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      “Not you too.”

      Hakah Gog levelled his blue gaze at me under the star-pricked sky. We stood just beyond the edge of the settlement. Endless, waterless sand stretched behind him. The desert men called this place the Sea Sands. But it was nothing like the Bitter Sea of our homeland. Although, at night they seemed more alike than during the day. The silver-skinned night turned the sand into shifting shades of burnished indigo and black, similar in colour to the water I knew so well. But these Sea Sands lacked the movement and the liquid moon-gleam of Bitter Sea water.

      “It is true, Hakah. I have a mate from among the new women.” I stated it flatly and plainly. I would not apologize for the waves of fate, though this news may have been paining my Hakah. Bitter Sea men having foreign mates had caused him immeasurable grief in the past – first, in losing his brother. And more recently, in dealing with the rogue warrior Grim.

      The Hakah, my people’s king, growled low in his throat, throwing his great head to look behind me. I turned to look, too, seeing the craggy wall of the Cliffs of Uruzai there, the tents of the settlement like little stems of sea grass dotting the sand in front of it.

      “She is here?” Hakah Gog asked.

      My claws flexed involuntarily at my sides, my spikes tensing along my spine and tail.

      “Yes.”

      Oh, yes. She was here. Visions of her before I’d arrived here had plagued me. And now, slices of her in reality plagued me further. I was plagued, instead of buoyed up with potent joy, because of one stark and terrible fact:

      The new women did not feel the mate bond.

      “I suppose that is good, then. I will not lose my best warrior and my right claw for days the way we lost Grim.”

      I grunted at that. Grim had been released from his chains only a few days ago. He was still being disciplined – he had strict orders about when and how he could leave the settlement and was under constant supervision when away from the cliffs. He had been chained, and was being supervised thus, because he had disappeared from his duties to find and protect his mate out on the sands. She was the human soldier we had been hunting, and instead of turning her over to our king for questioning, he’d fled with her.

      Once again, my spikes prickled, this time at the thought of my own mate being hunted. Though I had been the one to beat and drag Grim back here for his betrayal of duty, I understood everything he’d done. And if I’d been in his position, I could not guarantee that I would have acted any differently, despite being the right claw to the king.

      But I did not need to worry about such things. My mate was here and safe. And now that Grim’s mate Thaleria had given us more information – confirmed that as of now, there were no other human soldiers to hunt – I could finally find some time to speak with her.

      Find some time to win her love to me.

      Hopefully…

      No. There was no hope. I’d never hoped for anything a day in my warrior’s life. I only planned and executed those plans and succeeded. Always. My position as right claw to the Hakah proved this, as did the dozens of grogar pearls pierced into my shaft, one for every victory against a great beast of the sea. So in this most worthy and precious of feats, I would not hope. I would win.

      Would I not?

      Something twisted in my guts.

      Not only was I feeling hope for the first time but also…

      Doubt.

      I did not like it.

      If Grim and Kor could win their mates, then so will I.

      Grim, despite his recent foolishness in the eyes of our king, was a strong and courageous warrior, so it was not so surprising he’d won his mate to him. Kor, too, was brave and noble and was nephew to the king, though smaller and not as strong as one of the full-blooded Bitter Sea men. If a smaller, weaker warrior like him could win a new woman’s heart, then a huge and hardened warrior such as myself should have no trouble…

      In theory.

      But so much about the new women defied all experience, all philosophizing.

      It would only be in action that I would find out.

      “Now that our hunt for the enemy warriors has ended, I will pursue her. I will make her mine.” I said the words to my king, but even more as a vow to myself. It was not often I made such a command of my own destiny in front of the Hakah. But in this, I could not be swayed, nor would I be ordered otherwise. I would still undertake whatever duties were assigned to me, though I would no longer solely be pledged to my king.

      But to her.

      “I trust you to keep your head in this matter, Tok. But then again, I would have said the same for my brother. And look where that belief has led me.”

      A note of dark pain lanced Hakah Gog’s words. His brother Kon had left our island many ages ago to claim his mate, a desert woman named Jara. They had lived together for some time and had their son, Kor, together. But Kon had never returned to our island, our waters. And he’d died before Hakah Gog ever got to see him again. When Grim had disappeared to find his own foreign mate, it had brought back all that old and bloodied grief.

      “Fine, Tok,” he said. “Go. You have no other duties this night. Go attend to her. Just make sure you remain ready to be called upon whenever I may need you. Just because there are no other foreign soldiers to hunt now does not mean the threat facing us no longer looms.”

