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Chapter 1: Sunni Davis - Cosmetologist
It took me 76 days to find my smile. I know that might seem like an odd thought to some people, but to me, it was really important. I had lost something that made me—well, me. Even back in the day, when I was just a little kid, I always smiled. No matter how dark the world seemed to others, I could always find a little light.
I’m not saying bad things didn’t happen to me—because they did. I experienced the pain of losing my mom—and that was really hard—but instead of focusing on the loss, I wrapped myself in the loving memories of the time we shared together. That love didn’t disappear; I carried it with me. Maybe that’s what helped me make sense of this latest attack on my happiness. I remembered what I’d been through before and how I got through it. Nobody and nothing was going to take away my joy, and I was done being sad.
Maybe I was overly optimistic. That’s how my clients and co-workers described me, but what was the point of living a life believing things would stay the same, get worse, or never get better? I couldn’t believe that—not really. And even though it took me 76 days of being just plain miserable, I found my smile this morning, hiding in the reflection of the mirror. And no matter what, I wasn’t letting it go.
Caught up in my thoughts, I almost missed the light knock that sounded at my bedroom door. Before I could tell whoever it was to come in, they opened the door anyway. It was Nae-Nae, my ex-fiancé’s older sister.
“Hey, Sunni, um, I got some bad news,” she said, her voice heavy with sadness. I already knew what she was going to say, but I was okay with it. Whatever happened couldn’t bring me any lower than I’d been in the past 76 days.
“What’s up, Sis?” I said, letting my newfound smile shine through in my voice.
“It’s Grandma Leen. She said you can’t stay here no more. You gotta go—and you gotta go now,” Nae-Nae said.
“Did something happen? Did I do something? Should I go talk to her?” I asked, trying to make sense of this sudden turn of events. In all the years I’d known their grandmother, Miss Aileen, she had never been particularly nice, but she’d never been outright mean either. I couldn’t imagine why she’d put me out now, especially considering everything that had happened.
“No, girl. You know she blames you for Marquis leaving, and she wants you out of her house,” Nae-Nae said.
I could argue. I could plead my case. But I felt my smile slipping away, and I refused to let that happen.
“Okay, let me get my stuff,” I said. “I think I still have some clothes in the dryer.”
“Yeah, I got that,” Nae-Nae replied, stepping out of the room. She came back moments later with a half-full black plastic garbage bag containing my clothes.
I stared at her for a moment, letting it all sink in before pulling myself together. I walked over to the small closet to grab my suitcase, but, unsurprisingly, it was gone. I’d seen Nae-Nae’s daughter eyeing it when I first moved in, so I knew without a doubt she’d taken it.
It was, after all, what the Jenkins family did best—take what they wanted, consequences be damned. I must’ve been crazy for coming here in the first place, but at the time, I had nowhere else to go.
I turned to Nae-Nae and said, “I can’t seem to find my luggage.”
“Oh yeah, Peachy borrowed it for a school trip. I didn’t think you’d mind,” she said. “I promise I’ll get it back to you when she returns.”
“It’s okay, I guess. Just put everything in the bag, then,” I said, refusing to let my aggravation show.
“Here, let me help you,” she offered, then began tossing my clothes and toiletries into the garbage bag, filling it up in minutes.
It was yet another surreal moment in a series of them that I’d faced over the last three months. I crouched down and reached under the bed, where I kept my small tablet in its case.
Nae-Nae stared at me in surprise. “Girl, why’d you hide that under the bed? I was looking to borrow it yesterday and couldn’t find it.”
Yeah, bitch, you were trying to steal it, but not today. I held my tongue, done with the whole lying, thieving family.
“Oh, I put it under there to charge it. The outlet behind the bed works better since the one next to the nightstand wasn’t charging,” I said, flashing her a smile.
The thing about smiling and staying positive—even when you don’t want to—is that it puts you at an advantage. We both knew she had been trying to take my tablet, but she couldn’t admit to it. And she couldn’t call me out for lying, either. By smiling, I made it impossible for her to tell whether I was being truthful or just playing her at her own game.
Hesitantly, she said, “Oh yeah, that makes sense.”
I looked around the small room, making sure I had everything important—my purse, my ID, my few credits, my tablet, and, of course, my plastic garbage bag of clothes.
I couldn’t help but find it ironic how Nae-Nae stood there watching me, making sure I didn’t take anything that didn’t belong to me, while her family had taken everything I ever had. But they wouldn’t take my smile—not again. Not now that I finally had it back.
I left the room with Nae-Nae trailing behind me, walking down the stairs toward the front door. At the bottom of the stairs, I turned and saw Miss Aileen sitting in her old-fashioned rocking chair, vaping away.
For a moment, I thought about ignoring the hellish old lady who had been a constant thorn in my side for the two decades that I’d known her. But since I knew, deep in my soul, that I’d never cross paths with that old witch again, I decided to leave her with a few parting words.
I turned from the door at the last moment, before Nae-Nae could get in my way, and bolted straight toward Miss Aileen. The stern old woman didn’t look a bit surprised to see me rush in. If anything, she seemed happy for the upcoming confrontation, as though she relished the very idea of it.
“Get yo’ ass out of my house,” she said unceremoniously.
“Oh, I’m leaving, Miss Aileen, but first, I deserve a thank you,” I said confidently.
“You want me to thank you? What the fuck for? You the reason my Marquis left. You and all your ideas about outer space. He’d be right here with me if it wasn’t for you!” she yelled in a gravelly but surprisingly strong voice for a woman in her eighties.
“Please, Miss Aileen, no disrespect, but if it hadn’t been for me, Marquis would’ve been dead or in prison years ago, and we both know it. I gave your grandson a good life, and what did he do in return? He stole everything from me—my salon, my home, my money, even my future,” I said, feeling the weight of all my losses pile up like boulders on my shoulders.
“Marquis didn’t steal nothing. He only took what he deserved after being with a dried-up, barren skank for damn near twenty years. He should’ve left your useless ass years ago, like I told him to,” she screeched.
“Well, he’s gone now, right? He told me I was crazy for wanting to go to a new colony in outer space, but he said he’d go for me. But as you can see, I’m here and he’s gone, so he lied to both of us,” I reminded her.
“Get out of my house!” she screamed. “He never would’ve left his family if you hadn’t put them ideas in his head. You took him away from me.”
“About that—you keep saying this is your house, but the truth is, you should be thanking me for this roof over your head. When you fell behind six months on your mortgage and your house was going into foreclosure, I made the back payments to keep you off the street—not Marquis. If Marquis had taken over this house, he would’ve sold it like everything else that had his name on it.”
“You are a lying bitch!” she screamed.
“No, I’m not,” I said. “Whether you choose to believe the truth or not is on you.”
Nae-Nae rushed over to her grandmother. “Grandma Leen, Marquis told me himself—Sunni got us out of foreclosure,” she said.
“I don’t believe it,” Miss Aileen replied, looking defiant.
Nae-Nae turned to me with questioning eyes. “I think you should just go,” she said softly.
Miss Aileen stood and walked over to me, still an imposing figure, standing several inches taller than my five-foot frame.
“Why’d you come here anyway? So you can rub it in my face how you saved us?” she asked, her voice dripping with resentment.
“No, Miss Aileen,” I said. “I came here because I had no place else to go, and I stupidly thought”—I hesitated, feeling a wave of sadness overtake me—“I thought we were family.”
I picked up my garbage bag, gathered my purse and tablet, and walked away from the last semblance of family I had.
~~~
I walked for several blocks on the streets of North Memphis until I reached a small, gentrified retail area. I spotted a coffee shop with outdoor seating and sat down at an empty table.
Almost immediately, a waitress ran out, her eyes fixed on my black plastic garbage bag.
“You homeless? ’Cause we don’t serve homeless here,” she said.
“I’m not homeless, just had a fight with my man,” I replied, putting on a faint smile.
“Yeah, I know how that goes. But still, you gotta buy something—you can’t just sit here and chill,” she said.
“I got you, Sis. I’ll have a large mocha and a croissant if you’ve got one—preferably chocolate,” I said.
“Nope. Check the sign,” she said, pointing to the door where a 3D picture of a thick slice of pound cake next to a steaming cup of coffee was displayed under the name Pound Cake & Coffee.
“Okay, I’ll have the mocha and a slice of pound cake—lemon, if you have it,” I said.
Once the waitress left, I pulled out my tablet and started making plans. I’d been so depressed the last couple of months that I mostly just stayed in bed and let the world pass me by, but now that I was back out in it, I had to make something happen.
Checking through my comms messages, I found my inbox overflowing. I responded to a few messages but deleted most of them. The waitress came back with my coffee and pound cake, and I was about to shut down my tablet when an interesting message caught my attention.
🚀 Moon Dust Spa and Salon – Manager Needed! 🚀

🌙 Your Last Chance for a New Life 🌙
Are you ready to take charge of your destiny? Moon Dust Spa and Salon, the ultimate destination for Black women over 40, seeks an experienced Manager to lead our luxurious salon on Earth’s Moon. If you’re bold enough to embrace a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, this could be your chance to start over—among the stars.

What We Offer:
✨ A Lifeline for a Fresh Start: Free transport to the Moon, luxury accommodations, and a salary beyond your wildest dreams.
✨ Cutting-Edge Innovation: Manage a salon powered by advanced AI and robotics—no staff required!
✨ The Opportunity to Build Something Greater: Potential to lead expansions across the galaxy.

What You Bring:
✔️ A professional cosmetology and aesthetician license is required.
✔️ 20+ years of experience as a stylist, with extensive knowledge of salon operations.
✔️ The ability to adapt, lead, and build your legacy in an entirely new frontier.
 

Limited-Time Offer – Act Now!
This opportunity expires in 3 minutes. Don’t let it slip through your fingers. Click below to secure your future.

[ Respond Immediately to Apply ]
⏳ Countdown Clock: 2:59... 2:58... 2:57…
Your life on Earth may feel like it’s at a dead end, but your future among the stars is just beginning. Moon Dust Spa and Salon is your chance to rise, rebuild, and realize your purpose in the universe.

I couldn’t believe it—a job offer to start over with a fresh new career on the moon.
Should I do it? I probably didn’t have the right experience. I hadn’t made the cut to be a colonist, even though I met all the qualifications—well, all except one.
Self-doubt rushed in, flooding my mind with feelings of unworthiness, of not being good enough. But I pushed past the noise.
This was a chance, an opportunity. Of course, I could do it. I’d been a stylist since I was in high school, graduating with both a high school diploma and a cosmetology license. I built my business from scratch, owning and operating two full-service salons. I could do it!
After my internal pep talk, I shook off any negative thoughts and started filling out the application. The countdown clock on the app was steadily ticking down, and I finished and submitted it with just three seconds to spare.
I sipped on my mocha, feeling even better about the day. I just had to get that job. Before I could even finish my drink, my tablet pinged, alerting me to a new message. I was just about to open it when flashing lights caught my eye.
Two peace officers approached where I was sitting—this new generation of cops preferred the term peace officers, as if the name alone made them more respectful. But the attitude and blatant disrespect remained the same.
“I need to see identification,” the tall white officer said.
“Um, okay,” I replied. “Did I do something wrong?”
He looked at my ID and said, “We’ve had a complaint of vagrancy from the owner. You'll need to come with us.”
“Vagrancy? But I’m not homeless,” I insisted.
“Do you reside at the location listed on your identification?” the officer asked, still examining my ID.
“Yes,” I said quickly, then realized that wasn’t exactly true. My ID still had my old home address—the place I’d lived with my ex, Marquis, for the past twelve years. Lying to peace officers probably wasn’t the smartest idea, so I corrected myself.
“I mean, I used to live there, but I broke up with my fiancé a couple of months ago. I’ve been living with family ever since,” I said, trying to make the situation sound less messy than it actually was. It wasn’t working.
The other officer took my ID, glanced at it, and slipped it into his shirt pocket before saying the most unbelievable words I’d ever heard.
“Sunnitha Davis, you are under arrest for the crime of public vagrancy—a crime that carries a minimum sentence of 48 months' incarceration. You have the right to remain silent…”
They handcuffed me.
“I’m going to jail?” I asked in disbelief.
“Yes, you broke the law. The city has a zero-tolerance policy for homelessness,” the taller officer said.
“Wait, wait,” I said frantically, trying to stall for time. “What happens next?” I asked, still struggling to process this sudden turn of events.
Moments ago, I’d been excited about the prospect of a new job on the moon, and now I was going to jail.
“You get in the van. You’ll be transported to central booking, where you will be processed and await your hearing,” the same officer said, his tone flat and unemotional.
~~~
I couldn’t believe it. I was sitting in a cell—an actual jail cell—because I was walking around with a plastic garbage bag like a homeless person. Well, technically, I was a homeless person, but what kind of society puts people in prison for being down on their luck? I was so close to a new beginning, and for this to happen now felt like a real kick in the teeth.
“Sunnitha Davis,” the corrections officer called.
I stood up and walked to the front of the crowded holding cell, which was filled with a mix of women—young and old, every size and race imaginable.
“I’m Sunnitha,” I said.
The female officer looked me over, her eyes narrowing as if she were sizing me up. “Your lawyer is here. Let’s go.”
“This must be a mistake,” I said. “I don’t have a lawyer.”
The officer gave me another look and shook her head. “Look, if you can afford a lawyer, then you probably shouldn’t be in here.” She paused, her gaze sweeping over me again. “Especially if you had even the slightest clue where you’re headed. So, what’s it going to be? Are you going to talk to the woman or not?”
I didn’t know what was going on. Nobody even knew I was in here, so how could I possibly have a lawyer? I put on a friendly smile, thanked the guard for her warning, and followed her to a small room where a regal-looking older Black-Latina woman was seated at a small table.
She motioned for me to sit down. “Are you Sunnitha Davis?” she asked, her words direct and to the point, with a hint of a Spanish accent. “I’m Judith Jimenez-Jackson. I’ve been hired by your employers at MDS Intergalactic to expedite your release and ensure you’re on the next shuttle to the moon,” she said, very matter-of-fact.
“Sorry, Ms. Jackson, are you for real? My employers—you mean I got the job?”
I couldn’t believe it. I didn’t know what I was more excited about: getting the job, going to the moon, or getting out of jail. Whatever the case, it felt like a weight had been lifted off my shoulders, and I could finally breathe.
“I wouldn’t be here otherwise,” she replied, glancing briefly around the room in distaste. “I have your travel credentials, and I understand you participated in the colonist pre-boarding orientation, so you should already be familiar with space travel protocols. Did you receive your translation chip yet?” she asked.
My mind was still reeling from the news that I’d gotten the job. In hopes of being chosen to go off-planet with the latest group of Earth colonists, I had attended every course, event, and orientation available to prospective space pioneers. However, I hadn’t received the standard translation chip given before leaving Earth, since I hadn’t been selected.
“I don’t have the translation chip,” I said, my voice animated.
“No problem. I’ve been instructed to oversee every detail of your departure and ensure you’re on the afternoon shuttle to the moon today. You are a very fortunate young lady,” she said.
I couldn’t help but smile. I had started the day determined to put my sad days behind me, and by the day’s end, I would be realizing a lifelong goal—traveling to outer space.
“Let’s get started. I have a few agreements for you to read and sign, and we can be on our way,” she said, sliding a pile of papers toward me.
The documents were neatly stacked, each full of official language that wasn’t easy to follow. The first was a standard job contract, laying out the details of my new role as salon manager—keeping things running, and making sure clients were happy. Straightforward enough. 
The next was a non-disclosure agreement, full of warnings about fines and legal action if I talked about what went on at the salon. I guessed that made sense. If they had high-profile clients, they wouldn’t want their personal business being spread across the galaxy.
Then there was the liability waiver. At first, it sounded reassuring. They’d cover my medical bills, provide insurance if I got hurt, and even pay for an evacuation if something went wrong. But then I hit some strange wording about “interspecies initiatives” and “research participation.” It didn’t make any sense—what did that have to do with running a salon? It felt out of place, but I figured it was just legal stuff they had to include. Big companies always put in extra stuff to cover themselves, right? I wasn’t about to question it—whatever it meant, it didn’t seem like it had anything to do with me. As long as I stuck to the job, it wouldn’t matter.
I picked up the pen, signed my name on each of the documents ready to take the next step to a brand new future.
I could feel myself smiling, deep down inside and I promised that I would never let anything or anyone put me back in that dark place I had been for 76 days! I was free and about to live my dream.




Chapter 2: Qorath Dral – Space Orc
“He is fucking unbound!” Ebanth yelled into the comms console, slamming his clawed fist into it to emphasize his point.
“Yeah, we all know that, but smashing the comms won’t do shit to change it,” Ulveth countered.
“You’re an asshole,” Ebanth snapped back. “I can fucking smash anything I want to smash!”
Yaroth entered the nonsensical fracas on the bridge, taking in the sight of his two bound brothers at each other’s throats. He immediately started laughing. He walked over to Ebanth, punched him in the arm, and slumped into the chair at his station.
“What did I miss?” he asked, still laughing.
“Chief Elder Illbrien issued new orders regarding the Pstoadys we’ve been chasing,” I said as calmly as I could through gritted teeth, my fangs pressing uncomfortably against my lips. I was just as frustrated as Ebanth with our unbound and unhinged planetary leader, but years of strict adherence to warrior hierarchy left no room for questions or dissent, no matter how idiotic the directive from our insane leader.
“Why the fuck is he still in charge? Surely the Directorate can see how obviously unbound he is by now,” Yaroth said, now more composed.
“Hopefully, after we submit our report on how he purposely sabotaged our mission by having us chase the human instead of the Pstoadys, they’ll see how unfit he is and finally remove him permanently from leadership,” Ebanth said, his tone calmer now.
“No, that’s not going to happen. Didn’t you hear the masterful way our brother Qorath circumvented his orders by telling him about the human left on Zholtum?” Ulveth said with a smirk.
“Give me the whole story, not bits and pieces,” Yaroth demanded. “Or next time, you can crawl into the ship’s underbelly and get the engines back online!”
Ulveth, ever the storyteller, recounted the latest transmission from Chief Elder Illbrien. “Remember how you questioned ending the pursuit of the Pstoady scientists after they jettisoned a stasis pod on the Zholtum planetoid? Well, as always, Qorath made the right call. Instead of picking up the stasis pod, placing vid cams around it was a far better idea,” he said.
“I still think it was a bad idea wasting time when we could have just picked up the pod and kept after the Pstoadys,” Ebanth grumbled.
“Brother, we all know thinking isn’t your strongest attribute, so I suggest doing it far less,” Yaroth teased.
“Fuck off!” Ebanth shot back.
“In any event, when Chief Elder Illbrien contacted us for a status report, Qorath was able to truthfully tell him we had to drop pursuit because of the human on Zholtum, while also explaining that we couldn’t retrieve her due to the damage the particulates would cause our ship,” Ulveth said, finishing the tale.
“And he bought that?” Yaroth asked, incredulous.
“He’s fucking obsessed with the human in the pod,” I said. “You saw him at the meeting with the ‘families.’ He couldn’t take his eyes off her. Elder Orenik had to take over when it seemed like the Chief Elder was entranced.”
“I have to admit, brothers, the human women are mesmerizing. Every one of them I’ve seen has been fucking beautiful,” Yaroth said, a gleam in his eye.
“They may be beautiful, but the way they control our brothers is a sight I never thought I’d witness. The word of an Orcqlaneasion, whether Directorate Elder or Warrior in his prime, is never questioned, countered, or dismissed. Yet these human females, with their strong opinions and stubborn ways, are changing our warriors, our elders—our very way of life,” I said.
“Perhaps you’re just a little angry that one of the Earth Mothers didn’t acquiesce to your plans and had her own,” Ulveth said with a smirk.
“Yes, brother, even I could see that. And without the human females, our way of life would eventually come to an end, as we are the last of our species,” Ebanth said with unusual insight, leaving us all in quiet awe.
Yaroth began to speak, but I cut him off before he could say something insulting to Ebanth and provoke his ire. Still, I considered his words. My first glimpse of the new Earth Mothers, as they were called, had initially left me stunned, as much as my brethren. It wasn’t until two of them contradicted my plans to capture the wanted Pstoady scientists that I saw firsthand the power they wielded over their Orcqlaneasion mates. It made me deeply uncomfortable.
I had seen warriors tortured, near death, their brethren killed in front of them, yet they remained unyielding, no matter the circumstance. But a few words of criticism levied at the human females caused Orcqlaneasion males—both Warrior and Elder-class—to rise to levels of violence against their Orcqlaneasion brothers. Were it not for the calming words of our very unbound leader, Elder Illbrien, we might have turned on one another for the first time in ten generations.
It was clear to me that the human females wielded power, even if my brothers did not—or chose not to—see it.
“So, are we back in pursuit of the Pstoady scientists? All the particulates from Zholtum have been expelled, and we are once again running at peak efficiency,” Yaroth preened.
“What, do you want thanks for doing your basic job?” Ebanth queried.
“And brother, what is your job exactly? This is a seize and capture mission, not a seek and destroy.  So how will you be putting your skillset to use in our pursuit?” Yaroth teased.
Between the two of them, Yaroth and Ulveth, our brother Ebanth never had a moment’s peace. Yaroth’s steady stream of teasing was only offset by Ulveth’s constant critiques of Ebanth’s actions, no matter how warranted they may have been. In truth, it did work to minimize his bloodlust, which burned far stronger in him than in the rest of us combined.
We were not a typical Orcqlaneasion security team. Normally, teams of Warrior-class Orcqlaneasions were tasked with providing security and peacekeeping in distant corners of the known galaxies. Most recently, we had returned from Quadrant 3 at the behest of Chief Elder Illbrien Rezz. In the past, whenever we were contacted by the Chief Elder, the mission was always lethal. We assumed this one would be no different.
However, this mission was unlike the others. Instead of elimination, we were tasked with capturing and returning the two Pstoady scientists, Tovak and Torvak, to Orcqlaneasus to stand trial. The Pstoady scientists had interfered with and disrupted the Orcqlaneasion way of life. Worse, they had harmed the fragile human females in our name and on our behalf. This could not continue without jeopardizing the many treaties and alliances we had with the Galactic Alliance. Even our allies would find it hard to believe we had nothing to do with the infection of human women with pheromones designed to make them the perfect hosts for Orcqlaneasion breeding—especially since we were a dying race, as the last of the Orcqlaneasions.
Still, I believed deep down that, were it not for the interference of the Earth Mothers and the human female who had captivated Chief Illbrien’s attention, this mission would have had its usual conclusion. The Pstoadys’ interference would have come to a permanent end.
Now we were set to resume our chase of the Pstoadys and their passenger, whom we had identified as another human female. It was odd how the two small beings, alien even to humans, could so easily infiltrate their space and infect them. It was even more unusual that they would be traveling with one human female after jettisoning another onto a toxic planet.




