
        
            
                
            
        

    THE FATING

DIANNA ROMAN





Copyright © 2023 DIANNA ROMAN
All rights reserved. Any references to historical events, real people, or real places are used fictitiously. Names, characters, trademarks, and places are products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any trademarks, service marks, product names or named features are assumed to be the property of their respective owners and are only used for reference. There is no implied endorsement if any of these terms are used. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, transmitted, or used in any matter without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews. 

The scanning, uploading, or distribution of this book without permission is a theft of the author’s intellectual property. For information address diannaromanbooks@hotmail.com 

Published by Wild One Press LLC                                                                                                                 Cover design by Wild One Press  

Proofing by Margaret Neal
Editing by Jennifer Green / JennReadsMMBooks.com

ISBN: 978-1-959553-13-7 (Trade Paperback) 
ISBN: 978-1-959553-15-1 (Special Cover Edition)
ISBN: 978-1-959553-11-3 (eBook)




CONTENT ADVISORY





This is a work of romantic erotica fiction, which contains explicit sexual content. Please be aware of the following topics that some may find triggering and read at your own discretion:


Public fornication
Prolonged sexual intercourse due to bonding
Explicit adult language and sexual content
Discussions of death in war zones
Male reproduction via seedling growth; no MPREG




Contents

 
Title Page
Copyright
CONTENT ADVISORY
DEDICATION
PROLOGUE
CHAPTER 1
CHAPTER 2
CHAPTER 3
CHAPTER 4
CHAPTER 5
CHAPTER 6
CHAPTER 7
CHAPTER 8
CHAPTER 9
CHAPTER 10
CHAPTER 11
CHAPTER 12
CHAPTER 13
CHAPTER 14
CHAPTER 15
CHAPTER 16
CHAPTER 17
CHAPTER 18
CHAPTER 19
CHAPTER 20
CHAPTER 21
CHAPTER 22
CHAPTER 23
CHAPTER 24
CHAPTER 25
CHAPTER 26
EPILOGUE
DEAR READER
ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS
BOOKS BY DIANNA




DEDICATION

To everyone who was ever afraid to try something out of fear of being laughed at




PROLOGUE

‘Three or four years, Cole. We’ll stockpile our crypto and see the far reaches of the universe. By the time we’re done, we can buy our own planet. We’ll be fucking kings!’
Ramus’ speech sounds far less glamorous now as I watch a Skogari mutant flush my friend’s lifeless, battered body out of the rubbish hold and into orbit. The damn heathens didn’t even put him in a morgue capsule.
Thirty-six years old, a galactic Navy hero, twice-decorated—now he’s space trash. A fragile, fleshy piece of debris to be frozen by deep space atmosphere, sentenced to float aimlessly, hundreds of light years away from another humanoid.
Kings.
The irony.
Twisting my wrists inside my shackles does little to restore the blood flow to my hands. I lost sensation in my arms two days ago when these mutants pinned them above my head to the bay wall after dragging me half-conscious onto this filthy heap of a ship. I’ve only seen a few slave galleons in my time, but these Skogari have set the precedent for uncivilized captivity.
I can only hope the dead Borwaine hanging from the clevis next to mine will be joining Ramus shortly. The oafish creature smelled bad enough when he was alive. I can’t imagine what a few more hours will do now that he’s perished from an untreated blast wound. He was here when they loaded me and Rasmus; likely an unfortunate captive from their last slave scavenging mission. I’m lucky that my only injury was a nasty bash to the head since the Galactic Aid Conventions don’t seem to be high on their priority list.
A slave.
Fuck.
I can’t actually be a slave.
Ten years in Galactic Naval Service, three years of crazy adventures, chasing down universal criminals with a crew that became more of a family to me than mine ever was, and this is how it ends?
This can’t be it. This cannot be how my life is supposed to end. I’m only thirty-two, for fuck’s sake.
I’m a tough bastard. I don’t care that this freakish species is ten-feet-tall and has arms the size of my body. I have wits, damn it. There has to be a way out of this.
Just like there was for Kormac and Blistar?
Shit.
Those poor bastards put up a good fight. I’ll give them that. Toughest Tellquines I’ve ever seen, and I’ve seen my share. I sure as hell won’t miss how loud they snored or the way they used to fight over that stupid nardabi game they used to play after mess hours.
Chuckling at the memory of the brothers wrestling each other into headlocks over that damn game on our ship, my morose laugh sounds weak and parched. Man, the captain blew a gasket that time Kormac smashed Blistar’s head into the meal processor. It wouldn’t make anything but Celdonian bachi bread for three days.
Fuck.
Stop it.
Don’t miss anyone, Cole. If you fucking miss them, you won’t keep your head clear for whatever comes next. They knew what they signed up for just like you did. Why did we ever flip that stupid coin?
Sixty-million crypto.
That’s why.
Sixty million to track down a space station terrorist and the ship he was last seen in headed for the outer reaches of Galaxy 6871. We were all thinking the same thing; horror stories of the outer reaches be damned. Retirement was too tempting of a prize to say no.
I’m the only one left to tell that stupid story now.
Me. Just me.
The hollow pit in my stomach expands and sinks, replaying the bombardment of our ship. It all happened so fast. Two Skogari battleships appearing like an ominous nightmare. Our ship’s intel link barely had time to scan and identify the crafts for us. One minute, you’ve never even heard of the Skogari, the next you’re witnessing first-hand their ungodly firepower and behemoth mutant strength. Ten-foot-tall beasts with crackled red skin that looks like fire rock. Yellow eyes like a blazing sun. Fists the size of my head.
They knew what they were doing. I felt the bridge explode all the way from my tail gunner hatch. Our shields were as effective as moon dust against whatever they use in their cannons. I’ve never seen anything like it.
After the captain and flight crew were incinerated into dust and ash, they boarded us in what felt like seconds, mowing down our scant crew before we could even employ our breach protocols. It was a slaughter, and then… they just stopped. I didn’t understand why they didn’t shoot me, but it all makes sense now. The kind of slaves they want need to be ones they can overpower without too much trouble.
Rasmus and I were the only two they spared—the only two humans on our ship, the smallest species. Kormac and Blistar would have caused them too many problems. The realization isn’t doing much for my ego.
If this splitting headache would just go away, I could think. I could focus on more than this hazy orange lighting in the holding bay and the odd stench of their fuel system’s exhaust.
The outer reaches. What the fuck were we thinking?
They tell horror stories about the outer reaches of 6871 for a reason. Watching the cell block guard lob his laser cutter through the dead Borwaine’s wrists, making it fall to the floor, I have a feeling I’m not going to enjoy discovering the reasons.




CHAPTER 1

My lips feel as parched as the desolate soil of Hutakah, my new home, my hell. Scorching days under two suns. Freezing nights and frigid winds with nothing but a shipping container for shelter.
Three months. It’s already been three months of mining this iridescent-blue rock from Hutakah’s caves that the Skogari treasure. How I’ve lasted this long on meager meals of planet rats is a miracle.
The fleet of Borwaine that came in on the same slave galleon as me drop by the handful every day. Their dumpy shapes and tender flesh make them ill-suited for both this climate and the grueling labor. Those that look like they’re succumbing to the elements are picked off by impatient Skogari labor camp guards who have little tolerance for fatigue. It’s only a matter of time until it’s my turn. I’ve always been fit, but any trace of fat on my body is long gone, leaving lean muscle and showing the definition of my ribcage.
Every day, I axe the quornet stone, load my carts, and push them up to the unloading station. And I watch. I watch for some sign of escape, for a cruiser that I might be able to put on autopilot, for any new arrivals that look like they may be of use. But so far, nothing.
Under the merciless guard of the Skogari, it is every species for themselves on this hell rock. As big and brutish as they look, they’re smart enough not to trust prisoners. We’re always in pairs of twos; no group details. I don’t think I’ve worked with the same prisoner more than twice during my time here. That makes building a rapport to identify who can be of use for an escape plan quite difficult. It doesn’t help that I’ve never even encountered more than half the species of prisoners here. I was a gunnery specialist, not a damn linguist.
“Shahkra-too-git leh-meh-khar!” a guard shouts at me as I stand outside of my shipping container, bleary-eyed after another restless night.
‘Get your ass moving.’
I’ve learned that much of their cryptic language. He motions with his clawed fist to my right. Rubbing my eyes, I turn my head to discover my co-worker for the day. Please don’t let it be another Borwaine. Built like hippopotamuses on two legs, their clumsy gait leaves the brunt of cartloads on my shoulders.
When the sleep clears my eyes, I’m left staring at him. Him.
Are they serious? I don’t know whether to feel ecstatic or wary to be paired with the hulking, pale green humanoid.
He… watches me.
I’ve caught him dozens of times. Since he arrived three weeks ago, I’ve felt those cool silver eyes of his on me through the yard fences.
When did they move him to my yard? And where is his crew mate?
Glancing around, I spot the only other humanoid on this godforsaken space rock. Another towering green man, looking none too pleased to be paired up with a Borwaine.
Why the fuck is he giving me that death glare? I didn’t ask to be assigned with his friend. And how in the hell have the two of them survived this long in only pants? Can you even call what they’re wearing pants?
The crotch area has a flap that runs from underneath their business and fastens at either side of the V of their groins, leaving a sliver of the upper portion of their bare green thighs peeking out. That’s one way to take a leak, I guess, but I prefer to avoid a draft on my nuts in weather like this.
Their broad, sculpted chests are unclothed, yet they appear to be barely affected by the frigid morning air. What are they?
I didn’t expect there to be any humanoids near the outer reaches, except for foolhardy bounty hunters like me and Rasmus. They look completely human though, except for their coloring and their hair, silver-gray. Shuffling forward to avoid a bash on the head by a Skogari fist, I notice my detail partner’s hair is close cut at the sides with some length on the top swooped toward the back of his head in a militaristic cut. He even has facial hair like a human. The stubble of his goatee contrasts against his pale green flesh as he smiles at me. He’s… smiling.
My heart jackknifes into my throat. Smiles aren’t universal. Some species spit on others to show congeniality. It’s the most comforting thing I’ve encountered on this planet. Maybe these guys are more humanoid than I suspected. This wasteland has made me paranoid. Nodding my chin at him, I step in stride with his long legs.
He’s got to be at least six-foot-nine. I’m no slouch at six-foot-two with a stocky frame, but I wonder how I’d compare on his planet, given that his friend is only a few inches shorter than him but with broader shoulders.
“Too-mah gorep, di fraymar.” His voice is thick and husky, speaking syllables I’ve never heard.
My ignorance of languages is kicking my ass today. My brother was right. I should have picked a job that required more brains and less brawn.
‘Not everyone’s a playboy, Renwick.’ I curse him in my mind. What I wouldn’t give to see his smug face now to tell him that in person. Galactic negotiator. A fucking negotiator. He gets wined and dined while I’ve spent more than a decade assembling gunnery systems and taking down criminals. I picked the wrong path. Not even Renwick and his galactic connections will find me here.
Tripping over a rock on the way to the caves, I right myself before the green giant can put his outstretched hand on me. So, he’s civil and compassionate. Good to know.
Shaking my head, I side-eye the guard to our right and whisper, “No talking until we reach the caves.”
He's been here long enough. He should have figured that much out by now, not that I’ll be able to understand him if he speaks again. Judging by the way he looks at me in wonder, he didn’t comprehend a word out of my mouth either.
Great. No wonder the Skogari thought it was safe to pair us together. Bastards. So much for shooting the shit about busting the hell out of here.
Flipping on the switch to one of the lanterns they distribute each morning, I lead the way into the cave we’ve been assigned to. I don’t make it very far when the peculiar queasiness that’s been plaguing me the past few weeks hits in force as we pass through the narrow entrance. My stomach tightens as though there’s a hard knot forming deep in the pit of my belly.
Fuck. What in the hell is going on with me? It’s like someone injected adrenaline into my flesh. Bracing a hand on the cave wall, I pause to let out a slow breath in the hopes of slowing my rapid pulse.
“Ma chintuk, yaki bor?” the deep voice rumbles behind me.
How sad is it that the concern I imagine in his tone stirs a yearning inside of me? It’s for the best that we can’t understand each other. Compassion won’t do me any favors in this place, even if the words I don’t comprehend soothe my pulse.
“I’m fine,” I wheeze, pinching my eyes closed for one more deep breath in the darkness.
Something grazes the back of my head, making me flinch. I’m about to smack it away, dreading that it’s one of the ginormous cave spiders I’ve encountered, but the things rubbing my scalp through my thick brown hair feel a lot like fingers. It’s him. He’s… petting me?
Turning around in the cramped space, I’m greeted by a dim glow of light illuminating his chest. But it’s not from my lantern, which is hanging down at my side, still clutched in my hand. The light is coming from him. It’s coming from the tiny silver stars littered across his pecs. I thought they were tattoos since his buddy doesn’t have them, but I think I’ve just been proven wrong.
As unsettled as I am about being petted by the giant green humanoid male whom I’ve only just met, I’m fascinated by the sight. The soft white light grows under the rise and fall of his chest as I stare in wonder.
“Bin di Tambric, yak shambor dik,” he whispers in equal wonder, his gaze traveling from his chest to my face.
He chuckles in what sounds like disbelief and then smiles at me, revealing two rows of perfect, white, humanoid teeth. Why is he… reaching for me?
Before his palm can cup my cheek, I back away. Just my luck. The first humanoid I encountered on this planet doesn’t comprehend personal space.
“Watch the hands there, buddy,” I warn politely, because even though I compare to him in strength, he’s still over half a foot taller than me.
Schooling his features in confusion, he doesn’t seem to understand why I’m not grateful for his petting or celebrating his chest lights. Nodding toward our passage, I deflect.
“Come on. Let’s get moving before one of those Skogaris sends a blast down here to get us moving.”
We work for hours, prying the iridescent-blue quornet stone from the cramped pockets of the cave. It’s scattered in nooks and crannies throughout the vast cave network, explaining why it requires a massive amount of manual labor rather than modern mining techniques. As we load and push cart after cart back out the entrance to our designated dumping zone, my green co-worker doesn’t attempt to speak to me again. That doesn’t, however, stop his fascination, and he’s been side-eyeing me all day with a curious little smile on his face.
If he’s a cannibalistic species, I wish he’d just show his cards right now, so I can bash his head in with one of these stones. There’s nothing to use for defense in the shipping containers we lodge in at night. If he’s a threat, I’d rather find out now. I’ve seen my share of after-hours scuffles that ended in death. The guards’ policy is to let nature take its course and replace the depleted workforce with new captives.
He doesn’t have fangs, Cole. Quit being paranoid.
My internal scolding doesn’t diminish my discomfort as he flashes me another of those appreciative smiles. Recalling his buddy’s death glare this morning, I reconsider my assumption. Now that I think about it, same sex mating is a more plausible explanation for his interest in me rather than cannibalism.
Fantastic. He likes what he sees.
I can’t say I blame him. I’m not ugly. I’m not a prude either. I’ve had my share of romps with both humanoids and non-humanoids, except they were all females. Can’t say I ever felt the urge to dip my rod in the same gender pool, though. His jealous lover has nothing to worry about from me.
Cresting the opening of the cave with our loaded cart, we both pause to catch our breath. Well, I do, at least. This bastard has stamina, I’ll give him that. I know he’s been humoring me, stopping when I take my little breaks like he needs them, too.
The roar of engines draws our attention to the open valley beyond the caves between us and the holding area fence. Holy shit. It’s a fighter vessel! A fucking fighter vessel.
I’ve seen nothing but transport crafts land since my arrival. I assume they all embarked from one of the battleships that took me, Rasmus, and that fleet of Borwaine. Even if I could figure out how to fly one of the transport crafts, I’d not make it very far without any weaponry, but a fighter vessel? Shit. I might stand a chance.
Glancing at the green giant, I find him gaping back at me, too. He’s thinking the same thing. Maybe I did finally get paired with the right guy.
Nodding toward the vessel, I motion my hand in an upward arc. “Can you fly?” I ask, pointing to him. I repeat the gesture with more emphasis. “Can you fly that?”
There’s intelligence in his silver-gray eyes that I didn’t notice before. His features go serious, and he nods.
“Nik,” he confirms.
Yes.
I just learned my first word of his language. I’ve been here too long to have patience for false hope, although that may be all this is. I have no idea how to get past these guards and make it to the fighter some five hundred yards away, but I elaborate by motioning between us.
“You and me. Fly away from here,” I emphasize in the briefest terms possible, but add, “Nik?”
Grinning, he nods. “Nik. Dik tow yak.”
Dik tow yak. You and me. At least, I hope that’s what it means.
Squinting, he stares off across the yard as though he’s searching for something. I find the object of his perusal, his long-haired friend who’s unloading a cart three cave entrances down from us. They’re discreet, but the unspoken message as they glance from each other to the fighter vessel and back is sealed with a nod of understanding from each. This better be a party of three. If they cut me out, I swear to all the gods, I’ll hunt them down and make them regret the day they left me here.




CHAPTER 2

We’re never going to get our chance. It’s been hours without an opportunity having presented itself to either overpower or sneak past the guards. There’s no way a fighter is going to stay grounded here for very long. Not to mention, a half dozen soldiers who deplaned the fighter are consorting with the guards or making trips back and forth to unload supplies from their craft. Whatever they’re doing, they’ll be done soon. Why the fuck did I even entertain the idea?
My foul mood, along with the bizarre sensations that have been stirring in my body all day, is doing my head in. My nuts are aching like I need to rub one out.
Blistar and Kormac used to say that the anticipation of a fight would get their blood hot, but I just assumed they were goofy bastards, talking shit. My dick is the last thing I’m worried about right now, though, and the possibility of a fight looks futile.
Huffing for breath as the green giant and I crest the entrance of the cave with another load of stone, I stretch my back to relieve the tightening in my gut. He seems to be just as displeased as me by our narrowing window of opportunities today. I can’t imagine the vessel will remain here much longer, nor seeing another anytime soon, considering this was the first one to arrive in three months. Just my luck that I finally found someone who can navigate an adequate craft, but have no chance of making it happen.
The sound of harsh speech draws my attention toward the fenced-in slave holding yards. Holy shit, there were prisoners on that craft.
Four deep-purple, tawny creatures are being unceremoniously herded toward the yard by the Skogari soldiers from the fighter vessel. Horned, scaly beasts with tails and armory vests, they look to be some type of skilled warriors—and extremely pissed off at that. From the looks of it, the Skogari are rethinking detaining them. A guard opens the yard gate to allow the thrashing prisoners entrance. Two of the fighters start undoing their shackles, and the purple beasts go still.
There’s no way they’ve gone from hostile to passive in two seconds for no reason. Do something, I silently beg them. I want nothing more than to see the Skogari get a taste of their own medicine.
The first of the four start to file inside, however, making my heart sink. Maybe the Skogari killed enough of their comrades on the way here that they’ve given up the fight and just fussed for show.
“Fuck,” I mutter under my breath.
Hanging my head, I lean on our cart, feeling like I’ve got nothing left for the day. I’m going to die here. Either I’ll waste away from toiling and be finished off by the Skogari the first time I collapse, or some uncivilized prisoner will kill me in my sleep for my boots.
A thunderous crack resounds, rattling my ears and shaking the ground so intensely our cart shifts back an inch. There’s a gaping hole in the yard fence surrounded by charred earth and three dead Skogari.
Holy fuck! Those beautiful purple aliens were packing!
I watch dumbfounded as the purple beasts snarl and attack the guards that are rushing toward the scene. One draws a small charge out of concealment from under his armory vest and lobs it at the incoming rush of guards.
I’m jerked to the side. It takes me a second to realize it wasn’t from the blast. It’s him. The green giant is shouting at me, clutching my bicep.
Escape. Right. Now is our chance.
I take off after him at a dead sprint toward the fighter vessel. If I was with my crew, I’d have a plan. I’d also be fucking armed, but I’m so desperate that I don’t care if all that I have on me are my tattered, dingy clothes and boots.
Greenie shouts to his left, where I find his long silver-haired friend has joined our mad dash. A blast flies over my head, spraying the arid soil ahead of us where it hits.
Shit! They’ve spotted us.
Another hundred feet to the loading ramp and we’ll be on board. We’re so close. So fucking close I can taste it. Please, let us make it.
“Dahmak cray!” a Skogari shouts, closing in on us to our left.
Fuck! Oh, fuck! He’s raising his blaster. We’re fucked.
Long Hair shouts to Greenie, “Vortune greech, Ditali!” He makes a ninety-degree turn and lets out a war cry, hurdling himself at the Skogari.
I nearly slam into Greenie as his steps slow. He watches in shock as his friend tries to take down the burly guard. Long Hair notices too. Even in a chokehold from the guard, he cries out insistently, “Bordat, Grantham! Yet! Bordat!”
Judging by the stern look he casts my way after giving his warning, my intuition tells me he’s yelling for his friend to save himself. Instinct tells me to help the man, not leave anyone behind, but there’s no hope for anyone on this planet if no one escapes and lives to tell about it. If the guy is going to sacrifice himself, I can at least make sure he doesn’t die in vain.
Gripping Greenie’s arm, I jerk him toward the vessel as I rush onward. “Come on! We need to go!”
He snaps out of it, those long legs of his eventually overtaking me. The sick bubble of worry in my gut inflates. Maybe it’s because I just made a silent promise to his friend who lets out a horrid cry of agony behind us that sounds like it’s his last, but I feel obligated to make sure this green giant gets out of here alive now.
Sure. Tell yourself it’s nobility, Cole. You just need him to fly. That’s why you’re scared.
Our feet pound up the loading ramp. I can hear my heartbeat in my eardrums. We’re going to make it. Sons of celestials, we’re going to make it.
Inside the doorway, my crazed eyes search for controls, but the fighter set up is as confounding to me as the slave galleon was. Greenie slams his fist into one of the buttons, and the door snaps closed. Thank fuck he seems to know what he’s doing.
Someone yells from the bridge around the corner. We exchange glances and my eyes land on a rack of blasters on the wall. He tosses me one and takes another for himself.
Before I can even figure out how to take the safety off mine, he pivots around the corner and lets loose two pulses. The guy is quick for his size, and his cheeky smiles have been replaced by a game face. Judging by the cry and subsequent crash, he immobilized his target. Yeah, I picked the right prisoner. Thank fuck.
The vessel rocks, a loud burst echoing around us. We’re being fired upon.
He yells something to me and leaps over the dead Skogari to get to the bridge. I have to trust that his urgency means he truly knows what to do, so I continue down the hall in the opposite direction to do what I know best. Popping open every cabin I come across, I do a quick scan for other crew or passengers. I’m not getting into orbit only to have one of those red mutants surprise us.
The universe must really be backing me today, because I find nothing but empty cabins, a small mess room, a medical unit, and a cargo hold—all devoid of life. The engine room is clear, leaving only the armory and the tail gunner’s crow’s nest. I’m home, back where I belong.
Setting down the blaster, I let out a cry of celebration as I feel us lift off. “You beautiful motherfucker! You can pet me all you want,” I declare, scrambling into the gunner’s seat.
The controls are foreign to me, but adrenaline and the desire for vengeance have me acclimating myself in no time, flipping every switch I can through trial and error until I’m letting loose a stream of laser rounds on the ensuing Skogari.
They scramble like rats as I unleash a firestorm in every direction. “You like that? How do you fucking like that?”
I fire repeatedly until we reach the upper atmosphere, even though my targets are now the size of pinheads. I don’t care. The fewer Skogari in existence, the better.
Panting, I unclench my grip on the cannon and let my head drop back against the seat. Stars. I see stars. I’m in the stars again, not looking up at them. We made it.
My delirious laughter fills the crow’s nest. A hot tear tracks down my cheek. Shit. The nightmare is really over.
We still have to get through the asteroid belt that I remember flying through on the journey here, but I can’t conjure any bleak thoughts. I’d happily die in space, anywhere but on Hutakah. I’m alive for now.
We’re alive, I correct myself on another laugh. I guess at this point, it makes sense to feel some camaraderie with Greenie.
I wonder where in the hell he’s from and what he was doing when he got captured. I should probably go give him my condolences at some point—once we’re far enough away from Hutakah that no responding fighter vessels can catch up to us. In my crazed onslaught of firepower, I saw Long Hair’s lifeless body on the ground, a giant blast impact in his chest. I will forever be grateful to him, however short forever could be.
It finally hits me that I’m free. Really free, and no longer have my crew. Where should I go now if we manage to escape retribution?
I think my bounty hunting days are over. Oh, my stars. The pact.
I’m rich.
We all agreed that our crypto would be distributed amongst our crew if anyone fell. I’m the last one left. I never imagined that being a possibility. I’d give up all the crypto to have my crew back, but I guarantee they’d be happy for me escaping that shithole and their crypto not going to waste.
“Maybe I’ll buy my own planet, Rasmus,” I muse, knowing he’d laugh.
Grinding my teeth, however, I think my first purchase would be a Gaines 3 pulse that would wipe out the entire Skogari fleet. Fucking bastards.
Wherever I go, whatever I do, after I blow enough Skogari into oblivion, I’m not fighting anymore. I’m finding a peaceful corner of the universe, maybe even a nice humanoid female, and spending my days in ease, loving.




CHAPTER 3

The satisfaction of watching the dead Skogari pilot’s body launching out into orbit made the struggle of dragging his weighty corpse into the debris purger worth the effort. Trash successfully taken out. Onto task number two.
My stomach flutters eyeing the bridge door, knowing I need to go in there. Why does Greenie unsettle me so much?
Get a grip, Cole. You’re partners in arms now. Just go figure out how to communicate with the guy to tell him which direction you want to go.
He must have turned the movement sensors on because the doors slide open when I approach. Turning in the helm chair, posture upright and regal, he looks like he was born to command a ship. I’m greeted with one of his bright smiles. At least now his smiles are appropriate. Freedom is definitely something worth being happy about.
I can’t help but return a semblance of one, still relieved to be off that god-awful planet. “Well, we made it,” I hedge awkwardly.
Turning back to the controls, his fingers fly over the console, all in Skogari. Clearly, he knows their language. He brings up a floating diagram of a human form, littered with descriptions in Skogari. Pointing at it and then me, he palms a handheld device and speaks into it, “You are human?”
So, he’s been doing some research while he’s been up here? I resent that he discovered my species via Skogari slave-hunting logs, but I guess that’s all he had to work with.
“Yeah,” I concur, listening as the language converter translates my response. “What about you?”
“I am Ditali. Grantham, first son of Sharmash and Roanaz Ditali. What do they call you, my dear one?”
Dear one? I guess this translator is a bit off.
“Cole. My name is Cole Barnes.” I shrink an inch at the sound of it compared to his princely title. Renwick got the cool name, and I got stuck with four boring letters. Typical of my life story.
“Cole,” he repeats slowly, testing my name on his tongue.
His eyes travel up and down my body with the new knowledge, making my stomach squirm and my flesh heat. Weird.
Do the Ditali have mind control powers or something? I’ve encountered a few species who have the ability to alter the emotions of others. I’m in no mood to find out if Grantham, son of whomever, is one of them.
“Where are you headed?” I ask.
“Home. I have set a course for my planet, Ditali.”
“Uh, how far is that?”
Bringing up a map, he indicates our location. We’ve traveled even further into the outer reaches, which is not the way I want to go. The large planet he indicated is even deeper into the outer reaches, if not beyond.
“Approximately ten days’ time if nothing amiss occurs.”
Ten days? I’m stuck venturing deeper into the outer reaches with this guy for ten days?
And I’m no navigator, but that looks like another tumultuous asteroid field on the way to his planet. No fucking thank you.
“No. I need to go away from the outer reaches. I want to get back to the center galaxy,” I explain, stepping forward.
A wave of heat assaults me like a hot blanket. It’s odd. It eases my trepidation while at the same time invisible tendrils grip my abdomen and groin, producing an ache in my balls. Light illuminates between us—his chest stars. They’re glowing again.
“Remarkable,” he whispers, glancing down at them and then back up at me.
They are. They really are. I have the strangest urge to touch them, to trace their outline with my fingertips.
Why the fuck I’m gaping at another dude’s chest and thinking about tracing shapes above his nipples is beyond me. Maybe he doesn’t possess mind control abilities at all. Maybe his species just gives off powerful pheromones. I need to hash out our travel plans quick and get the hell away from him.
“What? That’s…never happened before?”
“No. I have wished for this occurrence my entire life but have never witnessed it until now. Until you, my dear one.”
My dear one. There’s that endearment again. Maybe the translator isn’t broken, because I swear he said those words before in the cave when his stars lit up. Is he implying that I’m making him glow?
Okay. Now shit’s getting a little weird.
“Um...cool. Congratulations, but, uh, I doubt that. Look, I can understand that you probably want to get home, but I’m not keen on heading deeper into the outer reaches. I’ve had more than my fair share of them. Enough to last a lifetime. Can’t you drop me off at the closest port inside the center galaxy limits? I can pay you. I’ll make it worth your while.”
“I would happily take you anywhere you wish to go, but it is not safe to venture back through the Narwausa Belt. I am a skilled pilot, but there is nothing but Skogari outposts for many leagues. I am not concerned about other alien craft. The controls are programmed to only accept commands in Skogari. But if a Skogari vessel were to lock onto us, it appears that they could shut down our operating systems.”
Fuck. Fucking fuck.
“I have been traveling for five long years,” he continues. “I am overdue to return to my home, and now it is imperative, as I must bring the sad tidings of my lost crew to their families.”
Shit. Guilt trip much?
Sighing, I run my palm down my face, hating that his unhelpful input conflicts with my plans. Why the hell did my crew ever think it was safe to venture out this far? This is what I get for being sucked into crowd mentality greed.
“You will be our celebrated guest once my people learn you have aided their prince in escaping that hostile planet,” he adds.
Prince? He’s a fucking prince? Is this a load of bullshit and he wants to take me somewhere worse than where we just came from?
“I’m sorry about your friend who fell on Hutakah…and your crew,” I add, recalling what he said about his capture, “but I’m not exactly trusting enough of anyone right now to take a giant detour to a foreign planet. No offense.”
“You fear me?” he asks quizzically.
“No,” I scoff. Conceited much? “I don’t fear shit. I’m just skeptical of heading leagues past the outer reaches to a planet with an alien species I’ve never encountered with someone who declines my crypto.”
Frowning, he gives me a pitying look. “My dear, I assure you I am incapable of bringing you harm. Your offer of currency is appreciated, but I cannot accept it. It would not be honorable. And you have no reason to be wary of my planet. My people will worship you when I tell them who you are. One who walks in the prince’s favor is seen as highly revered.”
I want to tell him to take his ‘my dears’ and shove them up his ass, but it would be childish to point out something that might just be a nuance of his language. I haven’t exactly had to socialize with the species I’d encountered during my bounty hunting days. Bag ‘em and tag ‘em required little need for rapport.
And sadly, he’s right about heading back through the Narwausa Belt. I was on that slave galleon for days after I was captured; the craft shaking from asteroid debris the entire time. I had no prior knowledge of the Skogari before I was captured, but if their reach is as expansive as he says, I sure as shit don’t want to plop myself back in their front yard. It looks like it’s going to have to be the long way home for me… wherever the hell home may be now.
Damn it.
Maybe there are more humanoids at his end of the galaxy. He’s not terrible by any means, just… odd, but he makes it sound like I’ll be treated well on his planet. I’m probably foolish for liking the idea of being celebrated, but I need all the selling points I can get to travel into the abyss with a quirky stranger after what I’ve been through.
“Fine, but just so we’re clear,” I preface, “celebrated doesn’t mean you and your people are going to eat me for dinner or have me taxidermized and mounted on some wall?”
The look of abject horror on his face seems earnest. Good sign.
“By all the gods, that is not what humans do, is it? This would be the gravest of crimes on my planet.”
“No,” I assure him, snickering, but his repulsed expression remains. Geez, he’s literal as shit. “I just wanted to make sure I understood what you meant by ‘celebrated’.”
Rising from the captain’s chair, he towers over me. “My dearest Cole, you will be given the highest honors on my planet, I assure you. I look forward to getting better acquainted with you on our journey and telling you all about my people. I cannot wait to show you my home and hope you will find it to your liking.”
Fuck. He’s like a kid at a space camp sleepover.
“Um, sure. That’s…that’s great. I bet I’ll love it. You guys have cross-galactic capable crafts there, I hope?”
“Yes, and we have a fully equipped fleet. My people are highly advanced.”
Humble much?
Grimacing, he rubs his palm across his bare abdomen, drawing my gaze to the hills and valleys of the muscles there. The guy is ripped. I’ve seen green species before. Why in the hell is his flesh so fascinating to look at? I’ve never been keen on males. They’ve never gotten my blood hot. It’s just been a weird day. Right? Yeah. That’s all.
I’ll chalk this up to curiosity. Ten days aboard this tin can with Grantham, son of whomever, supposed prince of somewhere—I’m sure I’ll be sick of looking at him by the time we get there.
“I…uh…I’m going to go get settled in a cabin and get cleaned up. I…don’t have much flight training, but if you plan a flight path, maybe you can show me some basics. Then we can take turns at the bridge while the other rests.”
Or I can crash us into a damn asteroid, I don’t say. Stupid me choosing guts and glory over flight school.
“I did not get the impression that you speak Skogari.”
“Huh? I don’t. Why?”
“I have tried to override their system, but it is quite clever. It is programmed to take only vocal commands in Skogari.”
Are you fucking kidding me? I didn’t think it was possible to hate the Skogari even more. Great. Now I’m completely dependent on this guy. I don’t like being dependent on anyone. I learned that at a young age, when our parents were killed in the invasion of Earth 3.
“Well, that’s terrific,” I lament, but then remember how literal he is, so I elaborate. “It looks like I won’t be able to help you pilot this thing.”
“I can teach you some Skogari commands,” he offers.
He’s missing the point here. I guess freedom doesn’t include keeping your dignity.
“I don’t know how to pilot galactic crafts…at all. I don’t think it’d be wise for me to man the ship with even a few Skogari words because I’m not great with languages either.”
“You have no piloting skills?”
“No. I’m a weapons expert.”
“Yes, but every warrior on my planet is skilled in weaponry and piloting at least transport crafts.”
Subtle much? Tell me how you really feel.
“Good for them.”
He blinks at me in confusion. Oh, this is going to be a fun ten days.
I don’t care. I’m not a slave anymore. And when we get to Ditali, maybe dozens of beautiful green women in his princely court will feed me grapes by a pool.
“Humans in the naval service pick a specialty. I picked weaponry. There were literally thousands of us on a battleship. There was no need for everyone to know how to pilot.” 
Smiling, he nods, seemingly unfazed by my defensive tone. “How interesting. Worry not, dearest Cole. I am happy to man the bridge and will set an alert to wake me should there be a flight problem when I am resting.”
I’m too filthy and exhausted to care about how I feel like an inadequate crew member. Learning to fly advanced crafts after this shit show is over would be the ideal course of action, but considering I’m wealthy enough for three lifetimes now, wherever the hell I end up, I’m never flying even a surface cruiser again. I’m planting my ass on the ground for the rest of my days.
“Fantastic!” I force myself to enthuse, trying to return his smile.
This is going to be the longest ten days of my life. I can’t get off this bridge quick enough.
Halfway down the corridor, my steps falter. A peculiar sensation of loss hits me. My throat feels…thick. Like when you cry or get choked up.
Do I have PTSD? Why am I so emotional since we escaped? I survived the invasion of Earth 3—I don’t get emotional.
It has to be the unknowns of my situation. I had structure in both the naval service and my bounty hunting career. It kept me on a course my entire adult life. Limbo has apparently shaken me.
Piss off, limbo. You got this, Cole.
I probably just need food in my stomach. I haven’t eaten since last night, and my diet on Hutakah was abysmal. The only comfort I need is food, a shower, and a bed. And a break from the happiest green man in the universe.




