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Book 3 in the Alien Abductions series.
 
For months, the mysterious Ary has been teasing Storm with sexy tales of aliens. The intrepid reporter arrives in Moonbeam to investigate the story, and within hours of meeting the aristocratic Ary, Storm sees, feels and tastes his hard, vibrating proof. She’ll do anything to keep her source happy, including voyaging to the ends of the known universes to nail an exclusive.
Ary, a ruling prince of Sila, prides himself on being cool and unattached. Storm’s constantly moving mouth tests that resolve. Under her enticing touch, Ary’s primitive passions erupt, releasing his inner beast, freeing him from the restraints of tradition.
Not all Silans are happy their ruler has a mate and the enemy is poised, ready to attack. The last story Storm covers could be her own.
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Chapter One
 
“This Moonbeam place is in the middle of nowhere.” Howard, the television station’s most experienced cameraman, hunched over the steering wheel and peered through the bug-splattered windshield, the van’s headlights illuminating the lonely stretch of highway. Tall pine trees lined the pavement, their fresh scent mixing with the aroma of coffee. Stars sparkled above them, a vivid reminder that they might not be alone in the universe, a theory Storm would soon confirm.
“What are you going to do if your source doesn’t show?” Howard’s wrinkled face twisted into a scowl.
“My source will show,” Storm assured her overprotective friend. “He was scheduled to arrive in Moonbeam a week ago last Friday.” She glanced at the tiny screen of her handheld. Still no messages. “Don’t worry.”
“I have to worry because you’ve taken no precautions. Meeting with a strange man in a strange place.” He clucked his tongue. “Not everyone is your friend, Storm.”
“No one is my friend.” She recited her new mantra, undeterred by Howard’s worrying, an investigative reporter’s job to venture where others feared to tread. “I’m cool, calm and detached.”
“Right.” The older man snorted. “Who are you trying to be—Brenda?”
Storm’s face heated. “She did land the fulltime position with that attitude. Or it could have been her perfect blonde hair or her extensive coverage of the war in the Middle East that did it.” She nibbled on her bottom lip, a nasty habit she had been unable to break. “I need a war.”
“You’d cry over every death.” Howard reached over and patted her hand, his comment unfortunately true, her sympathy serving as a liability in the news business. “If your source has spent the last two weeks and a day in Moonbeam, why hasn’t he emailed you? How well do you know this guy?”
“Well enough.” She shrugged, unwilling to admit her fascination with the mysterious Arystokrata Nazwisko extended past the potentially groundbreaking story. “We’ve been in contact online for months. He claims communicating close to the rendezvous date is a security risk.” She sighed softly, missing their correspondence, Ary’s detailed stories of exotic alien worlds the highlight of her day.
Storm stared out the window at the night sky. Win says his stories are plausible and she’s the best astrobiologist I know. A meteor shot across the blackness. Is there truly life out there?
“Security risk? You’re meeting in Moonbeam, the Roswell of the North.” Howard tugged at his thin gray ponytail. “If he was so concerned about security, you’d think he would put more thought into the location.”
“Who says he didn’t? It’s the perfect site if he wants this initial encounter kept off the record,” Storm guessed, not knowing Ary’s reasoning. They exited Highway 11 and she leaned forward. The small town appeared dark and deserted, the ideal backdrop for a midnight exchange of top-secret information. “No one would believe he met with me here.” Especially with proof aliens exist.
It would be proof only she’d have access to, Ary promising her exclusivity. Storm’s lips curled upward as she envisioned her gracious acceptance of the News And Documentary Emmy Award, her proud journalism professors and jealous rivals standing in the audience, clapping enthusiastically and murmuring about how she broadened their horizons, making a difference in the world.
“Your source is right about no one believing you.” Howard interrupted her reverie. “It’s hard to take a town known for aliens seriously.” The van rolled to a stop in front of the town’s landmark, an illuminated, silver nine-foot-tall model of a UFO. “What did I tell you?” He waved his hand at the empty space. “There’s not one car in the parking lot.”
“He’ll show,” Storm repeated, trusting Ary to keep his word.
“And when he does, I’ll be here to film your meeting.” Howard unbuckled his seatbelt. “I’m not leaving you in the dark alone.”
“You’re leaving me because the station will have your ass if you stay. Freelancers aren’t assigned cameramen, you know that.” Storm summoned a smile, irked by her lowly status. “And you have a forest fire you need to film.”
“The forest fire can wait,” Howard groused.
“No, it can’t. Don’t blow this opportunity for me.” She wagged her index finger at him. “I need this. I don’t want to be covering human interest stories forever.”
“You like human-interest stories.”
“I want to make a difference.” Storm pleaded for her friend to understand, needing to do this, to prove she was a great reporter. Howard opened his mouth and she rushed to clarify. “A big difference. That’s my dream, my destiny, what I know I’m meant to do.”
Howard sighed. “Who am I to hold you back from your dreams?”
“Thank you.” She opened the door and hopped down, her sturdy military boots crunching on the gravel surface. “I’ll be begging you for editing assistance on this story.” Storm swung her heavy backpack over one of her shoulders. “Consider yourself warned.”
“You do that.” Howard shook his head, chuckling. “And call me if you need help. Remember—”
“We cover the news, we don’t make it,” Storm recited and she laughed, closing the door with a solid thud. “Now get going before you scare my source.”
Howard waved as he drove away, a smile on his weathered face. Storm watched the dented cube van until it faded from view. A peculiar clicking noise filled the night air.
“I’ll filter that out of the audio afterward,” she noted. “Don’t let it bother you, Storm. Be professional, unemotional.” She checked the time on the handheld. She was six minutes early. “Audio.” Storm flicked the recording feature on and the handheld beeped. “Check.”
She walked to the flying saucer and stood directly underneath it, as instructed. “I’m in position.” She plunked her backpack down and scanned her surroundings. The landmark was isolated from the rest of the town, with no houses built nearby. Shadows stretched across the freshly mowed grass, providing plenty of places for her contact, Arystokrata Nazwisko, to hide.
I trust him. Storm rolled her shoulders back, her joints cracking. He didn’t spend months sending me hundreds of messages simply to lure me to a remote northern town and kill me.
She extracted her compact from the backpack and primped, pushing back wayward strands of red hair, her short curls never falling perfectly in place as Brenda’s longer, light-catching golden tendrils did. Storm grimaced, her untamable hair adding more stress to an already stressful situation.
“Not that I have video.” She twisted her lips. “I should have asked for permission to record video.” An unusually large meteor flashed across the midnight sky. “Brenda would have asked for permission.” Storm tucked the compact away and wiped her moist palms on her khaki cargo pants. The annoying clicking noise increased in volume.
“Storm Mackenzie?” The voice was male and disappointingly nasally, Storm expecting Ary’s voice to be deeper and sexier. A shadow separated from the others.
She narrowed her eyes, peering into the darkness, the silhouette strange, almost insect-like. “I’m Storm Mackenzie. Is that you, Arystokrata Nazwisko?” She was proud of how the difficult name fluidly flowed off her tongue, having practiced the pronunciation for hours.
“No.” He stepped into the light and she gasped. The man…creature resembled a giant red ant, guns unlike any she’d ever seen clasped in his four hands.
Don’t run. Storm’s flesh crawled and her heart beat frantically in her chest. Great reporters don’t run. She inhaled, counted to five and exhaled.
It’s a story. It isn’t real. Film the story. Storm fumbled with her handheld, found the video function, and activated it, positioning the camera to frame the ant man. An ant man. She trembled with excitement and fear. “W-w-who are you and what do you want?”
“I am a Mravenec warrior. I want you, Storm Mackenzie, mate of Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko, and I want revenge upon all of Sila.” He pointed one of the guns at her feet and tapped a button. Red electricity flared from the muzzle and snapped toward her.
“Shit.” She jumped backward. The energy curled around her ankles, binding them together. She stumbled and toppled over, landing with a thump on her ass, the grass cushioning her fall, her handheld remaining in her hands.
“I’ve been captured.” Storm’s voice wavered, her fear audible and unprofessional. Be cold, calm and detached. “The electricity doesn’t hurt.” Do your job. Report on the news. “I feel numb.” She wiggled her toes within her boots. “I can’t break the bond. It must be some sort of super strong alien technology.”
The giant ant man approached, his antennae twitching and his jaws clicking as they snapped open and shut. “He’s coming for me.” Storm wiggled away from him, seeing no kindness reflected in his forbidding insect face and having no desire for a posthumous Emmy Award.
“You’re mistaken, Mr. Warrior,” she called to him. “I’m not Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko’s mate. He’s my source.” The ant’s expression remained blank. “He’s my contact and that’s all,” she explained, frantic to stop him. “We haven’t even met, not in person, so if you’re thinking to trade me or hold me for ransom, he won’t negotiate, not for me.” The ant pointed a larger, more deadly looking gun at her head, and a trickle of perspiration slid down her spine. “I’m nothing to him.”
“You are everything to me, my Storm,” a stranger yelled, his inhumanly deep voice rumbling through her body.
A flaming fireball slammed into the giant ant and flung him to the side, severing one of his arms, the limb twitching on the lawn. An even larger creature darted toward her, teeny tiny guns clutched in his big hands. The newcomer’s skin glimmered with two colors of green, ridges cascaded down his bald skull, and every inch of him rippled with muscles.
“This is what an alien should look like.” She juggled the handheld, recording his glorious form as she inched back on the grass, struggling to escape him, her ankles bound. “He’s a beast, a space warrior, from a distant planet and he’s coming for me.”
He moved with a fluid grace, a predator positioned at the top of the food chain, big and fierce and all male, the bulge in his green admiral outfit impressively thick and long. Storm’s pussy moistened and her nipples tightened, her arousal inappropriate and undeniable. “Who are you and what do you want from me?”
The ant man lurched to his feet. The newcomer shot his absurdly small gun and the fireball ripped off another one of the ant’s arms, spinning his insect body.
“I am not a beast or a warrior. I am Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko.” The green alien rolled in front of her and a fireball grazed off his shoulder, leaving a trail of red. “Lejno,” he grunted, his pointed teeth clenched, and Storm winced, feeling his pain. The connection between them was unexplainable, yet there, humming, as alive as they were. “You are my druzka and I will face termination to protect you, to protect Sila.”
Holy shit. This is Ary. Storm’s mouth dropped open, the alien’s imposing figure becoming even more attractive to her. Intelligence, brawn and bravery. A fireball blazed by her, singeing her clothes and heating her skin. She shook herself, refocusing on the job she had to do, not wishing to squander this once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.
“As promised.” Storm spoke into her handheld. “Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko has provided us with proof aliens exist. He is the proof. Ary, my contact, is an alien.” And what an alien. She stared at his broad back, admiring his form. Ary blasted the giant ant, firing both of his guns. The enemy shot back with his bigger guns, red flames arcing over them.
“I’m in the middle of a war, an alien war.” Storm trembled with excitement. This is it. This is my war. “Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko is protecting the Earth from the evil Mravenec warrior.” Ary’s body shuddered as he was hit and Storm gasped. Red flowed down the alien’s arm and over his fingers. “He’s bleeding for our planet.” Her voice cracked, her enthusiasm for death and destruction fading with every drop of spilled blood. “Bravely risking his life so we might live.”
Don’t die, Ary. Storm tightened her grip on the handheld. Please don’t die.
The giant ant hid behind a boulder while Ary maintained his position, crouched protectively in front of her, his body a big, unguarded target. Because of me. Storm chewed on her bottom lip, torn between a story of a lifetime and the alien prince shielding her from harm.
The ant man shot from the safety of his boulder. “Lejno.” One of Ary’s tiny guns skidded across the green grass. He raised his remaining gun, returning fire, his single gun facing the giant ant’s two larger weapons.
“Fuck journalistic neutrality.” Storm set the handheld down, abandoning her story, and with it, her career. She crawled toward the tiny firearm and curled her fingers around the smooth metal, Ary’s weapon resembling an earth gun, the barrel hot and the grip fitting into her hand.
Storm pointed the space gun at the giant ant. “No one messes with one of my sources.” She pressed the big green button.
The gun slammed into her shoulder and flung her backward. She screamed as she skidded along the ground, her ass pounded repeatedly by the sod, the friction chafing her tender skin.
“My Storm,” Ary bellowed. He ran toward her, shooting over his shoulder with his one remaining gun. The ant man blasted back with his weapons and fireballs arced back and forth, lighting the night sky. “Druzka!”
The ant’s head exploded. The enemy fell to his knees and folded onto the ground.
“You did it!” Storm raised her arms in victory, her ass planted on the grass, her legs tingling. “You killed the ant man!”
Ary glanced back at the dead ant. “I did terminate the Mravenec warrior.” He grinned, displaying sharp pointed teeth, his smugness adorably human. His unusual eyes swirled two shades of green, no white visible. “It was, as you humans say, a lucky shot.” He holstered the space gun and extracted a dagger from his 1970s-style green jumpsuit.
Storm tensed, seeing death reflected in its gleaming blade. His hand blurred as it descended, allowing her no time to avoid the blow. He neatly severed her electrical bond, freeing her ankles, leaving not one scratch on her black leather boots. She relaxed. I’m safe, healthy, alive.
Because of him. She gazed at her big alien with open admiration. He saved me.
Ary sniffed the air, his nostrils flaring, and the ridges on his forehead condensed. “Are you too damaged, my Storm?”
She staggered to her feet, her legs shaky, and she brushed the grass off her pants, the throbbing pain radiating from her injured ass equivalent to a thorough spanking with an unyielding paddle. “Too damaged for what?”
“For fucking.” He loomed above her, blood dripping down his arm, his torn uniform revealing more green skin and bulging muscles. “I will please you. I am more skilled than your human males at fucking.” He swept his unharmed hand over the ridge in his skintight pants and Storm blinked as the ridge vibrated. “I am Silan and I have trained extensively with the human female simulators.”
Extensively? Storm gulped. Cold, calm and detached. Remember your new mantra. “I shouldn’t fuck my sources. It might compromise my journalistic integrity.” She stepped back, her aching nipples and wet pussy belying her statement, her body primed over months of daily correspondence for this encounter.
Ary inhaled deeply, his chest rising. “I smell your need, my Storm.”
“You know what my need smells like?” Her face heated. “How good are those simulators?”
He smiled, his eyes churning with a rich forest-green. “We have discussed the simulators at length.”
They had, their messages hugging the fine line between transference of information and sexual flirtation, Ary’s intelligence and knowledge a turn on. Something inside Storm, her womanly intuition perhaps, knew that when they met, they’d fuck, and Ary being an alien hadn’t changed that belief. Storm wet her lips with the tip of her tongue and his gaze tracked the motion, his focus on her and her alone.
“You’re hurt. You need medical attention, not a fast fuck.” She waved at his arm, her gaze remaining fixed on his vibrating cock, his ridged shaft clearly outlined. God. She squirmed, rubbing her thighs together. What will he feel like inside me?
“My damage will not interfere with our fucking.” He stripped his garment from his body, his chest ridged, his hips narrow, his overwhelmingly masculine form completely hairless. “I am Silan,” he announced with an arousing arrogance, standing before her completely naked except for the big black boots on his feet, his huge, pulsating cock jutting upward.
“You think you’re superior to us, huh?” Storm laughed nervously, finding the prospect of fucking him, a big green alien, daunting.
“There is no thinking.” He curled his thick fingers around the collar of her shirt. “We are superior.” Ary ripped the cotton easily, the night air cooling her heated skin. He examined her chest, her curves barely covered by a black lace bra Storm had bought especially for tonight. “We only source mates from Earth because we have no females of our own.”
“Yes, I remember, you told me that.” She inhaled sharply as he cupped her breasts, lifting them, weighing them in his hands, his damaged left hand weaker than his right, yet no less commanding. “Was everything you told me true—the Sila-based training facilities with simulations of Earth life, your people’s abductions of single women, the mind-blowing space travel spanning multiple galaxies—all of it?”
“It is the truth. I would not lie to you or to any other being, my druzka.” Ary pushed the lace aside and brushed his calloused thumbs over her nipples, leaving lines of red, his blood painting her skin. She shivered with bliss, his body heat engulfing her and his scent, a mixture of minerals and man, filling her nostrils.
“You are my Storm.” He bent his head and licked her nipple with the flat of his tongue, sending waves of sensation over her curves.
“Ary.” She clutched his shoulder ridges and arched into him, pressing her hips against him, his skin resembling soft velvet over hard metal.
“Your Ary,” he corrected. He swirled his tongue around her pink flesh, escalating her excitement. “You will address me as your Ary and you are my Storm.”
His Storm. Why do I like the sound of that? She pushed her breast against his lips, wanting, needing him to suck her nipple, all of her professional reasons for not fucking him evaporating under the heat of his mouth. Cold, calm and detached, be damned. I need his alien cock.
A bright light flashed across the sky above them and Ary glanced upward. His lips flattened into a forbidding line. “We do not have time for tasting.”
Ary clasped the waistband of her cargo pants and tore, shredding them with three hard yanks of his hands, his display of strength incredibly stimulating. “I must fuck you now.” He twisted the lace of her panties in his right fist, the fragile fabric giving way, offering no defense against his eagerness.
So rough. Fear tempered Storm’s need, their difference in size monumental. “You won’t hurt me, will you?”
“I will not damage you.” Ary laid his hands on her hips and lifted her easily, his breathing calm and level. She held on to his shoulders and wrapped her legs around his ridged torso. “We are compatible.” He lowered her onto him, his vibrating cock head gyrating upward, his massive girth stretching her to the point of pain, each ridge on his shaft a sexual test.
“Barely compatible.” She sucked on his chest, tasting salt and minerals, his unique flavor bursting in her mouth. The long slide continued, Ary filling her as she’d never been filled before. “God, you’re huge.”
“You can accommodate me.” Ary didn’t give her any other choice, pushing her down on him, ruthlessly invading her body.
Her pussy lips touched his base and he groaned, his chest rumbling. “Lejno,” he murmured against her forehead. “You feel better than any simulator, so wet and tight and hot. I did not expect this, not from such a primitive species.”
“Yes, we primitive humans are great lays,” Storm replied dryly, her irritation soothed by the inches of ridged cock pulsating inside her pussy. “Tell that to your superior alien buddies.” She tilted her head back to look into his swirling eyes. “Are all of the other Silans as big as you?”
“There will be no other Silans. You are mine.” Ary growled, his possessiveness drawing moisture from her pussy. He captured her lips and surged into her mouth with a surprising ferocity, tasting of charred meat and man.
As he ravished her, punishing her with his tongue, he grabbed her aching ass, lifted her, and slammed her back down upon him, bouncing her breasts against his chest and pushing the air from her lungs. Her alien fucked her with an awe-inspiring intensity, driving into her hard and fast, savaging her with his cock.
Storm held on to him, panting into his mouth, riding his hard body. His vibrating shaft pressed against her clit, sending tremors of bliss throughout her pussy.
Ary grunted and his ridges rattled, his animalistic sounds exciting her. She dug her fingernails into his shoulders, piercing his skin, marking him, wishing to claim him, her alien male.
He saved me from certain death. Storm gazed into his intriguing eyes, seeing his intelligence and pride and loneliness, attributes she had sensed in his messages. And in return, I’ll save him from his solitude. She moaned as he thrust deep, owning her body with fierce, hard strokes.
Storm’s pussy tightened around his shaft, increasing the delightful friction between them, her body awash in sensation, and he moved faster, his fucking wild and out of control. She gritted her teeth, her desire quickened by months of abstinence, Ary’s emails having obliterated her interest in other men.
Lights flashed around them and strange male voices spoke in a guttural language she didn’t understand, but all Storm knew was Ary, his cock pounding her pussy, his big hands clenching her hips and his hot breath on her neck.
“Please, Ary,” Storm begged, needing to come and come hard, the waiting unbearable, her pussy humming with the impact of his thrusts.
“Not Ary. My Ary.” He thrust deep and slapped her ass, his rough palm landing on her chafed skin, the delectable pain breaking her.
“My Ary,” Storm screamed, bowing her spine. She grasped his shoulder ridges frantically and squeezed down on his shaft with her pussy muscles, holding on to him as the stars streamed around her, her world spinning madly out of control.
“My Storm!” Ary tossed back his head and roared her name to the night sky, the sound deafening and dominant, a primitive creature’s declaration of ownership. Hot spurts of cum shot from his vibrating cock, bathing her in warmth, setting off another round of tremors.
She quivered and shook in his arms as he held her, his arms unyielding bands of muscle around her waist, his heart beating against his chest ridges. His cock gyrations slowed as her breathing leveled.
“Whoa,” Storm murmured, light-headed with bliss. “You weren’t kidding about being skilled.” She rested her forehead against Ary’s skin, his body remaining joined with hers, alien and human, the experience beyond her comprehension.
 


