have only one cock.”

      The human males must have two cocks. Why else would females have two holes? It doesn’t matter what my mate said about one-cocked humans. As far as I’m concerned, my mate’s sexually inexperienced and has never seen a male’s anatomy.

      I walk away.

      At the door, I hear a splash and turn around to see my female out of the pool and wrapping her arms around her body. She shivers, and I realize she’s cold. I walk to the table and grab her a towel, which I gently wrap around her. She rubs the water out of her hair. “I want to come.”

      I remember she said this to me as I ate her pussy last night, so I don’t fucking hesitate. I drop to my knees and grab her ass with both hands and yank her to me. I bury my face where she smells so good and stick my tongue out. I lap at her cunt. She’s got fistfuls of my hair, and she’s hanging on to me, but I can’t quite get enough of her juices, so I hook a hand under her knee and throw her leg over my shoulder.

      It thrills me how responsive she is. She’s yanking my face close to her heat and practically riding my mouth, all while her moans fill my heart with joy. “More, more,” she says.

      I latch on to the place she told me to and suck and flick it. I know I’m up to par with human males when the female tells me, “Yes, oh yes, right there.”

      I stick two of my thick fingers into her sleek cunt, and my female shudders but doesn’t scream, though her nails try to scrape my scalp. I hold her because her leg is shaking and she’s gonna fall if I let go.

      I peek up at her.

      Pupils dilated, she’s staring down at me. “Loven,” she whispers.

      It translates as “my love.” In my fucking soul, I believe she’s my Omega. She has to be. “Yes,” I tell her, “I’m yours.”

      Her eyebrows pull together in a thought. Her pupils return to normal, and she removes the leg on my shoulder.

      I wipe my mouth as she picks up the discarded towel and hides her body.

      We stand there, and it’s awkward. There’s this silence between us, and I hate it. Why is she unhappy? I might not be doing this mouth-to-cunt thing right. More than ever, I’m resolved to make a contraption for my human. It will blow her mind. When I’m after something, I can be pretty creative. I walked into this house posing as a merchant selling wheat and walked out with the Alpha’s head and the heads of his household. Creative, no?

      “I’d like to come with you into town,” she says.

      I tug her towel, and she lets go. I use it to wipe my face. I’ll need to wash up again so nobody else can smell this female’s sweet pussy. I’ll have Alphas banging on my doors, challenging me for the right to breed her. In the absence of Omegas, I know what I’ve found. I have the jewel of Regha, the slayer of kings, who is sweet and smells like she can be bred. I would die for the honor to breed her, and many others might too if they smelled what I smell. So they can’t smell her. Not now, not ever.

      “No,” I say and hop into the bath to soak for a bit again before leaving. It pains me to have to wash away her scent, but I know what’s best for me, her, and my males. Some of my Horde are still wounded and will take time to recover. That’s the only reason we’re lingering in the town. I need all males ready and in their prime, not dead at my feet after challenging me.

      “How do you buy things around here?” my female asks and sits at the table, towel tightly tucked around her body.

      “I don’t buy things.”

      “God, why’s everything so hard with you?”

      “Because I’m bred that way.”

      My female rolls her eyes.

      I leap out of the pool and grab a towel.

      She’s gazing at my cock. I let her, moving my hips to wave it at her. “What do you need from town?” I ask.

      “A surfboard so I can ride the waves when you take me to the sea.”

      My brain scrambles for translation, and it comes up with an image of a person drowning under a wave. “No fucking way.”

      “Why not?”

      “The waves are death.”

      “But I’ve seen people going out there in boats. So they fish.”

      “Those people have been doing this for many turns, and they know how to handle the waves. You don’t, so that’s a no. Anything else?”

      “Clothes.” She folds her hands across her chest.

      I leave to get dressed and strap on my spare weapon. My female follows me inside. I shake my head. I’m gonna spank her today. It’s a given.

      “You can’t just keep me here in these four walls.”

      “I can, and I will.”

      “You know, we have a word for this. It’s called kidnapping. Abduction. You’re keeping me captive here where I have no choice but to bend to your will.”

      “You have choices, and your body has chosen me already. Your mind needs to catch up.”

      “God, you’re a dickhead.”

      “Knothead,” I correct. “Dickhead is a Beta male.”

      “You’re impossible.” She looks away, apparently done with me.

      I recite what she said earlier.

      “You can own my body all you like, but a real man wants to own a woman’s heart.”

      “That’s right. You’re no man.”

      “That’s true. I’m an Alpha.”

      “Whatever.”

      “How does a human man own a woman’s heart? Do they carve it out?”

      “What? No. It’s just a saying. When someone loves someone, that kind of thing.”

      “You call me my love, so you love me. I own your heart.”

      “It’s just a part of your name. It translates as my love to you, maybe. Love, then n. See?”

      Disappointment squeezes my chest. I must conquer her heart. I want her to carve it out and give it to me on a platter. It is stupid and completely unlike me to risk everything for a female, but I’m gonna own all of her.
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      Kingsley

      

      An uncomfortable weight settles in my lower belly. Maybe cramps, but I doubt it. It’s not my time yet, though I don’t really know how my period will go about now that I’m off the birth control pills. The pills helped regulate my cycle and lessen the cramps. And that’s not the only thing. Since coming here, my nipples are always hard, my breasts look swollen, and I’m constantly wet between my legs. Day and night, I feel like masturbating. But I don’t. I have no privacy.

      I’m also stuck up here in the room on top of some building.

      Outside, it’s too hot.

      Inside, it’s too dark.

      Loven left a window open, so at least I have some breeze today.

      After he left, I swam some more, but that got old fast. The pool is short, and I crossed it too quickly. With longing, I stand at the window. Before me, the sea is quiet, a perfect day for a swim, and I notice not a single fishing boat is out. Do they only go out in those huge waves? Makes no sense to risk one’s life for fishing, but I don’t know the rules of this place. I know nothing. And nobody. The only thing I know is that I can’t just sit here, not for another minute. I’m stir-crazy and hating the monster for not taking me with him.

      I climb on his bed and marvel at the different weapons, then decide to pick up a light one that looks like a katana. Not that I’ve ever seen a katana in person, but I’ve seen badass chicks in movies wield one. I grip the handle and, carefully, slide it out of the sheath. It’s light and fits nicely in my hand. I swipe the air.

      Green light follows the swipe. I swipe again. The green light reminds me of magic, but I doubt there’s magic here. Or if there is, they probably wouldn’t call it magic. I hop off the bed, intent on hiding this weapon inside my blanket fort that’s gotten bigger today. I was bored and built myself quite a thing out of blankets. A tent propped with random chairs I’d found in the place I chose to call a walk-in closet. It’s a storage room connected to this bedroom, and I found it by pressing my hand against the wall on the right side of the bed and then swiping across. At first, I thought I’d discovered an exit, but alas, I got chairs and more blankets and made a tent. I don’t need to sleep in his bed.

      A knock on the door. I scream and drop the katana. The green light flashes and disappears just as the door opens to admin Loven. He’s got his hands on his hips. He looks from me to the floor, then back at me.

      “You’re back already?” I ask.

      He narrows his eyes. “Did you miss me?”

      “No.”

      “What’ve you got there, female?”

      “Nothing.”

      He walks to my nest and bends, uncovers the sword, and picks it up. A slice through the air, and it’s a myriad of green lightning. It’s like fireworks. I stare at it in wonder as Loven expertly wields the sword. He’s swiping left, right, circling, using his powerful body like a dancer.

      Once done, he bows at me. “Sword of the Seeker. Very rare. Very expensive. You have good taste.” He puts it back in my nest. I’m surprised he didn’t take it away from me but then I remember swords can’t pierce his armor, so I guess he doesn’t really care.

      “You will need clothes.” He motions at the door, and I see an alien.

      And, oh my God, she’s really alieny. She’s blue and looks like a humanoid alligator with six hands of various sizes but two legs. Her tail sweeps the floor back and forth, her yellow eyes with red pupils widen, and she smiles, showing blunt teeth. “Etin Reg, human.”

      I’m trying not to stare at her like Alice in Wonderland, but I fail. I stare and stare, blinking.

      “Have you never seen a Ganhon female?” she asks. “I am named Joxi, and I serve the Regha Horde.

      “My name is Kingsley,” I utter. “Nice to meet you.”

      “King Slayer. What a great name.”

      I chose not to correct her. She’s friendly and clawless, with blunt teeth and soft skin. I don’t feel threatened even when she towers over me and sniffs. “Lovely perfume. What is it?”

      “I’m not wearing perfume.” They have perfume in Alienland?

      “It’s a natural scent, then. We must extract it and make profit.” She glances at Loven, who shakes his head.

      “The clothes?” he prompts.

      “Ah yes.” She lifts one of her three fingers. “That’s what I came here for. I’m old and forgetful.”

      “My mom too.” I smile. My mom isn’t that old, but with an early onset of dementia, she forgets things. I wonder if she’ll realize I’m gone. There’s little anyone can do for her, so Lili took on her care. Lili takes on everyone, including me since Dad moved out and in with his husband.

      Joxi hands me a wad of clothes, and I lay them on the bed. There are pants and long shirts that look more like tunics.

      “Those are the smallest I could find for people with only two arms,” she says.

      “Thank you.” I pick up a pair of black shorts and a tunic that comes to my thighs. Thankfully, the sleeves are short and come to my elbow. The material is kind of heavy, though, and I bet I’m gonna sweat under it.

      The alien female stares at my toes and bends her long neck. “Five toes. What do you use all those toes for?”

      I chuckle and wiggle my toes. “Probably nothing. But they’re cute when we paint them.”

      Joxi removes her flats and shows me her two toes. Her toenails are painted pink.

      “Yes!” I say. “Nail polish.”

      “After your heat, I will return with my many nail polishes, and we will paint all your ten toes.” She bows her head and leaves us. My improved mood over the nail polish leaves with her. I sit on the bed, my back to the monster.

      The door opens again, and from the corner of my eye, I see him standing there.

      I risk a glance. “What?” I bark.

      He smirks. “Put your silly shoes on.”

      I stand. “Why?”

      “I’m gonna take you with me.”

      Before he changes his mind, I slip on my flip-flops and face him. “Thank you.”

      “It’s a big risk.”

      “We’re just going for a walk. What’s risky about that in broad daylight?”

      “Your scent may attract other Alphas.”

      “Okay. And what can I do about it?”

      “You can stay in your room until I’ve bred you.”

      “Or not.” I tap his shoulder.

      Loven sighs, which comes away as a purr, then takes my hand. “We will take Boyo.”

      “Who is Boyo?”

      “My hound.”

      Loven descends the stairway, then another and another. He’s gliding while I’m wondering how I’m gonna get back up. It’s a good thing I’m a swimmer with stamina. The seemingly never-ending stairway comes to an end as we emerge into a place I can call a small lobby or a big foyer. Dozens of men who look like Loven but slightly smaller in build stand there staring at me. Loven grips my hand tighter, and when the males lift their noses to sniff, a rattle echoes through the room. It’s unpleasant. Definitely unlike the purr he shares with me. It’s comforting to know I’m not on the receiving end of this kind of noise.

      Feet shuffle; males find the floor more interesting.

      “This is a bad idea,” he mumbles as he strides outside. Next to him, I speed-walk and then I halt as the sun blinds me. I shade my eyes with my hand and allow them to adjust.

      Loven lets go of my hand and proceeds down the bridge. After my eyes adjust, I walk to the edge and peer over. Beneath me, the red river hits the blue-green stone. I turn and look up at the building I landed in. It’s a fortress, a giant hive fortress. No windows, no structurally significant points like balconies.

      I hear clicking sounds and turn, then scream at the top of my lungs. I freeze, unable to move. A black-scaled monster with red eyes is inches from my face. It looks like a dog that wants to be a dragon. I stare at it as it stares at me. It sticks its tongue out and swipes my face, then whines at Loven, who’s messing with its back. The creature has two sets of ears, one bigger and one smaller underneath it. Black scales cover its body, but that’s not all. Its breathing terrifies me. It’s loud, and I can only describe it as something I’ve seen in movies with dragons. The breathing is much like Loven’s chest rattle topped with a gurgling sound. I can’t move.

      Loven is working on the creature while the creature stares at me, its black tongue looped out the side of his mouth. It looks like it’s relaxing, but I’m not gonna pat it. On all fours, it’s as tall as I am.

      “Done,” Loven says. “Come here, female. See what I made for you.”

      I can’t move. I don’t dare step around the creature.

      Loven comes to stand next to me. “This is my hound, Boyo. Boyo, this is my breed mate.”

      The hound sniffs my hand. I nearly pee in my pants. When he snarls, I skip and hide behind Loven. I grip his arms.

      Loven laughs. “He’s harmless. To you.”

      “I’ve never seen anything like him.”

      “And you will see much more. Regha is home to many species from adjoining lands and planets. You’ll see many different people, especially in this coastal town. You should fear nothing when you walk with your Alpha.”

      “I’ll try.” I don’t want to ruin this. Loven will just lock me inside the tower. I know he’s doing something nice for me, so I’ll make an effort and fear less in light of monsters from horror movies. Okay, then.

      Loven pats the saddle-looking thing on Boyo’s back. He draped a skin blanket over the creature’s sharp scales and strapped on a saddle. When I approach, Loven grips my hips and hauls me up like a sack of confetti. I scramble not to fall and have no time to freak out because the creature moves.

      Click, click, click. His claws click across the bridge. I have never ridden a horse, and this is probably the same as riding a horse. My body moves up and down, and I’m trying and failing to get in the groove with the animal. My sensitive nipples rub on the shirt’s fabric, and my heavy swollen breasts bounce.

      Loven walks next to us. I notice he holds no leash on the hound. We walk onto the street and take a left. Once upon a time, the cobblestone-like street was probably deep green, the same color as the houses, but with age, it became light gray.

      We enter a narrow street kind of like the ones I ran through that one summer we spent in Greece. The homes remind me of large igloos. Some “windows” are open and some completely closed. People don’t greet us. All around me, the open windows slam closed, and the kids who played outside run for shelter. It’s as if the plague walked into the neighborhood and everyone wants to get out of its way.

      “They fear you,” I conclude.

      “I am Horde.”

      “What’s a Horde do?”

      “Ensures obedience.” Loven keeps a brisk pace, his eyes seemingly on everything at once. A Frisbee type of thing flies and hits his shoulder. We pause. Loven bends and picks up the toy. The boy who threw it grips the doorjamb to his home, while a woman I presume is his mother is trying to drag him inside. Loven flicks his wrist, and the boy catches his Frisbee. He gives Loven a toothless smile before the mother slams the door closed.

      We keep walking in near silence, the only sound that of Boyo’s loud breaths.

      Noise increases as we stroll down the narrow streets, taking turns left and right, and I scold myself for not trying to remember the roads. On my own, I’d get so lost. We emerge in the open space I’ll call a market.

      Aliens. Everywhere.

      I gape, my heart pounding. Because of Loven, I’ve kind of gotten used to the natives. There’re more aliens here than I could imagine. All shapes and sizes, some not even humanoid, only blobs with eyes and mouths, and they roll instead of walk down the square.

      Loven pauses and scans the place, his armor emerging from his body. “This was a fucking mistake.”

      As people start noticing him, they turn and walk in the opposite direction, and soon enough, only a few Reghans are in the open space. Everyone else has retreated into the alcoves with front walls decorated in all manner of merchandise. Loven points at a huge hive building opposite us. “That’s the main market. This out here is where we’re gonna spend our time. Move it, Boyo.”

      Boyo trudges after Loven, who’s striding like he knows where he’s going. And he does. He pauses at the alcove with the outside decorated in leather and…reddish wood. “Wait here.” He goes inside, then comes back out, eyes on something behind me. I turn around in my seat.

