
  

Fourteen - Proximity

"What...are you doing?" Dhare's exasperated growl broke the silence.

She opened her eyes to find him sitting up at the edge of the bed. The

sight would've scared the shit out of her if she hadn't become used to

the Yautja.

"Resting my eyes."

The Yautja hummed in his throat as she closed them again,

welcoming the dark over Dhare's irrational behavior. Being sassy was

easy. She actually missed the times when he was annoyed with her.

At least then she knew where they stood. With his recent change to

being less exasperated at her, she found herself in new weird

territory. She hated how vulnerable and unsure it made her feel. a1

"There is a perfectly fine nest here for you to 'rest your eyes'." She

heard him pat the bed, a blatant o er to join him. a1

He actually wanted to share the bed? What the hell was going

through that big head of his? Before the ice planet and her saving his

life or even the beach, he had hated physical contact.

Admittedly, she hated having to sleep on the floor. Her body was achy

and her rest fitful. The furs, no matter how thick, never prevented her

from feeling the hard floor beneath. She had been uncomfortable

before and used to it, so the floor-sleeping wasn't something she

would complain about. Her comfort could wait if it meant staying out

of her captor's way.

Ashaki was a survivor. She endured. It was how it had always been

since the attack. The nightmares she would randomly have were a

reminder of her tough existence.

Perhaps a small part of herself required the discomfort; a simple

punishment for being the only survivor of the colony where everyone

else died. How could she possibly get close to anyone again, and then

risk losing them? However, there was too much to unpack here, and

even thinking this internally made her shake her head slightly as if

banishing the thought to the deeper regions of her mind. It was much

easier to just...sleep on the floor.

It worked. It would continue to work.

She—

A small squeak le  her mouth as big hands li ed her from her spot on

the floor to dump her onto the bed. Her eyes snapped open to glare

at Dhare as he stood at the end of the bed. His yellow eyes narrowed,

his body looking bigger than usual.

"You will rest in the nest." He pointed a claw at the bed she lay on.

Oh hell no! She sco ed and scrambled to get o  the bed.

Dhare was faster.

Abruptly, he was on top of her, preventing an escape with his limbs

blocking any exit. His thick arms and legs were too strong for her to

move, her punches and kicks weak. The Yautja was pure muscle.

"Fuck you! I sleep where I want!" She spat.

He snarled, baring his sharp teeth and his long dreadlocks forming a

curtain of privacy around them.

"You. Will. Slumber. Here," his voice was deep and growly. The sound

rumbled in her very loins and a hungry instinct in her feminine parts

twitched.

What the hell?! Stop it, you traitor! Ashaki thought, directing her

frustration to her pussy. That's a fucking alien! And an asshole! Down

girl! a2

There was one thing Ashaki hadn't tried. She decked Dhare upside

the head, but his face remained stationary like punching a cinder

block.

Immediately, even before the pain processed, he roared directly in

her face. Spittle flew everywhere. As retaliation, she gave her own

pathetic growl and kicked his groin, hoping it would hurt him. The

action only pissed him o  even more.

The two wrestled on the bed, fists flying and claws nicking so  flesh.

They grunted and growled in their struggle. Dhare blocked all of her

attacks.

Frustrated and angry, she reached for his locs. She caught one easily,

there were too many dangling around for Dhare to block her hand.

She violently pulled. Dhare's response was instant. He shivered from

the top of his crown to his core and let out a guttural noise that

sounded an awful lot like a moan. a2

His hands became rough against her body as he savagely dry humped

her into the bed. She could feel the outline of his sti  dick over her

most private area, a massive sha  that would not fit. His powerful

hips ground into her pelvis. Her body reacted as it normally would

when a man did that, much to her annoyance. It was only natural that

her nethers grow wet with the anticipation of sex.

Ashaki realized in his frenzied reaction that his dreadlocks were an

erogenous zone. A major one. She had inadvertently groped him! She

dropped the loc immediately.