Chapter Two
 
“My little human.” Ary ran his hands over her damaged ass, flicking blades of grass away from her white skin, his chest filled with a warmth he had never before experienced. “We have fucked.” He composed his countenance into stern, hard lines, masking his unexpected new tenderness toward his mate, the softer emotion unworthy of an impartial ruler.
“We certainly did.” His Storm tilted her head back, her wondrous flame-colored curls bouncing, her hair as alive as she was. “My big alien.” She gazed at him as though he was a warrior, her unmoving, pale-green eyes filled with admiration.
“I am Silan, not an alien,” Ary corrected. Lejno, if my people heard my mate’s mistake, their discontentment would grow. He frowned. “When we are with others, you will be silent. I will talk for you.”
“In your dreams, my Ary. I can talk for myself.” Lines etched between her finely arched eyebrows. “And we’re not with others…” She glanced around them and squeaked, pressing her delightful curves into his ridges. His spicka vibrated faster, rubbing against her inner walls. “I’m naked and there are…there are other aliens looking at us. Oh my God.” Her body shook against his as she craned her neck, taking another look. “That’s an alien spaceship.”
The transport ship’s ramp lowered, light from the interior flooding the surroundings. Smaller fixers, clad in blue, waited to tend to their damage, their blue-and-green eyes swirling with interest. Warrior Krol Nowak glared down at the terminated Mravenec warrior, daggers in his black-and-green hands, his forehead ridges condensed.
“It is a Silan ship, not an alien ship,” Ary explained coldly, his patience strained by the fierce battle and their wild fucking. “And we will be watched always.” He tugged a covering blanket from a fixer’s grip and wrapped it around his little mate. “We will be studied by all Silans to improve future mating.”
“You’re not my mate.” His Storm slid down his body, branding his skin with her womanly musk. “You’re my source. This was…” She waved her fragile hand toward his attentive spicka, her fingers painfully delicate, and an intriguing red pigment spread over her cheeks. “Well, it wasn’t a mistake, I won’t call it that, but we shouldn’t repeat it.” She straightened her shoulders. “While I’m covering this story, I have to be neutral, cold, calm and detached. The other journalists will discredit me if I’m not.”
“Ahhh…” Ary nodded, knowing all about being discredited. “While covering this story, you must be my mate. You requested exclusivity.” He utilized his knowledge of her journalism speak, his strengths languages and what the humans called politics. “This is the only way.”
“Oh.” She stared at him, the intriguing white around her green eyes expanding. “That’s the only way?”
“Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko.” A fixer approached him, his head bowed. “May I fix your damage?”
He turned his bloody arm toward the fixer. “My mate requires fixing also.” The fixer placed his healing hands on his wound, and a blinding pain shot over Ary’s shoulder. Rulers do not show emotion. He struggled to maintain his blank expression.
“You’re not touching my ass.” His Storm backed away from the other fixers, tucking the covering blanket tighter around her curves. “If I need medical help, which I don’t, I’ll go to a regular human hospital, thank you very much.”
“Is a regular human hospital newsworthy?” Ary asked coolly, aware of their audience, the Fixers, listening to every word they shared.
“You’d allow me on the spaceship? I have to get that on video.” She wiggled to her storage pack, her legs restrained by the covering blanket, and she heaved the pack over one of her shoulders, the straps digging into her soft skin, the bulky design almost larger than she was. Ary curled his fingers into fists, resisting the urge to help her. A fixer hovered by her side, his gaze on her damaged ass.
“Oh shit.” His Storm stared down at the fragments of a primitive machine. “It’s broken. All of that glorious, award-winning coverage is gone.” Her voice thinned. She turned away from them, her shoulders slumped, appearing small and alone.
“Talker Storm Nazwisko.” The fixer stepped forward. “May I fix that damage?”
His Storm’s head rose. “Can you fix it?” She gazed at the fixer as though he had offered her all of Sila, a wet sheen covering her eyes.
She should only look at me that way. A surge of blazing hot jealousy rushed through Ary.
The fixer’s blue-and-green skull bobbed. “It would be my great honor to fix your primitive image capturing machine.”
“Oh thank you, thank you.” His Storm grabbed the fixer’s hand and Ary growled, his patience at an end. All of the Silans, including Warrior Krol, turned to stare at him, his disgraceful display of emotion unprecedented. “What is your name?” his mate babbled, seemingly oblivious to Ary’s inner turmoil.
The fixer stepped prudently away from Ary’s female. “My name is Fixer Vern Zajac.” His face flooded with blue color. “But mates of rulers do not utilize fixer’s names. It is not required.”
“It is required if you fix my handheld, Fixer Vern.” She beamed at the fixer, her smile lighting up her beautiful face.
My smile. Mine. Ary clenched his hands into fists, jealousy raging inside his chest, a beast even more primitive than the unworthy human males.
“Can you fix my handheld before you fix my ass?” She bounced closer to the fixer, her breasts straining against the covering blanket. “Because I’d like to get that on video Ohhh…” Her mouth rounded. “Can I do a piece on you? Fixers of the Sila? I can interview you and Ary and maybe that mean looking Silan over there.” She gestured at Warrior Krol.
“Warrior Krol Nowak is the best Silan warrior.” Fixer Vern lowered his voice and leaned into Ary’s Storm. “He is mated to Warrior Danielle Nowak, the best human warrior. She—”
“My Storm, come here,” Ary demanded, his tone frosty. She gazed at him, her eyebrows arched. He gazed unblinkingly back, showing no weakness.
“All right.” She returned to his side, her feet light on the grass, her covering blanket loosening with each enticing wiggle of her hips. “What’s up, my Ary?”
He glowered, hearing the disrespect in her tone, disrespect toward him, a ruler. “There is no need for you to talk excessively.”
Her eyebrows lowered, her face darkening ominously and her eyes sparking fire, her fury rising as quickly as a burza. “You are the most arrogant—”
“Enough.” Ary raised his hand, silencing her words, fearlessly facing her fury. “We will talk of this in private.”
“Oh, we will talk of this in private, trust me.” She jammed her little fists on her hips and glared up at him, heat radiating from her body. “We will talk at great, great length, because if you think I’ll be your mute love slave for the entire duration of this assignment, you’ve contacted the wrong investigative reporter. I—”
“In private,” Ary barked, squelching the impulse to silence her constantly moving lips with his own, tasting more of her sweet mouth.
His Storm narrowed her eyes. He leaned forward, looming over her, his face unyielding.
“Come on, Fixer Vern.” She turned with a flounce and hooked arms with the fixer. “Show me your Silan hospital.” She stomped up the ship’s ramp. “Maybe while we’re there, we can figure out a way to remove the stick from Ary’s ass.”
Sladky matka. Ary inwardly fumed, staring up at the Earth’s single moon, concealing his anger from the curious Silans. He waited, allowing the fixer to attend to him, showing all of them he didn’t care about his mate’s rebellious actions.
“Fierce words are followed by fierce fucking.” Warrior Krol grinned at him, his black-and-green eyes swirling with mirth. “Your mate is requesting that you tie her to a sleeping support and subdue her with your spicka. You will be envied by every Silan this night, Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko.”
“I excelled at mate training. I do not require your input.” Ary informed him, irked that the warrior would dare to extend such disrespectful familiarity to him, a ruler.
Warrior Krol extracted two daggers from his black garment. Light reflected off the razor-sharp blades. “I would not have offered my input had I not studied with my own eyes the bloody remains of your battle and seen you fuck your mate as though you were a warrior.” The Silan shrugged, his grin spreading. “You may be the sole ruler I have met worth following.” He stalked away, spinning the blades in his hands, the metal blurring with an impressive speed.
I am not a warrior. I am a ruler. And I cannot tolerate disrespect. Ary prowled after his Storm, the fixers hurrying behind him, struggling to continue with their ministering. “Leave me,” he ordered. Although his shoulder throbbed with pain, the bleeding had stopped. He would not be terminated and only a termination could divide him from his druzka.
Ary maneuvered through the narrow corridors, his booted heels thudding on the metal mesh floor. Silans ducked their heads as he passed, none of them looking him in the eyes, their tokens of respect merely that—empty tokens with no emotion and no loyalty behind them.
Rulers are respected, not liked. His sire’s guiding words held merely half the truth, as some rulers were offered false respect, that respect dissipating once an unpopular decision was made.
His mate’s laughter echoed down the corridor. During her newscasts, she had displayed a dizzying range of emotion, laughing and crying, hugging humans of all ages, strangers responding to her with a warmth they showed no other reporter. This night, his Storm’s laughter eased Ary’s loneliness, filling his chest with heat, and he lengthened his stride, wishing to bask in her joy.
He turned the corner and silently, stealthily entered the medical chamber. His Storm’s primitive machine, now repaired, was positioned near a monitoring machine. Silans crowded around his druzka as she told them of the battle with the dreaded Mravenec, her hands flying and her face fascinatingly expressive.
She spoke of him, her mate, as though he were a warrior, exaggerating his fighting prowess, emphasizing his bravery and ridiculing her fear. Ary hid in the shadows, a shameful act for a ruler, and he listened, enjoying the camaraderie of his people and envying their openness.
As though sensing his presence, his Storm turned her head. Her gaze searched out his, and she smiled, a breathtaking defiance reflecting in her eyes. “My Ary.” She held out her small hand as though she, a talker, were granting him, a ruler, a favor.
Silans gasped and scattered, the laughter stopping and the smiles vanishing from their faces. Ary concealed the pain of their silent rejection behind an uncaring mask and he surged forward. “My Storm.” He clasped her hand, her fingers small and soft.
“I’m talking excessively again,” she mimicked his crisp tones, her insolent declaration a dare. “What are you going to do about it?” She shifted her weight from her left foot to her right, wincing as she moved.
He ignored her question. “Has your damage been fixed?”
Color flooded her cheeks. “No.” Her hand trembled in his. “Fixer Vern wanted to.” She looked over her shoulder at the sleeping support. “But…”
Ary felt her fear as though it were his own, its presence banishing his lingering coolness. “I will stay with you while your damage is fixed. Lay down upon your chest.” He sat in a single-ass support and held on to her hand as she settled upon the sleeping support, her breasts flattening against the surface.
“Fixer Vern Zajac,” Ary barked. The fixer stepped forward, his gaze not meeting Ary’s. “You will fix my druzka’s damage.” He peeled away the covering blanket, revealing gorgeous white skin marred by dark ugly bruises.
His Storm stiffened, her fingers curling around his. “Do we need him?” she whispered. “Can’t you tend to my wounds?”
“I am a ruler,” Ary explained, wishing he could fix her and protect her, fill every Silan status, be the only male she ever needed. “Rulers do not fix. Only fixers have that honor.” Fixer Vern stood taller, his spine straight and proud and his gaze met Ary’s. “You will not cause her additional damage,” Ary commanded.
“Or pain,” his Storm added, her voice weak. She gazed at Ary and her bottom lip quivered. “You won’t let anything bad happen to me, right?”
“I will terminate Fixer Vern if he causes you pain,” Ary declared recklessly, having the utmost confidence in the skilled fixer’s abilities. “You faced the Mravenec warrior, yet you fear a fixer’s healing touch?”
“You were by my side when I faced the giant ant man.” She crushed his fingers, her grip surprisingly strong. “And I knew you’d protect me.” Her long lashes fluttered on her pale cheeks as the fixer tended to her wounds, prodding her curves with his healing fingertips. “You said you would.” Her speech slurred. “And you never lie, do…” The pressure on his fingers eased.
Ary glanced at the fixer and raised the ridges over his eyes, his Storm’s body too still, her constantly moving mouth hanging slightly open, displaying her blunt white teeth.
“Talker Storm Nazwisko feels no pain.” Fixer Vern smiled smugly. “There is no need for termination.”
Ary pressed his thumb against her wrist. Her pulse beat steadily. She feels no pain. He relaxed.
“Your druzka will be restoring her energy levels for numerous Earth hours,” Fixer Vern informed him. “You may wish to complete your ruler tasks and return at a later interval. There have been numerous communications received during your mission.”
There would have been. The tension in Ary’s shoulders returned. “I vowed I would remain by her side.” He linked the fingers of one hand with hers and picked up a communicator with the other. “I will wait until she awakens.”
Ary’s body temperature dropped as the images of his people loaded. Silans of every other status walked along the pedestrian walkways, waving banners filled with angry words, their numbers more numerous than previously displayed. They will not accept her. He lifted his gaze to his Storm, unwilling to reverse the decision his people protested.
“I have heard the news from Sila.” Fixer Vern rubbed his healing hands over Storm’s ass, his touch leeching the bruising from her pale skin. “I would have made the same decision, happily living a lifetime without fixing to have such a mate.” He gazed yearningly down at Ary’s mate.
Ary bit back his ruler inappropriate growl and he scrolled through the messages, each message more dire than the last, the demonstration against him building in strength. “I remain a ruler,” he declared. For now.
He straightened in the metallic single-ass support and met Fixer Vern’s gaze, allowing none of his concern to show. “And no Silan should have to choose between his status and his mate.”
“Yes.” Fixer Vern nodded. “And no Silan mate should have to deny her status.” He cast a significant glance at Ary’s Storm.
My talker mate is Silan now and I must honor her status. Ary studied his Storm, questioning if he chose correctly, wondering if he even had a choice, his decision made instantly upon seeing that first news clip, the sympathy in his mate’s eyes as she gazed upon the grieving elderly human female causing his chest to warm and his spicka to vibrate.
 


