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In a bleak and apocalyptic future, where the Zyrgin Warriors are getting ready to conquer Earth, Marcie is sent to infiltrate the alien stronghold in the Rocky Mountains, only to be betrayed by her own people. Instead of stealing the alien’s technology and accomplishing her mission of causing mayhem and destruction among them, she is captured by Larz, an arrogant alien, who wreaks havoc with her heart when he insists that she will be his woman. Still, he may no longer want her when he discovers her secrets...ones she doesn’t even know she has.
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In Alien Betrayed by Marie Dry, Marcie is a spy, sent to infiltrate the Zyrgin base. She’s a brash, aggressive, and unlikeable hussy, and no one can stand her. But Larz wants her for his breeder. When she tries to kill a Zyrgin guard and the leader’s woman, Larz forces his third change so that he can claim her. Otherwise she might be put to death before he has a chance to make her his. But when Marcie wakes up  Larz’s dwelling and doesn’t remember who or where she is, Larz isn’t sure what to think. Is she acting, in hopes of escaping, or is her loss of memory for real. And if  it is real, what does it mean? The third book in the series is equally hot and spicy as the first two. My kind of book. ~ Taylor Jones, Reviewer
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Alien Betrayed by Marie Dry is the third book in her Zyrgin Warrior series. Our heroine, if you can call her that, is Marcie, an angry, vicious woman, whom Larz has claimed for his own. Marcie has been sent to the Zyrgins’ camp as a spy, but when she wakes up with amnesia, claiming she doesn’t know who she is or what she has done, she is appalled to learn that she is in a nest of man reptiles and the only thing between her and her death for trying to harm another warrior’s breeder is Larz. Marcie may not know who she is, but she is sure that she isn’t the mean awful shrew everyone seems to think she is. But dark secrets are hiding in her psyche, and she is afraid for her memories to return, afraid she will become the monster that she feels lurking in her mind, just waiting to take over. Alien Betrayed, like the two before it, is well-written with an intriguing plot and plenty of steamy sex scenes. What’s not to love? ~ Regan Murphy, Reviewer
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She didn’t know who she was, or where she was, but she knew that something was terribly wrong...

––––––––
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She saw the monster crouch over her as though through a tunnel. His green and copper skin distorted and, for one hellish moment, huge teeth filled her whole vision. She managed to stop that awful screaming, to close her mouth.

Move, she shouted at her body. She tried to inch away from him, to jump out of the bed, but her blood had turned to lead, her body to stone. She tried to mumble the prayer her mother had taught her. Only ragged breaths escaped. Her lips wouldn’t shape words.

“You had a bad dream?” The fact that it spoke English made it even scarier.

Large incisors framed by his savage face, gleaming in the faint light. The color of his eyes changed, with red tendrils slowly creeping into the black.

Terrible screams bounced against the sinister looking silver walls and echoed.

He grabbed her shoulders and shook her. “Quiet, human.”

She thought she saw him shake his head, but she was too panicked to really register anything. She was the one making that terrible noise again. She kept screaming. Maybe if she screamed loud enough, she’d wake up.

“Quiet,” he roared.

She stopped briefly, saw him lift a hand tipped with terrible claws, and screamed again, harder this time. He could kill her with one slice of those claws. Maybe now that he’d had his way with her that was his plan.

“Marcie, stop screaming or I’ll make you.”

She stopped and stared at him. “Who’s Marcie?”

He leaned down, his chest pressed into her. He was warm, his skin leathery with the muscles very pronounced. “What game are you playing, human?”

This couldn’t be happening. She looked around, hoping she’d see her own bedroom with her father just down the hall. He was the sheriff. He didn’t love her, but he would protect her.

She pushed against the thing and could’ve cried in relief when it moved back. She threw off the soft metal-like blanket covering her and jumped out of bed. She whimpered when she looked down and saw her naked body. Clutching her arms around herself she glanced around, frantic for something to cover her body. Everywhere she turned, gleaming silver walls surrounded her with no windows and no door.

It had to be some kind of cage where his kind kept humans. But to what end? What if she was an after-sex snack?
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Larz clasped the training sword with both hands and swung it in a wide arc around his head, conquering his favorite patch of the Rocky Mountains.

This was the closest a Zyrgin warrior came to the human emotion of joy. The sword fit his hand like an extra limb. His body moving with strength and fluidity gifted to him by generations of the strongest blood on Zyrgin. Still swinging, he moved the sword to his left and then his right hand, increasing his speed until his movements became a blur.

Every day after his warrior duties, he came to this rocky patch on the mountain. Practiced to ensure he was worthy and ready for the day the leader of all Zyrgin territories would give him his sword of honor. That was the moment all warriors lived for—when their leader, who they called The Zyrgin, gifted them with a sword that would respond to the touch of a certain warrior only. Warriors from a strong bloodline, and some warriors born stronger, received swords that, with the aid of technology, could be made to shrink to nearly invisible size. To the enemy, it looked as if they disappeared and appeared as if by magic.