CHAPTER 4

After four hours of cleaning the filth that was this cabin I chose, cursing at the food processor, a shave, and the longest shower ever recorded, I am clean and well fed. I barely recognize the man staring back at me in my cabin mirror. Granted, I haven’t seen my reflection in months, but I can see how much weight I’ve lost by the sharp definition of my jaw. My thick brown hair is still longer than I like it, but I assume there’s something equivalent to a barber on Grantham’s planet if he’s got hair like a human. He seems humanoid right down to his clothing. Okay, so he wears the weirdest pants I’ve ever seen, but other than that, we’re practically the same.
Speaking of pants. After twenty minutes of poking buttons on that damn fiber replicator, I have to say I’m proud of the clothing I got it to reproduce sans the tatters and tears acquired on Hutakah. I am a leaner, meaner-looking version of Cole Barnes, intergalactic bounty hunter. My snug black t-shirt and cargo pants are so pristine, they look like newly issued duds.
“Not half bad, if I do say so myself,” I tell the handsome lug in the mirror, chuckling to myself.
Best shape of my life and no one to show it off to. That figures.
Yeah, Cole, keep thinking like that and that problem in your nuts isn’t going to go away.
Fuck. They feel like they’re about to crawl up inside me. What is up with that? I haven’t been this horny since I was a teenager.
Glancing at the clean mattress on the enormous octagonal Skogari bed, the thought of sprawling out and rubbing one out is tempting. Very tempting. No doubt I’d sleep like a baby afterward.
Except… that wouldn’t be right. Would it? Not without checking on Grantham first before I jack myself into a coma.
Sighing, I adjust myself and head out into the corridor. Having a conscience is such a burden.
I wonder what he eats. Should I bring him something?
What the hell am I saying?
If he’s hungry, he can walk down to the mess room and get himself something. No need to set a precedent as his errand boy. Besides, we were clearing that asteroid belt before I headed to my cabin. There’s probably no need for manual control now. He can set a flight path to his planet and go take care of whatever things big, green, happy people need to take care of.
So why am I still staring down the corridor at the bridge door? It’s not like I owe him anything.
I helped get him off Hutakah just as much as he helped me. Even split. If he’d stop calling me his ‘dear one’, maybe I’d bring him a snack. Until then, it’s every humanoid for himself.
Still, I’ll just pop in for a second to say ‘hi’ before I face-plant into that big ass bed. Lord knows I need it after months of hellish sleep. Letting him know I’m going to hit the rack is just the polite and professional thing to do. Right.
I keep telling myself that as I approach the door. I even keep telling myself as my pulse kicks in my jugular. Get a grip, Cole.
A few feet in front of me, the doors slide open. One glimpse of that green skin, his arm lazing on the armrest of the captain’s chair, and my heart flutters. Why? Why does he have this weird effect on me?
Wait. What the hell is wrong with him? He’s not smiling for once.
“Cole…you have come,” he says, his breathing labored. Turning in his chair to face me, his other arm is pressed against his abdomen… er… well, kind of his groin. Was he waiting for me to show up so he could take a leak?
“I had hoped you would return so that we could converse,” he adds.
Did he just.... Where’s that translator he had? “Do you…you can speak Human?”
“I accessed the ship’s database and learned while you were refreshing yourself.” His eyes, crinkled at the corners like he’s in pain, light up upon perusing me. “You look stunning without your human facial hair.”
I have to give my brain a mental slap for preening. Why am I preening? We’re not talking about how obviously stunning I am.
“In four hours? You learned to speak Human in four hours?”
“I am not yet finished, but I am adept at learning languages. The Ditali are taught many at a young age. Yours is quite simplistic.”
Aaand way to ruin the ‘you-look-stunning’ compliment. Pompous ass.
“Yeah, it’s great. Even babies can speak it,” I throw out dismissively. “So, what’s there to converse about? Why do you look like you’re in pain? Did something on Hutakah make you sick or do you just need to go to the latrine?”
Glancing down at where his hand is pressed over the button of his fly, he looks back up at me. I swear his cheeks just went a shade rosy. Huh. Ditalis blush. Cool. I don’t know why, but having shit in common with him makes me feel less bristly.
“Yes, I am in some distress. This is what I had hoped to converse with you about, dearest Cole.”
Ah, fuck. Not that again.
“We, uh, don’t say ‘dearest’,” I cut in, holding my hand up in what I hope is the universal sign for ‘stop-that-shit-right-now.’ “Not unless it’s like…like someone you’re really intimate with.”
He's smiling again. Why the fuck is he smiling?
Shit. He’s getting up. Can’t he just stay over there? Damn, he’s tall.
“Then I will hope to soon call you dearest.”
Um.
Okay…
So, I speak Human. I understood that. Does he understand what he just said?
Snickering, I hook my thumbs in my pockets and take a casual step back. “No, man. I meant ‘intimate’ like as in…sexual relations.” He’s staring at me like he’s… confused.
Great. Sex-Ed one-oh-one.
“Um, coitus, fornication, fucking, sexual intercourse, mating,” I rattle off.
“Plundering,” he supplies.
Coughing out a laugh, I rub the back of my neck. “Ye-ah…that’s one way of putting it, I guess.”
His little smile grows into a proud grin. “Then, yes, I hope to earn the right to call you ‘dearest’ soon, as my body is in dire need of plundering yours.”
Plu—
He…
He wants to…
I’m so stupidly slack-jawed by the ballsiest proposition I’ve ever received that I missed him hedging a step closer. What I don’t miss is the way his chest stars are glowing like crazy.
Gasping a happy little sound, he glances from them to me. Whoa! What’s with the tender look on his face?
“You see? It is you. I have finally found you. For seven long years I have searched the universe,” he adds with a disbelieving laugh, “and I ended up a prisoner on the same planet as my fated one. It is ironic, I think you would say.”
“‘Fated one’?”
“Yes. Your body called to mine from the moment I saw you, as only one’s fated one’s can. I was not certain at first, as I have hoped for my fating my entire life. I apologize for my caution at first. You see, I have had the urge to plunder others. And I have. I have plundered and plundered and plundered across many galaxies, searching earnestly for—”
“Yeah! I get it!” I cut him off, pinching my eyes shut to blot out the mental image. “You…plundered the fuck out of space. Get to the fated part. What exactly are you saying?”
“That the universe has finally connected us. This is why I am so overjoyed. I see and feel it without doubt now as you stand here before me. Never has my urge to plunder been this powerful—to the point of excruciating pain. I had nearly given up hope, as none of the plundering I did ever resulted in a bond. I felt nothing but disappointment and emptiness afterward. But now, my sacred stars have awoken. They are only to shine when the universe places me in the presence of my one and only fated one. I had started to believe that maybe they would never shine, but you saw them in the cave, and now my yearning is in full force. It is you, Cole of the Humans. The universe has chosen you to be mine, and I have finally found you.”
I wait.
I wait for approximately thirty long seconds for him to tell me he’s fucking with me. He doesn’t.
Holy shit. He’s still smiling.
And he’s… still glowing. He’s serious.
Shut.
The fuck.
Up.
“Uh…” My nervous laugh knocks my confidence in handling unusual situations down three pegs. “Well, that…is one interesting theory, but, um, I hate to break it to you—it’s not possible. Like at all. There is no way you and I are ‘fated’.”
Frowning, the elated light in his eyes dims and his stars…flicker. I swear they just flickered. Maybe I’ll get lucky and he’s just an android with a circuit loose, rather than some misguided, lust-filled alien.
“You do not feel the pull of the fating? I swear I can smell your arousal. It is a captivatingly sweet scent that stirs my blood so—”
“Oh, for fuck’s sake! I just showered! It’s…that’s the shower you’re smelling. I’m clean. Okay? That’s all it is. There’s no…‘arousal smell’. That’s…that’s not even a thing.”
At least not among humans. My nuts are killing me, and I might be in danger of popping a dick vein soon, but it sure as shit isn’t because of some dude who wants to plunder my ass.
Why is he…
Is he checking out my junk?
“But your scent is the most divine thing I have ever encountered, and your loins appear full beneath your garment. I see the indentation of their swelling. Are you sure that you feel nothing?” Those big green hands cup his own junk, and he produces a stifled little grunt as he continues, “Because I can assure you, I have never felt so full of the need to plunder another being as what I have been feeling since I first saw you.”
If looks could kill or… turn someone off, that’s what I flash him with my glare. And I refuse to cover up my dick outline. That would make me look guilty, which is the last thing I am.
“Nope. Not a thing,” I insist, my nostrils flaring. “You’re clearly mistaken. I’m not even attracted to males. Never have been. I only have ever felt…‘full of need’ for females.”
“Only females?”
Sadder words have never been uttered. Why do I almost feel sorry for him? This is ridiculous. Big man has a crush. So what? He can put a cork in his ‘need to
plunder’ and get over it.
“Yup.” I gesture, tossing up my hands as in what-can-you-do? That settles that.
“But I have met male humanoids who plunder each other and find it most enjoyable.”
“Yeah, I have too, but I ain’t one of them, so…looks like you read the universe wrong. I’m not your guy.”
His jaw hangs slack, stupefied. Good. Message received.
Man, that star thing is so weird. He’s flickering again like a dying lightbulb. Staggering back, he drops unsteadily into the captain’s chair.
Geez. You’d think I just broken his heart. I’ve met a lot of species with bizarre customs in my time, but his takes the cake.
‘Plundering’. Ha! What the fuck? Renwick would laugh his ass off at this. No fucking way am I telling him.
“I…I see,” he murmurs. “There is no changing your mind?”
The desperate hope in his eyes is the most surreal thing I’ve ever seen. He truly thought out of everyone in the universe, I was his… his… whatever? I mean, what are the odds?
Nobody wins that lottery. It’s all just attraction and convenience and who you feel like putting up with. ‘Fated’. Talk about fairytales.
“No,” I reply more delicately. I’m not a jerk, after all.
Man, ten points for that pitiful expression. Shit. Is he going to cry?
Okay, this is officially enough awkwardness for one day. Time to lock my ass in my cabin for the next eight hours, where it’s safe from plundering and puppy dog eyes from big green males.
“Um…so, are you good here? Can you set a flight path now and go relax?”
“I…” he stammers, as though his mind is still on the hornball bomb he dropped. Shifting his dazed gaze to the console, he confirms, “Y-yes. I have already set our path. We are on a safe course now.”
“Great!” I enthuse with the clap of my hands, channeling the power of persuasion. If I can forget his crazy ass proposition, then so can he. “Well, I’m going to go hit the rack then. Goodnight.”
I can’t get to the doors fast enough. I’d bet ten thousand crypto that he’s watching me. I can feel it. My body seems strangely in tune with him, like I’m more aware of his presence than I’ve ever been aware of anything in my life.
Maybe there’s a weird emission leak on this vessel that’s affecting us. Something has to account for my massive dick imprint spearing my fly and his big ‘you’re-my-person speech.’
But his stars glowed on Hutakah, and I felt fucked up even before we got on this ship. It must have been something on Hutakah then that’s screwing with us.
Those damn planet rats. That’s it! It has to be. I knew eating rats was going to catch up with me. They must carry some toxin that messes with your dopamine levels. I bet that’s it.
“Rest well, Cole.”
His deep voice sends little shivers down my spine, right to my nuts. Ah! Damn it, they’re sore. I need to get off so badly.
Okay, now I do feel sorry for him. If his nuts are hurting even half as bad as mine and he’s into males, no wonder he chanced seeing if I was down with some…plundering.
“Uh, you too. I’m sure you’ll feel better after some sleep. We both probably need some after what we went through.”
He nods, although his expression says he’s anything but certain. Not my problem. Me, my hand, and my super-confused, horny, rat toxin-infested dick are headed to my big ass bed where I can get some peace and forget about this nightmare.
I mean, holy shit. It can’t get any weirder than this. Right?




CHAPTER 5

“Are you kidding me? Go away!” Talking to my dick is about as effective as talking to Grantham, but that doesn’t stop me from trying to stroke it into submission. “Cum, damn it! You want to cum, so just cum,” I pant, wincing at the chafing on my shaft and the sharp pain in my groin.
Sighing, I drop my head back onto the mattress, fighting back the urge to cry in frustration. I’ve gone through nearly half a quart of medical jelly I found in the med bay, and I’ve been beating it for almost an hour, to no avail. At this rate, I’ll have my damn palm prints embedded on my cock. Glistening and red from my endless stroking, it’s still standing at attention, prouder than ever. I’d be impressed by my virility if my balls weren’t so freaking tender. The more I try to reach relief, the more discomfort I experience, and the worse the urge to reach relief becomes.
Ugh. Even my guts ache; a dull, nagging sensation of need gnawing at them.
“I even talked dirty to you!” I scold my useless hard on that’s betraying me. “Do your job!”
Fuck. This is nuts.
Apparently, whatever’s in my system hasn’t had enough time to wear off. Stupid Grantham. His whole ‘plunder speech’ isn’t helping matters.
I tried thinking of that Tarzanian girl that I shacked up with for a couple of nights when my crew docked at that port planet in the Hellunia Galaxy about a year ago. We had a great time. She was…flexible. Very flexible. That memory has done the trick a few times before, but it was never infringed upon by thoughts of glowing chest stars on sculpted pec muscles or intense gray eyes filled with yearning. The bastard has ruined my spank bank.
The things he said, or rather the way he said them, so earnest and intense. No one’s ever looked at me or spoken to me with such great intrigue before. I can see now why he ‘plundered and plundered and plundered’ all the way across the universe with pronouncements like those. They’d make any being feel special enough to roll over for him. Except me. No, thank you. I’m just… frustrated and… maybe contaminated by something.
“Just go to sleep, Cole,” I mutter, yanking my underwear back up. “You’re exhausted. Your body doesn’t even know what it’s doing.”
Closing my eyes, I roll onto my side, causing my sensitive dick to spear the mattress. Surely, it’ll go away by the time I wake up. Then it’ll just be nine boring days of avoiding Prince Plunder until my feet are on soil again.




CHAPTER 6

No one should wake up to their head bashing into their cabin wall. Furthermore, no one should awake to their still extremely hard dick nearly getting bent in half from toppling out of bed when the ship tilts like something just slammed into us. No one. Except me. Because that’s just my fucking luck, isn’t it?
“Son of a bitch!” I curse, rubbing my forehead with one hand and cupping my dick with the other.
Ouch!
It hurts worse when I touch it. How is this hard on still raging? I slept for seven hours. This shit should be gone by now.
Getting to my feet proves difficult. The craft is rocking like we’re experiencing turbulence.
Grantham said he set a flight path. Right? What is the deal?
I knew there was no way someone could learn a language in only four hours. The jackass. It’s probably miscommunication. If he’d spent more of those four hours learning flight related words and less on words like ‘plundering’ and ‘fating’, we probably wouldn’t have this problem.
Wrenching my shirt over my head, I stagger to the small circular window near the cabin’s latrine. I don’t know what I was expecting to see, but my heart stutters to a halt.
Holy fuck!
That’s a debris field. A very big ass debris field. There’s space trash from an exploded ship as far as the eye can see, including that giant hunk of an engine headed right for us.
My boots pound the floor, racing out of my cabin and down the corridor. I did not survive escaping Hutakah only to be jettisoned into space from a hunk of carnage ripping open a hole in this Skogari tin can.
I’m running so damn fast, the bridge doors barely open in time for me to pass through. The view out the helm windows is a complete shit show. It’s a veritable minefield of wreckage pieces, but all I see is death with my name on it. That’s all I can see because the freaking captain’s chair is empty. Alarms and lights are blaring on the console screens, but the only person to see or hear them is me. Where the fuck is dearest Grantham?
“You have got to be kidding me!”
Whipping around, a sensation of dread plummets to the pit of my stomach as I race through the doors. If that jerk took the only escape pod I saw and left my ass, I’ll…I’ll what? I’ll hunt him down and kill him with my bare hands? How the fuck will I do that if I’m dead, clobbered by one of those huge chunks of ship debris out there?
The first cabin door on my right opens on my mad search mission. I see green. I’ve never been both so elated and pissed off to see green. He’s in bed.
“What the fuck are you doing? We’re entering a debris field.” Just as I yell the words, the screeching sound of metal on metal resounds, the impact jarring the ship.
He’s awake. He’s got to know we’re in trouble because there’s a light flashing on the ceiling above his bed like he must have programmed the navigation system to alert him, but he’s not moving, at least not as fast as this dire situation requires.
Lying on his side, one arm underneath him, he looks to be making a pathetic effort to drag himself to the edge of the bed. “I am…sorry,” he says, barely audible, his voice weak and pained. “I am…unwell.”
“Unwell? Well, you can be unwell later…like after we’re not dead!”
Rushing to the bedside, I have every intention of helping his big ass up, until I see where his other hand is. It’s…cupped around the tip of his dick. Ah, gross!
He’s got that crotch flap of his pants unfastened, exposing a big old green cock. Why I’m wasting precious seconds noticing how it’s two shades darker green than the rest of him is beyond me. He’s got balls too, just like me. Okay, just like mine, but dark green. Scratch that… there might be three. Yup. Definitely three.
Weird. Well, I guess if I had to pick to have an extra of one of my body parts, I’d go with a testicle. Fuck. Focus, Cole!
“I…have tried…to rise,” he laments between shallow breaths, his eyes closed, “but I…I cannot. The pain is…crippling, and I am too weak.”
Shit. This cannot be happening right now. Wait a minute.
“You’re too weak to get up and man the ship, but you’ve got enough energy to jerk off? I’m calling bullshit!”
His eyes blink open. It takes him a second to focus on me.
“Jerk? What…what am I jerking? I do not…understand, nor am I familiar with this…bullshit call sign.”
Now his language skills fail him? We don’t have time for this!
“Calling bullshit means I don’t believe you, and you’re jerking your cock! If you can lie there stroking your cock, you can get your ass out of that bed and fly this ship before something crashes into us!”
His lids slip closed. “I would never…deceive you. I am sorry that I…am failing you, but…I fear I am dying.” Upon further scrutiny, I notice his lax grip is acting more like a shield than a snug hold around his cockhead. His hand falls away to the mattress.
“Oh, holy Jesus! That’s disgusting! What the hell is wrong with your dick?”
His dark green tip is glistening, but not in a good way. I haven’t a clue what Ditali dick is supposed to look like, but I doubt that the beads of glowing, iridescent precum are supposed to leave angry bluish red trails on his skin wherever the fluid has dribbled.
“The rejection of our fating has…caused me to start purging.”
Not this fating shit again. This is so not my fault.
“I doubt that. That looks like an STD, if you ask me. Probably from all the plundering and plundering you did.”
“STD? What is STD?”
“Sexually transmitted disease.”
The flashing alert light is still going off, a whining alarm accompanying it. The view out the big bay of windows behind Grantham’s bed, littered by the jagged remains of a ship, reinforces my sense of urgency. I can’t believe we’re talking about his dick problems right now.
“No. Ditali can only…purge into their fated one. To do so otherwise is deadly if the purging fluid…touches one’s own flesh.”
“Get the fuck out,” I blurt after blinking like an imbecile and noticing the angry red burn on his palm where his ‘purge fluid’ also touched.
“I…cannot seem to move…from this bed,” he rasps, struggling to pull himself closer to the mattress’ edge.
For fuck’s sake. Him with this literal shit again. I was assigned to weaponry in the naval academy for a reason. Proper grammar is not my strong suit.
“No, I mean, are you trying to tell me that your jizz is literally burning your dick and hand like acid because you haven’t fucked…er…plundered?”
His dazed gaze ponders me for a second, like he’s working out my choice of words. “Yes. This sounds like…an accurate comparison. I did not think your rejection of our fating would…take its toll so soon or…so powerfully,” he pants, sounding drugged. “I am…so sorry, my…dearest Cole.”
His eyes slip closed again, and his fingers go lax where his hand lays lifeless on the mattress. The stars on his chest flicker with a faint light, filling me with a sense of dread. Is he seriously dying?
“No. No way. Get up!” I demand, the tendrils of panic now curling around my spine.
Grabbing ahold of his bicep, I tug at him. We didn’t go through losing all our crew and everything we dealt with on Hutakah just to be wiped out by a debris field and a case of blue balls. Where’s the justice in that?
I’m not letting him die. He… kind of saved my life and isn’t exactly an asshole. And he’s a prince, for crying out loud. He’s got to get back to his planet to do… prince stuff. Holy shit, if I start crying, I’m going to slap myself.
I’m a strong guy, but his large frame is dead weight right now. He really is wasting away. His vibrant green skin is three shades paler than it was when I met him. I can’t believe the universe is so cruel that it created a species who will literally die if they don’t boink the person they think is their destined life mate. Talk about heartache.
“Ah!” he cries out at my attempts to drag him to the edge of the bed in the hopes if I just get his feet on the ground, I can get his arm slung over me to drag him to the bridge.
Doubled over, he falls back to the bed, pinning his forearm across his abdomen. Another bead of iridescent fluid spills from his cockhead, trailing down his shaft. It sizzled. I swear to fuck it just made a sizzling noise, scarring a bluish red line down his shaft. My own dick aches in sympathy.
Stars flickering, he pants like that minor movement winded him and cups the tip of his cock in his palm again. I get it now. It probably hurts less when burning his palm than his dick.
“What…what can I do?” I ask, helplessly.
It takes him a few seconds to catch his breath before he answers. “Go. P-please just go. I fear your…presence is making it worse,” he explains, squinting at his chest stars.
My presence? What the hell? Talk about insulting and…hurtful. How can you say you want to plunder a guy and then tell him to get the fuck out?
He murmurs something in his language, and even though I don’t speak Ditali, it sounds incoherent. Clapping my hands in front of his face, I shout, “Grantham! Human. Speak Human. What do I do?”
His eyes draw open lazily. I don’t even know if he can see me by the far-off look in those gray eyes of his as they try to focus on me. “Crash shhhields,” he slurs. “Dakhtar rhamak.”
“Dakhtar…rhamak,” I repeat.
Skogari. He’s speaking Skogari. Because this stupid ship only takes Skogari verbal commands from a living being.
He’s right. Ships don’t implement their crash shields unless, well, unless they’re going to crash. I know enough about vessels to know they all usually have a debris shield in place, but the shit that’s floating out there is likely too much for this little hunk of junk’s debris shields. We’re not exactly going to crash, but the extra protection of the crash shields will help keep some of the bigger masses from tearing us to shreds.
I bolt out of the room, chanting like a lunatic, “Dakhtar rhamak. Dakhtar rhamak. Dakhtar rhamak,” all the way to the bridge.
I shout the words at the top of my lungs when I get to the helm. Some automated voice repeats them to me and a few of the lights stop flashing as I feel the ship rumble and the shields go up. Just in freaking time, too.
The chunk of damaged engine that was headed for us connects with the crash shield, igniting sparks into the atmosphere as the shield incinerates the parts it touches. The ship sways with such force, I have to widen my stance and hang onto the captain’s chair to keep my footing.
Fuck. I will be so pissed off if I die.
Cracking one eye open—because I did not pinch them shut like a damn baby—I watch in relief as the force from the shield knocks the engine remains away from us. Except, a new alert is going off now on the console. I don’t have to be a flight engineer to know the image it’s flashing is our power cells. Fuck. Crash shields drain power cells, big time. This is just a fucking bandage. Big man needs to live and get his ass up here and do some manual dodging of all this crap we’re flying into.
Racing back to his cabin, my steps falter when I enter the room. He’s face down, one arm hanging lifelessly off the mattress. My heart lodges in my throat. No. He’s not… dead, is he? He can’t be dead!
Rushing over, I drop a knee to the mattress and wrench on his arm until I’ve flipped him over. Shit, there are blue circles forming under his eyelids and he’s so pale that he’s barely green at all anymore.
Gripping his shoulders, I shake him. “Grantham! Grantham, wake up! Talk to me!”
His eyelids crack open just enough that I can see fractions of his silver-gray eyes. “Cole?”
“Yeah! Yeah, it’s me. Who the fuck else would it be?”
His lids start drooping again. I’ve seen beings die before, plenty of times. When the Draughnaut uprising came to Earth 3, I saw literally thousands die in the span of four days. It was enough to last me a lifetime, but those were helpless settlers, and they were quick deaths by Draughnaut firebombs. Watching someone as strong as Grantham slip away because of some universal fating gobbledygook makes no sense to me.
“The crash shields are going to drain our power cells. We can’t keep them on for long. What can I do? How can I save you?” When he doesn’t answer, I shake him again. “Come on, man! I need you!”
The stars on his chest flicker and stay lit. I hope to hell that’s a sign that there’s still life left in him and not a ‘goodbye-cruel-world’ flicker. When his eyes draw open slowly, his brows pinch together in confusion.
“You…need me?”
“Yeah! I don’t want to die, and I bet you don’t want to freaking die either! What can I do?” 
“The…fating. We must fate. It is…the only way.”
The fating… I can’t for the life of me believe that he’s lying, especially with the way the ship is being tossed around like it is. He has to feel that shit and know we’re in a world of hurt.
“Are you telling me that…if we don’t fuck, you’re going to die?”
“I do not understand why…you do not feel it,” he wheezes, eyes closed. Christ, his lips are even turning blue. “It is my purpose to be with…my chosen one. Without my purpose…I will perish.”
Get the fuck out.
Is he kidding me?
“Wh—why the hell did you choose me? Just forget it. Choose someone else. Think about someone else!” I rationalize.
His head rattles weakly and he whispers something. I have to grip his face to get him to focus and lean in to hear him. “The…universe. The universe chose…us.”
“Oh, come on,” I mutter, recoiling, sitting back on my haunches as his head flops back to the mattress.
As I stare stupidly at his parted blue lips, his faded coloring, and the labored rise and fall of his chest, I can’t believe I’m actually pondering the mysteries of affection in the middle of the biggest debris field I’ve ever seen. It’s ridiculous. His nonsense is ridiculous. It’s pulling at my guts and maybe even my stupid heart because it’s the corniest, sweetest concept I’ve ever heard, but it’s fucking absolutely ridiculous. Why couldn’t he be a green female who needed my cock to live? I’d nobly sign up for that hero mission in a heartbeat and live to laugh about it later.
Something slams into us with such force, I topple backward off the bed. I can hear alarms blaring down the corridor outside the cabin. At this rate, if the power cells don’t fail, we’ll still have repairs to do the entire trip to Ditali. We… I’ll have repairs to do because Grantham and his festering dick will be dead, apparently. Mother of hell, there’s really only one way out of this, isn’t there?
Gripping my skull, I take in my crew mate, laying like a felled tree on the big ass Skogari bed, big green dick, three testicles and all. I’m still as horny as a Ribarian in heat, and just that scant perusal of him makes my dick buck. So fucking weird. It makes no sense. I’m not into males, but if my dick is primed for some other reason, I’m actually grateful if it can save our lives.
Sucking in a breath, I can’t believe the words I’m about to utter. “Fine. I’ll…I’ll fuck you.”
The great honor I bestow on the first and only male ever goes unacknowledged. Is he kidding me? I have to say that shit twice?
Scrambling back on the bed, I lean over him to grip his face again. My freaking skin has turned to gooseflesh from my proclamation and the proximity. This is going to be weird as shit, but my dick seems to be beyond excited. If it freaking hurts like it did when I was jerking off last night, though, I’m never forgiving the universe.
“Grantham! Wake up! Did you hear me?” I ask, shaking him until his eyes flutter open. “I said…I said I’ll fuck you. Okay? Will that save you?”
His stars flicker as he blinks at me. They seem to do that whenever I touch him or am close.
“My purge…” he starts, but doesn’t finish.
“Yeah, your…gross-ass purge. It’ll stop, right? It’ll stop burning you if I fuck you?”
I am stopping at a memory wipe station as soon as we land somewhere civilized. No way am I going to listen to the shit I’m saying on repeat in my mind for the rest of my life.
“My purge must…be received by my fated one,” he whispers. “It is the only way.”
And that’s…when I let go of him.
Why my ass lights up like a fireworks show is going off inside of it and my hole clenches, I’ll attribute to the fear of being plundered. I have to be the receiver here? Oh, that’s just fucking great!
“It was nice knowing you,” I tell him before I scramble off the bed and make my way out into the corridor.
Today is as good of a day to die as any.