Chapter Three
 
Hard hot skin pressed against Storm’s palm and ridged fingers curled around her hand, the grip comfortingly tight and secure, one she could rely upon to hold her fast and to keep her safe. She breathed deeply, the scent of aroused male filling her nostrils.
Ary. Storm opened her eyes. He had kept yet another promise, maintaining his grip on her hand, his fingers large and green, his knuckles protected by ridges.
It wasn’t a dream. She stared with wonder and disbelief at his stern green countenance, his shoulders impossibly broad, his massive body filling the shiny silver chair. Ary truly is an alien. She lowered her gaze and grinned, her face heating. A sexy naked alien with ridges in all the right places.
Storm forced her attention away from Ary’s impressively large cock. He’s an alien and I’m on a spaceship. Machinery beeped and chirped, their screens flashing with interesting symbols and bright colors. A curtain of thin blue material surrounded them, the fabric waving with the rolling of the ship. We’re moving. Excitement zipped up Storm’s spine. We’re traveling to Ary’s home, the planet Sila.
But he doesn’t look pleased. Ary glowered at the small machine gripped in his free hand, his lips turned downward, his shoulder ridges sagging as though the responsibilities for both worlds rested upon them.
Storm nuzzled his hand, rubbing her cheek over his knuckles and mouthing his salty skin. “Do you want to talk about it?”
“You are awake, my Storm.” Ary raised his head, his face stretching into a cold mask, his emotions once again hidden. “Are you damaged?” He set the small machine on a floating table.
“Surprisingly I don’t hurt at all.” Storm cupped her ass, experiencing no tenderness or pain. “Fixer Vern is a miracle worker. I’m completely healed.”
Ary’s lips lifted. “Then I will not have to terminate him.”
She laughed, relishing his dry sense of humor, Ary’s messages having been peppered with wit and sarcasm. The curtain surrounding them fluttered. Storm stared pointedly at the fabric and raised her eyebrows.
“The other Silans watch.” Ary shrugged his shoulders, his ridges rattling. “Females are rare. They observe and learn, preparing to take mates of their own.”
“Why are they hiding? Are they scared of you?” She plucked playfully at his knuckles.
Ary’s smile faded, and the sadness returned to his moving green eyes. “They do not fear me. They respect me. I am a ruler.” He bundled her in the blue blanket and scooped her off the floating bed, holding her easily against his bare chest, his skin deliciously warm.
“And how did you earn that respect?” Storm examined his shoulder, his healed wounds leaving no scars. “From squashing more giant ants?”
Ary’s mouth flattened into an ominous green line. “We will talk in our sleeping chambers.” He glanced at the cameras positioned above the space bed, Fixer Vern having explained to her that everything she did or said would be broadcast throughout the ship and eventually to all of Sila.
“Oh yes.” Storm snatched her repaired handheld as they passed the silver table. “We will talk about a lot of things, my Ary.” He stomped through sliding doors and into the corridor. “I want to know why you’re so upset.”
“I am not upset,” he growled, his face darkening to a forest-green. “Rulers never express unhappiness.”
“You didn’t express it. I did.” She rolled her eyes. “Just because you—”
“Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko.” A Silan male stepped forward, his head slightly bowed. “I would make the same decision.”
“As would I,” a deep voice chimed.
“And I.” A tall Silan stooped in a dimly lit alcove, his ridges tinged with black, daggers and guns decorating his skintight leather pants.
Silans lined the corridor, echoing the sentiment, their eyes downcast. Ary didn’t acknowledge them, his boots ringing louder and louder on the wire mesh floor as he carried her.
Not upset, my ass. Storm splayed her fingers over Ary’s chest, his heart beating fast under her palm. “What decision did you make?” she whispered. Ary’s gaze slid to her face and his jaw jutted. “Fine, fine.” She read the stubbornness on his face. “We’ll add that to the list of things we need to talk about.”
“Do you require restraints?” Warrior Krol, the big scary Silan she’d seen earlier, held out four leather straps.
Ary walked past him, his expression cold and haughty.
“Those had better not be for me.” Storm glared over Ary’s shoulder. The warrior barked with laughter, and the surrounding Silans smiled, a buzz of conversation streaming away from them.
Ary turned with her into a room, doors sliding open and shut around them. A huge bed dominated the room, the covers the same green as the uniforms hanging in the closet. He lowered her bare feet to the cool tiled floor.
“Oh my God.” She ran to the porthole. “Is that space?” Stars blurred in the blackness, bright and beautiful and close. “How fast are we going? When will we reach your planet? Will we stop at any other planets on the way there?” Questions tumbled from her lips, her mind spinning. “I’m in space. No one will believe this.”
“Wait.” Storm held up her handheld, Fixer Vern having connected the machine remotely to the ship’s database, giving her unlimited memory. “I need to capture this. Oh yes, Brenda, eat your heart out.” She framed the porthole. “This is Storm Mackenzie, reporting from an alien spaceship, deep in…” She frowned. “My Ary, where are we?”
“We are too far away to accomplish what is required.” Ary sat with a thud on the end of the bed and picked up a machine similar to the one he’d frowned at earlier.
Storm glanced at the porthole and then at Ary. “I can report on this later.” She returned to his side, perching on one of his thick, naked thighs, the thin blue blanket separating her ass from his skin. “What do you need to do? And what are you frowning at?” The machine displayed an image of irate Silans, marching, their mouths moving, banners waving above their bald heads. A protest…for what? “What is it, my Ary?” She touched his hand.
His gaze flicked upward. “This is a communicator.”
“Good to know, but that was not what I was asking.” She touched one of the images and it enlarged. “What are your people protesting? Is this about the war with the giant ants?”
“They are not giant ants. They are Mravenecs.” Ary scrolled through text, the symbols undecipherable.
“And you are not answering my questions.” Storm huffed, frustrated by his lack of communication. “You said we’d talk in our sleeping chambers. This appears to be our sleeping chambers, so talk.”
Ary didn’t answer, glowering at the screen, erecting a wall of silence between them, ignoring her as he had ignored everyone else.
But I’m not everyone else. Storm smiled. I’m his mate, and although he’s an alien, he’s still male. She brushed her hand against his hard cock, testing her theory. Ary inhaled sharply, his ridges rattling. Very male.
“I must complete ruler tasks,” he grumbled.
“Don’t let me disturb you.” She leaned into him and swiped the flat of her tongue over his chest ridge, tasting salt and minerals. Ary shuddered, and a surge of feminine power filled Storm. My male.
“You complete your ruler tasks.” She dragged her mouth down his torso, marking him with her lips. “I’ll suppress my excessive talking, allowing you to concentrate.” Storm sucked on the ridge over his stomach.
“How can I concentrate on ruler tasks?” Ary groaned, arching his body into her. “You are sending fucking signals with your mouth.”
“You are a Silan.” She slid over his thigh and knelt between his legs, touching everywhere except his vibrating cock and forest-green balls. She teased him with her fingertips and her mouth. “You are the superior species.”
Needing to feel more of him against her, Storm unraveled her blanket-wrap dress, discarding it. She rubbed her naked breasts over his knees, his ridges tantalizingly rough against her aching nipples.
“And you’re also a ruler, cool, calm and detached.” He’s what I aspire to. She pressed a kiss to the inside of his thigh, his muscles rippling under her mouth. Yet his detachment brings him such loneliness and stress. She swirled her tongue into his skin. “You don’t get upset and you don’t feel passion.”
The communicator dropped to the bed. “Mates feel passion.” Ary threaded his fingers through her curls, massaging her scalp with his fingertips. “Physical attraction is necessary for pair bonding.”
“Ahhh…” Storm lapped along his hip ridges with her tongue, better understanding his turmoil. “Pair bonding means sharing, talking about worries and issues.” She nudged his cock with her nose.
He vibrated faster, a dab of pre-cum forming on his green tip. “Rulers do not talk about issues with non-rulers.” Ary’s voice deepened, his low baritone rolling over her, drawing moisture from her pussy.
She spread her knees, the air cooling her heated flesh. “What else do rulers do or don’t do?” Storm flicked the tip of his cock. “Hmmm…” Vanilla cake frosting spooned directly from the container, rich and sweet and decadent. She lapped at his pre-cum, reveling in his taste.
“Sladky matka,” Ary rumbled, twisting his fingers in her hair, sending pinpricks of pain shooting along her scalp.
“What else, my Ary?” She cupped his balls and squeezed gently. He lifted his hips into her palm, muttering words she didn’t understand. “In English.”
“Rulers do not interfere with other Silans’ statuses,” he groaned. “We facilitate, allowing them to excel, honoring their special gifts.”
Storm licked his shaft from base to tip, rewarding him for that information. “And?” She traced around his rim and poked her tongue into his slit, searching for more of his sugary cum.
He breathed heavily, his big chest heaving. “There are some…” His fingers stilled in her hair, his muscles flexing under her.
This is the real issue. “There are some,” she prompted. Storm pushed her lips over his cock head, sealed them around his rim and sucked, attempting to suck the truth from him.
Ary raised his hips, driving more of his shaft inside her mouth. “Some Silans say a ruler should live in solitude until all of his people have mated.” The words rushed out of him, bitterness edging his voice.
Storm gazed up at Ary, seeing his confusion and pain. She sank down on him, sliding her tongue along his shaft. His cock head tapped the back of her throat and she wrapped her hands around his base, unable to take all of him.
“Lejno.” His skin flushed and the greens in his eyes deepened, darkening, his mental torment flowing to physical lust. “This is what I wish for my people, for all of them to feel the bliss of their mate’s mouth.” She inhaled, her cheeks indenting around his shaft. “How can a ruler know this, fight for this, if he has not experienced the wonder for himself?”
Storm smiled around him as she worked his cock, bobbing up and down on him, pumping more words from her stoic alien. He guided her, cupping the back of her head, rocking into her mouth.
“I will work to give this to every Silan.” Ary drove her head down harder and harder as he thrust upward and Storm struggled to keep pace, her lips humming, her throat aching. “A mate for every Silan.” His balls slapped against her chin and she dug her fingernails into his hips, holding on to him.
“And offspring.” Ary lifted her, wrenching her away from him, and tossed her back onto the bed. She bounced, squeaking with surprise. “We will repopulate our planet.” He landed on top of her, his weight flattening her, the air whooshing from her lungs, her thighs spread under his torso. “Continuing our lineage.”
Ary drove his cock hard into her pussy, filling her completely, and Storm screamed, grabbing on to his shoulder ridges, her body stretched around him. “Offspring.” He pounded into her, smacking her ass against the space mattress, rocking the unusual bed, metal scraping against tile. She panted, struggling for breath, lifting into his wild thrusts. Gone was the frustratingly cool, dispassionate ruler. In his place was her savage alien, all male, all beast, controlled by lust, not reason.
Storm clung to him, relishing his heat and his strength as he subdued her pussy with his big cock. I’m the only one who sees him like this, who draws this crazed ardor from his soul. Only me. Her juices gushed, the ridges in his gyrating shaft escalating her arousal.
She met each thrust, both of them past speech, past thinking. Ary grunted in her ear, his chest thumping against her breasts, his ridges slapping her nipples. A wet sheen covered their bodies, meshing them together, his musky scent grinding into her skin. They were no longer male and female, Silan and human, source and reporter. They were one.
“My Ary.” Storm clawed her fingernails into his skin, needing to be closer to him, to hold on tighter, so no discontented Silan could ever tear them apart.
“Yes, mark me, my Storm.” He labored over her, bracing himself with his arms, thrusting into her with inhuman strength. She rolled her hips, winding the passion tighter and tighter around them.
“My mate.” Ary dragged his sharp teeth over her neck and she trembled. “Mine.” He bit, piercing her skin.
“My Ary!” She bucked upward, lights bursting behind her eyes, waves of heat and sheets of ice flashing over her.
“My Storm,” Ary roared, pinning her to the mattress with his hips, filling her pussy with hot jets of his cum. She thrashed and he caged her writhing form with his unrelenting muscle, capturing her, protecting her.
“Yes, yes, yes,” she mumbled, her tremors easing, leaving her drained and lethargic. He collapsed, the heavy weight of his big body flattening her. “My Ary,” Storm squeaked, the air pushed from her lungs.
Ary rolled, taking her with him, and she sprawled on top of his big body, resting her cheek on one of his chest ridges. Ary cupped her ass with his massive palms and set his chin on the top of her head.
 