Many warriors used their cloaking technology to make it seem as if they had received such a sword from The Zyrgin.

Larz knew he’d never have to resort to such measures. He was from The Zyrgin’s bloodline, descended from the strongest Zyrgin that ever ruled.

Larz lunged sideways then stepped back, performing the sequence of the warrior conquering with his sword with ease. Instinctively compensating for the uneven boulder strewn patch he stood on. Though his movements were swift and smooth, as a warrior’s should be, today he performed without his usual fierce concentration.

Worry for his human occupied his mind. Months ago, shortly before his second change, he claimed Marcie as his breeder after they rescued her from a raider camp. Everyone else called her a loud, mean woman with ugly red hair. Not a day went by without one of the warriors offering to kill her or bring him a better human. When he looked at her, he saw his breeder. A woman he’d never give up.

If he claimed her after he went through his third change, it might mean he had to give up his need to do battle in their wars, to serve on the Zyrgin homeland. The friend of Natalie and Julia, Sarah had disappeared more than a year ago and it had taken many months to find her in a raider camp. She had been starved and bruised and told them Marcie was responsible for many of the things that happened to her in that camp. They may have rescued Marcie from a raider camp, but they were certain she was sent to infiltrate them. Her attitude made her very unpopular. Shortly after they brought her to their guesthouse, she’d tried to hurt Sarah and Sarah had been moved to live with Natalie. Larz had to go through his third change soon, or he might not be able to claim her.

From the time the first Zyrgin ruled, millions of centuries ago, Zyrgin warriors were not allowed to claim a breeder before their third change. It was a strange knowing each warrior carried within. Larz turned and decapitated an imaginary enemy behind him. His third change was months away, and he needed to claim Marcie before she got herself killed.

He stumbled and compensated for the uneven rock beneath his boots. Adding challenge to his workout, he closed his eyes. A warrior who owned a foul-mouthed human had to be prepared for anything.

This barren patch of the alien planet he was born on, this little piece of Earth, always drew him. On the hard rock, where no trees grew and no reintroduced wildlife ventured, he was reminded of his home planet. Out here, with the exotic earth sun shining down on him, he could think about claiming a strangely compelling woman with a mean mouth and ugly red hair. Make plans for keeping her safe from the consequences of her actions.

Zorlof, his brother, ran up to him, his pre-second change body small, but stronger than that of a human male. Their doctor couldn’t explain why he took so much longer than Larz to go through his second change, but all indications were that he would be very strong once it did happen. Zyrgin warriors were born with the knowledge of battle, with strength in their small bodies. With each change their knowledge and strength grew. In Zorlof’s case, he suspected that strength and knowledge might be much stronger in him than the average warrior. Even taking into account their strong bloodline, Zorlof was taller and stronger than any pre-second change warrior born for centuries.

Zorlof easily leaped over a few boulders and increased his speed until he skidded to a halt in front of Larz.

“Marcie tried to kill Zanr to get to Sarah. She screamed she’d kill Sarah the whole time,” Zorlof said.

The mountain blurred around Larz and noise rang in his ears. Like their ship’s klaxon, instead of danger to the ship, it heralded danger to his human. Larz sank down on his knees and leaned his head on his sword. “That human will drive me to Solarian drink.”

If she had simply gone after Zanr, they would’ve laughed at the idea of a human woman trying to overcome a Zyrgin warrior. No warrior would give an attack from a human woman any serious attention, beyond ensuring she didn’t hurt herself. Threatening the Zyrgin’s breeder? Larz might not be able to save her.

His time was up. He had to choose between Marcie and being a warrior and probably his life. Give up everything that defined him to save that female who had no concept of honor. He didn’t understand her mean nature and why she hated Sarah this much? If she was sent to infiltrate them, wouldn’t it make more sense to befriend them?

Larz closed his eyes and prayed for patience. Would the woman never stop putting herself in danger? When he claimed her, he’d make sure she understood that such behavior would have severe consequences for her. Ever since they rescued Marcie from the raider camps six months ago, she’d angered every human and Zyrgin who came into contact with her.

“Choose another one,” Zorlof said.

Larz hit Zorlof with the flat of his sword and the boy barely staggered. He might be pre-second change but he was a strong little drittsekk. “No, I want her,” Larz declared.

He had to choose between his life and Marcie, and he chose Marcie. Something deep inside him drove him to claim her.

He’d never walk on this planet that was not quite his, as a warrior. He threw back his head and shouted his agony. His roar echoed over the mountain. Repeated again and again, taunting him with his own agony. When he did what he had to do to save her, would he ever receive his sword from the leader of all Zyrgins? He roared harder. Would he be able to protect her?