"Dhare! Stop!" She cried, trying to push him o  of her.

It was too intimate. Too close for comfort. His big, heated body

crushed her into the furs. The monster erection between his legs was

huge and it drove her anxiety up the wall.

They were technically still enemies, right?

Right?! a1

In a move so fast she barely saw it, Dhare was suddenly standing in

the far part of the room. His wide chest heaved up and down as he

averted his eyes from Ashaki's prone form. Little cuts marred her face

and arms with a healthy blush warming her cheeks.

"Dhare...I..." she sat up and extended a hand as one would calm a

raging animal, "I didn't know. I'm sorry!"

He shook his head with a growl, "Not...your fault."

His hands curled into fists and he stormed his way out of the hut. The

door slammed shut behind him, the sudden bang making her jump.

Burying her head in her hands, she breathed in and out,

contemplating how fast that had turned from a fight into...whatever

that was. She had barely calmed herself down before the door

opened again.

"Dhare...look, I'm..." Her words died as she took at the Amazon that

stood in the doorway.

"Ah...sha...kee. Come with me."

A large hand gestured for her to follow. This Yautja female was huge,

bigger than Dhare. Her coloring was darker, more dappled forest

colors, but her locs were short. They fell at her chin except for a single

golden ornament that brushed her shoulder.

"Safe. Ooman safe. O'Khaj bearer." She pointed to herself.

Oh. Ohhh!

"S-sure..."

Straightening her clothes and wiping the blood from the little nicks

Dhare's claws had le , she cautiously followed the female back into

the village. The sun was beginning to set and the activity outside had

increased. She trailed behind the three meter tall alien,  until she was

led to a fenced area behind a hut. The high wooden walls hid what

was within, the dark brown slats preventing even a peek as they

approached the door. a1

Inside were three Yautja females sitting around a fire conversing and

helping one another dress in colorful bandeaus and loincloths. One

was the most colorful, her waist-length locs decorated with many

colorful beads and painted bones. Decorating her crest was an odd

shaped circlet that rose up in elegant swirls that resembled curved

deer antlers. Her maroon and white coloring was stunning against

the bright yellow outfit she wore. A rainbow of color was painted on

her chiseled abdomen where a swirl sat at the center right in the spot

where a belly button would be.

Ashaki froze when all eyes landed on her. They were so tall...and big!

She was like a child to them in height. Their chiseled bodies so

openly on display made her self conscious. a2

It was no wonder Dhare had said she was inferior to Yautja females.

She wasn't even particularly tall for her own species let alone his, nor

was she anywhere near as fit.

" Ooman! You are the one accompanying the Arbitrator!" Exclaimed

the painted female, her yellow eyes wide with excitement. She

cocked her head to the side as she and the others talked to each

other in their native tongue. Their clicking took on the cadence of

women gossiping.

"That male reeked of mating musk. He le  her alone! I have decided

to include our guest in the celebrations tonight." O'Khaj's mom

explained to the others in English for the benefit of Ashaki and then

quickly translated to the two who didn't know the language.

Meanwhile, the painted one clicked her tusks so ly as she drank in

the sight of a very nervous Ashaki.

"R'Shasti, what a wonderful idea!" The painted huntress clapped

Ashaki's shoulder with enough force to nearly knock her o  her feet.

She blinked once. "My apologies. I will use a gentler touch with you,

fragile human."

Ashaki blushed, but coughed lightly into her hand to banish her

nerves.

"Thank you for including me. My name is Ashaki." She shakily smiled

while wringing her fingers together. They were so tall that she had to

crane her neck.

One of the others said something animatedly and R'Shasti translated,

"We must get you out of those rags and into something to accentuate

your pyode body. That s'yuitde male will not be able to resist you!"

"B-but we're not like that!" Ashaki's face heated up, waving her hands

back and forth rapidly. "He's not even into humans. We're

just...friends!"