Chapter Four
 
He breathed in his Storm’s womanly scent, his limbs liquid, savoring the rare connection with another being, wishing this peace inside him could last forever.
“I’m never returning to Earth, am I?” Her voice was small and lost.
“No.” Ary caressed her pale skin, her curves unprotected by ridges, and she sighed, the sound tugging at his soul. He searched for the right words to comfort her. “You have been reassigned to Sila.”
“Because you need investigative reporters too.” His Storm glanced up at him, the white in her unique eyes tinged with red. “They were covering those protests, weren’t they? Except you call them talkers.” She looked at him and he nodded. “I’m a talker and I could learn your language.” She struggled to sit up. Ary clamped his hands down, forcing his druzka to remain still, not yet ready to separate from her. “You or Fixer Vern or someone else could teach me.”
“I will teach you.” He pressed his lips to her smooth forehead, physically reinforcing his claim upon her. “And many Silans have learned English as they prepare for their human mates. Hearing an English-speaking talker will assist them in this venture.” Ary smiled, pleased with that solution, as his Storm’s light-hearted stories on Earth customs would benefit his planet and make his mate happy.
“Yes, I could do this.” His Storm bobbed her head, her glorious flame-colored curls bouncing around her cheeks. “I won’t have any competition. There won’t be a blonde-haired Brenda to scoop up the best assignments. I’ll have my choice, and wow, what choice!”
“Oh, my Ary.” She curled her fingers around his torso, hugging him. “This could be the big break I’ve been waiting for. Thank you. Thank you. Thank you.” Her body vibrated against his, arousing his spicka.
He flipped her onto her back. She wiggled away from him. “I should get started right away.” His Storm stood, her wondrous breasts jiggling, her nipples pink and puckered. Curls, a shade darker than those on her head, covered her womanly parts, and his seed leaked down the inside of her white thighs, her body branded by his scent. “No looking at me like that.” She waved one of her fingers at him. “Concentrate on your ruler duties.”
“I am your mate, not a ruler.” He reached for her. She danced out of reach, her movements playfully seductive. “I cannot be both. The statuses are incompatible.”
“That’s bullshit.” His Storm tossed a clean uniform at him. He caught it in one hand. “We primitive human females have been juggling home and a career for generations. You’re a superior Silan. You’ll figure it out.” She searched through the uniforms, stopping at the purple talker suit. “Can I wear this?” She held it up to her small body, the garment borrowed from a much larger Silan talker.
“The uniform is yours.” Ary unfastened his boots. “And there is no ‘figuring out’ of a ruler status. It is unchanging.”
“Wasn’t it you who wrote me an email declaring when people change, leaders must change?” His Storm tugged on the suit, covering her pale skin. “Your people have changed. You must change.” She rolled up the excess fabric at her ankles and wrists. “This is gigantic. Where’d you get it?”
“From the ship’s talker.” He donned the ruler uniform, feeling like a fraud, a ruler hated by his people.
“You have another talker on board the ship?” She widened her eyes, the white accentuating her pale-green irises. “Will you introduce me to him?” She slipped her feet into a pair of boots, the footwear tightening around her ankles. “Oh, magic space boots.” She stared down at them.
Ary fastened his own boots, dreading his Storm’s meeting with the talker, a talker other Silans found charming. “You are my mate,” he reminded both her and himself. “No other male will touch you.”
“Fixer Vern touched my ass,” his Storm chirped happily. “Which reminds me. I need to talk to him too.” She grabbed her machine. “And Warrior Danielle.”
She wishes to talk to too many beings. Ary’s mood darkened even more.
“Why are you upset?” She took his hand, threading her fingers between his, the contact calming him.
“Rulers do not get upset,” he grumbled as they exited their sleeping chambers.
“Ah, but I thought you were no longer a ruler.” His Storm tilted her head, staring up at him, her gaze too observant for Ary’s comfort. “You are my mate. Or has your superior brain already figured out how to handle the two statuses?”
“Your two statuses are required, Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko.” Warrior Krol leaned against the corridor wall, his black leather warrior uniform gleaming with zbrans and daggers. “Your attendance is requested.”
Ary drew himself up to his full height, looking down his nose at Sila’s best warrior, affronted by the breach of protocol. “I am a ruler. Warriors do not request the attendance of rulers.”
Warrior Krol pushed away from the wall. “They do if they wish to prevent a mutiny. Lives, Silan and human, are at risk.”
Your people have changed. You must change. Ary glanced down at his Storm. She nodded, her face white, her fingers trembling in his. “We will attend.”
They silently followed the big warrior, Ary pondering how he, a ruler facing rebellion of his own people, could prevent a mutiny on board a ship. They entered the sustenance consumption sector. Many Silan males sat at the tables, scowls on their faces, their hands curled into fists. They stood begrudgingly as Ary walked back, showing respect for his status.
Images displayed upon a large screen. “Oh my God.” His Storm’s boots skidded on the floor. “That’s us, my Ary.” An alarming amount of pigment colored her pale skin. “In our bedroom. We’re naked.”
“They watch.” Ary squeezed her hand and studied the titillating images. His Storm kneeled before him naked, her feet tucked under her pert ass, and she sucked his spicka, her lips glistening with moisture.
“I will work to give this to every Silan.” His words echoed in the large chamber, the Silans silent as they watched his Storm fuck him with her mouth. “A mate for every Silan.”
“A mate for every Silan!” A roar rose from the crowd. The males
clapped and cheered, smiles on their faces.
“But only if he remains on the council,” a warrior male bellowed. “The other rulers wish to remove Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko. We should keep constant to our plan, attack the Earth and take our mates.”
Another roar of approval rocked the chamber. Ary stared, unable to believe his ears. “They wish to start a war? Do they not listen to their rulers?”
“Their rulers do not listen to them.” Warrior Krol stood beside him, his face dark. “And the rulers do not speak with them, hearing their replies. They speak to them, hearing nothing but their own voices.”
“You have to say something, my Ary.” His Storm gazed at him as though he could right all of the wrongs. “If they attack Earth, people, your people and my people, will die.”
Sladky matka. That cannot happen.
“We will not attack the Earth.” Ary strode to the front of the chamber, shielding all of his turmoil and doubt behind his disapproval. “And I will not be removed from council, not without a fight.” He stood tall, raising his chin proudly. “I said I would work to give a mate to every Silan and I will work to give a mate to every Silan. I do not lie.”
“He’s right. He doesn’t lie,” his Storm yelled from her position in the front row, her feminine voice silencing the males’ murmurs. She held her recording machine in her small hands, performing her status even under duress.
“Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko can be trusted,” Warrior Krol announced, his unexpected support appreciated by Ary. Other warriors nodded their black-and-green heads.
“We should honor his status as he honors ours.” Fixer Vern stepped forward, his fellow fixers standing protectively behind him. “Rulers do not fix. Fixers do not rule.”
“Rulers sometimes fight,” Warrior Krol added, a wide grin on his normally stern face.
Ary, standing alone, yet no longer solitary in his quest, grinned back at Warrior Krol. “Rulers fight very poorly and only to protect their mates.” The Silans laughed, their anger diffusing. “Attacking the Earth would risk terminating human females. These females could be our mates. Is that what we wish? To terminate our mates?” The chamber grew quiet.
“We will find another solution,” Ary promised. “A better solution, one that will bring satisfaction to humans and Silans, with no terminations.” He surveyed the subdued audience. The Silans made eye contact, treating him as one of them. “And when this solution is found, you will be notified.”
“You will be notified.” His Storm beamed at him, her expression of immense admiration causing Ary’s chest to warm. “Because Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko’s mate is a talker.” The males hooted, raising their hands.
As Ary pushed through the crowd, returning to his mate’s side, Silans slapped his shoulders, an act of familiarity normally not tolerated by rulers. He remained silent, aware that his sire’s guidelines no longer applied, yet uncertain of the proper response.
“My people have changed,” he murmured as he stood protectively behind his Storm. Ary wrapped his arms around his mate, flattening the oversized uniform against her curves.
“You’ve changed.” His Storm leaned back into him, pressing her ass against his semi-erect spicka.
“Not quickly enough.” Ary rested his chin on her curls, the soft tendrils tickling his nose. “I might lose my status as ruler during this voyage home. If I do, they will attack your Earth.”
“Then we’ll ensure you don’t lose your status.” His Storm patted his hands.
Wishing he had his Storm’s confidence, Ary closed his eyes and held on to her, savoring the flowing contours of her body.
* * * * *
 