      That threat, of course, was more of the foreign soldiers coming down upon us. I pounded my brow ridges with fierce fists. I would always be ready to fight any enemy. No one would threaten this world.

      Especially not now that it had my mate in it.

      Hakah Gog turned from me, casting his regal gaze out over the dunes. I took my leave from him, turning and swiftly heading for the settlement. My instinct was to fall to all fours and lope back as quickly as possible, but I refrained from doing so. All of the new women and desert people walked and ran on two legs. When my kind ran on all fours, it seemed to unnerve them for some reason. Well, I would give my tiny mate no reason to turn from me. I would approach her as she was used to – on two legs.

      But I still moved as quickly as I could on those two legs.

      Soon I was past the guards that lingered at the settlement’s edge, past the outer ring of unmated warriors’ tents. Before long, I was in the heart of the settlement.

      Acrid smoke filled my nostrils, and I forced down a growl. The desert people cooked their meat with smoke and heat. I would have found it utterly repulsive if I had not noticed my own mate enjoying her meat this way. If she liked her meat that way, there had to be some value in it.

      I still had not been able to bring myself to eat the meat so charred myself, though.

      The evening fire in the centre of the settlement was dying down, mostly embers and little licks of flame here and there. I searched the faces of those seated at the fire hungrily, that hunger mixing with disappointment to see that my mate was not there.

      There were desert people – mostly males, and a few females. The children were missing – put to bed for the night, perhaps. A few new women sat at the fire as well, my mate not among them. No Bitter Sea men sat there. They were either on guard or patrolling duties or in their cliff caves for the night. The smoke and fire had little appeal for our kind.

      I turned from the fire, breathing deeply through my nostrils, trying to locate her scent. But the cursed smoke was making it too difficult. Scent or not, I knew where she likely was at this hour.

      In the new women’s tent.

      No unmated male warrior was allowed in there. I’d never even seen a glimpse inside – I’d never been around at the right moment to see its flap opened. As such, it took on a sacred, almost forbidden air, and I ground my fangs wondering what was happening in the tent’s dark structure. What was my mate doing at this moment? Something mysterious and unknown to me, some strange ritual or habit of the new women? Or was she asleep in there? Soft and defenceless, her brown hair strewn about her, her body naked and -

      The tent flap flew to the side and a small figure stepped out.

      Not just any figure, I realized with a low hiss.

      Hers.
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      Outside the tent, I took a deep breath. The cool air bit down my throat and against my skin after the stuffiness of the tent. Despite the heat on this planet during the day, the temperature dropped wildly at night. A shiver went through me, and I clutched my bundle of clothing closer to my chest. It wasn’t cold enough to say it was right bitter out here, but without my jacket, I was starting to feel a wee bit o’chill.

      I wouldn’t be cold for long. A smile spread across my face as I thought of where I was going.

      The hot springs.

      It was one of the few things that made this planet liveable. And frankly fucking speaking, this planet seemed like it was trying to kill us every other bloody day. So a little bit liveable was saying a lot.

      I wiggled my bare toes in the cold grainy sand, shivering again.

      But this shiver felt... Different. Not just temperature-related. My skin prickled, and goose pimples erupted on my arms.

      I glanced over at the remains of the evening fire, unable to shake the sudden sensation that someone was watching me. But no one over there seemed to be paying me any mind at the moment. A few warriors moved between tents, but none of them looked my way long enough to have caused such a weird, tingly, someone’s got their eyes on you lass feeling. I wiggled, transferring my weight from foot to foot, trying to dance the weird feeling right out of my bones. And when that didn’t work, I took a breath and ignored it, hurrying towards the cliff wall behind all the tents.

      There were untold entrances into these cliffs. Hundreds of tunnels and caves and valleys. Our geographer/cartographer, Priya, had been working on a set of maps to keep it all straight. She and I spent a lot of time in the tent together – her working on the maps, me working on my catalogue of everything that had happened here so far.

      What else was a history major who grew up writing endlessly in journals to escape the Scottish highland rain to do? Nobody had picked me (or been picked for me, I supposed) as a mate, so it wasn’t like I was spending my time doing anybody, either. So I spent my days writing – detailing the events of our time here, my reactions to it, everything. Everything that might be useful someday, to somebody, down the line.

      Or if not useful, I hope it at least entertained. I mean, the story of a bunch of lasses getting dropped on an alien planet and all kinds of shenanigans unfolding as a result? Who wouldn’t find that entertaining?!