      There’s a group of Regha Alphas gathered around the fountain. Six tall males in tunics and short pants. They’re staring at me. Boyo pays them no mind and lowers his body so he’s lying on his belly. I notice, though, the hound watches Loven, probably anticipating commands.

      “Eyes away,” Loven says to the Alphas. “Or I will gouge them out.”

      Five of the six Alphas turn away, but one stays. He’s the biggest of the group, and he’s openly admiring me. Boyo snaps his jaws, and a rattle rips from his chest. The marketplace quiets. Thousands of people here just shut up. It’s scary.

      The Alpha male finally rounds the fountain, and we can’t see him anymore.

      Relieved, I sigh.

      Loven offers me a hand, looking everywhere but at me. “Let’s go, female.”

      “I thought you wanted me to wait,” I tease.

      Clearly, he’s not in the mood. When I don’t put my hand into his, he yanks me off and carries me inside over his shoulder. Loven puts me down, and I sigh at the temperature inside. It’s nice and cool. As I wipe the sweat from my face with my shirt, I turn around. And scream, gripping Loven’s elbow. So much for keeping my cool in light of other races in the universe.

      In my defense, I hate bugs. This creature has a giant ant head with a cricket type of body. He’s easily seven feet sitting. His eyes are the size of cantaloupes and all brown. Above the eyes are two antlers, and they’re pointing forward. They rear back, and the creature says something, but it’s hard for me to understand because he’s rolling his Rs and speaking differently from Loven. Clearly, he’s not from Regha, so he speaks with an accent, and my translator isn’t working well for accents. I barely understand him.

      Loven, however, understands fine and replies, “Looking for some leather belts and wood.”

      The alien replies and gestures at multiple items on the shelves. That’s when I see them. Phalluses. Everywhere. I don’t know what’s more concerning, the alien or hundreds of phalluses that look only slightly like a human dick. Some are so huge, I can’t imagine them ever going into my human body. Some are ridged, some even have small horns sticking out of the balls, and others have rings like Loven’s. I approach the ones with rings at the base of the dick. Loven follows me. He stands behind me, his body touching mine, his hand possessively at the back of my neck.

      And I respond to his touch. My body knows its fucking master and wants to please him. I’m not happy about it, but I can’t control it either. Loven’s thumb sweeps over my neck, and the cramps in my lower belly start back up again.

      Loven’s rattle is low and barely audible, but I hear it as if it’s God’s gift to my body. “Female, pick out any of those you like.”

      “What’s this thing at the bottom?” I point at the ring. I’m not gonna make a fool of myself. This sexual thing between us is crazy. I’m holding on to my sanity, but talking about cocks doesn’t help me one bit.

      “A knot,” he says and steps closer and grabs one dildo. His dick is hard and pressing on my back.

      My cramps intensify, and I clamp my teeth together so as not to whine. If I complain of pain, he’ll take me home. I want to see this market. I’ve come too far to give up now. Even when my body hurts, I don’t give up swimming the last lap. “And what’s the knot do?” Heat covers my cheeks, but I have to ask.

      “It inflates and blocks the pussy so that the seed stays inside. It ensures nothing is wasted when I breed my Omega.”

      His Omega. I nod and scan the shelves.

      “Take your time,” he says and puts the dildo back.

      Loven’s looking at belts on the other side of the store, and I sneak a peek at the insect alien. He’s watching me with his huge eyes. I look away. He creeps me out. I pick out one of the smaller phalluses. That’s not saying much. It’s about eight inches long. I put it back, but Loven appears behind me and grabs it, then takes my hand. “We’re done here.” Leather belts over his shoulder, wood and dildo in one hand, he’s shopped and gone. At the entrance, I turn around. The creature’s head lowers, and I hear a low cry. He looks into the corner. There’s another creature sleeping on a bed of straw.

      Something nags at me. I can’t quite put my finger on what. I stare at the creature, which keeps his head down while Loven loads the merchandise onto Boyo’s saddle.

      “Loven?”

      “Hm?”

      “How do you pay for stuff? We use dollars. It’s paper money.”

      “We don’t pay for anything.”

      “What have you traded?”

      “We don’t trade.” Black eyes firm and unreadable, he extends his hand. “Come on, female.”

      “Quit calling me female. I have a name.”

      Loven glares at me. I ignore him and glare back. It’s incredibly difficult to hold his gaze. My body tingles, his dominance practically fucking me already, but I can’t become a slave to my body. I have a name and a mind of my own. We’re at a standoff. Loven steps closer, opens his mouth, then lifts his gaze past me.

      A number of Alphas have gathered around the fountain. Maybe ten of them with another kind of Regha male that reminds me of my doctor. Those are Betas. But other than that, the open space is full of people again, and their chatter comforts me. I scan the crowds and watch, trying to catch a transaction. There! Two doors down, a merchant gives a sack to a customer and shows the customer a black thing where the customer presses his wrist, then walks away with merchandise. I glance back at the shop we’d come out of. The insect has a black thing too, though he (or maybe she) didn’t show it to Loven.

      “People are too scared to ask you to pay,” I conclude.

      “That’s right.” He taps Boyo’s saddle.

      “Just because you can get away without paying, it doesn’t mean you should.”

      Loven backs me up against the shop. When his body touches mine, I want to crawl all over him. I put my hand on his chest, and his armor on that part of his body softens. “Listen to me, female—”

      “Quit calling me female. I have a name. Kingsley.”

      “Female.” He smirks. “I’ve bled for my people and for my king more times than I can count. So I don’t fucking pay for anything, because I’ve paid for it with my blood and the lives of my Alphas.”

      “Our military still pays for things.”

      “Well, your king is an idiot.”

      “We have a democracy. There are no kings. Equal pay, women’s rights, which, by the way, I feel strongly about, and rights to—”

      Loven cuts me off. “You have the right to jump on my dick at any time. I promise, the bounce is worth it.”

      “No, thanks.”

      “But you will.”

      Gah! I hate that he’s right. “Pay the…the…”

      “Haev?”

      “Is it a she or a he?”

      “He.”

      “Pay him. Please.”

      Loven steps back and tilts his head. He’s scrutinizing me. “Everything I do sets an example for my males and the people in general. I’m not on my own. I represent the king of Regha, and when the king walks into a place, he walks out with anything he wants. I follow the king’s example.”

      “Perhaps you shouldn’t follow him.”

      Loven growls. “Quiet, female. People have died for saying a lot less. And I promise you, nobody ever complains. They expect it.” Loven drops a kiss on my forehead. “I don’t like your scent when you’re upset with me.”

      I’m practically melting. He’s hard everywhere, but he can be so sweet. Resisting him is a chore. I take comfort in knowing he’s not indifferent to my opinion. When my parents divorced, nobody asked my opinion. Everyone assumed I’d go with the flow. When Lili put Mom in a home, Lili presumed I’d go with the flow. When she got me a job at the grocery store, I went.

      Going with the flow is what I did. Apparently, it takes an alien planet and an alien male who gives me the hots to make me say something when I’m not keen on following. “Do you not have money? Is that the issue?” Perhaps he didn’t bring money with him. He doesn’t need to.

      “If I offer money, Haev won’t accept.”

      “Then don’t offer it.”

      He arches a…brow.

      I continue. “Make him take it.” The command speaks to Loven. He’s used to making people do things. He can make me do anything. I know this like I know how to fit on my goggles.

      Loven scrubs his jaw, purses his lips. “I pay, and I’m setting an example.” I can almost see his wheels turning, then the moment he’s decided on the situation. “If I do this for you, what will you do for me?”

      I know what Loven wants. Submission. It’s the only thing a guy like him could want from an easygoing, friendly, conflict-avoiding girl who only wants to swim. Compared to my much older sister, who achieved everything she wanted by the age of thirty-five, my goals seem shallow. She never understood them. I didn’t either, but swimming is all I’ve got. Perhaps some of us aren’t meant for greatness. Had I not gotten a swimming scholarship, I’d still be pushing carts at Alserons’s Fresh Market two blocks down the street from my sister’s place, where I’ve lived ever since my parents divorced five years ago. “If you do this for me, my heart will like it a lot.”

      Loven smirks and grabs my hand. We’re back inside, and the creature stands, cantaloupe-sized brown eyes on my monster. “Sit. Nothing’s wrong,” Loven says and takes out a knife. This one looks mean and shiny, like it’s made of gold. The creature emits a squeal, and the second Haev is up from the bed to join us at the table. There’s lots of rattling, growling, and general insect clicking as they speak.

      Loven gets a black pen and scribbles something on the handle, drops the knife on the table, and stands there. “This is a gift from my breed mate. You may keep it or sell it. If you sell it, take no less than five thousand laros. If someone says it’s worth less, tell me so I can kill them. Odgey!”

      The Haevs yell back, their multiple insect parts clicking in excitement.

      As soon as we get outside, I stop Loven and back him up against the wall. He lets me, but stares down at me in question. I get up on my toes and press my lips to his chest. As I do that, I feel his armor move against my skin.

      Loven’s fist wraps in my hair, and he pulls.

      My insides twist, and I want to crawl on him. “Thank you,” I say.

      “You will thank me when we get home. I can feel how eager you are for my cock. Believe me, you’re gonna get it. Hard and long.”

      There’s a churning in my belly. Cramps turn into something vicious, almost as if I’m gonna orgasm right now. I fist my hands on his chest. Loven’s gaze strays away. He’s watching those males. I feel their eyes on us. But I don’t care. I need this male right now. I stick my tongue out and lick his chest. The taste is divine. I lick again.

      “I came here to get a few things and then return as soon as possible. I intend to do that without killing anyone. Soon, when the temperatures drop and the winds pick up, every Regha Alpha will smell your scent. They don’t dare to challenge me one on one, but a group of them believes they can.”

      Somehow, I come to my senses. “I didn’t know.” I turn my head. He’s right. Males have gathered around the fountain, and they’re looking our way. Some have their faces turned up, and I know they’re sniffing.

      Loven tsks and bends his head to whisper in my ear. “You smell like a female an Alpha male wants to breed. They don’t know what they’re smelling, but it’s good enough to eat, and they want it.” His neck is close to my mouth, and so I press a kiss against it. As I do this, his armor retreats and Loven grips my hips and hauls me upright. I wrap my legs around his waist and lick his neck, nip his jaw, dig my fingernails into his skin. My nipples are hard, my breasts are swollen, my pussy weeps for his cock. I’m wiggling as he walks and tries to peel me away from him.

      “Fuck,” he curses.

      “Take me now,” I tell him. “Oh God, it’s painful.” A cramp squeezes my lower belly, and I cry out. Liquid heat gushes out of me. I let go of Loven, and he settles me on Boyo, then hits his flank. Boyo roars and then we’re off. Loven runs after us into the small side street, but then stops, turns, and crouches.

      “What are you doing?” I scream.

      A group of males is running toward the street, and Loven isn’t moving. I realize they’re after me, and he’s not gonna let them pass. Boyo picks up speed. If I don’t hold on to the saddle, I’ll topple off.
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      Kingsley

      

      Boyo carried me all the way to the bedroom. He’s sleeping by the door inside, and the sound of his breathing soothes me, makes me feel safe. On top of my blankets, I’m curled up in a ball, one hand on my belly as if it can hold off the cramps, and the other hand pressed against my clit. I’ve rubbed myself raw. I’ve come multiple times, and each time I orgasm, the cramps go away for about five minutes. Just when I think it’s over, they pick back up, more intense than before. The cramps come with heat flashes and in waves, sort of like labor pains. I know this because my cousin Tiffany had a baby, and her husband taped the labor so we could all watch.

      I do what Tiffany did in the video and breathe deep.

      My clit is a ball of nerves. I touch it, put pressure on it while my pussy produces more liquid than I care to think about. It’s lubricating and readying for a cock. I don’t want to breed. I shouldn’t want to have sex with the monster, but he’s looking better and better the more time I spend with him. I like him. Shit.

      In my current condition, I feel like a mindless animal. My primal urges rule my mind and body. But I am human, and I know I should resist this. I cannot let him breed me. I want to go home. I want to go home so bad.

      My lower lip trembles, and a tear slides down my cheek.

      Boyo growls and stands up.

      Somehow, I summon enough strength to sit up. As I do, liquid spills out of my pussy. It’s clear and smooth. I’m sitting in my own sweat and pussy juice—I have no other term for it. The pool water reflects on Boyo’s erect  scales-like hackles, his tail tucked under his bottom. He’s guarding me against something. Preoccupied with my own problems, I don’t care. I try to stand, but the cramps zap my middle, so I stay down. I wipe sweat off my forehead and strip off my clothes, then crawl to the pool where I topple over the edge and inside. The water doesn’t soothe the pain, but it sure makes me feel cleaner.

      When I emerge, Loven stands there.

      Blood covers his face, chest, and legs. His claws are black and longer than usual, his teeth are past his lips, and his armor has retreated, showing claw marks on his chest. I swim to the edge. Loven says nothing to me but only removes his kilt. His dick is hard, upright, engorged and red with anger, the ring on the bottom also a bit more inflated than before. “I will rut if I can’t have you, and then I will have you anyway.” He sits by the pool. I can’t think of anything else but his engorged cock. As I stare at it, it starts leaking precum. This is not a drop. It’s a slow stream of white seed. A breeding male, my brain supplies.

      I swim closer. It’s a magnetic force, and I know I need him, I need him to make this better for me. “I will die if I don’t have you,” I say. What? But it’s true. My body tells me I need him. The cramps won’t go away, and Loven can take care of it.

      Loven slides into the water, and I turn around, lean back on the edge on my elbows, and spread my legs. I’m a bitch in heat, and I don’t care. The pain must be sated, and my cure made it back to me alive and ready. When he doesn’t immediately take me, I snarl at him. Good Lord, I’ve lost my mind.

      My monster ducks under the water. The blood colors it redder, and when he emerges, it seeps out of the claw marks on his chest. I lean in and lick. Copper hits my taste buds, and I don’t care. I’ve spent my entire puberty caring about what my sister will think of me, trying to be her, and failing at it. The moment I left for college, I promised to allow myself to pursue things that make me come alive, such as swimming and all the other things my sister would never do—returning sex texts from various boys in high school or going to a frat party. My sister would not fuck a barely humanoid male with a monster cock. She’d rather die of pain. I’m not Lili.

      I lick my way up to his neck, where his muscles are taut. I bite down. His rattle is a purr. It’s sexy and makes me feel like all is well in the world. Loven doesn’t judge me. With him, I’m free to do what I want. I grab his face and lock my eyes with his black ones. I can’t hold his stare, and so I don’t bother. I close my eyes and press my lips against his. They are soft. They know what to do. They know what I need.

      Loven opens his mouth, and our tongues touch. We moan at each other’s taste while his purr seduces me. With my hands on his shoulders, I feel his tension and dig in my fingernails. Loven spins me and bends me over the pool’s edge. He fists my hair, one hand propped near my head. I grip his wrist. My pussy walls are spasming, and I lift my bottom, seeking release. Loven spanks me, his palm landing on my ass, until he’s deemed I’ve had enough, then he covers me with his body, lowers his head, and nibbles my ear. “I swear by the Great Serpent, you are my Omega. But in case you are not, nobody will be more sorry than I.” He touches my breast, first gently to play with my nipple, then he grips it for leverage. He’s got me pinned and immobile, and I revel in his dominance.

      “I’m yours.”

      The tip of his cock touches my entrance, and he breaks my barrier. I wince. Loven pauses. I wiggle my ass.

      “Beg me,” he says.

      “Please, Loven, fuck me.” The words come out easily, but heat crawls up my cheeks, and Loven growls. “Your pussy is so tight.” He’s sinking inside some more, stretching me, and a cramp hits, then liquid gushes. “Yes,” he says and glides inside. “What spills heat like an Omega must be an Omega.”