Storm replayed the interview and pressed her lips together, sucking back a curse, the super high definition space camera zoomed in on her breasts. She had unfastened her baggy purple jumpsuit nearly to her navel in an attempt to sex up the shoot, her Silan assistants claiming the added sex appeal would improve their chances of being picked up by the major media channels.
“Let’s do this again,” she declared, determined to get the footage right, Ary’s future depending upon it. They hadn’t time to waste. It had taken her a day to put this plan together, and during that day, the protests on Sila had grown more hostile. “Fixer Vern, point that camera at my face, not at my chest.”
Warrior Danielle and Talker Mowca laughed. The fixers gathered around the editing machine taunted Fixer Vern in their language.
“Yes, Talker Storm Nazwisko.” Her volunteer cameraman nodded, his face flushed bright blue. “I will not point the camera at your breasts.”
Storm narrowed her eyes. “Don’t point it at my ass either. We have enough ass shots to fill a five-part documentary.”
The fixers babbled excitedly, waving their hands. Fixer Vern’s blue-and-green eyes swirled faster.
“We are not making a film about my ass.” She stomped to the silver space chair, and glared at the purple-faced talker. He was bent over, holding his stomach, hooting loudly, the verbose Silan never silent. “I wouldn’t be taken seriously after that.” She plunked down in the chair. “Not that I am taken seriously now.”
“You’re not wearing an outfit that would make a dominatrix blush.” Warrior Danielle Nowak, formerly Officer Danielle, plucked at her skintight leather warrior outfit, the garment barely covering her breasts. “Sila isn’t a planet for the shy.”
“Tell me about it.” Storm rolled her eyes at Danielle, thrilled to have another human female to talk with. “They showed me giving my Ary a blowjob on the big screen, replaying that scene over and over.” Her cheeks heated, every male in this room having seen her naked with her mouth full of alien cock. “The entire audience had boners.” She’d been mortified and turned-on, their unabashed arousal exhilarating.
“They had vibrating boners,” the blonde former policewoman added and they laughed, the lighter moment dissipating some of the tension in the room, all of them anxious to improve Ary’s standing and prevent a war.
This is the most important newscast of my life. Talker Mowca finally quieted and Storm redirected the conversation to the interview. “We’ll take it from ‘And were you scared?’”
The stocky Silan nodded, a pleasant smile on his purple-and-green face. “And were you scared?” he asked, his voice soothingly deep.
“I was terrified.” Storm clasped her hands together and widened her eyes, infusing her retelling with extra emotion. “The Mravenec warrior rushed toward me and I was helpless. My feet were bound and the zbran had fallen from my fingers. My Ary bellowed my name, running to protect me, shooting at our enemy. The Mravenec warrior returned fire. I could feel the heat.” She brushed her face with her hand. “I thought I would be terminated.”
Warrior Danielle inhaled dramatically. Storm silently counted to three, building the suspense. “Then the enemy’s head exploded, bits of red flying everywhere.” She waved her hands. “And he fell to the ground, lifeless, terminated.”
“Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko terminated the Mravenec warrior.” Talker Mowca emphasized Ary’s heroic involvement. “As he vowed, he faced his own termination to protect you and to protect Sila. He defeated our enemy as though he was a warrior.”
“My Ary would never claim to have warrior skills.” Storm shook her head. “He told me it was, as we say on Earth, a lucky shot.”
Talker Mowca turned and faced the camera, his expression solemn. “May all Silans, when facing the enemy, have such lucky shots.”
They waited. Silence stretched. Storm glanced at Fixer Vern, and he jerked to attention, his ridges rattling. “Chop.”
“Chop. Cut. Close enough.” Storm bounced out of her seat. “I wish that damn ant man hadn’t blasted my handheld before I could capture the kill shot. That footage would have been award winning. The interview was good, don’t get me wrong,” she assured Talker Mowca. “But nothing is more gripping than the real thing.”
Storm joined the fixers as they huddled around the screen, cleaning up the battle scene, vanquishing the shadows and steadying the image. “Wow. The colors really pop.” She shook with excitement, amazed at their skill. “It looks like I filmed it at noon.” The fixers took turns gazing at her, chattering in Silan. “Talker Mowca, when we’re done, where should we send this?”
“We will send this to the Talker Elder.” The ship’s chief communications officer stood beside her. His purple-and-green gaze flicked down at her cleavage, and Storm hastily refastened her suit. “The Talker Elder views and approves. All others access his…library? Is this how humans call it?”
“Library or database.” Storm shrugged. “It doesn’t matter. Your future mate will know what you’re talking about.”
“My future mate,” Talker Mowca repeated wistfully, his eyes swirling green-and-purple. “You are wise and humorous and beautiful, Talker Storm. Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko is very solemn and stern. He talks seldom and rarely smiles, as is the ruler way.” Talker Mowca stepped closer and his arm brushed hers.
“My Ary takes his status as a ruler seriously.” Storm shifted away from the larger Silan, uncomfortable with his proximity, yet not wishing to insult him. “You should be grateful for that. You don’t want some clown in charge.”
“Clown?” Talker Mowca’s forehead ridges condensed. “Why would Silans follow a comic performer?” The big alien moved toward her, filling the space between them.
“Exactly. You wouldn’t.” Storm fidgeted, her smaller form boxed between the larger physiques of an admiring fixer and the overzealous talker. “My Ary’s ruler personality is more suitable for leadership.”
Talker Mowca studied her. “Ahhh…now I understand.” The ridges around his mouth relaxed. “Rulers are powerful. They have much wealth and influence. You mated with Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko because he is a ruler.” His eyes swirled faster. “Will you remain his mate when Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko is no longer a ruler?”
“When?” Storm glared at him, not liking his implication. “That “when” isn’t going to happen, Talker Mowca. My Ary is my mate and he will remain a ruler. If you doubt that, you shouldn’t be here.”
“My apologizes, Talker Storm Nazwisko.” The purple spread over Talker Mowca’s skin. “I meant no disrespect. I wish for Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko’s continued rule.”
“As does my mate, Warrior Krol Nowak, Sila’s best warrior.” Warrior Danielle stood beside Talker Mowca, her hands resting on the hilts of her daggers. “Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko backed my mate’s request that I join him on board this warship,” she explained to the talker. “We are in his debt.”
“The fixers honor Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko’s status.” Fixer Vern squeezed his lean form between Storm and Talker Mowca. “And we support his mission to find mates for all Silans.” He glowered at the other male, his ridges rattling.
“All wish for your mate’s continued rule.” Talker Mowca backed away, his head slightly bowed. “I will prepare the communications channel.” He hurried through the sliding doors.
“Don’t bust his balls too much for asking your intentions,” Warrior Danielle advised softy. “Many of them have been waiting years for a mate and Talker Mowca seems like an okay guy. A bit chatty.” She grinned, her blue eyes sparkling with humor. “But okay.”
Storm watched Ary’s image on the screen. He rolled, shooting his ridiculously tiny guns, his face darkened with fierce intent, prepared to die to protect her. No one has ever cared about me that much. Her heart squeezed, a swell of protectiveness rising in her chest. “Talker Mowca doesn’t like my Ary.”
“He doesn’t like rulers, not many of the Silans do.” The blonde policewoman confirmed Storm’s suspicions. “He doesn’t know your Ary.”
“Then we’ll have to change that.” Storm forced a smile. “We’ll start the piece with the Mravenec warrior’s arrival.” She leaned forward, studying the footage frame by frame, determined to make the best damn documentary possible.
Ary shouldn’t have to choose between me and his job. Storm slid into a shiny silver space chair and directed the smallest fixer as he worked, fusing frames together, his fingers flying on the screen, the editing lightning fast.
Minutes stretched into hours. Storm’s back and shoulders hurt and her eyes burned. Fixers rotated positions. Warrior Danielle left the room, returning with a big smile on her face an hour later. Storm remained in her seat, the one constant in the group, driven to complete the piece today.
“What do I fix next?” The smallest fixer asked, his gaze locked on the screen as Storm ran the piece one more time from start to finish.
She watched with a critical eye, the battle scene footage flowing smoothly into the interview portion, the story entertaining and informational, positioning Ary as a hero.
“We do nothing. We’re done.” Storm grinned, slumping back in the chair. “Amazing work, team.” Everyone cheered. “We can send this to the Talker Elder now.”
The fixers discussed something amongst themselves, their voices high and fast. Elbows nudged stomach ridges. Bald heads bobbed. The biggest fixer passed a small jar to Fixer Vern.
“Talker Storm Nazwisko,” he announced gravely, his face flushed with color. “We present you with a celebratory mating gift from the ship fixers.” He held out the jar.
“Ummm…” Storm stood, smoothed the wrinkles from her baggy outfit, and accepted the gift. The jar was filled with a clear gel. “Thank you.”
“It is lube,” Fixer Vern proclaimed proudly. The other fixers nodded, big smiles on their blue-and-green faces.
“I see.” Storm’s cheeks heated. They gazed at her expectantly. She gazed back, not knowing what they wanted. “We’ll put it to good use,” she added.
The fixers whispered. The large fixer slapped his flat ass and then humped the air. Heads turned toward her and tilted.
“Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko is to use the lube when he fucks your ass,” Fixer Vern explained.
Oh my God. Warrior Danielle is right. They’re certainly not shy. Storm’s face burned. “Thank you. I know what lube is used for.”
“While Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko fucks your ass, we will watch from our sleeping chambers.” Fixer Vern frowned, his head dropped, his shoulders drooping. The other fixers appeared equally disappointed.
“Of course.” Storm blinked, confused by their reaction. “Where else would you watch from?”
The smiles returned. “Warrior Krol Nowak allowed us to watch in his sleeping chambers.” Fixer Vern’s gaze slid to Warrior Danielle. “We will not touch, even if you cause great damage to Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko’s spicka.”
“Is that true, Warrior Danielle?” Storm gazed at her new friend, the prospect of a gang of alien males watching Ary fuck her unnerving and exciting and so damn hot. Her pussy moistened and her nipples tightened.
“Yeah, it’s true. We let them watch.” Warrior Danielle shrugged. “You’ll be putting on a show for them anyway. Why not give them front row seats and make it a great show?”
Why not? Storm’s fingers tightened on the jar of lube, her breathing quickening. “I have to ask my Ary first.”
The fixers cheered.
 