" Mo, mo, mo!" Countered the painted huntress, "I, M'Jadti, know

best! Males think with their cocks! Now," she smiled, "let us

play...what do oomans call it again?" a4

Ashaki racked her brain for an answer until it suddenly clicked. She

gazed at them wide eyed and gulped, "Dress up..." a1

The four Amazons clicked their tusks together happily, wicked

playfulness in their eyes.

Oh fuck. I'm gonna be a Barbie doll for alien women! Groaned Ashaki

inwardly.

R'Shasti introduced the other two females; the one to the le , a

brown and green skinned female was Ul'Nara and the one to

M'Jadti's opposite was Zo'Hetti, who had tan and black dappled skin.

They both set to work cutting extra colorful fabric in a pile next to

them, Ul'Nara measuring Ashaki's body. She crossed her arms

wanting to protest, but this was the most socializing she had in a long

time.

For the past month, there had been no one but Dhare to talk to. This

was a nice change.

"May I rearrange your mane?" Requested R'Shasti as M'Jadti

measured the circumference of Ashaki's head.

"Of course, do what you need."

Her curiosity got the better of her and so she happily sat in the lap of

the giant female who went to work undoing Ashaki's tight braids with

careful fingers. Unlike going to a salon, she felt no pain or little tugs—

hell, she had to do her own hair the past month and it was nice to

have someone else do it again! a2

Obediently she sat still as Dhare's former baby mama manipulated

her hair into god knows what.

"What are you preparing for?" Asked Ashaki, wondering what all of

this was for in the first place. There had to be some sort of reason for

the elaborate clothing and decoration of their bodies.

"M'Jadti has accepted a male as her life-mate. Tonight we celebrate

this union. Life-mates are rare among Yautja." R'Shasti spoke from

behind her, still working on Ashaki's hair. "Your mane is unique, Ah-

shah-kee."

"I am very happy!" Piped up M'Jadti, her hands clasped before her

and her mandibles pulled back in a Yautja smile.

Zo'Hetti cocked her head to the side and eyed Ashaki's hair, "What is

your type of mane called? It is very full." Translated R'Shasti.

"Four C. Humans who look like me have similar hair." Ashaki

explained, more than happy to educate them about her hair.

She didn't mind their curiosity since their hair was obviously so

di erent. Many people throughout her life had touched her hair

without permission, like she was some exotic bird or something.

Having them ask her filled her chest with warmth and she relaxed in

their presence. Meeting such openly and kind Yautja was delightful. a2

R'Shasti finished with her hair and the females began to play dress up

with her. Her ragged clothing was tossed in the fire and replaced with

a teal loincloth that exposed her outer thighs. The fabric edge

touched her knees. The bandeau top was tied at her neck, the same

teal color but with yellow swirling through it. Ul'Nara finished with

her when she placed a metal circlet on Ashaki's head.

The sun had gone down and darkness had enveloped the sky when

they finally finished. In a mirror hung on the tall fence, Ashaki noticed

the headpiece set atop her new hairstyle. Rolled braids had been

woven around the crown of her head with the rest of her hair falling

to her mid-back in thick strands decorated with metal bands. She

twisted in the mirror and from behind, she looked just like a Yautja.

Well a short one...with a luscious ass.

"Wow...I look...beautiful..." breathed Ashaki as she turned her head

side to side to take in her appearance.

Purrs of agreement rumbled around her.

The last step was to add streaks of white paste across her cheeks like

war paint. Those white stripes and the teal outfit highlighted her

warm chestnut skin. She felt like she had stepped out of time from

the age of Ancient Egyptians. These Yautja women certainly had

taste! a1

For the first time in a while...she felt camaraderie with people.

As she observed herself in the mirror, she wondered what Dhare

would think. He was likely brooding somewhere nearby but she still

wanted to make sure the Yautja was okay.

