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Bonus Scene – O’rrin The Protector – Roxie Ray 

 

Timing: Between chapter 23 and the Epilogue 

Context & Location: Hetta and O’Rrin are settling into N’Akkar and realizing there’s a whole lot 

they need to do before the baby comes! 

 

O’Rrin 

“Are you sure there is nothing wrong with her?” I narrowed my eyes to slits as I stared 

at the eldest of the females. They were our healers, and right now I doubted their skills. My 

Hetta had been throwing up several times a day for the past two menlin, and that was not 

acceptable. They needed to fix her, and fast. 

Hetta exchanged a look with L’Raik, who was the friendliest of the four women. “It’s 

normal with a baby,” my mate explained again. “While this baby is half N’Akron, I am human, 

and it’s normal.” 

My tongue flicked out in a hiss. I didn’t like that answer, no matter how many times I got 

it. “Is there not an herb you can give her?” I asked L’Raik, whose eyes were the pale gold of 

calm. It was like she was trying to soothe me, but there would be none of that until my mate 

felt better. 

“You could brew a tea, but it may not take away the sickness,” another of the Elders 

said. “Our stores of the herbs are limited because we have not needed them.” The sadness in 

her tone made protectiveness shiver across my scales. While there was a dozen females in my 

tribe, only half of them were of child-bearing age and most of them were mated. There were no 

options in the tribe for ones such as me. 

Until now. 

“What herbs do I need?” I asked, turning to look at Hetta. “I will go find them.” 

“I’ll come with,” my sweet-hearted mate said. 

I slitted my eyes in her direction. “No, you will not.” 

Her back straightened and she lifted her small chin in my direction, her eyes narrowing 

without changing the black in her eyes. “Excuse me?” 



I blinked my clear eyelid. “You need to be excused?” Had I missed something? Did she 

need to void? 

She sighed. “It’s a figure of speech.” 

“Oh.” The N’Akron didn’t really have those, not like that. They didn’t translate well on 

the small metal attached to my ear. Either that or my mate was using them wrong, but she was 

fierce and intelligent. It was the metal, because metal was neither of those things. 

My Hetta turned back to the elders and gave them a polite, sweet smile. “Thank you, 

ladies, really. We’ll bring you back some of the herbs.” 

Amusement twinkled in L’Raik’s eyes as she nodded. “We will leave you to your 

discussion.” She gestured with a pale hand to the flap of their home, and I carefully turned to 

assist Hetta to her feet. She was the most important thing in my world, after all, especially since 

she was carrying my baby. 

We had made it maybe half a dozen handspans from the healer’s home when Hetta 

stopped, her hands propped on her hips in a gesture I recognized. Whatever had gone wrong in 

the home, she was not pleased with me and I was about to hear about it. I liked how fierce my 

mate was, because it meant we would have fierce children and they would be more than able 

to carry on our lineage and provide for our tribe. 

“What was that?” Hetta asked, her voice low yet not a hiss like we N’Akron could do. 

“What was what?” I frowned. Had she forgotten something already? 

“That chauvinist bull you tried to pull in there.” Her round eyes narrowed, and she was 

clearly angry. 

I tried to piece together her words with the mental images I got and failed. “Chav-nist-

bool?” 

She sighed and rubbed her forehead. “Aliens.” 

“To me, you are the alien,” I pointed out. I paused. “A very attractive alien,” I added, just 

in case she needed to hear that. For all there were several other aliens—hoomans, as she called 

them—the only one that mattered to me was Hetta. 

“I’m not going to argue with you in public.” Hetta scowled, but it wasn’t as full of anger 

as it had been before. I made a mental note that commenting on her appeal to me seemed to 



calm her when she was upset. I would have to keep that in mind for the next time I no doubt 

did something that earned me her anger. 

“Then we will go home.” The corner of my lips threatened to twitch, because she was 

appealing even when angry, but I did not tell her that. Instead, I merely gestured in the 

direction of our home. 

Hetta scowled at me again, a hand on her belly, and stalked off in that direction. 

Humans were strange. Maybe I needed to ask Hetta’s clanmates Jackie or Erica for advice. I 

made a mental note to do that later. 

“I should have asked them how long I’ll be pregnant,” my Hetta muttered, seeming to 

calm some as she pushed open the flap to our hut. “You said your gestations are longer than 

humans, right?” 

“Our ges-what?” Humans used such big words. 

“How long the baby’s in my belly.” Hetta pointed. 

That was easier. “Many menlin,” I agreed. 

“That helps,” Hetta drawled, then her face seemed to relax and she moved closer, 

pulling her arms around me and holding me close. “I missed you.” 

I stroked a hand down her hair, ignoring the ache in my cock I got whenever she was 

close. “We have spent the morning together, my mate.” 

“There’s so much to do before the baby gets here.” Her hands gripped my backside, as if 

she delighted in the feel of it. “God, you have the best ass.” 

“Thank you?” We didn’t have a saying like that in N’Akron, but in the past, whenever 

she had given or received compliments, that seemed to be her response. 

She chuckled and pulled back, reaching up to tenderly stroke my cheek. “You’re so 

adorable.” 

This time it was my turn to scowl, my ridge brows fierce. “I am not adorable.” I almost 

spit the word, because my mind immediately associated it with things like the fluffy crawlers we 

occasionally hunted for meat. 

“Yes you are.” Hetta grinned. 



My mood was not truly black, but as a N’Akron warrior, I was not quite certain about 

being associated with such a word. But it seemed to make my Hetta happy, and that was my 

priority. “Okay.” 

She chuckled again, her lips curving into a smile that made me want to press my mouth 

against hers. Was there anything more appealing than my mate? I was the luckiest of males. 

“We’ll need to figure out where to put a crib,” Hetta murmured as she turned away, 

looking at the far side of our home. It was a large circle, built up to a peak where smoke could 

escape when a fire was lit. Our sack was settled on one side, and my weapons and gear took up 

most of the rest of the space. 

“Crib?” I mouthed the word after I said it, because it sounded important to her. “What is 

that?”  

“It’s for the baby.” She crossed her arms over her chest, clearly lost in thought. “We’ll 

need some bones to make it, most likely. Some leather to tie it together. It doesn’t make sense 

to have it off the ground, not in our hut, so we don’t have to worry about that.” 

“Hetta, my love,” I said, moving up behind her and putting my hands on her shoulders. 

She tilted her head back to look at me, and I could not resist leaning down to claim her mouth 

with mine. Her lips slid open, her tongue sliding against mine in a way that made my cock press 

against her. When I finally pulled back, she was panting, and I barely remembered I had been 

speaking. Then I remembered what I had meant to say. “I understood little of what you said.” 

Hetta’s soft, pink mouth curved into a trickster smile, and she reached up to pat my 

cheek again in the gesture she liked so much. “You’d better figure it out,” she told me. “The 

baby’s coming, whether you want it to or not.” 

I did not gulp, because I was a strong N’Akron warrior who was not afraid of babies. But 

I might have been intimidated by the thought of my own, of having a little one so dependent on 

me. Just a tiny bit. But it also brought warmth to my soul in a way nothing else did. I would 

make sure this baby would get everything I had not. We would raise it as a family, by each 

other’s sides. I hissed softly at the thought, earning a questioning gaze from Hetta. 

“Let us get started,” I murmured to her, feeling determined. I could feel her brighten up 

against me, like she was pleased by our united front. “I have much to figure out.” 