      I grab my ass cheeks and spread them. “More.” Loven purrs steadily, and he’s taking his sweet time while I grow wetter and wetter to ease his passage. His front hits my back, and I gasp in pleasure. He’s all inside. I feel full and sated, and I don’t want his cock to leave. The tension in my back and belly subside, and I relax. Loven’s got a good grip on my hair and breast, but I guess that’s not enough, because he mounts me next. My face scrapes the stone as he’s pounding into me, holding my body at the hips and moving it any which way he needs to get off. His cock hits the spot inside me with rapid strikes, and he doesn’t forget my clit. One hand slaps it.

      I rear back and impale myself on his big dick. The feeling is overwhelming, and my eyes roll back, my lip trembles, my skin tingles, and the moment he rolls my bud, I whine. He’s stroking me, his fingers rough and rubbing the sensitive engorged spot while something like a hurricane replaces the cramps in my belly.

      He’s fucking me hard and stroking and slapping my clit at the same time. The growling and all the monster noises coming from him make me hornier, and with one stroke over my clit, I explode. The orgasm flushes down my lower belly, and my pussy pulses with her own heartbeat. Loven’s balls hit my clit over and over again, and I’m still coming while he’s pounding into me, seeking his release.

      “Omega, you want my seed, don’t you?”

      “Mmm,” I mumble.

      He slaps my breast. “Answer me.”

      “Mm-hm.”

      He slaps my other breast.

      “Yes!”

      “Your pussy is milking my cock. She wants it bad.”

      I’m at his mercy.

      “Beg me.”

      “Please, Loven, give me your seed.”

      The triumphant roar rips through the air. The city hears him as he fills my womb with his seed. His cock jerks and jerks, seed spills and spills, and it goes on for at least a minute before he lets go of my hips. I hear hard thumps, and I just know he’s thumping his chest in victory. He lets up, and I touch my face to the cold ground. With a sigh, I find peace in the sound of his purring and the vibration of his chest when he lowers himself on top of me.
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      Loven

      

      Under me, my precious human female doesn’t move. I hear her deep breathing, and her pussy is still spasming, milking my dick for all it’s worth. My cock takes up her entire channel. The idea that any of my seed might escape her tight pussy is absurd, but just in case, my Alpha dick is made in a way to ensure the seed that enters an Omega’s pussy doesn’t go to waste. At the base of my cock, my knot grows inside her.

      “You know,” she says, sounding sated. “You may not have waste, but you sure have a lot of sperm.”

      I chuckle and move to the side so I can rest. Lying on the stone while the sun warms my back feels good on the gaping gashes on my back. I move golden hair away from her face, and dazed pitch-black eyes stare back at me, the human blue completely gone. In heat, she morphed into a female that will fit me. I believe this with all my heart. Although she looks different from any Omega I’ve ever seen, she is my Omega, and I know this just as I know I’m expected to share her.

      I cannot share her. It is the Alpha way, but it is not my way, and if I don’t share her, some may challenge me for her. In fact, I expect several challenges today. If I leave one male alive, it means I’ve accepted him into our bed. Kingsley is mine and mine alone. The thought of any other Alpha touching her makes me want to rip out his heart and feed it to Boyo.

      She licks her dry lips. She must hydrate. In addition to wasting a whole lot, her body self-lubricated for my cock, and it lubricated quite well to make the passage less painful. Hm. I wonder if the other smaller hole lubricates. I stoke her firm ass cheeks and dip my finger between them to circle the small hole. Kingsley’s breath hitches, and so I stop teasing her. There’s always tomorrow. I should give her a break. A new wave of heat might be just around the corner anyhow.

      “My cramps are gone,” she says, her voice hoarse as a well-fucked Omega voice should be.

      It fills me with pride. I smirk. “Alpha Loven’s cock cures all ills.”

      She gives me a side-eye. “Why do you talk about yourself in third person?”

      “Because I’m special.”

      “No doubt.”

      I narrow my eyes when she giggles. The sound makes her pussy twitch, and my cock starts hardening again, my knotting process almost done. Come to think of it, I haven’t eaten and neither has my Omega. “Are you hungry?”

      A growl rips from her belly. I stare at her in question.

      “I’m hungry.”

      “I’ll bring us something.”

      “Oh, you don’t have to do that. I can find the…kitchen or a fridge maybe.”

      She doesn’t get it. “Omega mine, you are in heat. We are going to fuck until your heat cycle is over. Then you can go down to the kitchens. Right now, you’re not going anywhere unless you want me to kill every male in my Horde.”

      She scratches her head. “Hurry up before my cramps are back.”

      I blink. I think she just gave me an order while lying there full of my cock. I debate what to do, then opt to give her a different-species pass. Omegas don’t order Alphas, especially not while taking a knot. “You’re not complaining about the knot. Does it hurt you?”

      Her face turns red. “It feels kind of good,” she whispers, then purses her lips.

      What in the world is wrong with talking about what we just did? Her face is redder than our seas. “On Earth, is sex taboo?” I ask.

      “In general, yes.”

      “But everyone does it?”

      She chuckles. “Yes.”

      “Have you done it?” As soon as it comes out, I regret it. Now I wait, murder projecting from my gaze. Kingsley taps her slender finger on the stone, draws circles with it. I cover her hand with mine. “Have you?”

      “No.”

      “You honor me.” I have found an Omega in the slave house. But I’m not gonna let the Collectors take her. She is mine.
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      Loven

      

      Downstairs, my brother’s voice booms over all the others. I hear the low rumble of their chests and know my Horde is eager for bloodshed. In the main kitchen, I gather food on the tray and bump into Joxi on my way out. The female bounces off me. I grab her before she falls, spilling all the food on my tray.

      “I’m sorry, so sorry.” She’s on her knees and, with multiple hands, gets everything in order on the tray before I can even bend. She straightens to her full height, eyes wide. I smell her fear.

      “What’s the matter, girl?”

      “They want the alien female.” Four hands cover her mouth. It’s comical, but I don’t laugh. “They who?”

      “Zon, Neray, and Genah.”

      My males. I crack my neck and move around her. “I’ll deal with it.”

      Joxi follows. “Master, the rumors of you shedding your armor in the market have reached all corners of the town. Alphas will come. They will challenge you.”

      “Let them come.”

      “No, no. Let us not linger in this town any longer.”

      “I like this town.”

      “What?” she shrieks.

      I pop the pressure in my ears by opening my mouth, then closing it with a snap. We move through the hallway, where there’s not a single former slave girl around. It’s a fucking ghost town in the pet and servant end of the house. They’ve all retreated into their rooms and now wait for the Alphas to settle down. Joxi is reckless. “I’m staying in the town,” I tell her. “My Omega likes the sea, and I will give her the sea. In exchange, she will serve me her heart. She’s built a fort of a nest in my bedroom, and I will stay there. She’s a swimmer, and this house has a…pool. I’m dead fucking set on staying here.”

      Joxi rounds me and blocks my way into the hall. I snarl at her, but she doesn’t move out of my way. She’s terrified and needs to tell me everything. “Master, you are the Alpha of Regha Horde. You plow through the lands in the king’s stead.”

      “Not anymore.” When the king discovers I’ve found an Omega female, the Collectors will come. Seeing as I have no intention of giving her up, they can all line up and suck my knot. I fucking dare any of them to challenge me. The only male who can best me is the king himself, and he’s too proud to come for one alien Omega.

      The three males in my Horde will issue a challenge for the Omega so they can use her before the Collectors collect her. Voices grow louder, and I thrust the tray at Joxi. Boyo will allow her inside my quarters. “Feed my Omega. Let her eat her fill.”

      She slaps her forehead. “Or you can take your Omega and leave now. Nobody will know.”

      I glare. “Do you mean to suggest I cannot win a challenge?”

      She drops her eyes. “They have armor. You don’t.”

      “I have an Omega. I have a reason to win.”

      “Yes, Master.” Joxi spins around and walks up the stairs.

      If I had to guess who’d be first to challenge me for the right to breed an Omega in heat, I would pick Vemlox, the loudest of the bunch, second in strength only to my brother. When I emerge into the resting hall, Vemlox rises from the sofa and approaches. He’s a little shorter and a little thinner than I, and his armor is down. “Is it true the alien is an Omega?” he asks.

      Silence. All ear flaps are up and waiting.

      “It is true.”

      The House erupts into shouts, and they’re arranging a party that will call on the Collectors. We follow a protocol. As we plow through Regha, bringing order to our land, we keep any Omegas we find, my males use them as is their right, then hand them over to the Collectors. We live and breed by the king’s orders.

      “Have you knotted her?” Vemlox asks.

      “I have.”

      He grunts. He wants to say more but doesn’t.

      “Get in line,” I tell him. “I’m taking numbers.”

      He grips the back of my neck, and our chests hit. I rattle out a warning, but he ignores it and whispers so low I barely hear him. “If you think I would share a female with you, you’re wrong. I want an Omega like her for myself.” He lets go of me, and I stand there, struck by his way of thinking. Despite the laws, despite the fact he knows I can strap him on a pole and starve him to death, the male just told me he would bond an Omega. He’s risking his life. He has no idea what I’ll do. He’s planting seeds of bonding in my head. As if I hadn’t already thought about it myself.

      Perhaps he knows me better than I thought he did. How many more of my males have picked up on the fact I don’t share females? And how many more males feel the same way about Omegas?

      I clamp his shoulder. “If I go down this road, will you follow me?” The kernel of resistance starts now. If I bond my Omega, others will follow. The king will come to crush us. Bonding is punishable by death.

      “Yes, Alpha.” His armor rises, and he hits his chest. “To prove it, I will stand for you in a challenge.”

      I’ve shed my armor. Never heard of this happening to an Alpha, but it happened to me. Now, my males believe me weak. “Don’t let me hear you say this again.”

      Vemlox grabs my shoulders, and our chests collide. He’s trying to prove a point. His armor hits me, and I gotta clamp my teeth together not to whine in pain as it rattles my rib cage. At my ear, he says, “You trained those males, and they have betrayed you at the first opportunity and when your natural defenses are down. How will you satisfy your Omega if you are hurt, hm?”

      “Don’t you worry about my Omega.”

      “Collectors are a few spans out. We are Regha Alphas, and we share. It is our way. The Omega is fair game. Unless, of course, you bond her.”

      I glance at my brother. He’s still arguing with three males who wish to issue the challenge. I’m pissed they’d even dare to challenge me. I’m pissed I’ll have to kill three of my males. I let out my battle cry.

      Silence resumes, and Vemlox gets out of my way. I walk to the middle of the room and spread my arms. “Step up!” My Horde members stare at the floor. I pick out the three males who dare think of challenging me and lock eyes with each of them. I tap my chest. It doesn’t thump. The strongest of the three Alphas holds my gaze, and I see reluctance in his. I know fear when I see it, and he still fears me. Today, he will sit tight, but not for long. A few nights with an Omega is a prize these males would die for.

      

      Done here, I retreat back up the stairs.
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      In the corner of my bedroom, my Omega moans. She’s closed the “patio” door, and the light coming from a few artificial sources in the room show me her naked form. Her scent stuffs the air, seeps into my skin like armor. The tray lies untouched on the floor beside her. I inhale and growl, then drop on all fours. Her legs are spread, her fingers rubbing her sensitive bud, and her back is arched. I lie down on my belly and bury my face in her pussy. Her heels rest on my shoulders, and she removes her fingers, giving me access to her sensitive place. I twist and turn my tongue around the bud while pumping my fingers into her slick pussy. Her walls are pulsing. She’s sweating and mumbling things I can’t understand.

      She’s welcomed me into her nest.

      She wants to mate. She wants to breed.

      She’s precious, and I will bond her to me for life. I can’t imagine waking up and not having her around. I need her.

      I climb on top of her and settle my cock inside her sweetness. It goes in more easily than before, and my Omega moans in relief.

      “Thank you,” she says. Her eyes are pitch-black like mine, and she lifts her hips, telling me to fuck her.

      I rise on my elbows and pump my hips. When her clawless fingers dig into my skin, I trap her hands with one of mine and move them above her head. My other hand I put possessively over her throat and squeeze. My Omega sighs, and her pussy liquefies. I pump her faster. My skin crawls with an itch just before I release the bonding scent. My pheromones mix with the scent of her heat, and I know her body, filled with pores, will absorb the pheromones and bond her to me for life. I kiss her while I fuck her and squeeze her throat, only letting her breathe when I want her to breathe.

      I breathe for her. She will breathe for me too.

      Her pussy is milking my dick, and as she comes, my Omega lets out a silent scream. I let go of her throat. My balls draw up and unload with a stream that takes my own breath away. I shout my victory. The entire house knows I’m fucking my Omega. She will be bred by me and only me. I’ve bonded her, and she is mine for life. I am hers. I ejaculate for a while, then my knot expands, and I’m locked inside her. I lean in on my elbows and peck her soft lips, trail my mouth down her neck, and bite. She yelps, but I purr for her, the rattling sound calming her down. I don’t have to mark her like a savage. I’ve bonded with her. She’s already mine. But I bite down harder anyway. My Omega whines but says nothing. She’s lost in our scents and the sound of my purr.

      My knot firmly blocking my cock’s retreat, I slide a hand under her body and lift her, taking her with me to sit on the bed. She rests her head on my shoulder and wraps her fragile arms around my neck. “Is it over now?”

      My gaze falls on the tray. Fuck, I’m starving. She’s starving. Provide and protect. That’s all I gotta do. I’m gonna kill every male who even looks at her the wrong way. Playtime is over. As a bonded male, I can’t serve the king. I cannot show my face in front of him and not challenge him for the right to keep my Omega.

      The king is the strongest Alpha, skilled and equipped with armor different from ours. His is deep red with hard orange shells over his belly, same as his father’s before him. In case I manage to best him, I get the throne. I don’t want his fucking throne. I want to stay in this city on the sea where my Omega can swim, where my kids can grow up to be strong Alphas under her gentle care. Or maybe I will breed pale soft Omegas with noses sticking out of their faces and blue eyes. At least one. I take a second to send a prayer to the Great Serpent for one Omega. It’s not too much to ask. I never asked for a thing from the Serpent, and I’ve bled in the name of the king more times than I care to count.

      Blindly, I’ve followed him.

      Blindly, I’ve gone to battle.

      Now, all I will get in return is his sword in my belly. He won’t show me mercy. He’ll make an example of me. Nobody will dare bond an Omega for turns to come.

      My Omega cradles my face, a frown marring her pretty face. “Loven, is it not over yet?”

      Shit. I’m preoccupied and ignoring her. “I’m sorry, is what over yet?”

      “I’m in heat, aren’t I?”

      “You are. Isn’t it great?” I smirk.

      She hits my shoulder. “Stop it. It’s all basic instincts, and I’m not sure what to think about it.”

      “That’s the beauty of mating. We are allowed not to think.” Her lips purse as she ponders this. “Are you not enjoying my cock?”

      “Maybe.” The corner of her lip lifts.

      I twitch my cock inside her.

      She widens her eyes.

      I wink at her.

      Her stomach growls again. “For such a small thing, you sure produce scary sounds.”

      “Joxi bought food. I waited for you to eat.”

      I grunt and kiss her forehead. “Got derailed with some business.”

      “Maybe later, we can go downstairs for dinner. I haven’t seen the rest of your house.”

      Fuck me. And with that dildo I bought for her. “This isn’t my house.”

      Her eyebrows jump. “Whose is it?”

      “A merchant’s.”

      “You sure look like you’re home.”

      I lay us down on the bed, then play with the ends of her hair. My knot isn’t deflated yet. I think my Omega likes me inside her, so we’re joined for longer than necessary. My chest rumbles continuously but in low volume, and my Omega rests both her soft hands on my once-hard chest and then props her chin up. Her pupils are shrinking. I believe that her heat will be over by morning. I hope I’ve bred her thoroughly, and I’ll breed her some more by the night’s end. “Do you have to go waste?”

      “I can hold it. Thank you for asking. Tell me about the house.”