      But I didn’t need my writings or Priya’s maps to know where I was going right now. All of us humans knew the path to the hot springs by heart. We’d shocked the water-hating Sea Sand people with our obsession, though the big Bitter Sea lizardmen seemed to understand why we liked it so much. Apparently, the water was a little hotter than the huge reptilian warriors liked it, but they still made use of the hot springs anyway.

      Not at the same time as us humans, though. It wasn’t an official rule or anything, but there was this unspoken law that nobody had needed to speak aloud to understand and follow: No big alien lizards coming in to bathe when the human lasses were in there all rudey nudey.

      If there were any lizard warriors in there right now, I’d just turn around and go back to the tent. More than likely they’d leave the water for me, but I didn’t want to kick anybody out of there. I’ll just keep my fingers crossed that nobody is there.

      I hurried through the settlement, past the evening fire, ignoring the growing feeling of eyes on my back. Even if someone was creeping on me, everybody here had treated us well. And despite the tensions in the various groups, we’d all grown into a pretty good team, united in the goal to protect this planet from whatever the human governments may have had in store for us. So if somebody was watching me hurry off to have a soak, it really didn’t matter all that much. These alien warriors, both the Sea Sand and Bitter Sea ones, were brutal and strong, but that strength had so far only been aimed at each other when tensions ran hot. Never at us human lasses.

      The entrance into the cliffs that led to the pools was in a little nook area that Serena’s mate, Xyan, used as a weapons forge during the day. Now that it was night, the forge was empty – the fire kicked-over with sand and the stone table empty. I moved around the stone table towards the looming crack in the cliffs. Normally, that crack would have led into a pitch-dark tunnel. But we’d illuminated the way inside with small battery-powered lanterns retrieved from the ship’s cargo bay. There was one small lantern right at the entrance to the tunnel, and more inside, casting silvery light upon the stone walls. Like will-o-the-wisps, they glowed, leading me forward through the tunnel into a wide-open cave. This cave was large with high stone ceilings that arched up into a natural skylight. Stars and asteroids tossed their light down through the opening, adding to the glow of the lanterns here.

      But this wasn’t the cave with the hot springs. That was further in.

      Another lantern glowed on the sandy floor on the other side of the cave, marking the entrance to the next tunnel I needed to follow. I crossed the cave to it, then forged further into the tunnel, once again following the lanterns on the ground. I listened carefully as I got closer to the cave with the hot springs, trying to figure out ahead of time if there were any of the lizardmen lingering about. But I heard nothing, and when I emerged into the cave with the hot springs, I saw that they were unoccupied.

      “Dead brilliant,” I said happily to myself, overjoyed to see I’d get to take my late-night bath after all. Now that I’d happened upon the empty space, I wasn’t too worried about a lizard warrior stumbling upon me in here. With their superhuman (super alien?) senses of smell and hearing, they’d know I was in here before they even cleared the tunnel.

      I placed my clean clothing on the stone floor beside me, then shimmied out of what I was wearing. We’d set lanterns up around the perimeter of this cave. The light looked smokey and strange in the billowing steam, but it still allowed me to see what I was doing well enough.

      This cave was smaller than the previous one I’d just come through, but it was large enough to house three hot springs. The largest heated pool was right in front of me, at ground level. Behind it, the stony ground naturally rose up into two platforms of sorts, each with its own smaller heated pool. I didn’t feel like scrambling up there right now, so I walked forward, stepping into the large pool directly ahead. I shivered as the water heated my skin. Sighing, I continued forward, revelling in the feeling of the hot water licking up my legs to my thighs, my hips, my waist. I didn’t go to the centre of the hot spring where the water was deepest. Instead, I waded around the side until I found one of the flat stones that created a natural sort of bench in the water. I settled myself on it, the water coming up just past my breasts. I breathed out, long and low, enjoying the stillness and the steam. Tipping my head back against the stone and closing my eyes, I listened to the silence.

      Only...

      It wasn’t silence.

      My head snapped forward, my eyes flying open at the sound of murderous claws scraping against stone. Through the steam, a hulking figure emerged from the tunnel into the cave. I gasped tightly, hunching further down into the water, crossing my arms over my chest beneath the surface. Modesty around an alien may have seemed kind of silly, and I didn’t feel it around the Sea Sand women. But this was no Sea Sand woman.

      This wasn’t even a Sea Sand man.

      This was a behemoth.