Chapter 3: Sunni Davis – Cosmetologist
Life off-planet was more exciting than anything I could ever have imagined, and my imagination was pretty big! I mean, the first thing I noticed almost immediately was that the salon on the moon, where I was hired to manage, was a total front. We didn’t have any clients, and the shop always seemed to be closed. I probably should have been more freaked out about that, but instead, I explored the moon when I was supposed to be working and really got the lay of the land.
I also tried to figure out who my employers were, which really wasn’t that hard. Since everything was automated with sophisticated artificial intelligence far beyond me, I started asking it questions. Lots and lots of questions, hoping that my employers would come out and put an end to them. When that didn’t work, I started complaining about being bored—which I wasn’t at all—but still, nothing happened. Finally, I just demanded to go home unless I learned the identity of my employer. Again, this wasn’t something I was actually going to do, but I figured I could psyche them out into thinking I would.
And the direct approach worked.
I was amazed to see the two small alien creatures step from behind the pink walls of the salon.
I still remember how surprising that had been.
“Well, thank you for the opportunity, but since I don’t know who I’m working for and what your deal is, I’m taking the next shuttle back to Earth,” I said as a final ultimatum.
Nothing happened, and I felt silly standing in the middle of the fake salon making demands to the A.I.
“Alright then, I’m outta here,” I said and started heading for the door.
I heard a small whoosh sound that preceded the opening of the pink walls of the salon. From the opening appeared two small alien creatures that looked like humanoid versions of toads. I tried not to be freaked out, since there were quite a variety of odd-looking aliens on the moon, and I had made it my mission to befriend them.
But these two? They were straight-up funny-looking—almost cartoonish. With their big, bugged-out eyes, wide grinning mouths, and brownish-gray mottled skin, it was hard not to smile while looking at them. They were shorter than me—which, at five feet tall, was saying something—and one seemed slightly taller, but not by much. Their long white lab coats covered them from their necks to their toes—assuming, of course, they had toes. I didn’t dwell on that too much. If I couldn’t see it, I wouldn’t let myself get more freaked out.
I tried to remember what species they were from the many orientations I attended while trying to get into the colonist program. I knew they were some kind of scientists—which was also obvious by what they were wearing—but I couldn’t remember the name of their species.
The taller of the two spoke first—or at least I think he did, since they spoke in a sort of chorus-type voice.
“I am Tovak, and I am Torvak,” they said together.
I didn’t know which one to address or even which one was which, so I put on my biggest smile and said, “Hello, as you know, I’m Sunni Davis, human, and it’s nice to meet you, finally.”
“We are so pleased to meet you in person, Sunni Daavs,” they said.
“No, it’s Davis—with two syllables—nevermind,” I replied. “So, can you please explain what’s going on? Why the whole salon front? What are you two up to and what are you?”
I was proud of myself for holding it together as long as I had, but my outward calm was starting to slip while I stood there, confronted by two aliens—though technically, everyone on the moon was an alien.
“Smiling Sunni Daavs, you should sit while we explain. Yes, you should sit,” they said in unison.
In an instant, a fluffy pink sofa emerged from behind the pink walls of the salon. I sat down and immediately felt a wave of calm wash over me. I’d seen the sofa before and had even been on the ride it took clients through the salon on—that is, if we’d ever actually had clients. As I settled in, the invisible vid screens embedded in the walls lit up, displaying an image of a pretty Black woman in medical scrubs.
“This is our Most Adored Director Nina Bridges. She was our direct supervisor on Med-Space Gamma 7, where we worked creating scientific breakthroughs used to treat victims of the Distant Wars,” they said, smiling proudly—at least I think they were smiling.
While they spoke, several images flashed on the screen: Dr. Bridges interacting with the aliens in science labs, walking down corridors, and laughing with them. It was easy to see, from the way they spoke about her and how they watched the images, that they truly adored her.
“She was brilliant, yes brilliant, but she was also sad. Yes, sad,” they said, this time with one finishing the other’s sentence.
I tried not to focus too much on their strange speech patterns since I still had no idea what any of this had to do with the salon—or, more specifically, with me.
“Why was she sad? Was it because of the war?” I asked, trying to move the story along.
“Yes, the war made her sad, her mate made her sad, her sister made her sad, the babies made her sad, the Orcqlaneasions made her sad. Yes, very sad,” they said mournfully.
“Um, your director seems like she might have been struggling with depression if all those things made her sad,” I said, stating the obvious.
“Yes, so we decided to help her as she asked. Yes, she asked us for help,” they said.
“That’s good she asked for your help, so what did you do?”
“We examined the evidence, formulated a theory, tested our hypothesis, and, through careful experimentation, developed a solution to mitigate her sadness, address all her problems, and ensure her happiness.”
“Wow, your science did all that!” I said, impressed.
“Yes. Our primary objective was, of course, to cure Dr. Bridges’ sadness, which we approached with the utmost scientific rigor. In the process, we developed a solution to prevent the extinction of the mighty warriors of Orcqlaneasus by addressing their inability to procreate, initiating the Interspecies Reproductive Initiative. Although our calculations indicated that 278 human females were required for optimal results, we adjusted to a practical sample size of 10, achieving a 95% Confidence Level with a 30.8% Margin of Error. Naturally, this outcome aligns perfectly with our standards of experimental success,” they said proudly.
“Okay,” I said, confused by what they’d just said. Science was never my strong suit. Some of the words did ring a bell, though which ones, I wasn’t quite sure.
“Yes, this explains our creation of the Moon Dust Spa and Salon. Exactly,” they added, as if that cleared everything up.
“Wait, what? I think I missed something in translation,” I said, touching the area where the translation chip was implanted just behind my ear.
They exchanged a glance, then responded in their signature chorus. “Dr. Bridges was the foundation of our data, shaping every facet of our approach. Her strength and intellect led us to conclude that Black human females, sharing similar characteristics, were the most viable candidates for our experiments.”
“Our calculations required ten participants to achieve the minimum viable sample size. To attract them, we created the Moon Dust Spa and Salon, offering luxurious treatments tailored to their cultural preferences. This strategy maximized efficiency and ensured a steady stream of subjects.”
“Wait… you built a spa to lure Black women into your happiness experiments?” I asked, staring at them in disbelief.
“Precisely,” they said in the same proud tone. “And it worked flawlessly.”
I was dumbfounded. On the one hand, I couldn’t believe they created a whole spa experience just to nab Black women for their science experiment. On the other hand, I knew they hadn’t had any customers—at least since I’d been here—so saying their plan worked flawlessly was a bit of an overstatement.
“I haven’t seen any, um, clients since I’ve been here. Did you have patrons before I arrived?”
“Yes, we did. Very successful, yes, very successful!” they said animatedly in unison.
“Wow, um—how many successes did you have?” I asked, expecting to hear the worst.
“One. Yes, one—Lydia Collins-Adler,” they said.
“What, the billionaire space travel engineer? You experimented on her? Oh my god, do you know what you’ve done?”
“Yes, we ensured the ongoing survival of the species of Orcqlaneasus by addressing their inability to procreate, while maintaining optimal happiness for all involved—exactly as we did with Dr. Nina Bridges. It was a complete success. Yes, complete,” they said in enthusiastic unison.
This was bad—very bad. They couldn’t do experiments on somebody like freaking Lydia Collins-Adler. Every kind of law enforcement from every planet in the Galactic Alliance would be down on them like a ton of bricks. 
Honestly, experiments of any kind on Black women were all kinds of awful, but to experiment on someone who was a straight-up billionaire? That was the worst possible thing they could do. And, of course, they didn’t seem to understand the gravity of the situation.
As odd as these little aliens were, they had saved me from a bad situation, and if nothing else, I felt compelled to return the favor. It was the least I could do after what they’d done for me.
“Look, I want to help you because I think you two might be headed for trouble,” I said, with sincere concern.
“Excellent, yes excellent. We knew you were the right choice to help us,” they said cheerfully.
I wasn’t sure if we were on the same page when it came to understanding each other, but at least they wanted my help, so there was that.
“So, the first thing we have to do is stop experimenting on Black women—period. Especially high-powered billionaires. That means no more clients now or ever,” I said firmly.
“No, no, we have a new guest today. She is arriving on the shuttle, and she must come here,” they said excitedly.
“I really don’t think that’s a good idea. Lay off the experiments—for good,” I said, making my stance clear.
“No, no, executive investigator Evalynne Browne arrives by shuttle on the moon today. She must come here right away. You must bring her here when she arrives,” they said enthusiastically.
Shit. Did I just hear them say that an executive investigator is arriving today? That’s the worst possible coincidence. It had to be related to Lydia Collins-Adler. 
I followed her on all the socials, and I knew she was a billionaire several times over. Most recently, she had gone through a divorce, and her company had gone bankrupt. What if all that bad luck was a result of their happiness experiments?
Maybe I did need to intercept that investigator to see what she knew.
“Okay, fellas, I’ll take the moon-cart and pick up the investigator. I’ll bring her back here and see if she knows anything or not. Hopefully, she won’t, and you’ll be in the clear.”
Yeah, recalling that whole series of events had my head spinning. It obviously hadn’t gone well, and now we were traveling at breakneck speed across the galaxy with angry Space Orcs hot on our tail. 
The Pstoadys—I eventually remembered their species—had bought us a little more time and space in our mad dash to escape capture by jettisoning the stasis pod carrying the investigator Evalynne Browne to the small planetoid of Zholtum. According to Tovak and Torvak, it was the perfect environment for her to be found by the Elder Space Orcs, who they assured me were on their way to intercept.
I had no choice but to believe them and hope for the best. In the meantime, I was on pins and needles, hoping and praying we wouldn’t be caught by the Space Orcs chasing us. I’d inadvertently helped the scientists in their crimes by knocking out Ms. Evalynne, but once she started figuring things out, I really didn’t know what else to do. It’s not like I was a criminal mastermind, despite my recent incarceration.
But, looking on the bright side, I was finally traveling the galaxy—with genius aliens, no less. It was exciting and terrifying all at the same time.