      “Rumors of a merchant Alpha trading slaves reached the capital, and the king got the message to the Horde. We raided the house, and that’s when I found you.”

      “Is slave trade common in Regha?”

      “No.”

      “Is it legal?”

      “Yes.”

      She’s displeased with this. Her lips pinch. I rub her back.

      “Do you know how I got to be here?”

      Via a space gate, which I believe is used to snatch females from their homes and bring them here to be used as slaves. “No,” I lie. My knot deflates. Even my dick deflates. No longer do I enjoy her questions. Omegas don’t question Alphas. They breed and provide us with what we need. We take care of everything else. Yet, I have to wonder what the merchant’s motivations were. But I wasn’t trained to question an assignment, and I never have. The Horde executes and nothing more. We kill and ask questions later.

      “If the slave trade is legal why did you raid the house?”

      “For Omegas. We heard the merchant got hold of Omegas and hasn’t reported them.”

      “Um, to whom?”

      “The king. Omegas live in the compound designed to protect them.”

      “You once told me if I’m not your Omega, you’ll cut your dick off.”

      “I stand by that.”

      “Am I your Omega?”

      I nod. Done with this conversation because I know where this’s gonna lead, I get up and lift the tray of food. Kingsley sits and covers herself. I growl but let her hide her body for now.

      “I have parents at home on Earth. And a sister.” Her voice shakes.

      I’ve no doubt she wants to go home, where everything is familiar, comforting, and fucking lonely. I get the lonely part; she doesn’t. I grit my teeth and offer her one local red fruit. “This isn’t open for discussion. I’m keeping you. I’ve bonded you, and you are mine.”

      “Bonded?” She takes the melen and bites into it.

      I await her praise of the flavor, but she scrunches up her nose while swallowing, then hands me back the fruit, eager to continue our chatter.

      “Bonded,” I say. “You are my Omega. I’m your Alpha. We are a bonded pair.”

      “I think you’re saying you’ve married me, and I didn’t know about it.”

      “What is married?” The bed dips as I sit, tray on my lap. I bite into cheese. Mmmm. The region is famous for this aged cheese, the strong flavor lingering in my mouth after I swallow. So damn good.

      Kingsley scoots closer. “It’s when two people agree to bond, form unions, you know. Then have kids, a house, whatever they deem will make them happy.”

      “What if they’re unhappy?” I pick off the white meat and offer it to her. She shakes her head. I pick off the dark meat and offer that.

      “They divorce,” she said.

      “What is divorce?” She eats the dark meat and seems to like it. I feed her more, happy to share it with her.

      “Divorce is when people part ways.”

      “What you described is a breeding pair. We are not a breeding pair. We are a bonded pair. When an Alpha bonds an Omega, he bonds her for life.”

      Kingsley doesn’t seem pleased. She leaps off the bed in a huff.

      “Hey,” I shout after her, “get back here.”

      She spins, extends her middle finger, and walks backward, then kicks the wall. It parts for her. I follow her to the waste cubicle, where she slams the big plank in my face.

      “I’m gonna remove this door,” I say.

      “I dare ya.”

      Huh? “I will.”

      “I will not breed with you anymore!”

      “Female, you will take me whenever I want to breed you.”

      “Dream on! You bought me a dildo, and I’ll use it.”

      I frown and recall I haven’t seen the sack with the goods attached to Boyo’s side. I march back into the room and shuffle through her blankets. There it is. I pick up the phallus and sniff out Omega pussy. Phallus in hand, I wait for her to finish wasting.

      Kingsley doesn’t return to the room. She jumps into the pool and starts swinging her arms. Back and forth, back and forth, she swims, and I seethe as I wait by the pool. When she stops and props her hands on the edge, I show her the dildo. “You are not allowed to use toys on yourself.”

      “Ha. Stop me.” She gets out and towel-dries her body, then pushes past me. I follow, grab her, sit on my bed, and bend her over my knee. I trap her hands at the small of her back and lay a few slaps on her bare bottom. It turns red while Kingsley whimpers under my hand. “Naughty Omegas get disciplined.”

      “Oh my God, you bought me that thing.”

      “The dildo is mine.” I slap her right cheek.

      “What do you do with it?”

      I slap her left cheek. “That’s a project of mine I intended to surprise you with. You ruined my surprise and stole my dildo.” Slap, slap.

      I twist her back up and settle her over my lap. I expect tears. Spanking hurts. Arouses any Omega under a firm Alpha hand, but hurts too. Kingsley releases the scent of her sweet pussy and smiles. “You have no holes for the dildo.”

      “That’s right. But you have two.”

      She sobers up. “No way.”

      “Yes way. It’s gonna feel great. Promise.”

      Her stomach growls again, and my Omega sighs. “I’m gonna faint if I don’t eat more.”

      I drop her off in her nest. “I’ll bring more meat.”

      She gets up and takes my hand. “I can walk. My cramps are gone. When they come back, I’ll tell you, and we can…do anything you like.” She stares at the door with longing.

      “If I take you downstairs with me, you’ll let me do anything I like?”

      “That’s right.”

      “I can do anything I like anyway.”

      “Because you’ve bonded me already,” she concludes.

      She seemed to have gotten over it, but oh no, she’s mad. I find her hard to read, hard to predict, and I’m uneasy about it. The bonded pair completes each other and need very little from the outside. A bonded Omega serves her Alpha, and he her, just not in the same way. A bonded Alpha is fiercely possessive. He can’t share. The bond is too strong.

      “You should’ve asked me,” she says. “Men get down on one knee and ask for a woman’s hand in marriage. They don’t simply marry them.”

      “I am not a man.”

      “Unfortunately.”

      She’s offending me and on purpose. I don’t like seeing her upset, but I won’t bend for this. It’s too important. Everywhere I go, I will have to fight for my right to have her, and of all people, I don’t want to fight her. “It is my right to bond you.” The truth reveals itself here. It is my Alpha right to bond my one true Omega, the female that makes me want to possess her. The king is not a Great Serpent. His power is limited in flesh and blood. But by owning all the Omegas, he ensures he controls all the Alphas. The things I’ve fought for seem wrong now.

      Kingsley drapes on a dress and her funny shoes and waits by the door. “You can do what you want with my body.”

      That fucking heart again. I want it! “I want your heart so bad, I can taste it on my tongue.”

      “I can’t taste anything because I’m fucking hungry.”

      “Fine!” I stomp to the door, and it slides open. Kingsley is not a Regha Omega. She wants a vote in what we do. When I bonded her, I hadn’t considered giving her a choice because bonding is just not done. Not only bonding, an Alpha who wants to bond an Omega doesn’t ask for her permission. He bonds her, then suffers the consequences. When an Omega goes into heat and allows an Alpha to serve her, she is signaling to him that she would enjoy a union with him and his chosen pack. If bonded, her scent makes things clear to other Alphas. This Omega is taken, and her Alpha doesn’t share. I know what awaits me downstairs. The moment my males get a whiff of her, they’ll know I broke all the rules for the girl who thinks I’m the biggest asshole.

      She and I are worlds apart, many things are lost in translation, and probably will be for a long while, but she is mine. And I’m gonna make it work.

      

      If I survive the dinner.
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      Kingsley

      

      By the time we make it down the million steps, I’m practically draped over his arm. As we enter a large space with tables, people whisper. His males part for us, their heads bowed, curious eyes peeking at us from beneath the prominent bones where humans would have eyebrows.

      Loven sits at the table and arranges me on his lap. This is not the kitchen. It’s a cafeteria. The walls show graying wear and tear the Regha people don’t want to paint. The table is wood. I knock on it to be sure. The color is reddish but definitely looks like wood with natural rings trees make as they grow. I try to think of the trees I’d seen outside but recall only bushes. Coastal Regha reminds me of the rugged Mediterranean.

      Although we sit at a table for at least fifty people, nobody approaches. I smile kindly at the aliens as they pass the tables scattered in the middle, and move on to other tables on the other side of the room as if we have cooties. Loven looks ahead, unblinking. Joxi approaches but says nothing, simply drops numerous trays of all manner of food I can’t name and leaves. She’s painted her nails deep purple but didn’t invite me to do it with her. I look at my pale nails with specks of chipped nail polish. I’d always been good at making friends, but maybe I haven’t tried hard enough with Joxi. Though it’s difficult to do anything when a caveman here has locked me up in his tower.

      Loven snatches a fruit that looks like a mango and bites into it. We peel mangos, so that can’t be it. Juice spills, and he licks it off the fruit, then splits it in half. He puts one half on my plate, and I notice the heart of it looks like it has bones. “What is this?”

      “Desil. It’s a delicacy in these parts of Regha. Eat.”

      I bristle at his order. Loven’s in a shitty mood, and mine isn’t improving when I’m sitting on the irritated caveman’s lap while my belly grumbles. I move to get up, but he holds my hip. “Where to?”

      I point to the chair next to him.

      Loven spares me a glance and lets go.

      I sit down and stare at him, then at the males a few feet away from us. The Alphas congregated in two groups. One group sits in the very corner of the room. The other group gathers around the table nearer to us. There’s a male in the group at the corner who stares at me with desire in his eyes. I lower my gaze. Now my stomach is in knots, but not from hunger. I feel the tension in the air.

      Loven chews and stares at the males. He’s polished off two of those desil things and moved on to something pale and cooked judging by the steam it emits. I push the desil to the side—I’m pretty sure it’s raw seafood— and grab the cooked oval thing. I bite into it and try to come up with something relatable. Sweet potato. Lots of food in Regha is naturally sweetened. They might have some really great desserts. Maybe extra special chocolate. “Do you have chocolate?” I ask.

      Loven continues chewing, the rattle in his chest turning from a comfy purr into a dangerous rattlesnake sound.

      I shove the cooked thing into my mouth and eat as fast as possible. “Okay, we can leave now,” I tell him and stand.

      “This is our home,” he says. “We will sit and eat for as long as we like. Those who object can fuck off or die.”

      I sit back down and whisper, “What’s happening?”

      “Nothing you should worry about.”

      “You can’t treat me like your pet, I’m a human, and I have feelings. Now, I want to know what’s happening. This place makes me uncomfortable. I have no idea where I am, what’s gonna happen to me, or how I’m gonna go home, or even if I can go home, so you fucking owe me some explanations.”

      Loven clears his throat.

      A male plops down on the chair in front of me.

      Loven growls, his rattle menacing. The male pays him no mind and whistles. Another male joins him, then another, and soon enough, around the table sit a dozen huge sage-green alien males. They’re rattling, each one making a unique sound. It’s music I’d imagine some cult leader would play as he sacrificed virgins for the good of his cause. The male with a patch of red hair reaches for the cooked “sweet potato,” but Loven pulls the tray toward us and out of the male’s reach.

      “Omega mine, have you eaten you fill?” Loven asks me.

      I grab another sweet potato thing and search for dessert. I can’t find anything resembling a dessert. “Yes, thank you.”

      “Yes what?”

      “Yes…Alpha mine.”

      “And there you have it,” he announces, one hand possessively on the back of my neck. As he slides his thumb over my skin, I feel a cramp coming. Uh-oh. It’s gonna take me a year to get back up into the bedroom, and the last thing I wanna do is spill my pussy juice all over the chair. I am so done with being embarrassed by all the liquid. I’ve come to accept this is what happens to me around Loven, and I have to allow my body time to get through the heat without losing my mind. But I don’t have to put on a show for everyone here either. I open my mouth to excuse myself when a male smiles and leans in. He’s got a pierced bottom lip and nose and also metal studs in his forehead. There’re red tattoos on his neck.

      “Sweet human Omega,” he begins.

      Loven stands and slaps his hands on the table. “Mind your food, not my Omega. And don’t call her sweet.”

      Another male, who I remember from the doorway when the doctor came, chuckles. “Vemlox is paying you a compliment by saying your Omega is lovely.”

      “Brother,” Loven says, “he can go and flatter his own dick. Believe me, I know how lovely she is.”

      Oh, this is Loven’s brother. Loven sits down. The other males’ faces around the table are grim. I know I missed out on something big. “How lovely?” I ask.

      “Lovely enough to die for,” Loven’s brother says.

      Loven is looking ahead, but I’m staring at him. When he won’t turn, I grip his jaw and force his head around. “Don’t keep me in the dark. I’m a human woman with a brain, and there’s a lot more to me than my womb. I refuse to be treated like a mare.”

      A purr sounds.

      Loven snaps his head away. “Who was that?”

      Nobody speaks.

      “Which one of you is purring for my Omega?”

      A male from the corner table, the one who’s been staring at me the entire time, stands and approaches with two other males in tow. He’s as big as Loven, with a lighter green tint to his skin, and as I watch, his armor rises. They don’t walk to our table. Instead, the males stop at the center of the room. “I am.”

      Uh-oh. This can’t be good. Loven’s gonna lose his shit. “I’m ready to leave now.” I put a hand on his forearm. Under my palm, the muscles flex, and claws elongate on the tips of Loven’s fingers. A chuckle comes from him, and then, “Zon, you have no honor,” he says. “If I don’t kill you, the Serpent will strike you down. My female is in heat, and you are issuing a challenge.”

      “It is not a challenge. It is my right to compete for a share.”

      Share? “Wait, what’s he mean by a share?” I ask.

      All eyes are on the three males, and I notice the armor on Loven’s brother and Vemlox is up but nobody else’s is, including Loven’s. Why is he not raising it?

      “Omegas are shared,” Vemlox supplies, eyes on Loven. “Among suitable males chosen by the first Alpha.”

      “Oh, fuck no,” I say.

      Loven grunts. “And there you have it.”

      Whispers as the Alphas talk among one another, and I tune in, trying to understand. But it’s difficult. They each have accents and pronounce the same word differently. I don’t have to wonder what’s happening too long because Loven says to his brother, “Kinre, if you compete with Zon for the right to share her, I will kill you.”

      Loven’s brother smiles. “I know.”

      Vemlox grabs a yellow fruit and bites down. He chews, making a sour face. “Bummer.” His armor retreats, as does Kinre’s armor, but the three males stay there.

      “Sit down, Zon,” Loven says. “I’ve bonded my Omega.”

      Vemlox chokes on the fruit, and Loven reaches out to beat his back. He slaps him so hard, the other male winces.

      “Have you lost your mind?” Loven’s brother asks.

      “No.”

      “But you’ve lost your armor,” Zon says and laughs. “You bonded an Omega and you have no armor. I say she’s ripe for the taking. You can’t defend your bonding. I challenge you.”

      “I accept.” Loven gets up.

      His brother blocks his way. “You’ve signed a death sentence. The king will strap you on a pole for this.”

      Oh my God.

      “He will try. I’m a bonded Alpha male in a land where such a thing is punishable by death. I will not share her. I have bonded her. Some of you will do what’s necessary to protect us. Others will choose to betray me to our king. If you are still around when I return from serving my Omega, I will tell you all I know about human women.”

      “Yes, because you’re an expert in human women.”

      “Thank you, Omega.”

      Sarcasm doesn’t register in the Alpha brain. Savagery does.

      “What about the Collectors?” Kinre asks. “They’ll come for the Omega.”

      “They can try to take her.”

      Loven rounds his brother only to run into Vemlox, who says, “I will stand for you.”

      “Thank you, my friend. But I can’t let you do that. No matter what favors you do or how you honor me, I will never share my Omega. We are a bonded pair. It is done.”

      “I’m not doing it for your Omega.”

      Loven smiles. “You think they’ll kill me. You all think I’m not an Alpha without my armor. Isn’t that right?” He’s moving toward the males, and I go after him. His brother leaps in my way and grabs my shoulders, his black eyes boring down on me. He sniffs my hair. “He really has bonded you.” His lips pinch. “I hope you’re worth it.”