CHAPTER 7

Everything feels like a dream as I stagger down the corridor, bracing the wall amidst the thrashing of the ship. The flashing lights, the alarms, the sight of jagged metal whizzing by us outside the ship’s windows. It’s all just a backdrop to the recollection of my life, my worthless little life.
I didn’t do a damn thing with it, did I?
Carving out wilderness on Earth 3 with my parents and the other settlers from the time I could walk. Learning basic survival skills in school and dreaming of working at one of the mines on that stupid planet that was supposed to be another mecca for humans. Hiding in a cave with Renwick until the Galactic Navy showed up to shut down the Draughnaut Uprising and round up us pathetic survivors. Then naval service—genius idea there.
Renwick joined, so I followed. He was all the family I had left. My time in service was just that—something to pass the time. I was never smart enough to take pride in anything. So, I can assemble, clean, disassemble and fire weapons that someone else built. Whoop-dee-doo. Rote memorization does not a scholar make. The Galactic Navy said where to aim and I shot. The monkeys from Earth 1 are more talented than I am. My bounty hunting career wasn’t much different. At least that paid better than the navy, but what good did it do me? I never got to spend it on anything.
Wandering aimlessly down the corridor to my cabin because it has the least number of windows to watch my impending death, I feel the need to consider what I might have done differently had I the chance. Mom and Dad slaved themselves away on their fickle dream of supporting Earth 3. They were so driven they barely had time for each other or me and Renwick. ‘Later’, they’d often say, when we’d ask to do something fun as a family.
Later.
We don’t always get a later, do we?
And look at me? I did the exact same thing as them, wasting my life in some foolish pursuit of glory and crypto, except their dreams had more of a purpose. They were helping to establish a settlement. Not their fault it got obliterated by the damn Draughnauts.
And Renwick… at least my brother ended up with more brains than I did. That fucker probably knows as many languages as Grantham. No doubt he’s plundered his way through half the galaxy as much as Grantham, too. Wined and dined by elite ambassadors and heads of planets. He’s got people kissing his ass on the daily, surrounded by admirers of one kind or another. He’s not alone. Not useless.
I don’t need to be important like Renwick. I don’t need a damn hoard of beings vying for my few pathetic skills, but it would have been nice to just be appreciated by one person. If I could do it all over, I’d find someone tolerable and settle down somewhere peaceful, where it doesn’t matter if my greatest skill is pulling a trigger. I don’t want to kill anything ever again.
I used to garden on Earth 3. I was good at gardening. Maybe I could—
Ear-piercing screeching precedes a violent rocking of the ship. My head slams into the corridor wall, my knees buckling underneath me from the force. A shard of metal pierces through the roof of the ship just five feet in front of me. That could have been my head!
A draft ensues. Our oxygen is being sucked out into space through the crevices around where the shard has pierced the craft.
Oh, God. How long will that hold?
Suddenly, that life I picture, the one with me and some amiable female who can put up with my crap on a nice, quiet little planet becomes all-consuming. I’m back inside Grantham’s cabin, unbuttoning my fly before I have time to even fully process what I’m doing.
Is he even alive? His dick is still hard, but maybe it can stay that way when you’re dead like rigor mortis of the dick. Dickormortis?
Not that I want some giant male’s cock in my ass, but if I’m going to get one, I want it to be from a live one. Necrophilia is not my thing. It shouldn’t be anybody’s thing.
Face heating, and the fear of dying making my pulse pound in my ears, I yank my pants just below my ass. He doesn’t need to see the entire show if all he needs is one little plundering. That’s all this’ll be. One little lifesaving plundering between bros. He said before I’d be celebrated on his planet for helping him get off Hutakah. If I do this, they’d better put up a damn statue in my honor.
Dropping down onto the bed on my side so I’m in front of him, I cringe at the feel of his heat behind me. It’s so bizarre that my mind is telling me no, but my body is giving a resounding, cacophonous yes. My dick is as hard as that damn shard piercing through the corridor and there’s a tickling electric pulse flitting through my groin all the way down to my toes.
“Cole?” Grantham croaks, his knuckles brushing against my spine.
“Yeah, let’s do this. We’ve just been penetrated by debris,” I inform him at the same time I pinch my eyes shut from hearing myself say the word penetrated.
Man, I’m going to be penetrated.
Stop! Don’t think about that right now.
Think about your dream planet. Think about gardening and maybe finding some indigenous pet that becomes your sidekick. Think about how to word an ad for a mail-order bride from Tarzania.
“Do the fating thing and get it over with. Okay?” I tell him—just in case my bare ass hanging out hasn’t made my offer clear enough.
Fingers glide over my hip, his touch still weak, so it feels… gentle. At least there’s that. I assumed this would be a savage experience, but he likely doesn’t have the strength to go all barbarian on my ass.
“You…have changed your mind about the fating?”
“Yeah. Whatever. I don’t want us to die, so…just do your plundering thing, but…be gentle, okay? I’ve never…I told you I’ve never plundered with another male before.”
His grip tightens on my hip. I can feel his forehead press against the back of my neck and the gust of what sounds like a relieved exhale. “My dearest, I am forever grateful to you…and will cherish your virginity.”
Oh, for fuck’s sake.
“Save the pillow talk. Just get that festering cock of yours inside me before—”
Wait a minute. It is festering, isn’t it?
“Hold up! How do you say barrier in Skogari?” I ask him, glancing over my shoulder. “I’ll go run to the med bay and have the med supply scanner create one if it’s still working during all this.”
Frowning, his droopy lids blink at me. “But there can be…no barriers…during a fating,” he murmurs.
Of fucking course not.
Dropping my head back to the mattress, I pinch my eyes shut. What did I ever do to the universe?
“My purging fluid…it needs to transfer to—”
“Yeah! Yeah! I got it! Okay?” I warn, my nostrils flaring at the mental picture.
So help me, if we live and I get some disgusting ailment that starts eating my ass from the inside the way his ‘fluid’ is eating away at his dick, I will murder him. There will be a murder.
“Just do it. Come on, before we die.”
My cheeks clench at the feel of his damp cockhead brushing against the seam of my ass. His labored breathing against the back of my neck is making this way more intimate than it needs to be.
It’s just mechanics, I assure myself. Insert firing pin. Exit firing pin. Weapon cleaned.
A zing of static electricity zips from my balls to my dick, relaxing my ass immediately like my body doesn’t know what’s good for it. I mean, of course, I know we have to do this. I know I said I’d do it, but how is any part of me responding eagerly to this except the part of me that doesn’t want to die? Apparently, that part resides in my groin because when his cockhead grazes over my hole, my pucker twitches.
An odd sensation of his fluids being sucked up into my body startles the shit out of me, making me flinch. How is that possible?
“Holy fuck, your…your purge juice is…I think it’s going up inside of me!”
“It is…preparing you. Our bodies know what they need,” he wheezes.
Like fuck mine does! The medical jelly from the med lab I plowed through the other day comes to mind.
Lube. We’ll definitely need lube, but… his purge juice seems to have found a home in my ass like it’s alive and gave itself an express pass into my channel. So weird. Holding my breath, I wait for it to burn, the way it burned his hand and his dick, but it doesn’t happen.
When his tip nudges harder against my hole, I bite my lip. Oh, man. It’s go-time.
A niggle of insecurity curls around my brain, piercing me with an errant thought. What if I’m bad at this?
Ha! That’s so stupid.
This is a life-or-death-thing, not a bragging rights thing. Renwick always said I was too competitive for my own good. But still… Grantham has plundered and plundered and plundered throughout the universe and I’ve never—
Well, it makes a guy wonder. Okay?
Totally natural insecurity. If you’re going to save a life, it’d be nice to do it with some finesse.
Shit, he feels huge, though. That whole male ego thing about bigger being better needs to be wiped out of existence. Why couldn’t he have a tiny little dick?
As his cockhead looms, I pinch my eyes closed, brace the side of the mattress, and wait. I wait for the imminent pain I suspect will occur. All I feel though is the press of that big cockhead against my entrance, but without enough force to make its debut into my virgin ass.
“Are you going to do it or what?” I demand impatiently because although it’s at the very bottom of my list of things I’m willing to do, I’d rather be plundered that sucked out into space.
“I…cannot. You are very tight, and I am…so weak.”
Is he for real? I have to do all the work?
As my body continues to do that bizarre siphoning of the fluids from his tip with a disturbing slurping noise, my nipples go taut to the point of pain. It’s the kind of needy pain that yearns for relief from touch. My cock kicks against my stomach in frustration. At this point, whatever weird shit that’s going on with my body has it so hyped up with need that I let my mental reticence fall to the wayside and reach behind me. I need to be put out of my misery as much as he does, and this sure as shit seems like it will do it.
I can’t believe I have a dick in my hand, a dick that isn’t mine. Grantham’s little gasp sends a tickling shiver from my hard nipples to my nuts and makes my hairs stand on end. It’s the final motivation for me to stop overthinking this because my body shouts that it needs that cock inside me. That peculiar sensation that’s been plaguing me since the last month I was on Hutakah becomes perfectly clear. I think…I think it’s my prostate, and it’s been itching for… contact. Dick contact.
The ship rocks again. I slam my eyes closed and suck in a breath. It’s now or never and never isn’t an option. Pressing his tip to my pucker, I push back onto it. I can feel it spreading me open, can feel myself stretch, can feel my hole turn into a burning ring of fire as it swallows up his glans. I let out a little cry in protest of the pain and the bizarre sensation, only to feel feeble fingertips plant themselves on my hip again. Grantham’s lips brush against the side of my neck, just behind my ear.
His whispered words sound like reverence. “Cole,” he gasps, “oh, my dearest Cole.”
The over-the-top endearment turns my skin to gooseflesh, relaxing my hole. What was pressure and an intrusion before now slides right on through, my body welcoming and urging him inside of me. An odd suction flutters inside me as though my channel is drinking up his fluids in earnest now, and whoa!
I swear… I swear his dick is making more of it inside me, lubricating that untouched place in my body to help ease his way in deeper. It’s like… even his dick is thoughtful.
“Uhn,” I whimper at all the bizarre sensations—the feel of expansion, a charge of bliss that bolts straight through me from my nuts up my channel. It’s so powerful, so damn overwhelming that my head arches back, and I have to grab hold of his hip to keep us from separating. Holy hell. My instinct is to actually get more.
“Does it…pain you?” he huffs, but his clipped response sounds like he’s having a difficult time withstanding the pleasure too, rather than suffering as he was a moment ago.
“No,” I croak. “It’s…it’s fine.”
It’s so not fine, or at least it shouldn’t be. Why is it fine so far?
His three nuts brush up against the bottom of my ass. He’s… there. He’s in. All the way in. I am one hundred percent full of Grantham’s cock. Frozen rigid in this arc, speared by his dick, I’m unable to move at the realization that it feels good. Damn good. A giant, green, alien cock in my ass feels… incredible. I’ll analyze that later, or possibly never.
As good as his cock feels, though, I was starting to worry about how much of it I could or should take. How much do I have to take so he doesn’t die? He’s so deep inside me now, though, that I bet he could poke my heart with that thing. It’s got to be eight or nine inches long.
And I thought my seven-inch dick was impressive. Okay, maybe six-and-a-half inches. Whatever. It’s still a good dick that hasn’t gotten me any complaints.
Right now, however, I am damn curious to know if anyone I’ve ever stuck mine in felt like… this. This is… it’s fucking crazy.
Gasping from the pulse of his heartbeat inside me, the rush of delight flooding through my body, all I can do is dig my fingers into his hip and fight the urge to squirm. I need to move. Something needs to happen. This is madness. I can’t just stay still, feeling like there’s an incessant itch to scratch.
His hips retreat a fraction against my grip. I’m about to yell at him for pulling out when he nudges them forward, sending that big cock back deep inside me where it feels like it struck a fucking bell that explodes in a heavenly light throughout my body. Our silhouettes are blazoned on the wall. It’s a surreal sight—one being that’s actually two. In my peripheral, a halo of light is glowing behind me.
His chest stars. They must be lit up again, but with a vengeance. It shouldn’t give me such a thrill to know that it’s because of me, but it does. I think I’m making him glow. Am I really giving him life?
I’m stretched to the limit and there’s still a twinge of pain at my pucker, but it’s dead to me. Whatever discomfort there is in that ring of muscles cannot be acknowledged over the bursting of euphoria inside me as his cockhead brushes against my gland.
Fuck. If I’d known before that gland could feel like this, I’d… I’d… I don’t know.
His little nudges in and out continue, but with each one, my body becomes greedy for more. Something is… missing. It feels like there could be more. He’s not moving very fast or with much force. He said he’s weak. Maybe he can’t do everything he needs to do right now. Heaven knows I’ve fucked with more urgency than this before.
Gripping the mattress, I shift my hips, slamming back onto his shaft until I feel those svelte nuts of his slap my ass. Oh, my stars! Yesss!
It’s like he launched a cannon ball of pleasure into the core of my body. My eyes roll back into my head, and I groan. Shit, I’m groaning. He’s groaning too, right into my freaking ear, and man, does that only add to the effect. I whimper like a green cock addict.
His hand slips from underneath the pillow above his head. His fingers weave into my hair, lighting up my scalp. How can having your hair fondled feel so good?
“Cole of the Humans,” he whispers, “your body is…divine, so absolutely divine.”
I’m not sure I know what to call the noise I make at the sound of that praise. Half-whimper, half-weeping? Humiliating as fuck?
I am consumed, completely consumed. Every bit of emptiness I didn’t know I’ve felt in my life has been eradicated by the thick, warm cock inside my channel, the grip on my hair and hip, and those unabashed overtures into my ear.
I shift again, gasping stupidly at the movements my body is making. Slap. Slap. Slap. Each sound of our skin connecting, each burst of euphoria up my channel, fuels the next thrust, the next push. I can’t get enough. I need to cum.
Holy shit. I’m going to cum from a male plundering me.
“Grant,” I whimper, fucking up his name. “Granth—I…I’m going to…to cum.”
“Yes, dearest,” he purrs, sounding more restored. “I can feel it. Purge around my cockhead as I purge in you. We will…purge together.”
What the fuck is he talking about? I meant my dick needed to…
I don’t get to complete my thought. A silky warm fluid fills the deepest recesses of my channel, just as something inside me feels like it shatters under the ungodly pressure I’ve been trying to release for weeks. But it’s not my cock that erupts, it’s… it’s something deep inside my ass.
Holy three-nutted-alien! My ass is coming! How in the hell can my ass be coming? That’s… that’s not even a thing!
“Uhn! Gran—Granthhh-am!” I stutter as my eyes cross, and my body freezes in a rigid arch with his nuts pressed tight against my sphincter.
I can feel him pulsing inside of me, but not just his cock. His heart is beating in time with mine as my body absorbs whatever he’s ‘purging’ inside of me. It’s like it’s drinking up whatever he unloaded in there, and it feels too damn good to weird me out.
My toes curl. Each of his heavy breaths against my neck send a wave of trembling down my limbs.
I’ve never experienced such a deep sense of relief in my life. It’s like someone built four solid walls, an impenetrable home around me, and because of them, I now know the definition of complete and utter peace. I could… I could cry. What in the hell is it with me and the urge to cry lately?
“Cole of the Humans,” he pants by my ear. “My beautiful, fated one, you have restored me. You are exquisite.”
As his head nestles against my cheek, I lay stunned. A tear tracks down my face, thankfully on the side away from him, so he can’t see that shit. If no one sees it, it didn’t happen. Right?
I don’t think I’m even embarrassed, though. No one’s ever been so grateful to have me before. Anybody would cry about that, especially after the last few months I’ve had.
His arms draw away from me, and he slips carefully free of my body. When his tip pulls free of my hole, a sense of loss crushes my soul. It’s like all the starvation I experienced on Hutakah was just nourished by our plundering, and now that nourishment is being torn away from me. I could seriously weep right now.
Geez. Not even a ‘good game’ comment or slap on the ass?
“I must get to the bridge,” he informs me, yanking me back to our reality.
Gazing at the oncoming debris, my heart doesn’t even alight in apprehension. It’s too crushed, too focused on this depressing sensation of mourning.
When I pull my eyes away from the window, I catch a glimpse of him fastening that crotch flap over his cock. His dick looks healed, completely healed. All the angry streaks that were there earlier are gone from his tender flesh.
Holy shit! Do I have a magic ass?
Flashing me a tender smile, he gives my ankle a squeeze, making me blush and go giddy all at once. Okay, I guess I am getting a ‘good game’ out of him after all.
“Do not move, dearest. I will return as soon as we are out of danger.”
Return? Return as in return to this bed? This bed that I’m lying in with my bare, plundered ass still hanging out?
For what? Return for more plundering?
That spot he lit up deep inside me reverberates in joyful anticipation, but my brain snaps back to reality. No, it says, like it damn well should.
Life saved. Plundering over.
As soon as he races from the room toward the bridge, I scramble off the mattress, yanking my pants up with me as I go. I’m tender down there. And… fuck, I’m not even going to think about all the other sensations.
Staggering out into the corridor, I’m suddenly useless again. Grantham’s at the helm, saving the day, and I’m just a helpless passenger, dependent on his talents. If we were handing out badges, his would read, ‘Hero’. Mine would say, ‘I was plundered and all I got was this lousy button.’ It’s a cold, hard reality check.
The squeal of the air being sucked out into space around the jagged shard of metal piercing the corridor roof is a welcome distraction from the uncomfortable vulnerability clinging to me. The puncture needs welding. There is something I can do besides be magically ass-tastic.
If I was as tall as Grantham, I could reach the intrusion on foot. Since I’m just a mere human, though, I guess I’ll need to stand on one of those cargo containers that I saw in the supply bay. Setting off, I ignore the nonmotivational sneer in my head—unskilled and short.
Once I’ve gathered the things I need, my task keeps me occupied both physically and mentally. With the leak successfully patched, I start cutting off the shard that’s sticking into the corridor with the cutter I found.
Straining to reach the last bit of metal, I’m stretched up on my toes. Why did Renwick have to get all the good genes? I better not slip and fall off this damn container. I don’t need to add slicing off an appendage to this messed up day. As soon as this damn thing is patched, I’m going to sanitize the shit out of my body in the shower and lock myself in my cabin where I can pretend that I didn’t just enjoy an ass plundering.
Just as the last bit of the shard gives way, a hand grasps my hip. I flinch like a new naval service recruit getting micro-chipped. Twisting around, I nearly lose my balance. Flailing, my face heats as Grantham captures my other hip to steady me. His fingertips curl into the meat at the top of my ass, giving me a rush of flutters in my stomach. I’m no longer a stranger to male-on-male ‘plundering’. So why the hell is my body still reacting like I’m a damn virgin?
“Careful, dearest,” he cautions, his affectionate smile making his eyes crinkle at the corners.
“I got it,” I inform him, stepping backward awkwardly off the container.
We stare at each other. Him, with a pleased expression, the kind a guy gets after he just plundered someone. And me, like the socially inept virgin who just got plundered. Talk about an elephant in the room. Kind of difficult to forget your first plundering when the plunderer is feet away, gawking at you like you’re divine.
“Um…this should hold.” I gesture at my handiwork. “I didn’t find any more punctures.”
“Nicely done,” he remarks, studying my welding job.
See? You can do stuff, I reassure myself.
The bounty crew wasn’t big on compliments, short of high-fives after bagging a mark. It was all shit talk, all the time. Too bad the first being to appreciate me has to be a giant male who’s seen parts of me no other male has.
“We are out of danger,” he informs me, bringing me more relief than I care to admit. Except, then he adds, “However, the crash shields drained so much of our power cells unfortunately, that we will be unable to maintain our previous speed for the remainder of our journey to Ditali.”
“Will we make it?”
Reaching out, he squeezes my shoulder. “Yes. Do not be alarmed. It will merely add five days to our travel time.”
“Five days?” I squawk, staggering out of his grasp.
I can’t be within grabbing or plundering distance of this guy for two weeks! What the hell am I supposed to do with myself with no hyper sleep stations onboard?
“It is the only way. I have run the calculations several times.”
There’s that subtle arrogance showing itself again. Of course, he ran the calculations several times. He’s such a supreme species, he doesn’t make mistakes. He can pilot. He’s multilingual. He’s got a nine-inch dick. But can he live without fucking a lesser life form like me? Who’s the superior species now?
Man, now I know why they call them one-night stands. They were named for people you can only stand for one night.
“That’s fantastic. And what if we run into another debris field or an asteroid belt or something?”
I’m being a prick and testing him just to test him. Nobody can have all the answers. Nobody can be a hundred percent cool and collected all the time. Even when his dick was festering, he was all ‘Mr. Manners’. He has to get rattled by something. It’d be nice to not be the only one freaking out on this ship for just five damn seconds.
“Fear not, dearest. I will not let you be in harm’s way ever again. I will manually navigate through any obstruction, even if it requires going without sleep for days. You have restored me. All will be well now that we have begun our fating.”
‘Begun our fating’…as in just started fucking?
Uh…
No.
Nooo, no, no, no, no. The nerve of this guy. Give him a preview and he thinks he gets the keys to the city.
Folding my arms across my chest, I tilt my chin up an inch so he knows I mean business. “There’s no fating. We haven’t begun anything. You were dying. Now you’re not. That was…” The word ‘epic’ comes to mind as my mouth floods with drool at all that bare skin of his exposed torso, all that bare skin that was pressed up against my back only an hour ago.
What. The. Fuck. Cole?
“That was a one-time thing! No repeats.”
“Dearest, it will not be the exact same each time our bodies join. I assure you. Our bond will grow our intimacy and our pleasure with each successive plundering as the fating takes hold.”
You know what? I was wrong about the whole superior species thing. So, he’s got a giant cock and can pilot. Big deal. Multilingual my ass. What’s the point in knowing a bunch of languages if nothing ever sinks in? Common sense just can’t be taught, I guess.
“There will be no repeats because I’m not interested in any more plundering or fating or…whatever. The only reason I did what we did was so you wouldn’t die. Okay? I told you I’m not attracted to males.”
My face flames even before I get all the words out. That attraction bit might not be completely true considering my thoughts about him, but that’s just because I don’t know what the hell is going on with me lately.
“But…your arousal was so potent, and the way you overcame your virginal anxieties so quickly and eagerly thrust yourself so needily upon my cock when I was perishing—”
“Enough! That’s enough. Alright? I was there! I don’t need a freaking play-by-play. I just…I…you were dying. Okay? I made myself do what I had to do to…to plunder with you.”
Oh, for fuck’s sake. Not the sad face again. I can’t with him. I just can’t with any of his shit anymore.
“Are you saying that you truly do not feel the pull of our…even after we joined?”
“Nope. Nothing. I’m good,” I assure him as I gather up the tools. It’s not so I can bend down and hide the kind of madness that’s going on with my dick right now. It’s like it knows he’s willing and keeps kicking in my pants to be let out.
Well, I’ve got news for you, dick. You were there too, and our freaking dearest doesn’t want shit to do with you, so forget it.
That ass orgasm though…
Uhn. Stop it, Cole. Fuck.
Spinning around, I start toward the supply room before he gets any ideas, like telling me he can smell my arousal. “I’ll be in my cabin. Just buzz the intercom when you need me to take a shift watching for debris.”
Damn it. Why did I look back?
He was so quiet. Curiosity got the better of me.
“If you should find that the fating begins to take hold and your body becomes in need of me,” he professes, “I am devotedly at your disposal.”
“Man, you’ve got a high opinion of yourself! It won’t! Okay? Get it through your head. The Cole Shop is closed for business.”
Shaking my head, I mutter curses under my breath. He’s still standing there, watching me like a sad puppy. I guarantee it.
“The only time we need to see each other is for a change of watch shift. Just buzz me when you get tired. No. Other. Reason. Got it?”
He’s quiet for a moment, so I pause at the doorway to the supply bay. I refuse to look back, though. I’m such a sucker for his stupid expressions.
“As you wish, my dear Cole.”
Ugh. I let the endearment slide. Hopefully, it’s the last I ever hear it now that we’ll just be passing each other on shift changes. We cannot get to Ditali quick enough, so I can hand him back over to his people, and he can plunder something else.




CHAPTER 8

Twelve hours. It’s been twelve fucking hours, and my ass boner is back with a vengeance. This isn’t even funny!
“Ah! Are you kidding me?” I scream to the cabin ceiling as a shard of pain jolts up my cock from another attempt at stroking away my erection. “Why?” I wail, flinging my hand over my eyes.
Man, I’m so freaking horny, I’m sweating. Actually sweating!
I just cleaned this damn cabin, and now I’m going to have to change the bed linens again. They’re freaking soaked.
Wait a minute.
No…
Oh, no! That’s not…
Bolting out of bed, I twist around to inspect the wet spot on my ass. If it’s Grantham’s gross fluids leaking out of my body, I am going to puke. I thought it was sweat, which is gross enough, but alien jizz? Come on! I showered and everything when I got back to the cabin after patching the corridor. There was nothing up in there. I checked. As best as I could, anyway. It’s not exactly easy to explore your ass when you’ve never done it before, and you’re tender from a giant, alien dick. There was nothing up there though, none of his ‘purge fluid’,
as he calls it. It’s like my body… drank it. So, why is stuff coming out now?
Reaching into the back of my pants, I run my finger through my crease, nearly making my eyes cross at the bliss it brings me. How can it hurt when I touch my dick, but grazing my hole feels like heaven?
My fingers come back glistening. They’re glistening. Why the fuck are they glistening?
Wrenching back the covers, I stare in horror. It’s like I pissed the damn bed. The damp spot is the size of my arm span.
Holy shit. Can you say embarrassing?
I knew it. I knew I was going to get some alien STD.
“That son of a bitch,” I mutter, stomping toward the doors.
Now I have to break my code of silence to him. I was damn proud of myself for getting the food processor to render me some alcohol and drinking myself into oblivion so I could get some sleep to blot out my life-saving adventures, but now on top of a hangover, I have an ass leak. Someone’s got some answering to do.
When the helm doors breeze open, I stop in my tracks at the sight of him as he turns to face me. His goofy ass pants are tented to the max in front. Shit. That is one big boner.
“Dearest,” he calls brightly, completely unashamed of his massive trouser snake, “do you require me?”
‘Require him?’
Oh, I fucking know what he means by ‘require’.
“No! I require an explanation, though. What in the hell did you do to my ass?”
Blinking. He’s fucking doing the blinking thing again. Ugh! I should get a medal for patience.
“I…plundered it and spent my purge fluids deeply inside your divine virginal channel. It was the greatest experience of my life.”
Once I stop having a stroke from that fucked up response, my ability to speak finally returns. “Y-eah, but…now it’s…” I can’t believe I have to say this out loud. “It’s leaking! Okay? Why the fuck is my ass leaking?”
His eyes widen and do an up and down perusal, making my skin tingle. I have to give my brain a mental slap and will my senses to not be enticed by his pheromones. He smells like raspberries. Or something in here does.
Clutching my hand tightly to my fly, I press my fist harder against my body, willing everything inside me not to react to him. Just the freaking sight of him has my ass lighting up, reverberating with an ungodly need. This is so crazy. And why the fuck is he smiling now?
“This is the most excellent news,” he says on a happy sigh. “I am so delighted to hear it.”
“What the fuck for? I’m not! You should see my damn bed. It looks like a five-year-old had a nightmare!”
“I am delighted because my heart had begun to ache upon your claims of not feeling our fating after we plundered. I was worried that…that maybe even after that most glorious exchange of our purging that perhaps I had been wrong about the fating, since you did not feel the pull. But now that I am witness to the proof of your body’s need as you stand here before me,” he says with a happy chuckle. “It is a most joyous day, my dearest. I cannot wait for you to meet my fathers.”
Hold. The fucking. Intercom.
‘Fathers’? As in two? I don’t even want to know how they make babies. I can’t deal with that right now.
“Hold up. What exactly do you mean by the ‘proof’ of my ‘body’s
need’?”
“If you are leaking fating fluids, it means you are yearning for your fated one, my dearest. The more you prolong our fating, the more your body will long for our inevitable union. Your body is telling you it is ready.”
Is he saying that I’m… that I’m wet? Like… like how a female gets wet when she’s turned on?
Oh, no.
No!
Is that why my dick won’t work anymore? Did he… Holy shit. He turned my ass into a woman and broke my dick!
“You look troubled, my love. Is something wrong?”
Now I’m his love? I am done with holding back.
“Yes, something’s wrong! You broke my dick!”
Of course, his gaze goes right to my junk. “You did become quite eager during our plundering. Did it get bent?”
“No! It’s not fucking bent. It’s straight as an arrow. Look!”
I raise my hands to disclose my problem. My tented fly is pointed right at his.
Great. We’re two idiots with dueling boners.
“Yes. I did not get a glimpse before, but it looks to be a glorious little specimen, and very straight.”
I’m going to kill him, I swear.
“The straightness of my very adequately sized dick is not the problem! I can’t cum. Every time I try to jerk it, it feels like someone’s stabbing me in the nuts!”
His brow wrinkles. He takes a step forward. I don’t like how he finally looks concerned. Does he know what this means? Is it fatal?
“This…jerking? Is this what you described to me yesterday?”
“Yes!” Thank fuck. Someone’s finally catching up.
“Cole, I must advise against any more jerking. You will only cause yourself undo pain.”
“Uh, no shit, but I’ve been hornier than a Mythar hog since the last few weeks I was on Hutakah. No matter what I do, though, I can’t get my dick to cum. It’s fucking killing me. Maybe I have some kind of disease. Maybe…whatever was bothering you got transferred to me.”
“Your last few weeks there?” he parrots.
“Yeah. I’m in hell, I tell you!”
“Oh, Cole,” he coos, beaming from ear to ear. “You have made me most happy with this admission. Do you not see now? It is as I initially suspected.”
“What is? See what?”
“You were yearning for me even on Hutakah as I was for you. As soon as they flew us into Hutakah’s atmosphere, I sensed your presence. You said you felt nothing, but you must have been confused, my love. This proves it.”
Of all the cockamamie theories. Literally, cock-amaime. Because that’s all this guy thinks with, isn’t it? His freaking cock.
“No! All it proves is that I’m horny and can’t cum, which means I have a damn medical problem! Now, if you don’t have any logical explanations, the least you can do is set one of the med diagnosis scanners to speak Human for me. I’ve had about enough of your matchmaking for one light year.”
“But—”
“Ah! Ah! No buts! Literally no butt talk! Med scanner. Now.”
I don’t even wait to see if he follows. Marching off the helm and down the corridor, it’s difficult to walk like a bad ass when you’re toting a rock-hard erection.
I cannot wait to hear the diagnosis read out. At this point, I don’t even care if it’s something fatal. Whatever it is, it sure as hell isn’t going to be cured by more Grantham dick. Informing him with science that he’s wrong is going to be worth dying for.




CHAPTER 9

“Elevated levels of dopamine detected. All other levels, normal.”
The med diagnosis scanner ricochets off my cabin wall and onto the floor. Except, it doesn’t break from the throw I gave it for speaking more blasphemy.
“Dope-dope-dope-dope-amine levels de-de-detected. Dope-dope-dope—”
“Ah! I heard you the first seven times!” I rage, stumbling out of bed. The pain emanating from my nuts is so damn unbearable, I nearly pass out just from bending over to retrieve my boot off the floor.
If I’m going to die from my balls exploding, it’s not going to be while listening to a diagnosis of ‘horny’ from the universe’s worst diagnostics scanner.
Pieces fly off of it as I bash the heel of my boot into the screen. I’m wheezing and sweating but determined to destroy this contraption if it’s the last thing I do. A thousand crypto says Grantham programmed it to say that. There has to be something else wrong with me. Perfect health, my ass.
“Who’s the dope now?” I huff, slouching onto the floor when it finally shuts up, emitting sparks from its demise.
The damp fabric of my pants clings to my backside and the back of my thighs. Every passing second is a step further into the fresh horny hell that has become my world.
The new set of linens I put on the bed is so saturated that it’s embarrassing. I’m pretty sure I’m making a puddle on the floor now, too.
My sphincter clenches in need again. Locking my knees together, I hold back the urge to buck my hips into the air. I have literally resorted to dry humping air. This is madness. It’s been happening for the last two hours, and it’s only getting worse.
I need to fuck so badly I want to weep. With my face in my hands, I try to blot out the sensation of my throbbing, iron hard dick, my aching balls, and the miserable wanton feeling deep inside my channel.
‘You don’t need to fuck, Cole,’ some more informed version of myself whispers in my mind. ‘You need to be fucked.’
Letting loose a growl of frustration, I wonder if this is what that space delirium I’ve heard guys talk about feels like. No one ever mentioned excessive arousal levels though, and space delirium only occurs when you’ve been in flight for an extremely extended period of time.
‘You know he was right and just don’t want to admit it,’ the voice says.
Fucking Grantham. His helpful insight when we were in the med bay taunts me on replay now.
“Only the touch of a person’s fated one can bring relief once the fating has begun.”
I’m afraid he might be right because my dick sure as shit doesn’t want me touching it. Every time I do, it’s like someone cinched a chord around my sac and kicked me in the cock.
So basically anything would feel better than masturbating. What a cruel, freaking universe.
I’ve even tried thinking of pleasant things. Mind over matter. Except, the most recent and powerful pleasant memory I can recall is the way a certain cock teased my gland and lit my world up with bliss, and the way someone’s heady breaths ghosted the back of my neck with whispered words of praise that swathed an ache in my soul I didn’t know existed.
Ugh! Wrong memory.
A tendril of desire shoots up my channel. My pucker is convulsing like it’s begging to swallow something, something big and green.
“I’m gyrating. I’m literally gyrating,” I warn myself out loud, so maybe some part of my addled brain will realize how nonsensical my behavior is.
Forcing myself to sit still, my teeth grind at the amount of restraint it takes to do so as another bead of fluid dribbles down the seam of my ass. Ugh. So gross!
Deep breaths, Cole. Deep breaths.
Mind over matter. You figured out what makes it worse, so just don’t do either of those things.
Right.
Don’t touch your dick or think about Grantham. You’ve got this.
A chuckle of relief bubbles through my lips. The cabin wall is cool against my flushed skin as I lean my head back and take another breath.
I have got this.
Watch, in an hour or two, it’ll be gone. I can keep my hand off my dick for an hour or two. Easy peasy.




CHAPTER 10

Seven minutes later
That was the longest two hours of my life! I need dick. I need big, green, alien dick where the suns don’t shine, and I need it like yesterday.
Barreling through the helm doors, I must look completely deranged, barefoot and unfastening my pants. The sight of that green skin sends a quiver through all my personal places, telling me once again that Grantham is indeed the drug that I need a hit of. I am done caring about why. I can’t take another second of this horny hell I’m in.
“Dearest,” he declares as though he’s been desperately awaiting me, turning in the captain’s chair, and opening his arms to welcome me.
“You bastard! What the fuck…did you do to me?” I pant through the new wave of lust pummeling me. I don’t even care that I’ve shucked my pants and am climbing onto his lap before I get the last word out.
His gaze scrutinizes me and all my horny flop sweat even as he cradles my elbow to help me climb aboard. “I do not understand why you have made yourself suffer so. It pains me to see you in such distress.”
“Yeah, I bet,” I grunt, reaching between us to get at his crotch flap. “Just get your dick out. Pillow talk later.”
Luckily, he complies so I don’t have to go more savage on him than I already feel. For a species who claims to plunder and plunder and plunder, he’s sure taking his sweet ass time.
When he finally frees his cock, my sphincter contracts at the sight of its engorged state like it thinks it just won a prize. My pelvis rocks, making my perfectly adequate dick spear his warm green abs. The dual sensations of want and pain have me tightening my grip on the chair and whimpering.
“You are certain that you are prepared to commence our fating?” he asks, his expression looking cautious.
Is he kidding me? Now is not the time to play coy.
“For real? Look at me! I’ve got fate juice running down my legs. Fate me, fuck me, plunder me—I don’t care what you call it. Just get inside me now!”
“It is just that before our last plunder, while your body was very eager, verbally you expressed distaste.”
“Yeah, well, I’ll try anything twice in case I was wrong the first time. Now, can we do this?”
Smiling, his palm glides gently over the curve of my ass. “Of course, dearest. I shall cherish this time forever.”
Shit. This is awkward. I’m facing him the way females have done with me before during sexy times. If I reposition, it’ll just prolong the inevitable and probably foster twenty more ridiculous Grantham comments.
Fuck it.
What’s it going to be? Like five minutes max?
He doesn’t seem to be acting like it’s anything unusual, judging by the way his hand cups the bottom of my ass and urges me to rise up. His other hand takes hold of the base of his cock and directs his tip into my crease.
“Yesss,” I slur as he glides through all that damn fluid leaking out of me.
An anticipatory charge lights up my insides. Unbelievable.
How can the mere friction of him rubbing his cockhead through my seam feel so damn good? Am I… groaning?
Shit.
It couldn’t be helped. I’m pretty sure I’m dying of blue balls. They’re legit starting to turn blue. Or maybe they just look bluish against his green skin.
Oh, fuck.
He’s there.
Target acquired.
I don’t even wait for him to tag me in. His tip feels like something too large that’s trying to enter a passage that’s too small, but the burn only lasts a few seconds, given how quickly I depress myself onto him.
My sphincter swallows up his glans and then I feel it… that sedating relaxation of my pucker like his cock was the answer to all my prayers. The sensation spreads throughout my body like jam on bread.
Relief. Fucking finally.
His palm squeezes a handful of my ass, sending a blissful whirl through my abdomen. That shouldn’t feel good.
Casually, I tug at his wrist. “Ass handling not necessary.”
“You do not wish to be touched?”
I feel stupid with my eyes closed like this, but there’s no way I’m showing him the sex haze in them as I bottom out on his cock and moan. Coughing and kneading the back of the chair, I shake my head.
His warm breath on my cheek shouldn’t give me such a rush. I’m already indulging more than I should. I mean, I’m freaking sitting on a strange male’s lap with his three nuts pressed up against my asscheeks. I’d say I’ve made enough allowances for one year.
“We’re just…getting off.” Before his literalism can dissect that statement, I lie, “I don’t like to be touched.”
His hands slip to the outer sides of my thighs. I can feel him grip the seat of the chair, complying with my wishes. Great. Now I have to run the show and probably look like I’m enjoying this.
I am. I still don’t fucking understand how or why I am. And I also don’t understand why the loss of his hands on me has an empty feeling expanding in my chest.
Rocking up and taking a slide back down on his cock renews some of the ecstasy. It’s so bizarre that this is now familiar to me. I can even tell he’s started to leak his purge fluids inside me and that my body is doing that strange absorption thing again, rippling invigorating static charges through my groin.
The only thing that would make it better is—
“Ah! What the fuck?”
“What is it, love?” he asks, gripping my thighs.
“My fucking dick! It still hurts when I touch it.” I pant, glaring down at my swollen angry cock that’s aimed right at me like a missile overdue to launch.
“Is self-relief common amongst Humans?”
The shit this guy says. “Yeah,” I laugh as the pain subsides, but my cock is still throbbing, aching to be jerked. “Everybody does it.”
“Hm. This would explain why I encountered very few humans in my travels. Your species must not procreate much.”
“We procreate just fine. Galaxy 6781 isn’t a big tourist trap for humans is all. I just didn’t get that freaking memo. Don’t Ditali jerk off?”
Huffing as I gyrate on his dick, I’m torn between focusing on the conversation as a distraction from what we’re doing and the pleasure so I can get off and be done with this.
His chest rumbles on a stifled groan, making my hair follicles stand at attention.
Big man likes my gyrating. I’ll take comfort in the fact that if I’m plundering with a dude, at least I’m good at it.
“We…find no pleasure in attempting self-relief.”
“That’s the saddest thing I’ve ever heard.”
Maybe talking is better. We’re just two guys scratching an itch. It’s…science.
“It has never grieved me because I have never desired it. The most sorrow I have ever felt was over my failed attempts to find my fated one. After each time I plundered someone, an emptiness carved itself deep in my bones.”
“Yeah, a lousy lay can do that,” I joke, but then remember plenty of times where I’ve felt worse after fucking than I had beforehand.
I didn’t feel that way after Grantham and I boinked yesterday, though. The only sensation of loss I felt was for him—specifically him. It’s got to be whatever this weird thing between us is. Once I fuck it out of my system, I’m sure I’ll be fine. I sure won’t be pining after some alien dude.
A sliver of pain shoots down my shaft, sending a cannonball explosion into my nuts. Damn it! I freaking touched my dick again!
“Ouch!”
“Why do you continue to do this if it causes you pain?”
Blinking at him through watery eyes, I realize I’ve opened them. Geez. We’re so close that his nose is only a few inches from mine. Why are his eyes so damn pretty?
“Because…my freaking dick and nuts feel like they’re going to explode! I need to cum, so my instinct is to help it along by stroking my cock.”
“I would assist you, if you would allow it, but you requested for me not to touch you.”
There’s his smart-ass side again. I swear his cluelessness is all an act just to get me to admit I don’t exactly hate plundering with him.
“Yeah. That’s right. We don’t need to get handsy.”
His chuckle shifts his cock inside me, hitting my gland just right. “What’s so damn funny?” I demand as soon as I finish gasping and my eyes quit rolling back in my head.
“I am learning that you make up your own words or use slang, as I believe you call it. I find it most amusing.”
“Handsy is a word, okay? And you know what? We can cut out the talking, too.”
“You wish for me not to speak while we fate?”
“Yeah,” I huff, closing my eyes to focus on my movements and the good kind of pressure that’s building deep inside my channel. “Quiet. I like it quiet.”
Good. Now I won’t have to hear his dearest or my love endearments, either. They’re starting to mess with my head, I swear. My heart feels like it’s sprouted moon fairy wings each time he uses them.
Creak. Squish. Creak. Squish.
Apparently, this chair has more miles on it than I thought, and all the fluids the two of us have amassed is the equivalent of lube overload. Add in our heavy breathing, and it’s a soundtrack of raw, filthy sex.
Creak. Squish. Creak. Squish.
Okay, that’s not annoying or anything.
How’s a guy supposed to concentrate on getting off with an earworm like that in the background? And why the fuck haven’t I come yet?
It feels like it’s right there within reach.
My toes are curled, my teeth clenched. A bead of sweat is running down my temple from the workout. My nipples are so hard they’d probably slice Grantham’s chest if we were pressed together.
The thought of what it would feel like being skin to skin makes me groan. These overwhelming cravings are ridiculous. How can it feel like I need more? My cock is about to blow a vein. I reach for it but stop when I remember the last painful jolt that shot up my shaft.
“Touch me,” I blurt.
“But you said—”
“I know, but I changed my mind. Touch my cock. Something needs to touch it.”
Fingers graze my sensitive flesh and wrap around my girth before I have time to come to my senses and recant my request. Sweet mother of Mercury, I should have asked him to do that yesterday.
“Ho-my-gah!
Fuuu…”
I’ve collapsed onto him like he sucked all my bones out of me. I can’t even form expletives. That feels amazing. It’s like the best dick hug in the universe.
“What language is that, my dear?” he murmurs in my ear.
Holy shit. I think he just gave me an eargasm. My ears are an erogenous zone, too?
“Hu-human,” I stammer, blindly searching for his pie hole to silence him with my fingers.
I think his voice…turns me on. How can a male’s voice arouse me when one never has before?
I need to cum and get off his lap.
Oh, brother. Listen to me! I shouldn’t even be on his lap.
Jerking my hips into his grip, I pick up speed, clenching my arm tighter around the back of his shoulders.
This is crazy.
This. Is. Crazy.
Man, the dick hug feels great, but he’s seriously never jerked off before. His grip is too lax and slow. It has my body chanting its new favorite demand.
More.
More.
More.
“Tighter,” I grunt, placing my hand over his. “Faster,” I add, because hindsight is 20/20.
His fingers reach behind me and swipe at my fluids like I’m a public lube fountain. How freaking embarrassing is that? I’m not going to admit that him doing so is thoughtful, though. That would mean admitting that I haven’t seen a single drop of precum out of my dick in two days. His fingers return slickened and slather my shaft.
“Uh! Forfuuu-s-s-sake. Ssso good. That’s…that’s good.”
His response is a muffled version of the sound a person makes when they find something delicious. I did not need to know that he finds me delicious. It forces another round of shameless noises from my vocal cords.
Fuck, I’m loud.
And why the hell does it feel like I’ve plateaued again? I went up a hill of need when he touched my dick, but now I’m stuck on that hill. This is maddening.
I need his hands on my ass again or something. Each time he’s touched me, it’s sent my pulse zinging and flooded me with a new barrage of endorphins.
I can’t believe I’m going to do this, but what’s the point of being so in tune with him if I don’t use it to my advantage? It could save my nuts, after all.
“Touch me,” I plead on a winded breath.
“I am touching you.”
“No. More. Touch me…more.”
Sparing him a glance when he neither responds nor complies, I find his expression befuddled and wary. I get it. If it was me fucking me, I’d be confused over my hot and cold reactions by now, too. There is no dignity in Galaxy 6781 apparently, because I’m just going to have to spell it out for him.
“Just…fuck me, okay? Do whatever it is you’d normally do—unless it’s weird or something! I need to get off. I can’t take this much longer.”
“You are certain?”
“Yes, I’m…ninety-seven percent certain.”
“What about the other three percent?”
“Give it five more minutes and that part will be on board, too.”
A shiver runs up my spine as his gaze studies mine. It’s so bizarre to be chock-full of his cock and have him look me in the eye like he’s actually concerned for my well-being and pleasure. I don’t think anything’s ever felt more personal.
He finally nods, making me swallow against a lump in my throat. A burst of delight ignites inside my channel along with a split second of apprehension. What exactly does that nod mean?
“Prepare yourself, dearest. I am going to love you now as the universe intended.”
Um…
Not something you hear every day.
That was kind of hot. I mean, if he was a chick, it’d be hot.
I don’t get to process further. His hands grip the undersides of my ass. He bucks his hips, and I see stars. Lots of stars. Not only is his chest glowing, but he just lit up my whole damn world.
Fuck. He’s picking me up.
My ass lands on the obsidian stairs that lead up to the ventilation hatch. I’m no longer on his lap nor being carried, which is a bonus in the humility department, but I’m still getting fucked, so does it really matter?
His smile is a mix of serene and carnivorous, oddly doing all sorts of things to my nerve endings. “My beautiful, eager virgin love,” he murmurs, bringing his hand up and stroking my jaw.
I specified fucking not fawning. What the hell is that about? And I think we can dispense with the virginal comments after—
“Ho-holy hell,” I garble, gripping onto his forearms for dear life as he thrusts the thrust to top all thrusts.
My gland sends a resounding burst of pleasure throughout my body, like it’s awoken from a deep sleep and is finally being used for what it was meant.
But he doesn’t stop. And it doesn’t stop.
Over and over and over he rocks, driving into me. Ping. Ping. Ping. It’s like his cockhead has radar and is zeroed in—hitting my G just right each time.
And the sounds. My word, the sounds are absolutely disgusting.
“Uhn! Oh! Oh fuck! Fuuu-f-f-fuuuck m-me! Graaantham! Granthhh—”
His deep, satisfied groan finally gets me to shut my trap. “I am sorry,” he pants, nuzzling my cheek. “I know you requested quiet, but your cries for me are the most beautiful song I’ve ever heard. I shall dream of them in my sleep.”
Awww, damn.
That just gave me another eargasm. Who says shit like that?
Gripping the back of his neck, I hold him in place. If his pillow talk gets me over the hill, so be it.
Moans and cries continue to flow out of me as those three warm nuts slap against my taint. I am going to cum so damn hard, I swear. Fuck, he feels good.
This! I mean, this feels good.
Each embarrassing noise I make is rewarded with more murmured praises. They send happy little jolts pinging through my groin.
Wait. He stopped.
No more nut-slapping, no more Cole-the-beautiful-is-the-greatest-lay-ever comments. What is the deal?
Our sweaty cheeks are stuck together and his hot breath wafts in my ear. His cock is only halfway inside me, but it’s nestled right up against my gland. And it’s…it’s moving.
“What…what’s happening?”
“The bond,” he rasps, lifting his head to look at me. Smiling like he’s beside himself, he elaborates, “It is taking hold now.”
Bond? Is this more of his mumbo jumbo fated mates talk? What’s a guy gotta do to get—
Whoa!
Whoa!
His cockhead is… I swear it just changed shape. It feels like it… went concave? It’s nestling itself perfectly around my G.
“Ohmuh-gahhh! Ah!”
“You feel it now, my love?”
F-f-feel it? I…I can’t even talk.
His tip is massaging my gland. It’s like…a gland kiss.
My eyes cross. I swear even my hair follicles are turned on. My back arches, but whatever his cock is doing to me doesn’t stop. Can you die from pleasure overload?
“Fffuuuck! C-cock! T-touch my c-cock!”
If I don’t cum now, then something is seriously broken inside me. That hand, that perfect, warm, green hand, wraps around my shaft, saving me from this euphoric agony.
Finally, fucking finally, the pressure in my dick and nuts abates. More pleasure blooms deep inside my channel. It feels like hot lava is working its way up my legs from my toes. A full-body tremor takes hold of me, and I let loose a delirious laugh of relief.
I probably came all over him. Serves him right for getting me into this insanity. Glancing down, I don’t spot a drop of cum.
A sensation of warm fluid inside me has me staring up at him, dumbfounded as I continue to tremor from the epic waves of pleasure still rippling through me.
Holy fuck. I think my ass is coming again.
His stars brighten to the point that I have to close my eyes as his cock continues that maddening massage of my gland. The more it continues, the more I feel fluids seeping into hidden recesses of my body, making me feel…whole, complete.
Fuck. I could cry.
Double fuck. I am crying! 
It’s… it’s the most beautiful sensation I’ve ever felt in my life, but it’s laced with feelings of desperation, too. When did I wrap my arms around him?
I’m clinging to him like a damn baby. The thought of separating even an inch from him fills me with a gut punch of sadness.
“Wh-what just happened?” I manage, sounding all weepy and shit. “Wh-where’s my cum? I should have shot all over you.”
“You did, dearest,” he soothes, stroking my hair as our faces remain nestled in the crooks of each other’s neck. “I feel the fluids of our bond deep inside you. It is done now, love. We are bonded.”
Just as he finishes his little speech, his cock kiss retracts, letting off of my gland. He lowers his weight, slipping himself the rest of the way inside me. It feels incredible, absolutely incredible. I don’t know how or why he’s still hard or why the thought of him being hard enough for a second round excites me, but can you say rude?
I came. I came in a really weird place, sure, but I still came. And I’m pretty sure he did, too. Show’s over. Nut-splosion crisis averted.
The thought of letting him go pummels me with another gut punch of sorrow, but fuck that. I’ll deal. I can… just go cry in my cabin. With dignity.
Man, what a crazy day. Best shag of my life—by a big, gland massaging, alien cock. Insanity. Good thing what happens in space stays in space.
Patting his shoulder, I muster a smile. “Um. Good game. Thanks…for the orgasm.”
Planting my feet on the stairs, my face burns, realizing I had my ankles locked around his ass. Awkward.
“What are you doing, dearest?”
“Getting up.”
Pushing at his shoulders, I slide my hips back to free myself from this plunder. He’s just staring at me, all confused, like he expected me to lie here like a cock warmer.
Don’t help or anything, big guy.
I feel like I’m drunk, but the good kind of drunk. Little aftershocks are still racing down each of my appendages from that gland kissing thing he did. But, hello. This cock warming station is closed. I think I’ve indulged enough for one day.
Just as I slide up to the tip of his cock, he yells, “Cole, no! Do not—”