Chapter Five
 
Ary stood in the center of the simulator chamber, his arms folded in front of him, his feet braced apart, facing the images of the other rulers, the Silans seated, their countenances forbidding. This summons had come one sleep cycle after Ary’s passionate declaration in the ship’s sustenance consumption chamber, the protest on Sila growing more violent.
“It was the time interval for a ruler to be mated.” Ary raised his voice, allowing the less powerful, more progressive rulers seated in the back to clearly hear him. “We agreed to take this action.”
The Ruler Elder lowered his forehead ridges, the aged male’s face dark-green. “We agreed this was the time interval based upon your recommendation, thinking you were a true ruler, which you are not. Silans would not protest against a true ruler.”
The other rulers thumped their fists upon the armrests of their single-assed supports, muttering their agreement.
Ary looked toward Ruler Przzyjacciel, a ruler with whom he’d shared schooling, expecting his support. Ruler Przzyjacciel dropped his gaze and stared silently at the communicator in his hands.
Ary transferred his gaze to Ruler Odannny, a male he’d assisted during the untimely termination of the mountain ruler’s dam and sire, the tragic shuttle craft mishap resembling the accident terminating his own sire many solar cycles earlier. Ruler Odannny shook his head, his lips pressed together tightly.
The enemy shows more honor than these Silans. Ary gritted his teeth, biting back the anger unsuitable for a ruler. “Our people protest the lack of mates. Removing me from council will not change this. Our people’s discontent will not ease until we have accelerated our plans, granting more Silans the right to mate.”
“We have read your proposal.” The Ruler Elder tossed a tablet on the tiled floor of the council chambers. “You recommend we speak with the Earth governments, offering our protection in exchange for access to their females.” He clucked his tongue and his fellow rulers mimicked the action, the noise further irritating Ary. “You wish for us to negotiate with the primitives?”
“Without those primitives, the lineage of our people will be terminated. Our enemy knows this and is taking action. A Mravenec warrior attempted to capture my mate. They will not stop with that one attempt.” Ary raised his chin proudly, his response no longer restricted by rigid ruler tradition. “The Earth and our Earth mates are in danger. We must protect that planet and protect our future.”
“Now you believe you are a warrior.” The Ruler Elder glanced to his left and right. Rulers laughed, their facial ridges twisted with scorn.
“I speak for warriors and fixers and talkers and other Silans on board this ship.” Ary stared unseeingly at the far wall, his face stoic, showing none of his rage. “If you remove me from council, they will assume no change is coming. They will take action.”
“Are you threatening us?” The Ruler Elder stood, his aged body shaking. “You dare too much, Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko. We will not bow to your threats. Our decision stands. When you return to Sila, you will be removed from council.”
Removal? Did they not hear a word I said? Ary opened his mouth.
“Terminate transmission,” the Ruler Elder barked, cutting off his response.
Their images dissolved and the chamber grew dark. Warrior Krol was correct. They do not listen, not even to other rulers. Ary glared at the blank space where the image of the Ruler Elder once stood, seeing a future filled with terminations and hardship, a future he didn’t wish for his people or offspring.
I must prevent this war. Ary straightened the cuffs of his uniform, determination filling his soul. I must protect my people.
“Return chamber status to public,” Ary instructed the ship’s guidance system as he stalked through the sliding doors, wanting and needing to see his mate, valuing her advice and her knowledge of people, human and Silan.
He stopped short, his boots squeaking on the metallic mesh floor, and he blinked, unable to believe his eyes. His Storm leaned against the wall, her baggy talker uniform swamping her small form and the lights igniting the fire in her out-of-control curls. Silan males surrounded her, gaping at her with ill-concealed admiration and wonder.
His Storm met his gaze, her exotic green eyes flashing with emotion. “My Ary.” The males scattered, murmuring excuses. “I thought you might need me.”
She thought of me. A heat spread through Ary’s chest. “I do.” He held out one of his hands, his palm facing upward.
She bounced toward him, her footsteps light and reassuringly fast. Her palm slid into his, small and smooth, and a surge of revitalizing energy shot up Ary’s arm, restoring his battered confidence.
“I’m here.” His Storm leaned into him, brushing her curves along his ridges, and his spicka hardened, vibrating with awareness, her womanly musk wrapping around his senses. “And we’ll deal with this together, you and I.” She caressed his cheek, her fingertips blazing a trail of sensation across his skin.
“You do not know what we have to deal with.” He nipped at her fingers.
She yanked her hand away and laughed. “Oh, I do. I can read it in your eyes.”
She can read my emotions? Ary froze, alarmed.
“Don’t worry.” She laughed again, the sound floating in the air. “I can read your emotions, but I doubt anyone else studies you so closely.” Ary frowned, uncertain about that. “It is a mate thing,” she added.
A mate thing. He relaxed. “Rulers do not show emotion.”
“That’s too bad.” His Storm dropped her hand and curled her fingers in his. “Because emotion can be a powerful weapon.” She pulled him toward their sleeping chambers. “If Silans thought you cared about them—”
“Our people must know I serve them.” Ary frowned. If my Storm doubts that, what do my people believe?
“Talker Storm Nazwisko.” A large warrior passed them in the corridor. “Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko.” He bowed his black-and-green head.
“Warrior Miar Najazd,” Ary replied automatically. He slammed into his stopped Storm and she flew forward. He wrapped his arm around his little female, catching her before she fell. “I did not notice you had ceased movement,” he apologized.
She glanced up at him and then over his shoulder at the retreating warrior, her forehead furrowed with lines. “Did you, a ruler, just greet a warrior? Isn’t that breaking one of your laws or something?”
“I am not a ruler when I am with you. I am a mate.” Ary pulled her snugly against him, pressing his spicka into her ass, wanting to forget the possible war and lose himself in her body.
“Hmmm…” Her lips curled upward into a smile. “Then you need me for mate things.” She wiggled her ass into his groin, the brush of her curves causing his worries to evaporate. “The fixers gave us a present.” She pulled a small clear container out of the pocket of her uniform. “Lube.”
“Lube.” He took the container from her, examining it. “It is used for the fucking of a mate’s ass.” He stiffened, his arousal escalating. “Do you wish for me to fuck your ass?”
“Got that on the first guess, did you?” She laughed. “I love your intelligence, my Ary.” She sauntered down the corridor, her hips swaying seductively. “That big brain of yours is the hottest thing about you.”
Love, Ary repeated silently as he followed her. Use of that word signals advanced pair bonding in humans. He watched his mate move and his fingers curled around the container of lube.
“Oh, I forgot.” His Storm glanced over her shoulder, her eyelashes fluttering. “The fixers want to be in our sleeping chambers while you fuck me in the ass…if that’s okay with you? We’ll give them a show.” She unfastened her uniform, and the purple fabric slipped over one of her pale shoulders. Ary’s mouth dropped open, the urge to fuck her right then and there battering his control.
“I’ll narrate our glorious fuckfest, as I’m the talker.” His Storm tossed her head, her curls bouncing against her skin. “I’ll let them know how hard you’re pounding that big cock into my ass, and I’ll scream your name over and over as I come.”
She flounced around the corner. A large crowd of fixers hovered by the doors to their sleeping chambers. As she approached them, the males quieted, their eyes swirling blue with lust.
They lust for my mate. Ary straightened to his full height, and the fixers’ gazes lifted, the smallest fixer swallowing hard, his neck ridge bobbing.
“Hi, boys.” His Storm ran her palms over her ass and smiled flirtatiously. The musk of her arousal hung heavy in the air, tormenting Ary. The fixers bumped into each other, battling to be closest to her. “You’d better behave yourselves. My Ary hasn’t agreed to let you watch yet.”
The fixers turned their heads and gazed at him expectantly. Ary gripped the container of lube, their gift to him, the first and only present he’d received from a non-ruler. “You will not touch my Storm.”
“We will not touch your mate,” Fixer Vern vowed, his tone gravely sincere. The other fixers nodded their heads and beamed, their happiness dousing Ary’s lingering concerns.
“Then it’s showtime.” His Storm strode through the sliding doors. Her uniform dropped to her waist and hung around her hips, her back white and smooth, begging to be touched. She turned to face them, her arms crossed over her chest, her palms cupping her full breasts.
Sladky matka. She makes me crazed. Ary yanked at his ruler uniform, shredding the fabric until he wore nothing but his boots, his spicka freed and erect, gyrating vigorously, jutting out toward her.
Her gaze lowered. “So big and hard and vibrating.” She licked her lips, her tongue small and pink and delectable between her blunt white teeth. “I want to lick your cock all over from your broad tip to your hairless base. Then I’ll suck on your balls, taking them into my mouth one at a time.”
The fixers crowding around him groaned. Pressure grew in Ary’s varles. “Your sex talk makes me wish to spill my seed,” he confessed, shamed by his lack of control.
“Oh no.” She released one of her wondrous breasts and waved a long slender finger back and forth, back and forth. “You’re spilling your seed all over my ass, covering me with your scent.”
“First, I will cover your breast with my mouth.” He lunged forward and toppled her back into the sleeping support, trapping her body beneath his. She squeaked and he silenced her with his lips, filling her with his tongue, devouring her unspoken words. The container of lube rolled on the covering blanket.
Ary stroked into her mouth, mimicking the fucking motion, giving her a taste of what would come. She moaned and arched toward him, her hands gripping his shoulder ridges, her breasts molded to his chest, her enthusiasm feeding his.
Ary dragged his lips over her chin. “You narrate our glorious fuckfest.” He grinned against her skin as she gazed at him, her eyes slightly unfocused. She wants me. Her need soothed his people’s rejection and the rulers’ betrayal. In her arms, he was a male without equal. “Rulers honor the statuses of others, allowing them to use their gifts,” he teased.
His Storm smiled, her plush lips glistening and her pale eyes smoldering with erotic promise. “Oh, I’ll narrate, all right. Your buddies aren’t going to miss a minute of the action.” He licked the salt off her neck. “That’s it. Lave me with that big green tongue of yours, hot and moist and sexy.”
Ary traced her jugular vein, following her lifeblood as it pumped under her skin, and he nibbled along her collarbone, the fragile bone offering no protection.
“That feels good,” she crooned, sliding her hands along his skull, pleasure radiating from her fingertips. “Cover me with your love marks. Show the other Silans whom I belong to.”
“My mate.” Ary nipped her hard, branding her skin, and she cried out, the scent of her arousal tickling his nostrils, reassuring him. He moved down her body and swirled the flat of his tongue around her right breast, honoring her delightful curves.
“Suck my breast.” His Storm held him to her as he teased her with his tongue. “No, suck,” she demanded. Ary chuckled, amused by her impatience, and he licked in smaller and smaller circles, covering every bit of her skin.
“Damn it. I need your mouth on my nipple now,” she yelled. He flicked her nipple, punishing his mate for her loud response. She cried out, flinging her torso upward and smacking her breast against his face. “My Ary!”
“My Storm.” Ary sucked her nipple into his mouth, her flesh surprisingly rigid, yet soft, the duality intriguing him, her body as complex as her mind.
“Yes.” She filled the chamber with love noises and stroked his skull with her soft fingers, her touch encouraging him, testing him, pushing him closer to his own climax. “Suck me. So good.”
He moved slightly to the side, allowing the fixers to see his Storm’s left breast. Ary cupped that curve with his right hand, lifting and squeezing, showing the watching males the beauty of his mate as he feasted on her right breast, licking and sucking her skin.
“Both breasts.” His Storm breathed heavily, her words ragged. “You’re working both breasts and everything inside of me is tightening. I’m about to come. My Ary, make me come. I need to come.”
I will give her all that she needs. Ary laid his arm across her shoulders, pinning her to the sleeping support, and he gently scraped his teeth across her nipple. His Storm screamed, writhing under him, straining upward with her hips, pouring her scent into the chamber.
Ary raised his head. “My Storm came,” he announced smugly as his little mate stilled. The fixers cheered, their boisterous reaction increasing Ary’s pride. “She is wet. Do you wish to observe?”
“Yes, we wish to observe,” Fixer Vern spoke for the group. The males shuffled closer. “Show us, Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko.”
“My Ary?” Doubt flickered in his Storm’s eyes.
“They will not touch,” Ary assured her. He tugged her talker uniform away from her body, revealing her private curls, and he spread her legs wide on the sleeping support, her pink pussy glistening with juices. “Observe.”
Ary stood back and watched the males closely as they bent over his mate, perusing her pussy, their spickas erect and vibrating against their blue fixer uniforms.
“Oh God. This is so hot.” His Storm speared her fingers through her curls and parted her womanly folds, showing them her tight entrance. “All of these men looking at me, wanting me, their cocks hard. They want to take turns fucking me.”
“They will not fuck you,” Ary rumbled, his voice low and his hands clenched into fists, the thought of any male touching his mate infuriating him.
The fixers backed away from the sleeping support, their gazes on his hands. “We will not touch Talker Storm Nazwisko,” Fixer Vern assured Ary. “Even if she causes great damage to your spicka.”
“How can I do damage to that beast?” His Storm gestured toward his spicka, her fingertips wet with her juices. Ary licked his lips, yearning to suck on her fingers and taste her satisfaction.
“Your cock is the size of a dynamic microphone.” Her voice softened with awe. “Even if I bit you, your shaft would survive.”
If she bites me… Ary squeezed the base of his spicka, the pinch of his fingers supplementing his battered control.
His Storm narrowed her eyes. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” A wicked smile spread across her beautiful face. “You want me to take you in my mouth.” She parted her lips, displaying her blunt white teeth. “And slowly chomp down on your cock with my teeth.” She snapped her teeth together.
Ary groaned, his varles knotting tightly under his spicka. “Turn over, my Storm, so I may fuck your ass.”
“You’re suffering that badly, huh?” She laughed, mocking his lack of restraint. “Don’t fuck me without lube.” His Storm located the container. “Slather it on your cock first. I want that monster slippery and shiny.” She tossed the lube at him.
Ary caught the container in one hand. “I will slather the lube on my monster.” He grinned, amused by her inventive names for his spicka, his Storm quick and clever, a mate to be proud of.
“You do that.” She caressed her breasts, tugging and pulling on her pink nipples.
Lejno. She tempts me. Ary twisted open the container and the scent of leather wafted upward. He dipped his fingers into the gel and spread the cool substance on his overheated spicka, rubbing it into his skin, ensuring every ridge and rim was covered, his touch forceful and ruthlessly thorough.
“Is that how you like it, my Ary?” His Storm gazed at him with wide eyes, her lips parted enticingly. “Violent and rough? Because I can touch you that way.” She kneeled on the sleeping support and reached for him.
“No.” He yanked his spicka away from her skillful fingers. “You touch me that way and I spill my seed in your hands, not on your ass.”
A fixer sniggered behind him. Ary cast a hard glance over the horny males, unable to determine which of the fixers dared to ridicule his lack of control. “When you meet your mates, you will no longer laugh.”
“When we meet our mates!” The fixers cheered, slapping their hands together.
Ary shook his head, reasoning with them futile. “Turn over, my Storm.” He clasped her hips and flipped her onto her stomach.
“My Ary,” his Storm squeaked as she bounced, her ass cheeks as pale as the single moon orbiting her planet. “Slow down. Before you pound that big battering ram into me, you need to lube me up also.” She rose to her hands and knees, tilting her ass upward. “Make my ass as slick as my pussy.”
Ary dropped a dab of lube on his palm and rubbed his hands together, warming the gel. “Your pussy is wetter than the simulator’s.”
“That’s how wet I want my ass.” His Storm swayed, her curves entrancing Ary, his spicka gyrating to her rhythm. “Stick your fingers in me, my Ary.”
He drifted his fingertips down the shadow of her crease and she trembled, her skin rippling alluringly, drawing him closer. “Touch me, ruler,” she purred, her voice husky. “Command my body.”
Ary wedged his hand between her ass cheeks and parted her flesh, unveiling her pink puckered hole. Mine. He drew in a deep breath, inhaling the musky scent of her excitement, and he circled the entrance to her back passage. His Storm clenched and unclenched her flesh as though trying to suck him inside her.
Ary pushed one of his lube-covered fingers into her, his progress meeting opposition. “Sladky matka, my Storm. You are tight.”
“I can take you.” She panted, clutching the covering blanket. “Keep going. Don’t stop.” Her body refuted her words, gripping his finger, attempting to block his invasion.
Ary wouldn’t be thwarted, advancing slowly. His finger passed the ring of resistance and he slid in up to his joint. Triumph. He gazed at his green hand pressed against her white curves, his finger buried deep inside her ass, and his chest expanded with pride.
“Ohhh…I can feel every ridge.” She arched, her movements sensuous and flowing. “That’s it. Pry me open. Prepare me for your big cock.”
He pumped into her, slicking her flesh with lube. Her passage eased and he added another finger, stretching her asshole. Fabric rustled around him. Ary looked over his shoulder. The fixers stood with their uniforms pooled around their boots, their hands working their spickas as he worked his Storm’s ass, matching his rhythm.
“One more finger, my Ary,” his Storm panted. “Open me wide.” He dribbled more lube between her ass cheeks and she gasped. “Cold.” The gel dripped over her skin, leaving a glistening trail.
“I will warm you soon.” He stroked into her ass with three fingers, massaging her hip with his free hand. His Storm undulated under him, her pussy juices moistening the inside of her white thighs.
“Not soon.” She moaned. “Warm me now. Fill my ass, my Ary. I need your cock inside me.”
Ary withdrew his fingers and positioned behind her. He prodded her hole with the tip of his spicka, testing her. “You are too tight, my Storm,” he declared, despair clawing at his chest, wanting her so badly. “I will fuck your pussy.”
“No!” She glared back at him, her pale-green eyes flashing. “You’ll fuck my ass, my Ary. Go slowly. You can’t hurt me.”
“Fuck her ass,” the fixers chanted rowdily. “Fuck her ass. Fuck her ass.” They yanked on their spickas, the slapping sound of flesh on flesh added to their cheer.
Ary pushed against her hole. She squeezed his tip, the pressure teetering on the edge of unbearable. “My Storm.” Am I damaging her? He couldn’t see her face, his Storm staring straight ahead.
“Listen to your people, my Ary. They want this,” she pleaded, her voice thin and high. “I want this. Fuck my ass. Do it for them. Do it for me…for us.”
“For us.” He burrowed deeper, working his spicka into her ass one ridge at a time, his shaft vibrating against her inner walls, coating her with lube. Lejno. Ary gritted his teeth and clutched his base with one hand, resisting the urge to thrust deep, to spill his seed inside her ass.
“I’m thinking too much. I can’t loosen. I can’t let go.” Her fingers curled in fists, her muscles straining under him. “Slap my ass, my Ary.”
Slap her ass? He stared down at her, appalled by her request, unwilling to damage his small mate further, his spicka inflicting enough stress upon her fragile body. “No.”
“Do it,” she commanded, her tone allowing no refusal.
Ary slapped her ass using only a portion of his greater strength. His Storm cried out, her ass muscles eased around his spicka and he slipped fully into her glorious ass.
“Yes.” She expelled a deep breath, dropping her head.
He glimpsed the shine of tears on her cheeks and his stomach coiled into a tight ball of regret. “I damaged you, my Storm.”
“We will fix.” Fixer Vern stepped forward, his eyes swirling with concern.
“No!” His Storm stiffened. “Don’t touch me. It’s a good damage.” Ary studied her, doubt in his heart. “If I bit your cock, you’d feel damage, right?”
His spicka bobbed inside her, disrupting the tempo of his gyrations. “I am a Silan. We are bigger, stronger. You are a frail human, so small and delicate.” He caressed her ass, tracing the red mark on her pale skin. My mark. A buzz of pride filled him.
His Storm rolled her eyes. “This frail human took your big Silan cock up her ass and she liked it. You fill me, my Ary.” She wiggled, brushing her curves against his hips, her back passage easing to accommodate his girth. “Like no other man can.”
“There will be no other males.” Ary growled, angered by her mention of other sexual partners. He pulled out and surged back into her, swaying her body forward.
“My Ary!” she screamed, tossing her head defiantly, her red curls bouncing, her hair as alive as the rest of her. “Yes, that’s it. Fuck me. Fuck me hard.”
Ary rode her small body, pulling her backward, impaling her upon his spicka as he thrust forward, his hips smacking against her reddened ass. An enticing heat rose between them, binding them together. Her skin glowed with passion and beads of sweat formed on his forehead.
“God. You’re so big, my Ary.” His Storm pushed back against him, meeting each of his lunges. She gripped the covering blanket with her slender fingers, her knuckles white. “And when your ridges slide along my ass, your cock…your cock vibrates my pussy.” She panted, her words strained. “Ohhh…” She moaned, her sex noises escalating Ary’s arousal.
He clenched his teeth and tightened his grip on her hips, the urge to spill his seed tremendous. The males behind him pulled vigorously on their spickas, their grunts joining his.
“Oh. Oh. Oh.” His Storm’s voice rose with each thrust as Ary slammed into her ass harder and harder, rocking her body. His balls bounced against her wet pussy, speckling his skin with her juices, her scent compromising his control. Blood coursed through Ary, rushing to his spicka.
“Close, my Ary.” The muscles in her ass cheeks constricted, her softness hardening. “I’m…Ohhh…” She screamed, bucking upward, her ass muscles clamping down on his spicka.
“My Storm!” Ary roared, jerking against her, releasing an endless stream of hot seed into her ass, transforming all of his concerns to her frail shoulders. Roars echoed around them as the other males found satisfaction, their seed splattering on the tiled floor.
“Sladky matka.” Ary shuddered, the ridges over his spine rattling. “You are my world, my Storm.” He lowered his body over hers, covering her rounded spine with his chest, bracing his weight with his arms. “I would give up everything for you.” He nuzzled his face into her soft curls, the unusual heat in his torso returning.
The fixers mumbled their gratitude. Footsteps rang on the floor and the doors slid open and shut behind them. The chamber grew quiet, the silence broken only by their breathing.
“Did you?” his Storm whispered. She dropped to the sleeping support’s surface and Ary’s spicka slipped from her ass. He shivered, missing the warmth of her body. “Did you give up everything for me?” She rolled onto her back, her face flushed with pigment, her eyes wide.
Ary glanced at the camera positioned above their sleeping support. He lowered his head, skimmed his mouth along her cheek and pressed his lips against her ear. “Once we return to Sila, I will no longer have a role on council,” he murmured.
His Storm inhaled sharply, her breasts rising, pressing against him. “But that’ll cause a war. Our people will attack Earth.” She clung to him, her fingernails carving into his skin, the pain grounding him.
Ary felt her fear and he wished to offer her words of comfort, yet he was unable to lie to her, his mate. His Storm and his honor were all he had left.
“And they made this decision because our people protested against you?” Her breath wafted over his skull ridges, warm and reassuring.
Our people. The warmth in Ary’s chest spread across his shoulders. “Yes.”
“Then the rulers do listen to their people. Interesting.” She caressed his skin, her fingertips light and soft. “If our people decided to support you, would you get your job back?” She tilted her head, her red curls bouncing against her cheeks, and Ary nodded, overwhelmed by her beauty.
“In that case, we have nothing to worry about.” Her lips curled into a small secretive smile. “You’ll have a role on council, my Ary.” She patted his shoulders. “Trust me.”
“I trust you with all that I have.” Ary covered her mouth with his, striving to capture her confidence, grateful to have his Storm as a mate.
 