      “Let me go.” I try to move past him, but he holds me, and I can’t escape. I can’t see behind his big body either, but I hear Loven’s roar. The rattle sound he makes is unlike anything I’ve ever heard. The hair on my arms stands on end as the males snarl like animals while they fight. The Alphas around the table watch, producing their own sounds, some even thumping their chests. When I try to escape upstairs, Kinre spins me around and makes me watch.

      Three males are circling Loven, their bodies marred with gashes, but no blood’s coming out of their chests. Unlike Loven’s chest, which is scored with open gashes. He’s in the middle, awaiting their next assault. When he sees me, he smiles and then moves so fast, I barely catch the moment when he appears behind Zon, grips his head, and twists. A crack sounds, and Loven releases Zon’s body. The male drops to his knees and topples onto the floor.

      The other two males retreat while Loven steps on Zon’s dead body and purrs for me.
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      Loven

      

      Blood seeps out of my chest, and my thigh burns as I climb the steps, barely breathing, my Omega stepping slowly in front of me. I should’ve brought us the food or even had Joxi do it again. I should be firmer with my Omega, but I can’t. She’s my weakness. I’ve softened for her. I’ve made exceptions. I knew better than to take her downstairs at the tail end of her heat, but I don’t regret it. When she asks me for something, I’ll make it happen. This is how I will own her heart.

      If I can defend us. And if not, I die. Without armor, I can fight some of my males, but not most. They’ve trained well, and they’ll sustain no claw marks from me while they can claw at my soft body all they like. Then there’s the king. He won’t let me live in this town quietly with my Omega. The Collectors will come after her, and if I don’t give her up, they will kill me. But that’s only if another group of my males doesn’t issue a second challenge before dawn.

      The sweet scent of my Omega’s pussy helps me make it up the stars. I want to bury my dick inside her again and get lost in her soft embrace. When we get in the bedroom and the door closes, I collapse on the bed.

      Kingsley watches me. “There’re gashes on you. Everywhere.”

      “I know,” I say, voice hoarse. “Gonna need to close those.”

      “Where’s you armor?”

      “I shed it all. In the middle of a battle with seven males, whom I bested. Armorless.” I’m trying to impress her, but it doesn’t work.

      “What? That’s horrible. Why in God’s name would you do that?” She’s searching the room for something and bends over.

      I get a whiff of her heat. “Come here and sit on my dick.”

      She looks at me like I’ve lost my mind. “No way.”

      “Yes way. You will use me.”

      She swats at the air. I believe I’ve been dismissed. “Female, get over here.” I cough, taste blood in my mouth. If I die in this bed, I will die in dishonor and shame. At least if I die with a hard dick inside my Omega’s pussy, I’ll have served my Omega.

      Kingsley grabs the med bag and turns it over on the bed. Supplies scatter. My Omega is a quick learner. She needs no orders; she understands what I need her to do, how she should attend me, though I should be attending her. Scanner in hand, she runs it over my body. Beep, beep, beep. Apparently, I’m injured. It’s a strange feeling for me. I have never suffered this many injuries in such a short time span.

      Kingsley searches for something on the bed.

      “What are you looking for?” I ask.

      “Something to patch you with.”

      I grab the filler tube. “Gel first.”

      “But this wound”—she points at the gash near my neck—“is over an inch deep.”

      An inch. The system of measurement translates but roughly. I lift my index finger and indicate the distance from the fingertip to the first knucklebone. “Relo. That’s what we use.”

      “Ah, one relo is about four to five inches.”

      I make a mental note so I can better understand her. I spread open the wound, and the blood gushes out. Kingsley presses a cloth over it and cleans up.

      “Fill it now.” She seems confused but takes the filler and squeezes. The gel fills the wound. “Now close it with this one.” I pick up the suturing tool. She flips her golden hair over to one side so that it’s away from her face and leans in close, her tongue peeking between her lips. Her proximity is unlike anything I’ve ever experienced. Being with her is better than slaying my opponents and ripping their armor with my bare claws. I will defend our union with my life. Although, I’m less likely to succeed without my armor than with it. I don’t know why I shed it.

      This alien female changed my purpose. I don’t want to fight for the king anymore. I don’t want to spill my blood or the blood of my males so the king can chose to reward us with used Omegas from his harem when we’re so old, we can’t fuck them right anymore. If I have to spill more blood, it’s gonna be for our bond.

      Kingsley focuses on my wounds, and her brows pull together as she maneuvers the seal over the claw streaks and wipes the leftover blood. “Okay, now, turn around,” she orders me.

      I give her my back.

      “Jesus Christ, Loven.”

      She calls me my love all the time. It’s the best feeling in the world. I’m completely ignoring the fact my name means love in her language. Denial feels right. Her fingers pinch the skin on my back, and I wince but bite off a snarl as she seals the gashes closed.

      “Does your armor normally just fall off?”

      “No.”

      “So what happened?”

      “Don’t know.”

      “Have you tried calling it up again?”

      “I don’t have armor anymore.”

      She pauses, and I turn to glance at her horrified expression. “But everyone else does?”

      “That’s right.”

      “Well, did you eat something bad?”

      “No.”

      “Aren’t you worried it might never come back?”

      “I don’t need the fucking armor,” I bite out. That seems to end this convo. I don’t need her to remind me how weak I look in the eyes of the other Alphas. I’m well aware I can’t lead my Horde if the males don’t respect me. They must fear and respect me. An Alpha with no armor is a Beta.

      “Tell me about Regha Omegas,” she says and stands by the bed, hands fisted on her sides. I smell her heat. I flip onto my back, my cock erect and ready. “Climb on,” I growl.

      “Tell me about Regha Omegas.”

      “There isn’t much to say.” My vision blurs. I blink, and it comes back normal. This can’t be good.

      Kingsley swipes a hand over the supplies. They topple onto the floor. She spins on her five toes and returns to her nest.

      I get up on my elbows. “Female, get over here.”

      “I’m done with you.”

      “Omega mine,” I growl, and my vision blurs again. I relax back on the bed and rub my eyes. “You make me crazy.”

      “Screw you. Bleed out for all I care.”
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      Kingsley

      

      There’s sharing.

      Bonding.

      And Loven’s loss of armor.

      All those things are new to me, and while I understand they add up to a hot ticket to hell in Regha, I deserve to know more. Except the stubborn Alpha who bonded me, who won’t share me, and who may die from wounds infected by his own ego won’t tell me anything. Well then, he can’t have Omega pussy either.

      “Kingsley,” he says, his voice pained.

      I feel bad. He’s injured, probably needs lots of rest, but I can’t feel sorry for him. I gotta know what this Omega thing really means for me. “What did those three males want?”

      “You.”

      “And Omegas are shared.”

      “That’s right.”

      “But you won’t share me.”

      “Never. I’ve bonded you. It’s done.”

      “Bonding is…illegal?”

      “Yes.”

      Gah, it’s like pulling teeth. “Tell me everything!” I scream.

      Loven props his head on a pillow. “Omega mine, my hearing is excellent.”

      I turn around and stare at the wall. Footsteps sound, and Loven shuffles behind me. I turn my head to see him lying on my blankets, staring at the one above our heads that covers the tentlike nest. Loven taps his chest. “Come here.”

      The gashes have closed, but I’m reluctant to press my face to his chest. He purrs again, and I melt. I stretch out next to him, rest my cheek on his bicep, and press my hand softly on his chest. The vibrations and the sound soothe me; even the ache between my legs subsides. My body is aligned with his.

      “Beta population,” Loven starts, “is the majority of the Regha population. Due to improper breeding practices, over the span of years, the Alpha population dropped and the Omega population was on the verge of extinction. This is when the king ruled that Omegas are to be housed inside their own compound as soon as they declare. Omegas live together. They are guarded and watched carefully. Because the Alpha-to-Omega ratio is about five to one, Omegas are shared and bred by a pack of Alphas. An Alpha and Omega union is guaranteed to produce Alpha or Omega children, whereas a union with Betas is likely to produce Betas.”

      “If sharing an Omega is your way of life, why won’t you share me?”

      Loven slides me a look. “I’m not sure. Do you want another male to join us?” His purr is now a rattle. It’s menacing.

      I chuckle and tap his chest. “No, but I’m allowed to ask questions. I’m allowed to know. But more importantly, I must be given a say in anything that pertains to me. My body is yours. My mind is mine, and I’m keeping it.”

      “Today, you have my word that I will do my best.”

      Okay, we’re getting somewhere now. “Are Alphas housed like Omegas?”

      “Some of them.”

      “Were you housed?”

      “Mm-hm. My mother produced seven Alphas. That I know of. Maybe more. You’ve met my brother, Kinre—”

      I interrupt. “I haven’t, because you never introduced me.”

      Loven grunts. “My other brothers are scattered across the land. We all serve the king.”

      He’s proud of this. A military man, serving his country while disagreeing with the leadership. It must be difficult for him. “Are your parents separated like mine?”

      Loven shakes his head. “My mother died when I was young. I don’t remember her. Nannies raised me until I declared, then I got moved to the Alphas’ part of the city, where I completed my training.” He chuckles. “I’m not even sure which one of the five Alphas in Mom’s pack is my dad. I presume I was conceived during my mother’s heat. I don’t know whose seed took. So…” He pauses to glance down at me. I must be projecting my disbelief, because Loven rubs my back. “Your people practice monogamy, don’t they?”

      “Yes.” Monogamy and parenting. While there might be cultures around the Earth similar to Regha’s, I’m completely taken aback. Suddenly, my dad’s proclaiming he’s gay and leaving my mom sounds like a party. At least Mom and Dad stayed around for me and Lili. At least Dad’s husband was nice to me when I came over. I try not to judge Loven. He grew up in this world and has never known anything else. “Have you ever wondered if the Omegas want to be shared?”

      “No.”

      This is one of the worst things I’ve ever heard. I sit up. “Please, Loven, send me home.”

      His eyes are black. They’re hard to read, but I swear I see pain. “I don’t know how.”

      “If you knew, would you?”

      “No.”
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      Loven’s groans awake me. After I slept, he must’ve moved back on the bed. I lift my head to check on him, and he’s twisting and turning. Maybe he’s having a nightmare. Serves him right after he said that even if he knew how to get me back home, he wouldn’t do it. I’m upset with him. But there’s also this tiny—okay, maybe not tiny, but TINY—part of me that loves his attention, that appreciates his strength, especially how possessive he behaves with me. He makes me feel special.

      He’s mumbling now. I hear clearly and understand. In his dream, he’s describing a male that’s huge with deep red armor instead of dark emerald green. The male is one of a kind and undefeated. Loven covets the male’s armor.

      My heart weeps for this warrior. He’s proud of his strength in battle. It is how his people measure a male’s value. It’s everything he’s lived for and his whole purpose in life, and now, since he met me, he’s shed the armor. It leaves him bare, not just on the outside, but also on the inside.

      For the first time in his life, he’s vulnerable. He might be scared too. Even his most loyal males can’t follow a weak leader. He’s seen as weak, and they’ll likely keep challenging him until they’ve killed him. I get up and stand in front of the part of the wall that can open and make a window. I press my hand against the wall and swipe as if to open it.

      The wall pops out slightly and slides over to reveal a turbulent sea and a pair of moons, one big and bright and the other smaller but no less bright. Grunts come from below, and I lean over to see. Males are busy. They’re clearing out the front yard before the bridge. Passersby pause but don’t linger too long. Off to the right, a pair of males wrestle on the sand. It looks like a friendly match as they give each other pointers. One falls on his back, and his gaze finds my window. We lock eyes as he stands, then engages his full armor and thumps his chest. He points at me.

      I close the window and lean against it.

      Loven still mumbles. I approach the bed, wary of his nightmare. I don’t want to be in the way if he lashes out. He can kill me with a flick of his claw. His arm drapes over the edge. I tap his wrist. “Loven.”

      Nothing.

      “Loven.” I put my palm in his and squeeze. He doesn’t squeeze back, and my hand comes away moist. I touch his forehead. It’s clammy and warmer than normal. I believe he’s sick. Did someone slip something into his food?

      I shake him by his shoulders. “Loven, wake up.” Nothing. I keep trying to shake him, but I don’t raise my voice as I have no idea if anyone would want to help him. Omegas are precious, he’d said. Omegas are shared. I won’t share you. You are mine. Well, if he won’t share and others want an Omega, then the logical thing for a warrior race is to kill the competitors. That’s what those guys outside are practicing for. Tomorrow, they’ll challenge him like Zon had tonight, and Loven will have to fight them for the right to keep me.

      He must get better. I don’t know how to get him better. I leap off the bed and pause at the door when I hear Boyo’s growl. I debate trying to find Loven’s brother or Vemlox. What if they want to kill him too? When it comes to me, Loven trusts no one but his hound. I shouldn’t either. I’ve never been a naive idiot. I can’t afford to be one now.

      Omegas are shared. Hell, no.

      The med bag. I grab it and dig in, search for medicine of any kind. There’s none. Only the wound filler and glue things. The pool has healing properties sort of like natural spas, but there’s no way I can drag him there. Can I? I grab his arm and pull. He doesn’t move. I prop my leg on the bed and pull. Moved him about an inch. At this rate, I’ll get him to the pool in three days’ time. Gah.

      I crawl into bed with him and lay my head on his chest. His breathing slows and his chest vibrates as he releases those rattle-like purrs. They soothe me to sleep. Even wounded and sleeping, he knows I’m here, and he’s trying to comfort me. “I want you to wake up, Loven. They’re coming for us. I can feel it in my bones.”

      

      There is us, and the stronger one of us is down.
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        * * *

      

      Loven

      

      My skin itches from my scalp all the way to my heels. My muscles are locked, and I can’t move. I can barely lift a finger. My Omega is scared. It is my duty to make her feel less distressed. She loves it when I purr, as Omegas often do. I purr until my lungs hurt like they’re gonna collapse.
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        * * *

      

      I’m going in and out of consciousness.

      She’s fetched water from somewhere.

      I sniff. Offensive odor. Boyo. The big hound sleeps with us. Hounds belong on the floor. I try to tell my Omega that. When I can’t move my tongue, I try lifting my arm to swat Boyo’s big ass off my bed. I can’t lift a muscle. My body has gone from soft to rock hard. Someone poisoned me, and I’m dying a slow fucking death. I will hunt that someone for the rest of my nights in the Serpent’s shadows.
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        * * *

      

      “Loven, Loven.”

      I groan as Kingsley’s soft fingers pry open my eyelids. It takes an effort to keep them open after she removes her fingers.

      “Oh, thank God.” She kisses my forehead.

      I hear banging, and I snarl. “Who’s banging?” My voice is hoarse.

      Boyo’s growl sounds better than my speech. I glance at the hound, whose ass is plastered to my right hand, his tail coiled over my chest. He whips his head around and sticks his tongue out. I know what’s coming before it comes. Boyo licks my face. Slobber and hound odor swamp my senses, and my stomach rises. I give him a death stare while my Omega wipes my face with a wet rag.

      “The bath water is helping.”

      “Somewhat.”

      “Can you sit up?”

      “Of course I can.” Pain zaps my back, but I grit my teeth because my Omega watches me. I gotta show her I’ve still got some balls left. I manage to lean against the bedframe. I can move some of my muscles, and I flex my arms and legs. I’m feeling better, and I’m conscious. “How long have we been locked in here?” I glance at the discarded tray of food on the floor. At least my Omega ate and drank. Joxi must’ve taken care of that. Or maybe my brother, though I can’t be sure.

      “Maybe two days. I don’t know really. The sun came up and left twice, so I say two days.”

      Fuck. Too long. People must think I’ve died in here. The previous owner has secured this room so tightly, nobody can come in and out of it unless let inside. Before I got rid of him, and in exchange for sparing his young son’s life, he showed me around the security.

      I swing my legs off the bed, and they touch the floor. My Omega appears next to me and takes my hand. I think she means to help me walk. After I’d fought three of my males, she basically walked me up the stairs. The only reason I strode up the stairs was to not show her weakness. If she weren’t around, I’d have taken a bath downstairs and soothed my wounds.