When at last the rage subsided, he turned to Zorlof. “Is she hurt?”

Zorlof eyed his sword and stepped back from him. “Zanr had to hold her.” He hesitated before he added, “Firmly.”

Larz swore viciously in Zyrgin. She would’ve fought Zanr. The crazy human didn’t lack courage. Or maybe she lacked sense. He was inclined to go with the latter.

Zorlof took another step back. “She’s very slippery. He had no choice.”

Larz continued swearing.

“Are you sure you want that one? We can easily go get you another one.” Zorlof produced his handheld and scrolled. “What about her?”

Larz ignored the device shoved under his nose. The only way to save her was to force his third change and claim her. Zyrgins went through three changes, during which they shed their skins and grew in tremendous bursts. Six months ago, he’d only gone through one change, had been on the verge of the second, when he saw her in a raider camp. A woman with ugly red hair and a mean mouth. During his second change, he’d screamed for her and she’d refused to come to him.

“No.”

“What about this one.”

He ignored the image of a young human with beautiful black hair. Warriors had been showing him alternative options since the first time Marcie opened her mouth and spewed her venom.

What he contemplated doing might get him killed, or worse. Forcing a change, and especially a third change, was one of their biggest taboos. It was imprinted on him at birth, never to force a change. Zurian had been forced to go through his third change early by his father. Even now, in spite of his rank, there were some that shunned him. Many believed it was dangerous to allow him to stay alive.

“Where did they take her?” He’d been thinking of ways to induce his change. His best option was a nerve bomb. It would cause him pain, but no physical damage that would take time to heal.

“She’s under guard in the holding cells. The guard said if Zacar didn’t kill her and shut her up, he will.”

Larz bared his teeth. “If he touches her, I’ll kill him.”

“He knows you claimed her.”

“Did Zacar pass judgement?”

“He’s on the ship.”

Larz’s heartbeat sped up. If he could claim her fully before Zacar returned and passed judgment, he might still save her. He started running, Zorlof easily keeping pace with him. “Zacar would’ve been informed of what happened. The time it took for him to get back here from the ship might be enough for me to save Marcie.”

Zorlof managed to sigh in an irritating put-upon manner while running. “She’s not worthy, warrior of my blood.”

Larz ignored Zorlof’s opinion on Marcie. No one liked her, and he might have to confine her to their dwelling for her own good. Maybe for the rest of their lives. “Will you guard her until I claim her?”

Zorlof was the warrior he was closest with. The only one he trusted to look after her. In spite of his shoving pictures of human women in his face all the time, Zorlof would never harm someone this important to Larz. Ever since Marcie had threatened that she’d poison the Zyrgin warriors or use her voodoo powers to kill them in their sleep, most warriors were careful around her. He looked up voodoo and came to the conclusion she liked to mess with their heads. At least Larz knew Zorlof wouldn’t try to kill her before he could claim her.

“She calls you alien and little shit and small dick. Why don’t you give her up?”

Larz had hoped to find a breeder who had honor. When Zacar and forty-nine warriors landed on earth two years ago, Zacar had taken Natalie as his breeder. Larz and Zorlof were the result of their union. Natalie would never betray Zacar. A year later Zurian had found Julia. She was a dangerous human, who managed to learn their language and tried to break into their equipment. She also had honor and would never betray them. Unlike Zacar and Zurian, Larz would never be able to claim his breeder had honor. He would have to guard against her betraying them.

He shrugged. He couldn’t explain to Zorlof why he’d never give up his human with her ugly hair. He suppressed a shudder, hair the color of an eye. “I don’t know. Something inside me won’t let her go. Will you guard her?” he asked again.

He and Zorlof had been birthed together. A rare occurrence among Zyrgins. It made them closer than warriors born from the same mother normally were.

“Yes.”

Larz looked around him at the mountain he’d come to appreciate. This might be the last time he saw the trees Natalie planted. Heard the birds they’d reintroduced into the area. Humans had caused the extinction of most of the animal life on earth. In his heart, he was a Zyrgin warrior. A warrior about to commit one of the worst crimes a warrior could commit. He might die this day, and his one regret was that he’d never make the journey back and stand on the soil of his home planet. He refused to think about never receiving his honor sword.

He couldn’t claim Marcie until he’d gone through his third change, and he needed to fully claim her before they sentenced him. As his breeder, she’d be safe even after the execution. He was still surprised that Zacar had allowed him to claim her. She’d been kept in the guesthouse for when he went through his third change and fully claimed her. Kept on ice, she called it.

Zorlof, who was half his size, easily kept pace with him. “Zacar cannot protect you from the consequences if you force your change.”

“I don’t have a choice. You will understand when you claim your breeder.”

“I’ll stick to being a warrior,” Zorlof said.