• • •

Dhare sat with the other males of the clan around the fire. The

glowing flicker danced in the center of the communal area. He drank

more of his c'ntlip, letting the Yautja brew warm his insides.

It was a welcome break from the tension he had been feeling since his

earlier interaction with his human captive, Ashaki. Immediately a er,

he had gone to the village's meal area where he drowned himself in

alcohol. The sweet bliss of a buzz cloaked his worries, a welcome

distraction. His little human had made an error in her attack. She

hadn't realized how sensitive his dreadlocks were or how tugging on

them was erotogenic. That action may as well have been her

beginning to jerk him o .

His reaction had been juvenile. His self-control was already thin a er

wrestling with the tiny female. He was already  excited and his thwei

was pumping. Then she went for his loc. It almost drove him beyond

his good senses.

Dhare felt like a weak male because of his reaction, dry rutting her as

if she was worthy of such a thing. His feelings of her had changed but

not to the point where she was someone he'd spill his seed in. To do

so would be a waste, if possible at all.

Unlike his sire, he didn't feel any sexual urges towards humans. a4

He sighed and drank more of his brew.

"You drink deep, Arbitrator. What troubles you?" A hand clapped

Dhare on the shoulder, drawing him out of his thoughts.

He turned his head to see the male of the hour, Zan'te, at his side.

They were both seated on a wooden bench circling the fire. A crowd

bustled around them, shi ing seats and conversing. Some had

collected o  to the side to perform on simple instruments, a lap drum

and a tambourine. Music floated in the air. Zan'te was celebrating the

fact that a female had accepted his proposal to become life-mates. To

tie oneself to one person was rare and worthy of a celebration.

Dhare briefly wondered what Ashaki was up to before shi ing his

focus on the older male next to him.

"A female." He grumbled, drinking straight from the bottle he had

swiped, switching between it and his mug when he needed a refill.

"I see," Zan'te grunted, almost knowingly, "Is this the ooman you

arrived with? She is quite intriguing."

The Elite narrowed his eyes at the older male, not liking the words he

had chosen about his human companion. Unwarranted jealousy

flared within his chest. a1

"She is a pest. An annoying...pest." a1

It felt like he was trying to convince himself more than Zan'te. The

green and orange mottled Yautja watched Dhare as he stared into the

flickering flames of the fire. Warmth painted his face but his eyes

were distant. His shadow was cast long behind him as the light

shuddered into the canopy above. The fire reminded him of Ashaki's

little campsite in the cave and for a split moment, he was in the past,

reeling at the recognition that she had done so much to save his life.

The male on his other side, a shorter yellow one, grunted and asked,

"If this ooman is such a pest then why not kill her? Force her to

defend herself and be rid of your problem. Oomans are prey. Nothing

else."

Another male chimed in, "Silence yourself, Young Blood. What you

say is dishonorable." He cu ed the yellow one in the head, a yelp

escaping his maw.

Dhare recognized him as one of this clan's Chiva Masters. He and two

others observed every trial to ensure the Unblooded participants

were honorable and followed the rules of the hunt. He was a dark

orange skinned Yautja with speckled white bringing variation to his

scarred body. This male bled authority and immediately the younger

Yautja around him fell in line.

" Oomans do not live as long as we. He has only a few decades le

with her." Explained the Chiva Master.

Too bad he had been an idiot and given Ashaki his blood...

"Well...about that..." he explained the situation with her and by the

time he was finished, the males around him were hanging on every

word. Their eyes were wide.

"You gave her...your blood?!" Yelled the Young Blood.

Dhare gave an a irmative nod, "At the time it seemed the right thing

to do. Until recently, I regretted that decision."

The group stared at him with various expressions of interest. It was

the Chiva Master who asked for him to explain his change of heart.

However, Dhare telling them about how she saved his life was out of

the question. Their curiosity would immediately shi  to laughter at

his absurd failure. His honor would drop in their eyes, so he opted for

the more...palatable truth.

"She has become a decent companion. Space is less boring."