      Omegas hate weak Alphas. Weak Alphas rarely get to breed them. In a pack, the weakest Alphas care for the Omegas while first and second Alphas breed the young. The strongest Alpha of the pack always gets the final say. I’m the only Alpha in our pack of two. And I can’t fucking move out of the bed.

      Sickness is a weakness.

      Losing my armor is a weakness.

      I kiss the top of her head and shake off her hand, then wobble to the pool. My Omega walks behind me, takes a left, and closes the door to the waste cubicle. Above the water, I stare at my reflection. There are patches of red on my body. Not cuts, but patches, as if I’ve caught the Death, a disease characterized by such things on one’s body. It’s an ancient disease that the king’s father had eradicated long ago. Or had he?

      I hop into the pool and swim a few laps. The microscopic animals that live in the water should clean my body. My Omega walks back inside and stands by the window but doesn’t open it. I’m surprised she hasn’t joined me, so I get out and stand behind her. Water drips off me, and I’m hard for her. I put a hand on her hip and kiss her neck, trail my other hand under her tunic, up her belly, and lift her breast. I tweak her nipple. She gets wet for me instantly and presses her palms flat on the closed window.

      She’s short. I bend at the knees to fit my cock inside her pussy. It glides inside with little resistance, but then the glorious Omega pussy squeezes my dick and starts milking it for seed. My eyes roll in the back of my head, and I grip her tits and fuck her. Her golden hair moves with my thrusts, her moans grow louder and louder, and I wish she had fewer inhibitions about fucking so I could open the damn window and show my males what it’s like to have an Omega’s attention all to yourself. If they knew, they’d die for this too.

      

      But they don’t know. They’ll never know. Mine is one of a kind, and I intend to keep her for as long as I live.
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      Kingsley

      

      Loven’s better, and I’m relieved to see him feeling better. He’s way too possessive and bossy to allow someone else to touch me, and I know he will fight for his right to keep me, and he will fight for it to death. Fear for his life grips my lungs, and I gasp, unable to breathe just as my body explodes, spilling liquid all over his cock. Loven follows with a jet stream of seed and a roar. I’m sure the entire city hears him. If not the city, all those males lined up downstairs for a challenge certainly hear him. They know he’s fucking his Omega, and they want in on this.

      Well, I’ll be damned if I’ll stand by and let myself be taken. I’ve grown to like my monster, and I’m not willing to submit to more of them. The thought doesn’t appeal to me. Loven and I are in this together.

      He lifts me and walks a few steps to the bed. We spoon. His knot is huge, and I know we’re not going anywhere anytime soon. On my neck, his breaths are slow and measured, and his fingertips give me shivers as he moves my hair away so he can drop kisses on my nape. “What’s troubling you?”

      “Besides everything?”

      “Mm-hm.”

      “Men are here,” I say. “Well, not men. Males. Big Alphas in robes. They look royal, like the king’s men, perhaps.”

      “Collectors. Have they seen you?” Loven tightens his grip on me.

      “They saw me at the window.”

      “Have they tried speaking with you?”

      He’s playing it cool, but his aggression rolls off him in waves. I hear it in the sound coming from his chest, and I can sense it and even smell the room becoming stuffy with danger. Those are his Alpha pheromones. They make me want to fuck him and fear him at the same time. “They’ve asked me to come with them.”

      “So the word has spread fast.”

      “Word of me?”

      “Mm-hm. When we first got here, we sought to close the slave house, but if we found Omegas, the protocol states I should’ve sent out a hound with a message for the Collectors in the area. Once they get the message, they come collecting. But the news of an Omega spread faster than the hound could’ve run at full speed, so I presume the Collectors were in the area and someone reported an incident in town.”

      “What do we do?” I ask. My heart beats slowly as Loven strokes my back and purrs but doesn’t answer me. We sit in silence until the knot deflates and he can pull out of me. The moment he does, I miss his cock. He’s addictive. Having sex with him is all I need to live. It can sustain me. It’s more important than eating and breathing.

      Loven gets up and walks to the window. His back is…bruised. I don’t know how else to describe the patches of burgundy. He doesn’t look well, only better than a few days ago.

      He’s been scratching viciously above his left hip. He’s doing it now.

      “You gonna make yourself bleed,” I say.

      He leans against the window frame, then glances at me and winks. It’s such a human guy thing to do that I can’t help but smile. I join him as he opens the window and leans his arms on it. I peek under his armpit.

      These Collector Alpha males are all seven feet or so. Four of them pace around the small circular open space filled with sand, their red robes fluttering around their feet.

      I point at the area. “Is this some sort of a fighting ring?”

      “Yes.”

      “Are you—”

      Loven shouts, “Tayseer!”

      One male pauses and lifts his head. The sun hits him in the eyes, and he blocks it with the hand that holds a golden dagger, same as the one Loven traded for goods in the town. Besides Kinre, other males don’t have this kind of a dagger. At the dinner table downstairs, I saw that Loven’s brother has one like it. The dagger is hard to miss.

      “Loven, my brother,” the male says. “Invite me inside and let’s sit down for a talk.”

      Oh, this is his brother.

      “There’s nothing to talk about,” Loven says.

      The male downstairs snarls. “Why did you bond a fucking Omega?”

      “Because I can.”

      “You cannot!”

      “I’ve done it.”

      “You will die for this, you fucking knothead. We will take her, and believe me, the king will make an example of her.”

      “I’ve no doubt he will do that.”

      “Come down. It’s over.”

      “My brother, are you issuing me a challenge?”

      The male downstairs rips his robe. Underneath, his armor is deep emerald green. Loven’s armor used to be the same color. Now, he has none. None. Fear makes me grip Loven’s elbow and yank. I dig my fingernails into his soft skin and remember how I dreaded the touch of his hard body. Now, I dread his soft humanoid skin. I want him to recover. “Don’t fight that male. Please don’t fight him.”

      Loven smiles. There’s sadness in his eyes. I know it’s over. He’s gonna die. He knows it too. “I have to.”

      “No.” I shake my head. “Nope. We run. We take Boyo, and we run. You said the land is vast and mostly uninhabited. I’m sure you know places where we can hide. Take me there. Anywhere but here. I will go with you. I will not escape, and I will not fight you. Please, my Alpha, don’t accept his challenge.” I bury my face into his chest. It’s soft on my cheek, like a human man’s chest. It’s comforting to be against a humanoid body, but I hate it. I make a fist and hit his chest. “Promise me you won’t fight him.”

      Loven peels me away and rests his hands on my shoulders. “I lied when I told you I don’t know how you got here.”

      “What?” He grunts and nods. I understand this gesture as a silent yes. “How did I get here?” Hope surges. I can go back home!

      His solemn expression and his soft lips on my forehead squash my excitement. “Get dressed, Omega mine.”

      Loven turns over his sack. The contents of it spill out. There’re weapons, tools, supplies, and clothes. He’s not very good at packing. He’s kicking some things, picking up other things, mumbling curses. I dress in the clothes I’ve worn since the beginning of my stay here. Tank top, shorts Joxi sewed up for me, and flip-flops. My nails are pale, nail polish barely showing.

      Loven stands by the door. He’s wearing a red cape, much like the ones the males downstairs wear. He’s also snapped metal bands around his wrists, ankles, and biceps. He’s dressed to die, determination etched into every fiber of his being. I can see it in his eyes. This is a male with an undying belief in something he wants, and he’s gonna follow through or die trying.

      “Where are you taking me?” I ask.

      “To the place where you came from.”

      I hesitate. “If you lied to me about that, then how do I know you’re not lying now? You can take me to the Collectors just as easily. I’d rather die than become a mindless pack whore.”

      “Then we are in agreement.” He extends his hand and opens the door.

      I follow him, and when I move to go downstairs, he takes a right and rounds the corner. In front of us, a wall opens, and we enter a cubicle with a digital menu on the right. The door closes, and Loven presses a button with an arrow pointing down.

      “Descending,” a pleasant female voice says, and we ride to the bottom.

      I gape at Loven.

      He tilts his head. “What did I do now?”

      “I cannot believe there’s an elevator, and I’ve taken the stairs up and down, not wanting to leave my room because I dreaded the trip back.”

      “Lifts are for pussies.”

      “I’m a pussy.”

      Loven chuckles, but soon our short reprieve is over as we exit the elevator and appear in a dark place I’m gonna go ahead and call a dungeon. We must be near the water down here. Everything smells of the sea and mold, and it reminds me of natural caves. It’s also super cold, and I rub my shoulders. Brrr.

      Loven slides the wall aside, bends his head, and enters a room not bigger than my dorm room. There it is. The shimmer I saw that day in the bushes but much larger, large enough for Loven to pass through. He stands by the door. I go past the shimmer and notice a round crystal object at the bottom. This object seems to be projecting the shimmer out and up to make it appear as a door. The shimmer is white in the center and spins in an enthralling fashion.

      “Is this what you saw on your home planet?” Loven ask.

      “Yes.”

      “And you stepped inside?”

      “I just touched it. What is it?”

      “I believe it’s a space gate.”

      “You believe?”

      “I’ve heard of such gates, but I’ve never seen one. This technology and lots of technology like the thing you call an elevator isn’t Regha’s. It’s part of the Telean Trade Agreement. But there are restrictions on the technology we can trade. This space gate is one of those restricted items. I presume this is how the slave owner stole all those females we found here. He snatched them, and they appeared inside his house. Since they had no way to go back home, they accepted their fate and did the best they could.”

      “Kind of like me.”

      “Kind of like you.”

      “You could’ve sent me down here that first time I begged you to return me home.”

      “I could have.”

      I stomp my foot and shout, “Why didn’t you?”

      Loven appears stoic. “When I leave, I’ll seal the door.”

      He spins around, but I catch his elbow.

      “If the door is sealed, how will you return?” He’s fast. He steps outside, and the door slides closed. “Hey!” I bang on it. “Open the door, Loven.” I hear his purr. “Loven! Loven! I know you’re still there. Open up!”
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      Loven

      

      I lean my forehead on the wet door. Behind it is my Omega, but not for long. She’s gonna get too cold and have no choice but to leave Regha. I wish her an easy trip to Earth and hope one day, she’ll recall our moments together with fondness. If she’s pregnant, I hope she’ll tell our offspring about me.

      I never knew which of the Elder Alphas fathered me, and during my training, none showed me special attention, but I know one of them was my father because each of my brothers found the same dagger the day we finished our training. My dad was a great warrior.

      I can’t peel myself from the door. I hear my Omega weeping behind it. But I also can’t do anything more for her. I have to send her back. Tayseer and I have always been fairly matched. He’s got the advantage of armor now, and I know I’m going to my death. I cannot go down and leave a bonded Omega to the king’s mercy. He’ll show her none. If I can’t have my Omega, nobody else will have her either.

      On silent feet, I leave for the ring.

      Outside, the Sycol shines and wants to burn my raw skin. My Horde parts for me, their eyes widening as they take in the bruises on my body.

      I scan the Alphas surrounding the ring, looking for Kinre and Vemlox. They’re not here. In my absence, I suspect they’ve cooked up something. It can’t be good for Tayseer. They might challenge him after my death.

      Four Collectors are circling the ring. I step inside, and they stop to stare at me. When one lifts his armor, Tayseer barks at him. The male melts into the crowd. My brother is the Alpha of the Alphas in this Collector unit, and they can either listen or leave the unit. Or die, if my brother is in a foul mood. He’s in a foul mood now, so I smile, showing all my teeth.

      Tayseer approaches, his royal robes making him appear more glamorous. At nine years old, he used to stuff plants in his ears thinking they’d nurture his brain and make him grow bigger. I laugh at the memory.

      “What the fuck is funny?” Tayseer steps dangerously close to me, so I close the distance.

      Our chests are touching, our eyes are locked while I show him my teeth. “I remembered you when you were a wee boy.”

      He grips my face, his eyes promising murder. “Give me the damn Omega. Don’t make me do this.”

      I stare back at him. He knows I never back down. He knows if he’s in the ring, he’s gonna fight me or back off, because I won’t. “Never.”

      “Don’t be stupid.”

      “I’ve never been smart. Only crazy.”

      The townspeople gathered on the outskirts start shouting obscenities. Local Alphas are walking across the bridge to watch the king’s males fight. I better put on a great fucking show. I step back and pull out twin daggers. They can’t pierce our armor in one stab, but if I hack at Tayseer long enough, they could break the shells. I won’t. He’s my brother. The daggers are for the show.

      Tayseer snarls, his rigid armor snapping into place instantly. I don’t bother calling mine. I have nothing. My skin is so raw, I can barely stand the heat of our sun. If I even tried raising my armor, I might burst like a water balloon.

      My brother and I move in a circle.

      “Raise your armor,” he orders.

      Tayseer thinks I won’t do it because I’m a cocky bastard. While I am a cocky bastard, if I had armor, I’d raise it. I smirk. “You scared of my pretty body?”

      Tayseer tosses his weapons. They hit the dirt. A stab at my pride. If I don’t raise my armor, he won’t use weapons. He wants a fair fight. I flick my daggers. They land next to his. My brother is short-tempered, and I imagine he’s fuming. I’m insulting him by not fighting him like an Alpha male. I should get my armor up and ready. I would if I could. But nobody told Tayseer I have no armor left. Or if they have told him, he’s likely dismissed it as impossible. I’m his younger brother, and we’re well matched in strength. Tayseer thought me fighting tricks, has always looked after me.

      Behind Tayseer, something catches my eyes. Alien fingers close over a golden dagger. The Haev male from the shop has shown up and brought back the dagger I gave him, the one that can pierce our armor, the same one Tayseer carries on his hound. The gift, we presume, from our father. The Haev can’t toss it to me, but he wants to repay me. He knows I gave him a tool he can use to defend himself against any Regha male. Briefly, I wonder if this knife can pierce the king’s red armor.

      I stare at the dagger. Then I face-plant in the sand.

      Tayseer knocked me down. I snarl and get up, wiping the sand from my face. I spit out the grains. “So much for a fair fight.”

      “Give me the Omega.”

      “I have bonded her.”

      That does it. Tayseer roars and rushes, tackles me to the floor. We wrestle, which suits me fine. We’re well matched in wrestling, so we go on until I can’t anymore. His armor brushes my body, and each impact with it feels like I ran repeatedly into a wall. He flips me over, sits on my chest. Tayseer has me pinned under him, a dagger he’s picked up poised to strike. I see he struggles. I see the moment when he decides not to kill me.

      “You will honor me,” I tell him. “Do it, you fucker.”

      Tayseer grits his teeth and shouts, his knife coming down. My body rebels. I feel like I’ve exploded on the inside. The dagger bends and springs out of his fists. It can’t pierce my body, and Tayseer stares down at me. “Great Serpent,” he mumbles.

      I lift my head to see my chest. There should be a dagger sticking out of me. But I’m covered in deep red armor. It feels like a second skin, light but sturdy. Only the Regha king wears this kind of armor. I smile at Tayseer and punch him in the face. He flies off me, and before anyone can notice what the fuck I’m doing, I kick my brother in the ribs. The force of the impact sends him sliding, onto the bridge, and off the edge. He falls into the river below. I rush to the bridge and watch, praying to the Great Serpent that my brother lives. He’s always been a good swimmer. Kind of like Kingsley.

      I spread my arms so all the Alphas surrounding me clearly see my armor. I challenge the three Collectors, hoping they’ll back off. “I invite you to try.” I don’t want to kill any more males. My brother trains and accepts only the best into his Collector unit. And they believe he’s dead. Revenge drives them, and they accept my challenge. Two Collectors die. One I send back to the king with a message saying I will never give up my Omega, and if he wants her, he can come and try to collect her himself.