Along with growing larger than a pre-second change warrior normally did, he seemed to have a strange sense of destiny.

At the entrance to the cave, they split. Zorlof went inside to the holding cells deep underground. Larz ran to the armory they’d built, a safe distance from where the breeders lived.

Booking out weapons was easy. He explained that he wanted to make sure he was proficient in the use of nerve bombs, and the warrior on duty signed one out to him without question. Since their second change, both he and Zorlof had access to explosives. Warriors had to be able to handle any weapon. He went outside, activated the bomb and, taking a deep breath, fell on it as it exploded, praying it was enough to trigger his third change.

His brain exploded out of his skull.

Larz woke to pain, bone-crushing, nausea-inducing pain. His head felt like one giant ache. He came to in the infirmary on the slab Viglar made them lay on when he healed their wounds.

Determined to get to Marcie and claim her before Zacar could order her execution, he surged up. Or tried to. He couldn’t move. He kept trying, struggling without managing to move even his hand. His new large hand. If a warrior could panic, that would be the moment he felt that emotion. He couldn’t be trapped. He had to get to Marcie. Viglar had activated the force field and it pinned him down on the infirmary bed. Larz flashed his fangs when he realized he’d been strapped down as well.

“Viglar,” he shouted.

His voice sounded strange, deeper and harsher. He couldn’t lift his head, his body was on fire and his head wanted to explode. And they had his breeder in a holding cell.

Viglar turned from the wall and came to stand next to him. “You’ll live, warrior.”

“I claim her, I claim the human Marcie as my breeder.” He tried to move, to lift his hand, to grab Viglar and make him understand and swore viciously when he couldn’t move.

Viglar ran a scanner over him. “She tried to kill Zanr to get to The Zyrgin’s breeder. She thought Sarah was still in the guesthouse. She’s a spy, planted in the camps to infiltrate us.”

“The punishment for her actions is now mine to take.” Larz should’ve killed an Eduki. Given her the pelt before anyone could’ve stopped him. His pride had baulked at giving such an unworthy woman the pelt of a brave Eduki. Now she would suffer for his arrogance.

Viglar leaned over him. His chin temptingly close for a good punch. “Are you sure about this? I’m the only one who has heard you. Once you claim her, there’s no going back.”

“She’s mine.”

“She has no honor.”

“I still claim her.”

“We can get you another one. They’re plentiful.”

Larz tried to kick and punch, but the force field held him down. “I wish you woumbers would stop saying that.”

Viglar reached out and pinched a nerve on his neck. Larz jerked, couldn’t move, held still by the force field, acid burning through his veins.

“You want to rethink what you just called me?” Viglar asked. He might be a healer but he was warrior first. No warrior with honor would stand being called a woumber. Implying that a warrior would touch another warrior’s pregnant breeder was the worst insult.

“I shouldn’t have called you a woumber,” Larz acknowledged.

Viglar’s features distorted and disappeared and the next time Larz became aware, his body jerked with painful spasms. His bones stretched, all of him aching.

Larz jerked against the restraints Viglar had used to strap him to the examination table. They cut into his wrists and ankles, but they held. At least, he could move his body. Viglar must have turned off the force field because he wasn’t pressed onto the examination table anymore. They hadn’t moved him to the holding cells, which meant he’d be allowed to claim Marcie before judgment was passed.

“Marcie,” he said—or tried to say. No sound emerged.

“You’re almost through it. Rest now,” Viglar said.

“Marcie,” he grated.

“They’re bringing her, stop calling for her. You are acting like a weak human,” Viglar said.

“Larz, are you all right? Zorlof said you forced your change,” Natalie said from the doorway.

Larz gritted his teeth, the last thing he needed now was for Natalie to see him like this. She was too soft in her heart, she tried to hide it but he knew she cried if he was injured during training. Her human emotions caused enough trouble for the warriors. Zacar had to beat a warrior every other Tuesday for betting that they could get into the infirmary and have Natalie cuddle them. A kiss to the head could give a warrior freedom from two guard duties. Of course, Zacar objected to the betting going on around his breeder but, no matter how many times he beat the Zyrgin spirit out of them, the betting continued.

A soft hand on his forehead. “He has a fever.”

“It is normal. He is almost through it,” Viglar said.

Natalie kept her cool hand on his brow. Larz almost moaned at the relief.

Her frowning face appeared above his own. “Why is he tied up?”

She was a good mother, but she didn’t realize that when she kissed and cuddled him, his fellow warriors would see him as weak. For her he would endure the taunts.

“He had the fever. He could harm himself if he jerks around.”

She stroked her hand over his head and Larz gritted his teeth, his skin was so sensitive it felt as if she pushed burning knives into his skin. It would upset her if she knew how her touch hut him so he gritted his teeth and Larz barely controlled flashing a fang. 