CHAPTER 11

“Gahhh! Fuck!” I shout at the ungodly tearing sensation shooting up my channel, immobilizing me.
My fingernails dig into the meat of Grantham’s arms as I pant through the pain. Glancing down between us where his cockhead is still inside me, I don’t see any sign of an intrusion. Well, no other intrusion than him.
“What the hell…was that?” I grunt, but a terrifying thought takes hold. “Oh, no. You broke me. Holy shit. You broke my…man channel!”
His stomach rises and falls under his heavy breaths. Face pinched like he’s in pain too, he shakes his head.
“Nothing is broken. You are still as perfect as when I first entered you.”
“You get an A+ for pillow talk, okay? But now is not the time. Something is definitely broken. It felt like my ass was going to rip out through my sphincter. I’d call that ‘broken’.”
“It is our bond keeping us together. Now that our fating has taken hold, we cannot separate until it has run its course.”
I blink.
And blink.
And blink.
“Excuse me?” I cough once my ability to speak returns.
Grantham opens his mouth to elaborate. Someone really needs to teach this guy what sarcasm is, but it’s not going to be me. And not while his cock is still inside me. Holding up a hand to silence him, I plant my other one on the stairs. I’ll just do this extraction-of-cock carefully, delicately.
“Hu-aaah! Mother of fuck!”
The pull on the deepest recesses of my insides is so intense this time that I see spots. What in the hell is going on? It’s like we’re glued together by an unbreakable suction.
“Dearest,” he pants. “I must ask if you would please not do that again. It pains me as well.”
“Are we…stuck…together?”
“Yes, love. As I tried to explain, our fating has taken hold. Our sexes have bonded. Did you not feel it? I heard you cry out and tremble in my arms when your fating gland released all over my cockhead.”
“You just love bringing shit back up, don’t you? I…I came. Alright? In my ass for some reason, but that’s all that happened. We shouldn’t be stuck together!”
“You truly do not know?”
“Know what? That I’m fucked in more ways than one right now?”
Frowning, he studies me pityingly. Being studied pityingly while stuck to a cock gets one star. Do not recommend.
“When the universe fates two beings and they both willingly consummate their fating, their fating bond takes hold. During their unanimous consummation, they release fating bond fluids, making them as inseparable as their love. It is one of the most glorious occurrences of the universe.”
I think my Adam’s apple just plummeted into my stomach. Is he shitting me with this? What happened to 97 percent? I mean, I know I was lying. I was more than a hundred and ten percent ready for fucking, but come on. I didn’t mean indefinitely.
Fuck you, Universe! You got it wrong!
“Inseparable for…forever?” I choke out.
He chuckles, sending a wave of warmth down to my toes when his cock jostles inside me. I bite my cheek to stifle a groan. I need answers, not more assgasms.
“No. Can you imagine plundering forever?” he laughs.
Why that mental image shoots a thrill up my spine is just bonkers. “No,” I insist. “I can’t, but what are we talking about here? Minutes, hours? How long until our…fating bond juices wear off?”
He’s fingering my hair, looking reminiscent. I did not say he could play with my hair.
Has anyone ever played with my hair? I don’t think so. How sad is that? I’ve got good hair.
“Mm, that depends.”
“Depends on what?”
“The strength of the couple’s bond, their connection. I have seen some couples fate for hours, others for—”
“Hours!”
“Yes. I pity them, honestly.”
Of course, he does. The freaking cock slut.
Well, he’s not after my cock, though. I guess that makes him a butt slut.
Maybe I should keep asking questions. He’s good at leaving out details.
“Why would you pity them?”
“For having such a short fating bond period. It is an honor and a blessing to experience. Those most fortunate in their fating pairing are blessed with the lengthiest bonding periods.”
“What’s the longest anyone’s ever bonded?”
“Hm…that would probably be my parents. Royal fatings are usually quite strong.”
“How long did theirs last?”
“Eight days.”
“Eight! Eight fucking days? Eight days of fucking? That’s…that’s not possible!”
“I assure you it is, my love. I would not jest about such a thing.”
No. No, he wouldn’t because he doesn’t know how to jest.
Holy fuck. Eight days? I can’t fuck for eight days.
“What is wrong, my dearest?”
A laugh bursts from my throat, but there’s not a damn thing that’s funny about this. He’s wrong. No one can be stuck together for eight days, let alone one. It’s…it’s science.
I’ll show him. Sucking in a breath, I brace myself and push at the stairs with my feet, causing me to slide up his shaft.
There’s his tip. I can feel it. I’m almost home free. It’ll just be like ripping off a bandage. An asshole bandage, but a bandage, nonetheless. I can take it. I’m Cole fucking Barnes, war veteran and intergalactic bounty hunter.
“Gahhh!” we scream in unison as white-hot pain slices its way up my channel.
Slamming my ass back down so it’s resting against his nuts like they’re a sanctuary, my moan is a pitiful, desperate sound.
“Please, Cole,” he says breathlessly. “I wish you would not do that.”
“We’re stuck? Like seriously stuck to-fucking-gether? This…we can’t…how…that’s not even a thing!”
“Fret not, my dear. It is done often among my people. I assure you, they say it is the most wonderful experience of one’s lifetime.”
“Wonderful? How the fuck can having a cock up your ass for eight days be wonderful? What happens when I have to take a shit?”
“The body expends all nutrients on the bond during a fating. There is no production of bodily wastes.”
“Wait…what?”
“I said that you will not—”
“Yeah. I heard! You’re telling me I can’t shit anymore?”
“Your body will still have the ability to do so, just not during a fating, dearest. Do not worry,” he says all calmly, like it’s nothing to freak out over.
Well, guess who’s freaking out? Eight days of constipation with an alien butt plug in my ass is more than my rational human mind can handle. Maybe the Skogari will find us and haul us back to Hutakah. Maybe they know some medical separation technique. Maybe I’ll wake up from this incredibly fucked up nightmare.
“Cole—”
What if I need to shower? Or eat? Or brush my teeth? Or sleep?
“Cole. Dearest.”
“What?” I snap. He’s cupped my face. My head was thrashing. Of course, my head was thrashing. This is mental overload. I think I might be having a heart attack.
“You are speaking to yourself or to me?”
Another delirious laugh bubbles out of my throat. “Does it matter? Unless we can figure out some medical solution to stop this shit, I apparently won’t have any privacy for the foreseeable future!”
Frowning, he studies my face. “You truly wish to be rid of our bond?”
“Uh, is that a trick question? Yes! I know you’re all well and good with it, but this isn’t what I signed up for. Okay? I told you, I’m not even into males, and regardless, I wouldn’t want to be bonded to some female I don’t even know. So, aside from not breaking my ass, your number-one priority should be figuring out a way to stop this.”
Finally, that seems to have made a dent. Oh, for fuck’s sake. Sad face? Really?
“I am grieved to hear you feel this way. I do not know what I have done wrong to make our fating so unpleasant for you.”
Great. Here comes the guilt trip.
“Nothing. Okay? You’ve done nothing wrong. I get it. It’s part of your species’ traditions. It’s just not mine.”
“But the universe—”
“Was wrong! I’m human. We don’t fate. We don’t bond. Hell, half the time we don’t even love who we…plunder.”
Geez. You’d think I just told him anal was outlawed.
“Self-pleasure. No love. Humans sound like a very sad and lonely species.”
Drama much? I pinch my eyes closed so he can’t see me roll them. “Maybe,” I concede, because, for once, he’s not completely wrong. “We value our independence.”
“Regardless, my heart breaks for you and your kind. To know love is to know the secret of the universe.”
“Yeah, well, we say some secrets are better left unspoken. Now, are you going to help me or what?”
He glances down at our joined bodies, making my face flush at his perusal. He’s already seen and felt the whole kit and kaboodle, so I have no reason to be shy. I just don’t like how the heat in my face feels more like lust from being the spectacle of those stupidly pretty eyes of his.
“I would do anything to make you happy, dear Cole, even if anything meant severing our bond. Unfortunately, I do not know of any way to do so. I am sorry that I cannot give you what you desire, but I would…even though every fiber of my being protests it. I would do it for you.”
My number-one fan, a martyr. He could have just said he doesn’t know.
“Well, we need to try something.”
“What do you suggest?”
Peering down his washboard abs, I curse under my breath for being simple-minded. Extraction-of-cock is the only game plan I can think of, and the only obvious way hasn’t worked out so well for me thus far.
“Just…let’s try again,” I offer, but caution, “slowly!”
I don’t blame him for looking as wary as I feel about my plan. He also seemed to be in pain the last time I tried to de-cock, but it’s the only idea I’ve got.
“If you are still determined to sever our bond when we arrive on Ditali, I can speak to a physician. There is a mixture they concocted of Ditali plants that they used to give to warriors to suppress the strength of the fating power for when couples had to be separated during the Great War.”
“Yes! That! We totally need to do that if those weird urges still happen when we get there.”
Nodding, albeit reluctantly judging by his pouty lower lip, he concurs, “I will seek out this treatment for you as soon as we arrive, then.”
“Cool.” A breath of relief passes over my lips. Finally, a sliver of hope. I knew there had to be a way. Now, all I need to do is get off his cock. Knowing that I won’t have unbearable cravings for it again after I do is just the motivation that I needed to face the inevitable pain again.
“Alright. Ready?” I preface, bracing my feet on the stairs.
His grimace does not fucking foster confidence, the dick. He nods, though, so I take a deep breath and bite the inside of my lip. Operation ‘Ass Bandage Removal’ is about to commence.
Our gazes lock as he lifts his hips a fraction. Every muscle in my body wants to clench, but I’m forcing a mantra of ‘relax and breath’ to ease the passage.
His tip…it’s there, hovering right inside my entrance. But so is that damn horrid pulling sensation—like there’s a string on his tip that’s tethered to something deep inside of me. Ah, fuck, that hurts. Gritting my teeth, huffing through my nostrils, I pinch my eyes closed and continue to pull my body in the opposite direction.
“Ahhh! Fuuuck!”
Neck craned back, my war cry is an awful sound amidst Grantham’s agonized grunts and heavy breaths. My freaking stomach feels like it’s being yanked out of my body, but no dick. The dick is still there, doing all the tormenting.
My head is spinning. A violent wave of nausea assaults me, and I blink at a tear spilling over my lid, but everything is blurry.
Holy shit. I’m going to pass out.
“Stop! Stop!” I pant, a death grip on his forearms.
His chest collapses onto mine, the movement nudging his cock back deeper inside of me, halting the agony. My lungs expand on choppy breaths, pressing my ribcage tighter against his with each of our labored breaths from our struggle.
That was a freaking genius idea. Way to go, Cole. Now you’ve got a cock in you and your insides ache.
Whimpering, I don’t even care how wet my tear-stained cheeks are right now. This is hell. Galaxy 6781 is Hell.
Fingers rake through my hair. The contact with my scalp soothes my distress enough to return some of my cognizance.  
Grantham’s sweat-dampened cheek is plastered up against mine. I’ll take some solace in the fact that the result of my brilliant plan has him tremoring right along with me.
“Do not…fret, dearest. All will be…well.”
His big strong ass is so winded from the agony that he can’t even speak without pausing for breath and ‘all will be well’? Ha! I take back what I thought about him not being capable of humor. Someone please give this guy a comedy award.
“All is not…well,” I sniffle. Fucking sniffle.
His thumb grazes through a tear tracking down my cheek, and he lifts his head. I pinch my eyes shut, so I at least don’t have to witness him witnessing me crying.
My freaking insides are still throbbing. I can’t believe I’m actually admitting this, but I’d give my left arm to be back on Hutakah eating planet rat and loading carts.
“What can I do, Cole?”
“Nothing.” I shake my head.
His ability to remain calm and compassionate during all of this is baffling. I should count my blessings that I didn’t get stuck with someone unpleasant. Sure, he’s eccentric, but I have to admit he’s been nothing but cordial and good for my ego throughout our entire ordeal.
My bitterness over my situation has me feeling morose over my lack of calm, though, so I idly throw a gauntlet. “Make me feel better,” I dare because I finally found something he can’t do. Not even Grantham the Perfect can fix this mess.
Where did I go wrong? I must have done something truly awful to be saddled with this new reality.
Something warm and soft brushes against my mouth. A shower of relief sprinkles through me like snowflakes extinguishing fragments of my pain and misery. He’s… kissing me?
Tearing my mouth away two seconds slower than I should have, I demand, “What are you doing?”
“Melding our mouths,” he replies cautiously. “I thought it may bring you comfort.”
It… did. Like everything else that’s happened with this guy, it doesn’t make sense.. I can’t remember the last time I was kissed, let alone the last time I was kissed like that. Slowly. Thoughtfully. Without a goal for something more.
He shifts on his elbow, staring down at me. The worry lines in his expression shouldn’t soften my cold, pissed off heart. His movement jostles his cock inside me, sending a bloom of delight that tamps out any remaining ache from my extraction attempt.
Seriously? I’m turned on again?
“I don’t…like melding on the mouth,” I lie even as I stare at his lips.
What were the odds that his species kisses, too? Of course, he had to excel at that along with everything else.
Great. Now I’ll be thinking about his mouth along with his cock.
Shifting underneath of him doesn’t help my returning dilemma. My own dick has sprung back to life from his ‘mouth meld’ and taps his abs as a wicked tendril curls its way through my groin. It occurs to me that I do know one way to feel better.
“Meld somewhere else, just…not on the mouth,” I huff like it cost me something, but I’m running so low on pride, I think I’m broke.
Gifting me a small smile, he nods. “As you wish, dearest.”
My breath catches as he dips his head to my neck. His lips brush my jugular, making my eyes droop closed, and a blanket of heat warms me from head to toe. I’m not sure who moved first, but as my stubborn apprehensions fall away, I get lost in the rocking of our pelvises. A maelstrom of pleasure rebuilds inside me, along with the vibrancy of his glowing stars.
“Cock…touch it,” I pant as I claw at his back.
Without a word, he licks the palm of his hand. It’s the most erotic, filthy thing I’ve ever seen. The moan I let out as he wraps it around my cock is the most erotic, filthy sound I’ve ever heard. It’s perfect harmony. At this moment, all is right in the universe.
He said it might only take hours. Given that we don’t know each other, and I’ve never been into males, I bet our bonding period will be the kind that only lasts hours. If my only two options are straining to get off his dick or using his dick to work my gland over until my eyes cross, I’d be a fool not to pick the latter. I might as well make this sex-sentence worth my while.
“Aw, fuck yeah,” I groan, latching my ankles together behind his back when his cockhead goes concave again.
I was starting to wonder if his cockhead trick was only a onetime thing. Holding its normal shape was epic enough, but this gland-kissing trick hits that out of the galaxy. I don’t think anyone would blame me for riding the Grantham Train if they knew what it could do.
“Do you feel better, my dear?” he breathes heavily at my collarbone.
“Yeah. Don’t stop. Whatever you do, don’t stop.”
His lips press a kiss to my damp flesh. We need a damn shower. We. Listen to me. I’m not going to think about that right now.
“Happily, my beautiful Cole. Most happily.”
I should record the shit he says for when I need an ego boost after this is over. For now, I’m just going to cash in on a few hours of assgasms. The universe owes me at least that much for what it’s put me through.




CHAPTER 12

It’s been ten hours.
Ten hours of assgasms.
Ten.
Freaking.
Hours.
“I need more soap,” I grumble, fighting my heavy eyelids through the steam filling the shower stall in Grantham’s cabin.
A sudsy sponge glides across the back of my shoulder blades, lulling my exhausted body closer to sleep. Damn it, Cole. Stay awake. This has to end soon.
Shifting on his lap, I grind my teeth to combat the punch of desire the movement causes. No. No more. It cannot be humanly possible to have like twelve orgasms in one day.
Twisting my arm around behind me, I snag the sponge from his hand.
“I can do it myself.”
It falls to the floor. Of fucking course it does.
I give up.
Closing my eyes, I lean my head against the shower wall. I need a distraction.
“Tell me about your home.”
“You wish for me to speak again?” Grantham counters, reminding me I demanded silence at least three times over the last ten hours.
I am an emotional trash bay fire. I’ve traveled every spectrum of the behavior wheel today. If I wasn’t moaning my head off and coming, I was cussing out both him and the universe, giving him the silent treatment, or babbling weepy nonsense that I refuse to think about ever again.
There is only so much patience a man can muster when he’s forced to eat his meals on another man’s lap, shower while he’s on that man’s dick, and fight to stay awake so he doesn’t fall asleep with a cock in his ass. In short, I will not be apologizing for any of my behavior today.
“I need to stay awake. Have you got any better ideas?” I yawn and rattle my head until my eyes open again.
“Cole, you are exhausted. Do not be concerned about sleeping during the fating. It is inevitable. All couples tire and must rest while fating.”
“Says the giver to the receiver! Have you ever tried to sleep with a dick in your ass?”
“No,” he finally answers. “I have not. Are you in discomfort?”
There is nothing discomforting about his dick, which is what makes it being in me so long discomforting. Am I a sex addict? Maybe I’m developing Cockholm Syndrome because it feels like it belongs there at this point.
“No, I just…forget it. Just talk. Okay? Tell me something.”
“I…live in the royal palace. It overlooks the shores of Lake Grumartesh, my favorite place on Ditali. When the sun sets in the evening over the Koreyak Mountains, it casts the most breathtaking colors of orange and purple across the surface of the lake. I love to sit and watch it. It is like the entire world is glowing before it is blanketed in peaceful shadows.”
Holy fuck, could he be more boring? I said to keep me awake, not bore me to death.
“Did you grow up in the palace or are your parents elected rulers?”
“Our leadership succession is through a royal bloodline. My brothers and I all grew up there, as have all of my ancestors.”
“How many…brothers do you have?” I manage around another yawn, resting my forehead on the crook of my elbow as he stands.
“Four.”
“Four? Shit, I guess you don’t have to worry about being in charge anytime soon.”
The water stops. I don’t even care what he’s doing. Does it really matter? It’s not like I have many options. I go where he goes. I’m just a dick ornament. This is my life now.
“On the contrary. I am the eldest, so I am next in the line of succession after my fathers. However, I hope they have a great many years left to rule. They are beloved by our people.”
Fathers. The word flits around my foggy brain. He’s said that word before. Fathers, as in plural.
“You don’t have a mother?”
“No. Ditali are a single-gendered race. We are what humans refer to as males.”
Someone is officially fucking awake now. Two penises do not equal babies in my species. I feel like a damn five-year-old asking the birds and bees question, but inquiring asses with dicks up their man channels need to know.
“How exactly then do you procreate?”
“When the fated are in harmony over the vision of their offspring, upon their next plundering they fertilize their fluids with their intention, which, when spent, produces the seed of their young.”
“You don’t…birth them from your body…whole.”
Why the fuck is he chuckling? This shit isn’t funny.
“No, of course not. That would be most painful to emit a fully formed youngling from one’s cock.”
No shit it would. Glad we cleared that up.
“So, um, by ‘in harmony over their vision’, what exactly do you mean?”
I’m not going to get knocked up. Please do not say I’m going to get knocked up.
He’s… drying my hair with that towel. Whatever. I have to hold on to him like a freaking monkey, so I don’t bend his dick or break my ass. He can be my hair drying bitch for now.
As his gentle touch massages my scalp, I fight to keep my eyelids open for the verdict of a lifetime. He’s so damn precise and studious in everything, his eyes canvasing my body for every droplet. Once I get de-dicked, he’ll sure make some green guy a happy man one day.
“The couple must be aligned in their thoughts for their bodies to be gifted with the power to procreate. It is much like their fating bond. When two beings are willing and desire the same thing, the universe gifts them with the reward of the bond.”
Finally, I’m dodging a freaking bullet. Who doesn’t want kids? This guy!
‘Like the fating bond’, my ass. Just because I was willing to plunder didn’t mean I wanted to bond with the guy. I am so getting a mulligan on the kids thing, though. There is no way our visions will ever be aligned on that issue.
Thank fuck. Shooting ‘offspring seed’ out of my cock and watching it grow like a… like however the hell baby Ditali grow from a puddle of jizz will never be a vision I desire.
Relief slams over me like an ocean wave, draining any last shred of energy I haven’t spent on fucking. It’s dark. Why is it so dark?
Damn it. Did I close my eyes again?
My knees settle on something soft and silky. The next thing I know, I’m chest to chest with my Siamese twin.
“We’re in your bed,” I blurt like an imbecile, rising up off my Grantham pillow.
His hands soothe over the top of my thighs. One snakes around to the small of my back, urging me forward.
“It has been a long day, dearest. Some rest would do us both good.”
“I can’t sleep on you,” I protest even as my worthless body flops down on him, our stomachs pressing together. Why do his abs have to be so much better than mine?
It’s taking everything in me to keep myself propped up on my forearms and defeat at bay. My damn eyes aren’t even open anymore. Pretty sure I’m so exhausted, I’m still squinting with them closed in a pathetic effort to try to force them open.
“I am heavier than you, my love. I do not want to burden you with my weight, and we need to restore ourselves.”
Restore. Oh, man. What if we’re still stuck together tomorrow? I can’t even lift my head right now. How will I fuck away the maddening arousal if it comes back?
My cheek squishes against the crook of my elbow as I slur, “Jush kerp talking. I’m not tired.”
“I believe you are deceiving yourself, my dear.” He says with a laugh, his chest rumbling beneath me. “Should your desire overcome you in the night, though, just wake me and I will tend to your needs.”
“I won’t have needs,” I grumble against my arm, knowing full well it’s probably a lie. “Besides, I’m not fucking you in your sleep.”
“I do not mind. My body will remain prepared throughout our fating, as will yours.”
Wake up call. What the fuck?
“Well, you’re not fucking me in my sleep! If these eyes are shut, the shop’s closed. Got it?”
It’s dark as shit in here, but the soft glow from the starlight outside the windows is enough that I can make out his turned down mouth. The nerve on this guy. I’m not a damn convenience store. I have feelings!
“I would be happy to wake you if I rise first and am in need of your body,” he offers in that annoyingly generous tone of his.
“No.” Grabbing a pillow, I tuck its corner under my cheek, so I won’t have to use his skin as a headrest. I don’t need his intoxicating raspberry scent wafting up my nose holes all night, or I probably will be moaning for him in my sleep.
“The Cole Train is off duty. Period. You and your dick can just wait for me to wake up—if we’re even still stuck like this when we do. You said it could just be hours,” I say with a yawn.
His chest rises and falls underneath mine. When did his fingers start stroking that spot at the base of my neck? It’s like a sedative, casting a vignette on the room that closes in by the second, narrowing my vision.
“Sadly, yes, although I know you anticipate it to end.”
Maybe I imagined it. Maybe I’m so damn tired and have heard so many ludicrous things come out of his mouth, I don’t know what I’m hearing. Though I swear, the last thing I register is him adding, “I will cherish the time I have spent with you forever, my beautiful Cole.”
And I swear the thought of someone remembering me forever kind of makes me want to smile. Fuck if I know why.