      My Horde thumps their chests, rattling our victory song. Blood drips from my teeth, and I spit out a piece of meat I’d ripped from a Collector. There’s nothing victorious about killing Regha Alphas who serve our people. Even though I know I’ve started something today in this ring, in this small coastal town, I don’t celebrate with my Horde. I know they look at my armor in wonder. Maybe they believe I’m the king’s son. If that is the case, the king is a shitty father. Even if he gives me the throne, the riches, and several Omegas I don’t have to share, it means nothing to me. Because my Omega is gone.

      I drag my aching legs down the steps to the dungeon and lean against the door. My knees shake, and I slide down on my ass, rest the back of my head on the wall. The cool air feels great on my armor. We don’t have waste like tears. But it doesn’t mean we don’t cry. Alphas of Regha cry quietly, the way soldiers do. Our hearts shred from the inside.

      “Kingsley,” I say to the door. “King slayer. If only I believed in the signs.”

      

      “You can’t interpret the signs,” comes from behind the door.
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      Kingsley

      

      My toes are frozen. I can’t feel my lips, my fingers, my ears. The ground shakes as Loven tries to break into the sealed room. He sealed it himself and thought I’d be safe in here, so I doubt even he can break into it. Other males join him, their footsteps silent, their voices loud. They’re arguing about the best way to get me out.

      “You shouldn’t have put me here in the first place,” I say. Nobody can hear me. I’m whispering because I’m too cold to speak. Next to me, the shimmer is becoming darker and darker as their banging the door disturbs the crystal ball that’s projecting the shimmer. I’ve climbed up on a rock. I don’t want to get in the way of the shimmer and touch it by accident.

      I didn’t go back home. I’m gonna call this love. Who would’ve thought I’d fall in love with a monster? But he’s showed me I mean the world to him. A male who would die for what we stand for is worth his weight in gold. I thought back to my sister’s husband, and I know in my gut he’d give her up to save his ass. My dad left Mom to pursue his own happiness. It’s hard not to resent him after watching Mom struggle on her own. Loven did what’s right for me. He put me away, gave me an escape route for when he dies. He didn’t want me stuck on a planet where my life would turn into hell.

      The best part about everything is that I chose to stay. For once in my life, nobody interfered, nobody talked to me like I was still twelve, nobody shoved things they wanted down my throat. Nobody controls me.

      The black rim of the shimmer seeps into the white center of it, and the space gate retreats inside the ball at the same time as the entire wall crashes. Dust rises, and I cough, squinting my eyes. I want to sit up, but my body is locked, my teeth chattering.

      Loven climbs across the rubble. I stare at his dark burgundy form. He stands there like a mountain, strong and determined. Loven isn’t good with words. He’s not a cuddly bear type of guy or even a guy at all, but he’ll go to any lengths to protect what we have. When his eyes land on me, they soften. I’m probably half-frozen by now. He reaches over the rock, picks me up, and brings me to his chest. I’m gonna call this love too.

      I force my arms to move around his neck. He isn’t warm, and my teeth still chatter in the room while his males stand back and watch. We say nothing. Sometimes you find that one person with whom words aren’t necessary for understanding. Loven is that male for me. We know this is our forever.
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        * * *

      

      Loven

      

      My Omega in my arms, I stride up the stairs as if my legs didn’t want to run away from me and rest. My chest is filled with some strange feeling I can’t quite describe. I press a kiss to her cold forehead. “You could’ve frozen to death,” I chastise her. I’m fucking thrilled she’s given us a chance. Honestly, I believed her long gone, had questioned why I fought so hard in the first place. But the Great Serpent is all-knowing, and I have faith he gave me strength without reason.

      In the resting hall, I sit at the head of the table. Joxi brings blankets, a hot drink my Omega probably won’t like—I hate the sour medicine extracted from loya plant—but she’s gonna drink it anyway because it’s good for her. I wrap her up in blankets and frown at her pale skin. Her cheeks should be rosy. I pick up the teacup and put it to her pale lips. “Drink.”

      Her lips part, and I tilt the cup. The moment the tea hits her taste buds, my Omega turns her head away. “Yuck.”

      “Drink.” I nudge her. When she doesn’t, I release a soft rattle that I know vibrates against her body. She relaxes and sighs, turns her head around. I make her swallow all the tea. Kingsley is spirited. I’d take a few sips and throw the rest. It’s that nasty. When her color returns, I put the cup down and watch her. She’s drifting off as I purr. She’ll be well by this evening.

      My Horde fill the room. I feel their eyes on us, or maybe just me with my deep red armor I have no intention of retracting. I scan each and every male for weapons. I’m fucking paranoid someone wants to take my Omega from me. Some males dare to sit at the long table but opt to sit on the other end. Even my brother Kinre gives me space.

      “Etin reg, brother,” I say. “Where the fuck have you been?”

      “Around.”

      Vemlox sits next to him, scratches the back of his neck, looking a bit uncomfortable. He and Kinre cooked up something believing I’d die. “Did you two knotheads doubt me? Did you think Tayseer could beat me?” I ask. Of course they doubted. I didn’t think I could beat Tayseer with no armor either. It’s my new armor that saved my life. Although I don’t know why I carry it and neither do they. But the king knows. What makes him different from the rest of us? His armor. What does this armor mean? It doesn’t come with age. Tayseer is older. Many Alphas are older than me.

      “You had no armor,” Kinre says.

      “Joxi needs help in the kitchen,” I tell him.

      Kinre groans. Kitchen duty is the worst punishment. Kinre would rather take a whipping. Alphas are bred for fighting, not domestic chores, so I made sure he gets the chores so my Horde understands. No exceptions, not even for my brother. They should’ve never doubted my skills. Vemlox smirks at Kinre, thinking he’s off the hook.

      “Vemlox, my friend, you may tend the sewers.”

      His eyes widen, his mouth opens, then he thinks better of it, and snaps, “Yes, Alpha.”

      “Anyone else?”

      The other males stare at the walls, floors, anyplace other than at me. Now that I have this armor and they saw me fighting Tayseer, whom they all admire, they’ll think twice before challenging me. They will not dare challenge me for my Omega. They understand what I’m willing to do for her, but in case they don’t, I say, “This is Kingsley, my Omega.” I let the translation of her name sink in. “Have faith that the Great Serpent sent her to me for a reason.” There’s fear in their eyes. I’m saying without saying it out loud that I will slay the king for her. It is true, and I’ve sent a message to the king with the Collector I allowed to live. “Give me the tally. How many males have left?”

      Vemlox spits out names, but I raise my hand. “The total number.”

      “Twenty-four.”

      “That’s all?” I widen my eyes.

      “Do you doubt your males believe in you?” Vemlox smirks. There’s chuckling in the crowd.

      “Of course not. I knew only a tiny portion of the Horde would leave.” I’ll never admit to doubting my victory. “The Regha Horde no longer serves the king unless the king issues me a pardon and allows each of you an Omega should you not want to share one.” I’m planting seeds, ideas into their minds. We’ve followed the king blindly. We questioned no authority. We executed his authority. Until Kingsley, a small, weak Omega female from another planet, came into my life and made me question everything.

      My males snort. They know the king will never stand down from banning bonding Omegas. I have a theory as to the real reason why the king banned the bonding. I won’t say anything until I’m certain. My theory, if true, will shift Regha’s power balance and cause a major uproar inside the king’s own city. It could drive us into civil war.

      I’m not gonna kill if I don’t have to, but I will defend my Omega with everything I’ve got. And I have my loyal Horde, these hundreds of males standing here, thousands more outside waiting for my orders, not knowing what’s gonna happen to them. Those who thought me weak when I had been weak have already left. These who stayed are loyal to me.

      They believe in what they see. And they see an Alpha and Omega pair, not a pack of many Alphas begging for scraps of one Omega’s attention. They see Kingsley and me living on our own terms. There has to be more males who hate the thought of having to share their Omega. For those males, I stand as proof that it can be done. For those who want to share, they will find even more freedom knowing they deserve an Omega right now, and not whenever the king decides they can have one. So I continue, “The Regha Horde stays in the town. Set up a wide perimeter and reinforce the house.” They’re staring at me. I tilt my head. “Before the current cycle is over.”

      “That’s in three days!” Kinre pitches in from the kitchen.

      My males are mumbling, approving of Kinre’s objection.

      “You can hurry and get it done, or join my brother in the kitchen. Or Vemlox on sewer duty.” I show them my teeth and stand, my Omega stirring in my arms. At the juncture upstairs, I ogle the lift with longing.

      Kingsley peeks from under the blankets. “Nice speech. You make me proud.”

      I kiss her forehead. My arms might fall off. She’s light, but I’m beat. Better get upstairs before I drop her.

      She picks up on my thoughts as if she can read them. “Take the elevator, my love. You’re not a pussy if you use it. I’m sure you’re tired. Just do it.”

      I climb the steps. “Lifts are for pussies.”
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      Kingsley

      

      The next day, Loven takes the stairs while I ride the elevator down. I’m starving and ready to eat anything and everything. Loven’s still descending the steps, and instead of waiting for him by the elevator, I proceed to the cafeteria and sit at our big table. The cafeteria, full of Alphas, quiets. I’ve seen them working in town like bees. It’s impressive, really. They worked nonstop last night and during the day, and probably will work until the town is secured. I’m guessing nobody wants the kitchen or sewer duty. Maybe that’s for pussies too, because I’d rather peel potatoes than drag sacks of sand to all corners of town. To each his own.

      They watch me as I pick through the food, and I notice our long table is empty but has the most food. I lift my eyes and scan the room, “You are welcome to join us for dinner.” From what I gathered, their Omegas are secluded and available only during times where they need to be serviced or gifted to various warriors. It sounds to me like none of these males has ever regarded an Omega as more than a mare. As a modern woman, this kind of thing just won’t do.

      My heart beats against my chest. Loven isn’t here yet, but I’ve invited a horde of monsters to sit with me. Yet, I’m staying in Regha and with his Horde. I want to make friends.

      Nobody joins me. They look confused.

      Kinre strides out of the kitchen, puts his plate on the table, and sits five chairs down from me. “Thank you for the invitation, Omega.”

      “Kingsley,” I correct.

      He smiles from ear to ear. “You heard her.”

      Chairs scrape the floors, and Alphas rush to the table, some even snarling at others because there aren’t enough chairs. Soon my table is filled with males, though I notice everyone sits far away, down the table from Kinre, who wears a shit-eating grin on his face.

      Loven appears at the door and stops dead in his tracks. He’s looking homicidal, so I smile and pat the chair next to me. “Saved you a place.”

      He marches and sits down, puts his hands on the table, and drums his claws. Aggression rolls off him in waves. Those pheromones make me horny, and I squirm in my chair. I lean in and whisper, “What’s wrong?”

      Loven stares at his brother.

      Kinre lifts his hands in surrender. “Kingsley invited us.”

      Loven snaps his head my way. “Is that true?”

      “Why, yes it is. There’s all this food here, and it’s a shame if it goes to waste.”

      “And there you have it,” he barks. “My Omega wants to share food and only food.”

      Loven bites into his meat, clearly unhappy. I ignore him. His possessiveness knows no bounds, and having an Omega all to himself is bringing out his charming personality traits even more.

      “If I may,” Kinre starts. “I’d love to hear about Earth.”

      Loven growls.

      I pat his shoulder. “Sure,” I say, aware my nipples are hard in response to Loven’s aggression. “But hurry up and ask. I’m having another…heat wave.”

      The Alphas whimper. Loven keeps growling. I’m getting used to him. He’s an overbearing burly alien, and I’ll deal with him in the bedroom. “What do you want to know?” I ask Kinre.

      “I would love to know how big Earth is.”

      “He wants to know how many females it has,” Vemlox says and leans against the door. He hasn’t joined us, but I noticed him by the door. Perhaps he’s already eaten or on duty right now and will eat later.

      “The Earth is…big,” I say. “It’s a planet with many countries and many landscapes. We have oceans, seas, rivers, mountains, lots of natural resources. We believe we are the only ones in the universe, though, or at least we haven’t made contact with another alien race. Until now, I suppose.”

      “So you don’t have ships that can travel out of your system?” Kinre asks.

      “Not that I know of.”

      “How many Omegas are there on Earth?” Vemlox asks.

      “Well, I’m not called Omega.”

      “You are my Omega,” Loven says and moves his chair as if to stand. “The end. We’re going back upstairs.”

      “In a minute,” I say. “I’m having a nice chat. Bear with me, dearest.”

      Loven grumbles but pulls up the chair.

      “The population of earth is over seven billion. I think. I can’t be sure.”

      The males’ eyes are saucers. Loven pauses, food halfway to his mouth. He puts it down. “And how many are Omegas?”

      “We are called women.”

      ‘How many?” Vemlox asks.

      “Oh gosh, I’m not sure.”

      “Guess,” Kinre says.

      “Three billion? Three and a half bil? Give or take a million or ten.”

      All eyes land on Loven.

      He clears his throat. “We wait.”

      Males groan.

      “Wait for what?” I ask.

      “I don’t like where this conversation is going,” he says.

      “I do. Tell me.”

      Loven scrubs his face, shifts in the chair. I believe he’s fidgeting. Loven carries a huge burden on his shoulders. He’s gone against their king, and I want to unburden him. He’s gonna have to learn to confide in me, especially about things that involve me. I’m all ears and lean in closer.

      He gives me a side-eye. “Wait until you conceive.”

      I’m processing. Loven and I are test bunnies. “You’ve bonded me for life and you have no idea if we can conceive.” I know he wants babies. “Why would you bond with me?”

      Loven doesn’t answer.

      Kinre grins wider. “Because when the Alpha of Regha Horde falls in love, he crashes.”

      The Horde is interested in women, and while Loven is certain I’m an Omega, they’re unsure if we can bear their young. Yet he bonded me for life. He owns me. I tell him so for all to hear. “You own my heart.”
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      Loven

      

      The phallus hangs behind my Alpha dick, and the smooth wooden knob sits above my dick. I used leather to trap the phallus and the knob, then strapped the entire thing around my hips. I have two dicks and a nob to rub her “clitoris” while my hands run free over her smooth belly as I push my cock inside her pussy.

      Kingsley’s pussy stretches, lubed from her own natural wetness, and her blue eyes glaze over when I withdraw my Alpha cock and aim the phallus at her back hole. At the contact, she licks her lips and wiggles. She’s told me she fears anal sex, so I’m purring louder than Boyo in rut, because I’ll be damned if I leave any holes unfucked on my female.

      When the phallus’s big head settles inside her back hole, Kingsley moans and rolls her eyes back, then closes them. She grabs my hips, blunt claws digging into my skin. A growl rips out of my chest, and I thrust, settling all the way inside. Her pussy squeezes my dick, her hips roll, and she arches her back. I settle over her warm body and raise my armor. There’s something dirty in fucking her with my armor on, makes me feel ten times more protective, more primal, more everything. She’s not my weakness. She’s my strength, the reason I wake up every morning with unwavering faith.

      “Loven,” she whispers and wraps her thin arms around my neck. I grab her thigh and lift it so I can settle in deeper and fuck my Omega slowly. She’s not in heat. We do this because we like fucking. Waking up and sheathing my dick inside an Omega pussy is worth losing my life ten times over.

      Kingsley grabs my braid and twists it around her fist. She tugs. Hard. I return the favor by fisting her hair, pulling it until her body is bent and her neck exposed, until she can’t move unless I let her. And I don’t. I fuck her slowly, enjoying her Omega pussy milking my Alpha dick. On her soft neck, I open my mouth and graze sharp teeth over it. That does it for her. She jerks my head back; her pussy spasms and gushes fluid on my dick.

      I continue fucking her so that she may come again. Her eyes blink open, and she cradles my face, and I know what’s coming. Those little words with all the feels.

      “I love you,” she says.

      I open my mouth to try to choke out something in return when a loud bang sounds on the door. I ignore it, my breathing turning from a purr to something I use to chase away wild hounds. I pump into her, my balls draw up, my Omega’s eyes rolling back again.