      Even in the murky light, with the lanterns washing his scales in shades of blinking silver, I recognized him immediately. His size alone gave him away – he was the biggest warrior in the ranks of the Bitter Sea men. The right-hand man to the Bitter Sea king. He was the one who’d beaten Valeria’s mate Grim to a bloody pulp – no easy feat considering the size and strength of that massive red alien.

      Outside, during the daytime, he shone in shades of gold and rich brown. In this light, he looked like some brutish combination of grey marble and steel – metal and stone. Scales and teeth.

      He remained still, standing at least ten feet tall on his two legs. Through the steam, I couldn’t quite see where his gaze had landed. But I didn’t need to see his eyes to feel that they were on me.

      What the hell happened to the unspoken rules about no lizardmen crowding the nakey lasses?!

      Heart pounding in my throat, my shock at the giant alien’s arrival was starting to fade, replaced by irritation. Was he just going to stand there, staring through the steam, forever? I’d come here to relax alone, for bloody hell’s sake!

      I opened my mouth to say something to the looming giant, but he beat me to the punch.

      His voice rolled through the steam, rocky and deep.

      “May I join you?”
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      For some reason, I hadn’t expected the alien giant before me to say anything at all, least of all that. I mean, for one thing, again with the unspoken rule about intruding on vulnerable naked humans! But even outside of that, this guy had a very... Strong and silent feel to him. Emphasis on the strong, because, och, that body was insane. The swirling humidity shuddered to a halt against his scales, turning to glistening rivulets that ran down his carved body. Everything between the knees and shoulders of the lizardmen was vaguely humanoid in shape – powerful thighs, sculpted abdominal muscles and pectorals, bulging arms with recognizable five-fingered hands. But their thick necks led up into a dragon-like snout and they had large eyes beneath heavy, scaly brow ridges. And of course, there were the spikes – some of them longer than knives and just as sharp, trailing down the back of the neck, the arms, and the thick, muscled tail.

      His words echoed unanswered between us.

      My instinct was to scoff at him. To tell him, no, he couldn’t join me. I’d come in here to relax and he could bloody well wait. But I stopped myself. It probably wasn’t prudent to offend a ten-foot-all alien. If I was going to tell him to wait, I’d have to do it at least a little more politely.

      He didn’t move, waiting expectantly for my response.

      I mean, I guess it is good he asked for permission first...

      He hadn’t just barged in and plopped his big scaly body down next to me or anything. And now that my irritated shock at his surprise appearance had worn off a bit, I was starting to feel a little bad about hogging the whole place to myself just because I’d gotten here first. There was the problem of my being totally naked, of course. But then again, so was he. Other than Kor, all the lizard aliens walked around naked 24/7. So maybe it was a bit daft to feel so embarrassed about my own lack of clothing, especially partially hidden by the water and the steam as I was.

      Before I could finish my thought process he spoke again, more gruffly this time.

      “I have something I would speak to you about. I would prefer not to wait if it is agreeable to you.”

      What the hell could the alien lizard king’s right-hand man have to talk to me about? I wasn’t a soldier like Valeria or Chapman, figuring out the future of our strategy here. And I wasn’t working on developing weapons and defence systems like Kat and Zoey. I felt my brows furrow in confusion.

      Then it hit me.

      Maybe he has a human mate. Maybe he needs advice...

      I’d seen the same thing happen before – male warriors seeking out the advice of other human women in order to woo their own women. It was kind of adorable, really. Seeing these proud, gigantic warriors come to the human women, ready to take notes.

      I grinned, suddenly feeling a hell of a lot more welcoming towards this big guy. I’d never fancied myself a matchmaker before, but it seemed like it could be a lot of fun.

      “Alright. Fine,” I said with a quick nod.

      The huge lizard warrior stiffened slightly, then pounded his fists against his forehead ridges the way the Bitter Sea people often did for their king. Not gonna lie, feels good to get the same amount of respect as a king!

      But if I held information that could potentially help this guy connect with his human mate, then it made sense he’d want to be on my good side.

      I held myself back from saying something goofy and not at all translatable like “Welcome, grasshopper.” I smiled more widely now, getting excited about the thought of helping this guy out. From what I’d seen, all the human lasses with alien mates were out of their minds happy with their partners, so I felt pretty comfortable assisting an alien in his endeavours. I was already wracking my brain wondering who could be meant for this big lug. Hopefully not someone too small, like Camille... She’d get broken in half.