Chapter 4: Ebanth Vrek – Space Orc
I was completely sick of chasing those fucking Pstoadys across space. We’d been at it for almost two weeks, and every time we got close, something happened, and they slipped through our claws again. I didn’t understand what the fuck we were doing. We should’ve blown up their ship the last time we got close, but we had orders to capture them and return them to Orcqlaneasus.
Why the fuck would Chief Elder Illbrien give us this mission? We were specialists, not fucking peacekeepers. There were dozens of other brethren, more knowledgeable and skilled at peacekeeping, who’d have no problem chasing them around the galaxy. But not us. Our bond was united in purpose—even if we did get on each other’s nerves sometimes. All the time, really. We didn’t chase petty aliens around. We eliminated threats to Orcqlaneasus, no matter who or what presented the danger. We were assassins. Give us a mission, and damn straight, there were going to be casualties—but never on our side.
We had chased the Pstoadys through Quadrant 3 and were now back in Quadrant 4. 
The only good thing about that was, when we finally caught the little fuckers, we wouldn’t be that far from the homeworld. Every time we got close enough to lock a tractor beam on their ship, they somehow managed to slip away. 
The first couple of times, it hadn’t bothered me much. In fact, I didn’t mind them thwarting Yaroth’s best efforts—he could stand to be taken down a peg or two. But despite putting all the ship’s energy into grabbing and holding their ship, they still managed to break free. Not fucking funny at all.
“Ebanth, take a look at the coordinates we tracked. Looks like they’re heading to KX-7,” Qorath said.
“Not the shithole Chaos planet,” I said in annoyance. “I fucking hate that place.”
“Technically, it’s classified as a moon, but this far out, the details tend to fade,” Ulveth said piously.
“Why go there? Maybe they’re trying to offload the human they have on their ship,” Yaroth said, answering his own question.
“I don’t think they’re skin peddlers, but what the fuck do I know? I thought we’d have had their asses several times over by now,” I said in frustration.
“Let’s hope they don’t get rid of the human. Otherwise, we go from a seek-and-capture mission to a find-and-rescue mission.”
“Since when do we fucking rescue anything, especially human females?” Yaroth said, echoing my thoughts exactly.
“Since Chief Elder Illbrien became obsessed with a human female just like our mated brethren on Orcqlaneasus,” Ulveth said.
“We should’ve never been called into this. We should’ve turned this mission down on Orcqlaneasus. We can’t kill the Pstoadys, we can’t blow up the ship—what does that leave? Did he forget we’re a kill team? Our mandate is covert elimination, complete annihilation. We don’t chase, we don’t capture, and we sure as hell don’t rescue,” Yaroth growled, his voice low and sharp.
“If they leave the human behind on KX-7, our first priority is to rescue her before continuing our mission to apprehend the Pstoadys,” Qorath clarified. “Hopefully, that won’t happen. But in the unlikely event it does, let’s make a plan to get in and out of KX-7 as quickly as possible.”
“The human female is going to be a definite distraction,” Yaroth muttered, voicing what we were all thinking.
Through our bond, I felt the shared pull of memory—each of us recalling the sensuous beauty of the new Earth Mothers who now called Orcqlaneasus home.
“What if she’s been infected?” Yaroth asked before I could.
“If she’s jacked up on mating pheromones, we’ll put her in stasis and take her back to Orcqlaneasus,” Qorath said.
“Good plan!” I said before adding, “No fucking the human!”
“Yeah, good point, brother,” Yaroth said. “No one fucks the human. I don’t want a mate, ever.”
“Brother, do you agree?” I asked, turning to Qorath.
“As if you need to ask me that. I have no plans on fucking or mating with any human female now or in the future. They pose the greatest risk to Orcqlaneasus and our way of life,” he said vehemently.
Ulveth spoke at last. “Brother again, without the human females, our way of life would cease anyway. But I am in one accord with my bound brothers. I will not fuck or mate the human as long as none of you do either.”
“Then it is settled. We collect the human and the Pstoady menace on KX-7 and return them to Orcqlaneasus,” I said.
My brethren and I went to our posts on the bridge and began the journey to the Chaos planet—KX-7.
 ~~~
If you have to go to Chaos, it’s better to get there at night—or so the common consensus goes. But since the shithole planet was constantly shrouded in smoky fog, noxious fumes, and relentless dust, it was hard to tell day from night. And that was the best thing I could say about the planet—or moon, according to Ulveth.
The atmosphere allowed us to slip in virtually undetected. Even though this mission wasn’t to kill but to capture, nobody did covert better than us. Plus, it rankled us all—the merry chase those damn Pstoadys had led us on. But that would soon come to an end.
Cloaked in dark robes that allowed us to blend into the shadows—as much as seven-and-a-half-foot green assassins could blend in—we separated and searched the streets in a grid formation, as we’d done countless times before when hunting prey. Each of us was equipped with retrofitted scanners designed to detect both the Pstoadys and the human’s life signature.
Of course, there was always the chance there were other humans or Pstoadys on Chaos, but that seemed doubtful. Then again, what the hell did any of us know? This whole wild goose chase had us at each other’s throats and more off our game than usual. Maybe it was thoughts of the human females back on Orcqlaneasus—or wondering what this one would be like. By vowing not to touch her, and especially not to mate with her, it made her seem all the more desirable.
My preoccupation almost made me miss the slight flutter from my handheld scanner. I checked it, hoping it signaled the Pstoadys were nearby. No such luck—it was the human.
“Brothers, I’ve located the human. Sending the coordinates now,” I said into my comms device.
“Negative. I’m picking up a signal for the Pstoadys in my area,” Ulveth said quietly.
“Me too. I’ve got a Pstoady life sign registering on my scanner, dead ahead,” Yaroth added.
Qorath quickly devised a plan of engagement. “Pstoadys don’t usually separate, but they might to throw us off their scent. I’ll rendezvous with Ulveth at Site A, and we’ll go in together to see if we’re dealing with one Pstoady or two. Yaroth, monitor and hold your location at Site B. Once we’ve dealt with Site A, we’ll recon with you at Site B. We’ll collect the Pstoadys at one or both locations and take them back to the ship. That’s our first priority,” he said, adjusting the mission parameters now that our targets were within range.
“Qorath, I should recon with Yaroth so we can engage the Pstoadys together. We could attack both sites simultaneously,” I offered.
“No. Remember, they’re scientists. They could have created a way to amplify, duplicate, or falsify the scanner readings,” he said. “Secure and collect the human, then get her to the ship.”
“Brothers, proceed with care,” Ulveth warned. “Even though these creatures seem non-threatening, who knows what tricks they might use to avoid apprehension.”
“I’ll meet you at the ship with the human. Ulveth is right—be careful, brothers,” I said before ending the comms and focusing on my new mission directive to secure the human.
The human’s life signal was coming from a small, weathered shack. I approached silently, cautiously. I stepped through the door, my senses sharp as I scanned the dimly lit space.
The room was sparse. A single flickering lantern cast shadows across the peeling images on the walls. A small cot in the corner caught my eye—a small pack with a single female garment tossed haphazardly across it. My gaze swept the room, searching for any signs of threats.
A sound pulled my focus. Soft, melodic, and rhythmic—it wasn’t speech. The human female was singing. Her voice drifted toward me, steady and oddly calming despite the tension in the air. Tightening my grip on my weapon, I moved forward. The sound came from an alcove hidden behind a tattered cloth.
I unsheathed my weapon, prepared for whatever might be waiting.
I pulled the cloth aside—and froze.
She was there, the human female, bathing in a small tub of water. Her dark hair a myriad of tiny braids pulled up atop her head, a few framing her soft, round face. Petite, no more than five feet (1.5 meters), her full-figured body was a vision of curves—generous hips, large, full breasts, and thighs that shimmered with beads of water under the faint light. Her smooth brown skin seemed to glow, her form soft and breathtaking.
Her head snapped toward me, wide, dark eyes locking onto mine for a single, eternal heartbeat before she screamed—sharp, piercing, and loud enough to leave my ears ringing.
“Stop!” I growled, but she moved too quickly. Water splashed wildly as she scrambled to get out of the tub. Her footing faltered, and she slipped, pitching forward—straight into my arms.
I caught her instinctively, my clawed hands gripping her waist, though they barely spanned the fullness of her. Her wet, trembling body pressed against mine. She struggled, squirming in my grip, but I held her firm, her wide hips notched perfectly against mine as though she belonged there.
She looked up at me, her dark eyes wide, her lips parted as if in recognition.
“It’s you,” she murmured, her voice soft, her movements stilled.
The tension in her body melted away, and she stopped fighting, her expression shifting into something calm, almost serene. A small, radiant smile curved her lips as she lifted a hand to touch my face. Her dark eyes searched mine with an intensity that left me unsteady.
My claws, still bracketing her waist, twitched as I fought the instinct to pull her closer. Every fiber of my being screamed at me to release her, to step back and reassert the control I prided myself on. Yet, I couldn’t move.
“You feel real,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper, her gaze flickering between my eyes and my mouth. “So real...”
Before I could respond—before I could think—she leaned in. Her lips brushed against mine, tentative at first, testing the boundary between hesitation and certainty. The touch was soft, warm, and electric, sending a jolt through me that broke every wall I had tried to build.
I froze, my mind at war with my body. This wasn’t supposed to happen. I had sworn to resist, to keep my distance. But her hands, small and steady, lifted to rest on my chest, her fingers splaying over my skin. The heat of her touch burned through me.
She kissed me again, more firmly this time, her lips parting slightly as she drew me in, inviting me to respond. I clenched my jaw, desperate to deny her but my resistance soon slipped away like sand through my claws. My hands tightened on her waist, pulling her closer until her soft curves pressed fully against me. She wrapped her legs around my waist and a growl escaped my throat, as the last of my restraint crumbled.
With her body pressed against mine, I walked towards the small cot that caught my eye earlier. Our lips were locked in a passionate kiss as our breaths mingled together. 
She held onto me tightly, not wanting to let go. And I didn't want to let go either, but I knew I needed to taste every inch of her beautiful, wet body. I pushed her down onto the cot and hovered over her. 
My lips traveled from her eyes to her nose, and down along her neck. I continued downwards and lavished attention on her full, firm breasts. Her brown nipples hardened under my touch and in my eagerness, I accidentally scratched them with my fangs. 
She whimpered, a mixture of pleasure and pain. I moved lower, inhaling deeply as I placed my nose at her wet cunt. I wanted to take in everything about her before sharing her with my brothers.
She squirmed beneath me, but I held her firmly in place as I licked and teased her clit with my tongue. She climaxed quickly, and I pressed my tongue deep inside her. 
She was tight and I wondered how my cock would fit. But any thoughts were lost as I found a rough patch inside of her and felt her clench around me as she reached another orgasm. I lifted my head momentarily to press my palm against her, watching as she came undone again. She was beautiful, desirable, and mine.
I couldn't resist any longer; I wanted to be inside of her.  Despite the promise I’d made to my brethren not to mate this human, it no longer mattered. Nothing mattered but her.
I released my cock from its leather confines and positioned myself above her dripping entrance. The next course of action was clear, even though it meant breaking a vow to my brothers. But I was beyond regrets.
“Tell me your name, human,” I said, her taste still lingering on my tongue. I wanted her name on my lips.
“It’s Sunni,” she murmured, a soft smile gracing her face.
“Sunni from Earth, will you take my seed, bear my sons, and be my mate?”
“Yes,” she said, pulling me close in an embrace as I slowly pressed my cock inside her. Her body was wet and warm, but I could feel her muscles tense, hesitant of the new sensation. I didn't want to hurt her, so I took it slow, savoring every moment as I pressed into her. Her eyes were like saucers, watching me intently.  With every inch that disappeared inside her, I asked for her permission with a deep look. And when I finally reached the hilt, I paused, afraid to move and cause her pain but she surprised me.
“Fuck me,” she said huskily giving me permission to ravish her glorious body.
It suddenly occurred to me that I had not given my beautiful Sunni my name, but I would rectify that since I wanted her to know whose cock would plant a seed deep within her.
“I am called Ebanth, beautiful Sunni,” I said.
“Ebanth, you feel so real, not like a dream at all,” she murmured.
“I’m not a dream, Sunni. Would a dream feel like this?” I said, honoring her earlier request to fuck her–hard. 
My body moved in a relentless rhythm, thrust after thrust, driven by an insatiable desire for her. Her talk of dreams was lost on me as I focused solely on the feeling of her sweet pussy wrapped around my cock. 
Each time she came, her body pulsated and tightened around mine, heightening the intensity of our union. And then, with one final release, I poured my seed deep inside her warm body,
I held her close to me on the small cot when she spoke in a small, hesitant voice.
“This isn’t a dream at all, is it? Did I—did we—am I really your mate?” she asked, uncertainty in her voice. 
Although I held her physically, her words felt like they were pulling her away from me. And now that I had found what I hadn’t even known I was missing, I knew I would never let her go.
“You are my mate, and I vow to protect you and share my lifeforce with you,” I said, unsure if those were the right words. She should have mated with Ulveth or Yaroth first—they would have had better words and known what to say.
“Promise not to leave me,” she said, her voice seeking confirmation of my commitment to her.
“On my life and that of my brethren, I vow never to leave you and always protect you,” I replied, the words heavy with meaning.
It wasn’t lost on me that I had just broken vows to my bound brothers. Would I be able to keep this one? I didn’t know—but I would die trying.




Chapter 5: Sunni Davis – Cosmetologist
I woke up—for real this time. Since I’d been on the Chaos planet with the Pstoadys, my dreams had been so vivid and detailed that I couldn’t always tell what was real and what wasn’t.
Last night, for instance, I felt hot—like my body was on fire from the inside out. I dreamed I wandered into the small bathing area, using the water the Pstoadys had left me for drinking. I filled the little tub they’d given me and slid in, letting the water cool me down. It worked for a while, at least until he showed up.
At first, I was scared. Hell, I screamed and tried to get out of the tub, but my foot slipped. Before I could hit the ground, his clawed hands caught me—firm but careful, like he’d been expecting me to fall. That’s when I recognized him. My dream lover.
Every night, he’d been there in my dreams. Sometimes alone, sometimes with others. But this time was different. The way he held me in his claws, the way he looked at me, the way my body responded—it wasn’t hazy or distorted like the dreams before. It seemed real.
And it had been real. I knew it from the way his chest felt under my cheek—solid and warm, his heartbeat steady against my ear. I couldn’t even bring myself to freak out about the fact that I’d had sex with an alien. Okay, fine, maybe it made me feel a little ho-ish, but I couldn’t lie—it felt right.
I wasn’t mad at him, and I didn’t blame him for taking advantage. He’d told me more than once that it wasn’t a dream. He even asked me to be his mate. That should’ve been my big aha moment that this shit was all too real.
“Sunni, we need to leave soon,” he said, his deep voice startling me now that I was fully awake.
“Oh, you’re awake,” I blurted out. I knew it was a weak-ass response, but what  are you supposed to say to the alien you’ve never seen clearly, yet somehow had wild, freaky sex with and promised to be their life mate? 
It was so absurd, I started to laugh, mostly to keep from crying. I must’ve looked like a complete lunatic as I scrambled to untangle myself from my massive, green, alien Space Orc mate.
This was awful, and maybe permanent. Life mate to an alien. The sex was phenomenal but what did being a mate really mean? 
Damn, I’d been in some shit before, but this? This was a whole new level. I couldn’t imagine what could possibly be worse.
Then I heard another male voice.
I froze. I hadn’t heard him come in at all. As messed up  as things already were, I suddenly had the sinking feeling they were about to get a helluva lot more fucked up. 
“Ebanth, you idiot. Tell me you did not mate the human,” the new Space Orc said, his deep, gravelly voice was a nightmare—dark and full of pain. 
I peeked out from behind Ebanth to see him. He was just as massive, standing well over seven feet tall, with dark forest green skin. His thick, long black hair framed his face, adding to the intensity of his presence. The air in the room was thick with danger, and his expression left no doubt—he was pissed.
Panicked, I scrambled behind my own massive Space Orc mate, clinging to the hope that he’d meant what he said about protecting me. Because this new alien? He wasn’t just angry—he was terrifying. And all that fury was directed squarely at me—the human.
“Step the fuck back, Yaroth,” Ebanth growled, his voice hard and commanding. “You’re frightening her!”
Damn straight I was scared. It was just little ole me, quite literally stuck between two angry Space Orcs—the fiercest creatures in the galaxy. Just when I thought things couldn’t get worse, right?
“I don’t give two fucks about scaring her,” Yaroth snapped. “I knew we should’ve blown up that fucking Pstoady ship and been done with it. But no, no killing.
Save the human,” he added mockingly.
Ebanth leaped from the bed in all his green buck naked glory and attacked the shit-talking Space Orc. Even though I was scared witless, I couldn’t help admire my man’s-no scratch that-my mate’s fine physique. But as fine as he was, I knew what time it was. Time to make my exit, while the two aliens were at each other’s throats.
I found my dress next to the cot, along with my small go-pack and the ugly cloak the Pstoadys had insisted I wear to keep me ‘safe’ when we arrived on the planet. Meanwhile, the two Orcs were in a straight-up wrestling match, growling and pummeling each other like wild animals.
Keeping low and quiet, I scooted toward the alcove while they were too busy trying to tear each other apart to notice. There was an exit hidden inside the shack that the Pstoadys had shown me in case I ever needed to make a hasty retreat.
Well, two angry Space Orcs fighting over whether I should live or not was reason enough to use it. Time to bounce—far, fast, and away from both of them.
I made it onto the street with no problem, but now I had a new issue—figuring out which direction to go. The Pstoadys hadn’t come back last night, though with the perpetual overcast skies on this planet, it was hard to tell night from day. 
Adding to that my inability to sleep because of cramps, heat flashes, and those damn erotic dreams, it was impossible to keep track of time.
But now wasn’t the time to agonize over that. I needed to keep my head low and keep moving. Not knowing where to go, I chose the most obvious option: heading in the exact opposite direction of the shack I had been holed up in. With any luck, I’d stumble into some form of civilization soon.
Walking through the maze of beat-down buildings was unsettling, to say the least. The twisted streets and crumbling structures looked abandoned, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was being followed. I did a quick glance around, trying to be subtle, but nothing seemed out of place. Shrugging it off as a bad case of nerves, I picked up my pace, moving rapidly through the narrow alleys.
A sudden rush of wind kicked up, blowing dust everywhere and making the already dim light even darker. I tugged the hood of my cloak lower, shielding my face, and tried not to cough as the gritty air burned my lungs. Dust stung my eyes, forcing me to rub them as I walked blindly forward, my vision blurred.
When my eyes finally cleared, I realized I’d walked straight into a dead-end. Panic rising, I spun around to make a quick escape.
That’s when I came face-to-face with a Space Orc.
Damn. I couldn’t believe they’d found me already.
He approached me slowly, his clawed hands held out in what I guessed was supposed to be a gesture of peace.
“Don’t run, little human. I don’t want to hurt you,” he said, and in that moment, I realized two things. First, this wasn’t my mate—Ebanth. Second, this wasn’t the other one, Killer Space Orc, as I dubbed him, whom I’d just escaped from. That could only mean one thing—it was another one.
Damn. How many of these aliens were after me?
Even in the cloudy, dim light, I could see he was different. He wasn’t the dark forest green of the Killer Orc, nor was he the lime green shade somewhere between yellow and green that my Ebanth was. He was more of a sage green—a softer hue with a hint of gray. He was just as tall as the others, towering over me by at least two feet.
He wasn’t wearing much in the way of clothes. Tight leather-like pants clung to his muscular legs, paired with heavy boots and a weapons harness that crisscrossed his massive, chiseled chest. And of course, just like Ebanth and the Killer Orc, this one had abs for days. I couldn’t help myself—I felt a smile tug at my lips at the thought.
But before I could finish wrapping my head around the absurdity of my situation, a massive cramp doubled me over. I moaned in pain, the sharp ache cutting through any illusions of control I might’ve had.
Before I knew what was happening, the new Space Orc scooped me up into his arms. I pushed against him instinctively, my hands pressing against his solid chest, but he held me tight—just like Ebanth had.
And with that thought came a rush of unexpected heat and longing. My palm rested against him as he carried me to some new destination.
“What’s your name?” I asked, trying to get my lust-filled thoughts in check. He was so strong, carrying me like I weighed nothing—and I was, and always had been, a big girl. He felt so good, I couldn’t stop myself from shifting slightly in his arms.
“You should be still, little human. You wouldn’t want me to drop you,” he said in a teasing voice. But he still hadn’t answered my question.
I wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling myself a little closer, and positioned my face near his.
“My name is Sunni. Sunni Davis,” I said, my voice soft but firm. “You haven’t told me your name. You’re here with my—Ebanth, right?”
He stopped dead in his tracks, his gaze locking onto mine. His expression shifted, something I couldn’t quite read flashing across his face.
“What happened between you and Ebanth?” he asked, his tone edged with curiosity and concern.
“Nothing. I mean, something, but I’m afraid to tell you,” I said, hesitating. “The other Space Orc wanted to kill me and got into a fight with Ebanth when he saw us together.”
“You must mean Yaroth,” he said with a slight shrug. “Don’t take it personally. He wants to kill everybody—that’s just his way.”
With his clawed hand, he gently lifted my chin, forcing my eyes to meet his. His voice dropped, taking on a tone that sent chills down my spine. “I am Ulveth, and you and I are about to get a lot better acquainted.”
Before I could reply, he leaned down and kissed me.
His lips were firm and hot, pressing against mine with an intensity that sent my heart racing. It wasn’t just a kiss—it was a statement, bold and unapologetic. His claws gripped my waist as if to steady me, but there was nothing steady about how I felt. Heat surged through me, my hands clutching at his shoulders as I kissed him back, matching his energy.
A low, rumbling growl vibrated from his chest, and it only pulled me in deeper. His lips softened for a moment, teasing, then claimed mine again with an urgency that made my head spin. I couldn’t deny the spark between us—it was electric, impossible to ignore, and it left me breathless.
When he finally pulled back, his voice was low and full of promise. “You taste as good as I thought you would.”
I couldn’t understand my deep attraction to him—or maybe I could, and I just didn’t want to believe it. After everything I’d done to help the Pstoadys, they had made me one of their test  subjects. Happiness experiment my ass! 
Suddenly, it was crystal clear to me what their little experiment was about.
That had to be what was happening. Either that, or I was the universe’s biggest ho, getting hot for one alien after being with another just a couple hours earlier.
He set me down next to a building, his arms bracketing me on either side as he leaned in, his stance shifting so we were face-to-face.
“You mated Ebanth,” he said, his tone making it clear this was a statement, not a question. “He is our bound brother, and we all share a mate.”
I wasn’t stupid. I’d already pieced this together from the Pstoadys—the other women had all been mated to multiple Space Orcs, usually three or four who were bound together in some kind of cultural brotherhood. But knowing about it and applying it to myself? That was a whole other thing.
The reality of it bitch-slapped me and had me gasping for breath. The air rushed from my lungs, and for the first time in my life, I felt like I might actually faint. I pressed my back into the solid wall behind me, desperate for something to hold on to as my knees threatened to buckle.
Closing my eyes, I forced myself to breathe slowly—in and out, trying to get myself together. My mind raced, but I couldn’t quite process it. Meanwhile, Ulveth stood there, watching me patiently with a hint of amusement tugging at the corner of his mouth.
“Are you okay?” he asked, his voice calm and steady, like he hadn’t just dropped a bomb on me.
“Yeah, I just need a minute to wrap my head around it, that’s all.” What else could I say? Based on everything I’d learned from the Pstoadys, mating with one of them meant that mating with all of them was inevitable.
I kept pacing my breathing until I felt calm again and looked up at Ulveth with a small smile.
“Sunni Davis,” he said, and I couldn’t help but smile even bigger, glad that he’d remembered my name.
He leaned in closer, his lips brushing against my ear. “Will you take my seed, bear my sons, share my life force, complete our bond, and be my mate?” he asked, his voice slow, calm, and hypnotic.
He sounded so good, his deep voice soothing and smooth—wait, hold up. Stop! “Wait, you want me to be your mate? Like, right now?”
Damn, this Space Orc was smooth as new glass.
He pulled back slightly, just enough to give me a little space. “I wish the way we met could have been different. I wish I could have spent time getting to know you, and you could get to know me and my brethren. But unfortunately, Ebanth rushed the process, and now the only way to get my other brethren to accept it is for you to be mated to at least two of us before you get on the ship.”
“I don’t think I should mate you, not if your brothers aren’t going to like it,” I said, feeling a lifetime of insecurities rushing to the surface.
“I’m sorry,” he said softly, “but they will come to care for you—this I vow. We must share the same mate, or it will break our already fractured bond.”
“I don’t understand,” I said, shaking my head.
“Being part of a bound unit should make us stronger, in harmony with each other. Most bound units get along with few to no disagreements. But the nature of our—assignments requires extreme violence. That violence manifests with us constantly at each other’s throats. It’s been getting much worse lately, and I believe you may be our only salvation. With a mate, our focus, our purpose will change.”
“I’m still not sure I understand. How do I change your focus or purpose? I’m not a violent person—not unless I have to be—but that’s not who I am. I mean, I don’t think I would fit,” I said, a sadness creeping over me that I couldn’t quite comprehend.
I must have dropped my head because I felt his claw lift my chin. His sexy half-smile met me, the one I was already beginning to associate with him.
“You don’t change our purpose. You are our purpose. Our sole focus. Being with you, protecting you, caring for you—it will unite us in a way only you can. Nothing else ever could,” he said, his voice low and seductive.
Damn. I felt myself melting. If I were an ice cube, I’d be a puddle right now.
“Okay,” I said weakly.
“Okay,” he repeated, his tone firm. “Will you become my mate?” he asked definitively.
“Yes,” I said, a huge smile spreading across my face. I mean, who would say no to that offer?
Ulveth’s clawed hand still cupped my chin, his thumb brushing over my jawline with a tenderness that contrasted with the raw power radiating from him. His eyes locked onto mine, and for a moment, everything else disappeared—the dusty streets, the abandoned building at my back, the chaos of the planet. It was just him and me.
Then he leaned in.
His lips crashed into mine, no hesitation, no holding back. The kiss was hot, raw and passionate like nothing I’d ever felt before. One of his clawed hands gripped my waist, pulling me so close I could feel every inch of him pressed against me. A soft sound escaped my lips, and he took it as an invitation to deepen the kiss, his mouth moving against mine with a hunger that made my head spin.
In the heat of the moment, my dress was pulled up and I felt his clawed fingers exploring my bare skin. In my rush to escape earlier, I hadn't bothered with panties and now I was thankful for that decision. The rough wall behind me offered little comfort as he traced his knuckles over my weeping pussy. I moaned into his mouth, losing myself in the intensity of his touch.
In one swift motion, he lifted me off the ground and positioned himself at my entrance. As his thick alien cock penetrated me, I felt every inch of him filling me up from within. He was an unstoppable force, driving deeper and deeper until I thought I would burst with pleasure. My body craved more of him, consumed by an unquenchable thirst that only he could satisfy. With every thrust of his massive alien cock inside me, I was transported to heights of pleasure I had never known before.
My body shook and trembled with each deep and passionate penetration. His body heat enveloped me like a cocoon. I tightened my grip on him as I held on for dear life, lost in the ecstasy of being claimed by this alien with honey-sweet words and an insatiable desire.
I dug my nails into his back, holding on for dear life as I felt myself reaching the edge of my climax. I couldn't resist any longer. He thrust deeper inside me, if that was even possible, and I felt his release flood into me. In that moment, there was just the two of us, connected as one through raw passion and instinctive need. Nothing else mattered–no Pstoady scientists, no Chaos planet, no uncertain future - just this fragile new bond that bound us together.
“You are mine, Sunni,” he whispered, his voice low and raw with emotion. “And I am yours—always.”
I nodded, unable to speak, my chest tight from everything he’d just said. Damn, I was falling for him—hard.




Chapter 6: Ulveth Brak – Space Orc
I had a mate. A human mate.
One that I’d vowed—just as my brothers had—never to take. Unlike my bound brothers, however, I was fairly certain that we’d all end up mating the human. When we were last on Orcqlaneasus, we’d all been struck by the sheer beauty of the human females. Even Qorath, who seemed unusually wary of them, couldn’t deny their physical appeal.
Ebanth, of course, was the one to come up with the ridiculous promise to “not fuck the human.” And, of course, he not only fucked her—he mated her too.
What troubled me more was that he’d lost her. She’d slipped away from the shack where she’d been hiding, completely unnoticed. To make matters worse, he’d gotten into a physical altercation with Yaroth—something unheard of in most bound brotherhoods, but unfortunately all too common in ours.
Perhaps it was as I’d described to Sunni, the covert nature of our missions and the violent outcomes of each one. Whatever the reason, it felt like our bond was a trillium sword pushed beyond its limits—cracking under the strain and on the verge of breaking.
Could this passionate human squirming in my arms be the force to reforge us? My entire being told me she was the answer, the heat needed to meld us back into something stronger. But convincing my other two brothers felt like striking that trillium blade—a weapon volatile by nature and likely to explode without careful precision.
“I think you should put me down now,” Sunni said irritably.
She’d insisted on walking back to the ship, but I’d chosen to carry her instead. It was faster this way, but that wasn’t the only reason. I enjoyed having her in my arms, her lush body pressed against mine, and I wasn’t in a hurry to let her go.
Rather than argue, I kept up my rapid pace, and soon we reached the docking bay where my ship came into view. I set her on the ground.
“You can walk now. Our ship is there,” I said, gesturing toward it.
“Um—I completely forgot to ask. Did you find the Pstoadys?” she inquired.
“We did,” I said, a little more curt than I’d intended. I wasn’t ready for this conversation—not yet, and not here.
She stopped in her tracks, forcing me to turn and face her. The storm of emotions on her face made it clear she wouldn’t let it go so easily.
“Oh my god, you didn’t kill them, did you? And by ‘you,’ I mean all of you—or any of you, especially the bloodthirsty one who wanted to kill me too,” she said, anger lacing her voice.
I resisted the urge to react to her outburst, though her description of Yaroth as bloodthirsty was spot-on and, admittedly, quite amusing. Still, I maintained a stoic expression, hoping to ease her concern without revealing the full extent of our mission.
“No, none of my brethren killed the Pstoadys—not even Yaroth, the one you’ve labeled bloodthirsty.” My tone was calm as I continued, “They’ve been taken into custody and are currently secured in a cabin aboard the ship. Once you’re settled, you can see them if you wish… with supervision, of course.”
“What? Why?” she asked, her voice sharp before she caught herself. A moment later, she softened, directing a radiant smile at me. “I get it. You don’t trust me yet, but you will—I promise.”
“It’s more than trust,” I said, meeting her big, brown, trusting eyes. “It seems the Pstoadys have infected you with pheromones, just as they have the other human females.” I paused, letting the weight of my words settle. “It’s to keep you safe.”
She nodded, and we continued the short trek to the ship, both of us lost in our thoughts about what was to come. Just before we reached the entrance, I stopped, turning to reassure her. I took her small hand and placed it gently in my much larger, clawed one.
“Ebanth is already onboard, as is Yaroth. Qorath is our pseudo-leader, though we all assume leadership when necessary. They are your mates as much as Ebanth and I, even if you’ve not yet taken them into your body physically. They could no more deny you than deny the arm attached to their shoulder. You are a part of us now,” I said, my voice firm but gentle, hoping to ease her fears.
“I understand. Everything will be fine—just a little strained at first,” she replied, her tone steady as she offered me a reassuring smile instead.
Yes, this human was what we needed to mend our bond. Now, I only had to convince my other two stubborn brothers of the same before they did something irreparable—something we could never come back from.
~~~
I guided Sunni to a cabin that Ebanth had prepared for her in my absence. When I found him and Yaroth locked in battle in the small shack, he seemed devastated that she wasn’t there and wanted to aid me in searching for her. But after witnessing the spectacle between him and Yaroth, I made it clear that the human—as I still thought of her then—had left after seeing their display of violence. I convinced him to return to the ship and prepare a place to house her for the journey to Orcqlaneasus. At the time, I hadn’t realized he had already mated her, though in hindsight, the fight between him and Yaroth made far more sense.
As I’d expected, Ebanth had prepared the largest cabin for our mate, clearing out most of the catch-all artifacts we’d accumulated during our treks across the galaxy. We stepped inside, and I gave her a brief tour, pointing out the adjoining lavatory and shower unit.
“When do I meet the others?” she asked tentatively, her voice soft but curious.
“I thought you might like to rest before meeting them,” I replied. “But it’s your choice. We can go to the bridge now if you prefer. We’ll be leaving the planet soon, and getting off Chaos is bound to improve everyone’s mood.”
“I’m not really tired, but I wouldn’t mind using the lav to clean myself up before facing the others,” she said, a sly smile playing on her lips. “Can you show me how to use the shower?” she added, though the question was far from innocent.
Had I not been looking directly at her, I might have missed the heat in her eyes that accompanied her words. I was already formulating a response to her enticing request when the stateroom door slid open, and my bound brother burst in.
“Ebanth,” Sunni said, running toward him. He caught her effortlessly, lifting her as though she weighed nothing, and kissed her with an intensity that spoke of possession—as though it had been eons, not mere hours, since they were last together.
Reluctantly, he set her down, his claws brushing her waist briefly before he stepped back. She looked up at him, her expression soft yet uncertain.
“You ran from me,” he said, his voice more wounded than angry.
“I’m sorry,” she replied. “The other one—Yaroth—he scared me when he said he should have killed me. And then you two started what looked like a death match, so I ran.”
“Did I scare you?” he asked, his words low and deliberate.
She nodded, and without hesitation, Ebanth pulled her into his arms, holding her tightly.
“Never fear me, mate,” he said, his voice steady, almost a growl. “I would die before ever hurting you. My heart is full.”
A part of me was uncomfortable witnessing this tender side of my bound brother. Yet another part was profoundly glad to see it. It was their moment, but I wanted to share in it.
“As would I, my Sunni,” I said, staking my claim to our mate before my bound brother.
Ebanth turned to me, a low growl rumbling in his chest. “You have mated,” he said—not as a question, but a statement.
“Yes,” I replied, my own growl rising in response, the weight of my claim unmistakable.
“Ulveth was just offering to show me how to operate the shower. Perhaps, Ebanth, you could assist. I’m sure I’ll need both of your help to figure out this alien technology,” Sunni said, flashing a mischievous smile as she slipped from Ebanth’s embrace, darted past me, and disappeared into the lav.
For a moment that stretched like an eternity, my bound brother and I locked eyes, the unspoken tension crackling between us. Each of us silently debated the next move with our new mate. The impasse finally broke when Ebanth smirked.
“Brother,” he said, his tone laced with good humor, “we should assist our mate. She seems to need us—both.”
As we entered the bathroom, we were taken aback by the sight before us. Sunni stood there, pulling her braids up atop her head, completely naked. She had large, full breasts and wide hips, perfect for carrying the sons of my brothers and I. The thought surprised me, since I had never thought to mate, have sons, or be anything other than the assassin warrior that I was. But looking upon her like this, knowing she was ours, the desire to impregnate her surged through me as I imagined her rounded stomach growing with our offspring.
My brother and I couldn't resist any longer, our thoughts united for once as we each lusted for this captivating human before us. We quickly stripped off our clothes, unable to wait any longer. I reached out and grabbed one of her large breasts in my clawed hand, squeezing tightly as she whimpered.
Without hesitation, Ebanth turned on the shower and Sunni stepped inside, the water cascading down her naked body. I wasted no time in lifting her over my shoulders and pressing her against the wall. I needed to taste her, to claim her as mine. With a deep growl, I plunged my tongue deep into her warm wet pussy and she screamed in ecstasy, climaxing almost instantly.
Surprisingly, Ebanth stood by patiently, allowing me to feast upon our mate without interrupting. This was a first for us – usually there was competition and arguing over who got to enjoy our shared possessions. But this time, it was different. She made us different.
After quenching my thirst with her cum, I lifted her quivering body off of my shoulders. I handed my precious mate to my bound brother who had been waiting patiently.  His patience didn't last long though, and he quickly pushed our mate against the opposite wall and thrust his massive cock into her waiting entrance with a force causing him to growl deeply and her to answer with an equally soulful grunt.
Watching them together only fueled my own lust and anticipation. My cock throbbed, aching for release, but I fought to be as patient as my brother had been. Ebanth gripped her hips tightly as he thrust into her with unrelenting force, his body was slick from the pounding water of the shower and the sheen of exertion.
She cried out in pleasure as he brought her to multiple orgasms, her body writhing against his. Finally, he also reached his climax, filling her with his hot seed. He gently lifted her off and passed her to me.
I looked into her glazed eyes and saw her desire for me. As the water streamed from the shower, I positioned her body so that her ass was pushed up, ready for me to enter her from behind. She was warm, wet and stretched from Ebanth, making it easier for me to slide inside her willing body. She moaned and grunted, driving me wild with desire as I slid my cock into her dripping pussy.  In my periphery, I could see Ebanth stroking his own cock, enjoying the sight, as I had, of his brother claiming our human mate.
This time however, his patience ran short. He moved to Sunni's mouth and presented her with his throbbing cock. I watched as she hesitated at first but then tentatively licked the tip, sending a jolt of desire through my body spurring me to pummel into her. She screamed in pleasure and Ebanth took advantage and pressed his cock deep into her throat.
Together we ravaged our mate as one, reveling in her cries of ecstasy as she was pleasured from both ends at once. Overcome in our desire, we moved as one as we all reached climax simultaneously. Ebanth found release in Sunni’s throat as she eagerly swallowed his release. I felt Sunni’s body convulse in pleasure as her pussy tightened around my cock as she reached her climax, while I released my seed deep within her womb. 
Lost in our passionate frenzy, we were unaware of a silent witness to our debauchery. Yaroth had slipped in, watching us with a mixture of anger and longing on his face. He was against having a human mate, but even he couldn't deny the allure of Sunni's body. Perhaps this was the start of acceptance for him.