“He’s grown as big as Zacar,” Natalie sounded close to tears.

“He shouldn’t have forced it,” Viglar told her.

“Will he be all right? Is it over?”

“Most of it. I’m keeping the restraints on simply as a precaution,” Viglar said.

She cupped Larz’s head with a tender hand. “How do you feel, Larz?”

“I’m fine, Mother,” he said. He’d never get used to addressing another man’s breeder. She touched him all the time, in spite of Zacar’s objections. Larz had just forced his third change. He didn’t need to be caught by Zacar with Natalie cupping his face. She might be his mother, but she was Zacar’s breeder first. Larz wouldn’t admit it, even under threat of torture, but he actually preferred the human way—having a mother who would fight anyone to get to his side if he was hurt.

“Our son will be all right, Natalie,” Zacar said from the doorway. To please her, he always used human terminology when talking about Larz and Zacar. “But you should not witness this.”

Larz bared his teeth in frustration. He had hoped Zacar would remain on the ship longer. If Zacar refused his claim on Marcie, Larz would have to rescue her from the holding cells and run with her. If they went to the unclaimed galaxies, maybe The Zyrgin couldn’t find them.

Natalie frowned at Zacar. “I’m his mother, why shouldn’t I witness it?”

He drew her away from Larz. “It is not seemly for you to touch another warrior.”

She threw her hands into the air. “Another warrior? He’s my son. He needs me.”

“He is a warrior. Many warriors have gone through their third change alone.”

Natalie twisted her hair and jerked. “Well, my son doesn’t need to.”

Larz shuddered. Solarian ticks crawled into his veins and ate their way out of his body. Zyrgins were never bothered by extreme heat or cold, engineered to be able to fight under any conditions. Now the examination table in the doctor’s infirmary was cold against his skin. Instead of soothing, the metal against his back and legs was like a giant flat ice pic. He was vaguely aware of Zacar leaving with a still-protesting Natalie.

“Marcie,” he shouted.

“Stop making a fool of yourself over that unworthy female,” Viglar said.

“No.” Larz tried to struggle, to ignore the pain that racked his body. He clenched his jaw when he jerked with involuntary spasms of pain. The woman he chose was a traitor to her own kind. He’d defied his leader for an unworthy a female. Still, he couldn’t give her up. “She’s mine. I have to claim her.”

Zacar came back and waited while Viglar pressed a tube against Larz’s neck. Larz felt a sting as the pain subsided.

“The worst is over. If you had waited for your third change to come naturally, the pain wouldn’t be this severe,” Viglar said.

“And I wouldn’t have to tell Natalie that I have to pass judgement on her son,” Zacar bit out.

“You would’ve passed judgment on Marcie before I could get her safe,” Larz snarled in Zyrgin.

In a few short months, she’d managed to alienate everyone around her. Why would she try to kill a warrior? She had to know she was no match for any of them and that they’d never allow her near Sarah. Did she somehow find out about their prophecy about a woman from a far-off planet who would come to The Zyrgin and return his honor?

“You should choose another one,” Viglar said.

Larz was getting tired of hearing about alternatives. If he wanted another breeder, he would’ve found one himself. “Fuck you both.”

“Bring her here,” Zacar said to one of the warriors standing guard outside the infirmary.

They waited for the warrior to retrieve her from the holding cells deep beneath the cave. Viglar continued to monitor his equipment and Zacar waited with that eerie calm he could project. Larz stared down at his new body. He looked more like Zacar than himself, his veins more pronounced, his feet huge. He suppressed rage at the thought of never being able to use his body the way it was designed to be used. As a warrior.

“I don’t care what you are or how strong you are, if you don’t let me out for air, I’ll kill every one of you freaks,” Marcie shrieked from outside the infirmary.

Her voice could break good Zyrgin steel.

Larz tried to break free from the restraints holding him. She was hurt. Even through the shrill aggression in her voice, he heard it.

“What have you done to her? If you’ve hurt her, I’ll beat the Zyrgin spirit out of all of you.”

“Get your ugly alien paws off me,” Marcie snarled.

A warrior, who looked ready to either commit murder or run away, dragged her into the infirmary. He had no choice but to drag her. She kicked and screamed and several times almost slipped out of his hold. While the warrior tried not to hurt her, she didn’t hold back from trying to kick the Zyrgin spirit out of him. It was difficult to judge while she struggled like that, but Larz thought she had lost weight since he saw her a few days ago. She still had round hips and thighs and full breasts, but the shirt didn’t stretch as tight over her chest. She’d also changed her eyebrows and lashes to black since their last meeting. She’d threatened and complained until they provided her with what she called make-up. He wished she’d asked for something to color her hair as well. Though, lately, he’d begun to think the red hair ensured none of the other warriors would realize how truly beautiful she was.