Having her around made his days exciting. No longer was he

spending his time finding something to occupy his boredom between

hunts. Also the more he learned about her, the less he found her

presence annoying. There were things they shared in common that

he would never admit out loud. To him, they had turned from

enemies to friends. At least, he hoped they were friends. a1

His actions earlier in the nest had likely ruined everything. He took

another heavy pull on his drink.

The males around him quieted down as footsteps approached, their

focus moving towards the newcomers. Without looking, Dhare could

smell that heady scent he now recognized so intimately.

It was her.

Ashaki.

Her scent mingled with others, the usual Yautja musk threatening to

suppress her alien aroma.

Slowly, he dared to look up. When his eyes found her, the world

melted around them until there was nothing but her. His stomach

twisted in a good way, but one he was conflicted about. The warmth

that raced through his body could be written o  as the result of the

alcohol slowing his thought process.

She stood by the fire looking as small as ever compared to the

massive females that flanked her, but instead of the hideous clothing

she had fashioned for herself, she wore a teal and yellow bandeau,

Yautja fashion. The fabric draping her chest did an excellent job

enhancing her bountiful mammaries and the matching loincloth

showed o  her decadent meaty thighs. All of her so  flesh was on

display for all to see. He even could see the scar on her fleshy belly

where the kiande amedha had impaled her so many decades ago.

White warpaint decorated her face, some of it dried and already

cracking on the apples of her cheeks.

That cloud-like mane of hers had been made to resemble a Yautja's

crest and dreadlocks; a metal circlet enhanced the illusion. Small

metal bands decorated her thick braids that hung to her waist,

draping over her shoulders in a waterfall of black.

Seeing her like this filled him with the urge to kill every male there.

He craved violence at the thought of their eyes feasting on his

companion, as if she was a piece of meat. It was a foolish feeling but

the alcohol emboldened him. Never before had he been

so...protective of someone.

He snarled in frustration and took a big gulp of the brew.

Yeah, it was definitely the alcohol. a3

His glare reflected in the liquid that he swirled around in his mug. As

he looked up from his drink, he tensed at the visage of Ashaki timidly

approaching.

C'jit...Paya help me. Why did Kayana send one of her handmaids?

"Hey...are you okay? Ya know...about earlier?" Ashaki stopped a few

paces away, her face scrunched up.

She was asking him if he was okay? Shouldn't she be worried about

herself?! What could've happened had he not heard her? They may

have ended up rutting! Their reuniting would've been more awkward

than it currently was!

"I am fine." He grunted.

Opting for a lie was better than the truth.

Her blunt teeth captured her plush bottom lip as she tangled and

twisted her fingers together. The look on her face was surprising.

Instead of anger, she was concerned for him.

Oh how he had been so wrong about her.

"I got to meet a few of those Amazons. They were nice." A smile

blessed her face, her hands fidgeting with her hair nervously.

"Good."

"Are you...drunk?" She paused her fidgeting.

He sco ed, " Mo." a2

Ashaki smirked, "Suuure. You're almost looking at me cross eyed."

She chuckled, a tinkling light sound among the tenor and bass

growling voices from the surrounding Yautja crowd.

Enough alcohol was in his system to almost make him drunk. He was

buzzed more than anything else.

Much to his further frustration, Ashaki sat beside him on the bench. It

was too tall for her, so  her short legs dangled underneath, kicking

back and forth. He inhaled her scent like a drug addict before

scooting slightly away to avoid contact. This was not the time for this.

His mind was clouded as a result of his drinking.

"I have to warn you..." she leaned closer, her hair brushing against his

arm, "I tend to spread out when I sleep. Say goodbye to your blanket,

too, 'cuz I have a habit of stealing it."

The Elite chu ed, "I am much larger than you. It is you who should

worry about the space being taken up."

Her laugh warmed his body more than the alcohol. He found the

world falling away again—what a bizarre feeling...