Chapter 7: Sunni Davis – Cosmetologist
After the intensity of the shower session with both my mates, I was exhausted. I was sure I got more dirty than clean, I thought with a sleepy laugh, but it was well worth it.
I wasn’t surprised to see Killer Space Orc—as I still thought of Yaroth—leaning against the doorway, leering at us. As long as he kept his distance, we were all good.
Ebanth dried me off, and I was thankful that I’d had the presence of mind to put in box braids for my trip to outer space. Trying to figure out my hair with no shampoo, no conditioner, and no moisturizer would have been a nightmare. At least with the braids—even wet—my hair would be easier to manage, especially considering all the other shit I had to deal with with my two mates.
Ulveth carried me into the stateroom and gently laid me on the big bed. He pulled the blanket over me, his claws careful as he tucked me in. Then he leaned down and pressed a kiss to my forehead, his warmth lingering, like he didn’t want to pull away just yet.
And I wasn’t ready to let him go. I reached up, grabbed his face in my hands, and pulled him down, pressing my lips to his. The kiss wasn’t rushed—it was slow, deep, and passionate. Not just a recap of what had just happened, but a glimpse of our future together.
When Ulveth finally stepped back, I turned to Ebanth, who had been standing quietly, watching us. I held out my hand to him, and without a second’s hesitation, he stepped forward. I kissed him with the same passion I’d given Ulveth—a clear sign that this was real. We were bound. We were mates.
After a moment, they both left the stateroom, leaving me to snuggle under the covers. Exhausted but still buzzing from everything that had happened, I drifted into a restless sleep.
~~~
I woke up sometime later, still feeling out of sorts. For the past few days—or nights—I’d had dreams about the Space Orcs that were extremely erotic. But now, after actually being with two of them, the dreams had taken a sharp turn from sensual and passionate to dangerous and violent. I didn’t know what to make of it, especially now that I was officially their mate—well, sort of.
I still couldn’t imagine mating with Killer Space Orc, even if he had pulled the whole Peeping Tom thing while my mates and I were at it. And I still hadn’t met Qorath, their so-called leader. I had a sinking feeling I wasn’t going to like him any more than I liked Killer.
On top of that, I still needed to check on the two little Pstoadys. I was still salty that they’d infected me with baby-making pheromones without my permission—just like they had with all the other human women. It felt like all my effort explaining free will, choices, and consequences had gone straight over their heads. I didn’t know what was up with those little guys. They seemed so helpful—right up until they jacked you up with the gotta-have-sex pheromone.
I was still feeling the effects of it, with the crazy, unsettling dreams just one of the side effects. I was still a little crampy, although it was nothing like it had been earlier. But the persistent overheating was still very present. Between the dreams, cramps, and heat, I was a whole mess—one I struggled to wrap my mind around.
On the one hand, I had two fierce aliens who seemed really into me. The sex was phenomenal, and I felt completely at ease with them—more than I’d ever felt in any relationship, even my long-term one with Marquis.
On the other hand, there were still two other aliens who wanted nothing to do with me—one I hadn’t met yet and one who might actually want me dead. The whole situation was beyond messy, and the more I thought about it, the more tangled my thoughts became. That thought made me laugh to myself, thinking there was no way to comb through the knots of this complicated relationship.
I looked around the room and located my go-bag, which I’d had the presence of mind to grab when I ran from the shack. I uncovered the spa lotion tucked in a pocket and quickly dressed in what I found inside—a pair of leggings and a basic T-shirt—something I might’ve worn back at my shop in Memphis. The only thing missing was my signature smock. That life seemed so distant, so far away, and not just in miles. It felt like it belonged to someone else—certainly not me, at least not the me that I was now.
I sat on the edge of the bed, absently rubbing lotion into my skin, when a flood of memories from my old life hit me all at once. The weight of it pressed down on me, suffocating. I felt a panic attack creeping in, and I knew that would be bad—really bad—especially out here, alone, in space.
Leaning forward, I dropped the small tube, pressed my head between my knees, and focused on my breathing. Slow and steady, in and out, until the anxiety began to recede and my thoughts started to settle.
“What’s wrong with you?” I heard Yaroth’s voice from the shadows long before I even saw him. What was up with this alien dude? He was always sneaking around unnoticed, and always at the worst possible time.
“Shit, you scared me,” I said, my anxiety bubbling over. Seeing that it was Killer Space Orc, fear felt like the right response.
“That’s good—you should be afraid of me,” he said as he seemed to materialize from the shadows.
It was then I realized showing this asshole fear was the last thing I should be doing. I knew his type—a straight-up bully. And the more fear you gave a bully, the stronger they got and the weaker you got. Yeah, he was an alien, but his type wasn’t anything new that I hadn’t dealt with in the past.
I might be the chick that was all smiles, and generally pretty friendly, but he would learn not to mistake my kindness for weakness, because I was not the one to be pushed around.
“I didn’t say I was afraid of you. I meant you startled me, sneaking in here unannounced,” I said, pulling myself back together.
“I was sent to take you to the bridge,” he said flatly.
“Ebanth and Ulveth sent you instead of coming themselves?” I asked, giving him the side-eye.
“No, Qorath did. But I figured you’d take it better if you thought it came from your mates,” he said, his mocking tone grating on my nerves.
“Why would he send you?” I asked.  This whole thing seemed off.
“He probably figured I’d either fuck you or kill you,” he said casually, like he was talking about the weather.
“What the—no way in hell! Just so we’re clear, I’m definitely not fucking you,” I shot back, indignant. He was a piece of work, and with that shitty attitude, it was going to take a long time—if ever—before I’d even consider him mate material.
“The other option suits me just fine,” he said in a chilling voice. “Though it does create… complications.”
“Yeah, like Ulveth and Ebanth wouldn’t kill you on the spot if you even tried,” I said defiantly, with way more confidence than I actually felt.
“Maybe. I’d welcome it,” he said, his words heavy and dark. For a moment, I thought I saw something other than hate or lust in his eyes—maybe pain, maybe longing—but then it disappeared.
“Let’s go. Qorath is waiting,” he added sharply, cutting the moment short like it had never happened.
I slipped on my ballet flats, wishing I had my five-inch stilettos instead. Sure, I’d still be short next to this giant, but they’d at least give me a little extra confidence. Oh well—the important thing was not to let him see how nervous he made me.
I flashed my best smile at him. “Okay, I’m ready to go. Take me to your leader,” I said with a laugh.
He grumbled under his breath, and I couldn’t help but feel a small sense of victory. At least I’d managed to annoy him.
~~~
We reached the bridge after a series of dizzying turns throughout the ship. I quickly realized that Killer Space Orc was intentionally trying to confuse me, making sure I couldn’t figure out which way was which. It felt unnecessary—escaping wasn’t even on my radar—but from his perspective, maybe it was a smart move.
The bridge itself wasn’t at all what I was expecting. For one, Ulveth and Ebanth weren’t there, which was a huge disappointment. I thought they’d be waiting to greet me, but no such luck.
Second, the space was much rougher than I’d imagined. In my head, it would be sleek and futuristic, all white surfaces, hi-tech panels, and flashing lights. While there were screens and some flashing lights, that was about all the real bridge and my imaginary one had in common.
The actual bridge was bare—well, sparse was probably a better word. Dark, metallic, and completely lacking warmth, it looked like the kind of place where dangerous Space Orcs would issue orders to blow up ships, plan assassinations, or plot the demise of innocent Pstoadys—and terrified hair stylists. My brain went into overdrive, spiraling with worst-case scenarios. Girl, calm down—don’t lose it now! I was determined to not let Killer Space Orc catch even a hint of fear from me.
Taking a deep breath, I kept scanning the intimidating bridge—until I froze. My eyes locked on the most unexpected thing—or alien—on the bridge: Qorath. Sure, I expected him to be here, but I didn’t expect him. I didn’t expect him to be this F.I.N.E. My breath caught as I stared. His long, gorgeous black (2C)  hair fell past his waist, hair I couldn’t help but notice—given my profession and all. His emerald-green skin was vibrant and flawless, perfectly setting off his piercing black eyes that seemed to see right through me.
“Damn, I’m losing my shit,” I muttered under my breath, completely thrown. How could anyone this fine also scare the hell out of me? It was almost too much to take in.
In height and build, he was similar to my mates, but his face was another level. He was beautiful in an alien, disarming way, with sharp angles and an expressive face that seemed to command attention without trying. Right now, he was sizing me up just as much as I was sizing him, and I could only hope he liked what he saw. Yet again, I wished I’d worn my six-inch stilettos. At least then I wouldn’t feel so tiny under his intense gaze.
Damn Pstoady sex-pheromone—I could literally feel myself heating up just looking at him. And it wasn’t helping that Killer Orc was standing right there, looking just as fine. I tried hard to disassociate how good he looked from the fact that he still actively considered killing me, but my body didn’t seem to care much about the distinction.
Where the hell were my mates? I mean, technically, these two were my mates too, and that thought had me—gushing. Literally.
Qorath and Yaroth both stepped closer, and suddenly, I was face to face with a seven-and-a-half-foot wall of pure Orc masculinity. It was too much—my body reacted before I could even think. Closing my eyes, I let it happen.
“Did she just come?” Qorath asked Yaroth, his voice as silky smooth as new bedsheets.
“She did,” Killer Orc said in his condescending fashion.
“Well that’s–unexpected,” he said looking down at me with a smirk. “I need to talk to you, Sunni. Do you think you can compose yourself long enough for us to have a conversation about you and the Pstoadys?”
His voice was doing things to me and even though I wanted to pull myself together I couldn’t.
I shook my head, “Um no, I don’t think I can.” I bent slightly to steady myself and I was hit by a vicious cramp followed by another orgasmic gush.
“This seems to be a good time to ask. Sunni, will you become my mate, take my seed, and bear my sons.” I heard the words but I couldn’t believe that they were coming from Yaroth.
“That depends,” I said between cramps, “Are you still thinking about killing me?” I asked as seriously as I could muster given the situation.
“I can’t deny thinking about it, after all that’s how all our missions go.  But I won’t give in to my–what did you call it– my ’bloodthirsty’ nature if you become my mate,” he said mockingly. “Does that make you feel better?”
“No not really, to be honest, I don’t like you very much. You’re a bully,” I said breathing through the escalating cramps. Whatever was happening to my body was way worse than it had been before. And if I hadn’t been in agony, I would have walked away and not given him the satisfaction of even answering his question. But the reality was, I would have to mate with either Yaroth or Qorath relatively soon, just to keep from losing my shit!
I wondered why Qorath wasn’t saying anything, like he was fucking above it all. That pissed me off almost as much as Yaroth’s condescending attitude.
“Are you just going to stand there and watch,” I spat at him angrily.
“Yes, that’s exactly my plan–although I thought I might get a better view if I sat,” he said before walking away from me and sitting in what I assumed was his captain’s chair.
“What’s it going to be human, do we fuck or not?” he said while stroking his thick cock. He’d freed it from its confines during my brief conversation with Qorath and the sight of the dark green spear-shaped cockhead was hypnotic.
“Yes,” I said in more of a grunt than actual words.
“Not good enough, tell me what you’re saying yes to so that we’re clear and there are no regrets,” he said, deliberately delaying my sexual gratification.
“Yes, I’ll be your mate, have your babies, whatever, let’s just fuck,” I said in exasperation.
I thought I heard both males laugh at me—which would have been the final straw. But when I looked at each one, all I saw was deadly seriousness.
This entire encounter was not going the way I expected. I thought there’d be outright hostility. I thought they’d tell me I had to separate from Ebanth and Ulveth. But this—this was way worse. If my Orcs didn’t kill those interfering Pstoadys, I might do it my damn self for putting me through this humiliating mating episode.
“Take off your clothes, human,” Killer ordered, his voice deep and commanding, and despite my annoyance at the situation, I eagerly complied.
I quickly kicked off my shoes and stripped out of my T-shirt and leggings. Normally, I’d feel some type of way about two males staring at my body, but I was too damn horny to care. My brain and my body were feverish–I didn’t hesitate—I just did it.
Yaroth was sitting in his chair, stroking his massive throbbing cock.  I could see a glistening drop of pre-cum at the pointed tip and damn if it didn’t look absolutely mouthwatering.  I glided over to Yareth in a sex-induced haze, unable to stop myself. Without a second thought, I grabbed it and licked his spearhead like a fucking lollipop. His flavor exploded on my tongue—rich, with an exotic tangy mint and spice that sent chills down my spine.
I heard my clients in the shop talk about being dick-matized before but I never expected it to happen to me, much less with an alien.
“No, you can drink your fill of my cum another time,” he said, pulling me away, his smirk still firmly in place, even now, when we were finally coming together.
“Come, little human, sit here—if you think you can handle it,” he teased, his voice heavy with challenge. “We wouldn’t want you damaged, pretty mate,” he added, baiting me with that smug tone.
Challenge accepted! I climbed over my Killer Space Orc, and looked at his enormous cock trying to figure out how to take it in.  It was massive—green and impossibly large. I wondered how I could handle it, but since I’d already fucked his brothers and they were both equally as huge I knew I could take him too. But this was Killer, and everything about him just fucked me up.
Killer lifted me to help me get on, and I stretched my legs into an obscene split over his oozing cock. He held onto my hips and I hurriedly positioned myself to take him inside me.
“Slow down, human. If you get hurt, my brothers really will kill me,” he said, his tone intense, his eyes locking onto mine like he meant every word.
I started lowering myself on him, but he held my ass firmly and controlled how much of himself he put inside me. Sliding onto him in this position, it was a slow burn as he sunk into me inch by fucking inch. 
The more he filled me, the more the sensation built and I couldn't help but moan loudly. He was only halfway in, and I was trembling and shaking something fierce.  
It was too damn much—every movement felt like it was going to rip me apart. Maybe this was his plan all along. Maybe this was how I’d die: in outer space, fucked to death by a Killer Space Orc.
He pulled me forward, leaned in and clenched my nipple between his teeth. I felt the sharp points of his fangs against my breast and his sharp claws pressing on my ass. It was dangerous, it was thrilling, it was orgasmic. When he bit me, it sent me over the edge, and for the first time in my life, I saw stars—like actual, fucking stars. My hips instinctively pressed down, taking him in fully until he was buried deep inside me. 
“Oh my god!” I screamed. He was so deep in me I could literally see his dickprint in my stomach. That should have freaked me out, but instead, I came again.
Killer grabbed my breasts with his claws and I could feel the sharp tips sending sparks of pain   with every thrust of his cock. My breath caught as my alien bucked and jerked beneath me, his rhythm unrelenting.  It was intense—every move sent waves of pleasure through me. Still, I was afraid to look into his eyes for fear of what I might see. I closed my eyes, held on for the ride, and did what I needed to do.  I was fucking this alien like my life depended on it, and since I still wasn’t a hundred percent sure that he wouldn’t kill me, that might not have been too far from the truth.
I heard a chime, and Killer slowed down, his claws steady on me.
“Shit,” he muttered, glancing toward Qorath. “Don’t tell me that’s coming from Orcqlaneasus.”
I heard Qorath give a strained response and I turned to witness him stroking his own cock while watching me and Killer do the nasty. How had I forgotten he was even there? I’d been so caught up in the overwhelming intensity of the moment with Yaroth that everything else had faded into the background.
“Fuck, it’s worse,” he said. “It’s Chief Elder Illbrien calling from his diplomatic ship.”
The comms chimed again as we continued to fuck, the insistent sound drilling into the moment.
“Don’t fucking answer it,” he growled between strokes, his voice rough with tension.
“Fuck you, Yaroth!” Qorath’s voice snapped from the controls. “Hurry the fuck up—I’m dying here!”
The comms chimed again, louder this time, as though whoever was on the other end wasn’t planning to wait much longer.
Yaroth leaned in and bit my breast, adding another touch of pain to my overwhelming pleasure. I couldn’t hold back another second. I felt my orgasm start from my toes and slowly climb up my body until all I could do was scream and clench my pussy down on his merciless, pounding cock. 
He looked stunned, like he couldn’t believe my frail human body had gotten the better of him, pressing him into an orgasm that he hadn’t quite expected. I felt his alien cum filling my body and I came again squeezing more of his seed into my body. 
For a brief moment, he looked at me—maybe for the first time—with something that wasn’t anger, lust, or hostility. Breathless, he pressed his forehead to mine, a rare and unexpected softness settling across his features as he smiled. 
I returned the smile and reached out to hold him close, but before I could, Qorath abruptly tore me away, his powerful grip on my waist making his strength impossible to ignore as he dragged me to his station.
Despite knowing it was coming, it still caught me off guard with its suddenness. He pushed me faced down in his captain’s chair, leaving my ass in the air, completely at his mercy.
“I promise, little mate, next time I’ll pleasure you. But for now, I must bury my seed in your womb,” Qorath’s deep voice rumbled as he leaned into me from behind.
“Sunni, take my seed. Be my mate,” he said, his words simple yet commanding. Even from my dizzy, upside-down position, I didn’t hesitate. I knew what my answer would be.
“Yes,” I moaned as I felt the spearhead of his cock at my entrance, still dripping with Yaroth’s seed and my own cum.
Somewhere deep inside, I heard a little voice say, ‘Girl, now you know that’s nasty,’ but I wasn’t trying to hear that now, so I pushed it far, far away—like from where I was in space all the way back to Memphis, thousands and thousands of miles away.
I held onto the arms of the Captain’s chair as he easily entered me. This beautiful alien being was in me, he was mine and I was his.
The chime sounded again, but this time it echoed throughout the ship, like a blaring emergency klaxon.
“Shit,” Qorath growled. “Fuck Illbrien and his damn interference.”
The alarm screamed again through the ship, loud enough to rattle my brain, but Qorath didn’t stop. His clawed hands held onto my wide hips like he couldn’t let go, as he relentlessly pounded into me.
There was no way I wouldn’t be sore as fuck after both him and Yaroth, not to mention my earlier encounters with Ebanth and Ulveth, but that was tomorrow’s problem.
As he pressed his cock deep against my womb, his body moved against mine in a passionate whirlwind that made the chaos around us feel distant.
“Yaroth, shut that fucking noise off!” Qorath growled, his voice rough and commanding, cutting through the blaring sirens. I felt his anger radiate from his body into mine.
The bridge doors crashed open, and my head snapped up just in time to see Ebanth and Ulveth storm in, weapons drawn and ready for a fight—until their eyes landed on us.
“What the fuck, Qorath, now?!” Ebanth’s voice was a mix of disbelief and frustration, but it didn’t stop Qorath for even a second.
He continued fucking me in front of his brothers, like the blaring alarms and flashing emergency lights weren’t even there—things I hadn’t even noticed until now. 
Everything felt overwhelming—so much was happening, too much. My body tensed as I reached my climax, violently shaking under the weight of it all. But I wasn’t alone.
Qorath was with me, completely, and somehow, even with his brothers watching, we came  together. Our passion cut through the chaos, binding us in a mating that neither of us, no, none of us, would ever forget.