“Let me go, you bastards, where are you taking me?” she shrilled. Her red hair stood wild around her face and her skin was paler than usual. Her freckles stood out in stark contrast. She had a wild trapped look in her eyes. She wiped her sleeve where the guard had held her and looked around. “Great, more silver walls.”

The warrior let go of her and, rubbing his ear, hurried to the door to stand guard. “I can go catch another one for you,” he offered. “There’s plenty of them around the cities.”

Larz showed him a palm without claws and tracked Marcie. She appeared to be looking for a weapon, her eyes darting all around.

Viglar started to release the restraints. Larz sat up on the doctor’s examination table. He tried to get up but the restraints kept him back. He jerked against them, never taking his eyes of Marcie. “Let me go.”

“When you are calm,” Viglar said.

Marcie adjusted her shirt and looked around her with mean narrowed eyes. Her gaze passed him only to jerk back.

They stared at each other in silence. Few humans were brave enough—few men of any race were—to try outstaring a Zyrgin warrior. Marcie lifted her chin and held his stare with her green eyes. Almost daring him to kiss the defiance off her face. Human eyes didn’t change color but hers managed to shoot sparks. Each spark showing him anger, defiance, and scorn.

“Come here,” Larz snarled.

She gestured up and down his body with a scornful hand and she stepped away. “What the hell happened to you?”

He had no doubt if he’d told her to step back, she would’ve come to stand next to him.

“You were ugly enough when you were small, now that you’ve grown, you’ve become one ugly fucker. I bet that mealy faced mother of yours ran screaming when she saw you.”

His blood rushed through his veins, the way it did before a hunt. She recognised him, even after he’d grown to warrior size. She couldn’t question the size of his male parts anymore. Doing that in front of his fellow warriors was one of her tricks. Though, it didn’t stop her finding other insults.

Zacar stepped forward. “You do not insult my breeder.”

She threw up her hands and smirked at Zacar. “All right, all right, I’ll let the little breeder do her breeding in peace.”

Larz wanted to close his eyes, but if he did, Zacar could kill her with one swipe of his claws before Larz could react. Viglar released the rest of the cuffs and Larz stood. He had to concentrate and use every bit of will he had to remain upright.

He moved, to focus Zacar’s attention on him. “I will teach her respect,” he told Zacar in the old language.

Zacar made a rude noise through his nose. “Good luck with that.”

Larz’s human seemed to have shrunk to impossibly small proportions. The examination table that had reached his chest was now thigh high. Everything around him looked smaller. He didn’t demand clothes, allowed her to have a good look at her Zyrgin warrior.

Now she could see he was strong enough to protect her and provide for her. That his male parts were not the size of needles. “So, what happened to you? Did the doctor have to inject you to cure you of smallitis.” She laughed at her own joke.

“I went through my third change. I have claimed you.” He sounded strange, more like Zacar than himself.

“Wasn’t it enough that you stuck me in that dark hole? Now you want to force your repulsive body on me.”

This human with her unnatural hair would learn honor and respect. He strained against the belts still holding his left wrist, and it snapped before Viglar could undo it. “Come here, human.”

“I’m not coming anywhere near you. You look ready to fall and crush someone with your big ass body.”

“I claim her. It is my right to take her punishment,” he said to Zacar in their language. He had to make Zacar acknowledge her as his breeder or her mouth would get her killed.

“There will be consequences,” Zacar said.

“I know.” Larz walked to his human and, for one awful moment, was not sure his legs would hold him.

He flashed a fang in satisfaction when her eyes widened. The last time he stood in front of her, she’d been taller than him. He enjoyed towering over her now. “I will not call you breeder,” he told her.

He might have claimed her to save her life, but he wouldn’t ever honor her with that title.

Marcie moved as if she wanted to step back and then checked herself. He didn’t think she had it in her to back down.

She lifted her chin at him. “News flash, creep, I don’t want to be claimed by any of you alien freaks.” She sneered at his lower body. “And put some clothes on. You’ll make me go blind with that ugly little thing.”

“You will not refuse my claim.”

“Oh, yes, I will.” She snapped her fingers. “Didn’t you hear me? Put some clothes on freak.”

He crossed his arms and planted his feet wide apart to hide the lingering weakness from the third change. He wouldn’t grab clothes as if he wanted to hide himself from her. “You are not given a choice, human. You are claimed.”

Her lips pulled into a sneer, she looked him up and down, stared blatantly at his male parts in a way no seemly breeder would. “You might have grown a little, but the important bits stayed small.”

“I’ll reduce your sentence if you choose another one,” Zacar said.

Larz had to fight the urge to look down and check to see if he’d shrunken like she claimed. It was a miracle no one had killed her in the six months they’d held her in the guesthouse. Even Natalie stayed away from her. He ignored Zacar’s offer. If he could’ve let her go, he would’ve a long time ago.