      The massive warrior moved forward with large steps, slipping into the water. Despite the heat of the water against my skin, a slight shiver went through me as I took in the sheer alien power of his body. He rolled his massive head on his shoulders as he sank into the water. I tensed a little, wondering if he’d get too close, and tightened my arms over my breasts, clenching my thighs together on my underwater stone bench. Maybe this was a bad idea...

      But thankfully, he didn’t come too close. He found a place to sit on the other side of the pool. He settled himself on a stone bench similar to mine – at least I assumed he did – I couldn’t really see beneath the water, even with the glow of the lamps here and there. There were no lanterns or lighting beneath the water of the pool itself, so the water was inky and reflective. Which was good, considering all my private bits would be a little more hidden under there.

      I stared at the alien as he got comfortable, feeling my eyebrows rise at his position. He was sitting in a position that seemed almost absurdly human. Because of his size, almost all of his torso was out of the water. He leaned back against the stone behind him, draping his arms back over the ledge. He looked like he should have had a fucking cigar hanging out of his toothy maw! I felt like I’d just walked into, like... His office, or something. Dark, confident masculinity rolled off of him in waves, undulating over the water, making my skin prickle and my breath catch.

      This is fine. This is all fine.

      He was way over there.

      Except... It didn’t feel like he was. He was sitting all the way across the pool from me, but the pool wasn’t even that huge to begin with – about the size of an above-ground pool from Earth. His size made it seem like he was taking up all the freaking space. Not just his size, but also that intense power that seemed to radiate off of him like heat from the sun.

      Am I... Into that?

      I squirmed, feeling my nipples pebbling against the inside of my forearms as I considered that bizarre proposition. I didn’t think I had a type back on Earth – and if I had, it probably wouldn’t have included lizard aliens. My only serious relationship was during my undergraduate degree, and Lochlan was just about as different from one of these aliens as one could be. He was a good lad, but kind of gangly and nerdy, like me. There hadn’t been much sexual tension between us. We had been too similar, had gone from friends to lukewarm lovers before eventually breaking it off.

      No, this alien in front of me was absolutely nothing like my skinny undergraduate boyfriend. If anything, he’d be a professor. Or the dean. I suddenly couldn’t get that image out of my head – a crisp suit stretched over his wide, brawny frame. Leaning back on a leather sofa the same way he was doing on the stone now...

      “What’s your name?” I blurted, trying to distract myself from the whir of thoughts going through my brain.

      “My name is Tok,” he said.

      I swallowed hard, nodding quickly.

      “I’m Taylor. Taylor Bruce,” I said.

      The alien shifted, cocking his head slightly as he regarded me. As he did so, the lantern light caught on the reflective discs in the centre of his eyes, making them glint the way a cat’s eyes  did in the dark.

      “I learned your name many days ago.”

      “Oh. OK then,” I said, not sure how to respond to that. “Well, it’s nice to meet you.”

      I wasn’t entirely sure if I meant that. This encounter wasn’t unpleasant – if anything Tok had been pretty polite. But he had me a little on edge. He was just so fucking huge and intense and I was so, so naked. I tried not to feel so weird about the nakedness thing – och, even co-ed nude spas were a thing back home! Not that I’d ever been to one, and certainly not one with alien men.

      Just find out what he wants, I urged myself silently as my face heated.

      “So, what did you want to talk to me about?” I croaked out, my voice sounding pathetically squeaky. Compared to the thick amber rumble of Tok’s voice answering me, I sounded like a squawking bird. And not a cool one, not like a hawk or something. If I were a bird, I’d be one with a name like “dickcissel” or “tit babbler.” Yeah, if my voice was that of a tit babbler, Tok’s was single malt scotch. The expensive kind, like the Oban or Talisker or Lagavulin that Uncle Bob used to serve in the pub back home. Golden and smoky and burning under my skin as he spoke.

      “I came to ask your thoughts about the fated mate bond of this world.”

      I sucked in a breath. It looked like my hunch was probably right – he was coming to learn about how to woo his mate. Well, damn. I was becoming more and more convinced that he didn’t need any help from me. I had a feeling that even with his unusual body, he could probably seduce any human lassie he set his eye on. He didn’t seem like the kind of man who failed.

      At anything.

      “Can you be a little more specific?” I probed. “What, exactly, do you want to know?” The faster I got to the bottom of what he wanted, the faster I could get him out of here so I could just let out a giant breath and try to relax. Because there was absolutely no relaxing happening right now. Every nerve was buzzing, finely attuned to his presence and every small, smooth move he made.