Chapter 8: Yaroth Krym – Space Orc
If I’m being completely honest with myself, it wasn’t until I had cum inside Sunni that I decided not to kill her. It was a shitty thing to think, but that was the truth of it. 
“Yaroth, what the fuck is up with the ship’s emergency system,” Ulveth said turning his ire towards me.
Yeah, he was pissed that he rushed on the bridge to find Qorath fucking his little human, but what did he expect. She belonged to all of us–even me.
The alarms were grating on my nerves too.  I ran a systems check and couldn’t see anything to account for it, and worse yet, no fucking way to turn them off.
“I’ve done a quick systems check, and I can’t find anything wrong,” I said.
“Clearly you didn’t do a good job, because there seems to be a lot wrong, right now, “ Ebanth said, and I couldn’t help thinking he meant more than the noise and lights from the sirens.
He had been the first one to mate the human, after pontificating about, ‘not fucking the human.’ What an asshole. But I get it now, even if I hadn’t at first. She was hard to fucking resist, and despite her small size well she–she fucked me up.
I ran another systems check before going to the engine room to thoroughly run a diagnostic on all the ship’s systems.
The only anomaly was the messaging system from the comms. We had well over 20 messages on a loop coming in from Chief Elder Illbrien–the fucker.
“It looks like we’ve gotten bombarded by messages from the Chief Elder.  He wants us to open a channel and contact him immediately,” I said to the others.
Ulveth responded, rather than Qorath, who still seemed to be getting his shit together after fucking Sunni.
“Sunni, get dressed and stay out of sight,” he said first.
“Ebanth, make sure the Chief Elder doesn’t see Sunni until we know what he’s up to.  I wouldn’t put it past him to be behind this alarm situation,” he continued.
He walked over to Qorath and placed his hand on his shoulder. “Are you up to taking this right now, or do you want me to take the lead?”
“I’m good,” he said and looked at Sunni, who was smiling broadly at him.
Sunni covered up her luscious body and turned to Ebanth. “Are you mad at me?” she asked, reaching her hand out to his clawed one.
“No, I was just surprised,” he said hesitantly. “You are mate to all of us.”
Smiling again, she jumped into his arms and started kissing him, while we all watched with varying degrees of lopsided grins splayed across our collective faces.
Realizing the idiocy of the moment, I broke the mirth. “That can wait. Get Illbrien on the comms before my head explodes from the noise,” I said.
I was rewarded with one of Sunni’s signature radiant smiles directed at me. And despite myself, I felt the corners of my lips tug upward in a return gesture.
“Yeah, let’s do it,” Ulveth said, moving to his station.
Qorath sat in his chair, took a deep breath, and opened a comm channel to the Chief Elder.
Immediately, the screen filled with the very angry Chief Elder of the Orcqlaneasus Directorate.
“What the fuck is going on? I’ve been trying to contact you for more than an hour,” he said.
“We were unavailable, Chief Elder,” Qorath said calmly.
I knew that comment was going to make our unhinged leader lose his shit.
“Did you find the Pstoadys and the human female with them?” he asked.
Qorath briefly scanned the room, looking at each of us before answering Illbrien. It was a subtle move, communicating in nuances, but it was something we had mastered through our bond—the only thing.
With a slight, almost imperceptible nod, we each gave our assent.
“Yes, we have both the human and the Pstoadys in custody on our ship,” he said. “We’re en route now to Orcqlaneasus.”
“Fuck that!” Illbrien said, surprising us all. “After what they did to my mate, I want them dead!”
Qorath abruptly stood up from his chair, his anger mirroring all of ours.
“What the fuck do you mean you want them dead? We chased them for weeks across two galactic quadrants to take them back to Orcqlaneasus—to stand trial,” he yelled.
“I know your orders, warrior. I gave them to you. But that was before they sent my mate to a toxic planet, and my brethren and I had to battle sulfur beasts and a volcanic mountain to rescue her. Even now, she’s in a comatose state while we flush the hydrogen sulfate out of her system,” he yelled.
“Chief Elder…” Qorath attempted, but he was cut off by Illbrien.
“I want them dead, and I want it done right now! I want to see you kill them and jettison their corpses into space,” he said.
I looked over at Sunni, and her face was a mask of terror. I got up from my station to walk toward her, and she backed away—not just from me, but from Ebanth too, who looked on helplessly.
Qorath shut down the comms in the middle of Illbrien’s rant.
I slowly approached her as she pressed her back into the wall, tears flowing from her beautiful brown eyes.
“You are our mate,” I said. “Each of us is sworn to protect you with our lives.”
She nodded in agreement but continued to cry, the tears flowing unabated. I looked to each of my brethren, wondering what to do. We were assassins, and before mating her, any one of us would have killed her if given the order. She was right to fear us—but that was before.
I tried to think of how I could convince her that our vows to her were true, that she had nothing to fear. She was our mate and knowing that should have been enough—but it wasn’t. Other than the bond-bond between my brothers, nothing else would ever matter as much.
I looked to my brothers and wondered why none of them were coming forward, and then I remembered—I was the one she called Killer Space Orc. I was the one she feared the most.
“What about the Pstoadys? Are you going to kill them?” she asked through her tears.
I didn’t know how to answer that. Then, an idea came to me—an incomprehensible idea, one that no one would ever believe was mine.
“No.” I said emphatically.
Ulveth looked at me, surprised. “No? How do you plan to get around a direct order from the Supreme Leader of our planet?” he asked.
“Yes, brother, what are you thinking? Sunni is our mate. There are no circumstances in which we would be required to kill her, even if we could—which we could not,” Ebanth added, trying to reassure Sunni.
“They could escape,” I said.
“Not damn likely,” Qorath countered. “Absolutely no one would believe two small Pstoady scientists escaped the claws of four fierce Orcqlaneasion warrior assassins in their prime. It’s too ridiculous to even imagine.”
He started laughing uncontrollably, and Ulveth and Ebanth soon joined in.
Everyone seemed to think it was funny—except Sunni. She stopped crying and wrapped her arms around my waist.
“I think it’s a brilliant idea,” she said, smiling up at me. And right then, whether it was a dumb idea or not, I knew I would see it through—for her.
“Can I see the Pstoadys now, to make sure they are okay?” she asked.
Ebanth beat all the brethren in offering to be her escort. “I’ll take you,” he said.
“Okay, but can we stop by my cabin so I can clean up first?” she asked.
“Absolutely. Whatever you want,” he replied a little too happily, and both Ulveth and I exchanged glances, recalling the last time he had showered with our mate.
Qorath, now fully composed, took up the helm again.
“Ebanth, take Sunni where she wants to go.
Ulveth, try and get Illbrien back on the comms. But make sure you come up with some excuse as to why he got disconnected.”
“Brother,” he said, speaking to me, “what’s your plan for the Pstoadys?”
I didn’t want to admit that I didn’t have a plan, but hell—I didn’t have a plan.
“Before you start, let’s consider the obvious,” he said and continued as though he already had a plan in mind.
“First, they don’t have a ship or a shuttle. They could, of course, take one of ours, but how do we explain them taking it without our knowledge?
Second, how didn’t we notice? Of course, with the klaxons blaring and the emergency system offline, that could explain it—but then what started that in the first place?
Third, where would they go? Although, that might not really be a consideration since they’ve managed to hide out for quite some time, not to mention the merry chase they’ve had us on for the last few weeks.
Fourth—” he was about to continue before I cut him off.
“It seems, brother, that my plan has become your plan,” I said with good humor.
Ulveth commented from the comms console. “It’s a good idea. Crazy, not plausible, impossible to pull off—but nevertheless, a good idea,” he said with humor.
“I couldn’t stand to see her cry, and I tried to think of anything to get her to stop. It was the first thing that came to mind, and I admit, I had no other plan than wishing her tears to cease,” I admitted.
“I’m beginning to understand—at least, I think I do,” Qorath said. “Ulveth, let’s get our crazy Chief Elder back on the comms.”
This time, it took longer for the Chief Elder to respond, and my brethren and I knew instinctively that couldn't be a good sign.
Finally, the Chief Elder answered the comms, his mood noticeably improved.
“Qorath, I don’t have time for you now,” he said in a rushed tone.
“Chief Elder Illbrien, we were disconnected from our earlier communication…” Qorath began.
“Yes, yes, but perhaps it was for the best. My mate has just awoken, and from the results of the scans I can see from the medical bay, she is fine and in excellent health,” he said, almost giddily. “Belay that last order. Bring the criminals to Orcqlaneasus to stand trial. I must go,” he said, and the screen darkened once more.
“He is absolutely fucking insane,” I said at the top of my lungs, followed by a deep growl. “What if we had…”
“We didn’t,” Ulveth said, cutting me off before I could finish. “You came up with a plan—an idea.” Rationally, I knew Ulveth was trying to get me to calm down, even though he was equally as angry.
“I need to see her,” I said frantically.
“As do I, brother,” he echoed.
Qorath went to the comms console and put an all call for Ebanth that he didn’t answer.
“He’s probably fucking Sunni in the shower again,” Ulveth grimaced.
“That would be one long shower. Maybe they’re with the Pstoadys,” Qorath countered.
“Ulveth, pull up the security feed so we can see if they’re with the Pstoadys,” Qorath said.
The security feed outside the cabin where the Pstoadys were housed only showed static.
“Fuck this,” I said and started speaking to the universal computer shipboard A.I. “Computer, where are the two Pstoady scientists, Torvak and Tovak?”
The computer’s artificial voice responded, “The two Pstoady scientists, Torvak and Tovak, are not on board the ship.”
“Computer, when did the scientists leave the ship?” I asked.
“The two Pstoady scientists left the ship at 22:10 GST,” the computer voice replied.
“Computer, what time did the emergency alarms malfunction?”
“The emergency alarms did not malfunction. They were triggered at 22:10 Galactic Standard Time when the Pstoady scientists breached security with an unauthorized shuttle departure in violation of safety and security protocols.”
“Fuck,” Qorath and I said in unison.
Ulveth asked the next question. “Computer, where are Ebanth and the human, Sunni Davis?”
“The human, Sunni Davis, and your Orcqlaneasion brother, Ebanth, are sleeping in main deck cabin A, assigned to the human, Sunni Davis,” the computer responded.
“Of course, they’re sleeping, which means they were probably fucking before that,” Ulveth said in exasperation.
“I can’t believe they fucking escaped,” I said.
“I can. We were both preoccupied with Sunni on the bridge, and Ebanth and Ulveth were equally occupied sparring in the training hub, trying not to imagine what was happening with Sunni on the bridge,” Qorath said.
“Yeah, that worked out well, since as soon as the alarms went off, we ran straight here and saw you fucking Sunni,” Ulveth said.
“They must have taken advantage of the situation to escape,” Qorath said. “Now, that was a good plan, but how could they know Sunni would distract us?”
“Do you remember how she was acting when she came on the bridge—and I do mean came on the bridge?” I said. “She wasn’t like that before. I’ve seen her generally agreeable to sex, but it seemed like she was out of control, like she had to have it.”
“The Pstoadys must have given her an extra dose somehow,” Ulveth said.
“Well, we can’t get answers while she’s sleeping. Unfortunately, we’ll have to contact Illbrien again and give him the news,” Qorath said.
“I think we should go after the Pstoadys. They don’t have that much of a head start. If we go to Orcqlaneasus, we’ll have to turn Sunni over to Chief Illbrien’s justice. I’d rather keep her with us for as long as we can,” Ulveth said.
“As would I, brother. As would I,” I agreed.