CHAPTER 13

Once upon a time, my dick was normal.
Once upon a time, it wasn’t hard every second of the day.
And once upon a time, there wasn’t a big green cock in my ass.
Groaning, I shift to alleviate the pressure of my erection being smashed into Grantham’s stomach by mine. There’s probably a perfectly adequate dick imprint on his perfect abs now.
Rolling my head to the side, I blink through the darkness. A quiet stream of breath passes over his parted lips with each rise and fall of his chest. He’s out cold. Lucky him.
The clock on the wall shows it’s been five hours since he carried me in here. I can’t believe I slept for five hours in this… position. My channel is still hugging every inch of his thickened length. It’s no longer surprising to me that he’s always hard. Maybe his species is super virile. Not sure what my excuse is.
I wonder something though… Just because he’s hard doesn’t necessarily mean our ‘bond’ is still in force.
Creeping up his dick, the number of juices my body has been producing is astonishing, but I’m grateful that they help me ease my way closer to his tip. Damn, that slide feels too good.
Oh, fuck. I’m there—the point of return-right-fucking-now. The little tug at my insides tells me we’re still cock-locked and loaded.
Shit. He just grunted. I freeze, pulse kicking as the seconds pass. His breathing is evening out, so I ease back down to his nuts.
Crisis averted.
Man, if he’d woken up, he might think I was cashing in on his whole ‘I-do-not-mind-being-shagged-in-my-sleep’ proclamation. Ha! Absurd. As if I’d ever. I might have a hard on, but it doesn’t mean I’ll get to use this.
The quiet hum of the ship’s engines mixes a soundtrack with his breathing. The midnight blue and purple clusters off in the distance out the window set a rich backdrop to the stars. I haven’t seen a planet since we departed. I could watch for one until he wakes up, but doubt I’ll see any. We’re beyond the middle of nowhere.
Great.
What am I supposed to do while he’s sleeping? I sure as shit can’t stay laying here plastered to him. My freaking back is as stiff as my cock.
Rising up gingerly, I stretch my spine to work out the kinks. 24/7 plundering is no joke. And I thought I was in great shape when all this started. I’ll be fit enough to be a damn model by the time our stupid bond thing wears off.
Ooh.
Sitting up nudged his tip around. I know what those internal shivers mean now. I don’t need my channel or my gland waking up along with the rest of me. It’s still surreal to feel those blissful sensations. They’re like a button that I didn’t know I had.
“What the hell did you get me into?” I mutter at my companion.
His stars flicker, as though he also felt the delight in that little back stretching move that I just did, even though he’s passed out. A laugh chuffs from my lungs and then a sigh. I can only be pissed off for so long. It’s probably not healthy to be angry for an extended period. If I’m being honest, I think I’ve been angry for decades.
First, when I was seven and had to leave all my friends on Earth 2 to go tromp through the wilderness of Earth 3 for my parents’ settler pipe dream. Years of learning how to survive there were all wasted when the damn Draughnauts invaded. Losing Mom and Dad—and every other person I knew. Then that god awful refugee installation until Renwick helped me cheat on the Naval Service entrance exams. I don’t even want to think about how equally disappointing everything that followed was. When was the last time I truly enjoyed anything?
It's ironic really. In some ways, running into Grantham is the best thing that ever happened to me. It got me off Hutakah and resulted in the best sex of my life. I’ve done nothing but bitch and freak out, but so far, the only misery has been when I tried to de-cock. Everything else—the orgasms, the endless showering of compliments, his touch, that luscious raspberry scent of his—well, they’re all the closest thing to Nirvana I’ve ever known.
He's…not so bad.
‘I will cherish the time I have spent with you forever, my beautiful Cole.’
I swear he said that as I was drifting off. Beautiful.
If you ask me, it has a nicer ring to it than handsome. Handsome is just the outside, but beautiful is body and soul.
What does he know, though? He’s a freaking prince who probably spent his entire life sheltered in his palace before he went off on his plundering quest.
As his stars fade, my gaze stays fixed to his chest. There’s a heart in there, I assume. A living, pumping heart that feels things. A heart that feels things for me specifically. I don’t think there’s anything wrong with taking a little pride in the fact that, whatever he’s seen of the universe, he thinks I’m the best thing in it. It’s about damn time somebody did.
I trace the skin between his stupidly molded pec muscles, drawing an invisible heart with my fingertip. Actually, I think the heart is supposed to be on the right side, but this is my alien… for now. I can draw a heart on a dude that I’m stuck to—literally—wherever I want.
Aw, damn. His cock just flexed.
Biting back a groan, I shift my hips a fraction, which is stupid. There’s nowhere for me to go, and all it does is wake up every nerve ending in my body with wickedly wonderful memories of bliss.
I could go for another orgasm right now. He wasn’t kidding about getting restored. I was a spent noodle when we came in here, but now? I could handle another five rounds on the Grantham Rocket.
Just… too bad he’s asleep.
Watching his stars light up is quickly becoming my new fascination. It’s not like there’s been much else to look at since we’ve been locked together.
Wait a minute.
He’s naked. I forgot we came in here right after our shower. His peek-a-boo pants must still be where he dropped them in the bathroom.
Twisting around, I pull back the sheet without shame. He’s seen all of my shit. Fair is fair.
Miles of sculpted long green legs are sprawled out behind me and… yup. There are the three nuts. Squished below my crack.
Aw, fuck. Shouldn’t have… changed the angle. His cock is pressed right up against my gland now.
Holding in a moan, I angle my torso back around. A little light show on his chest greets me.
Ha! He can feel it in his sleep. I guess my ass is magical, after all.
I wonder…
Cautiously, I trace my finger around the edges of one of his stars. The shape is slightly raised, but is as smooth as the rest of his skin. The silvery skin there lets off another flicker. All I feel is a small pulse under my touch. I thought with my luck, they would shock me.
Mapping the shape, I move on to the next and watch in fascination as his body responds to my touch. I feel like a god.
Damn. His stars aren’t the only thing responding. Those little cock twitches of his are driving me crazy.
My hips rock involuntarily. Uhn. Bad idea. I groan as my eyes roll back into my head.
This is so not my fault. It’s not.
That’s what I keep telling myself as I try to ‘get comfortable’. I mean, that’s really all I’m doing here—innocently trying to get comfortable on a very hard, twitching cock.
Grunting, his hand squeezes my leg. I freeze and wait. And I wait. My panic at being caught turns to disappointment. His eyes are still closed.
Oh, come on! He’s got to wake up soon. How can his cock be awake while he’s not? No one can fuck in their sleep. That’s not a thing.
I let out a cough because I’m a thoughtful guy. Nothing happens. Maybe carrying my ass around all day wore him out.
Shit. Waiting for him to wake up is worse than waiting for us to be unstuck. My freaking nuts are starting to ache again. If I could just get his cock to twitch again…
‘Don’t. Don’t do it, Cole,’
some voice of decency in my head whispers as I stare at his stars.
It’s just some harmless star tracing, done out of boredom. It’s not my fault if it arouses a response in him.
My pulse kicks, connecting my fingertips to his skin. And then he kicks again—right where I need him to.
“Aw, fuck yeah,” I whisper, delicately riding his dick flex.
If I could just get off again, I bet I’d go back to sleep. That’s what women say all dudes do, right?
Kind of hard to get off without moving though. Under more usual circumstances, I’d rub one out, but this adventure has scarred me from touching my cock for the rest of my life. Only his hand can…
No.
Don’t, Cole.
Don’t even think about it.
Damn it.
Now all I can do is think about it. My gaze pings from my erection to his hand, lying limp on the mattress next to my knee. Never has a hand looked so… unemployed.
It’s not like he needs it right now, and if he was awake, he’d totally help me out. I mean, he’s done it every time I asked him to and never complained.
“You’re not a freak,” I assure myself, eyes pinched shut, as I guide his palm to where I need it. “This is out of your control. All fated couples do it… probably.”
His warm flesh on my turgid dick immediately makes ecstasy overpower the discomfort there.
“Ohhh, yeah. Better,” I pant, squeezing my hand around his. “Much better.”
The more he squeezes, the more the painful ache is replaced by my climb to pleasure. Just… a little bit… more.
“Cole?”
Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck.
I was rocking. I was so rocking my hips.
“Are you awake?” I ask, squinting down at him.
His eyes flutter open, and he smiles up at me after taking me in. “I believe I am now.” His cocky retort is accompanied by a conscious squeeze of his hand that damn near melts my brain. “You are in need of me?”
Shit. My hand is still wrapped around his. Busted.
“No, I…I wasn’t until you grabbed my dick in your sleep,” I say casually and take an elbow next to his shoulder. Now I can hide my lying expression by the side of his face.
“Oh. I apologize.”
His grip starts to slacken. The loss fills me with dread. I am not going to force myself to endure more nut aches for my stupid pride, wasting time thinking of some other excuse to get him to engage. We’re adults here, and he’s already told me a dozen times he happily loves plundering my ass. Wrapping my hand back around his, I give up and let my hips do whatever they want. I’d say we’ve both earned all the orgasms.
“It’s fine. Just…finish what you started, at least. That’s the gentlemanly thing to do.”
“‘Gentlemanly’?”
“Yeah. How a gentleman would act. Proper. Polite. Someone who’s considerate.”
“Ah,” he hums, his deep morning voice making my skin turn to gooseflesh. “Then, yes. I would like very much to be a gentleman for you, dearest.”
He picks up his stroking. His other palm covers my asscheek, kneading it with every gyration of my hips. Damn, we’re good at this.
I’m practically holding my breath, waiting for the grand finale. His cock will do that concave thing, and he’ll say some romantic shit, and I’ll float away on a cloud.
Or… maybe he won’t say anything.
“You’re awfully quiet,” I accuse.
“Do you wish for more storytelling, darling?”
“No.” Man, he’s always good for a laugh. I need to cum, not lose my erection. Listen to me. I actually want to keep my hard on. “Just…meld something.”
Those silky lips waste no time. They kiss my jugular and work their way across my throat, capturing my Adam’s apple. That… uhh… is another… erogenous zone.
Damn. My nipples could cut glass right now.
“Lower,” I croak, eager to discover what other parts of my body like his mouth.
He complies. He always complies. My body likes that he always complies. No one’s ever been so eager to please me in my life.
Rising up on his elbow, he kisses my collarbone, slowly dragging his hot breath across it.
“Lower,” some ultra deep, ultra horny version of my voice demands as I wrap my arm around the back of his shoulder and guide his head.
He kisses my chest, making my nipples bud even harder. I suddenly want nipple action. Why do I want nipple action?
Stupid question. I’m riding an alien cock.
“Lower,” I pant, practically shoving his head to the target.
“You wish for me to meld your teats?” he asks, blinking up at me curiously.
For once, I’m really glad he’s not a female because I let out a super unattractive snort-laugh. And here I was just about to compliment him on how much his Human language skills have improved after that promotion I got from dearest to darling.
“What is amusing?”
“Um, tits. I think you meant tits.”
“Mm. They sound very similar. My mistake.”
His mouth captures my left nipple, enveloping it in wet warmth. Oh, no. He didn’t. He just flicked it with his tongue. Something in my brain short circuits, and butterflies whirl deep in my channel.
“Aw, motherfuuugh,” I wail, arching into his mouth.
“Mm,” he hums. “You are speaking in tongues again. I think you like having your tits melded.”
“Dudes don’t have ti—”
My correction gets cut off when he goes to town on the right one. His cockhead chooses that moment to do its magic trick. I’m a goner, a total fucking goner. If he was one of those old rodeo bull rides they had on Earth 2, I’d have broken him by now the way I’m slamming my ass down onto him in quick succession.
His hands make a map of my back as he hums around my nipple and his chest glows like a supernova. That familiar blanket of heat starts at my toes and creeps up my legs. Through my unintelligible sounds, I have the urge to laugh. How could I have ever been annoyed about this situation when it’s so damn amazing?
“C-coming! Gonna…c-cum,” I warn him, which also makes me want to laugh.
I’m not going to shoot anything on him. There’s no need to warn him. This is mess-free sex, another unique bonus of plundering with a Ditali.
Through his starlight, I catch the way his pupils are blown, his lips parted, and his choppy breaths expanding his chest. The most fascinating thing, though, is the look of pure wonder on his face as he cums with me. I can’t look away. Seeing yourself through someone else’s eyes can either make or break you. Looking into Grantham’s at this moment is more breathtaking than the most exotic nebula. It’s all there. I’m everything. I’m someone’s wonder.
That strange fluid absorption thing swaths me in that sensation of completion as all of my muscles tremble. When he lays back, I go with him, collapsing on his strong body that, right now, feels more heavenly than any bed.
I’m sure it’s his dick juices messing with my brain, but in this moment, it feels like I’m right where I’m supposed to be. So, I stay and close my eyes, basking in sensations I know I’ll probably never feel again once this is over.
“Are you still tired, dearest? Or do you require food?”
Always so damn thoughtful. I chuff to myself. “I could do either, but if you keep stroking the back of my neck, I might pass out again.”
“You dislike when I do this?” he asks, halting his strokes.
“No, it just relaxes me.”
He hums thoughtfully, then his fingertips continue their ministrations. As the aftereffects of my orgasm ebb, my awareness of my body comes back to me. Stretching out my left leg, I try to flex it from its bent position. I’ve been on my damn knees for over five hours.
Grantham’s hand settles on the small of my back. The next thing I know, we’re rolling. The sheets touch my back, and I find myself staring up at him like we’re starry-eyed lovers. The new position washes me in relief though, and I let out a sigh at being able to extend my legs.
“Better?” he asks, propping himself up with his elbows on either side of me.
“Yeah. Thanks.”
His hand reaches up. A fingertip draws a lock of hair away from my forehead as he smiles. I’m still so sated, I don’t protest the innocent touch. It’s not affection. It’s just… grooming.
“What is your planet like?” he ventures.
A scoff bubbles past my lips. “I don’t have one. It was destroyed.”
“Destroyed how?”
“Oh, you know. The usual. Alien invasion. Fire and brimstone. Complete annihilation of all life forms,” I say airily, because this isn’t exactly a pillow talk topic. “Well…not complete, obviously,” I digress, gesturing to myself.
“You were present during its destruction?”
“Ye-ah. Earth 3—‘Yesterday’s settlement of tomorrow.’ Not a great slogan, after all.”
“How long ago was this?”
All of a sudden, my cocoon of calm feels like it has a crack in it. “I don’t know. A long time ago. My brother was seventeen, so I would have been…thirteen.”
His forehead creases, and his shapely lips morph into a pout. Great. I cracked him too.
“Did your brother not survive?”
“He did, actually,” I reassure him, a proud smile overtaking my face. There isn’t a day that goes by that I don’t stop to think how lucky we were. “He’s, um, a big hotshot negotiator for the Universal Defense System now…somewhere. I haven’t talked to him in about a year. I’ll look up his call sign when we get to Ditali. Lots to tell him.”
And lots not to tell him.
Except, I do kind of want to tell him about Grantham. Just… maybe not everything.
Smiling at my happy news, he strokes my hair again. “And your parents? They survived this invasion as well?”
His question harpoons the last post-orgasm haze butterfly that was flitting around in my chest. It bounces off my ribcage and kersplats in the pit of my stomach.
I can still hear my mother’s screams. Still see her and my father’s bodies being thrown like weightless debris from the Draughnaut blast to their cruiser just as they deboarded at our home to come fetch Renwick and me. I can still hear Renwick shouting at me to head for the hills behind our house as I stood there, stunned.
“Cole?”
“Huh?”
His silvery eyes crinkle at the corners, blinking down at me in concern. Why he gives a damn, I don’t understand. No one else ever did, and Renwick made us swear to never feel sorry for ourselves. It was a wise tactic to ensure we were prepared for whatever else the universe would throw at us.
“Um…no. They didn’t make it. A Draughnaut fighter blast hit their transport cruiser just as they were coming to meet up with me and Renwick.”
His expression crumples, and his thumb brushes the curve of my jaw. “I am sorry you had to witness that, dearest.”
The amount of empathy in his voice has a knot forming in my throat. Turning my head toward the window, I shrug because I won’t know what to do if a big green guy starts crying on top of me.
“It is what it is.”
“How did you and your brother survive?”
“We hid in a cave not far from our house. The Navel Defense finally showed up and ran the Draughnauts off. Then they searched for survivors and took us to a refugee station.”
“You found safety,” he interjects.
“Yeah, you could call it that, but I hated it. It was everyone for themselves, and me and Renwick only had each other to look out for us. The Intergalactic Aid Corps provided the essentials: food, clothing, shelter, basic education. There was a roster for resettlement placements on Earth 2. They’d call you when your number came up, but Renwick and I had no interest in being settlers again. He forged my birth date for me, and we took the Naval Defense exam to join the service together. I had a choice between two specialties—kitchen assistant or weaponry apprentice, so I chose weapons.”
“So, you would never feel helpless again,” he surmises.
Damn. Blunt much?
“I needed a skill and a job. Okay? The Naval Service supplied that. It’s not like I had many other options.”
Judging by his frown, I gather his naïveté doesn’t realize he hit a nerve. To be honest, I didn’t even know it was a nerve. Clearing my throat, I shift beneath him like I’m trying to get comfortable.
“Anyhow…I was enlisted in the war against the Draughnauts, so that was some nice payback.” His little smile encourages me. Guess the big guy’s cool with bloodlust. “When that was over, we moved on to the next war, and then the next. But…one day, you wake up and realize there’s always going to be a war, and one of your buddies starts talking about bounty hunting, and you take a chance.” Sighing, I let my eyes slip closed, sick of my own bullshit. “A lot of good that did me. So, there you have it.”
“Your quest for freedom did not end as you wished,” he ventures.
I’m not sure if he’s talking about our captivity on Hutakah or my captivity on his dick, so I shrug again and crack an eye open. “Does anything?”
His lower lip presses into the upper one as he studies me. “I dare to hope.”
Well, good for him, Mr. Optimism. Snorting, I stretch my arms out above my head on the pillows, trying to ignore the shift of him inside me. “With that kind of positive attitude, you’d be a perfect settler.”
“I know nothing of that experience, as I have lived on Ditali my entire life. Did you dislike being a settler?”
“No, it was…cool.” Until it was torn the fuck away from me by a giant reality check. “It just…didn’t do me any favors. Working in a greenhouse doesn’t exactly prepare you for an invasion or universal travel.”
“You were a botanist?” he asks, sounding intrigued.
“Heh, not exactly. The elderly women in the settlement ran the greenhouses. They mostly grew consumables, vegetables they started as sprouts that were used to transplant in the fields when they were mature enough.”
“Interesting. And you…advised them on crop placement in the fields? Were you the farm manager?”
“Uh, no…”
“Did you build the greenhouses?” he presses, looking even more perplexed.
“Um, no. We had people who specialized in construction that came with the first round of settlers.”
I’m starting to feel a tad squirmy. This position isn’t as comfortable as I thought it was.
“Ah! You were in charge of the harvests?” he guesses like this has somehow become life trivia.
“No. I…got buckets of water and bags of dirt for them, and reached for shit that they couldn’t,” I huff.
He’s doing that confused, blinking thing again. Of course, a damn prince wouldn’t understand that some of us get stuck with manual labor.
“Not everyone can have a fancy title, okay? They liked having me around, and there wasn’t anything for me to do in the control base or the labs…or the…whatever.”
Story time officially sucks. If he’d met Helen or old Mrs. Gleeson, he wouldn’t be turning his nose up at being their bucket boy. They always gave me first dibs on the berries and baked me pies. Not my fault I wasn’t good at anything more scientific.
Why the fuck is he smiling? Blowing out a breath, I rub my eyes to blot out the unwanted scrutiny.
“Yeah,” I concur with his initial question because lying is easier than living up to his visions of grandeur of Cole of the Humans. “It sucked. There wasn’t much for a kid to do. They didn’t even have dogs on Earth 3. How sad is that?”
“Dogs?”
“Small, four-legged, furry animals that are like the best pet in the world. Humans domesticate them. Like it should basically be a crime if every growing boy doesn’t have his own dog, but there was some kind of plant there that was highly toxic to dogs, so they couldn’t survive there. They brought in this other animal from Earth 1 called a koala that actually thrived off this plant, so Earth 3 became like a damn koala haven. Everyone loved them, but koalas are the most disgusting animal in the universe. They freaking carry chlamydia, this gross sexual disease that infects their eyes, and they screw all the time, which sounds like a fucking horror show. It’s…disturbing. So, there I was…a wee lad of thirteen with no dog, just horny, creepy-eyed, little koalas everywhere you turned.”
“Hm. This…dog. I don’t know if I am understanding its significance. How would it have made your life there more pleasant?”
“My parents were always working along with every other adult to ensure the success of settling Earth 3. All the kids there were competitive nerds like, ‘oh, we’re so smart! We’re going to run the lab when we’re older, or we’re going to be in charge of the infrastructure or the weather station’.”
I sound like a damn baby. This is stupid.
“Dogs are just cool. Okay? They follow you everywhere. They love you forever, no matter what you do. They don’t judge you or expect anything from you. They’re just always there when you need them. Like…a friend.”
How did this turn into a list of things Cole never had? Gripping my hair, I run my palms down my forehead and scrub my eyes with the heels of my palms. It’s not like I can get up and walk away.
“I understand now,” his soft baritone floods over me, sounding a little too sympathetic for my liking. I wasn’t looking for a pity party.
“It’s probably better they couldn’t survive there,” I digress. “If we had them there, the fucking Draughnauts would have killed them all in the invasion anyway; then I would have lost my parents and my dog, which would have made the whole thing that much more depressing.”
Fingers gently tug my hands away from my eyes, revealing his stoic expression. Cupping the sides of my face, I stiffen as he closes in on me, my pulse skittering off kilter. Is he… going to kiss me? And why am I not moving?
He pauses right before my lips. “If I ever find any, I will give you ten dogs, my dearest one, so that you will never know sorrow again.”
His lips press to my cheek at the corner of my mouth. There are no more memories of screams and disappointment. There are no awkward feelings. There’s just safety. Maybe this is what having ten dogs on a planet not bombarded by hellfire would feel like.
Something wet runs down my cheek. When he retreats, I press my palm to the back of his head, urging his melding to continue in the crook of my neck. He’s the one who made my face leak, so he can damn well fix it.
Ten dogs.
I should be laughing at the absurdity, but it’s hard to laugh when you have to bite the inside of your lip just to keep the tears at bay. Drawing my legs up around his hips, I seek more of what we can give each other. As I bury my damp face in his shoulder, he complies with that perfect slow rocking of his hips, and for once, he doesn’t say a damn word. For some reason, that seems to say more than any words.




CHAPTER 14

“I pity anyone with back problems who gets fated,” I throw out, interrupting one of my Navy stories to crack my neck where we’re sitting on a bench in the mess hall.
“We can change positions if you like? I’m surprised you haven’t asked to yet. I am impressed with your tolerance of being in this position for so long.”
Pausing my fork in front of my mouth, I keep my lightbulb moment to myself. How in the hell was I supposed to know there were numerous plundering positions?
Working out the logistics, the mental picture I get of his proposal is both humiliating and erotic. Inquiring minds need to know.
“You mean like…I’d spin around or something?”
“Yes. I could take you from behind.”
As I process the words, ‘take you from behind’, and give him the stink eye, he continues on like me being ‘taken’ is no big deal.
“So, your friend Rasmus, did his leg heal from the Grinlok bite?”
Way to segue there, big guy. Whatever. I’ve already been taken for forty-eight hours straight at this point, so I let my saltiness fall to the wayside.
“Um, yeah,” I assure him between bites of my noodles.
I might be ignorant about plundering positions, but at least, I’m getting better at not dropping my food. No sign of crumbs on his stomach or my dick so far tonight as we shoot the shit over dinner.
Breakfast, on the other hand, was awkward. Asking my plunder buddy to wipe the syrup off my dick that I can’t touch without being in pain is not a mistake I’ll be repeating. Lesson learned. I’m never eating pancakes again. For the record, syrup is the worst lube ever.
What the fuck were we talking about?
“But then two days later we went out on a raid to a Draughnaut safe house,” I elaborate. “I had to take the lead with a replacement recruit since Rasmus was still laid up. The recruit fucked the whole thing up, charging the door before we gave the signal. They shot him in the head, hit me in the arm, and killed our master chief. That was a fun day,” I scoff with a morose laugh.
I get another fork load shoveled into my mouth before I notice how quiet it is. His hand is frozen in midair, clutching his half-eaten bread like I traumatized him. Staring at my right bicep, he draws his fingertip over my scar that’s barely a scar.
“Yup. That’s it.”
“Your stories, they are all sad. Have you no happy memories?”
Excuse me. I didn’t know I was being graded on my entertainment level.
“It was military service, not a picnic,” I defend, but assume he’s referring to my stupid confessions about Earth 3 yesterday, too. “Besides, I’m retired now. I’ll have plenty of time to make happy memories when this is over, and I get where I’m going.”
He frowns at that, making me realize how it could be taken personally, but I’ll be damned if I let it bother me. I was straightforward about my thoughts on this fating nonsense from the get-go.
I’d be lying if I said we haven’t bonded other than with fluids, but I can’t let his feelings affect me. He needs to be reminded that I’m just a temporary accessory, and maybe so do I.
Clearing my throat, I focus on stabbing my food with my fork. “What about you? Where is your fating quest going to take you once we’re…unstuck?”
He seems to be considering my question, which is good. He should. However, something protective inside me wants to rattle off a list of planets I encountered that he should absolutely not visit. The list grows longer the more I think about which species might be good enough for him, er, suitable. I mean, suitable.
See? He needs a male with a better mastery of languages like him.
Staring at his bread like it’s an enigma, he murmurs sadly, “I cannot at the moment seem to fathom fating with someone else.”
Pride blossoms in my chest like a mushroom cloud. I guess I’m memorable even if my stories are shit.
“Can you?” he asks curiously.
Way to put a guy on the spot after an admission like that. He looks so sad. Fuck. Dodge time.
“Well, no. You don’t think about plundering others while you’re still plundering someone else. That’d be rude.”
Processing my words, he nods eventually. The bread starts heading toward his mouth again, but he stops. Oh, come on. Now what?
“Thank you for that, Cole. That is most gentlemanly of you.”
For fuck’s sake. I am so not a gentleman. How has the universe not eaten this gooey-centered, big-dicked alien alive yet?
You know what? Not my problem.
Damn it.
If he keeps this shit up, I’ll be crying again. It’s his face. That’s got to be it. I’ve been stuck looking at him for two days straight, forced to witness all his expressions.
‘Taken’ be damned. No one can ever say I don’t try new things.
“The, um, turning around thing—we can try that after we’re done eating.”




CHAPTER 15

Three days later
“So, your grandfather, Maximus, was the one who put down the Brumheldean invasion?” I clarify as I swing my legs around over the top of Grantham’s thighs.
I may never get fully used to sitting on his lap like a damn kid, but the whole spinning around thing we first tried a few days ago has been nice. Now, I don’t have to stay wrapped around him like a spider monkey the entire time. And it turns out that being ‘taken’ from behind is…
Um, well… I’m cool with switching every few hours if he is.
Plus, I’m almost a pro at the whole change-up thing now. Almost.
“Uh, sorry, I kicked you in the face again,” I add, leaning back against his chest.
“My nose is fine. It did not hurt as bad as last time,” he assures. “And, yes, you are correct. The Brumheldean invasion was during my grandfather’s rule. It was a short battle and the last time we have seen strife from foreigners on Ditali, universe be praised.”
As his fingertips glide up and down my arm, I feel him cant his head behind me, so he’s peering over my shoulder as we watch the oncoming stars out the windshield of the helm. I’m starting to get used to those little strokes of his fingertips. Kind of funny how he seems to like to always be touching me. I mean, other than inside me.
“You have had quite an interest in the history of my people these past few days. Are you reconsidering remaining on Ditali when we arrive?”
Whoa. How did we go from a history lesson to pledging citizenship?
“No, but you thought my stories were depressing. And…if I’m going to show up there with you, I figure I might as well know a little bit about the guy I escaped a Skogari planet with.”
Plus, how in the hell would it look if I don’t know a damn thing about a guy whom I was stuck on a ship with for two weeks? For sure this bond thing will have worn off by then. We’ll need to say we passed the time somehow.
“Mm,” he hums.
What the fuck do his hums mean? They’re not all the same, I’ve learned that much. Does he not want me to stay any longer? I mean, I’m not going to, but it’d be kind of fucked up to be called ‘dearest’ these past few days only to get a ‘have a nice life’ along with the cruiser he promised me. I thought I was worth missing, at least to him, anyway. Doesn’t our ‘bros in the throes’ time mean anything to him anymore?
“I cannot wait to introduce you to my fathers. They will be thrilled that you have taken such an interest in our history.”
Parental introduction. Right. I guess there’s no way around that if I return with their beloved firstborn who hasn’t been home in five years.
“Will they be there when we arrive?”
“I believe so. I had contacted them shortly before my ship was attacked by the Skogari, so they knew I was returning.”
“Um, and your brothers. Four of them. Right?”
“Yes. Darmian, Kirak, Zorania, and Bob.”
“Bob?”
“His full name is Bobbawayneth after my great uncle, Bobbawayneth, who still lives, so in order to avoid confusion during conversation, we refer to him as Bob.”
“Ye-ah. Makes sense. And what about them? Have they fated yet?”
“Yes, they have all been blessed with their fatings and children. I have twelve nephews,” he says proudly.
“Holy shit.”
“I know Darmian and Bob hope for more young, so I may yet be an uncle several more times.”
How can I be resentful of Bob when I haven’t even met him and don’t freaking want kids? It’s just kind of sad that the big guy here is the firstborn and takes his whole heir to the throne thing seriously but is the only one of his siblings without rugrats.
The universe shouldn’t make it so difficult for him to have kids, if that’s what he wants. But no, instead it paired him up with a straight guy who doesn’t even want to be an uncle twelve times over. Okay, so, maybe I’m not totally straight anymore, but Bob can keep handling the baby department because while I may have gotten on the dick train the past few days, the kids train is just not for me. I mean, we already established that I never even had a dog. How the fuck would I take care of a kid?
“What else would you like to know?” he purrs, invading my thoughts.
“Huh? Oh, um, nothing. I’ve already talked your ear off today,” I concede, watching the way the skin of my thighs contrasts with his.
One day soon, I’ll be able to walk on these damn legs on my own again. Our height difference has made me a marionette more or less since this whole bond thing started. Imagining myself walking off the ship’s plank on my own two feet should make me feel like myself again.
Boots on the ground. I’ll just be a traveler again, discovering yet another planet. And Grantham will… I don’t know… say hello to the folks, tell them about his fallen comrades, and regroup to set out in search of his life mate again?
These stupid dick juices of his. I swear they make me sad sometimes. I can’t wait to pop that herbal bond suppressant pill he mentioned, so I can quit being so damn hormonal.
Closing my eyes, I let out a deep breath. Maybe I can clear my head before the next urge hits us. It’s been easier to not focus on the fact that we’re fucking when we’re just shooting the shit as the urges hit us. I guess curiosity killed the cat, though. Me and my damn questions.
“Are you tired, my love? Shall I return to our cabin?”
A puff of air gusts over my lips from my silent laugh. I am officially going to make it a standard—whomever I end up with has to say zany endearments like that all the time. Rattling my head back and forth against his chest, I murmur, “No. Just…wanted some quiet.”
“My apologies.”
Fucking Grantham.
He’s lucky the universe got it wrong and that he’ll have a chance to link up with someone who appreciates his little eccentricities more than me. I mean, can you imagine? I bet he’ll give up on the whole ‘dearest’ thing after a few more days with my testy ass. Multi-lingual, a warrior, a pilot, future ruler—yeah, he can do so much better than a grumpy human who doesn’t want little green babies. If his fathers ever found out that we dabbled in fating, they’d probably thank their lucky stars I’m passing on it once they meet me.
No doubt.
Seriously.
I mean, I get it.
“Grantham?”
“Yes?”
“Would I…”
This is dumb. Why am I even contemplating the question?
“What is it, darling?”
“I…if we did fate…like forever fate, would I be a disappointment to your fathers? Hypothetically.”
The word you was on the tip of my tongue, but there’s no need to get the guy’s hopes up. His arms wrap around me and squeeze. That marred crease in his brow, that shows up when he gets sad, presses against my cheek.
“You could never be to anyone. You are strong of character and body, honest and amusing. Your openness is the most attractive quality I have ever encountered in a being. The way you feel so deeply and yet try to conceal it is endearing. They will adore you as much as I do.”
I’ll give the universe credit for one thing—whatever I need, whether it be a laugh or to clear my head—it sure as hell picked the right person to supply it.
We stare at the endless abyss of stars before us in companionable silence. Two weeks seemed like such a long time when I boarded this hunk of metal. Now, it feels like it’ll be over before I know it.
“We can…head to the cabin now.”




CHAPTER 16

Five days later
My breath fogs the shower glass, and my palms create a squeak noise as they slide up the panel on Grantham’s thrust. A mushroom of ecstasy blooms inside me that few familiar inches above my pucker.
Fuck, I love that cockhead. This will never get old.
As his damp lips trace the shell of my ear, his hot breath panting against my skin, I smile like a damn peacock. I did that. I winded the sex beast. Boo-yah!
Wait a minute.
Damn it, Cole.
“It’s getting worse, I think,” I warn him.
“I did not…satisfy you?”
Snorting, I rattle my head back and forth as much as I can from where my cheek is squished up against the glass. Catching our reflection, his pelvis flush up against my ass where he’s pressed behind me, I swallow a new glob of lust forming in my throat. I’m still fucking trembling from this orgasm. How can I already be craving another one?
“No. It was…great.” It was more than great. It always is, but there’s no need for wooing. “I meant I feel like we’ve fucked more than usual today. Like…the bond or something is even stronger.”
His heavy sigh ghosts my neck, and then he rests his forehead on the top of my head. “Yes, I believe it is a sign that it is coming to an end.”
His words are like a lead weight dropping from my throat into my stomach. The stupid bond juices must be affecting my reaction to the good news. I should be ecstatic. I mean, I am.
“Really?”
“Yes. The bond heightens in intensity just before it is finished. It would explain our levels of desire today. I have felt much need for you myself,” he explains, rubbing his cheek against my hair and squeezing my hip, which is way hotter than it should be.
“So, you’re saying that you think your dick will let me go soon?”
Chuckling, he nuzzles the spot behind my ear and traces his hand down my water-slickened stomach. “It is not my dick that is holding you, dearest. It is our bond fluids.”
“Tomato, to-mah-to. You know what I meant.”
“Yes, I am beginning to understand all of your tomatoes.”
“Smart ass.”
Wow. We’re almost done. This changes everything. What am I saying? It changes nothing. It just realigns my focus back to life-after-dick mode.
Right. My plans. I have plans.
“Um, your doctors on Ditali—you’re still going to speak to them about that stuff you said we could take to make sure the fating urges don’t come back once the bond is over?”
His hand halts its gentle caressing. His silence gives me both a flash of panic that he’ll recant his promise and a thrill at the thought of his attachment to me. Since when has feeling claimed ever been a turn on for me?
“If that is still your wish, yes, of course. I shall honor my word.”
No need to get all noble about it. It’s not like I asked for any of this.
“Um, great. And you said you can get me a cruiser, right? One with auto controls that responds to Human?”
His palm glides across my stomach again, untangling my nerves. He gets ten points for never holding a grudge.
“Yes, but I would feel much more at ease if you would take some manual flight simulation training before you depart. I do not wish to think of you ever again in a predicament where you cannot travel when you need to.”
“Are you worrying about me?” I snicker.
“What if it had not been me assigned to the work detail with you that day on Hutakah? You might still be in that awful place—or worse.”
My instinct is to posture and argue, but it’s difficult to posture and argue with the truth, especially coming from a guy who thinks your faults are endearing. I’ll be going solo now that I’m done with bounty hunting. Learning to fly could probably come in handy.
“A few lessons couldn’t hurt,” I concede.
I get another arm squeeze. It gives my skin a tingling sensation, like it’s a positive bodily reaction to pleasing him. I need to be careful not to make promises while I feel like this. Old Grantham’s a damn Don Juan with all that affection talk while I’m under the influence.
“I would be most pleased by this,” he murmurs in my ear.
Fuck. Another eargasm.
Great. Now I’m hard again.
Did it even go down from the last orgasm?
“So, um, we basically just need to fuck this out of our systems?” I surmise to change the subject, and the irony that I was right eight days ago isn’t lost on me.
Ha! Guess if I’d just stepped up my game, we could have been unbonded by now.
His palm moves lower. Those shower drenched fingers wrap around my cock and squeeze a groan out of me.
“I suppose that is one way of putting it.”
If I’ll ever be expected to play hard to get by anyone in the future, it’ll be damn hard to pull off if they can make me feel like he does. The realization makes a terrifying thought infiltrate my brain.
What if he’s ruined me for sex for the rest of my life? What if he’s like having ten dogs and anyone after him is like having a koala?
That’s so stupid. Fucking bond fluids. I’ll cross that bridge when I get to it. I need to focus on the present.
We’ve got four days until we reach Ditali. I don’t know where I’ll go after that, but future orgasms should be the least of my concerns. One thing is for damn sure, I’ll not be getting dick again. I mean, what’s the point?
I have no basis for comparison, but I’d bet all that crypto that’s waiting for me that I’ve had the best. What are the odds there’s any cock better than Grantham's, Prince of Ditali, from the land of virile, green, plundering giants? His fathers have to be freaking sex gods.
On second thought, maybe orgasms are my top priority right now. The more I have, the faster the bond will end.
Wrapping my hand around his, I jut my hips back into him, eliciting a moan from the both of us.
“Then we’d better get busy,” I suggest, reaching back to encourage his hips to move. “Because there’s no way I’m meeting your fathers while I’m still attached to your dick.”
Tweaking my left nipple, he nuzzles me behind my ear and treats me to a few wickedly slow, calculating thrusts that have me drooling against the glass, the freaking tease.
“On the contrary, they would be most disappointed to miss witnessing our fating. Fatings are celebrated on Ditali.”
“Ce-celebrated? Uhn. Yeah. Right there. Like in…public ‘celebrated’?”
He grunts before he answers as his cockhead clasps around my gland. “Y-yes. It is a miracle that all clamor to witness. Do humans not celebrate mating?”
“Not like that! It’s…private. We don’t p-plunder in public. Well, most don’t.”
I’m suddenly reminded of a club I went to with my bounty crew in the capital of Norveeth. I’m not prone to blushing, but I left there with an eyeful. Grantham and I would no doubt fit right in there, if not be the main attraction.
“I do not understand how your species embraces self-pleasure and yet…shuns celebrating the beauty of mating,” he says, all sex winded.
“We don’t shun it. It’s just…special, so we keep it between the two people doing it like…like it’s their own special little secret. Oh, fuck.”
My channel clenches around him. His stars light up the shower stall as he convulses inside me. I still can’t believe how much I’ve grown to love this part. His fluids, mine, fuck if I know—they feel like they seep into the hidden recesses of my body, like how water finds cracks in a rock. I’m whole. Every time it happens, I’m a little more whole than the last time.
His fingertips glide lazily over my nuts as my cock wanes. I shiver at the little circles he makes on the silky flesh at the inside of my thigh. His touch, once foreign, is now a waypoint on the map of my body. He places a kiss to the back of my neck. It’s tender, reverent, thankful. Eyes closed from the sated bliss coursing through me, I smile because maybe I feel a bit of all those things for him right now, too. It’s like I didn’t know I had cracks until our love glued it all back together.
Love…
I mean fucking. Our fucking glued me back together.
Okay, that sounds just as asinine.
“Well, no one needs to see me getting plundered, so…as soon as I…catch my breath, we’re going again.”




CHAPTER 17

His skin is salty, just like a human’s, but with a sweet aftertaste. My lips continue their sneaky discoveries, brushing his jugular. His little grunts are like pinball machine bells lighting me up.
He likes that. He likes me melding his…
Wait a damn minute.
Melding. I’m… kissing him. I’ve been kissing his neck and shoulders for like half an hour. How am I just realizing this now?
I can’t explain it, but I need to. I just need… more of him.
Freaking bonding.
Speaking of bonding, why isn’t he moving? The bastard is literally just sitting here where he plopped us down in front of the replicator. No wonder I’m going all feral. Someone’s not holding up his end of the game here.
“What the hell are you doing? Why am I doing all the work here?”
“I am fashioning you some fating pants in preparation for our arrival.”
“Fating pants? What the fuck are fating pants?”
“They are an honorary garment worn by all fating couples who have a prolonged fating bond.”
“Like a trophy or something? Because I was just kidding about needing a medal for helping you escape Hutakah. I don’t need a freaking plundering medal either.”
“It is more for necessity than accolades, my dear. You will need to wear them when we make our descent to Ditali, as I will have to manually pilot upon entry to the atmosphere and will need use of my hands.”
“What, like a sex crash helmet?”
“It is not your head that we will be protecting, but rather the maintained connection of our bond. As you recall, attempting to separate was incredibly painful and would not be conducive to experience when we are trying to navigate safely to the surface.”
“Why does this sound like a sex straitjacket?”
He doesn’t respond. I feel the rustle of fabric behind me, like he’s inspecting his handiwork. There’s so much pressure in my nuts they’re probably going to explode, and he’s worried about my wardrobe? We’ve both been buck naked for ten days straight. I don’t give a damn about straight jacket pants right now. These urges are killing me, compounding and coming faster in waves.
His Adam’s apple is calling my name as I eye it wantonly. I’m fucking drooling to get my mouth on him again. He’s got to be feeling this, too. I know he does. We barely slept last night. I lost track of how many orgasms we had.
Enveloping that sexy lump in his throat, I suck on it, then lave my tongue around it and moan. Why does touching him feel so good?
I don’t know, but I need more.
Kissing the underside of his jaw, I work my way up on a dual-purpose mission. First objective—satisfy my urge to touch. Second—I will not be ignored. I’m memorable, damn it. If I’m going to meld a dude for the first time in my life, he could have the decency to be present.
Kissing his jawline, my hips jerk, and I spear his abdomen with my dick. That should get his attention.
He grunts again, but is still glancing around my shoulder. Lips parted, his breathing is labored. I’m affecting him. I know I am, but he’s still fucking with that stupid replicator.
I hate to tell him, but I can’t wear pants. Not when I’m still on his dick. While I can’t believe our bond hasn’t ended yet, nor that I’ve screwed for ten days straight, I’m actually kind of proud of the fact that we made it to day ten. That means we’ve tied his beloved parents’ fating record. Grantham should be able to hold his head high with bragging rights like that. He can thank me for that parting gift later. Like tomorrow on day eleven, when we’re unstuck.
For now, he needs to quit fucking with the replicator and focus on what’s important—fucking me. Time to take a different tactic.
Sliding my palm up his abs, I glide my thumb over his nipple and work my hips in a hard grind. This is killing me. I’m so turned on, I’m going to bust a nut, but not in a good way. It’s like an itch I can’t scratch without him.
Moaning, I muffle the sound against his cheek. More. I need more.
The replicator hums again. Seriously? What the actual fuck?
Reaching behind me, I grab a hold of the fabric and whip it across the room. His head turns, following the trajectory of his stupid fating pants—the opposite direction of where I need his attention.
Gripping the sides of his skull, I crank his face back around. He’s blinking at me in utter bewilderment. Unbelievable.
Is it a male thing? Do you have to spell it out for guys?
Fine! I’m taking matters into my own hands.
Slamming my mouth down onto his, I let out a carnal sound that’s equal parts horny motherfucker and frustrated bastard. If he can’t translate that, I’m stripping him of his master linguist title.
His hands grip my head, drawing me back. Did I finally discover something he’s not down with? He’s the one who started the whole melding thing.
What I find looking back at me creates a lump in my throat. His split second of shock is incinerated by a look so scorched with passion, I whimper. I’ve just called down the thunder, and I think I want all the thunder.
My mouth is devoured. I don’t know that what I just pulled could be considered kissing, but what Grantham’s doing is a straight up plundering of my mouth.
His tongue sweeps over mine, making me freeze even though every cell in my body lights up like a circuit board. Fuck if I know why, other than I’ve never been kissed by a male. I’m terrified though that it might be the thing that’s been missing, the last bit of need I haven’t quite been able to satisfy. The way he’s owning my mouth is the definition of want. I don’t think anyone could resist paying homage to that, so I brush my tongue against his. If I thought our fucking filled cracks in my soul, his kiss is the shellac sealing it up for all eternity.
His hands take hold of my hips and guide them in a filthy grind. I’m being plundered from both ends. When he lets me up for air, I expect an obligatory what the fuck moment between us, but he’s looking into my eyes like I’m all the secrets of the universe. Gaze traveling to my lips, he captures one and then the other with a tender brush of his that’s just as potent as his mouth plundering.
I don’t know if it’s the heightened urges of the bond or if it’s his kisses, but I’m helpless to resist diving in for everything he’s offering. My body is a trip wire pulled so tight it’s about ready to snap. How is this level of passion even possible?
Grappling onto each other like wrestlers, we war and revere with our mouths. It’s a beautiful balance of deep exploration, mingling breaths, and teasing nibbles.
The bench rocks beneath us, and I tense, anticipating us to topple over. Grantham rises to his feet, his fingers digging into the underside of my ass, hoisting me up with him. My back hits the wall, stealing my breath, but he catches it with his mouth and gives it back to me.
“Guess I…got your attention,” I gloat, kneading his back mercilessly as he dives for my neck.
“You always have my attention.”
The sound—the bucking sound of hips slapping hips, nuts slapping taint, my ass pummeling the wall as he ruts into me on overdrive—it’s so damn filthy. It’s the most glorious sound I’ve ever heard.
The lava sensation hits me like a waterfall, drenching its way up my legs to my groin. My gland feels like it’s vibrating. The overload of sensations freezes my body in an arc, head thrown back and wailing like I’m in pain. But there’s no pain. It’s just the happiest memory I might have ever experienced as his lips seal over mine, swallowing my cries.
Head lolling against the wall, my body twitches from head to toe. I’m drifting on another plane, only tethered to the present by Grantham’s butterfly kisses to my face.
Indulging, I brush the tip of my tongue across his lower lip, and he smiles just before capturing it with his mouth. I’m kissing. I still can’t believe I’m kissing a male I don’t even know. One who was just making me a sex straitjacket.
I’ll worry about that later.