      He made a low sound, deep in his chest, something akin to a human “hmm” sound. My eyes tracked down his thick throat to his chest, wondering briefly what it would feel like to have my hands splayed on his scaly, broad pectorals while he made that kind of sound.

      “How do you feel about being mated to one of my kind?”

      I froze. If he was coming here to ask about one of my friends, why would he need to know how I felt about being mated to a lizard alien?

      Another possibility sprang to mind.

      An alien wingman?

      Maybe someone else in the lizard army was supposed to be my mate, and he was laying some groundwork for that warrior. My heart pounded, my jaw clenching at that thought. For some reason, I hadn’t anticipated getting a mate anytime soon. And if I did, I’d assumed it would be one of the slightly more humanoid Sea Sand men. There were a lot more of the Sea Sand men, so statistically that had made sense to me.

      But what if I am meant for one of these hulking lizards?

      “I don’t know,” I stammered in response. “I hadn’t thought about it.”

      Truly, I hadn’t. Not for myself, anyway. I’d seen how close Valeria and Zoey were to their lizardmen mates, but for some reason the possibility of being in a partnership like that hadn’t crossed my mind.

      I licked my lips, noticing the reflective coins of his large pupils pierce the steam, falling to my mouth as I did so.

      “You should think about it now.”

      Tok’s words felt somehow... Harder than before. Pointed, like his teeth. I didn’t like the way those words clawed at my spine.

      I mentally tracked through the ranks of lizard warriors I’d seen, trying to think if any of them stood out as someone who would want me as a mate. But they’d all been so busy since their arrival, I’d barely seen them around camp. I certainly hadn’t noticed any of them making goo-goo eyes at me or anything, not the way that Grim and Kor did with their mates.

      But you did feel someone watching you before you came here...

      “How about you just tell me why you’re asking?” I said firmly. “Why are you asking me this? Did you come here as a messenger for someone? And if so, whom?”

      I pursed my lips, my arms glued to my chest, my thighs shaking. Had that been rude? Had I offended him? Even on Earth, angering a strange man you didn’t know when naked and alone with him could be a very bad idea, depending on the man. Angering an alien who could end you with one crunch of his teeth was a whole other level.

      Never figured you for a stupid lass, Taylor...

      I flinched as Tok moved slightly. But luckily, even if I had offended him, he didn’t get any closer. His arms slipped from the stone behind him and he leaned forward slightly, resting his elbows on the knees that were hidden just below the surface of the water. I breathed out softly in relief when I noticed that his spikes were still flat against his arms. That meant he wasn’t angered by my questions, or if he was, he had a tight leash on it. Those spikes only emerged when one of these guys was ready to fight.

      “I am here on behalf of no other man but me,” he said, his voice lowering an octave. Five-year-old scotch became fifty-year-old scotch as his smoky voice swirled, mixing with the steam and burning down my throat.

      “Taylor Bruce of the new women,” he began. “I, Tok of the Bitter Seas and right claw to the Hakah, am yours. Until the last wave hits the shore of my homeland. Until the sun stops rising from the water’s depths. Until the breath of this world is gone – and even beyond that – I am yours.”

      His eyes were spheres of fire in the darkness.

      “You’re mine... You’re my... My what?!” I stammered, though a part of me already knew.

      He didn’t hesitate. Not even for a second.

      “I am your mate. As you are mine.”
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      I fought to keep my breath even and controlled as I watched Taylor relentlessly. My elbows rested on my thighs, and beneath the surface of the water, I pressed my clasped hands against my groin, keeping my cock concealed in my slit. My instincts told me to let my cock spring free, to stand and let Taylor see the full force of its dark shape. For a woman of the Bitter Seas, even one who was not meant to be a man’s mate, it would be an arousing show of power almost impossible to resist. My cock was an impressive one. That was not pride speaking – it was just the truth. Like all of me, it was large, and apart from the Hakah, I had the more studs of grogar pearls in my shaft of any man in our army.

      But I’d heard tell that the first time Thaleria had seen Grim’s cock, she’d almost destroyed it with her small but powerful human weapon. So revealing one’s cock to one’s mate did not seem to hold much sway over the new women.

      These new women are very strong indeed to resist such temptations...

      I stared at Taylor through the steam, straining to try to understand what she was saying. But if the sounds she was making were words, they were not words of any language of sea or sand that I had come to learn.

      All in all, this did not seem to be
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