"Does your body still hurt? A er the ice planet?" She changed the

subject, her fingers hovering over the new scars that spanned from

below his ribs to just above his hip.

Dhare tensed, his blood racing to his locs at her nearness. He buried

the emotions that swirled within his body and let her touch the scars.

Her touch was light, careful; she traced them with the pads of her

fingers. The Elite dared not to let any emotion show in front of the

Yautja that stood around the fire.

Ashaki began to swing her feet in time with the so  music. The beat

of the drum she picked up with the tap of her finger on the bench.

"I'm glad you're healing so well. I guess it's that alien biology of

yours, huh?" She craned her neck to smile up at him.

He grunted an a irmative, turning his gaze back to the fire where the

females and a few males had begun to dance to the music. Their

movements were sharp and measured like they were sparring. A few

stomped their feet as they stood in place, roaring loud enough for the

avian creatures to hear. a2

" Sei'i."

Ashaki smiled more when R'Shasti approached, the giant female

casting a derisive look his way.

"Dhare." She nodded.

"R'Shasti." He replied.

"Having fun?" R'Shasti directed her gaze to Ashaki, his little human

companion nodding.

"Yeah, thank you. This is great!"

The human woman cast a glance so quickly at him that he would've

missed it if he wasn't so skilled at observing prey. Her eyes sparkled

in the firelight; the gold in her warm brown eyes shined with

happiness.

He rarely saw her like this. The last time had been on Haven when

they spent time in the aquamarine surf. It was where he had pinned

her in the sand...

"Male, our pup is at the top of his training group. Once I beat the last

of that attitude of yours out of him, he will be a great hunter." She set

her hands on her hips, her locs swaying at her neck as she jutted a hip

out to the side.

"Perhaps our next can have a better demeanor..." he purred as he

appreciated her curves. This strong female was a welcome distraction

from the forbidden fruit sitting beside him.

R'Shasti growled, her mandibles spreading slightly with her

annoyance. Those sharp yellow eyes missed nothing and Dhare

shrunk under her scrutiny.

"That's right, male. You will do best to learn your place." Her eyes

flashed to Ashaki before saying, "You best not ignore the flower that

blooms or that flower will wilt before your eyes."

He couldn't make sense of what she was advising on, so he chose to

ignore her words with a sco .

"Join us for a drink, Kiki?" The giant bearer of his pup turned her

attention to Ashaki, who's eyes went wide at the nickname.

She smiled. "Of course! I am feeling quite parched. It's been a long

day." She hopped o  the bench and followed R'Shasti.

A few paces away she paused, turning back and asked, "Will you be

okay, Dhare?"

He nodded and drank the last of his brew, his shoulders sagging as

she continued to walk away.

Pauk...he both hated and loved to see her leave...

A glance in his mug had him rising to his feet to refill his drink. More

alcohol was needed. He didn't need to drown in it. He needed to

become one with it.

• • •

Ashaki had only taken a sip of the strange drink before she felt an

immediate buzz. Liquid heat flooded her body so quickly, she had to

shake her head to think straight. Oh, that was definitely some kind of

alcohol. Even the smell went straight to her sinuses and fried her

frontal cortex

Whatever it was, it was strong.

" C'ntlip too strong for ooman." Laughed M'Jadti. She stood before

Ashaki with R'Shasti sitting on a bench next to them. The giant

females drank from their cups without a problem, the drink better

suited for their bodies.

"Yeah, wow." She whispered, "It's good, though." Timidly she took

another sip. It had a spice quality like drinking straight bourbon.

This time it relaxed her and filled her body with a hazy heat. A small

giggle le  her mouth as she listened to the wild drumming behind

her. The fire cast a warm golden glow on everyone around her,

illuminating the dark jungle around the village. As she drank yet

another sip, the world became more magical.

"Issfine..." slurred Ashaki, setting the heavy mug on the bench. She

wiped the condensation her hands had acquired from the cold drink

onto her loincloth.