CHAPTER 18

I am wearing a sex straitjacket, I swear to fuck. Day-eleven came and went, but I’m somehow still attached to the pilot of our ship. Literally, he’s the pilot right now, standing at the controls in the helm, navigating us toward Ditali’s atmosphere. Fuck my life.
No one should have to experience the combination of emotions coursing through me at the moment. I am equal parts hostile and feral, completely fucking feral.
The craft jostles from the turbulence. Grantham’s hips rock, nudging my gland. I suck a hickey onto his neck as payback and grind my ass into the pleasure.
“Dearest, please. I must…focus,” he cautions.
Ignoring him, I switch to licking a path up his jugular. I need it. Nothing is enough today. The amount of flop sweat glistening on my brow and down my bare back is embarrassing, but that’s the least of my worries.
With my arms latched behind his shoulders, the two bracers fastened right above my elbows are surprisingly soft against my skin. I refuse to compliment him on his fating pants-making abilities, though. It’s nothing short of a sex swing, and we’re due to land in approximately twenty minutes. The people of planet Ditali are going to see my ass in a sex swing. Not how I wanted to make my hero’s entrance to Grantham’s world.
Grunting to stave off another orgasm, I don’t even know why I’m trying. He found the perfect plundering angle with these stupid pants, and my urges are through the roof today. I miss being naked already. I need all my skin against all his skin, even though I should be grateful to be wearing some semblance of clothing for the first time in twelve days.
“Are the pants causing you discomfort? I can adjust them when we land,” he offers.
It’s difficult to glare when your knees are suspended from sex straps attached to your arms and those straps are attached to assless pants so your bonding partner can plunder you while he pilots.
“Discomfort?” I snort, trying to glare at him, but my sex-hazed eyes get snagged on his lips. Uhn. Those lips. They’re now my addiction.
“Yes, dearest. Are the straps too tight? I do not want you to be in pain.”
“Pain?” I rant. “The only thing pained is my pride! These are the most ridiculous things I’ve ever seen. They look just like yours, but with the hatch in the back. We’re twinsies. Fucking twinsies! Do you know how stupid we must look?”
Glancing down at me, he gives me that confused innocence that makes his lower lip pout. Bad move. Now I want to suck on it.
“I think we look as regal as any fating couple, my love. You have nothing to worry about.”
“Gah!” I roar and attack his mouth.
If I can’t talk reason to him, I can at least plunder my way to sanity. I have to be able to. This has to fucking end soon! Twelve days! Twelve fucking days of fucking.
The bastard holds out on me, leaving me with just a little peck like mothers place on the foreheads of their children. I’m starving, and all he threw me was a morsel.
“Cole, please try to be strong. We are entering the atmosphere now.”
I hear nothing. A haze of lust thicker than all the ones prior blankets me, and I use my fating pants to my advantage along with the turbulence, grinding on his cock. Sucking, licking, kissing, I make a feast of his neck, his jaw, his shoulders, even his damn ears.
As the ship rumbles and shakes, I catch glimpses out the window. The orange flare of the atmosphere. A violet sky. Snow-covered mountain tops. Glimmering bodies of water. Unfamiliar trees and rolling hillsides. A landscape littered with sand-colored, dome-roofed structures.
Houses. Am I seeing houses of the Ditali people?
We’re here. We’re actually here.
Moaning into his neck, I shove the sensory overload from my mind and close my eyes, riding the wave of my orgasm. It’s my anchor right now, my comfort. As the rocking of the ship stops, I let the sated feelings overtake me, lulling me toward a peaceful sleep.
This is just a dream. Just a fucked-up dream with kick ass orgasms.
Something makes a whirring sound. A breeze kisses the perspiration on my back, and I hear unintelligible words. The more I try to block them out and cling to my respite of blackness, the louder and more animated they become.
“By the gods, my son. Your message said you were traveling with a human, but I did not know you had fated. What a glorious day,” a man’s voice says.
“Yes, father. This is Cole Barnes of the Humans,” Grantham’s voice drifts in after the other man’s as his palm rubs the small of my back.
I’m dreaming. I know I’m fucking dreaming. This has been my nightmare the last few days—that I’d meet his parents while I’m still on his dick. It’s not real. We’re probably still in the cabin, and I’m balls deep in a loopy ass dream.
The arms that wrap around me, however, aren’t Grantham’s. They’re bigger, and I can just tell by the feel of the skin that it’s not Grantham’s. I know every inch of him now. A chest presses to my back. Another presses to my shoulder as we’re enveloped in a double embrace.
“You learned Human, Father Sharmash,” Grantham exclaims, making me blink my eyes open.
“Yes, we both did,” says the other man. “We wanted to be able to greet your fellow traveler, but we are thrilled to greet him instead now as our son. Congratulations to you both. Welcome home.”
“Thank you, Father Roanaz.”
Holy. Dog Shit. Fucking hell.
Two older versions of Grantham stand on either side of us, sealing us in a giant green man embrace. Sharmash, with shoulder length silver hair, beams down at me. Whipping my head to the side, I blink stupidly at Roanaz—slightly thinner, but a few inches taller than Sharmash. His hair is in the same short style as Grantham’s, but he’s got silver-gray sideburns and a few age spots speckling his pale green skin.
Glancing up at Grantham to confirm if this is real, my answer is written all over his face. His proud, adoring smile beams down at me as we stand outside the ship in this man sandwich.
Okay. They need to stop touching me. I’m literally on their son’s dick. They can’t not notice that. Why are they touching me?
“Group hug,” I croak. “No group hugging.” When their smiles all falter, I add, “Um…nice…nice to meet you.”
Grantham, bless him, takes a step back from the embrace and strokes the back of my hair. “Forgive us, fathers. Cole is rather shy and not yet accustomed to Ditali ways. The journey has been…difficult for him.”
That’s a fucking understatement.
Oh, for fuck’s sake. There’s like ten guards or something standing around us. Ten! We have an audience, and I need to orgasm again like yesterday.
“Yes. You must have had quite the trip,” Roanaz laments, rubbing my shoulder in what I’m sure is meant to be comfort, but can you say awkward? “We have much to discuss. Your message the other day about the attack and escaping Hutakah has had our hearts living in fear for you ever since.”
“Come son, and our beloved Cole. We have prepared a feast for you,” Sharmash interjects. “You must tell us all about your journey and how you came to fate.”
Oh, fuck no! Food? We’re not eating food. We’re not discussing shit. We’re finding a bedroom with a big fucking lock and not looking at another being until this shit is over.
“I am famished. We are twelve days into our fating,” Grantham informs them, which produces twin gasps from the older men and a chuckle from Grantham that jostles his dick enough to make my eyes roll back in my head. Uh. Fuuuck. Not now. “The bond has been so strong these past few days, it has been difficult to keep up our energy.”
“Twelve? Twelve days!” Roanaz exudes.
“Glorious universe! It is a miracle!” this from Sharmash.
Over Grantham’s shoulder, I catch all the guards dropping to their knees, gesticulating with a severe bow of their heads. Eavesdropping motherfuckers.
“Stop,” I whisper into Grantham’s ear. “Make them stop.”
“What is it, my love?” he asks.
“Y-your room. Where’s your room?”
“It is on the far side of the palace. We will retire shortly, darling.” Closer to my ear, he murmurs, “Just a few moments to appease my fathers and replenish you. You must eat something, dearest.”
Rattling my head back and forth, I fight for words. His damn walking is waggling his cockhead back and forth over my gland. I try to kick the heel of my boot into his kidney, but all it does is hoist me up an inch to a money spot that I didn’t need to discover. Stupid fucking fating pants.
“Uhn, shit,” I groan.
We pass through an open doorway with glass doors propped open, telling me the climate here must be moderate. Burying my face in Grantham’s neck, I grind my teeth against the urge to grind my ass against him. This humiliation has to be over soon.
He jabbers on with his fathers about the attack on his ship and the deaths of his crew. I have some decency left, in spite of my rabid lust, so I try to keep it locked up while they talk about the fallen. Five minutes. He gets five fucking minutes and then we’d better be in his big ass princely bed to knock this shit out.
The pale khaki adobe style walls of the hallway open up into a great room. A honeycomb of windows on the ceiling cast the pristine sunlight onto the white marble floor, which echoes every step of Grantham’s booted feet.
My weight settles onto his lap, giving the pull of my leg straps on my arms a reprieve. We’re sitting down. And I smell food…
“Welcome home, Prince Grantham,” a server says, appearing at our side and pouring something into a goblet. Mother of Mercury, we’re sitting at a giant dining table.
“Dinner? We’re not having fucking dinner,” I angry- whisper to him.
“Dearest, are you not hungry?”
“No! I’m not fucking hungry.”
I’m starving. I’m so fucking hungry I would gobble up ten planet rats right now, but I’d rather starve to death than have a family meal while I’ve got a cock in my ass. “Take us to…your room,” I stammer as his cock jostles when he scoots his bench closer to the table.
“I am sorry, dearest. I know your desire for privacy,” he whispers, “but I must endure a few minutes for my fathers after having been gone so long, and with the news of our fating. They will take great offense if we make ourselves scarce with no cause.”  
No cause? No fucking cause? Who are these people?
I’ve seen and heard a lot of things in my travels, but this takes the cake. I can’t believe out of all the stories I’ve heard of other planets and cultures that no one ever talked about a race of males that mate at the damn dinner table. Congratulations to me. I’ve stumbled across the most well-kept secret of the universe.
“Your brothers will be so excited to hear your news. We have sent for them,” Roanaz says from somewhere to my left. I will not look. As far as I’m concerned, I’m not present at this event.
Pinching my eyes closed through another shudder of lust, I focus on my breathing rather than my quivering. If I put my mind somewhere else, maybe I won’t focus on my body. Right. Like sexual mindfulness.
Earth 3. The greenhouses. Mrs. Gleeson’s berry pies.
Damn it.
They smelled like Grantham smells. Blinking, I gasp for a deep breath as a bead of sweat runs down my temple.
Across the room, I spot movement. A pair of blue antennae peek around the doorway, blue antennae attached to the furry head of a small creature with big ears and googly eyes. It looks like a freaking koala. I blink again through my trembling, but it’s gone.
Fantastic. Now, I’m hallucinating. The sex urges have affected my brain so much that I’m seeing things.
Holding in a groan, I can’t fight the unbearable need ravaging me any longer. At least Grantham’s fathers can’t see my face right now and are immersed in whatever they’re babbling about. With my nose in his neck, I take a giant hit of Grantham’s scent. My channel sings. Maybe I can manage this without fucking. I just need enough to tide me over until we can escape the strangest family reunion ever as Grantham recounts our time on Hutakah.
I start with covert kisses and tastes of his skin. I even knead my fingers into the muscles on his back. A desperate noise startles me before I even realize it’s my own.
Grantham’s hands clasp my hips and squeeze. Oh, fuck. I was grinding. I was totally grinding on him.
I give up. A pathetic whimper bubbles out of my throat, and I let my forehead fall to his shoulder. My dick is so hard it feels like it’s going to crack. I’m going to die of a cracked dick if the humiliation doesn’t kill me.
“Oh, Grantham,” Sharmash soothes, sounding close, and then a hand strokes the back of my hair. I’m being sympathy petted by his father. “Can’t you see that he is in need? For the love of the gods, put him out of his misery.”
“I…wish to, Father,” Grantham grits like he’s suffering along with me, “but he is adamant that it is not proper to fate in front of others.”
“What?” Sharmash laughs, losing ten points with me after that show of allegiance for my misery. “Nonsense. Cole, our new dear son, we view fating as the highest honor in the universe. It is done throughout the land for all to witness the miracle.”
My head spins. I’m panting uncontrollably from embarrassment and desperate need. At this point, I’m ready to ask Grantham to just plow me on the table to put us out of our misery.
“Please, dearest,” I whisper in his ear in a last-ditch effort.
His stars flicker against my chest. He squeezes me in his arms, looking at me in understanding, and then he rises.
“Fathers, it is so good to see you, but we must retire. Humans have a custom of privacy that I feel bound to honor after all Cole has done for me. I ask for your respect for this and hope you understand that we mean you no offense.”
“You…truly do not wish to share the witness of your fating, Cole?”
I make a pitiful, unintelligible noise and manage to rattle my head back and forth. Grantham rubs my back in solidarity. Thank fuck. I could kiss him right now, even if I didn’t have the overwhelming urge to do so.
“You cannot be serious. This is unheard of,” Roanaz pipes in.
“Fathers,” Grantham cuts in sharply, a firm tone I’ve never heard him use, “We will see you on the morrow. Please tell my brothers I will see them soon.”
Turning, I catch a flash of the shock on Roanaz and Sharmash’s faces as Grantham takes swift steps toward the exit. Groaning from the movement, I raise my hand in a pathetic wave, hoping it will diminish the damage we’ve just caused. Now, I’ve not only fornicated in public in front of royal strangers, but I’ve probably also desecrated some sacred Ditali tradition.
We push through another set of doors after what seems like an endless walk of his cockhead grazing my gland and two orgasms that send my cries echoing down the wide hallways of the palace. So much for privacy. I’m sure his parents heard that all the way from the dining room.
The room is dark, illuminated only by a few wall sconces. He turns and rests my ass on some piece of furniture, giving me a view of the room. It’s a dresser of some sort right next to a lush bed with dark gray and navy sheets and pillows. Thank fuck.
To my left sits an enormous round adobe hot tub, or perhaps it’s bubbling from some natural hot spring. Beyond it is a wall of glass doors that open to a paved patio with a view of a lake. The setting suns—yes, two of them—cast an orange and violet glow, capturing the hues of the purple mountains in the distance.
“Is that…your lake?” I ask him.
“It is not my lake. We do not give ownership to bodies of water on Ditali.”
Literal. Always literal.
The tension on my arms alleviates. He undid my straps. My limbs fall to his chest, but I have to grip onto his shoulders since we’re still stuck, as always. My feet jostle next. I watch dumbly as he unfastens and removes my boots. Our pants come next, leaving me holding my breath in relief, counting the seconds until sweet plundering relief can find us, skin on skin.
When we’re both naked, I wrap my arms around the back of his neck, ready to give what little energy I have left to this damn bond, but he lifts me and starts for the tub. A bath. I haven’t been in a tub in ages, only having access to showers on the crafts I’ve been on.
As the water slides up my legs, my weight slips away. Grantham’s skin takes on a silky feeling, slick beneath my thighs and forearms. The steamy, balmy water has an aromatic scent of something herbal like eucalyptus and mixes with his ever-present raspberry smell. Combined with the heat on my rigid muscles, it makes for a potent sedative that has me dropping my cheek to his chest with a sigh.
His fingers weave into my hair, and he lets out his own sigh. “I thought a bath before retiring may help to give us restful sleep.”
“It’s perfect,” I concur, staring blurry eyed at the lake view I suspect is the one he once told me about.
Something peers around the corner outside, giving me a start. Antennae, big round ears, googly eyes that seem to be looking in opposite directions and yet somehow directly as us. It’s that freaking koala thing I saw in the dining room. Except, I don’t think it’s the same one. This one isn’t quite as blue. It’s greener, almost teal.
Waddling over to the glass on its hind feet, it slaps its paw on the glass so slowly it’s like a damn horror film with some possessed kid who makes slow motion movements. Its breath fogs the glass, and it makes a disturbing little moaning sound.
“Holy shit. What is that?” I ask, lifting my head.
“It is a creature of my planet. Do not worry. It is harmless.”
“Yeah, well, I saw a blue one staring at us when we were in the dining room.”
“Really? Hm. It may be the same one. I spotted one in the hallway on our way to our room.”
“Why the hell does it keep following us?”
Chuckling like he’s just discovered some great joy, a smile lights up his face. “I believe it is a gift from the universe. When a couple’s bond is powerful, some creatures cannot resist the scent and follow the pair their entire lifetime.”
Is he serious? Straightening up, I don’t know why I’m searching his expression for signs of bluffing. He doesn’t know deception.
“What? Like a love pet?”
Smiling, he brushes my jaw. “I like this description, but we call them bart-ecki.”
“Yeah? Well, Bart is freaking me the fuck out. Does everything need to watch us?”
Frowning in concern, he lowers his hand and sweeps it across the surface of the water. Shouting something in Ditali, he sends a splash of water onto the glass. The Bart tumbles backward and scurries away into the foliage at the edge of the patio. Stalker officially dismissed.
“Thanks.”
“Are you comfortable now, my dear?” he asks, stroking his drenched hand through my hair. The soft graze against my scalp has me sighing.
“Y-yeah,” I stammer on a knot of guilt in my throat.
I’m changing him. It feels like I’m changing him, anyway. First, he disobeyed tradition and his parents for me. Now, he’s just banished a sacred, albeit super creepy, love pet. “Um, will your fathers be upset with you for leaving?”
Sighing, he cups the back of my neck and pulls me to his chest. I go like a pliant substance as the tub’s vapors waft around us.
“Do not fret over their reaction. I will contend with them. They did not have to travel for their fating. While they have encountered many species through their royal duties on Ditali, they are not familiar with human customs, but they should not assume that other species will effortlessly adapt to ours.”
“I…sorry. I tried. It’s just…”
His index fingers tilt my jaw up when I fail to find the words to finish. “That I am special to you? Is this why you insisted on privacy?”
Crap. I did say something like that when I first tried to describe why people don’t fuck in public on the reg.
Chuckling as I take him in and recall the past two weeks, I let out an exhausted breath. “Yeah, you’re special alright.”
“As are you to me,” he whispers with such reverence it makes my eyes water.
“You’re just saying that because of the bond,” I jest, trying to get my shit together and squash the tingle that feels like glitter being sprinkled inside my belly.
Water sluices off his hands as he cups my face. “You are special because you chose to do something you did not wish to do to save my life. You are special for not only your bravery, but your honesty and your resilience. You have survived a horrid invasion, the loss of your family and people, countless battles, captivity and enslavement. You are special for your humor and open mind.”
Well, now he’s full of shit. I wouldn’t call how I’ve acted open-minded, but I feel a twinge of gratitude that he thinks otherwise. I like him thinking otherwise.
“And you are special for sharing with me the depths of your passion that can only come from one’s soul, not from a bond. That has shown me your heart, my dearest. I am honored to have been the one to witness it.”
Well, fuck.
My lower lip quivers as his face blurs in front of me. I haven’t shown my heart to a single being before. I didn’t even suspect that I had one. If I ever did, I buried it under the charred rubble of Earth 3 years ago.
Clearing my throat as hot liquid spills over my eyelids, I fiddle with the ends of his hair. “Um, you like my…mind?”
“Immensely,” he confirms with a chaste kiss to a tear on my cheek.
“And my…humor?”
“More than I knew possible.” Another kiss to a matching tear on my other cheek.
The conviction in his words tells me that while he may not be capable of deception, he understands mine. He understands that I don’t fucking mean my mind or my humor. He understands that I might actually mean my heart and the entire Cole Barnes package.
“Yeah?” I whisper, not giving a fuck how much it sounds like I need an approving response.
“I would travel the universe for another five years to find you,” he assures me.
The thought of him doing a repeat of his plundering mission makes me see the boldest shade of envious green. Rocking my pelvis into his, I grip the back of his head and pull his lips to mine, cursing against them. “Like hell you will, you plundering fucker.”
Maybe my tongue spearing into his mouth, carving out the sweet, wet cavern, imprints my message. Maybe it’s just the grind of my pelvis against his that ignites our urge again, but he doesn’t respond with words. Instead, he joins the battle of tongue sweeping over tongue, lips raking over lips, hot breaths against hot skin.
His palms take two handfuls of my asscheeks as he juts up into me, lifting me out of the water a few inches before I bob back down. Jut and repeat. Jut and repeat.
The tears keep spilling. I’m helpless to stop them, as helpless as I am to stop the splash of the water from our lovemaking. Because that’s what it is this time—lovemaking. I don’t care if there is some magical bond or that he’s a male and we’re probably all wrong for each other. We’ve been through enough together that tonight I can show that heart to someone and let it pass on a modicum of love it’s never shared before.
“I fucking need you,” I rasp. “I don’t know what in the hell I’m going to do without you.”
“You will never be without me,” he pants, raking his open mouth across my cheek and groaning. “Stay, Cole. Stay with me. I will be so good to you.”
My heart cracks in half at his plea, his flattering promise. No doubt he would, but what in the hell could I offer him? He can learn languages in a day. He’d eventually learn that my humor, impatience, sarcasm, and general miserableness aren’t endearing. And regardless of how I feel right now, all amped up on compliments, cock, and praise, there’s still this bizarre bond that’s got a hold on us.
“Don’t,” I scold. “Don’t ask me that. I…I can’t. You know I can’t.” His fucking face is going to break me with that look. I seal my lips against his roughly, wishing it was a crowbar that could pry the pain out of his soul. “Don’t say anything about staying. Say anything but that. Okay? Anything but that,” I pant, desperately.
The seconds are marked by our thumping heartbeats as we stare at each other. His nod doesn’t make me feel better, like I asked him to commit his first deception, but I finally breathe again.
“And you, my love. You may say anything to me.”
Never holds a grudge, does he? My disbelieving laugh is flanked by another round of tears in my eyes. I pour all my pain and desire into a kiss that I hope he feels in his soul because I’m a selfish bastard. I want him to remember it long after I’m gone. I want to stay memorable to the one being in this godforsaken universe that found me memorable. That’s better than any medal if you ask me.
“Bed. Take me to bed. I want to fuck you without the water between us. I want to feel your skin on my skin.”
The weight of the world comes back to us as he rises from the water. It’s heavy and burdensome just like life. It cements the reality of what we’re doing, imprinting it like a press as our bodies move with each step he takes toward his bed. I’m exhausted beyond explanation, but I want the struggle. I want to work for it, if that miniscule gesture can prove to him that for this one moment, I tried for him. I’m present. I’m a hundred percent drained, but a hundred percent committed to pleasing him.
When his back hits the mattress, I lean down and run my hands up his arms, drawing them above his head. Intertwining our fingers, I smile as his lock over mine.
“You are the most beautiful thing I have ever seen,” he whispers up at me.
My mouth opens to offer something similar, but I simply lack the words. Typical. “You…you’re the goddamn wonder, Grantham. I…I’m glad it was you that got on that ship with me.”
It’s the weakest compliment anyone could ever give, but he smiles and his eyes glisten. Bending down, I whisper over his lips, feeling bold now that I’ve rendered him as emotional as he does me. “Don’t move a muscle. I’m going to love the fuck out of you,” I tease with a nip to his lower lip.
His intake of breath has a tornado of heat whirling in my groin. I trace the outline of his lip with the tip of my tongue and grind into him, straining the limits of my flexibility. It looks so much easier when women are on top, but we’re not built the same. Rising up, I trail my fingertips down his chest, pausing to circle his nipples.
Eyes closed, he bares his teeth and groans, gripping my knees. “Not a muscle,” I scold, capturing his hands and urging them back toward his head.
The look he gives me is so carnal, I want to lick it off his face, but he complies, tucking his hands underneath his head. Holy fucking shit. Submissive-in-bed-Grantham is hot-as-fuck-Grantham.
“That’s right. Just like that.”
It’s bold talk from an exhausted, illiterate human, but still makes me feel like a king. I don’t know how I’m going to hold up to my boasting, but I give it the old college try, undulating as wickedly as I can. His knees rise behind me, resting against my back. I allow the disobedience, given how it allows me to lean my exhausted body back against them for support. Reaching back, elbows in the air, I place my hands on his knees, giving me the leverage that I need to get my feet on the mattress. And then I pump down onto his cock.
He said my cries for him were like a song, but the sounds he’s making are an earworm I’m going to carry with me off into the universe. With each of his cries, I belt out crazed encouragement, nearly blinded by the glow coming from his stars.
“Yeah! Yeah, baby, sing for me,” I demand, my face heating at the words coming from my mouth, but that doesn’t stop me. “Do you like it like this?”
“Yes! By the gods, yes!”
Aw, fuck. I’m driving him crazy. His teeth are clenched like he’s being hammered by the passion I’m giving him. That’s so freaking hot.
“Do your…dick trick…for me,” I pant. “Now. Want to feel it.”
Groaning, his eyes slam shut, and he arches his hips. My eyes cross as his cockhead envelopes my gland. “Aww, guhhdamnitsofuckingoo…” I moan. I really do speak in tongues when I cum.
My channel clenches around him, and clenches, and clenches. With every pulse of his seed, my body milks him greedily until there’s nothing left but involuntary twitches that have us grunting.
Leaning back on his knees, my arms drop to my sides, and my head falls back. I can’t even open my eyes. My face is soaked in sweat and tears, like I’ve just come from a twelve-hour exorcism.
“You’re mine,” I mumble. It’s a delirious threat, a whimsical thought of a barely lucid man. “Mine,” I repeat, just so he knows who did this to him when he’s out there plundering again. 
I’m tugged and jostled like a rag doll. My dead weight goes with whatever is moving me. The cock inside me pivots, and my side rests down on the mattress.
Grantham. Grantham’s chest is behind me. He turned us.
Always… so thoughtful, I muse as the blackness comes for me, and my face sinks deeper into the pillows. Arms wrap around me, pulling me tighter against him.
A reassuring whisper at my ear nudges me off to a peaceful sleep, “And you are mine.”




CHAPTER 19

A percolating, snorting sound stirs me. It reminds me of an old coffee pot the ladies kept in the office attached to the greenhouse on Earth 3, but I don’t smell coffee. It smells like Grantham’s salty raspberry scent after a night of lovemaking but with undertones of forest.
His chest expands onto my back. His breathing, soft and rhythmic. His body heat warms one side of me, while the morning sunlight flooding through the patio doors warms my front. I glimpse purple mountains beyond a glimmering lake.
Right. We made it to Ditali. We’re in his bed.
Blinking away the sleep from my eyes, my gaze lands on the strange tub and heats my blood along with my face. Damn. We were on fire last night. There’s no other way to describe it.
The things I said, the things I did—part of me feels like I should be embarrassed by my wild abandon, but my give-a-damn meter is busted after all I’ve been through. Dinner with his parents, for one.
Shit. That really happened.
My groan over the memory turns into a laugh as I scrub my eyes. What else is there to do but laugh? Bloody hell.
Sighing, I lean back into my living, breathing body pillow and bask in his scent. I wonder if I’m starting to smell like raspberries now, too? I should ask him what he thinks I smell—
“What in the fuck is that noise?” I mumble as the chuffing sound continues.
Scanning the room, I catch movement on the floor at the end of the bed. Leaning toward the edge of the mattress, I watch as the toe of one of my boots waggles. What the hell?
“Oh, holy shit! It’s in here!” I yelp, scrambling back against the headboard. “Grantham! Grantham! Wake up!” I shake his shoulder violently, careful to keep one eye trained on the furry, little green invader that’s attacking my boot.
“Cole?” He croaks, jolting up to join me. “What is it, dearest?”
“There! That…thing! The Bart! It broke into our room. It’s attacking one of my boots.”
Rubbing his eyes, he yawns, taking his sweet ass time to focus on our emergency. And then, as with all my freak outs, he smiles. “Ah, it is our gift. By the gods, the universe most certainly has brought him to us.”
“To what? Attack my boot?”
“I do not think he has waged war on it, my dear. He has turned green. It means he has been bewitched by our bonding scent.”
“Wait. You mean…”
It is a horrific sight. The googly-eyed little bastard’s hips rock forward and back shamelessly into the opening of my boot. All the while, it makes satisfied purrs and throaty growls.
“You mean he’s fucking my boot?”
A second glance confirms it. Gross. Is everything from this planet obsessed with screwing?
“Stop that! Hey, you! Knock it off!”
I whip one of the pillows at it, knocking it off its victim. It scurries out the entrance door, which I swore we closed last night. Does the fucker have opposable thumbs?
“Damn it! I can’t freaking wear these now!” I gripe, getting up to inspect the last of my wardrobe that I own.
My movements are rigid from a tenderness in my channel. My pucker feels surprisingly tight this morning, rather than the stretch that it’s used to.
“I will get you another pair as soon as we…”
Grantham doesn’t finish his sentence as our gazes meet. Me at the foot of the bed, him at the head of it. There’s only ten feet between us, but it feels like an ocean.
“We…we’re not stuck anymore.” The words tumble like crumbs from my lips.
His sagging expression says everything before his reply is even out. “Yes. It is over.”
It is.
It’s over.
I’m not trapped anymore.
I’m… free. Like really free to do whatever the hell I want.
I thought freedom would feel more liberating than whatever this sickening dread is that’s draping over me right now as I stare at him sitting alone in that big, rumpled bed, his hair all sex tousled, but I’m probably traumatized from the whole ordeal. Right. The Cockholm Syndrome. Get it together, Cole. Remember your plans. Operation ‘Life After Dick’.
“So, we should go see that doctor of yours then, right?” I ask, awkwardly covering up my junk.
He’s seen it before. Hell, he’s seen everything, but just because you have a perfectly adequate dick doesn’t mean you need to flaunt it in front of a plunder lover. That’d be rude. I’m not a tease.
“I mean, now that we’re finally separated, that’s what we’ll need to do so we don’t get any more fating urges,” I add to crowd the silence.
The words shouldn’t feel so obligatory. That was my plan all along.
Rising from the bed, all six-feet-nine of him glowing in the morning light, makes my dick fill my hand. Yeah. See? We’ll definitely need the plundering antidote.
“Yes. I shall take you to him as promised, if…that is still your wish.”
‘What-about-last-night?’ is written all over his face even though nothing but chivalry flows from his lips. The lips that I owned last night.
“It…is.” Straightening my shoulders, I repeat, adjusting my delivery to how it should have sounded the first time. “It is.”
The air is thick. The seconds drag, but he finally nods.
Striding toward me, my breath catches, feeling his presence before he’s even near. He bends down, retrieving his pants from the floor, and my confused brain makes my heart sink.
What was I expecting? A hug?
Stupid fucking bond.
“I shall speak with Bob about flight training and arranging a craft for you.”
“Bob?”
“Yes. He is head of our aviation operations.”
“Oh. Okay, cool.”
Glancing around, I locate my own pants. These will have to go too, but baby steps might be in order. I don’t want to come across all needy. I’m not used to asking for favors, and I’m going to need quite a few of them to get off Ditali.
“Um, is there a comms system I could use? I’d like to track down my brother, let him know that I’m alright.”
Extending his hand to a monitor on a credenza at the far wall, he says, “Yes, of course. You may use mine.”
Ye-ah. Not happening. Renwick is tech savvy enough that he could hack and see which specific comms monitor a call came from. I don’t need him calling back for me after I’ve blown town and chatting up Grantham.
“Do you have guest rooms in the palace?”
I can’t very well bunk up with him without it giving him the wrong idea. I mean, why would I bunk with him? There’s no need to now.
“You…wish for your own quarters?”
“Well, yeah. Medicine only does so much. What if you get the itch at night? I don’t want to have to be turning you down left and right.”
He’d be all over me with his ‘you’re so beautiful, dearest’, and because I’m such a nice guy, I’d probably give him a pity plunder. Then where would we be? I just got the ability to walk back. No thank you.
“You make a good point.”
A flurry of static flutters in my belly at his admission. I’m going to miss being wanted so badly. He’s good for my ego. I’ll give him that much.
He fetches me a pair of boots from a cabinet, and I dress in the awkward silence. Foolishly, I glance around for a shirt, but then recall that not one Ditali I saw wore one.
Right. Freezing nipples, it is.
“Happy tidings to our son and the future consort!” a deep voice cheers from the doorway.
“Oh, they have completed the bond,” Sharmash gasps, appearing at Roanaz’s side.
Sure. Just barge on in, guys. At least I have my stupid fating pants on. Why would I expect privacy after last night?
Grantham flashes them a half-hearted smile. “Yes, we awoke just now to discover it.”
Throwing a chin nod to the old royals, I toss out a ‘good morning’. I’d best play it cool until I know if they have a dungeon for beings that reject their sons.
“You are in better spirits today, Cole?” Sharmash asks.
“Yes. Thank you and thank you for honoring my human custom of privacy yesterday. No offense intended.”
“I admit, it took us by surprise. We were disheartened to miss the miracle of our firstborn’s fating, especially since he has searched so long for you, but as long as Grantham is happy, we are happy.”
Fuck.
Roanaz steps forward and squeezes Grantham’s shoulder. An affectionate mist clouds his eyes. “I could feel his heartache and longing before he left. To see his soul so crushed that he had not yet found his love pained me.” Glancing at me, Roanaz smiles. “We were, of course, overjoyed by the fatings of all our sons and do not have favorites, but between you and me, none were more deserving of a special bond than Grantham.”
Double fuck. Could they lay it on any thicker?
“I knew the universe would not make you wait so long for nothing, my son,” he adds, looking back at Grantham. “Twelve days,” he says with a chuckle. “By the gods, I weep for the sorrows of your journey and the loss of our men, but will forever be grateful for your reward.”
Oh, for fuck’s sake. I’m not a reward. I’m a person, and way to bring the dead guys into this. Guilt much?
“Thank you, father,” Grantham’s subdued reply is weighted, telling me how much he dreads sharing our plans.
“Shall we sound the bands this morning to present Cole as our newest Prince Consort? News has traveled fast. I doubt there is a person on Ditali who has not heard.” Sharmash beams eagerly.
Shit. Here we go.
Straightening his posture, Grantham looks collected as fuck, clasping his hands behind the small of his back. I don’t know how he does it. He’s certainly fit to be a prince.
“Fathers, there will be no bands. Cole shall not remain on Ditali. We were just on our way to see Normana for a fating suppression treatment.”
“What? Whatever for?” Roanaz asks.
“It is not the human way to accept a fating from the universe. Humans wish to choose their own partners.”
Scoffing, Roanaz’s gaze pings back and forth to each of us. “But that is ridiculous! The universe would not bestow a twelve-day bond on a couple were they not meant for each other.”
“Cole and I have discussed this at length, but I must trust his judgement. I cannot force someone to stay, knowing they are not truly happy, even if the universe divines it. A Ditali has never bonded with a human before. Perhaps…perhaps the universe may be wrong.”
“Blasphemy! That is blasphemy,” Roanaz barks on a gasp.
Sharmash’s eyes are pinched closed. One hand clenching Roanaz’s shoulder, he stifles a sob behind his other hand that’s covering his mouth.
Great. This is just fucking great. Now, I’ve got the future crown prince labeled as a damn blasphemer.
Holding up my hands, I inch forward. Just an inch. They’re all way bigger than me, after all.
“Look, this isn’t Grantham’s fault. He’s not a blasphemer. He’s believed in the universe the entire time and explained it all to me. He’s just…” I have to pause to swallow against the lump in my throat, realizing just how noble it is the way he tried to defend me. “He’s just trying to explain it from my perspective, not his. He’s done everything right, but I…I…”
As I stammer for the right words, the three of them blink at me, eagerly awaiting my excuse. Any I contemplate seem like they’ll be inadequate to their belief system, but apparently, ripping off the bandage is yet one more awful task I’ll have to perform on this adventure.
“I don’t want to be fated to anyone. I wasn’t even attracted to males when I met your son.”
“But I heard your cries as you were mounted on my son’s cock last night,” Roanaz huffs indignantly, making my face burn.
“Yeah, well, that…that was the hormones, okay? Sex doesn’t mean you stay forever with someone. At least, not to humans.”
“But the bond? The bond is more than plundering. Do you feel nothing in your heart for my son?”
The organ he’s speaking of gives a resounding thump as I lock gazes with Grantham’s pitying one. Even now, as we’re speaking of his pain, he’s more concerned with mine. Sure, I give a damn about the guy. But is it their weird bond or the fact that we went through hell together? I don’t know what I feel other than I want my miserable life back where the only thing I have to decide is what I’m going to eat at each meal.
“Fathers,” Grantham says, clearing his throat as he reaches across my back to squeeze my shoulder. “I know this is difficult for you to understand, but please let it be. Cole is our guest, so we shall treat him as such and accommodate his needs to ensure he has a safe journey.”
Shaking his head, Roanaz pinches the bridge of his nose and grumbles something in Ditali. I don’t have to be a linguist to know it’s something unpleasant by the way Grantham’s face flushes.
Sniffling, Sharmash swipes at his nose and extends his arm toward the doorway. “Will you both join us for breakfast before you see Normana?”
Glancing at me, I appreciate Grantham’s protectiveness. If they’re choosing to be civil, it’s the least I can do, so I give him a nod. Plus, being a sexhibitionist last night left me famished since I forewent eating during the family meal to top all family meals.
“Of course. We would be happy to,” he tells them.
As we file out of the room and down a hallway, Roanaz looks like he’s chewing on nails, continually flashing me a disgusted side eye. Guess I’m on his shit list. Sharmash clearly is the peacemaker of the two because he’s the first to break the uncomfortable silence.
“Where will you be traveling to when you leave us, Cole?”
“Um, I haven’t decided yet, but I’d like to see my brother. We haven’t seen each other in over a year.”
“I will speak with Bob about training Cole on my Sedgewot cruiser to take on his journey.”
“Will you be accompanying him?” Roanaz asks hopefully.
“No, Father. I am making a gift of the cruiser for Cole’s assistance in helping me escape from Hutakah. It is the least I can do.”
“The one we gave you for your birthday before you left?” Roanaz snaps, but it isn’t a question.
Clearly, Pops doesn’t think his birthday present should be wasted on a blaspheming human that’s about to fly off into the wild blue yonder, never to return. I didn’t ask for any of this shit. I think I’ve borne adapting to Ditali ways pretty damn well, aside from the whole fucking in public thing. I was a champ for twelve days. Don’t all the orgasms I gave his son count for anything?
No one responds to Grumpy Grumperson’s rhetorical question as we make our way toward the great room. The squeak of our boots against the polished floor echoes off the walls. Where are their rooms? You can probably hear every plundering noise in this place with acoustics like this.
Passing by an open set of patio doors, the landscape looks like every settler’s dream. Lush foliage blanketing rolling hills. Shiny atmosphere transport crafts buzzing through the violet and orange sky. Ditalis strolling stone-paved streets below at a marketplace.
Will it still be a mecca to Grantham when I’m gone, or will he be the shame of the royal family because of me? Is this going to demote him from favorite son in Roanaz’s eyes? 
A cool breeze filters through the doorways. The ass flap of my fating pants catch it like a parachute, chilling my cheeks.
“How else may we accommodate you for helping to bring our dear son home to us?” Sharmash asks, an obvious effort to soothe the bite of his beloved.
“I’m going to need some new pants.” And maybe because I’m feeling just a bit salty, I throw the stink eye right back at Roanaz as I add, “Normal pants.”