Chapter 9: Sunni Davis – Cosmetologist
I was in love. Realizing that wasn’t really the issue. I’d been in love before—or at least I thought I had. But whatever emotion I felt in the past didn’t come close to explaining how I felt about those four massive alien creatures that were my mates.
Every night, I fell asleep in the arms of one mate and woke up in the arms of another. I’d never been more sexually satisfied in my life. I felt like I was living in a happiness bubble—just my four fierce lovers and me, traveling the galaxy in outer space.
But I was well aware that, like all good things, this too must come to an end.
My mates had decided, without consulting me, that they would go after the Pstoadys. At first, I was really angry at them. After all, hadn’t the plan been to let the Pstoadys escape anyway to avoid being executed? It took me a while to calm down, but when I did, my mates explained that the execution order had been lifted, and the Pstoadys and I were supposed to be transported to Orcqlaneasus to stand trial for our crimes against their homeworld.
Going to Orcqlaneasus to answer for my crimes didn’t bother me half as much as it did my mates. I felt guilty about what I’d done to Ms. Evalynne, and I was willing to answer for my crime—especially now that I knew that a death sentence was no longer on the menu.
Convincing them, however, was another matter altogether.
We’d spent the last month—or at least I think it had been a month—traveling throughout Quadrant 3, looking for the Pstoadys. And during that time, I’d seen sights and been to places that I could never have imagined.
Truth be told, I didn’t believe for a minute that we were actually looking for the Pstoadys. Instead, I was on the alien version of a honeymoon. 
We visited exotic moons and planets that my mates had all frequented before. In many ways, the space trek across the galaxy was home to them, since they’d spent more time in Quadrant 3 than they had on Orcqlaneasus.
Today, for instance, we would be leaving the planet Nyokaa, where we’d spent the last couple of days. It was a beautiful, lush, tropical planet. The only thing that took me a minute to get over was the residents.
They were snake people.
I’d seen pictures of snake people in my prep to be a colonist, but actually seeing them—real, walking-around snake people (or Nyoka, as they were called)—was beyond even my vivid imagination.
“Sunni, get your ass on the bridge,” Yaroth called through the comms in my cabin.
I went to the console embedded in the wall and gave a quick response. “Until you learn to address me properly, Yaroth Krym, my ass is going to stay put right where it is. Sunni out,” I said, ending my reply.
“Sunni, love, I need you on the bridge. We have guests,” Qorath said in his silky smooth voice.
He was the first of my mates to not only declare his love for me but to use it as an endearment. Even over an intergalactic intercom system, his voice made my heart skip a beat every time I heard it.
I used the comm again to reply. “I’ll be right there, love.”
Yeah, I had it bad.
~~~ 
My curiosity had me on the bridge in no time at all. I took a deep breath because I didn’t want to seem like I was running to see who was there—when that was exactly what I did.
I walked on, and my eyes did a double take. Standing next to my mates and almost as tall were two real, live Nyoka. I had never seen them up close, and I knew my country-ass was gawking something fierce.
One was all white-like, with sleek, defined muscles. He was shirtless except for a wide, leather-looking necklace that formed a V just under his neck. Like my mates, he had clawed hands—only his had sharp, curved nails.
His head, though, was completely alien—or more like reptilian. It was exactly like the head of a snake, except it was human—well, person-sized. I really didn’t know the right terminology, and the last thing I wanted to do was open my mouth and let some dumb shit come out because I was too ignorant to know better.
The other Nyoka looked identical to the white one, only his color was more gray than white. Again, to me, they looked identical—but that could be my human bias, thinking that all aliens look alike.
I truly hoped that wasn’t the case, though. When the Pstoadys gave me the opportunity to go to the moon, I’d made it a point to read as much as I could about other alien cultures.
But ever since I hooked up with the Space Orcs, I’d been so preoccupied with them and traveling through space that I had neglected learning as much as I could about all the strange beings I encountered.
Ulveth walked over to me and pulled me out of my death stare at the Nyokans.
“Sunni, come. I want you to meet our good friends, Kajari and Kamari Asani. We fought together in the Distant Wars,” he said by way of explanation.
I was shook. I didn’t even know they had been in the Distant Wars until just now—much less that they had made friends.
“It’s nice to meet you,” I said with a silly wave. I didn’t really know how to greet aliens formally, and the guidebooks had so many variations that I just gave up and settled on a friendly wave.
Instead of returning the gesture, they gave a slight head bow—kind of like what they did in some Asian cultures.
“Greetings, Sunni Davis, mate to our good friends. We welcome you to our homeworld,” Kajari said.
Stepping closer, I noticed that even though he looked very much like a white snake, he had more human features than I had seen on the snake-people we had encountered during our stay here. It was curious.
I must have looked confused because Kamari sought to clarify. “We are very pleased to meet a human from our mother’s homeworld. She will be very upset that she was not here to greet you, but perhaps there will still be time,” he said, all the while amping up my curiosity.
“Wait, your mother is human and she lives here?” I asked in wonder.
“Yes, many species live on Nyokaa. Our people know what it is like to be cast out from paradise, so we have sought to create a safe space for all in need,” Kajari offered, stepping closer to me.
He really was an attractive creature, and I found myself caught in his gaze.
“That’s wonderful, but I’m super curious about your mother,” I said, feeling somewhat dazed.
“It’s a long story—one best told by our parents, with much fanfare and drama,” Kamari said laughingly, his voice seeming to coil around my thoughts.
Ebanth walked over and placed his arm around my waist, sandwiching me between him on my left and Ulveth on my right. It seemed odd that they were so touchy-feely in front of others, but I immediately felt more like myself from their closeness.
“Would you like to stay and meet her?” Ebanth asked.
“Sure—wait, that depends. When will she be back?” I asked the Nyokans.
“It probably won’t be for another six or seven months at least. She and our fathers are traveling on a first contact mission in Quadrant 2,” Kajari said, moving in even closer with his brother to his right.
For some reason, I struggled to get the words out. “Six months? I don’t think so. I’m sure we have to return to Orcqlaneasus before then,” I said, feeling disappointed.
Kamari felt really close—like he was right on top of me—but that couldn’t be, not while I was surrounded by my Orcs.
“We would be happy to have you as our personal guest until our parents return. Think about it, and tell us how much you’d like to stay with us.”
I really wanted to stay with the snakemen and meet their mother. I was about to say as much when Ebanth broke my gaze from the Nyoka and held my hand in his clawed one.
“What if we didn’t have to go back?”
“I don’t understand,” I said, rightfully confused—not just by the question, but by the weird effect the Nyoka seemed to have on me.
Ebanth looked to Ulveth, and he, in turn, looked at the Nyokans.
“What’s going on?” I asked, pulling away from both Ebanth and Ulveth since they weren’t answering me. I walked past the snakemen aliens and looked to my other two mates for an explanation.
Kajari and Kamari then did something surprising. They bent into a formal bow before standing at attention.
“On behalf of the people of Nyokaa, your petition has been reviewed and approved. We formally grant Sunnitha Davis, Ebanth Vrek, Qorath Dral, Ulveth Brak, and Yaroth Krym asylum to the Nyokaa planetary system,” Kajari said.
Kamari followed up by handing me an elaborately drawn parchment. “This is the formal declaration of asylum. Once you and your mates sign it, it will be electronically filed with the Nyokaa Asylum Council and forwarded to all members of the Galactic Alliance, including Orcqlaneasus.”
“We can’t just not go to Orcqlaneasus. What about the Pstoadys? I know you haven’t really been looking for them, but what if they send someone more dangerous to find them?” I said nervously.
Sensing my distress, Qorath lifted my chin with his claw. “First, we have already found the Pstoadys. And second, and most importantly—there are no other Orcqlaneasions as dangerous as us.”
“You found the Pstoadys? When? Why didn’t you tell me?” I said, annoyed, not believing it could be true.
“We chased the Pstoadys here and suggested that they seek asylum—or we would blow up their ship for making us chase them across two fucking quadrants of space,” Yaroth said in typical sinister fashion.
“The Pstoady scientists Torvak and Tovak have also been granted formal asylum. Would you like to see them?” Kajari said.
“Yes! Where are they?” I was anxious to see them again.
Yaroth walked over to the comms console along with Kamari. Each one put in a sequence of numbers—or whatever they did to get the vid to work—and suddenly, the screen lit up with the smiling faces of the two little alien scientists who had caused all the trouble.
“Torvak, Tovak! I’m so happy to see you. Are you okay?” I asked breathlessly.
“Smiling Sunni Daavs, we are pleased to see that you are happy,” they said in unison.
“I am happy, but I’m also mad at you. You drugged me without my permission—after all our conversations about being free to make choices! You also lied to me about Evalynne Browne. She could have died on the planet where you sent her!” I said in a rush of emotions, trying to get the little aliens to understand their errors.
“We had your permission to participate in our experiment. You signed it along with your employment contract on Earth during your meeting with the attorney Judith Jiminez-Jackson.”
“We also correctly calculated the risk involved in sending Evalynne Browne to Zholtum and accurately predicted that the benefit would outweigh the potential danger. Would you like to see our calculations, Smiling Sunni Daavs?”
“No, I believe you. I guess I don’t know what to say. At least we’re here together, so maybe I can still help you understand that you can’t continue your experiments,” I said in concession.
“Sunni Daavs, you and your mates cannot stay here. No, you must go. Yes, you must go,” they said in animated unison.
Qorath walked closer to the vid screen, clearly annoyed by their outburst. “Why can’t we stay here? What aren’t you telling us?”
“You are to be parents. Sunni carries your sons—the next generation of Orcqlaneasion warriors. But they must be born on Orcqlaneasus. Yes, Orcqlaneasus,” they said together.
“I’m not pregnant. I’m barren. I can’t get pregnant—trust me, I know.”
Turning to my mates, I explained further. “I got pregnant when I was sixteen, and I was afraid to tell anybody. The pregnancy ended in a partial miscarriage, and because I was too afraid to go to a doctor, I got sick—really sick. By the time I went to the hospital, they had to remove one of my ovaries, and the other was severely damaged. So, I’m sorry, but there’s no way I can be pregnant.”
Yaroth gathered me in his arms and held me close. “It’s okay. We don’t need sons—we only need you,” he said.
Ebanth, Ulveth, and Qorath all crowded around me.
“I don’t know how to parent, but I do know how to love you. You are all we need,” Ebanth said.
Through my wall of mates, I saw the Pstoadys on the vid screen, frantically waving their arms and yelling. One of my Orcs must have muted them since no sound was coming through.
“What are they saying? Maybe it’s important,” I said, watching their wild movements.
“What is it, Pstoadys?” Ulveth said angrily.
“Use the medical scanner. We will send you the specifications to add human anatomy to it,” they said.
“Our scanner is already configured to read human anatomy,” Ulveth said, surprising me.
“Perhaps you can scan your mate to assuage the concerns of the scientists. Then you can determine if you plan to stay here or return to Orcqlaneasus,” Kajari said, taking us all off guard with his presence.
We’d all been so caught up in the emotion of the moment that the unsettling Nyoka presence had been all but forgotten.
Yaroth went to the console and pulled out a small, handheld medical scanner that I’d learned was commonly used in space travel.
“Sync the scanner to the vid screen, and we will be able to determine if there are embryos present or not,” the Pstoadys said.
I leaned my back into Qorath, and Ebanth and Ulveth each held one of my hands. I could tell that even though they said they were okay without having children, they still had hope—that the Pstoady baby-making cocktail was strong enough to work on my broken womb.
I closed my eyes, not wanting to see the inevitable disappointment in their faces.
Yaroth ran the scanner over my belly—once, then twice, then a third time.
I didn’t hear anyone say anything. Not the Pstoadys. Not the Nyokans. And especially not the Orcs.
So I opened my eyes to see what was going on.
On the screen, in vivid color, were four small embryos, each in its own little sac.
Immediately, I started crying, almost collapsing to the floor.
Ebanth reached me first and scooped me up into his arms.
The Pstoadys were still studying the screen, running calculations as far as I could tell. Then, they finally spoke.
“You carry four male Orcqlaneasion-human hybrid embryos. The healing springs on the planet Orcqlaneasus have properties that assist in the pregnancy and delivery of Orcqlaneasion babies. You must go to Orcqlaneasus immediately,” the Pstoadys said vehemently.
“Congratulations, friends, on your good news. Given the circumstances, may we assume that you will not be needing asylum on our planet?” Kamari asked.
“No, not at this time, old friends,” Ulveth said. And even in my current happy state, I couldn't get over the fact that my kill-first, ask-questions-later mates actually had real friends. And not just any friends—the kind that would come through for them when they needed them most.
Ulveth escorted them to the shuttle bay to make their departure.
The Pstoadys were still on the vid screen, conversing about calculations and percentages—or whatever it was the Pstoadys talked about. I frankly couldn’t decipher it, so I tuned them out and focused on my mates.
Still in Ebanth’s arms, I couldn’t wait a minute longer. I reached up and pulled his face to mine for a passionate kiss. I wanted to share my happiness with my mate—to let him know from my kiss alone that we should take our celebration back to our cabin.
“No, no, no!” the Pstoadys said loudly, in unison. “You must not engage in intercourse. No intercourse—not until you are on Orcqlaneasus.”
Yaroth walked to the screen, and if he could have reached in and strangled the Pstoadys, he would have.
“Why the hell not?” he said angrily.
“Based on the new data we acquired from Sunni regarding her previous pregnancy and its complications, we are designating her as high risk. Yes, very high risk,” they said together.
“Are the babies okay?” I asked frantically, worry taking over my brain.
“Yes, we’ve determined from the medical scan that the babies are currently healthy. However, your uterine lining is weak. You have endometrial atrophy, which means a very thin uterine lining. You must not engage in any strenuous activity. No sex, no orgasms, no excitement, no anger, no laughter, no fear, no running, no walking, no moving. You must be on complete bed rest until you arrive at Orcqlaneasus. Yes, complete.”
“You must contact our Adored Dr. Nina Bridges. She will take care of you and the babies. Yes, she will know what to do. We have created instructions for you to follow, along with a detailed assessment of your pregnancy and its viability, to forward to Dr. Bridges. Yes, Dr. Bridges will know what to do. Goodbye, Smiling Sunni Daavs.”
The screen suddenly went black.
“Wait, are they gone?” I asked, staring at the darkened vid screen.
“Yes, it looks like they’re gone, and I can’t get them back. Probably a safety precaution the Nyokans put in place,” Yaroth said.
“Damn snakemen,” Qorath said irritably.
“I thought they were your friends?” I asked, confused.
“Friends, enemies—there’s not a lot of difference,” Ebanth said, further confusing me.
“Then why did they offer to give us asylum if they aren’t your friends?”
“You,” they said in unison.
“Okay, don’t do that. I can’t take any more chorus speech. And what do you mean me? They don’t even know me,” I said.
“Their mother is human, and whether she is here or not, any human in trouble would be offered sanctuary,” Qorath explained.
“Especially one like her,” Ebanth said.
“What does that mean?” I asked.
“She has skin like yours,” Qorath explained.
“You mean she’s Black, like me?” I asked again.
“No, her skin is brown. I can’t recall exactly—perhaps a shade darker or lighter—but definitely brown, not black,” Yaroth said.
I couldn’t help laughing. “No, where I’m from, I am considered Black or African-American. My ancestors originated from the continent of Africa several generations ago.”
“In your world, are you separated by the color of your skin?” Yaroth asked.
“To some degree, we are still separated, although it’s nothing like it was when African people were enslaved and sold as property all over the world for centuries. I’m a descendant of the African enslaved people brought to the Americas,” I explained.
“Never go back to that place, Sunni. You must never return to a world that would separate and enslave its own people based on the shade of their skin,” Yaroth said movingly.
“I won't. I'm yours now, especially with little baby Orcs growing inside me,” I said, laughing.
“No laughing, Sunni,” Qorath said while reading a small tablet. He handed it to Yaroth, who shook his head in agreement.
“Ebanth, give me Sunni and read the instructions from the Pstoadys regarding Sunni’s care,” Qorath commanded, as usual.
Ebanth handed me over to Qorath and started reading from the small tablet.
“Maybe we should put her in stasis,” Ebanth said upon reading it.
“Stasis? No fucking way!” I yelled.
“Too much emotion, Sunni. Calm down,” Qorath said.
“Stasis sounds like a good idea. She’s one big emotion at all times,” Yaroth said.
“She is right here! You can’t talk about me like I’m not here,” I said angrily.
“Sunni, you need to calm down,” Qorath said again.
“Stop fucking telling me to calm down!” I snapped, fidgeting to get loose from his hold.
“You need to calm the fuck down and stop moving,” Yaroth said, all up in my face.
“Or what?” I challenged—the one Orc that no living being should ever challenge.
“Or I’m going to strip your feisty ass myself, hypospray you to sleep, and put you in a stasis pod until we reach Orcqlaneasus.”
“Fine,” I said angrily.
“Anger is an emotion too, Sunni, so calm the fuck down,” Yaroth sneered.
Fortunately, the bridge doors opened with the return of Ulveth, so I didn’t bother to reply to Killer.
“Ulveth, can you take me to bed?” I said, reaching for him.
Of course, Qorath wasn’t having that and turned on his sexy-ass voice. “You don’t like being in my arms, love?”
Of course, I melted. “Okay, but I want all three of you in bed with me. Please.”
“We’ll lay with you but only until you go to sleep. Okay love,” he said, damn his voice was sexy, hell his everything was sexy. They all were, even my Killer Space Orc.
I nodded in agreement as I snuggled into his arms as he began walking from the bridge followed by two of his three other brothers.
I saw Yaroth, my perpetually angry Killer Space Orc, and I needed him to make me whole as much as the others. 
I released my hand from around Qorath’s neck, secure in the fact that he would hold me, and I beckoned Yaroth to come to me. 
Instantly his scowl turned into a satisfied grin as we all made our way to my cabin, the place I’d probably stay until we arrived at Orcqlaneasus.




Chapter 10: Qorath Dral - Space Orc
My mate was not a good patient, which was surprising, considering she was normally in such good humor. Her gloomy spirit made the trip to the homeworld feel much longer than it actually was, despite my brethren and me trying—futilely—to cheer her up.
We created a schedule so that at least one, and usually two, of us were with her at all times. This was the most important mission we’d ever undertaken—delivering our mate and unborn sons safely to Orcqlaneasus—and we worked together as a unit better than we ever had before.
I credited that to Sunni being our mate, not the recent health scare we were all living through. Sunni was the light to our darkness, just as Ulveth had predicted. But her current incapacity had turned her warm smile into a storm cloud, and we all struggled to cope with it.
My comms pinged, and I left my position on the bridge. I sighed, not out of frustration, but because I already knew how the next hour or so would go. Sunni, in her current state, reminded me of a galactic storm—tumultuous, erratic, and capable of pulling everyone around her into her orbit.
Ebanth or Ulveth had just finished ensuring Sunni ate for the day, which was a concern all on its own. Sunni struggled to keep food down, explaining it was something called morning sickness—a phrase that must not have translated correctly, as the time of day made no difference in her frequent bouts of vomiting. Once she had managed to eat at least twice and keep most of the Galactic Standard fare down, we moved on to our next operation: the dreaded shower.
Sunni insisted on showering every day, much to our dismay. We all thought it was too dangerous given the parameters of her fragile pregnancy, but Sunni insisted. She said that since we’d already humiliated her by carrying her to and from the lav to urinate and defecate, a shower was a small concession.
Operation Shower Sunni became a four-warrior precision execution. One brother would carry her into the shower while another would soap her up and wash her body. Her hair was strictly off-limits. During our travels across the galaxy, chasing the Pstoady scientists and showing Sunni the many sights, she had come across an object she called the alien equivalent of a shower cap, which brought her tremendous joy. She insisted on using it every time, scolding and threatening us if any of us dared tear it with our sharp claws. As a result, none of us touched it, making it a Sunni-only artifact.
Once she was washed and rinsed, she was handed off to another brother to be thoroughly dried. Sometimes, it became a two-brother assignment, especially when she squirmed endlessly as we dried her large brown breasts or the place between her dark thighs—an area that, no matter how hard we tried, we could never seem to get completely dry.
The last step in the shower assembly was getting her dressed. While on Nyoka, Ulveth had purchased several sheer nightgowns he had planned for her to wear on the rare nights they slept alone together. These quickly became her sleepwear of choice, most likely to frustrate us with her untouchable beauty. None of us begrudged her this, though her tempting teasing was maddening. During these shower sessions, she seemed like her old self—happy.
But carrying her back to bed was the worst. She hated being confined to her cabin, more so being trapped in the bed. She was understandably bored. She was a vibrant spirit, and I wondered how this enforced confinement would affect her in the long term.
I was also worried about what she’d face, what we’d all face when we returned to Orcqlaneasus with Sunni and no Pstoadys. Would our unhinged Chief Elder rain hell down upon my mate? It was no question that my bound brothers and I would defend her and fight to the death—anyone, including the entire Orcqlaneasion Directorate, if they put her life in jeopardy.
But right now, the greatest danger to Sunni was Sunni herself. I carried Sunni to bed and carefully placed her under the covers. She looked up at me with tears sparkling in her eyes. She tried to turn her head quickly so I wouldn’t see them, but it was too late.
“Sunni, love, don’t cry. I know this situation is hard for you, but I need for you to be okay,” I told her and hoped that she would comply, because I didn’t know what I would do if she didn’t.
“I miss my old life,” she said tearfully.
My breath caught in my chest, and my heart stopped beating. This was living death. I felt my battle rage boiling to the surface. She would not leave me; she would not leave us. The pain of my impotent rage consumed me, but I had no choice. I had to know—for myself, my brethren, my sons.
“Do you want to go back to Earth?” I asked, hearing the words that sounded distant, as though they came from someone other than me.
“No, I love my life here with you, with all of you. Well, I’m not exactly loving it right at this minute. It’s just hard to explain—without—never mind,” she said, turning away from me.
I sat next to her on the bed, pulled her into my lap, and held her close to my heart. “Tell me, love, why is it hard to explain?”
She looked at me with a tearful smile. “I don’t want to hurt you, and I think—I think that if I tell you about my old life, you’ll be hurt because sometimes, I miss it so much.”
She wasn’t completely wrong. I didn’t want her longing for a life in the past, one that my brethren and I had no part in, but perhaps if she spoke of it, it might make her feel better. I was a strong enough warrior to put her peace of mind before any small amount of discomfort it might cause me.
“Tell me, Sunni, about your life on Earth,” I said, confident that whatever ghosts from her past might come to light, I’d be strong enough to overcome.
“Don’t get me wrong, okay? Life on Earth wasn’t great. In fact, right before I went to the moon, it was pretty awful, but before that, it was different. I was different,” she said with more joy than I’d seen from her since we’d begun the journey to Orcqlaneasus.
I gently prodded her, wanting to know more about who she was before. “How were you different?” I asked.
“Well, I was a business owner. I owned my own hair salon back in Memphis for twelve years. I had a steady stream of customers, and if it hadn't been so chaotic with the food shortages, power outages, and so much violence, I don’t think I ever would have wanted to leave,” she said sadly.
“It sounds difficult,” I said in response, angered that her homeworld had treated her so harshly.
“Yeah, it wasn’t easy, but it was the job I loved—my career. I was a hairstylist, a Tennessee-licensed cosmetologist,” she said proudly.
“That sounds like an impressive career. You are both beautiful and a formidable cosmetologist,” I said, mirroring her pride.
She immediately laughed uncontrollably. I knew that she was supposed to control her emotions, but the sound of her laughter lightened my soul.
“Sunni, love, you need to calm down,” I said quietly, to which she showed uncharacteristic violence by punching me in my abdomen. Immediately, she jerked her hand back in feigned pain.
“I’m sick of everybody telling me to calm down. I’m a grown-ass woman, and I don’t need you or your brothers telling me to calm down. I’m well aware that I’m pregnant, and I know the risks to the babies and me better than any of you,” she said irritably.
She was right, but before I could apologize and let her know that I felt responsible for everything she was going through, she placed her finger to my lips.
“Ssh, it’s okay. I know you mean well. All this lying around doing nothing is driving me crazy. I just miss my old job—doing hair, chatting up my clients, getting the latest T. I even miss Mr. Bags, always coming in and out with fake-ass everything: purses, shoes, jewelry,” she continued to reminisce.
Trying to comprehend what she said, I was confused. These human customs seemed strange. “What did you do with the hair?” I inquired in befuddlement.
She smiled at me indulgently. “No, I didn’t do anything with it. I styled hair for a living, as a means to earn income and survive,” she said.
I began to understand what she meant, as well as her connection to the facility on Earth’s moon. I felt foolish for not making the connection earlier.
“Is styling hair strenuous?” I asked. Perhaps if it wasn’t, it was something that she could continue even now, but I needed to learn more before I presented her with my idea.
“It can be, but braids are easy,” she said, pointing to the intricate, neatly braided rows in her hair. She changed their appearance randomly, surprising us with her elaborate designs."
“I like braiding hair. It was the first thing I learned to do from my mama. She was a hairstylist too,” she said quietly. “Mama used to always say that plaiting hair was relaxing, and she was right. Don’t get me wrong, standing up can be hard on your feet ‘cause it can take a long time, but get me in a comfortable seat, music in the background, and I could sit and braid hair for hours.”
“Then you shall braid my hair,” I said, more confidently than I felt. “But only if it does not cause you any stress. And at the first indication of strain, you must cease.”
Sunni’s excitement was tangible. “Got it, no-stress braiding,” she said, rising from the bed before I stopped her.
“Tell me what you require, and I will collect it.” I gathered the items she requested, along with a less revealing outfit for her to wear.
“Qorath, can we go to the observation deck? I promise to be still and remain calm at all times,” she said hopefully.
“Yes, love, but not in that outfit. You’re not the only one struggling in this situation,” I said, giving her the leggings and T-shirt combination she seemed to enjoy wearing—when she wasn’t tempting my brethren and me with her body, that is.
She took the garments from me, and I realized I should help her so that there was no strain.
“Qorath, is helping me get dressed any better than seeing me in my nightgown?” she asked, smiling.
“Not really,” I said in sudden realization. I helped her put on panties, leggings, and a T-shirt. I refused to help her put on a bra since it was an unnecessary encumbrance. I enjoyed seeing her dark nipples pressed against the white T-shirt garment she wore.
I carried her to the observation deck, undetected by my brothers, and settled her comfortably on the sofa in front of the skywindow that displayed a vast view of the stars. Seeing Sunni smiling and happily looking at the stars lifted my spirits and prepared me for whatever damage she would wreak on my hair.
Sunni had me sit on the floor in front of her, between her legs, and started combing my hair. It was an extremely painful process as she pulled through invisible knots and tangles that I had never seen nor felt before. Like all Orcqlaneasion males, I cleansed my hair when I bathed, giving it no other attention. The fact that humans spent so much time on something so frivolous was amazing to me.
Sunni remarked about the texture and coarseness of my long hair, saying that its appearance and volume reminded her of the Polynesian and Dominican cultures of her homeworld, assigning a numerical code to it and then changing her mind.
Using her tools, she attacked my warrior’s mane with torturous precision, all the while sharing stories with me about her past and asking questions about mine. I recounted many tales of my brethren and me—from our first meeting to our bonding ceremony, our first mission, and highlights of several others.
It was the first time I’d spoken to anyone for any length of time other than my brethren. I found myself confiding in her about how I’d been tasked with leading, when in truth, we were all equally suited. I shared with her the strain I had felt as I witnessed my brethren constantly at each other’s throats, and more recently, the relief I felt now that we were working together for a common cause. In the past, our bond had centered around death or violence, but now, thanks to her, we were focused on life and love.
I realized that Sunni had finished the excruciating ordeal but lingered some time after. When I heard her yawning, I knew it was a signal that she was tired and quickly brought the braiding session to an end.
I carried a sleeping Sunni back to the cabin, still unnoticed by my brethren. I didn’t want our time to come to an end. I placed her in bed and lay next to her. She reached for me in her sleep, and I held her close to my heart, and I too rested with my mate.
~~~
I woke up the next morning, alone with Sunni, and unlike most recent days, she woke up with a bright smile.
“It lightens my heart to see you smile,” I said, and she turned, hugging me and kissing my face. Thankfully, I sensed my brother’s arrival, and Ulveth gently pulled her away from me.
“No, Sunni, this is hard on all of us—literally—and you’re not making it any easier. Hopefully, this enforced celibacy will soon come to an end,” he said.
I arose from the bed, picked up Sunni, and headed to the lav, which was our usual routine, followed by Ulveth. What was different, though, was that I was missing two of my brothers, and I immediately knew what that meant.
“We’re not waiting for Ebanth and Killer?” Sunni asked, using the preferred name she insisted on calling Yaroth.
“No, they’re needed on the bridge,” Ulveth said.
Sunni was quick and immediately realized something had occurred. “Why? What’s going on?” she asked.
“We’ve arrived in Orcqlaneasus,” he said without further preamble.
I saw the worry on her face, but I knew asking her to remain calm would have the opposite effect. Ulveth, unfortunately, was not nearly as attuned to this fact and said the words that she dreaded hearing most.
“Calm down, Sunni. Everything is going to be alright,” he said, instantly angering our mate.
“Yeah, that’s easy for you to say. You’re not pregnant and facing a trial on an alien planet. What if I get sentenced to life on some faraway prison planet for attempted murder? “Who’s going to take care of my babies, of all of you? I don’t want my boys to grow up without me,” she said anxiously.
Overcome with emotion, she slipped from my arms and bolted from the cabin, heading straight for the bridge. Ulveth and I stared at each other in shock momentarily before pursuing her.
Either of us could have caught her, but that might have caused even more problems, so we followed behind, calling for her to stop. Heedless of our cries, she pressed forward until she burst onto the bridge.
She stopped short when she saw the assembled collection of Orcqlaneasions—both Elder and Warrior class—along with two human females. The human females could have easily been mistaken for mother and daughter, but the older of the two, with white hair that matched her mates’, had a beautifully youthful face and was quite visibly pregnant despite her hair color.
Sunni began to waver, and I worried she would fall. With seconds to spare, I caught her as her legs gave way. I carried her over to my captain’s chair and gently placed her down.
The younger of the two women, Dr. Nina Bridges, whom I had met during my initial mission assignment, went into action. She pulled a medical scanner from a case that a Warrior Class Orcqlaneasion handed her. From the familiar way they looked at each other, he was obviously one of her mates.
“I’m Dr. Nina Bridges. I’m here to help,” she said, approaching Sunni with the scanner.
Sunni spoke slowly, regaining her breath. “I know. I saw vids with you and the Pstoadys.”
Immediately, Dr. Bridges’ face relaxed, shifting from formal professionalism to friendly familiarity.
“You saw my Pstoadys? How are they? Are they safe?” she asked quickly, then dismissed her own questions.
“I’m sorry, we’ll have time for that later. Can you tell me your name?” she asked, once again assuming the role of a trained medical professional.
“I’m Sunni-Sunnitha Davis and the Pstoadys are good and they’re safe,” Sunni said in response to her previous questions.
“That’s good to know, but how are you feeling? Are you in any pain? Any difficulty breathing?” the doctor inquired while running the scan over Sunni’s torso.
“I lost my breath a minute ago, but I’m okay now,” Sunni said.
“Well, there’s not a significant difference from this scan to the initial one that was taken more than a month ago. The embryos are growing at a rate expected for human-Orcqlaneasion hybrids; however, the uterine lining is still thinner than it should be for a multiple pregnancy,” she said very clinically.
“What does that mean? The Pstoadys told us to come to Orcqlaneasus for assistance. They said that we needed the planet's healing waters. Will that help, or is it just folklore?” Ulveth inquired.
“The healing waters are definitely not a myth or folklore. I benefited from their use for my first delivery,” the older Earth Mother said, joining the conversation. “I’m Vivien Johnson, mate to Elders Orenik Cyradis, Maerik Valtorin, and this one, Auerik Zephiron. Welcome to Orcqlaneasus,” she said, smiling.
Sunni spoke excitedly, regaining her spirit. “I know you! You’re Earth’s Ambassador, right?”
The older woman just smiled and nodded.
“Thanks for the assist, Auntie,” Dr. Bridges said to Vivien Johnson before again directing her attention to Sunni. “I strongly recommend getting you and your mates to the healing pools as soon as possible.”
“Unfortunately, there is another matter that we must address. Sunnitha Davis has been charged with the attempted murder of Evalynne Browne, mate to Chief Elder Ilbrien Rezz, Elder Rektrion, and Elder Fraebrion Maer, who is here today in this informal inquiry representing his family’s interest,” Elder Auerik Zephiron said.
“Attempted murder?” Sunni said in dismay. I felt my and I heard myself, along with my brothers, growling at this new threat directed at our mate.
“Whoa, that conversation is going to have to wait, Elder Auerik,” the doctor said in an annoyed tone to the Elder Orc speaking. She pulled a small wristband device from her medical satchel. “I’m going to place a monitor on you. I need you to try and relax as much as possible,” she said.
The monitor flickered to life, numbers flashing across the screen. First, 140/90. A moment later, it climbed to 160/110. As I saw the numbers rise, so did my anxiety and fear for my mate and our sons.
“Auerik, don’t be a bully. You’re scaring the poor girl,” Vivien said, pushing past my brethren and me. She grabbed Sunni’s hand in an act of reassurance. “Elder Fraebrion, I trust you to speak for Evalynne and your bond brothers, even Chief Elder Ilbrien. Does Evalynne believe that Sunni wanted to kill her when she dosed her with the hypospray?”
Elder Fraebrion stepped forward. It was amazing to see him at all, since all reports indicated that he had been euthanized due to his unbound madness several years ago. Yet here he stood—his hair shorn, but still as white as any other Elder’s.
“No, we’ve discussed this matter in great detail. She doesn’t understand why Sunnitha Davis dosed her with the hypospray, why she was encased in a stasis pod, or why it was jettisoned to Zholtum, but she doesn’t believe the intended purpose was her death,” he said very slowly and deliberately, as though words weren’t easy for him to say.
Sunni immediately started speaking, the words spilling from her like water breaking through a dam.
“I didn’t—I mean, I did use the hypospray, but it was because I panicked when she started asking about Lydia Collins-Adler. I had just found out that the Pstoadys created Moon Dust Spa & Salon to lure Black women, and the only one they had managed to get was the billionaire. I was trying to get them to close the shop, but Ms. Evalynne had already arrived on the moon. I only wanted to see if she knew about the Pstoadys' involvement or not, and when she mentioned Lydia’s name, I panicked and shot her with the hypospray.”
“That could explain the hypospray, but not why Evalynne Browne was jettisoned to a hostile, toxic planet in a stasis pod,” Elder Auerik said accusingly.
Sunni continued her explanation. “When they asked me to put her in the stasis pod, I thought it was to send her back to Earth to buy time for them and me to escape. I had no idea they were going to send her to a toxic planet.”
The medical band on Sunni’s wrist began to beep loudly. Dr. Bridges lifted Sunni’s hand calmly and checked the bracelet.
“Sunni, I don’t like these readings. Your blood pressure is continuing to climb rapidly. I’m worried that you might go into hypertensive crisis before you get to the healing pools,” she said calmly.
I looked to my brethren, their faces mirroring how I felt. I did not know exactly what hypertensive crisis meant, but it sounded dangerous for Sunni and our unborn sons.
“I understand,” Sunni said, taking a deep breath. “I want to explain everything now, in case I don’t get the chance later,” she said soberly. “I’m sorry about all of it. It’s just that I didn’t want the Pstoadys to get in trouble. They saved me from going to prison back on Earth when they hired me to run the salon. If it hadn’t been for them, I don’t know what I would have done. I had nothing left and nowhere to go.”
“Why were you going to prison, dear?” Vivien asked, still holding my mate’s hand.
Sunni took another deep breath and looked at the medical bracelet, then to Dr. Bridges. The doctor nodded, answering Sunni’s unspoken question, and she began to recount the events that led to her flight with the Pstoadys.
“When I was in Memphis, I worked my ass off—hard enough to get not one, but two salons up and running. But the chaos got so bad that one of my shops was destroyed in a nighttime food riot, and I decided it was time to try and get off Earth. I applied to be a colonist and got my fiancé, Marquis, to apply too. I was so excited by the prospect, I even talked my best friend and business partner, Aleisha, into applying.”
“At first, Marquis didn’t want to go, but when I told him we could sell everything and have a fresh start, he got on board. He even offered to help me liquidate my assets by selling my house, the cars, and the shop. We’d been together since we were teenagers—more than twenty years—and even though he stepped out on me a couple of times, I still trusted him.”
I struggled to listen without growling as Sunni spoke of the human male who had been her life companion before my brethren and me. But this was a story she hadn’t shared before, and I wanted to hear what she had to say as much as she needed to say it.
“Aleisha had two little boys—my godsons—and when she told me she would apply for all of them to go, I was thrilled. I thought it was going to be great. We’d all go together, supporting each other—our own little family community.”
“But my dream turned into a nightmare. Marquis, Aleisha, and the boys all got accepted, but I didn’t. I was devastated, but Marquis and Aleisha both swore they wouldn’t go without me. Aleisha even said her baby daddies were giving her shit about taking the boys off-planet, so she couldn’t go anyway. I accepted the reality that I wouldn’t be leaving Earth, so we stopped the sale of the shop, the house, the cars, and just kept grinding.”
I felt my mate’s pain through our bond, but I also felt her determination to continue.
“To get my mind off things, Aleisha bought us tickets to a three-day Hair Expo in Atlanta. She was really excited to get time away from the kids, so I agreed to go with her. We had a flight together, but she was running late. She told me to go on ahead, that she’d catch up. I got on the plane, and still, no Aleisha. I called her, and she said her youngest son was throwing up, and she had to see about him. She said he probably ate too much candy and that she would change her ticket to get a later flight.
But Aleisha never came.
I got a few texts from her apologizing, telling me to stay since everything had already been paid for. I tried, but my heart wasn’t in it. After two days, I tried to rebook an earlier flight, but my credits were maxed out. I checked my bank accounts. They were all closed.”
“I tried calling and texting Marquis and Aleisha, but I got no response. I ended up taking my original flight back home, but when I got to Memphis, I was afraid to spend the few credits I had left from Atlanta. So, I called my other good friend, Nae-Nae—Marquis’s older sister—to pick me up from the airport. As soon as I saw her face, I knew what had happened. They had joined the colony program without me.”
“Nae-Nae drove me around just to confirm my suspicions. The sales hadn’t stopped at all. My house was gone. My shop was gone. My cars were gone. I only had the clothes on my back and everything in my suitcase. Nae-Nae took me to the house she shared with her daughter and grandmother, Ms. Aileen.”
“I went into Marquis’s old room and basically stayed there for 76 days. On the last day, Ms. Aileen—who was never a big fan of mine—asked me to leave, and Nae-Nae shoved my stuff into a garbage bag. I was walking the streets of Memphis, homeless, with only the credits in my pocket.”
“I stopped by a coffee shop just long enough to respond to the job notice for the Moon Dust Spa & Salon in my emails. As soon as I sent in my application, two peace officers arrived and arrested me for being homeless, but they called it vagrancy.”
“I sat in a holding cell, trying to figure out my next move when a guard stepped in and told me my lawyer had arrived.  At first, I thought it was a mistake, but since I had nothing left to lose, I spoke to the attorney. She told me that I’d been hired to manage the Moon Dust Spa & Salon and that she was there to expedite my release. I quickly signed the papers she put in front of me, and the rest you know.”
She turned and directed her next words to Elder Fraebrion.
“The Pstoadys saved my life. I don’t know how, or if, I could have survived a four-year prison sentence in a work camp. I never planned to hurt anyone, and again, I’m truly sorry that I did. Please let Ms. Evalynne know that.”
“You already have,” he said quietly. “We feared that seeing you in person might anger her too much to hear your explanation, but she has witnessed everything you have said.”
I realized that the Elder had been live-casting Sunni’s response to his brethren and mate. Elder Auerik walked over to the comms console, and moments later, Evalynne Browne appeared on the vid screen, flanked by two other Elder Orcs.
The moment Sunni saw Evalynne, she leapt from the chair and rushed to the screen.
“Ms. Evalynne, I am sincerely sorry for everything that happened to you—especially my part in it. I made a bad decision in the moment, and I’ve regretted it ever since. I know there’s nothing I can do to make up for what I’ve done, but I will accept whatever punishment you see fit,” she said earnestly.
The next voice to speak was one I did not want to hear. Chief Elder Ilbrien had vacillated between wanting Sunni captured, ordering her death, and demanding she stand trial. There was no telling what our unstable leader would decide next.
“It's good that you're remorseful, but you must still answer for the crime of almost killing my mate,” he said.
“Ilbrien, since I am the victim here, I think what I want should carry the most weight. Are we in agreement, mates?” Evalynne said, turning to her mates—both on-screen and off.
Each of her Elder mates nodded in agreement—first Fraebrion, then Rektrion, and finally the reluctant Chief Elder.
“I would like to reserve judgment until Sunni and the babies are no longer in danger. That would give Sunni time to heal and acclimate to life here on Orcqlaneasus. It would also allow my mates and me time to discuss a suitable punishment befitting the grievance,” Evalynne said calmly, her years of military training and discipline apparent even through the vid screen.
“My mate, Elder Fraebrion, can escort you to the healing pools we’ve designated for you and your mates and explain the healing process.”
“That is an excellent idea, Evalynne. I know how worried we all are about Sunni and the babies, and the best course of action, as my niece described, is to get to the healing springs as quickly as possible,” Vivien said before letting go of Sunni’s hand and embracing her.
Sunni returned her hug, as well as the one from Dr. Bridges.
The doctor then turned to her Orcqlaneasion mate, who had yet to speak, and addressed him. “Aerix, let’s go. I’m aching to feed the babies, so I’m sure they must be crying the house down right now.”
“They have been,” he said. “Kaelix and Talix have both called twice,” he added, glancing at his comms device. “And now Zephix.”
Dr. Bridges’ eyes widened. “We’d better go. Zephix handles the boys better than all of us put together, so if he’s calling, all hell must be breaking loose,” she said as she and her mate rushed from the bridge.
Her exit was followed by Vivien and her imposing mate, Elder Auerik, leaving only Elder Fraebrion behind. None of us spoke as we departed the ship in two hovercrafts, gliding through the quiet stillness of the Orcqlaneasion forest.
It was more majestic than I remembered—towering trees stretched high above us, their thick vines draping over the canopy like a natural veil. Sunlight filtered through the dense foliage, casting shifting patterns on the forest floor. The air carried the faint scent of blooming flora, earthy and fresh, while distant calls of unseen creatures echoed through the trees.
I looked forward to showing Sunni and our future sons the beauty of my homeworld.
We followed Elder Fraebrion past a waterfall that spilled gracefully over dark, smooth rock, feeding into a clear lake below. Vibrant flowers and thick vines framed the water’s edge, their colors bright in the midday sun. A vast expanse of water sparkled under the light, calm and undisturbed, as if waiting for us to arrive.
“I've never seen the waters look like this before,” Yaroth said, his voice tinged with confusion. “The last time I saw it—maybe ten years ago—it was just a small pond. How did it get this massive?”
We moved past the lush greenery and flowing waters until we reached a barren section of the forest. A narrow stream trickled through the clearing, too small to be called a lake or pond. The ground around it was muddy, and a thin layer of steam rose from the surface, forming a light, filmy sheen over the water.
“Is this part of the healing waters?” I asked Elder Fraebrion.
“It is. Specifically, this section has been designated for you by the Directorate,” he said, his tone unreadable.
Yaroth scowled. “Why bring us here when every other part is green and thriving, and this section looks like shit?”
Elder Fraebrion remained unshaken. “The healing waters will heal your mate. And you… will heal the waters.”
“What the fuck does that mean?” Ulveth snapped—an unusual show of temper from the most rational of my brethren.
Elder Fraebrion studied us before speaking again. “You have spent a lifetime wreaking havoc and death, defying the path set for Orcqlaneasion warriors. Your mate, innocent or not, injured another in fear of being captured. What happens next is out of my claws. It is up to Laneasus—the lands and the waters—to accept your offering or not.”
Yaroth scoffed. “What fucking offering are we supposed to give the waters? This looks like a fucking cesspool. Should I take a fucking dump in it?”
Elder Fraebrion let out a deep, booming laugh. “Your spirit reminds me of the brother I lost decades ago. No, young warrior, you should definitely not defecate or urinate in the healing waters.”
Then his amusement faded, and his tone turned serious. “But you should… reenact your mating vows. At least, the part that came after the vows.”
Silence stretched between us.
Ebanth, who had been a quiet witness to the whole exchange, cut straight to the point. “Are you telling me we need to fuck our mate in this dirty water? No fucking way,” he said, disbelief clear in his voice.
Elder Fraebrion sighed. “That is what I'm obviously not doing a very good job of saying. Words are still slow to me sometimes—but that’s a story for another time. You must all mate with Sunni and give your offerings—your excretions—to the waters. Then, each of you must touch your mate at the same time. The waters, the lands, Laneasus… will decide if you are accepted and if Sunni will be healed.”
He glanced at each of us, then gave a small nod. “There's nothing more to say. It's up to you now.”
With that, he climbed into his hovercraft and left.