The human woman made her way closer to the fire and swayed her

hips side to side, letting herself get lost in the beat. Her hands to the

sky, she let herself believe she was in a club back on Mars, dancing

erotically to the steady beat. Instead of electronic music she had the

driving pulse of deep drums that resonated in her chest. a1

As she turned a full rotation, rolling her hips in a fluid motion, her

eyes found Dhare sitting not too far o  guzzling his own drink. A large

Yautja female spoke to him, her body leaning into his. The giant

asshole sat in a way that made his already sizable bulk bigger. His

wide chest pu ed out like a bird's as he focused on the female next to

him. One of his large hands caressed her scaled thigh.

Seeing such wanton flirting made jealousy burn in Ashaki's chest. It

was dumb, but her base emotions told her to hate this female. A

primitive part of her screamed that the alien woman was encroaching

on her territory.

Dhare was her friend, not that Amazon's! The bitch had no right! She

hadn't saved his life in a fucking blizzard. She hadn't had to deal with

his bullshit. She probably didn't even care for his company other than

for his dick!

That slut! Sco ed Ashaki mentally.

As the beat drove on, she swayed her hips with measured practice.

Many men salivated when she showed them how her hips moved.

They roamed with a so  rippling bounce. She had he  there, tactile

and heavy. Rather than be on the bottom, Ashaki preferred the top,

where she could ride her lover. Her moves hinted at her desired

position. In time with the music, she rolled her hips out in a languid,

sensual motion, pulling out her best show. On the last turn she

caught Dhare's eyes for just a moment and held them as she

continued her slow dance.

He quickly looked away, his attention returning to the Amazon.

Abruptly, Ashaki wanted to go lay down for the night. Something

nagged at her brain that she'd had enough fun and needed to be

alone.

She said her goodbye to her new alien acquaintances and wandered

away. In an inebriated haze she tried to remember where her shared

yurt with Dhare was.

Blurry, darkened aliens passed as she staggered through the village

trying to find a familiar building...but they all looked the same. Every

single one of them. The rounded buildings with domed roofs were

carbon copies in the semi-darkness of the night. Panic bubbled to the

surface and Ashaki found herself shaking with frustration. This feeling

was foreign; being lost was something that had never happened

before.

When she was about to give up and sink to the ground to rest a hand

wrapped around her upper arm. She shrieked and moved to yank

herself free of the o ending paw.

In the haze, she whipped around to see who it was and recognized

the familiar green, yellow, and white skin—a faded triangular scar on

his forehead confirmed his identity as Dhare. Standing there in the

night he was massive and imposing. Her alien companion's body,

ripped and muscled to perfection, dwarfed her own. A low rumble

stirred to life in his chest as he wrapped his hands around her thighs

and pressed her against a wall.

Out of impulse, Ashaki wrapped her legs around his wide hips to

steady herself.

Dhare leaned in so close his hot breath wa ed over her face. He

strongly smelled of that alien alcohol and a heady musk that

reminded her of sandalwood and freshly fallen rain.

Fuuuck he smells so good. a1

She giggled, wrapping her arms around his neck and rubbing her

forehead against his. He purred more and returned the gesture. One

of his arms wrapped around her middle as they stood there, his free

hand flattening on the wall next to her.

"Hmmmm, you smell nice..." whispered Ashaki as she rested her

cheek on his rough skinned chest.

"You are one to talk. Your scent...it bewitches me. Haunts me..." The

Yautja panted, "I hate what it does to me..." he snarled the last few

words.

Oh boy, the alcohol had gotten to both of them. It was especially

strong on Dhare's breath. She laughed at him, lightly, dripping with

giddy alcoholic saturation. How many times was she going to end up

in this position with him today? They just kept getting more and more

intimate. Was he about to devour her? She booped his nonexistent

nose. a1

But her mood shi ed as easily as the tide. She defocused and looked

towards the moon through the trees. She really wanted to sleep,

though. Crashing for the night sounded better than whatever the fuck

was going on here. A part of her mind rang the alarm bells that this

was wrong, that it was unnatural and shouldn't be happening, but

the alcohol pushed it aside for a more primal aspect to take over.