Chapter Six
 
What am I doing? Two days later, Storm smiled at the talk show audience projected onto the simulation room’s walls. The Silan males smiled back, their eyes swirling, the drone of their discussions filling the small space, their speech alien and incomprehensible. I don’t even know their language.
Ary shifted on the couch beside her, his big thigh pressing reassuringly against hers. He knows the language and he won’t let me fail. Storm turned her head and studied him. He stared straight ahead, not meeting any Silan’s gaze, his spine ramrod straight and his face flushed with a green so dark, his skin appeared black.
We’re making this appearance for the people, his and mine and ours. Storm tapped his hand with her fingertips. Ary flipped his palm upward and threaded his fingers through hers. With the warmth of his touch, her nerves settled, a calmness covering her.
Words Storm couldn’t understand originated from a Silan she couldn’t see. The audience members clapped and hooted. A tiny talker bounded onto the stage, holding his arms up, a playful smile on his purple-and-green face. His image was impressively crisp and lifelike, as though he had entered the room with them. He bounced from one side of the stage to the other, calling out to the crowd in Silan.
Oh God, I don’t know what he’s saying. Tension tightened Storm’s shoulders. She looked at Ary and tilted her head. Help me.
He put his arm around her and pulled her closer, fitting her into his big body. “Talker Duzy makes humorous talk, not very humorous,” Ary drawled in her ear, his lips buzzing against her skin. Storm smiled, her fear lifting.
Their bubbly host turned his head with an exaggerated snap and gazed at her, widening his swirling eyes. He made a chirping noise. The audience laughed.
Ary growled. “Do not disrespect my mate, Talker Duzy.” His muscles flexed against her back, her crisp new purple uniform forming a thin barrier between them.
The elfish talker raised his palms in mock surrender. “My apologies, Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko.” He spoke in heavily accented English, and Storm relaxed, easily understanding him. “I mean no disrespect to you or to Talker Storm Nazwisko.”
Ary said nothing, his anger winding around his form, dark and visible. Storm squeezed his hand, attempting to diffuse the potentially combustive situation. “We accept your apology, Talker Duzy.” She inclined her head. “It has been a long voyage. My Ary and I look forward to reaching Sila, our home.”
The buzz in the audience increased in volume. “We look forward to the arrival of you.” Talker Duzy sat with a flourish on the giant silver host chair, the seat making him appear even smaller than he was. “You are the first talker female.”
This is my opening. “And my Ary is the first ruler to take a mate.” Storm smoothly redirected the conversation.
“Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko is the first in many ways. He is the first ruler to answer questions.” Talker Duzy grinned, clearly thrilled to snag the first interview. “And he is the first ruler to fight our enemy.”
“To protect Sila!” a warrior in the audience bellowed, his black-and-green ridges rattling. Other Silans cheered.
“I did what any Silan would do,” Ary murmured, his contribution to the conversation surprising Storm, his silence being Ary’s major stipulation for appearing on the popular Silan show. “A warrior would have defeated our enemy with more speed and skill.”
The warrior roared and the audience hooted, thumping their armrests with their big fists. Talker Duzy’s grin widened. “You are known for honoring the statuses of Silans, yet there are many Silans who do not honor your status as ruler, Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko. They believe rulers should not take mates until all of the other Silans have taken mates.”
Ary stiffened and Storm leaned back, pushing into him, distracting him with her touch. “Earth is much like Sila,” she purred in her sexiest voice. “Rulers wish to talk with rulers. How can we negotiate for more mates if we do not have a ruler to talk for us?”
Ary held her hand tightly, his fingers as unyielding as steel. “We have no set plans to negotiate with the humans,” her brutally honest mate admitted.
“Negotiations will come.” Talker Duzy waved his well-manicured hand. “Silans have found many mates. The Earth rulers will not remain ignorant for much longer.” Their host studied her, his eyes holding more intelligence than his jovial countenance relayed. “A ruler does not need a mate to negotiate.”
“A mate will ease negotiations. Most Earth rulers have mates.” Storm curled her fingers into Ary’s palm, drawing strength from his grip. “And I can speak to the females, reassuring potential mates that they can find great happiness with a big, strong Silan mate.” She glanced up at Ary, openly admiring his rugged countenance.
Talker Duzy raised his forehead ridges. “You are a talker.” He gazed at Ary. “Our ruler has chosen wisely.” The popular talk show host looked at his suddenly silent audience. “I honor Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko’s status as ruler.”
“I honor Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko’s status as ruler,” the Silans repeated.
“A mate for every Silan!” a fixer yelled. The males cheered.
We did it. We earned their support. Storm met Ary’s gaze. His eyes swirled with emotion and she cupped his cheek, wishing to ease his turmoil. Ary turned his head and pressed a kiss on her palm, his lips firm and warm.
My big alien. Storm melted under his touch. I love him so much.
Shit. I love Ary. She froze, her body temperature dropping dramatically.
Ary gazed at the Silans in the audience, his people, and his chin lifted proudly, his profile stern and aristocratic, his shoulders broad and his spine straight. He is intimidating and regal and I love him.
* * * * *
 