“You may take a shuttle and choose a breeder from anywhere on this planet,” Zacar said in English.

She tossed her head. “Yeah, listen to Daddy and find yourself another fuck buddy.”

Larz advanced on her, but stopped when Viglar slapped something against his chest. ”Your new uniform, get dressed and get her out of my infirmary,” he said in Zyrgin.

Without looking away from her, Larz pulled the silver uniform pants over his narrow hips. He saw her swallow and flick a brief glance over his naked body. In spite of her words, he’d seen interest in her gaze. Deliberately, he slowed his movements. Natalie and Julia frequently forgot how acute a Zyrgin’s hearing was. The news that human women liked the muscled bodies of the warriors had spread like space disease among the warriors. Larz had felt her glance, like a touch, on his abs, his stomach, and lower.

He pulled on the new-size boots and she looked intently when he stepped into it.

“How do you do that?”

Ignoring her question he advanced on her again. “I will fuck you every day.”

“In your dreams, green freak,” she said.

Again, he had the impression that she would’ve liked to step back, but she wouldn’t let herself. She turned subtly sideways, as if subconsciously presenting a smaller target.

He advanced slowly, savored stalking her like food. “You will beg for my touch.”

She snorted rudely.

“You will not be allowed to bargain for hours.” If he lived, he’d fuck every punishment out of her soft human hide. Maybe finding pleasure with her would compensate him for what he was about to lose.

She frowned at him, making vertical lines appear on her brow. “Hours of what? Never mind, just back off, freak.” She snapped her fingers when he didn’t stop. “I said back off.”

One of these days, she’d snap her fingers at the wrong Zyrgin.

“Snapping of fingers will stop now.”

“She needs to be gone from my infirmary,” Viglar said again. He spoke in Zyrgin, obviously not wanting to draw her attention.

She threw her hair over her shoulder. “When you were a little freak, you didn’t intimidate me and you don’t now, either.”

“You’d better start to be,” Larz told her with grim humor, taking her by the arm. You’d never think it to look at her, but the warriors gave up any privilege to avoid guard duty with her. Her mouth alone added several inches to her stature. “You are safe only because I want you.”

He gentled his grip. The way she wielded that pink human mouth as a weapon, she never appeared her size. Holding her against him, the top of her head didn’t even reach his shoulders. The last time he held her like that, they were about the same height. Now he enjoyed that he towered over her. With this woman, he’d need every advantage he could get.

“I will beg The Zyrgin for mercy for your actions if you choose another one,” Zacar said.

It was a testament to how much he disliked Marcie. A Zyrgin warrior went down on their knees to show respect to their leader. Never to beg for mercy.

Larz looked at Zacar. “She is mine. I cannot let her die,” he said in the old language.

She snapped her fingers at him. “So you grew, you’re still tiny in my eyes. And get your paws off me.”

Yes, it would be a miracle if his woman lived through the next few months. Already Zacar and Zurian had offered to kill her, and Viglar had assured him he could put her down humanely. And Larz had to admit, if only to himself, sometimes the thought of strangling her crossed his mind.

“I cannot let her die,” he said again.

For a long time Zacar stared at him while Marcie struggled in his arms and railed at him. “You will be punished, human,” Zacar said.

Everything inside Larz froze. He turned to face his leader. “Allow me to claim her. I will present myself for punishment afterward. It is a warrior’s right to take his breeders punishment.”

“She tried to hurt The Zyrgin’s breeder. We know she is a spy, planted in the camps. Sarah told us of her evil nature. Marcie must die.”

“Would you be able to stand by and see Natalie killed? Even if she was a spy?”

Silence. Larz and Zacar stared at each other, both of them ignoring Marcie’s shrill demands to be let go.

“No,” Zacar said at last.
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Silence settled over the infirmary at Zacar’s quiet admission. Even Marcie stopped demanding to be let go in her shrill voice.

Larz stared at Zacar, refusing to back down. “She’s mine. She’ll always be mine.”

“You want her enough to give up everything?”

“Yes.”

Zacar stepped back. “Sleep with your weapons where she can’t get at them.”

Larz nodded. “That is good advice.”

She tried to jerk out of his hold. “You think you can keep me trapped inside that silver monstrosity and I won’t try to escape?”

“Quiet, woman.”

She struggled harder. “The next guard you put on me will die. Don’t think because I’m in a cell that I can’t get at you with my voodoo.”

The guard who brought her to them made to move back and checked himself.

“If you are executed, there will be no need for a guard,” Zacar said. “Even if you attack from behind, you cannot overcome a Zyrgin warrior.”

She snapped her fingers at Zacar. “You and whose warriors will execute me? You creeps don’t have any authority over me.”