It was the animal brain's time to shine, so o en it lay dormant, but

not tonight.

"Dhare..." she li ed her face shakily to meet his heavy lidded gaze.

He grunted in question, but in that brief delay, Ashaki's shi ing

arousal dissolved away.

"Help me find the way to our place for the night?" She hiccupped,

"I...can't find it."

Some clarity appeared in his yellow eyes and he nodded, letting her

slide down his body until she stood on wobbly legs. Keeping a hand

on her upper arm to steady her, he led her right there, which

apparently she had passed just minutes ago.

Inside, Ashaki hung her circlet on a wall hook, kicked her shoes o ,

and immediately curled up on the bed, pulling a fur pelt over her

body. Groaning in satisfaction she curled into a small ball. Dhare

wasted no time, either, his heavy weight settling into the bed next to

her. She immediately felt the heat of his body wash over her.

Gosh he's warm...

Ashaki dared to peek over the top of her pelt to look at him.

Her heart skipped a beat when she found him watching her, his body

angled towards her. Some of his long locs had fallen over his shoulder

to lay on the bed and framed the Yautja's face. His mandibles

twitched as they stared at one another.

"What happened...w-with yourrr Ammazon?" Ashaki stammered,

struggling to speak coherently. The alcohol tied her tongue and it

frustrated her.

"Not interested anymore." Dhare moved closer, scooting his body so

close that he made her feel tiny compared to him. a2

Through her bleary eyes, Ashaki traced his face. Her courage was

always strong. Asking a direct question never normally gave her

trouble, but now, it was strangely di icult. He didn't want him to

become suddenly cold when she asked, because the truth was that

she was slowly coming to think of him as her friend, as an ally. Maybe

with him, she could carve out a new life. She was forced into his

company, but she had the power to guide what that meant. She

swallowed around her liquor-wet tongue.

"Why not?" Her brows scrunched together with confusion.

He grunted, "She is...shallow."

"Oh." Ashaki whispered. Then her brain skipped in her daze to a new

question. "Are we friends now? I haven't had a friend in a long while."

" Sei'i. Friends." a1

She smiled so ly, averting her eyes when a blush warmed her cheeks.

"You're my friend. Not hers..." the inebriated woman whispered. a1

They lay there in comfortable silence with only the sound of their

breathing. Once again she felt that intimacy that she craved so much.

His body heat was relaxing and was helping her fall asleep. Dhare

spoke as she straddled the line between consciousness and sleep.

"I am glad I saved you on that planet." a2

Squinting at him, Ashaki tried to figure out what he was talking

about. It was out of character. Maybe he was feeling some remorse

finally?

Her Yautja companion explained further, his voice trilling so ly. "You

had been impaled by a kiande amedha so many cycles ago. I am not

regretful of my decision to interfere and prevent your death."

Huh?

She stared into his yellow eyes and saw again those golden flecks in

the low ambient light that came from around the edge of the ceiling.

They looked gold again, her heart skipping a beat when familiarity

struck her again.

There was no way...it just wasn't possible...or was it?

Sleep nagged at her consciousness, threatening to pull her under.

She couldn't find a good answer to what he said. She tried, "Th-thank

you..?"

One of his thick fingers curled and caressed her cheek ever so gently,

being careful with his sharp talon. Her heart raced in her breast and

she leaned into his tender touch.

"Slumber, Ashaki." Dhare pulled his hand away and settled into a

comfortable position.

"When you're not being such a jerk, you're actually quite sweet.." a1

Ashaki yawned and settled into the bed. Gentle oblivion tugged her

into the realm of dreams where for the first time in a long time she

slept peacefully.

Continue reading next part 
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