Chapter 11: Sunni Davis - Cosmetologist
I didn’t know what to do, but I’d come too far—across too many miles, quadrants, and galaxies—to be freaked out by a nasty-looking pond. So, if I had to fuck my mates in rancid water, I’d do it. There didn’t seem to be another option, and I knew neither Dr. Bridges nor Ambassador Johnson would have sent me here if this wasn’t what I was supposed to do.
I started stripping out of my clothes and walked toward the dirty pool of water. I dipped my big toe in—it felt warmer than it looked. Taking a leap of faith, I stepped in. The water came up just under my breasts, so it wasn’t very deep.
Behind me, Yaroth was still angrily arguing with Qorath, trying to get him to see the foolishness of this course of action. Ulveth seemed to be mediating—or maybe he agreed with Yaroth. I couldn’t really tell, and I didn’t really care.
The stress of the last several months melted away as I leaned back into the water. I caught Ebanth’s eye and beckoned him over.
Without missing a beat—or a moment’s hesitation—he started stripping down and joined me.
He stepped in behind me, wrapping me in his arms, his claws covering my full, brown breasts.
A sense of yearning stirred inside me, one I hadn’t felt since the early days of our relationship. I turned and met his dark gaze, remembering the first time we’d been together—when he lifted me from the bathtub on KX-7.
Back then, I thought it had been a dream.
But now, I knew better.
This time, I wasn’t running.
I lifted my arms—not in hesitation, but in welcome.
He lifted me effortlessly, and I kissed him with all the passion and longing that had built up during our long, enforced celibacy.
He carried me deeper into the water, and I realized it was deeper than I had first thought. His hands slid around my thick waist, caressing my belly, full with the sons he had implanted in me. He smiled, his fangs prominent.
I shared in his smile, happy to have his seed growing inside me.
His cock pressed against me, but he didn’t move, didn’t push. I knew he wouldn’t—not until I gave him the okay.
"I want you, Ebanth. I miss you so much. Do you want me?" I asked breathlessly.
"I want you more than words, beloved. Will you take my seed once more? Now and always, be my mate—mother of my sons, heart of my heart?"
He had asked me once before.
But now, it meant so much more.
We had been through so much, shared so much. And I loved him so damn much.
“Yes, Ebanth, my love, I will be your mate, now and forever,” I said, feeling him press his cock against my eager, wet entrance.
Just like before, he wanted to go slow, but I needed to feel his thick, alien cock deep inside me where it belonged—fucking me like I was his and he was mine.
I used gravity to slide down his cock, and we both moaned and groaned in ecstasy. His groans, though—they sounded like sexy growls, and that primed my body for a series of long-lost climaxes.
It felt like forever since he’d been inside me, and I didn’t want it to end, so I desperately tried to hold off the orgasm hovering just beneath the surface. But clearly, Ebanth had another agenda.
He moved with me, his body in perfect rhythm with mine, pressing my back against the bank of the lake. In this new position, he surged into me with incredible force.
I couldn’t hold back.
He pulled one orgasm after the next from me, my legs shaking uncontrollably as I struggled to catch my breath. Each rapid-fire climax took hold of me like never before, raw and consuming.
In turn, I clenched my pussy around Ebanth’s cock, squeezing it tightly, locking him deep inside me. Instantly, he filled me with his hot, alien cum, bathing my already-pregnant womb with even more of his seed.
Ebanth pressed his forehead against mine and slowly pulled from my body. I felt our fluids leave me, washing into the lake.
We had drifted farther into the water, and I realized my feet no longer touched the bottom. My body slackened, still lost in the aftermath, and I started slipping beneath the surface.
Luckily, Ulveth was there to catch me.
“Brother, the goal is not to drown our mate,” he said, shaking his head.
Ebanth looked shaken, like he couldn’t believe he had almost dropped me.
“It’s okay, Ebanth,” I reassured him. “I’m fine, really. That was—intense.”
Ebanth stepped away, but my eyes couldn’t follow him—because all I saw was Ulveth.
“He’ll be fine,” Ulveth said with a smirk. “He just needs a little time to regain his strength.”
“Really? That’s not funny. Are you trying to say I drained him?” I asked, pretending to be sorry.
“I’m not saying that at all.” His grin widened. “But I’d be more than happy if you drained me in the same manner.”
And before I could respond, he plunged into me.
“Oh shit, that was unexpected,” I said—or at least I think I said.
His cock was so far up in me, I could barely think, let alone speak.
Where Ebanth was a slow build-up, Ulveth was fast and furious. He didn’t just fuck—he pounded me, like his dick was a hammer and my pussy was the motherfucking nail.
But this time, I was determined to get the upper hand.
“I thought you were supposed to ask me to be your mate again,” I said, throwing him for a loop.
I knew I had caught him off guard when he broke rhythm, finally giving me a chance to catch my breath from his jackhammer dick.
"Damn, I fucking forgot. Are you angry?" he asked, slowing down to a more manageable pace.
“I’m not mad, but I want to hear the words—slow and sexy—but only if you want to say them,” I said, my voice sultry.
He came to a dead stop—literally—but I could still feel his dick pulsing inside me.
“Sunni Davis, mother of my unborn sons, will you take my seed, be my mate, share my life force, and be with me for the rest of our lives?” he said, his voice sincere.
“Wow, that’s much better than last time,” I teased, withholding my answer.
His response? He took my nipple into his mouth, faintly scratching it with his fangs.
Then he smashed into me, stealing the breath from my lungs.
“Answer my fucking question, Sunni,” he growled.
I realized I might have pushed him too far—he never spoke to me this way. None of them did—except Killer, but he was a special case, so what could you expect?
Damn.
I knew I shouldn’t be thinking about Yaroth while Ulveth was deep inside me, especially since he seemed to pick up on it.
“You’re with me, Sunni. Right now, it’s you and me—the cock inside you is mine,” he continued. “You belong to all of us, but I belong only to you. Do you accept me, Sunni? Could you love me, too?”
He was perfectly still as he waited for my response—his heartbeat next to mine, his firm body covering me, his cock throbbing within me. His eyes held the question he’d just asked.
I never would have thought, even for a moment, that this fearsome alien warrior could be insecure in my love for him.
“I am your mate, Ulveth. And yes, I chose you before, I choose you now, and if you ask me again tomorrow, I’ll choose you then. More than that, I see you, Ulvek Brak, and I love you without bounds or conditions. I love you because of who you are—the one who found me wandering alone on the streets of KX-7. The one who brought me to your brothers and made everything okay—no, better than okay. You make everything perfect.”
I kissed my alien lover with all the passion and love I felt for him.
He returned my kiss with the intensity of an Orcqlaneasion warrior in his prime. His body erupted inside mine, seeding my hungry womb once more, pushing me into my own frenzied orgasm.
He held me as our bodies trembled, both of us coming down from the passion-filled moment we had just shared, leaving my body an empty vessel still waiting to be filled.
I knew the wait would be short—neither my beautiful Orc nor my beastly Orc had yet to reconfirm our mating bonds.
What I hadn’t expected was that they would come to me together.
I had made love with my mates at the same time before, but somehow, I knew this time would be different.
They approached as I stood near the shore of the small lake. The water covered my heaving breasts, and somehow, it seemed deeper and clearer than before.
I couldn’t make sense of it—too mesmerized by the sight of my two remaining mates, their glistening, hard green bodies moving toward me.
Qorath plucked me from where I stood and carried me to the lake’s shore.
He laid back against the shoreline, the water reaching his chest, and pulled me over him so that I straddled his waist.
Once again, I was struck by the beauty of my alien lover as his dark eyes locked onto mine. He pulled me closer, and I leaned into him, our lips meeting—melding together in perfect passion.
He had told me he loved me before—had constantly called me his love—but somehow, in this moment, I wondered how such a perfect specimen, alien or not, could love me with all my imperfections and flaws.
“Sunni, put away your doubts and know that I love you and relish being your mate,” he said, as if reading my mind. “Once again, I ask—will you be my mate, bear my sons, and share my life force?”
“Yes, I will, now and forever. But how do you always do that? How do you seem to know what I’m thinking when I haven’t said anything?” I asked, confused.
“It’s our connection, love. Just like how you picked up on Ulveth’s ridiculous insecurities. We are bound, and we can feel each other's emotions through our bond—especially the most intense ones,” he said, stroking my back.
Ulveth’s voice surprised me from my right. “My insecurities are not ridiculous, but admittedly not grounded in any reality. But Qorath is correct. Trust that we love you,” he said while stroking my breast, scratching my nipple with the edge of his claw.
That quick flash of pain, mixed with pleasure, always did something to me.
I closed my eyes, letting go of my doubts and fears.
This was where I belonged.
A fresh wave of pleasure mixed with pain coursed through me as I felt a bite on my breast. My eyes flew open at the sensation.
It was Ebanth at my other breast, sucking and biting it.
I moaned as Qorath lifted me over his cock. I positioned myself over his leaking shaft and pushed my empty, aching pussy down, taking him to the hilt.
We both groaned—growled—as he stretched and filled me.
The sensations were too much.
Ebanth was on my left, sucking and abrading my breast. Ulveth was on my right, pulling and biting my other breast.
All while I rode my beautiful alien, Qorath, as he thrust up into me.
I felt my climax build as Qorath held onto my waist, pulling me closer, driving deeper inside me, all while kissing down my back.
Wait.
That couldn’t be right.
Qorath was holding me.
Ebanth and Ulveth were on either side of me.
Which meant…
That Yaroth, my Killer Orc, was behind me.
The realization sent chills down my spine as he kissed and licked his way down my back.
Each of my Orcs at my breasts grabbed my hands and wrapped them around their thick, hot cocks.
I squeezed each one as they clawed and gnawed at my large breasts.
I was in rapture when I felt Yaroth’s tongue rim my asshole under the water.
I tried to form the question of how he was doing that, but I was too far gone to care—another orgasm rushed through me.
I was still coming down from it when I felt Yaroth’s breath at my ear, his body pressing against my back. Even in my sexual daze, I knew what he was planning.
"Be my mate. Take me into your body, your life, your soul," he said, his breath hot against my ear.
"Yes, Yaroth… but this—this scares me. I don’t think I can do this," I admitted, nervous about what his body would do to mine.
"I’ve got you, love. Just relax," Qorath said, pounding into me, while my mates at my breasts bit down at the same time.
I screamed as the spearhead of Yaroth’s cock rimmed my asshole.
My climax slammed into me, and I held my breath through it.
And as I gave in to it, I felt Yaroth push his thick cock into my ass.
It hurt at first. I tried to pull away, but with Qorath buried deep inside my pussy, I had nowhere to go—especially when he pushed me back onto Yaroth, who pressed another inch of his thick cock into my ass.
Ulveth released my breast from his teeth and turned my head to him.
He kissed me, his pent-up desire pouring into it.
I returned the kiss, and as our lips met, I felt Yaroth slide another inch deeper into me—less painful this time.
I moaned into the kiss, and at that moment, Qorath and Yaroth thrust into me at the same time, pushing me into another climax.
When I finally reached my orgasm, Yaroth pressed all the way in.
I pulled away from Ulveth’s lips and screamed, my body writhing as I came from the overwhelming sensation of two thick alien cocks buried deep inside me.
As I caught my breath again, Ebanth let go of my breast and kissed me, matching the passionate kiss I had just shared with Ulveth.
Ulveth took over, fondling and biting both breasts.
I still held his cock in one hand, as well as Ebanth’s in the other.
As my other two mates pounded into me in a rough rhythm, I squeezed the cocks I held, giving myself over to the riot of sensations coursing through my body.
I felt like a sexual goddess, worshipped by my alien lovers.
A misty fog slowly rose from the waters where my mates fucked me mercilessly.
As it wrapped around me, I squeezed my pussy around Qorath’s cock, setting off a chain reaction of orgasms—first his, then mine, then Yaroth’s, then Ulveth’s, then Ebanth’s.
The fog swirled around us, shimmering with gold, silver, and white lights.
It looked magical—almost mystical.
I felt a profound sense of well-being, like everything was going to be okay.
I knew, deep in my soul, that my womb was strong enough to carry my babies to term. And when I returned to this special place to deliver them, they would be okay.
Somehow, I knew my mates shared this realization, our connection binding us in certainty.
Slowly, the fog dissipated, and my mates and I stepped out of the small lake—now just as lush and green as the surrounding healing pools.
The lands and the waters of Orcqlaneasus had accepted me.
Accepted us.
Nurtured our sons.
We had crossed the biggest hurdle in ensuring our babies would be strong and safe.
But one more challenge awaited us—the judgment of Evalynne Browne and the Orcqlaneasion Directorate.
~~~
Twelve months felt like an eternity being pregnant, but being on house arrest made it even longer. Besides my mates, the only thing that made life bearable was my unlikely friendship with the billionaire, Lydia Collins-Adler.
After the mating ceremony, we were assigned housing—sort of—by the Directorate. Just like the murky stream they had given us at the healing springs, they had given us an equally run-down house to renovate and live in.
When my mates first saw it, they were beyond pissed, promising to bring down hell and fury on Chief Elder Illbrien, whom we all believed was behind the shitty accommodations.
But I saw past the run-down building.
I saw a beautiful old mansion, filled with character, that belonged to us.
I saw a place where we could welcome our baby boys and create a lifetime of memories.
And somehow, I got my aggravated mates to share my vision.
It would take time, effort, and credits to bring it back to its former glory.
That’s where my new friend, Lydia, came in.
At first, the building was too unsafe to enter, so we slept on our ship at night and worked on the house during the day.
About a week into our home project, a hovercraft arrived, carrying four Orcqlaneasion males, four human-Orcqlaneasion hybrid babies, and the billionaire Lydia Collins-Adler.
I fondly recalled that first meeting as the large hovercraft came to a stop at our worksite.
Lydia bounded out first, not waiting for her mates or toddlers. She looked around as if searching for something.
As it turned out, I was what she was looking for.
She waved at me and started walking over.
“Hey, are you Sunni Davis? I’ve been dying to meet you! I’m Lydia Collins.”
I had seen her on news segments and magazine covers, I was well aware of who she was.
She was a Boss—the kind of woman I had always imagined I could be while running my own small business.
I started to extend my hand for a shake—dapping it up didn’t seem like the right move—but she pulled me into a big hug instead.
“Welcome to Orcqlaneasus! I’m so glad you’re here,” she said.
I felt my mates pause construction, moving into a protective wall behind me.
Curiously, I noticed that Lydia’s mates mirrored the same formation behind her, each carrying a squirming toddler.
I knew my eyes had to be as big as saucers as I stared at the adorable green babies.
Without even thinking, I stepped closer to Lydia, hands outstretched.
“Oh my god, they are so cute! Can I please hold one of them?”
Lydia turned and plucked the baby closest to her from her mate’s arms and handed him to me.
I was instantly in love with the little guy.
I squeezed him in a hug and took a deep breath, taking in his sweet, minty baby scent.
The baby grabbed one of my braids with his little green hands and, laughing, tried to put it in his mouth.
“No, baby,” Lydia said, trying to get him to release my hair, all while he giggled and held on tighter.
I thought it was funny too, but Lydia seemed a little frustrated.
“Parnifh, please get your son,” she said, holding her hands up in defeat.
Her mate walked over, stretched out his arms, and said sternly, “No, son. We don’t hurt the Earth Mothers.”
The baby immediately released my hair, his little lip quivering as he started to cry.
He held his arms out to his father, who retrieved his crying son and patted his small back.
I immediately felt bad for causing the little one distress.
“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to make him cry,” I said, embarrassed.
“No, it’s not your fault. They’re all cute little terrors. But—” she said, pointing to my braid where the baby had been holding on. “—he did help me get to the point of my visit.”
“My braids?” I asked, confused.
“No, mine—that is to say, not my braids but my hair. Look at it,” she said.
I did, but I didn’t see the problem.
“What am I supposed to be looking at? All I see is a neat mom-bun.”
“Exactly. My hair is a mess. Ever since I got here, I’ve been struggling. I had products shipped from Earth through my company, but it’s still no good. I don’t know what I’m doing, and this is the only style I can come up with.”
She sighed before adding, “I had Evalynne look into your business in Memphis since you said you were a stylist. And you weren’t just a stylist—you were the go-to in all of Tennessee for everything from box braids to updos, from silk presses to Bantu knots.”
“I need your help. I can’t go on like this,” she said dramatically. “I know this is going to sound spoiled and bougie, but what the hell—I had a personal full-time hairstylist and makeup artist on staff back on Earth, and I am absolutely lost without them.”
I looked from her to her mates, trying to see if she was pulling my leg, but the varying degrees of frustration on each of their faces told me she wasn’t kidding.
Parnifh, who had just calmed his son down, responded as if answering my unspoken question. “She is completely serious.”
“Look, I don’t want to offend you by offering to hire you. I genuinely want to help you and your mates. My mates are willing to help yours expedite the construction of your home so that it’s ready before your babies arrive. All I ask is that you at least show me how to use the products I have so I can try to manage my hair on my own,” she said.
I was jumping up and down inside—my business role model wanted hair tips from me! But I knew I could do better than that.
“I would happily be your stylist—no strings attached. Unfortunately, I don’t have any of the products or tools I need to create most of those styles.”
Lydia’s eyes lit up with excitement.
"Are you serious? Don’t worry about a thing—just tell me exactly what you need to set up shop, and I’ll have it here within a month," she said with complete confidence.
One of Lydia’s other mates joined the conversation.
"I am Veltrufh Grend, and these are my brothers Xarufh Jex, Jaraefh Drak, and Parnifh Bral, whom you met earlier."
He turned toward Lydia and smirked. "In our mate’s excitement to offer you employment, she has forgotten to introduce both her mates and children."
Lydia rolled her eyes but grinned.
"I haven’t forgotten—I was just excited," she said, crossing her arms but clearly not offended.
Veltrufh nodded, his gaze shifting back to me.
"My brethren and I would like to assist in the construction of your residence if you and your mates agree."
I turned to my mates and immediately felt their disapproval through our bond. Their scowling faces made it even clearer.
Yeah, they did not want help.
So, I did the most logical thing.
"These are my mates—Ebanth Vrek, Qorath Dral, Ulveth Brak, and Yaroth Krym—and I can tell, without even asking, that they would welcome your assistance."
The air around us thickened with their irritation, their frustration pressing into me through our bond.
I ignored it.
I knew I would have to seriously make it up to them later, giving each one of them individual attention to smooth things over.
But I also knew one undeniable fact—at the rate my assassin-construction workers were going, there was no way we’d have a home up and running before our sons were born.




Chapter 12: Ebanth Vrek – Space Orc
Chief Elder Illbrien Rezz had to die.
There was no other way around it.
His very existence jeopardized our mate—the mother of our sons.
I had come to this conclusion on my own, though I could feel through our bond that my brethren had each considered it as well.
Every time the unspoken thought surfaced, I was the one to forcefully denounce my brothers for even entertaining such a foolhardy idea.
An action like that would not only permanently sever our bond—but the punishment for killing the Supreme Leader was immediate death.
Yet, the months passed too quickly as we worked tirelessly to build Sunni a home—a place where our sons could grow and thrive.
Our second visit to the healing ponds, this time under Dr. Nina Bridges’ supervision, brought forth the healthy birth of our sons.
It should have been a time of pure joy.
And in many ways, it was.
But the shadow of Sunni’s sentencing for the attempted murder of Evalynne Browne still loomed over us.
We had spent twelve months under house arrest with Sunni—not that it was a hardship.
There was nowhere my brethren and I would rather have been.
But as the months dragged on, Sunni’s normally bright humor began to fade.
First, as she nervously awaited the birth of our sons.
Then, as she awaited her sentencing.
“Ebanth, why are you out here alone?”
Sunni’s voice broke through my thoughts as she found me in the workshop my brethren and I had built to house the weapons of our trade.
“You should be resting. Tomorrow is a consequential day,” I said, avoiding her question.
“I know, but I truly believe everything is going to be okay,” she said, walking toward me, arms outstretched in an embrace.
Like a magnet, I pulled her into me, crushing my lips against hers.
Feeling her body against mine only strengthened my resolve.
I would do it.
I would kill Illbrien with my bare hands if it meant keeping her safe from harm.
I had vowed to protect her with my life, and I meant to honor that vow.
“Come back to bed, my love,” she whispered, resting her head against my chest. “Everything is going to be fine. Plus, we need to talk about what’s going to happen tomorrow.”
Reluctantly, I closed the workshop and followed my mate back to our sleeping suite.
Inside, my brethren lounged on the sofas and cushions Sunni had arranged throughout the chamber.
“You found him. Was he sharpening his battle axe?” Ulveth teased.
“More likely, he was priming his daggers, poisoning each tip so that even the tiniest cut brings instant death,” Yaroth added.
Qorath’s expression darkened. “Brothers, you tease too much. Of course, Ebanth was strategizing an exit route. Killing the Supreme Director would not only be a death sentence for him, but also for his brethren, mate, and newborn progeny.”
A chill settled over the room.
I realized then that my subversive thoughts had not been covert at all—not only had my brethren sensed them, but my mate had as well.
“Ebanth, I keep telling you—all of you—that it’s going to be okay,” Sunni said.
I sighed. “I am sorry. It did not occur to me that my actions could place each of you and our sons in danger. I only thought to willingly sacrifice my life to protect yours.”
Sunni motioned for me to sit with my brethren.
“Listen,” she said, “I know you don’t understand much about Earth customs, especially among Black women, but we’ve already settled how tomorrow is going to go down. I need you to trust me. And no matter what happens, I need you to promise me you won’t attack anyone. No matter how provoked you might be by what you see.”
We all spoke at once, our overlapping protests making the conversation a tangled mess.
“Stop!” Sunni shouted. “I did this, and I need to pay for it—without your interference. If you can’t do that, if you can’t promise me that, then I will take my boys and raise them on Nyokaa.”
A sharp silence fell over the room.
“You can’t do that, Sunni. You belong here with us. Our sons belong here with us,” Ulveth said earnestly.
“I know that. Believe me, there is no place I would rather be than with you. But just know this—if you interfere in tomorrow’s proceedings, even with the slightest outburst, Kayla Asani will dispatch her sons here to take me and my boys back to Nyokaa. It’s already been arranged, and there’s nothing you can do about it.”
She spoke with absolute finality.
“Sunni, you don’t understand,” I argued. “Illbrien wants your blood. Anything less will not satisfy him.”
Her eyes flashed with defiance. “And I told you—I’ve got this! Either you trust that I can handle it, or we’re done. It’s just that simple. I brought this on myself, and I have to face the consequences myself!”
“Get out. All of you!”
The cries of our sons filled the room, sensing their mother’s distress.
“Go. Take care of your sons. I have a big day tomorrow, and I need to sleep—alone!”
For the first time since we had moved into our home, we did not sleep beside our mate.
Hearing the volume of our sons' cries rising, we left our enraged mate and attended to our equally angry, half-human sons.
~~~
We arrived in the Directorate Hall at the appointed time and were immediately met with a phalanx of Orcqlaneasion warriors.
This was despite the fact that we each carried a son, making warfare virtually impossible with an infant in tow.
Nevertheless, we were surrounded as a precaution, most likely to secure the health and safety of our supreme, unhinged leader, Chief Elder Illbrien Rezz.
At the appointed time, Sunni entered the center of the Council chamber, followed by each of the other six human women.
They formed a large open circle around Sunni and Evalynne Browne.
Chief Elder Illbrien went to the podium from his place on the dais and began the proceedings.
"Today, we gather to bear witness to the sentencing of Sunnitha Davis."
“Earth Mother Sunni Davis has already been found guilty of reckless endangerment by the council and has spent the last twelve months on house arrest.”
Illbrien’s gaze swept over the chamber, his disdain evident.
“As Chief Elder of the Orcqlaneasion Directorate, I would render a far harsher sentence than the one imposed today. As a point of personal privilege, I have relented to the wishes of my mate, the victim in this matter, Evalynne Browne, and my bound brothers, Elders Rektrion Bryll and Fraebrion Maer.”
"I have allowed them to dictate the terms of punishment, ensuring it remains benign—without lasting harm."
His tone darkened, his lips curling in contempt.
“However, as I, too, was an aggrieved party in the fight for survival on Zholtum to free my mate from circumstances set in motion by Sunni Davis—I demand blood!”
The hall erupted.
Elders and warriors voiced their outrage, the roar of voices rising like a wave through the chamber.
Even though Sunni’s actions had endangered Evalynne Browne, the efforts of both her mates and herself had ultimately extricated them from that danger—in a manner befitting a warrior bond and their mate.
I held my son tight, feeling his small body tense from the charged atmosphere in the hall.
I wanted to protect my mate from whatever lay ahead.
But I needed to reassure my son—to show him that his mother was safe.
Sunni’s insistence that we bring the babies had effectively dampened any bloodlust we might have had.
Instead, we focused on calming our sons, whispering soft reassurances even as the tension thickened.
Yet, as I looked toward the circle of women, including Sunni, I saw something unexpected.
They were calm.
Unshaken.
As if they had anticipated Illbrien’s outburst.
I watched as Illbrien nodded, and across from him, Evalynne Browne did the same.
Evalynne stepped forward, stopping directly in front of Sunni.
Her voice was clear, deliberate, unwavering.
“Your actions were capricious and endangered not only my life but the lives of my mates.”
She let the words settle before continuing.
“I investigated your past, and while I do see why you did what you did—I am still righteously angry.”
Her gaze locked onto Sunni’s.
“Do you willingly accept whatever punishment I deem fit?”
Sunni met her stare without hesitation.
“I am sincerely sorry that my actions caused you and your mates pain and suffering. And I accept whatever punishment you choose.”
A moment of silence.
Then, Evalynne nodded.
She took a step back.
Then turned slightly—
And swung her hand.
The sharp crack of her palm against Sunni’s cheek echoed through the hall.
Sunni’s head snapped to the side from the force of the blow, a thin trickle of blood forming at the corner of her lip.
My brethren and I stood as one, our bodies taut with rage, but we were shackled by our sons—the infants' cries rising in anguish at their mother’s pain.
Dr. Nina, who stood near Sunni, immediately pulled out a medical scanner, running it over her cheek.
Then, one by one, the women in the circle stepped forward.
Each one embraced Evalynne.
Then, each one embraced Sunni.
And without another word, they turned and exited the hall.
Only Evalynne and Sunni remained.
Evalynne took a slow step forward.
Then another.
Until, at last, she stood before Sunni—
And opened her arms.
Amazingly, the females hugged, each crying and smiling.
I didn’t quite understand what had just happened.
I didn’t like seeing my mate assaulted.
But whatever had just occurred, it had brought the matter to a conclusion.
Arm in arm, Evalynne and Sunni walked out of the hall together—putting the past to rest and ushering in a new beginning for all of us.