      “Knothead!” comes from the other side of the door.

      I groan, close my eyes, lower my forehead to hers.

      Kingsley giggles. “Maybe it’s important?”

      Puzzled, I stare her down. “What could be more important than you, hm?”

      “Nothing.” She pecks my lips. I’m grateful for this Omega. She understands me.

      “I sent for the Beta doctor.”

      Well, that gets my attention. My dick deflates as if slapped, and I unsheathe myself from her holes. “Why?”

      “I need a physical exam.”

      “We did that already.”

      “Yes, but not after the heat.”

      I stare at her.

      Kingsley blushes. She’s “embarrassed.” I just fucked her holes with a strap-on dildo and she didn’t blush, but the thought of the physical made her blush. I don’t need to ask anything twice. Kingsley knows I expect an answer. “I want him to see if I’m pregnant.”

      I’m mute. Even though she’s an Omega, she is still a different species. The odds are against us, and I’m not in the mood for bad news. I pinch my lips or I’ll say something utterly male and end up alone in my bed with an Omega who won’t give me access to pussy. Nobody wants that, least of all me.

      “Okay,” I say and curse the Alpha asshole who let her boss him around. My Omega ordered one of my males to fetch her a doctor. I’m not sure which one would take orders from an Omega before consulting me, but I’m staking a bet on Vemlox. He’s been eying her with keen interest, and I’d like to gouge his eyes out.

      My Omega and I dress for company, and I open the window to air out the scent of her pheromones. I smell them everywhere I go and have no idea if my males or the Beta males can scent them too. Likely. And now I’m annoyed that half the Horde drools over my Omega and even more annoyed with Vemlox’s persistence at the door. If he could be an animal in another lifetime, he’d be a berhound and break the door by ramming it with his horns.

      I open the door and stand there, my jaw locked tight. Again, I gotta watch my mouth. I’m working on her heart for keeps.

      Vemlox grins, slaps the terrified Beta doctor on his back, then spins on his heel as if he’s been dismissed. The Beta hurries past me as if my bedroom is a sanctuary. “Return,” I order Vemlox, and when he does, I glare at him, wondering what he’s done to the doctor. Kingsley likes the Beta male, and I’m gonna keep him alive. The two chat behind me as if they’re related.

      “Since when do you take orders from my Omega?”

      “Since she tried to sneak into town by herself.”

      I see red. “What?” I slam the door closed, leaving the two inside.

      “Alone? Into the town?”

      “I caught up with her. We went together.”

      I’ll kill him now and whine about it later. I step forward.

      Vemlox lifts his palms. “This human is yours.”

      I tilt my head. “This?” As if there’s another human.

      “Mm-hm. To each his own, Alpha.” He steps back, waits for me to dismiss him. I don’t. He’ll stand there until I’m good and ready to let him go. Gentle reminders of power never hurt my Horde.

      “How did my Omega sneak out?” I ask and lean a shoulder on the door, thinking of ten ways I can secure the room even more and keep her here for the rest of our lives. We can fuck and rest, waste too. We have all we need right in there.

      “Loven,” she calls out.

      On cue, I open the door. Behind me, Vemlox coughs. I’m sure that’s a laugh.

      Kingsley is lying on the bed, and when I lean my shoulder on the doorjamb, she pats the place next to her. I’m thinking she’s calling for me when I see the Beta sit down at her side. I realize then and there that if she snapped her fingers, I’d come. I don’t love her. This is something different. She consumes me, holds power over me. Love is not a word to describe how I feel about her. She owns me. Everything I’ve done for the king, I now intend to do for my Omega. I will serve and protect her.

      The beta has enough sense to look for permission to touch my Omega.

      “Go on,” I tell him.

      The exam is unlike anything I expected, and I can’t bear it. He spreads her legs and peeks inside her pussy. That pussy is my holy place, and any male touching it will die. So when I step forward, my Omega throws me out of my own bedroom.

      I stand outside, shoulder to shoulder with Vemlox. He’s giving me the side-eye. “She threw you out.” He snorts, stifling laughter.

      My chest rumbles, and I’m annoyed I kept him by the door. “Dismissed.”

      Vemlox stands there.

      “Get out of here,” I tell him.

      “Kinre will take care of the Beta male.”

      Down the steps, my brother taps a claw on the wall. He’s a shadow. I hadn’t even sensed his presence.

      Silence.

      I know we have to take care of the Beta doctor, and the Beta does too.

      Vemlox and I wait. We’re quiet, each in his own head.

      Finally, the Beta comes out. I close the door behind him so my Omega doesn’t witness this.

      The Beta male’s skin pales and looks clammy.

      “Tell me,” I say.

      “Your Omega is pregnant” is all I hear from him before he drops to his knees, begging for his life. Word of a pregnant Omega cannot leave my stronghold. Vemlox and I lock eyes, and he awaits my command.

      “You have been promoted to my personal doctor.”

      The Beta male’s head lifts, and eyes wide, he says, “Wh…what?”

      Vemlox looks confused. Kinre climbs the steps, his lip peeling back, his nostrils flaring. “What the fuck is wrong with you?”

      I spare him a glare. “If I kill this Beta, I have no doctor. I’ll need another one. Then another one. Then another one. Soon the news of doctors disappearing after examining my Omega will spread. What do you think people will do?”

      “Fear the Horde!” Kinre and Vemlox say in unison.

      “Or they could want to help us. They could feel free to come to the Horde stronghold and request an audience with me so they can tell me how their cousin from Easober told them the king’s army is marching. They could tell me or they could keep it to themselves, and leave quietly the next day while I’m no better prepared for the king.”

      “I hate change,” Kinre whines and bangs his forehead on the wall. “Why can’t we kill everyone?”

      I pat his shoulder.

      “We need all the allies we can get,” Vemlox says. “Teleans?”

      Vemlox catches on fast. “Teleans,” I confirm. “Find a room for the Beta male. He’s allowed supervised visitations with his family, and they may come to him, not the other way around. He doesn’t leave the stronghold. Dismissed.” I walk back into the room, door closing behind me.

      Kingsley sits up, bright eyes filled with hope. The way she looks at me, her faith in me and in us, pierces a hole in the red armor unlike any weapon in Regha. That’s how I know the king’s secret. “You changed my world,” I tell her. “And I’m gonna change all of Regha to suit you.”

      

      ***

      

      Hello! Milana here. In case I’m new-to-you-author, note I write Hero/heroine HEA for each of my books with an  overreaching series plot line that builds on each book as we get closer to the final showdown. This is why the king still has a secret. Dystopian society is my specialty - namely totalitarian rule, an unpleasant society where I create people willing to oppose the oppressors.

      For my loyal sexy pumpkins that have been with me through Beasts and Dragons, you know how it works. Welcome back to Milana’s new world! Got a teaser for book2.

      Vemlox or Kinre? Who do you think is coming next? Flip and find out.
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      Cyan

      

      Stepfather’s gloves swallow my hands, and he passes me the clippers. I give him a blank stare. Victor doesn’t see it because he’s already walked away. I spread the clippers and get on with my job, landscaping for my stepdad’s company, the one he stole from my dad when Dad died.

      The sorority girls on their way home from spending the night at the frat house walk past me while I try not to hate them too much. It’s not the perfect blonde’s fault I’m free labor because stepdad pays my tuition. It’s not their fault Mom guilt-tripped me into college when I never wanted to go in the first place. I wanted to run our landscaping business, not work hands-on. We had a lot of great clients, the income was excellent, but we need to expand and offer healthcare benefits for a change. None of it will happen while Victor runs the biz, but I’m stuck in my day job anyway.

      Before my dad died, he made Mom promise she’d sign the business over to me when I turned eighteen. She was gonna do that, but Victor opposed it, saying I needed a degree in business to run a business. I pointed out he’s only completed six grades of school back in Mexico. Instead of giving my mom a sure beating the night we argued about this, I got one, then went ahead and accepted what my stepdad offered me. A job with no wages that will eventually pay for a business degree. I’d love a job that could buy me Diego’s old Corvette that would take me from this place and make me disappear.

      The girls giggle as they pass by me.

      I trim the bushes.

      They have real parents, and I have a nasty stepdad and no way out of the house. He’d beat my mom if I left them, just like he beat my brother when he enlisted in the marines. Oh, but I am proud of my brother. I smile as sweat breaks out on my forehead. I wipe it on a sleeve. From the corner of my eye, I spot two guys coming my way. I mind my biz and hear them settling into the pool chair behind me. I bend to reach the lower part of the bush, and my clippers latch on to something. It’s a plastic cup. I dump it in the black garbage bag hanging from my hip and scoot under the bushes to get the stray branches.

      

      My boots sink into soft ground, and I stand there, clippers poised to trim, looking around. “Victor?” I call out to my stepdad. Ahead and all around me there’re no sorority girls, no frat house, no pool, but there are bushes. I lower the clippers and stare. These bushy…trees surrounding me go on what seems like for miles. I lift my brown working boots out of the mud and side step the soft ground. They sink a little again. I side step. But it’s not working. The ground is soft when it should be a paved backyard. “Dios mío ¿qué es este lugar?” What is this place?

      I keep stepping, then finally walk around a tree trunk with growing bushes around it that need a trim. What the hell kind of tree is this? I don’t understand. What happened?

      Crickets and various buzzing insect sounds spread all over this place I can only describe as a bog with tall trees blocking the sunlight. The air’s thick, humid, and cold at the same time. Aimlessly, I walk around and make it to the water, noticing several snakes swimming in it. I shiver. I hate snakes. I’m okay with insects, even like spiders, but snakes creep me out big-time. I cross myself and send a prayer there’s an explanation for this. How did I get here? Where is here?

      “Victor!” I call out again. Inside the large gloves, my palms sweat, and the clippers grow heavy. I tuck the clippers on a tool harness at the back of my jeans and take off the oversized gloves. I snap those onto the harness too.

      My leg muscles strain from walking on soft ground, and I’m sweaty, not because it’s hot, but because of the stuffy air. I’m out of breath. Gonna really join the gym one day.

      I pause and stare. A giant mosquito the size of a pigeon lands on a leaf in front of me. Eww. I move out of its way.

      “Victor!” I’m starting to think Victor isn’t here. Maybe he’s pranking me. He’s cruel enough to do that. “Hello?” Where the hell is everyone? There’s urgency in my step. Three roots coming out of the soft ground threaten to trip me, so I keep my head down and watch where I walk all the while glancing at my surroundings.

      This is a dark swamp, the kind of place bodies get dumped in. It’s like Florida’s alligator alley surrounded by an Amazon forest. I can’t imagine spending the night here. I gotta get out of here before nightfall.

      I break out in a run. The clippers bounce off my ass, my other tools clicking along with it. To my right, a huge head emerges above the water. An alligator swims along as I pick up the pace. I’m sprinting while the huge gator is cruising. Mierda, I can’t just run around the swamp. In front of me, the forest is too thick, but if I follow the water, eventually it will lead me somewhere. Or so I hope. I’ve always been too optimistic for my own good. I keep running.

      There’s no end to the swamp, and it gets darker as I move along. I’m feeling like I dove deeper into the rabbit hole. One eye on the gator in the water, I pause to catch my breath, resting a hand on the tree trunk. The damn gator has not stopped following me. It’s kind of weird looking for a gator, but what do I know about gators? Gators could have horns on their heads too.

      I lick my dry lips and wipe my face with the hem of my white shirt. I’d kill for a bottle of water. A few drops land on my nose. Ha! Optimistic thoughts work. The universe is listening to me. I wipe the drops and find the water clear. I look up at the gap between the trees in an otherwise dense forest. It’s raining. While I’m a God-loving girl, and it’s pretty cool I wished for water and it rained, I’m gonna get drenched. I open my mouth, drink some rain, and jog onward.

      I can’t run anymore. My legs won’t carry me. I plop near a tree and lean my back against it, making sure my feet are nicely tucked near my ass and on the tree’s surface roots; otherwise, the mud will swallow me hole. The rain hasn’t stopped. I look up and know part of the water running down my face isn’t just rain. I’m sweating my big tits off.

      Someone played a cruel joke on me. A reality-show prank or something similar I’ll have to survive. “Hello!” I scream. “Get me out of here!”

      

      ***

      

      Kinre

      

      There has never lived a stupider creature than the one I’m about to kill. A mercy kill, of course. The creature should thank me for it right before I slice its throat. I trudge though Queela, mud on my boots, heavy burden on my mind, and a mask of murder on my face for the creature who awoke the Serpent’s Queen right before I reached the Telean hideout.

      The Queen would’ve slept through the day and awakened at night, but the creature I’m about to kill screamed and screamed, and so the giant snake woke to protect her babies. Now the Queen threatens to eat me and everyone else in her sight. Which I don’t appreciate. Therefore, the stupid creature has to be eliminated. I need to get on with my mission and come away alive. Click!
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            Meet the Alpha Beast

          

          A snippet from Blind Beast Mate

        

      

    

    
      Jamie

      

      I’d almost kidnapped Rey straight out of her home, put her on my bike, and driven her to my house. That was how crazy I’d been when I first saw her smile. For us—the beasts from faraway planet Tineya— mating was a simple process. You saw a female, you felt she was your female, you took the female and made her yours. Making her yours meant conquering her pussy with might, fucking her to oblivion to get her into heat. That was our whole purpose as mated male beasts. To conquer our mate’s pussy and get our mates pregnant with little beast babies.

      We never told the communities we depended on their females for mating. We couldn’t tell them we needed the girl and not any girl. We’d told them we took girls as pairs as if we could choose between many, even went as far as buying random women and putting them in the cities. It kept the power in our hands, or they’d try to fuck with us. Or hurt our mates.

      Vice—the ass—had lost his mate before he’d even claimed her. We’d been looking for her all over this godforsaken land. We came to Rey’s community in search of Vice’s mate but found mine instead. I couldn’t get Rey out of my mind, and the fact her uncle wouldn’t let her talk to us, wouldn’t let her join us for lunch, made me want to kidnap her even more.

      I didn’t ask him to pair her with me the same day. Instead, I’d listened to my brother Vice when he’d advised against mixing with scum the likes of her uncle. He’d said to be certain Rey was mine before asking for her. I went back home and couldn’t get a wink of shut-eye all night. What if she ran off like Vice’s mate had, and I couldn’t find her? Naturally, this idea made me crazy.

      Early the next day, I yanked one of their priests out of his bed so he could draw up the pairing papers. I rode back to her community with said papers and a case of money I’d strapped to my bike. Her uncle, the greedy bastard, had taken all of five minutes to sign the papers and take the money, but he held my mate for another week. Motherfucker.

      But she was here now. Click!
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      Milana Jacks grew up with tales of water fairies that seduced men, vampires that seduced women, and Babaroga who’d come to take her away if she didn’t eat her bean soup. She writes dystopian sci-fi romance with dominant monsters from her home on Earth she shares with Mate and their three little beasts.

      • Sometimes she releases stories for the readers on her mailing list as they await for books in the series. If you want in, join other readers HERE.    •
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        Meet me at

        www.milanajacks.com
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      Dirty Wolf and Jake are exclusive to my newsletter subscribers. CLICK!

      Read the complete Beast Mates Series:

      #0 Virgin - FREEBIE,  #1 Blind, #2 Wild,

      #2.5 Goddess, FREE via my Mailing List,

      #3 Sent, #3.5 Their, #4 Caught, #4.5 His, #5 Free.

      Read the complete Dragon Brotherhood:

      Rise for Her #1, Burn for Her #2, Storm for Her #3, Fight for Her, #4

      Short stories in IADB World: Jake 1.5, Eddy #2.5

      Dirty Monsters (can be read out of order)

      Real Good Wolf #1, Lonely Vampire Prince #2

      Jade Dober dystopian urban fantasy series:

      #1 Mediator Seeks, #2 Mediator Tricks
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