CHAPTER 20

“You will need to take one twice a day for a week to cease the fating urges, and then one a day as needed after that,” Normana the royal physician explains, as I stare at the brown golf ball-sized pill he’s holding between his thumb and forefinger.
“This thing is huge. I’ll never be able to swallow them. Can you cut them into like quarters?”
Frowning, his wrinkled face wrinkles even more. “You do not ingest them orally.”
Glancing at Grantham, who’s remained mostly silent as we had to listen to how old Norm hasn’t had to produce this concoction since the Brumheldean invasion, he gives me a pitying look. I don’t like pitying looks when they have to do with medical shit.
“Then what the hell do you do with it?”
“It is inserted,” Norm says, like I’m an idiot.
“Inserted where?”
“Into the anus, of course.”
Behind me, Bob snickers because for some fucking reason, he decided to come along for the visit. I pinch my eyes shut and inhale.
First, breakfast with the entire damn family—all four brothers, their spouses and their rugrats. Getting glared at by ten people—okay, minus Sharmash—was a grand old time. I swear one of Bob’s kids kicked me in the ankle on purpose. He did it two minutes too soon though, because that damn Bart showed up, purring all over the boots Grantham loaned me.
And apparently, it’s bad form to shake a love pet off your leg at the dinner table. Who knew? Not my fucking fault that Roanaz’s and Sharmash’s Cordico, which almost looks like a dog, is so damn senile it slept in a pet bed on a perch between them the entire time, while our unwanted pet is a fucking crazed hornball. It figures. They got a dog-ish pet, and I get saddled with a koala from hell.
What part of ‘I-didn’t-ask-for-any-of-this’ don’t these people understand? Their attitude is total shit. I guess Grantham really is one of a kind because his compassion isn’t a shared family trait. Their solidarity with Roanaz’s disappointment isn’t helping make things easier on their brother. He kept it together the entire time, making polite conversation, but their resentment of me was an elephant in the room. Way to make him feel like a failure. I can’t get out of here soon enough.
“Twice a day for a week,” Normana repeats because everyone in the palace is a showoff and learned to speak Human overnight.
“Yeah. I got it,” I cut in, holding out my palm. “Just give me the damn butt pellets so we can be on our way.”
“Do you need assistance?”
“Fuck no, I don’t need assistance.” Swiping the pill from him and the bag of my temporary supply, I start for a med stall, one with a door. Glancing over my shoulder, I arch a brow at Grantham, wondering if he’ll take the crusty old Ditali doctor up on his offer.
Clearing his throat, he collects his rations from Normana. “Thank you, faithful Normana. We can manage. I shall take the next stall.”
What the hell do I care if someone helps him with his meds? It just seems wrong for someone else to plunder his ass with one of these stupid pellets when I haven’t even done so.
Whoa. Where the fuck did that come from?
“Ah! Son of a bitch!”
Pain crashes through my skull where I ran smack dab into the doorframe of the stall. Damn it. That’s going to leave a mark.
“Cole, are you alright?” Grantham asks, wavering in the doorway of the stall next to me.
“Yeah. Fine.”
My gaze gets snared on the pellet in his palm, my mind on the knowledge of where it’s about to go. I contemplated a memory wipe two weeks ago, but this is basically the same thing. Isn’t it? He won’t want me after this.
I mean, that’s the point. I know that’s the point. I don’t want the guy to suffer after I leave, but still… it’s… it’s a lot to unpack.
A realization hits me as he stares at me curiously. If a butt pellet can knock out the urges, then what the hell does it say about the bond? Anything everlasting shouldn’t be able to be erased by a chemical reaction. I was fucking right all along. It was all just physical.
Well, of course, it was. Nobody’s somebody else’s wonder.
“Having second thoughts?” Bob calls from the lab’s doorway with a wry grin.
Yeah, of course, I am. Because who wouldn’t want to hear how beautiful they are inside and out for a while, even if it’s all smoke and mirrors?
An idiot, that’s who.
I’m done being a pathetic idiot. It’s time to get back to cold hard reality and the truth that existence basically is supposed to suck ninety percent of the time.
“No, I’m good,” I assure him.




CHAPTER 21

“You are terrible at this,” Bob remarks unforgivingly as I step out of the flight simulator.
“Maybe your program is just too complicated for a beginner.”
“It is based on the emergency training we gave to children to navigate escape pods during the Brumheldean invasion.”
Shifting my stance to avoid scratching the tingly ass itch my half-dissolved pellet is causing from my last dose, I bite my tongue. Just a few more days. I can tolerate Bob the Smartass for that long while my butt pellets work their magic and I gather the supplies I need.
“Maybe one of your kids should be teaching me. Who’s the one with the mohawk, again? Bumpkin?”
“It is Glumpkin,” he corrects testily, his beefy arms dropping to his sides. “And no, I do not think that wise. He can be…troublesome.”
That’s apt. He’s the little bastard who kicked me yesterday.
“You don’t say? Must make you want to rethink procreating again, huh?”
Frowning, he scratches at the back of his neck and gazes out over the aviation deck’s balcony. “No, I am eager to fill a birthing pod with my seed again soon.”
TM-fucking-I, Bob. TM-fucking-I.
“However,” he continues, grazing his hand across the slight paunch of his belly, “I have been resisting my visions until I can return to my former fitness.”
Wait. Is he saying he thinks he’s fat? How does filling a jizz pod, or whatever the hell they use to create baby Ditali, have anything to do with a guy’s waistline? He must see my confusion, and for once, his reply isn’t condescending.
“The production of children slows the metabolism. And Bastreen,” he smirks sheepishly over the mention of his spouse, “dotes on me, particularly, with my delight of Moosecramp Jelly.”
I don’t even want to know. If there are actual moose on this planet, I don’t need to know what they produce when they get a cramp. Though, if you ask me, it sounds non-edible.
The stars on his chest flicker as a haze clouds his eyes. “Bastreen makes the most delectable Moosecramp Jelly,” he adds all deep and throaty like he’s in a trance.
“Yeah. I bet.”
“You should try it before you depart. I shall ask him to prepare some, if you wish to dine with us.”
A servant calls out to us in Ditali from the doorway, luckily saving me from another dreaded dinner date. He and Bob exchange a few words before Bob dismisses him.
“You have a communication. Your brother is waiting to speak with you.”
About fucking time. His assistant, Darla, said he was indisposed when I tried to connect with him yesterday after the doctor’s visit.
Leaving Bob, I hustle to my room as fast as one can with what feels like a channel full of Pop Rocks. At least, it seems to be working. It doesn’t hurt to touch my dick anymore other than a slight sensitivity. The two times I’ve gotten a boner since yesterday morning, they’ve gone away by talking them down and keeping my mind far from the memories of twelve days on a certain stolen Skogari ship.
It was strange sleeping alone last night. Once I threw my old boots outside my quarters to keep Bart from scratching on the damn door, it hit me just how detached I was from Grantham. I’d gotten used to the sound of his breathing and the way he stroked the back of my neck to help me get to sleep.
Weird how I contemplated going next door to see how he was faring. I mean, he could have been in need, and then where would we have been? That thought alone kicked off a damn erection, so I kept my pellet-swallowing ass in bed. Clearly, the stuff hadn’t been in full effect yet. This morning was just a case of morning wood. I’m sure of it, and damn glad that my body is getting back to normal.
“Damn it. Can’t you take that thing somewhere?” I call to the little menace camped outside my door, who’s hugging one of my old boots. “I don’t want it anymore. You can have it.”
I wouldn’t even know it was Bart if it wasn’t for him humping my old boot. He’s not as green today, and I swear some of his fur is turning a rosy color.
I make quick work of shutting the door before he tries to scramble in after me. His throaty wail of protest is muffled, but no less obnoxious.
“Go find Grantham,” I yell. “It takes two to tango! He needs to pick up a shift of dealing with you!”
“Cole?”
The sound of Renwick’s voice has me whipping around in a flurry. Shit. They left the privacy screen off on the call. Anybody could have walked in here.
Tamping down the giddy sensation over the idea of him meeting Grantham, I hurry over to the chair in front of the comms monitor, mentally noting not to forget my next dose. How would I even introduce him?
“Geez, Wick. Good thing I wasn’t dying. Took you fucking long enough to call back.”
That easy grin of his that I remember spreads across his chiseled face. Peppered with a dark five o’clock shadow that matches his midnight hair, he still has me beat on looks even with those bags under his obnoxious baby blues.
“You always were dramatic, little brother. Apologies though. It couldn’t be helped. Long night of negotiations with the Xynebar Council.”
I love how he always rattles off this shit like I’m supposed to know or care about whom or whatever the fuck it is. The jackass sure loves being important.
“If by negotiations you mean hours of drinking and fornicating, apology not accepted.”
His laugh, while it grates on my nerves, is music to my ears. I missed his stupid face, and it’s good to see another human again.
“Have you ever even tried fornicating for hours? Don’t turn your nose up until you’ve done it, little brother. I can send you some Rhubian tantric notes, if you’re interested. Very enlightening.”
My ear lobes burn, probably turning beet red, wondering the total sum of the hours Grantham and I plundered. Luckily, he mistakes my guilt for ignorance, and another deep laugh comes across the line.
“God, lighten up Cole. Still a prude, I see.”
If only he knew.
Lighting a cigarette, he leans back in his chair, raking his fingers through his hair. “I thought running with that bounty crew you linked up with would have loosened you up a bit. What’s it been, a year now? Two? How’s old Rasmus doing?”
“Three,” I correct.
“What?”
“I was with the bounty crew for three years.”
“Has it been that long already? I still don’t understand why you’d want to chase down universal terrorists and criminals, but you always did prefer action over paperwork. Wait a minute,” he finally stops chattering and fucking with his hair to focus on me. “You said was. Did you quit?”
“More or less,” I mumble.
Dropping my face in my hands, I’m suddenly too emotionally drained to relive the past with any finesse, so I let it spew from my mouth with no gusto whatsoever. “I didn’t quit. Our ship was attacked by a hostile species called the Skogari. Everyone was killed. Well, everyone but me and Rasmus. He died on a slave galleon on our way to their work camp on this shithole planet called Hutakah. I was held captive there for three months until I escaped two weeks ago.”
I’ve been waiting months to see his face and tell him all of that. However, now that I have, I don’t feel the relief that I thought I would. I just feel sad and empty.
“What? Are you serious?”
Sighing, I rest my chin in my hand. “No, I made it up to get a laugh out of you. Hilarious, isn’t it?”
“Shit, Cole. Holy shit.” His hand grips the hair at the top of his scalp in his fist. His face has gone a shade paler.
Damn it. Now, I’ve scared him.
“Are you alright? Did they hurt you? You look thinner.”
“I’m fine.”
“Three months? I should have kept better tabs on you! I should have gotten you a job in my division.”
What the fuck? I know my info dump startled him, but he doesn’t need to treat me like we’re kids again. I didn’t call him to get a lecture.
“There was nothing wrong with my job.”
“There is if you get kidnapped and enslaved!”
“No. It’s just this fucked up galaxy.”
“The Skogari are no joke, Cole,” he squawks. Of course, he’s fucking heard of them. That would have been good to know before my crew signed on for that last bounty. “We’ve been getting reports of them hijacking ships across the entire quadrant ever since they upgraded their blasters with some stone they’re harvesting. We’re working on acquiring a resource to counter it, but it’s not been going well,” he laments, revealing the cause of his haggardness. “That’s what my meeting was about yesterday.”
It’s nice to hear there may be justice someday. I always figured Renwick’s job was a cake walk filled with pointless schmoozing, but witnessing his frustration over this deal renews my pride in him. The universe may have slung us to opposite ends, we may have drifted apart, but inside, he’s still the same kid who committed to never witnessing another Earth 3 invasion again.
“That’s what they had us doing, mining quornet stone on Hutakah. It’s fucking loaded with it.”
“Shit,” he gasps, going slack jawed. “Can you send me the coordinates?”
“Yeah, I think so. The guy I escaped with can probably pull them from the cruiser we stole during our escape.”
Having an excuse to talk to Grantham gives me a jolt of delight. It’s not the urges. I can still talk to the guy. We can talk without things being weird.
“Well, I owe him a debt of thanks if he helped you escape. What the hell were you doing way out in 6781, anyway? Everyone knows not to go past Galaxy 8-4,” he rants, his flailing arms working overtime as a call alert rings in the background. “Fuck. I can’t believe Rasmus is dead. That could have been you, Cole!”
He’s right. It could have, but for once, it’s my turn to be the voice of calm.
“I’m well aware. Relax, alright. Everything’s fine now.”
He frowns at a handheld communicator that he brings into view. Its alert chimes relentlessly. Mr. Important and all his devices.
“Damn it! Shit. I’m sorry, Cole, but I have to take this.”
“Are you kidding me?”
I just told him I narrowly escaped death, and he’s going to hang up on me? What the actual fuck?
“It’s about the negotiations, okay? Come to Norveeth. I’ll get you work when you get here. You can stay with me. I’m hardly ever home.”
Wow. What an irresistible offer.
“I don’t need work.” The one highlight of today was that my crypto landed in my account. I won’t need to work for the rest of my life. “I’ve got enough to retire. I’m going to do some traveling and find somewhere to settle down.”
Sounding flustered, he takes a breath when his device stops chiming. “Well, at least stop in and visit before you go planet hopping, alright? I can point you in the right direction, so you don’t get yourself into any more trouble.”
“I don’t need a babysitter, Wick. I set up an account on Galactic Destinations and have a few places in mind.”
“A review site? Yeah. That’s the epitome of research. When do you leave?”
“Tomorrow. Maybe the next day.”
His handheld starts chiming again. “Damn it! It should take you a couple of weeks to get here. If I’m not here when you get here, just wait for me. I’ll finish these negotiations as soon as I can, and then we can take some time off together. Alright?”
“It’s fine. Do what you have to do. I can link up with you some other time. It’s not like I’ll have anything going on from now on.”
“Damn it, Cole. Don’t pout. Just get here and wait for me.”
“I’m not pouting!” I’m not. I seriously feel nothing, and what he’s doing is actually important. “Go figure out how to wipe those bastards out of existence. I’m serious. I’ll link up with you whenever you’re ready.”
Letting out an exasperated stream of air, the corners of his mouth tick up. “Alright. Safe travels, little brother. See you soon.”
“Yeah.”
The screen goes blank. Just like that, he’s gone. I could potentially see him in a few weeks, if he’s around, but other than a brotherly hug and a few hours of story-swapping, what will it matter? Then he’ll be off to handle more negotiations, and I’ll be off in search of a whole new life. We’ll be nothing more than acquaintances with a shared past. I love him, but living in the capital of Norveeth isn’t how I want to spend the rest of my days. I’m so sick of starting from scratch. I did it when I left Earth 3, when I left the refugee installation, and after I left Naval Defense service. I want something that’s mine, not waiting for my brother to pop in when he’s in a town that I loathe. I’d still need a life while he was away.
Bringing up the Galactic Destinations netlink, I search for planets within a reasonable distance of Norveeth. At least he’d be close enough to come visit me. After searching for an hour and saving a few to my Favorites to check out later, I power down the system. Finding a new home should be more exciting than this.
There were a few that looked as lush as Ditali and Earth 3, at least. I could build a secure habitat and have fields to keep me busy until I’m senile. Maybe I’ll feel better when I get there.
Stretching my legs, I stroll around the room. I wonder if the other guest rooms are as fancy as mine. The one Grantham placed me in has one of those big ass tubs, just like his quarters. Or maybe he just picked it because it’s right next door to his.
The suns are setting on his lake outside the patio doors. The mix of oranges and violets truly is a sight. I can see why the big guy likes the view. Sliding the doors open, I step out into the cool night air. Funny how I’ve gotten used to going bare chested in this weather. Maybe it’s my new pants. Full coverage keeps out the cold.
Walking down to the shore of the lake, I spot a perfect stone. It’s flat and oval with smooth edges. Smiling, I capture it in my palm and zing it out onto the surface of the water.
It bounces one, two, three, four times before sinking into the depths. Ha! I’ve still got it.
“Cole?” Grantham calls behind me, making me jump.
He looks regal even in the darkness with the glow of the flickering torches that line the stone walkway from the patio down to the shore. I’ve barely seen him all day. I don’t know if that was intentional on his part or happenstance.
“Hey. How’s it going?”
“I am well, thank you.” Squinting at the lake, he looks back at me. “Why are you punishing the lake with stones?”
“Are you for real?” I laugh, but the puzzlement remains on his face. “Man, you’ve never skipped stones before?”
“Skipped stones?”
“Yeah. Renwick and I used to do it all the time when we were kids.”
He’s had this lake in his backyard his entire life and never skipped a stone. How sad is that? Searching the ground, I find another good skimmer and wave him over.
“Come here. I’ll show you how to do it.”
When a warmth swarms my belly as I place the stone in his hand, I tell myself that it’s because it’s uncommon for me to be touching anyone. It’s got nothing to do with where those hands have been or how tender they were with every touch.
“Just like this. Bring your arm back to the side and keep your wrist locked when you release it,” I advise, demonstrating my technique. He copies my movements slowly in a test run without releasing the stone. “Yeah. Just like that. It probably won’t skip across the water on your first go. It takes a while to get it down, but—”
He sweeps his arm forward and releases his stone before I finish my briefing. I can tell before it even hits the water that it’s an epic throw. The skimmer alights on the surface, then lofts again on its trajectory.
Two. Three. Four. Five. Six. Seven. Eight.
Holy fucking hell.
My mouth is hanging open, watching the spot where it finally sank into the lake. Why did I think he’d be anything other than a prodigy?
“Was that correct?”
“Uh, yeah. It was…okay.”
Smiling, he tucks his hands in his pockets, looking surprisingly shy for the first time since I’ve known him. “It is nice to learn one of your pastimes.”
“Yeah. Wild and crazy fun, isn’t it?” I jest, kicking at the soil.
“How is your simulation training going? Bob said he had some concerns.”
He was checking up on me? The thought makes my breath catch rather than my ire rise the way it did when Renwick worried about me. Grantham’s never pompous or pushy about anything. I guess I prefer concern expressed like that. It’s funny what you learn about yourself when you meet new people.
“I’ve got it down enough that I know what I’m doing. I’ll walk through it all again tomorrow.”
Nodding, he gazes out over the water, a silence stretching between us. Why is it so difficult to talk to him now that I’m not attached to his dick? Standing this close to him, it still feels like I’m attached, though, just… in another way, like there’s an invisible string connecting us.
“How are your fathers? Are they giving you hell about the whole fating thing?”
“It is not a concept they have ever encountered, but they are learning to accept it. I apologize for their reaction to our news. You should not have had to hear their displeasure.”
“Nah, it’s fine. I get it. I…I’m sorry you have to deal with it,” I fumble, stopping myself from adding, ‘on your own.’
The brush rustles to my right. Bart scampers out like he’s drunk. I’m learning that’s his normal gait, though. I blink a few times to make sure I’m not seeing things, but my vision confirms it. ‘
“Did he change color again? He looks…almost pink.”
“Yes. He is saddened by your impending departure.” For some reason, the news of this furry little pain in the ass missing me tugs at my heartstrings, but then Grantham adds, “As am I.”
The tug turns into a full-on snap of the string. Fuck. Guilt much?
I struggle for a reply. Even if it was all physical and he’s still got latent urges messing with his brain and his emotions, his sentiments mean something to me. It’s not like I exactly have any friends left in this fucked up universe. Grantham’s as close as it gets.
“I’m sure the pellets will take care of that soon.”
Yup.
That’s what I say. Not, ‘I’ll miss you, too’. No. My reply is so awful I can taste it.
The line of his mouth flickers in a forced smile, and he nods again, accepting my cold logic. “Um, Bob has sent me to escort you to his home for dinner.”
“Oh. Moosecramp Jelly. Fuck. I forgot.”
“I enjoy it now and then, but do not indulge as often as Bob. It is a sweet that is most often served as a dessert.”
“Are you…dining with us?”
“If that is your wish, I can join you.”
Shrugging, I start inching my way back toward the palace. “Why not? It might be our last meal together.”
Don’t think about syrup. Do not think about syrup.
“When do you plan to depart?”
“Um, I just need a few supplies, clothes and terra things in case they’re in short supply where I’m going, but I can probably leave tomorrow after I run through the simulator again.”
“Tomorrow? That is…soon.”
“Yeah, well, three months of captivity, you know?” I jest. “Makes a guy want to explore the wild blue yonder without any strings attached to him.”
Damn it. I just can’t keep my foot out of my mouth.
Fortunately, he doesn’t let on one way or another if he took my verbal diarrhea as a dig. Walking up the patio path with me, he offers, “I would be happy to take you to the bazaar tomorrow to help collect whatever you need for your trip.”
“Um, okay. Cool. You can get me the prince discount, huh?” I joke, nudging his arm with my elbow.
His expression goes serious. “You will not pay for a thing as our honored guest. I insist.”
Great. Now I look like a tight ass on top of being a cold-hearted bastard. “I’m happy to support your economy, but thanks.”
Bart grabs ahold of my pants at the ankle and whines. I try to shake him off gingerly, since he’s sad and all. I sure as shit am not going to touch him.
“Damn it. I will not miss this. That’s for sure.”
“Here. I will take him.” Grantham bends down and scoops him up, cradling its head against his shoulder like a baby. “Come now, little friend. You are well.”
Bart lets out a dejected moan and burrows his face in Grantham’s neck. I remember how it felt burrowing my face in that neck. If that doesn’t comfort him, nothing will. His little paw reaches out for me, but I dodge it in time. The result is another pathetic and unholy moan.
Wonderful. We get to listen to that all night. Another awkward dinner. If I get kicked by Glumpkin again, I’m fucking out of there. Flight simulation training be damned. I’ll take my chances navigating if it gets me away from crying koalas, grudge-holding almost in-laws, and a broken-hearted sex god who says he’s going to miss me.
A man can only take so much.




CHAPTER 22

“I will fetch you another pair of those boots you like and some blankets from Konrad’s shop over here. It will only take a moment,” Grantham informs me as we walk down the street downtown at the bazaar.
“Alright, thanks. I’ll just have a look around.”
Watching him go, I enjoy the sight of the sunlight radiating off his toned back. He looks so much more invigorated in natural light than he did on the ship. I never really got to watch him walk on his own much while I was attached to him. Even his stride is kind of… sexy.
Shaking my head, I toss the thoughts aside with a laugh. I’m sure they’ll quit happening once I’ve been away from here long enough.
Citizens eyeball me curiously, whispering to each other. Not obvious or anything, I want to tell them, but I guess I’m somewhat of the main attraction this week. It’s not as strange as I thought, seeing a race that’s comprised entirely of males, nor how many of them are holding hands as they stroll through the bazaar. I’ve encountered plenty of same-gender couples in my life. I just never imagined I’d have temporarily been one of them.
Wandering under the next canopy, I peruse the trinkets on the display stands. They’re chock full of bracelets, paperweights, and all sorts of doodads, each of them with some type of star pattern. It’s a veritable tourist trap for anyone wishing to celebrate the royal family.
I’ve people watched enough to know that none of the common citizens have stars on their chests the way Grantham, his brothers, or his parents do. It must only be a royal thing.
Moseying around the displays, I shake my head at all the star trinkets until I come to a display of pink bars wrapped in paper. Picking one up, the texture feels like soap against my fingers. I can detect the scent even before I bring it up to my nose. Raspberries. It smells like raspberries.
Wait a damn minute. The drawing on the label sure looks a lot like Grantham.
“You are the almost Prince Consort,” an elderly man greets me, wearing one of the customary shopkeeper vests I’ve seen. “Welcome! I practiced Human just in case you might visit my shop.”
“Um…thanks?”
“I can see you are taken with our Prince Grantham soap. It is very popular. We also have the younger princes’ scents as well, but this is our bestseller.”
Prince Grantham soap? Is he fucking kidding me?
I scan the other rows of bars on the display, recognizing Bob’s likeness on a batch of yellow bars. Picking one up, I get a hit of honey, which oddly does remind me of Bob. They fucking sell soap that smells like the princes?
Another display closer to the wall of the storefront is piled high with a giant stack of light blue bars. There look to be about a thousand of them, but I don’t see any of the princes’ likenesses on the labels. Good. They have normal soap. That means people also buy normal soap. This stuff is probably just like a novelty gag gift. That’s much less disturbing.
“And that heap over there? Is that the non-prince scented soap?”
Frowning, he spares the stack of blue bars a glance. “No. That was the Prince Consort soap I had prepared for you, but unfortunately, it has lost its value now that the fating has been terminated.”
Prince Consort, as in… me? It takes everything in me not to walk over there and finally discover what my scent smells like until I spot a sign above the bars. I still haven’t learned much Ditali, but I fucking know what a discount sale sign looks like. The damn numbers have been slashed out and lowered twice already. Twice! I’ve only been here a little over forty-eight hours and my smell is in the bargain bin. What the fuck!
A younger man appears at the shopkeeper’s side and grabs six bars of the Grantham soap, loading up his arms like he’s on a mission. I gape as he walks inside to the line where people are waiting to pay. There’s at least three other people with Grantham soap in their baskets.
What the actual fuck? That’s… that’s just wrong. That’s… my smell, not theirs.
I mean, I earned it. They didn’t. I was stuck to the guy for twelve days. It shouldn’t be something that you can buy with pocket change.
“People actually buy the scent of the princes?”
“Oh, yes. It is believed that washing in the scent of the royals will bless the wearer with equal luck in their fating.”
Ha. That makes no fucking sense.
“Yeah, but…Prince Grantham isn’t fated anymore,” I point out, setting the bar back down. “As you all seem to know already.”
“I know, but it is also believed that wearing the scent of the royals may encourage the universe to fate the wearer with one of them, so now that you have broken your fating, young and old have been clamoring to stock up on the newly eligible prince’s scent.” Chuckling, he rocks back on his feet, looking way too fucking pleased. “I have had more sales this morning than I do on the Feast of Guberruggin, so truly, I must thank you.”
I don’t even know how to react to a second glance at the men in line with their Grantham soap. One looks to be only a teenager and there are a few more my age who are way more fit than I could ever be. There’s a short, portly one with an arthritic looking back that has to be much older than Normana, if that’s even possible. They’re all shapes, sizes, and ages, no two alike, yet all I see is a line of men plundering or being plundered by Grantham. The mental images assault me like a fuck fest that would make Norveeth go up in flames. It is the most awful conjuring any mind has ever had.
“Please, help yourself to whatever you like. A memento of the Prince, perhaps?” he continues. “It is the least I can do for the prosperity you have brought to my store.”
“I’m good,” I grit out and turn away before I say or do something stupid.
I’m fucking breaking out in a cold sweat. If Bob’s dinner last night made me sick for my trip, I’m going to kick his jelly loving ass.
Did I take my pellet this morning? I swore I did. Fucking Bart was standing there watching me. I know I fucking did. Who can forget something like that?
I stop before I run smack dab into a display of star necklaces. They make for a nice shiny distraction from the line of Grantham cock-riding hopefuls behind me in the store. Feeling numb, I reach out and trace the outline of one of the pendants, remembering the effect it had on a certain someone. It doesn’t glow like his did, but it stirs the memory something fierce. Snatching it off the holder, I clutch it in my hand until the metal imprints the star in my palm.
A realization hits me as I stare at the outline in my skin. All of Grantham’s brothers-in-law have stars on their chests. Bastreen said something last night about when he got his stars after his fating with Bob. Another gift from the universe.
I’m not sure why I glance down at my pale-skinned chest. It looks bare and inadequate despite being more toned than it ever has in my life. No stars, though. It’s one more reminder that the universe got it wrong.
Grantham appears at my side with a large sack slung over his shoulder and his million-crypto smile on his face. I’m leaving, and he’s still fucking helping me, still as nice as nice could ever be. I kind of hate him for that.
“There you are. I think I have obtained all that you requested. Are you still shopping or are you ready to head back to the palace?”
“No. I’m done. This shop sucks.”




CHAPTER 23

“Bob, thanks for the training and the jelly, and…” I’m tempted to add, ‘being kind of a dick’, but I’m honestly not salty about anyone’s initial attitudes anymore now that I’m minutes away from blowing out of here. They were all just looking out for Grantham. I get it. None of that will matter in a few minutes.
Returning my handshake on the launch pad where we’re all gathered outside of Grantham’s birthday cruiser, Bob looks surprisingly sad. His grip tightens on my hand, and he pulls me in for a hug. “You were a terrible student, but you will survive your journey.” Drawing back, he adds, “Most likely.”
“Um…thanks. Your confidence in me means a lot.”
Nodding, he steps back to make way for his brother. “Think nothing of it.”
Grantham approaches, setting a vivid pink Bart down at his feet. Man, the little beast is really, really pink today. Whining, he scrambles over to me and latches his paws around my ankle before I can move out of the way. The noise he lets out sounds like a cross between a baby crying and an alley cat getting railed.
Why did I even imagine this farewell would go off smoothly?
“What in the hell is wrong with him?” And furthermore, what in the hell is wrong with Grantham? He looks positively distressed as he stares down at our stupid love pet.
“Our separation and your departure are distressing him. I was up all night, trying to calm him. Would you like to take him with you?”
“Uh, no?” Is he freaking kidding me? “You can keep him. This is his home planet and all. Who knows where I’ll end up? It might not be safe for Barts there.”
Scrubbing his hand across the back of his neck, the crease in Grantham’s brow deepens. “I do not know what else to do. I am worried that he is dying. I wanted to avoid terminating him.”
“Terminating him?”
“Yes. When a creature’s suffering cannot be alleviated, we cease their life. It is the compassionate thing to do. I thought, perhaps, if he went with you, he may rally since my company did not seem to improve his condition.”
“You can’t terminate him just because he’s pink. That’s…that’s not humane. That’s cruel!”
“It will be painless, I assure you. He will not feel a thing. Normana has a serum that he administers via a syringe into the—”
“Stop! No! I don’t want to hear about any syringes.” Holy shit, I can’t believe I’m actually lobbying for the life of a boot-fucking koala…thing. “He can come with me.”
Grantham’s brows rise, and his worry lines dissipate. “You will take him?”
Fuck.
“Yeah, I’ll take the damn love koala with me. Just, can you get someone to fetch one of my old boots? I don’t want my leg getting humped while I’m trying to pilot.”
He snaps his fingers at a guard standing near the edge of the launch pad and barks a command. It’s still stupid hot when he gives orders like that. I should be happy that I won’t be having thoughts like that anymore, but for now they’re tearing apart my insides with a painful sense of loss, and I haven’t even left yet.
Grantham closes the few feet between us, warming me instantly. His voice comes out low, like our exchange is meant just for us. “You have programmed your flight path with Bob?”
“Yeah. Off to Norveeth to wait for my brother to finish some business, and then I’ll head out on my real estate tour. Um, thanks for pulling and sending off those coordinates to Hutakah. If anyone can help organize stopping the Skogari, it’s Renwick. He seems to know all the right people.”
“Gladly. I wish no being in the universe harm; however, their destruction must be ended, and the lives they’ve stolen must be avenged.”
Taking my last look at the contours of his face, I have the oddest thought that the Skogari didn’t exactly steal my life when they captured me. In a way, it feels like they kind of gave it back to me or gave me a new one I never imagined possible. But, yeah, they still need to die.
The guard returns in record-breaking speed, handing me my nasty ass boot. With a ship full of supplies, Bart clinging to my ankle, and his emotional-support-boot in hand, there is officially no other reason for me to prolong my goodbye.
“Well, um. It’s been…interesting,” I babble, holding my hand out to shake Grantham’s.
His gaze flickers between it and my face, his lips parted. Raising his hands, he clutches my shoulders and leans in, stealing my breath. My eyes slip closed as my heart flip-flops in my throat, anticipating my goodbye kiss.
His lips press to my cheek, however, so I inhale one last hit of Ditali’s bestselling soap scent. “It was the honor of my life to know you, my dearest Cole. May the universe bring you everything you ever wish for.”
Somehow, I’ve hooked my index finger into the loop of his goofy fuck pants. He hovers, his mouth only a few inches away from mine. It would be quick and easy to tug him to my mouth. It’d be selfish though, too, wouldn’t it? Because I am still leaving.
Releasing him, I suck in a breath to clear my head. “You too.”
With that, I turn and hustle up the gangplank, limping with the added weight of a pink koala strapped around my ankle. I’m trembling even though Grantham fashioned me a t-shirt with his replicator. Flight nerves, no doubt.
Closing the hatch, I tear my gaze away from the sight of the big green giants waving to me from the flight deck. I’m just imagining the flicker of the lights on Grantham’s chest as the hatch door closes.
Tugging one of the blankets out of the storage cabinet in the helm, I fashion it into a makeshift nest for Bart and toss the boot into the center. Prying him off my leg, I get him settled after a few protests.
My preflight checks are all completed, thanks to Bob, so all that’s left for me to do is take off. Firing up the cylinders to launch speed, I watch my hand shake as I reach for the engage lever. The ship rumbles. My stomach flips.
“You can do this. You can do this. Just remember the baby escape pod program. Be the baby,” I chant.
My chair shifts beneath me, giving me a start, but it’s just the force from the liftoff. I’m airborne. Now to clear the flight deck.
Man, the clearance between those deck lights is pretty narrow. The flashing lights, mounted on metal poles on either side of the deck, grow larger as I approach. The one on the right side is getting a little close, but this stupid rudder stick is touchy as hell. How in the hell do children fly these things?
Cringing, I pinch my eyes closed as the side of the ship collides with the caution light. The loud screech seems to go on forever. I can only imagine the scrape it’s left on Grantham’s shiny birthday cruiser. Fuck.
“I’ll pay for that,” I mutter aloud.
I can just imagine the look on Bob and Grantham’s faces from the launch deck right now. Their parents are probably extra glad to be rid of me after that stellar takeoff. I can’t even ditch a perfectly good man with any dignity.
I’m fucking sweating, perspiration dripping down my spine and into my crack. Once the noise of shame stops, I punch the accelerator, keeping my eyes on the sky.
The clouds whir by like cotton in a windstorm. The familiar orange glow of the atmosphere envelops my view for what feels like the longest minute of my life as the craft rumbles. My freaking face is jiggling from the turbulence, and I have to mentally remind myself to breathe, so I don’t pass out, but finally I break through. I see the pitch blackness of space littered with stars.
The cruiser ceases its shaking, slipping into smooth sailing. Leaning back in the captain’s chair, I let out all the air in my lungs.
“See? I can do shit.”
Something sputters. I locate Bart on the floor by my feet. His eyes look a bit more googly than usual. Maybe even Barts get flight sickness.
“Yeah, that sucked. Didn’t it?”
He lets out a gurgling, gagging noise. Yellow bile projects from his mouth and lands on my toes, covering the sandy leather and dripping down the sides. Mother of fuck.
“Damn it! Those were new!”