Epilogue - Kayla Thomas Milgrim Asani
I never got used to the Royal Palace Compound, and I made it my business to spend as little time there as possible.
Unfortunately, that meant being away from my children far more than I wanted to be—even if they were adults.
Obviously, I must have missed something significant during my last mission with Dukari, since my oldest sons were abuzz about the beautiful human mate of their Orcqlaneasion allies.
Apparently, the Space Orcs had requested—and been granted—asylum in the Nyokaa planetary system but declined when they discovered their mate was pregnant.
To say that my offspring were disappointed by this turn of events would be an understatement of epic proportions.
I genuinely believed my sons had seriously considered abducting the woman—right under the noses of the Orcs.
And, knowing my sons, they absolutely could have pulled it off.
Since our planet was a pluralistic society—home to species from all over the known galaxies—two Nyoka raising four hybrid-Orcqlaneasion children with a human mother of African descent would—believe it or not—not have been the most unusual occurrence on Nyokaa.
When I received a communication from former Ambassador Vivien Johnson, now residing on Orcqlaneasus, stating that the human in question, Sunni Davis, might actually need sanctuary for herself and her children on Nyokaa, I quietly worked behind the scenes to make the necessary arrangements.
I considered alerting my sons but ultimately decided to only share the information with my mates, Dukari—at least until whatever drama was happening on Orcqlaneasus played itself out.
That turned out to be a wise decision, since, according to my latest message from both Ambassador Johnson and Ms. Davis herself, everything had been resolved satisfactorily.
This still left me with another pressing issue—my sons.
And their lack of a suitable mate.
My sons reveled in their royal status as princes, indulging in the privilege and affection it brought them while breaking the hearts of alien women indiscriminately.
It was becoming a thing.
Even their beloved Supreme Scion was growing frustrated with their antics.
I had hoped, and everyone had believed, that they weren’t Idex—or identical—especially since their coloring differed.
But in all the ways that mattered, they were.
And even I knew, that as much as I loved them, Idex needed an anchor—something, or someone, to keep them from acting on their worst instincts.
They needed a mate.
 




The Last of the Orcqlaneasions
In a distant galaxy, the "Last of the Orcqlaneasions" series chronicles the dwindling population of giant warriors. These formidable creatures were known as the toughest beings in all the galaxies, feared by their enemies and revered by their allies. Bound brothers of two, three, or four formed unbreakable bonds and searched for human mates to complete their unit, carry their young, and share their life force. For without females, their species was on the brink of extinction. With every passing day, their numbers decreased and their hope for survival dwindled. Desperate for a solution, they scoured the universe for rare human mates, hoping they would be the key to their salvation. Despite their fierce reputation, they were willing to risk it all for the fragile human who could potentially save their kind from disappearing forever.
Space Orcs and the Director
 
At the end of the Distant Wars, Med-Space Gamma-7 is set to close. Dr. Nina Bridges, the human director from Earth, faces an uncertain future alongside her security team, four fierce Orcqlaneasions—the last of their dwindling species. Kaelix Voss, Talix Krynn, Zephix Jorin, and Aerix Thorne, each a towering warrior with a powerful presence, find themselves drawn to Nina in a bond fueled by overwhelming passion and a desperate desire to ensure the survival of their kind. As they navigate the aftermath of the wars, will they overcome their differences and find lasting love, or will their turbulent pasts and ingrained distrust keep them apart? In this tale of desire and destiny, the stakes are higher than ever.
Space Orcs and the Thief
 
Thalia Montgomery, a former space marine turned mercenary, is stranded and fighting for survival on the dangerous moon of KX-7. In the midst of chaos, she comes across two Pstoadys scientists in desperate need of help. Their solution? A daring heist from a damaged ship.

But this isn't just any ship; it belongs to three fierce Orcqlaneasion warriors, Gorak Malak, Thargok Vorr, and Varnok Zenn. These bound brothers are not only skilled fighters but also the last hope for their dying civilization. They seek a female mate to complete their unit and ensure the survival of their race.

Undeterred by rumors of their ferocity, Thalia successfully steals what she needs. However, when the warriors review their surveillance footage, they become captivated by the daring human woman. Could Thalia be the missing piece they've been searching for, or is she just a desperate criminal willing to risk everything?

In a world where courage and cunning intersect, Thalia must navigate a treacherous path where the line between predator and prey blurs. Will she become the savior of a dying race or the ultimate fugitive on this lawless moon?

Immerse yourself in the thrilling and passionate sci-fi adventure, "Space Orcs and the Thief," the second installment of "The Last of the Orcqlaneasions” series.
www.solarblackboard.com
Space Orcs and the Pilot
 
In the vast expanse of the cosmos, Yvonne Adams, a striking ebony-skinned woman, stands as a testament to survival and resilience. Once a pioneering spirit on the fledgling planet of Nu-Terra, Yvonne's life was irrevocably shattered by a brutal alien attack that claimed her young family, leaving her the sole survivor.

With nothing left on Earth to anchor her, Yvonne carves out a living as a salvage ship operator, seeking solace in the solitude of space. Yet, peace remains elusive, haunted by the memory of the four Orcqlaneasion warriors who failed to protect her family and the colony. Their abandonment during the planet's darkest hour has festered into a wound of bitterness and blame.

Six years have passed, and destiny brings Yvonne face-to-face with the very warriors she holds responsible. Can she find it within herself to forgive these mighty protectors for their failure? Can they come to terms with their own guilt and seek redemption?

"Space Orcs and the Pilot" is a gripping tale of heartache, resilience, strength, and smoldering passion. Journey with Yvonne as she confronts her past, battles inner demons, and discovers that sometimes, the path to healing lies in the unlikeliest of alliances. As tensions rise and passions ignite, Yvonne and the Orcqlaneasion warriors must navigate a treacherous path toward forgiveness, understanding, and unexpected love.

Immerse yourself in the captivating saga of resilience and redemption with "Space Orcs and the Pilot," the thrilling third installment in "The Last of the Orcqlaneasions" series.

Trigger Warning: This science fiction work, set in another galaxy, contains references to the death of a child, late-term miscarriage, and alien abduction. Reader discretion is advised. Ultimately, it is a story about a woman's resilience and her journey to rebuild her life.

www.solarblackboard.com


Space Orcs and the Diplomat
 
Vivien Johnson: A Brilliant Diplomat's Downfall
Ambassador Vivien Johnson, a brilliant and accomplished African American woman, once celebrated as Earth's foremost representative to the Galactic Alliance, now bears the burden of the devastating massacre on Nu Terra. Forced into retirement at 55, she sought refuge in seclusion, grappling with the abrupt end of her illustrious career. After a year of silence, a new urgency pulls her from hiding: her beloved niece, Dr. Nina Bridges, has vanished. The last information Vivien received mentioned Nina being united with her four Orcqlaneasion mates and expecting a child, but since then, there has been no word.

Determined to uncover the truth, Vivien embarks on a daring quest, infiltrating the Orcqlaneasus Directorate's space and planet. Along the way, she faces numerous obstacles, including the wary Directorate Elders. In her relentless search for Nina, Vivien must navigate treacherous political landscapes, face her own past, and fight for the love and family she refuses to lose.

The Directorate: Warriors Past Their Prime
The Directorate, once formidable warriors, now serve as Elders, providing counsel on all matters of security and survival for their species. These giants, renowned as the toughest beings in all the galaxies, have traded their weapons for wisdom, guiding their people through an era of decline. When Vivien Johnson, an alien ambassador, invades their space, the Elders are immediately on high alert. Her unauthorized presence poses a significant threat, and they must determine her true intentions. Does she seek to infiltrate their homeworld for some dark purpose, or are her motives sincere and urgent? Will her actions restore lost hope or destroy centuries of customs and traditions that have kept their society intact?

As Vivien's quest intensifies, the Directorate's Elders must decide whether to ally with her or stand as formidable obstacles. Will they become her greatest allies or her ultimate downfall? The Elders must balance their instinct to protect their own with the possibility of a brighter future for their people.

Immerse yourself in this passionate sci-fi adventure of love past its prime and undaunted courage with "Space Orcs and the Diplomat," the fourth installment of "The Last of the Orcqlaneasions” series.
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Space Orcs and the CEO
 
Lydia Collins-Adler was once the brilliant CEO of Lunar Dynamics, a spacecraft design company with exclusive government contracts and deep connections within the Galactic Alliance. But after nearly twenty years of marriage, a painful divorce leaves her life in shambles. Bankrupt and barred from starting a new company on Earth, Lydia is forced to seek a fresh start in the distant galaxies.

Her immediate concern, however, isn’t just rebuilding her life—it’s finding Vivien Johnson, her mentor and the former Earth Ambassador, who mysteriously vanished over a year ago. Driven by a desperate need for answers, Lydia embarks on a perilous journey across the stars.

But Lydia isn't the only one searching for answers. Orcqlaneasion warriors Xarufh Jex, Parnifh Bral, Jaraefh Drak, and Veltrufh Grend are on a mission of their own: uncovering the truth behind a rumored human conspiracy that threatens their race’s future. When their investigation leads them to Lydia, they are confronted with a woman who is as much a mystery as she is a potential threat.

Passion ignites, but so do doubts. Can Lydia be trusted, or is she hiding something that could destroy them all? In a universe where love and betrayal often blur together, Lydia and the Orcqlaneasions find themselves entangled in a dangerous dance of desire and suspicion.

Immerse yourself in the fifth installment of the Last of the Orcqlaneasions series, Space Orcs and the CEO, where the lines between love and deception blur, and the stakes are as high as the passion that burns among the stars.

www.solarblackboard.com
Space Orcs and the Investigator
 
Chief Elder Illbrien Rezz is a leader on the edge. His rule is crumbling, his brotherhood shattered, and the specter of madness looms ever closer. The Orcqlaneasions face a precarious future, balancing the promise of salvation through human mates with the ongoing nuisance of the meddlesome Pstoady scientists, Torvak and Tovak. Their constant interference disrupts the Orcqlaneasion way of life, sowing chaos and threatening fragile alliances.

When the Directorate calls in former military investigator Evalynne Browne to track down the Pstoadys, they’re placing their faith in a woman with a fierce reputation. A decorated space marine turned Executive Security Director, Browne has seen it all—and retirement hasn’t dulled her edge. But what starts as a covert mission to bring the Pstoadys to justice quickly spirals into something more when Illbrien sets his sights on her.

For Illbrien, Evalynne represents more than the key to saving his people—she’s the one who can restore his rule, mend his broken brotherhood, and anchor his sanity. Consumed by obsession, the Chief Elder is determined to claim her as his mate. But Evalynne is no ordinary human; she’s a soldier, a strategist, and a woman who bows to no one.

As their wills clash in a battle for dominance, alliances are tested, secrets come to light, and the fate of two species hangs in the balance. Will Evalynne uncover the Pstoadys' disruptive plans before it’s too late, or will Illbrien’s relentless pursuit of her jeopardize everything?

In this explosive installment of the Last of the Orcqlaneasions series, love and survival collide in a high-stakes game where victory is the only option.
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Space Orcs and the Cosmetologist
 
Sunni Davis always has a smile. Her sunny disposition and optimistic attitude are hallmarks of her personality. But every once in a while, a cloud surfaces.

For Sunni, that cloud was losing everything—her home, her beauty shop, her man, and her hopes of becoming a colonist on a new planet. Just when she’s at her lowest, she gets the opportunity of a lifetime: managing the Moon Dust Salon and Spa on Earth’s moon. It’s a dream come true, finally giving her the chance to travel to the stars.

But things aren’t what they seem at the exclusive spa designed specifically for Black women over 35, and Sunni soon discovers its insidious secret. Instead of exposing the perpetrators, she makes a desperate choice—one that will change her destiny and put her in the crosshairs of four Orcqlaneasion elite assassins determined to track her down by any means necessary.

Can she escape their pursuit, or will she fall into their claws?





Books By This Author
Dukari
 
Kayla's K-pop dreams become reality—with an alien twist.

Kayla Thomas Milgram’s Seoul vacation takes an unexpected turn when she encounters Dukari, an alien stranded on Earth who looks uncannily like her middle school K-pop idol. His infamous disguise quickly attracts unwanted attention, sparking a series of chaotic misadventures.

As Dukari helps Kayla confront her fears, she introduces him to the complexities of humanity. Realizing they are true mates, their connection deepens—but Kayla begins to wonder if Dukari is hiding more than just his true identity. With surprises, deception, sabotage, and secrets threatening to unravel everything, their love is tested in ways neither of them expected.

Slink into the seductive and thrilling world of Dukari, the tantalizing prequel to the upcoming Snakemen of Nyokaa series.
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