Three sleep cycles after their appearance on Sila’s number one morning show, the ship shuddered under Ary’s boots and stilled. We are home. He plucked at the cuffs of his uniform, his excitement dampened by concerns about their reception. Will Silans protest our arrival? He tensed. Will they attempt to damage my Storm?
His Storm fidgeted beside him, rearranging a wayward curl. The fiery lock defied her efforts, bouncing back to its original spot, dangling over her left eye, and she huffed. “I hate my hair.”
“Your hair is beautiful,” he murmured, the lights setting her tendrils ablaze. “My Storm.” Ary shifted his weight from his right foot to his left, his stomach twisting. “If I no longer have a position on council—”
“You will.” She clasped his hand, her fingers seductively slender and pale.
Ary gritted his teeth, determined not to allow her touch to distract him. “If I no longer have a position on council and you wish another mate…” His voice cracked and his mouth dried, the words sticking in his throat.
“I’ll never wish for another mate.” His Storm’s gaze lifted, her eyes covered with a thin sheen of moisture. “I love you, my Ary.” Her skin flushed with pigment and she dropped her head, shielding her face.
Love. Ary stared at her. An uncomfortable silence stretched as his Storm meticulously straightened his mangled cuffs and brushed out the wrinkles in the fabric. The human reply is to repeat the phrase, but will this reply be a lie?
“Silans do not experience the love emotion,” Ary confessed, unwilling to risk lying to his mate.
“Then let me put love into words you understand. You are the only mate for me.” His Storm dusted off his shoulders, her gaze fixed on her task. “I would face termination for you. When you are happy, I am happy. When you are damaged, I am damaged.”
Ary blinked, her feelings echoing his. That is love? Excitement bubbled within him, as light as her laughter. “When you look at me, do you feel heat here?” He placed her palm over her heart, her hand small in his.
“Yes.” A smile lit her face with a brilliance greater than Sila’s two suns, her beauty dazzling. “I feel heat when I look at you, intense heat.” She wiggled against him, her hips sending fucking messages to his spicka.
The communicator in his pocket beeped and Ary sighed, now was not the time interval for fucking or additional word sharing, when the ship’s crew was waiting for them to disembark. “Our people gather to greet us. We will share our intense heat in our domicile once the greeting is complete,” Ary promised. He clasped his Storm’s hand and walked with her, the doors sliding open and shut around them.
Warrior Krol loomed in the corridor. More warriors lined the narrow space, positioned at his side, the males large and heavily armed, daggers and zbrans holstered in their garments.
“Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko.” Warrior Krol nodded curtly. “Talker Storm Nazwisko. We will escort you.” His tone allowed no disagreement.
Ary gripped his Storm’s hand tighter, his concern over her safety returning. “Are there numerous Silans?”
“Numerous.” Warrior Krol grinned, his eyes swirling black, the aggressive male fearless in face of possible damage. “Honor our status, Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko.” He slapped Ary’s back, the impact rattling his ridges.
“I will honor your status, Warrior Krol Nowak,” Ary conceded, having no choice. He glanced down at his Storm, and she met his gaze, her blunt teeth worrying her bottom lip. He squeezed her hand, wishing to comfort her.
They walked through the ship together, their fingers threaded together. The Silan crew lined the corridors, hailing them as they passed. They offered Ary the same salutation as his Storm and Warrior Krol, their tones reflecting genuine respect, an earned respect.
My people. Ary held his head high, meeting his fate with that truth warming his heart.
They strode through the vessel doors, Warrior Krol surging before them, clasping zbrans in both of his big hands. A roar of raised voices swept through the brightly lit docking bay, the noise deafening.
The blinding lights temporarily damaged his vision system. Unable to detect possible threats to his mate, Ary pulled his Storm back against him and turned, shielding her with his body.
“My Ary.” His Storm stared over his right shoulder, her lips forming a pink circle. “Are your people always so happy to see you?”
Ary spun around to face the crowd. Lejno. His mouth dropped open. Silans stood shoulder-to-shoulder, smiles stretching across their ridged faces. His dam and males of his same lineage waited by a large central pillar wrapped with wide purple ribbons, the color honoring his mate’s talker status.
Representatives of every Silan status filled the docking bay, the males grouped by the color of their garments. Welcoming banners waved, the words written in both Silan and English.
“A mate for every Sila!” his Storm read. “Our ruler has chosen wisely. To protect Sila! I honor Ruler Arystokrata Nazwisko’s status as ruler.” She tilted her head back to meet his gaze. “These aren’t protesters. These are your supporters, my Ary.”
“Our supporters,” Ary corrected, a churning ball of heat building in his chest. “Our people.”
The Silans hushed, watching him as though they expected him, a ruler, to address them. Do they desire my words? Ary studied his people, the Silans he’d led for years without truly knowing. Have they always desired my words?
His Storm shifted closer to him. “They’re waiting for you to speak,” she whispered, banishing Ary’s lingering doubts.
Ary hooked his arm around her waist. “Or for you to speak…excessively.” He grinned as he teased his mate, his heart light. A ripple of conversation rolled through the crowd. “You are the talker.”
“But you are their ruler.” She spun, rotating in his embrace, and she gazed up at him, her eyes filled with mouth-drying faith, faith in him, in his ability to fix his people’s damage. “They need inspiration right now, not excessive words.” Her voice lilted with humor. “Share your vision of the future with them.”
Ary cupped her upturned face, meeting her gaze. “I love you, my Storm,” he blurted out, unable to contain his love for one more moment. “Without you, my vision would have no words.”
His Storm’s smile wobbled for one long heartbeat and then lifted, her expression radiant and her pale skin glowing. “It’d have no excessive words anyway.” She laughed, the tinkling sound flipping Ary’s stomach. “Go.” She pushed him forward. “I’ll be right beside you.”
Ary strode toward their people, his mate following him. He took a deep breath, looked out at the hopeful faces, and exhaled. “I am a ruler, your ruler, and I have learned many lessons on this voyage.”
 


Chapter Seven
 
Storm peered up at the small ship hovering above their big backyard. A talker hung out of the vessel, a camera in his purple-and-green hands, the green cord around his waist preventing him from falling to his death. “Sustenance,” he barked.
“What did I eat this morning?” She smiled into the camera, supplying the question the Silan male didn’t have the English words to ask. He nodded, his eyes swirling with excitement, interviews with human females providing a launch pad for many news careers.
“I ate toasted white bread with strawberry preserves, human breakfast item one hundred and twenty-two on the fabricator,” Storm recited, amused by the Silan’s fascination with every aspect of her life.
“My Ary poured me a container of sweet, blue jaggodda juice, grown in the beautiful Dolina Valley.” She smacked her lips. “It was so good,” she raved, deliberately mentioning a different region in every interview she’d given over the three weeks, winning Ary more and more support from his people.
“I hope to see the Dolina Valley soon.” She ran her fingers through the curls Silans fixated upon. “I wish to explore all of Sila.” Storm sighed. “But we haven’t yet had the time. My Ary has been working from sunrise to sundown.” She glanced at the two suns brightening the spaceship-cluttered sky. “Striving to realize his dream of a mate for every Silan.”
Awareness fluttered the tiny hairs on the back of Storm’s neck. The talker’s gaze lifted over her right shoulder and Storm glanced behind her. Ary stood on the Earth imported grass, his arms crossed and his legs braced apart, his mouth flat.
“My Ary has returned to our domicile.” Excitement zinged through Storm, his mid-morning visit unexpected. “If you don’t mind, I’ll continue this interview later.” She waved at the talker. He bobbed his bald head and pulled his body into the moving ship.
“My Storm,” Ary rumbled. “Have you completed the project we spoke of last sundown?”
“The big project?” Storm turned around, facing him, aware of the ships monitoring every word they spoke, relaying the information to millions of watching Silan males. “No.” She stared at Ary, her heart pounding, unwilling to hope. “They couldn’t have approved it already.”
Ary’s lips twitched as though his happiness was too great for even a superior Silan ruler to contain. “We leave at sunrise.”
“Oh my God.” Storm ran toward him and leaped into the air. He caught her easily. She wrapped her arms around his torso and her legs around his waist.
“Council gave you permission to approach the Earth leaders?” she whispered into his ear. “I thought I had a lot time for the ‘Welcome to Sila’ informational package.” She thought of everything she had to do and her stomach dropped.
“My Ary,” she wailed. “You said it could be months, even years.” She smacked his back ridges.
“Be still.” He slapped her ass, his palm felt through the thin talker garment, the impact heating her skin.
Ary walked with her into their sprawling mansion of a home, the metallic doors rising and lowering around them as they entered, sealing them off from the intrusive world. A stone bridge moved to meet his approaching footsteps, a manufactured stream running through the space.
“Greetings, Fish Howard and Fish Win,” Storm called to the lizard-like blue fish swimming happily in the water. Ary chuckled, having laughed for hours after she first named them.
“We approach the female fixer first,” he murmured as they passed a display of hanging chains, the building’s architecture incorporating a mishmash of designs from every region of Sila, the result bizarre by Earth standards, yet mentally stimulating.
“Win is an astrobiologist.” Storm’s correction earned her another arousing cuff to her ass. She moaned, rubbing her mons against his stomach.
“Sladky matka, mate,” Ary growled, stalking into their bedroom, his boots landing heavily on the tiled floor, the dazzling rainbow of colors reflecting all of the Silan statuses. “Allow me to talk.”
“Talking is not your status.” She arched her back, silently pleading for more punishment. “You must honor my status.”
He choked back a noise suspiciously resembling a chuckle as he heated her flesh with his big palm. “I must punish you for your disrespect.” The playful blows rained down on Storm’s curves, drawing more moisture from her pussy. “I am your ruler. Listen to your ruler.” Ary flung her onto the massive bed.
She gasped, her ass burning with each bounce. “I’d rather fuck my ruler.” Storm opened her thighs and squirmed, grinding her abused flesh farther into the covers, the friction sublime.
Ary’s gaze flicked to the camera positioned over their bed, their interactions studied by Silans wishing mates. “We will fuck now and talk later.” He ripped the green fabric away from his body, his cock springing free, hard and vibrating.
“Or fuck now, talk later, and fuck again.” Storm kicked off her boots and wiggled out of her purple suit. “See how wet I am for you?” She spread her pussy lips, shamelessly showing her pinkness to her big alien and to the other Silans watching from their homes. “I’ll need you multiple times.” She circled her clit with her thumb, her caresses teasingly slow.
“I will fuck you hard the first time.” Ary stroked his shaft, his ridges rippling, his cock head dark-green. “You will scream my name, my Storm, and your pussy will gush with lubricating liquid.”
“I’m already gushing, my Ary.” Storm held her fingers out to him, her skin glistening. He leaned over her, heat radiating from his muscular form, and he sucked the juices off her fingers. Her pussy throbbed to the tug and pull of his lips, his suction greedily intense.
“I need more.” He grasped her ass and she hissed, his fingers sliding along her battered ass cheeks. Ary raised her hips, bringing her pussy to his lips. He extended his long green tongue and swept over her from ass to clit.
“My Ary!” Storm wiggled, struggling to escape his exquisite assault, her legs dangling in the air. His grip on her ass intensified, his fingertips biting into her skin, and he lapped at her folds, laving them with his tongue.
“Yes, more, I need more.” She kicked her feet over his shoulders and straddled his head. His eyes gleamed, darkness mixing with the light, the movement seductively hypnotizing. “Fill me with your tongue,” she ordered. He pressed deeper into her pussy, reaching inside of her entrance with his tongue, his chin pushing against her. She held him to her, her fingers splayed over his skull, finding purchase in his ridges. “Drink me dry.”
She lifted into his thrusting tongue, splattering her juices over his cheeks, grinding her scent into his skin. “Grab my ass harder.” Storm moaned as he complied, his fingers driving sweet pain over her ass cheeks, branding her flesh. “That’s it. Suck me.” She rubbed into his lips, coaxing him higher.
He chuckled, his lips humming against her, and she cried out, riding his face harder. “My clit, my Ary.” Her voice raised as her passion grew. He nuzzled her clit with his flat nose and she whimpered. He blew his hot breath over the bundle of nerves and she bucked. “I need…I need…oh, my Ary, please.”
Ary, her ruler, her mate, mouthed over her with his stern, powerful lips, pleasuring her with the single-mindedness he applied to every other venture. Storm trembled, unable to resist his touch, her body his to command. “I’m so close.” She grasped him tightly, her thighs shaking and her head light.
“Come for me, my Storm,” he ordered, his low voice coiling down deep inside of her. Her passion wound so tightly, her lungs ached. I need…I need…He covered her clit with his lips and lightly pricked her sensitive flesh with his sharp, pointed teeth, the pain intensely sharp.
“My Ary!” Storm pulled his head down as she thrust upward, slamming her pussy into his face, her wet flesh smacking against his. Stars burst around her, the heat blazing, and she called his name over and over while he sucked, draining the liquid from her body.
“I love you.” She sagged, her limbs limp, her legs remaining hooked over his shoulders. “No other man eats pussy like you do.” She peeked up at him, waiting for his reaction. Her possessive male growled, his face darkening, and she grinned.
His eyes narrowed. “You talk excessively.” Ary flicked her legs off him. Her body smacked against the bed and she gasped, her curves tender and raw. “I have an alternative use for your mouth, talker.” He straddled her torso, pinning her ass to the mattress, and he cupped the back of her head, drawing her upward. “Suck my spicka.”
Storm opened, allowing him to push his cock head past her lips. Ary groaned. She swiped her tongue over his slit, scooping up his sweet pre-cum, his flavor uniquely his. He shuddered, his ridges rattling, as she grazed her teeth under his rim and sucked.
Ary twisted his fingers in her curls, his grip severe and unrelenting. “Take all of my spicka into your hot mouth.” He gave her no choice, pushing deeper, forcing her to accommodate his substantial length.
She slid her tongue under his shaft, bumping her lips along his ridges, teasing him with her teeth, and he breathed heavily, his chest rising and falling. His tip tapped the back of her throat and she sputtered, wrapping her hands around his base, preventing any further movement.
“Sladky matka, my Storm,” he rumbled, his head tilted backward, his chin raised proudly. “Your mouth is made for me.” His cock vibrated against her tongue.
She gazed up at him, her lips stretched around his girth, and their gazes met. She held nothing back from him, showing him all of her feelings, and he did the same, his green eyes glowing with pride and love and lust, their connection more than physical and emotional, but a bond soul-deep, spanning universes and species.
My alien prince. Storm squeezed his base, and Ary grimaced, his cock bobbing against the top of her mouth. He wouldn’t last long, his shaft hard and his balls cloistered tight against his body. She drew back, his shaft shiny with her saliva, and she nipped at his cock head with her teeth. He inhaled sharply, digging his fingertips into her scalp.
He likes it rough. She moved into him, her bared teeth scraping along his thin skin. His cock gyrated erratically against her lips, dancing with arousal, and she smiled. His tip pressed snugly against the back of her throat and she closed her mouth, slowly, steadily biting down on his shaft.
“My Storm,” Ary squeaked, his fingers flexing and releasing in her hair.
Storm worked his cock, sucking as she pulled back, biting down as she lunged forward. Ary guided her up and down his shaft, rocking into her movements harder and harder, his male musk teasing her nostrils, the wet sheen of his skin covering her cheeks. Storm’s world centered around her alien male, loving him, pleasing him, urging him closer to satisfaction.
His balls smacked her chin, their rhythm building. She dug her fingernails into his ass as he ravished her mouth. With every thrust, he pushed his shaft into her teeth as though he wanted, needed the pain. His jaw clenched, beads of perspiration rising on his forehead, his eyes darkened to the blackness of space.
“My Storm.” His thighs shook. “I will…I will…”
She bit down on him and the metallic taste of blood burst upon her tongue.
“Druzka,” Ary thrust hard and roared, shooting fierce jets of cum down her battered throat, bathing her with soothing warmth. She swallowed, savoring his sweetness, and he jerked against her, his ridges rattling.
“I love you. I love you.” He filled the silence with his passionate declarations, the words falling uncensored from his lips.
As I love him. Storm sprinkled kisses over his shaft and stroked him with her fingertips until he stilled, the rigid authority drained from his body. Outside their chambers, Ary was a ruler, responsible for millions of Silans. In their bed, he was her mate, his pleasure her priority.
She met his gaze and smiled, his heavy eyelids and upturned lips softening his rugged countenance. “I love you, my Ary.”
“I love you, my Storm.” He drew her upward and rolled until she lay on top of him, his muscled arms wrapped around her tightly. “You may talk excessively now.” He chuckled.
“Honor my status, ruler.” Storm slapped his chest.
Ary’s laughter rolled through the room and Storm’s smile widened.
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