Larz could honestly say he’d never seen Zacar stunned before. Larz dragged Marcie to the door and she fought him all the way. He wanted her gone by the time Zacar lost his temper. Larz doubted anyone had snapped their fingers at him, even when he was a pre-first-change warrior.

“You have three days. Use them well,” Zacar said in Zyrgin.

“What did he say? If you insist on keeping me here, I demand you give me a translator,” Marcie shrieked.

He steered her out of the infirmary and through the main cave to the big sliding doors leading outside. “You will never receive a translator.”

She twisted this way and that to get a look at everything in the cave. “So you’re squatting inside the mountain. Don’t get too comfortable. One of these days, you’ll be hunted down and exterminated like the rats you are.”

“If any exterminating is done, it will done by Zyrgins.”

They stepped outside into the brisk fall wind. He didn’t feel the cold but Marcie flinched. Her blue jeans and thin white sweater weren’t thick enough to protect her against the cold that came early this year. He doubted the warriors gave her a chance to pack or put on a warm coat when they took her to the holding cells. He contacted Viglar on his link and the doctor followed them out, a jacket in his hand. Nodding his thanks, Larz took the jacket and put it on her.

“I’m not a doll. I can dress myself.”

“What’s a doll?” he asked absently.

“I can still put her down for you,” Viglar offered. “She won’t feel a thing.”

“Stop saying that,” Larz said.

“A toy you play with, moron,” Marcie said and snatched the jacket out of his hands.

He led her around the big jutting rock hiding the cave entrance and through the force field. She shivered with cold, even with the jacket.

“You humans are weak.”

They should’ve strengthened their bloodlines centuries ago, instead of nearly eating themselves to extinction.

“You cannot even regulate your body temperature.”

“So, you can regulate your body temperature, big―”

She stumbled and stopped, stared up at the cloudy sky with the strangest expression on her face, as if she wished to touch it, as if it was imperative for her to get closer to it. It was the most vulnerable he’d ever seen her. More clouds moved in front of the sun, and she hunched into the jacket. Still, she stood staring.

The human sky, pale blue with puffs of white clouds, looked like something a child painted. The colors were so strange and exotic to him. Every Zyrgin warrior was born with the knowledge of his bloodline and the home planet. To him, the color of the sky should be brown. He’d known Zyrgin history and how to fly a space ship from the moment he was born. He knew he had to work hard to receive his honor sword. Knowledge from all his Zyrgin ancestors was there for him. He was born with the human language imprinted on him.

None of that prepared him to deal with a breeder who wanted to get herself killed.

“Come.”

He pulled her toward his dwelling. He’d thought to live with her, get to know her before they did the first knowing. Now he had run out of time. Without him, she’d only be a human without honor, about to be executed for threatening The Zyrgin’s breeder.

She stopped again, staring at the three dwellings in the distance. At this rate, it might go faster if he simply carried her.

“How many of you freaks are squatting on my planet.” She frowned at the three dwellings he, Zurian, and Azagor had built.

Larz didn’t know why Zacar had allowed him to build a dwelling before his third change. He was just grateful for it. Azagor had insisted he be allowed to build a dwelling for his breeder. Larz had three guard duties staked on Azagor working up the courage to face his Eduki in the next year.

“That is not your concern.”

They found tracking devices in her body when they first brought her to the guesthouse. She was linked to Parnell and the humans amassing outside the force field. Larz pulled her along. She stumbled, for once quiet, while she still stole glances at the sky, as if she didn’t want him to see her longing, didn’t want him to know she had a weakness.

She tried to shrug off his hold. “Not my concern, this is my country you’re trying to colonize, freak.”

He dragged her to the door and she went crazy, kicking and screaming. “I won’t be buried alive in your silver monstrosities anymore.”

He had to jerk back his head to avoid having her hurt her hand on his cheek. “You are not buried alive, merely detained for your own safety.”

“Yeah, right. We’ll fight you. We’ll kick you green bastards back to whatever hole you crawled out of.”

He pulled her inside their dwelling and let go of her. She staggered a few steps. It was the most uncoordinated move he’d seen her make. Something was different about her, but he couldn’t decide what. He’d had to adjust his hold several times. Zorlof was right. She was slippery.

“We own Earth and every human on it.”

“Hey watch it.” She righted her jacket and looked around with the scowl that seemed to be stuck permanently on her face. “Humans won’t be owned.”

“You helped the raiders to enslave human women.”

She shrugged, as if unconcerned with her actions, and frowned at the room. “Great, more silver walls,” she repeated.

He could change the color to whatever she preferred if he wanted to. Right now, he didn’t want to.

She pushed her hair behind her shoulder. “What is this place?”

“This is my dwelling. You will live here, as my woman.” He’d built it for her, but she didn’t need to know that. Until she learned to act with honor, until he could forget what he’d have to give up for her, she didn’t deserve more. She should be satisfied with being allowed
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