CHAPTER 24

“You are now leaving Galaxy 6781. Please rate your visit,” the automated app notification comes across the monitor as I sip my coffee at the helm.
“One star! Do not recommend.”
“Username?”
“Cole Barnes.”
“Requesting permission to attach a profile photo.”
“Request denied.”
“Your response has been recorded. Thank you for your entry in Galactic Destinations’ database. Your feedback is important to us.”
“You’re not welcome,” I mutter, bringing my mug to my mouth again as I watch the horizon zipping toward me.
Forty-eight hours of peace and quiet. A guy could get used to this.
No mining quornet stones. No cock in my ass. No assless pants. No public screwing. No awkward family gatherings. Just a boy and his pink koala. It’s almost perfect.
My fingertip idly grazes the outline of the pointed edge inside my pocket. I didn’t even realize I was fidgeting again. Reaching inside, I draw the star pendant out by its chain, watching it sway in front of me.
I’m a shoplifter. In my defense, I don’t even recall pocketing it, and that old guy did say I could take whatever I wanted.
What am I going to do with a necklace? I should have grabbed a bar of my soap. Now, I’ll never find out what I smell like. I bet it’s some badass musk, though.
The counsel lights create a glint on the pendant. I wonder if Grantham’s stars will ever glow again. Can they glow for more than one person?
“This is stupid,” I mutter, stuffing it back in my pocket.
Mementos are supposed to bring you fond memories, not compound depressing thoughts. Remembering the line of soap buying hopefuls, the thought of Grantham glowing for one of them turns my stomach. It shouldn’t. I should be wishing that he finds someone else to light up his world. Trying to imagine happy thoughts, however, only makes me more ill.
Maybe Normana gave me a bad batch of pellets. Chewing my lip, I stew in the mind-numbing silence. I just took my latest dose an hour ago, but I feel worse with each passing minute. The new symptoms aren’t what I expected. I haven’t had an erection in days, nor any urges in my channel. It’s more of a general feeling of misery, like my chest is being slowly crushed, except I’m not having any trouble breathing. While my libido seems to be back to normal, I don’t recall what I considered as feeling normal pre-fating to be this… awful.
I probably just need to take a break from the helm and move around. I’ve had so little privacy these past few months; I bet I’m just getting cabin fever.
Some old Naval Defense Academy stretches should do the trick. After working the stiffness out of my back, I take a few laps up and down the corridor. This fancy ass cruiser has all the bells and whistles. Equipped with an automatic defense system, high voltage shields, a big ass bed in a cabin fit for a Prince, I won’t be in any danger from an attack or a poor night’s sleep. It’s the best re-gift ever, and probably cost Roanaz and Sharmash a hefty chunk of crypto. No wonder Roanaz was salty about it.
The tip of one of the star pendant’s points pokes my fingertip. Pulling my gaze from the stern window, I shake my head. I’m freaking daydreaming again. This has got to stop. Pulling the necklace out, I tuck it in the cargo pocket on the leg of my pants where it’ll be out of reach. The only reason I grabbed it this morning was because I didn’t trust Bart not to choke on it.
Speaking of… where the hell is that little menace? He’s usually right under my feet.
Checking the helm, his pet bed is empty. My old boot sits abandoned. Freaking high-maintenance animal. You give him a toy and he forgets about it in a week. Actually, it’s less than that. I don’t think I’ve seen him hump it since we left Ditali.
Making the rounds, I search the dining room, the three crew cabins, and the engine room. No sign of my pink pain in the ass.
“Oh, come on.”
So help me, if he crawled into one of the ventilation ducts, I’m freaking turning this cruiser around so Bob and Grantham can chimney sweep his ass out of there. I don’t know if chlamydia is an airborne disease, but I’m not taking any chances.
I head toward my cabin, idly pondering how I’d spend a temporary return to Ditali to pass the time. I could stop at their bazaar and pick up some of my soap. Since we’re done with all the family obligations, maybe Grantham and I could actually snag a meal in private. I mean, if he wanted to. We could… talk about how his cruiser handles or if he’s planning another plundering quest.
“Shit,” I curse at my empty room. “Bart! Where the hell are you?”
A muffled whimper comes from somewhere behind me. I don’t see anything, though. I know I heard it. Wait. Is that cabinet door open?
Walking over to the wall of floor to ceiling cabinets, I keep my glare locked on the cracked open door at the bottom. Freaking opposable thumbs.
“If you took a crap in there, we’re going to have serious words,” I warn, opening the door.
The tall, narrow half-locker comes up to my waist and has two shelves in it. I know I didn’t pack anything in this one, so the pants folded up in them aren’t mine, unless Grantham stocked me up with some extras without my knowledge.
Bart is burrowed into a pair on the bottom shelf, all tucked in by the crotch flap of one of them. Crotch flap… Oh. They must be some left behind from Grantham. Gross. Now they’ve got Bart germs.
“Get out of there, you horny little bastard,” I scold, tugging the flap from his clutches. “Have some damn respect for a man’s almost pants, will you?”
Groaning, he finally releases the edge of the fabric from his paw. Drawing back the flap, I gape at his dejected fetal position. A charge of panic assaults me.
“Why are you purple? What the hell does purple mean? Are you sick?”
His googly eyes are half-lidded. His gaze is vacant, fixed on a spot a few inches in front of his face. The rise and fall of his furry stomach looks slower and more labored than I remember.
“Bart,” I call a little softer, gently shaking his shoulder.
I don’t even like him, so I don’t know why the sad little sound he lets out makes my heart feel like it’s going to crack in half. I freaking let him come along with me so he wouldn’t be terminated. What in the hell was the point if he’s just going to die, anyway?
“Fuck.” 
Scooping him up, against my better judgement, I grab up Grantham’s pants since he latched onto them again like a security blanket. I head back to the helm, intent on tucking him into his pet bed where I can keep an eye on him, but his little claws have a hold of my t-shirt with his other paw. He whimpers again and buries his face in my chest when I try to set him down. He seems kind of lethargic, so I could totally get him to knock that shit off if I wanted. He just… looks so damn sad, though, so I let it slide.
Now I’m a damn nursemaid. Sighing, I settle into my chair. It’s apparent that regardless of how depleted his strength and energy are, he’s determined to keep hold of both Grantham’s pants and my shirt. It’s like he needs…
A lump balloons in my throat as he lets out another soul-crushing little whimper. The ache in my chest increases two-fold. Fucking hell. I didn’t ask for a damn love pet.
Petting his head between his ears, I commiserate in silence. I wish there was a pellet I could give him to stop his pain just like Normana gave to me, except…
Except, the pellets have worked how he said they would. I’m not horny anymore. My nuts and dick don’t ache. It’s just… my heart. The thoughts that keep bothering me aren’t urges, they’re… memories and possibilities that won’t come true.
Bart shifts his head, burying his face further into my chest. The noise he makes is nothing short of weeping.
All I can do is pet him and offer useless comfort as my glistening eyes stare into a sea of stars that doesn’t look so promising anymore.
“I know, buddy. I know.”




CHAPTER 25

Grantham
It is quiet along the lake’s edge tonight. Too quiet. I dare say I no longer find the same joy here as I once did. The flicker of the homage fire I lit for Cole’s safe travels is the only sound on the night breeze. I know the godzati fuel I placed in the torch will not extinguish, but I am wary of leaving it unattended. As long as it burns, as long as I am witnessing it burn, it comforts me to think he is safe.
Making my way back around the water’s edge toward the patio, my half-hearted search for adequate skipping stones has rewarded me with a pocketful, but I can’t bring myself to toss them. The ones I slung across the surface last night brought me more pain than joy. With each stone that slipped from my hand, it felt as though I was losing another piece of Cole, my beloved.
My beloved…
I feel so lost.
Logically, he cannot be my beloved if he left, never to return. If he never swore any oaths. If he never made any promises. If he never embraced our fating.
Were we truly even fated?
Where did I fail?
Everything I have believed for my entire life seems to have led to this heartache of epic proportions. I am trying. By the gods, I am trying, taking Normana’s treatments each day and sending good thoughts out into the universe for Cole, but my pain has only increased each of these four days that he has been gone. It is all so confusing.
If he was meant for me, he would be with me. If he was not meant for me, my heart should not feel as though it has been torn from my chest.
I am so very tired, yet I know if I lie in my bed, I will not sleep. Dropping down in a patio chair, I stare out over the lake or rather at the midnight horizon. He traveled north and yet I am looking south, comforted by the sight of the stars in the night sky. It makes no sense. Love makes no sense.
“You’d better not be sitting out here thinking of anybody but me.”
The snarky tone that makes my pulse stir has my heart skipping a beat. I am hearing things. I must be, but I swear to the gods I feel his presence. 
Glancing behind me, my lungs seize. I have never risen so quickly.
“Cole,” I whisper his name, hoping that if it is an apparition, naming it will make it remain. The way his chest rises, as though the sight of me has stolen his air, is a signature of the bashful, skittish man I adore. It is him. “You have returned.”
“I had to,” he says in that agitated voice that I have missed. “Our stupid love pet is dying.”
A flurry of pink scurries toward me. I did not notice dear Bart was here as well; I was so focused on Cole. Accepting his outstretched paws, I gather the poor creature up. His fur has undertones of violet that he did not have when they departed.
“His color has worsened,” I lament, studying the change in him. It is so good to see them both, yet the reality that it is most likely due to bad news such as ship malfunctions or Bart’s condition grieves me further. I know Cole will not be pleased, but I cannot bear to see Bart suffer. “We really should terminate him.”
“What?”
“His condition will not improve unless we are together. It is the way when a Bart-ecki becomes a fating pet. Once you…leave again, he will continue to diminish.”
“Yeah, I gathered that much,” he replies, his displeasure clear. “He’s been throwing up and won’t hump my boot anymore. I even wrapped him up in a pair of your pants you left on the ship, but he still didn’t perk up.”
The mental image brings a smile to my face. So thoughtful, my dearest Cole. I do not understand why he often pretends to lack compassion. I do not wish to say the words, but he has done a noble thing trying to care for our love pet, so I must find the strength to speak against my heart’s wishes.    
“Do not stress yourself, dearest. I did not understand Human ways when I met you, but I do not expect you to tie yourself to a place for a pet. You deserve your freedom, and it is the humane thing to do for him.”
“Can you just stop with the termination shit?” he raises his voice, practically growling, and does that thing where he tugs at the roots of his hair. “Dramatic much? No one’s freaking killing Bart. Okay?”
His denial leaves me speechless. I have already failed him in so many ways. Now, I cannot even properly convey that to terminate our poor love pet would be a kindness rather than a cruelty.
Scrubbing at his face, he makes an exasperated sound and descends the few stairs to the place in front of me. I yearn to reach for him, but it is not the urge of the fating. Thanks to Normana’s prescription, there is no trace of desire in me. I cannot quite explain it, but I crave his touch out of a hope that it would end the misery in my heart.
Licking his lips, his gaze satellites between my face and the patio. His snug black shirt, molded to his beautiful body, should remind me how different we are, but it only stirs my memories of him asking me to meld his teats. How I wish he would now request to meld our hearts instead. Finally, his gaze settles on me, his nostrils flaring on a hefty exhale. 
“So, I did some thinking,” he says, clearing his airway. “I was pretty pissed off about my situation when I met you, but I think I’ve been pretty pissed off in general for a long time. It gets old. I mean, it’s a fucked-up universe. Shit happens to everybody, so you can’t go around being bitter all the time or you’ll miss the good stuff. Sometimes you’re the koala, and sometimes you’re the boot.”
I haven’t spoken Human in four days. I fear the lapse in my use of his language has left me to misunderstand the meaning of what may be a prophetic riddle.
“I do not understand.”
“Of course, you don’t. You were the koala,” he mutters, shifting his stance. Judging by the way he begins to pace back and forth in front of me, my ignorance has frustrated him. “I didn’t like the idea of the universe choosing someone for me. Okay? I didn’t believe it. Honestly, I don’t even know if I do now, but every choice I’ve made in my life turned out to be the wrong one, so…maybe it’s not such a bad thing to trust the universe. Maybe sometimes the universe gets it right.”
My heart’s erratic rhythm has me wanting to believe he has changed his opinion on our fating, but I am still trying to decipher the correlation between being a Bart-ecki and plundering a boot. By the gods, am I only hearing what I want to hear?
“What are you saying?”
“I’m saying that…I don’t like being told what to do. I don’t want the universe telling me that the person I was looking for isn’t a Tarzanian female, or that I have to have sex for twelve days straight and can’t touch my dick. I don’t need it giving me a love pet to prove who I’m supposed to be with. Maybe I can make up my own mind, and maybe making up my own mind is finally the right decision for once in my life. Maybe…maybe I pick the big green guy who kind of gets me, and does this crazy dick trick, and has an ugly koala that’s…kind of cute in its own weird way. I mean, he grows on you.” Reaching out, he strokes the top of Bart’s head and shrugs. “That’s what chlamydia does.”
I stand dumbstruck by his overture as he studies me. The vulnerability in his eyes that has always shone like an irresistible beacon to me tells me my love has truly come back to me.
“Maybe I pick him because I want to,” he continues, softer, as though he thinks my silence is a sign of confusion. But no, nothing has ever been clearer, though. The way he is showing his heart to me.
“I mean, it’s stupid to take butt pellets when the problem isn’t in my ass.” His fingertips have transferred from Bart to my bicep. His touch is like coming home, making my eyes glisten, but he pulls his hand away.
“You didn’t get a word I said, did you?” Sighing, he drops his face in his hands and mumbles, “I don’t blame you. I don’t even make sense to myself half the time.”
My love. My beautiful, complicated love. Witnessing his discomfort over articulating himself is the greatest honor of my life as I set Bart down and draw Cole’s hands away from his face. I do not think anyone in the universe has ever been bestowed the gift of seeing this side of this wonderful human.
“No, dearest. You are wrong. I know all of your tomatoes, remember? That is what one’s true love does.”
I will put to memory forever the moment of understanding in his eyes, the hopeful smile that spreads across his face, the way his fingers grip mine. My stars flicker to life, casting a white glow between us, giving away my feelings. I do not mind. I wish to never have to conceal my feelings again. Life is too short to hide the truth of a heart’s beat.
“So, you think we can…try this again?” he hedges.
“I do not have to try. You are written on my soul, my love. I do not know if the universe scripted you there or if it was by your own hand, but my story is not complete without you.”
Sniffling a snotty sound, he swipes underneath his nose with the back of his wrist and closes the remaining inches between us. Gripping the back of my arm, he rests his forehead against mine when I tilt my head down to meet his.
“Do they teach you to say shit like that in fating school, or do you just come up with it on your own?”
“My love for you tells me what to say without thought.”
Snickering, he buries his face in my neck. Wrapping his arms around me gives me a sense of completion, so I return the gesture, hoping it fills him with the same joy coursing through me. He draws back abruptly, though, giving me a start.
“Are you sure, though? I mean, have you quit taking the pellets Norm gave us?”
“No, I am still taking my treatment, although I am due to have another now. Why?”
Frowning, he traces my collar bone. “Well, it’s just that we’re not the same. We’re two different species. Things might affect us differently. The fating is a big part of your culture. What if…what if you just think you want me because of this mystical control the universe has over you?”
“Our differences are what makes me proud to make up my own mind, as you said. Others have not had to work for their love as we have, my dear.”
Dropping his arms, his mouth presses into a thin line. “Great. You’re saying I’m high maintenance. I know I am, but that’s not exactly a compliment.”
Pulling him back to me, I touch our noses together so my words will land on his lips. I want him to swallow them into his soul and never forget them.
“The greatest gift would be if the universe were wrong, then it would mean I have earned your heart, Cole. I want to earn it. I think I have taken for granted my appreciation of fating my entire life. I do not wish for love to be handed to me by a divine power. We may never know how a fating affects a human and Ditali pairing. I only know how you have affected my life. I look at you and see a man who needs to be loved, and I want to be that man who gets to love you. What can I do to prove to you that it is my body and soul saying this to you and not the universe?”
My lungs are in turmoil, awaiting his response. His watery eyes search mine, and the tension in his face dissolves. He shakes his head and tugs at the hair on the back of my head, the way I’ve noticed he likes to do when he gets emotional.
“Nothing,” he whispers, like it’s difficult for him to speak the word. “You’ve proved more than enough to me. I’m the one who’s got a debt to pay.” 
“Dearest, there is no debt. You owe me nothing.”
His hands take a hold of my face. The feel of his thumb tracing my lip feels different this time. It is a touch that is given, not divined.
“I don’t want to give you nothing. I want to give you everything…forever.”
The press of his lips to mine is tender and featherlight like a snowflake touching down on a blade of grass. His arms circle around me, underneath mine. My flesh shivers at his fingertips tracing up my back.
“I know I had all these plans, but they mean nothing to me now. You’re my plans. You’re all of my plans for the rest of my life, or…as long as you can put up with my bullshit, at least.”
My heart sings. I can no longer resist. Capturing his mouth, I pour my joy into his, holding him tight against me. “I am in love with your bullshit. I will never tire of it.”
Laughing, he draws a breath. “Thank fuck for that.”
His cheeks bloom in a rosy tint as he averts his eyes. It will never cease to fascinate me that this shade on him is the opposite of what it means on a Bart-ecki.
“My, um, bullshit loves you back,” he adds, his fingertips fidgeting against my skin as he looks in my eyes. “Fuck it,” he whispers, clearing his throat. “I…I love you back. A whole hell of a lot. More than I knew was possible. I mean, what’s the point of flying back across a galaxy with a love pet if you don’t have the balls to tell a guy that?”
I breathe in his words once, twice, and then once more. I can no longer see him clearly through the tears in my eyes. Embracing him, I rest my forehead on his shoulder and breathe in his magnificent scent. I now know why my search for my fated one was so long. I was waiting for Cole.
“Whoa! Look at Bart!” he exclaims, drawing back.
Searching for him, I follow Cole’s gaze to my feet, where I find our little friend. The sight makes my already overflowing heart soar as I wipe my eyes. “He is blue. It is the color of happiness.”
Fingertips draw my chin back toward Cole. “Not to me. I’m partial to green.”
I eagerly join in the kiss he bestows upon me. It seems to never end as we only pause periodically to exchange smiles, and then resume our melding.
“If we, um, did some plundering, would we be stuck together again?” he asks.
“No. Now that our fating bond is complete, our plundering will be as brief or as lengthy as we choose.”
“Would you, um, try something for me then?”
“Yes, my love. Anything.”
Chewing his lip, he captures my hand in his. “I kind of want to try real sex.”
“I do not know if I understand your meaning?”
“I want to experience it without bonding urges. You know, just normal, old, boring sex.”
“I do not think sex with you could ever be boring, but I must warn you that while I am still under the influence of the fating suppression treatment, my virility may be diminished. Hm. Perhaps you are correct then. It may be boring, but I would still happily partake with you.”
Squeezing my cock through my pants, just the thought of him wanting me has my flesh thickening. It is not at its fullest potential, but it is perfectly adequate like Cole’s and should be enough to satisfy him.
Smiling, he tugs my hand and starts toward my quarters. “Good. I think we’ve had enough crazy sex.”
“No way,” he warns Bart when we reach the patio door, shooing him back outside. “Go find some friends or something. We need privacy.”
Groaning in protest, Bart complies, scampering back outside. Cole slides the door shut and turns to me, stealing my breath at the realization of what’s about to come. He is here. In my room. Of his own accord. And he wants to share our bodies with each other. And he loves me.
I have never been nervous to plunder, but this time seems tantamount, although I see in his eyes that I could do nothing to disappoint him. My fingers tremble, however, as I reach for the snaps at the flap of my pants. Cheeks turning rosy again, Cole slowly draws the hem of his shirt over his head and tosses it on the floor. We continue the ritual in silence, witnessing one another until our garments are in a shared pile at our feet.
His gaze sweeps up and down the length of my body, so I stand immobile to not disturb his view. “Turn around?” he asks, his voice gone deep and husky. He must see the question in my eyes because he adds, “I…never got to see the back of you.”
My lover wants to see all of me. Smiling at the request, I comply, turning slowly for him. His gaze feels like invisible feather tips tracing my body, producing gooseflesh across my skin. My pulse skitters when his body heat closes in on mine. His fingers trace a path down my arms, and his chest presses against my back. A solid, silky piece of flesh rests between my asscheeks, making my eyes slip closed.
“Fuck,” he rasps, his hot breath against the back of my neck. “You feel good even like this.”
My cock bounces at the approval. “My body is yours, dearest. I am glad you approve.”
The feral grunt he makes as his cock twitches against my backside has my eyes slipping closed again. His hands make their way across my chest. With each gentle trace of my stars, my breath is pulled out of me in long, relaxing draws as I lean my head against the side of his to let him explore.
His palms glide down over my abs so slowly it is a reverent mapping of my body as though he is painting constellations with his touch. He reaches the V of my groin, making my breathing falter when his fingers trace the tender flesh there to my cock. As his grip wraps around my thickening length, I grunt and glance down to witness his skin contrast against mine.
“I only got to touch your cock once,” he admits sheepishly. “I wanted to hold it again.”
His thumb draws a circle over my cockhead. I can feel my fluids building inside of me, although at a much slower rate than during our bond. It is as though everything is in slow motion, every desire prolonged. I am lost in this heady spell.
“I…did some research on my flight back to Ditali.”
I am so lost in desire that it takes me a moment to respond. I am saddened that he wants to switch to idle conversation at a time like this, but I will never push him to partake in anything he didn’t want to.
“What type of research?”
“Have you ever heard of Rhubian tantric methods?”
Unable to resist, I reach back and stroke my hand down the side of his smooth asscheek. “No. I have not. Is it a flying tactic?”
Smirking, he releases my cock, leaving a weight of disappointment in my groin, but then he gathers my hand in his and starts toward the bed. “No. They’re, um, plundering tactics. How about I just show you?”
Nodding, my curiosity is piqued as he guides me to the bed. I climb onto the mattress on my knees beside him and watch as he brings my palms in front of me to the blankets. Surely, I cannot be doing this correctly, but he appears enthralled after he has my upper half settled on my forearms.
“Yeah. Just like that,” he rasps, his eyes looking entranced by my peculiar position.
“And will you now crawl underneath of me?” I ask, eyeing the narrow gap between my elbows and knees, wondering why he would make it so complicated for himself.
Chuckling, he runs his hand down to the small of my back and nods. “Yeah, but…later. Just give me a minute?”
His mixture of hesitancy, concern, and excitement is driving me mad with curiosity. “Alright.”
“Do you trust me? Are you okay?”
“Yes, of course. Always. I am at your disposal, my love.”
Groaning, he closes his eyes. My mouth waters at the sight of his cock bobbing. “Don’t say that,” he laughs, shifting on his knees behind me.
His hands slide down either side of my ass, and the next sensation I feel is his hot breath against my flesh. A burst of heat washes through me at the touch of his lips to the globe of my ass. I have never had my asscheek melded before, nor ever imagined having it done. His lips against my skin there bring as much delight as they do when they are affixed to mine.
As his nose slides across my tailbone, I can feel the hitch in his breathing against the seam of my cheeks. He is either nervous or anticipating this research he has done. Thus far, I believe I am leaning toward anticipation and wonder. Something wet draws down the seam of my ass, making my breath catch when it grazes my hole.
“Fuuuck,” he hums. “You even taste like raspberries there.”
“Ra-raspberries?” I stammer, blinking through a rush of delight that shoots up my cock.
“The best fucking fruit in the universe.”
One of his hands slides to the underside of my asscheek and grips it, which expands the gap of my seam. I do not know when I lowered myself further onto my forearms, extending my backside higher in the air, but it is as though my body is greedily requesting more lessons of his research.
“I…want to do it again,” he warns. “Is that cool with you?”
My hole clenches at the news. “I…Yes. Yes, I am very cool.”
Chuckling, his breath warms my now wet pucker, creating a chill where there is so much heat. His tongue flicks across my entrance and then twirls around its circumference.
“Cole,” I pant, gripping the blankets. “You are making me want to plunder.”
Moaning, he buries his face in my seam, rolling it back and forth on a deep inhale. Even that peculiar act has my blood burning hotter.
“Me too,” he groans and then rubs his cock through my now wet seam.
Rocking his hips, he glides it back and forth, squeezing my cheeks tight around his length. Each time his cockhead passes over my hole, my sphincter clenches, making my eyes want to cross.
“Do you…have a gland?”
“I…do. All Ditali are built the same anatomically.”
“Aw, fuck yeah,” he whispers. “I…I need to try something else. Have you ever been plundered? I mean, like have you ever taken someone else’s cock inside you?”
“No. I am a royal. It is my natural urge and duty to plunder my mate, as are my fathers’ and my brothers’.”
“Um, good for you, but you might be missing out. I speak from experience. Twelve days of experience, to be exact.”
His weight leaves the bed. I watch curiously as his gaze whips around the room until it lands on my untouched dinner tray on the table. Lifting the lid of a covered dish, his brow hikes and a smile flickers across his face.
“Is this Moosecramp Jelly?”
“Yes. Bob sent it to my room. I am sorry, but I was not in the mood to eat. You may have it if you like.”
His gaze rakes over my body, and he licks his lips. It is highly unfortunate that he is hungry right now. I was beginning to grow quite fond of his research.
Starting back toward the bed with the bowl, he flashes me a wry grin. “We can both have it. Give my thanks to old Bob tomorrow.”
“Truly, dearest, I am not hungry at the—Uhn.”
The cool, greasy substance is slathered on my pucker with his fingers. Whipping my head around, I gape as he scoops another dollop into his palm and lubricates his cock with it. By the heavens, what is he doing to our food?
“Dearest, would you not rather eat at the table?”
Once his cock is covered in the indigo dessert, he looks up at me with heavy lids and grips my hip. “No, I’d rather your ass eat my cock.”
“You wish for…Ohhh,” I drawl when the image manifests in my mind.
Chewing his lip, his confidence crumbles with his lust before my eyes. “I mean, we don’t have to. I’m cool with the other way. I just—”
I do not even give a second thought. I have traveled the universe with him. I will gladly travel uncharted tactics of plundering.
Thrusting back, my pucker expands around his tip. The stretch creates a burn, but I am eager for discovery. I want to experience what he has experienced. I want to share everything I have with him. We both groan as my thrust sends his cockhead through my ring of muscles and into my channel until I feel the soft curls at his base brush against my skin.
“Fuck,” he grits. “What the hell was that?”
“I am…eating your dick…with my ass.”
Coughing, he pants, his grip tight on my hip. “Yeah, you…fucking ate…all of it in one go. Maybe…warn a guy next time. Shit. You’re tight.”
“Are you in pain?” I force the words out as I adjust to the pressure of his cock inside me. I am very grateful it is only of an adequate size, or it might be painful.
“No. It’s good. I’m good. Are you?”
Rocking forward, I close my eyes and focus on the slide of his shaft along all my internal nerve endings. When his cockhead grazes my gland, I have the oddest sensation of pressure on my bladder, but then it dissipates and mushrooms into pleasure in my testicles.
“I am enthralled by your presence inside of me.”
A satisfied wave of his breath wafts across my back. His hands run up my sides, and he leans forward. “Yeah?” he purrs.
“Yes, love. Yes,” I repeat nonsensically as his hips begin to work their way in little thrusts that each leave me greedy for more. “Feed me. Feed me more,” I beg.
“There isn’t…anymore,” he pants, although his movements pick up in speed, creating an erotic slap sound when our flesh connects.
My cock has become so rigid it is beginning to feel painful. My testicles have drawn up high and tight, crowding my body. I do not know how much more of this teasing I can tolerate because, by the sounds Cole is producing, I suspect he is experiencing the same dilemma. As delightful as it felt, it is apparent that it is just a tease, and we will not be able to relieve ourselves in this position.
My fluids begin to bead at the tip of my cockhead. Gritting my teeth through the burn, I try to hold out for his pleasure, but I produce a sound of anguish and clasp my cockhead to stop the travel of the liquid.
“What is it?” he asks, his hips freezing in place. “Shit! Is your dick juice doing that burning thing again?”
“Y-yes. I am sorry, but I must ask that we not continue much longer.”
He slides out of me in a heartbeat, pulling me down to the mattress on my back. Propping himself up on his elbow, he rests his hand on my chest. “Don’t apologize. I don’t want you in pain. Besides, you’re not the only one. My fucking nuts are killing me.”
Reaching down, I stroke his tender, engorged flesh. He sighs in relief, slinging a leg over my hips. Bending down, his mouth captures mine. Deep and savoring, his tongue is artful in its performance. I am on a cloud over his new openness.
Rising up, he shifts his hips forward, allowing my cock to slide between the underside of his parted globes. My cockhead grazes his entrance, and to my surprise, I connect with fluids. His body siphons my desire in, relieving my discomfort.
“You are wet. I did not know if you would be able to produce fluids during the treatment.”
Smirking, he traces my stars. “Yeah, well, maybe our love is stronger than Normana’s medicine.”
Capturing his hand, it feels worthwhile to prolong our desire for the significance of that sentiment. “I believe with everything inside of me that our love is stronger than anything in the universe.”
As he smiles at me, I know without a doubt that it is true, that it will remain true for the rest of our lives. The universe may have found him for me, but it is our love that will keep us together.




CHAPTER 26

One day you’re mining quornet stone in a prisoner work camp, another you’re about to mine your body with the love of your life. The universe works in mysterious ways.
Wow.
I have a love of my life.
Staring down at the puddle of emotions that is Grantham tonight, I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to make him understand how thankful I am that he was created and that he still wants me. How did I get so damn lucky?
Yeah, he’s big and green and…all man, but he’s mine. Fuck, he’s mine, and I’m so damn ecstatic about that I can’t wipe this jackass smile off my face. Thank the stars I turned that cruiser around. Anything could have happened.
He could have gone down to the soap shop and picked up a rebound plunder that would have left him with regrets and nowhere near as satisfied as I make him. I pause my hypnotic tracing of his stars on that ugly thought.
“You haven’t been to the bazaar since I left by chance, have you?”
“No. Why? Do you need something?”
Thank fuck.
“No. I’ve got everything I need.”
Isn’t that the truth? Reaching behind me, it takes me a few tries, but I finally manage to get him positioned perfectly so I can sink down onto him.
My face heats as my body swallows him of my own accord. Doing this because my heart yearns to is so much different from doing it because my body wants to. It floods me with vulnerability, something I’ve worked my entire life to avoid. Being vulnerable with him though might be the closest to actually living I’ve ever come. He makes it okay to… be me. The me I’ve never acknowledged.
It unsettled me at first that he was so intrigued by watching me, but now I hope for it. I look back and hold his gaze, seek signs of his happiness, signs of his rapture. I still can’t believe someone can find those things in me.
Damn.
Everything is a bit more snug than last time, but it only heightens all the sensations. And the urges in me this time aren’t frenetic. They’re the perfect amount of temptation and anticipation.
Hell, maybe it’s my mind over matter. I want to be patient. I’m not saying I want another twelve-day plundering episode, but a nice soulful twelve minutes to just enjoy each other’s existence while we’re not out of our minds with lust is what I dreamed about the entire flight back. That and how in the hell I was going to tell the first person I fell for that they did me in for all eternity?
“Just so you know, I’m not leaving,” I inform him, when I’m assaulted by another image of those men buying soap.
When the fuck did I become so possessive? He’s smiling. Fuck it. Bending down, I draw him up by the back of his neck and steal a kiss.
“Ever,” I add, because if you’re going to go caveman, why not go full caveman? “I know we were doped up on the bond, but I meant what I said that night. You’re mine, Grantham. I don’t care how many people buy your soap.”
“I have been yours since the day I met you,” he whispers, nibbling my lower lip.
“Alright, can you stop one-upping me, and just let me say something nice so I feel like I’m sweeping you off your feet?”
“Sweeping me?”
“Yeah. It means…I want to make you feel like you’re special to me.”
“Dearest, I already do. You came back for me, and you would not let Bart remain in the room. I am learning that how Ditali revere sharing experiences with our kind is the same as how you value privacy.”
Okay, I booted Bart because he’s annoying, but let’s go with that. “Yeah, it’s, um, it’s a huge compliment that I want to be alone with you.”
“May I ask you something?” he says, looking hesitant.
“Yeah, sure.”
Trying to hold still now that he’s inside of me is becoming more difficult than I anticipated. I took off with our love pet, though, and ditched the poor guy. The least I can do is give him five minutes before I throw in the towel on plain, old, boring sex. Now, I totally get that old phrase, ‘I’m only human.’
“I know you said you did not like the universe choosing for you, but what made you change your mind?”
Crap. I guess my vomited declarations earlier didn’t quite send the message home. I understand doubts. I’m the king of doubts. I don’t want Grantham living with the mind fuck that I’ve lived most of my life.
I don’t know why the words feel like a ball in my throat that are too large to pass through. They’re for him and because of him, so they belong to him. They’re not mine anymore.
Just give them to him, Cole.
Stroking his hairline with my fingertip, I can’t find any more reasons to be tongue tied as those silvery eyes stare up at me in anticipation. I’ve cursed the universe so many times since I met him, my mind on when and how I could be on my way. I sure hope the universe wasn’t listening.
“You’re just…the best being I’ve ever met. The best I could ever imagine. Actually, I didn’t even fathom someone like you existed. You were too good to be true.”
Ah, fuck, I’m crying. I don’t care that I’m crying, it’s just that I can tell it’s the kind of crying that isn’t going to stop. That’s so not sexy.
Swiping at one of my tears, his expression further melts my heart. Look at him—more focused on my discomfort than the praise he just received.
“I think I…was afraid,” I warble. Fucking warble! Sucking in an unattractive, snotty breath, I continue to leak the feelings that have erupted. “I was afraid that I wanted it to be true. I wanted you to be real, and I was worried that if I thought it was, that it would become not real somehow, like a joke the universe pulled on me.”
“Is this why you said you were not attracted to males?”
Facing burning, I swipe at my tears, shaking my head over my narrow-mindedness.
“No, I wasn’t or…hadn’t been before. I don’t know,” I blather. I’m going to fuck this up for him, too. “It’s like if you’ve never had Moosecramp Jelly, so you start thinking that maybe you were never meant to have Moosecramp Jelly. And so you just don’t even think about Moosecramp Jelly because you assume it’s not for you, but then one day someone comes along and is like, ‘I’m Jelly, and I was meant for you, and you’ll love it.’
Well, of course, your first instinct is going to be, ‘yeah, get the fuck out of here.’” Holy fuck. Why am I talking? “That’s…probably the worst explanation ever.”
“Cole, I am overjoyed to be your jelly,” he assures me, cupping my face, sealing his words with a kiss. “And I promise I am real. You do not have to call bullshit, as you say.”
My bark of laughter shifts him inside me, ballooning a bubble of heat through my groin. Latching onto his shoulders, I pull him with me as I roll us to our sides, hooking my leg behind him to keep our connection.
Grinding my hips into him, my pulse kicks at the sound of his grunt. Intertwining our fingers, I bring our hands to my hip and whisper, “Show me how real.”
“Happily.”
It’s the last word I hear before the room is filled with a symphony of our lovemaking sounds. He watches me, and I watch him right back. The only galaxies I want to travel from now on are the ones in his eyes.
My cock sways back and forth with each undulation, ricocheting off our stomachs. I don’t even miss it coming anymore. When his fingers wrap around my shaft, a flitter of panic has me tugging his wrist away.
“No, not this time,” I plead, leaving him confused. “I just want it to happen on its own.”
He smiles in understanding. I don’t want sensory overload. I’ve been in a hurry to get nowhere my entire life. Slowing down to go everywhere with him is going to be my new speed.
Burying his fingers in my hair with one hand, his grip on my hip tightens with the other. Open-mouthed and eyes half-hooded, it is an awe-inspiring sight to see that much adoration for yourself in someone’s eyes. 
There’s so much love inside me that my chest is burning with it. His lights are blinding me as we cum together. Arching my head back doesn’t help, only casting a vivid glow on the wall and all around us. As I tremor and go lightheaded from the reunion of his body to my body, on a level that’s deeper than anything I knew possible, something doesn’t make sense. The silhouettes behind him above his headboard aren’t possible from this angle.
Glancing between us, I blink at the itching sensation above my nipples. Stars. I have stars.
“Oh, my God,” I gasp with a laugh at the dozen little shapes speckling my chest, the skin there now white and illuminated.
Glancing at Grantham, I find him with tears in his eyes and an adoring smile on his face. Reaching between us, he traces one. It sends a tickle around my heart and down through my belly.
“I am indeed special to you,” he boasts.
“Yeah.” I laugh. “You’re fucking stuck with me now.” Remembering when I first saw his light up in the dark caves on Hutakah, I think of all the benefits of my new adornment besides an increase in my soap sales. “And I’ll never need a flashlight again!”
He laughs and pulls me into his arms. As long as he’s with me, it’s true. My world will never be dark again. Who needs their own planet with a love like that?




EPILOGUE

One month later
That sensation of being born settles into my muscles as my body begins to wake. The weightless comfort of sleep ebbs, bringing cognizance. The soft sheets covering me. The warm chest rising and falling against my back. The suns of Ditali rising outside beyond the patio doors. The smell of…
“Damn it, Bart,” I grumble, burying my nose in my pillow when I feel his paw twitch against my ankle where he’s curled up, asleep in his favorite spot at the foot of our bed.
“Mm,” Grantham groans at the back of my neck. “What is it, love?”
“Bart’s farting again.”
“I warned you not to feed him dozicar. It does not sit well on his stomach.”
“He was whining for it,” I remind him.
Arms tightening around my waist, he nuzzles his face deeper into the crook of my neck. “He was not. You spoil him.”
Snorting, I close my eyes again. That’s ridiculous. You can’t spoil something that annoys the shit out of you.
A high-pitched squeak emits from the end of the bed. I’ve come to know that sound all too well. Shifting my feet, I nudge our stupid love pet.
“Damn it, Bart! Go outside.”
Sliding my knee up the mattress, preparing for the perfect morning stretch, my plans are ruined by a horrid throbbing sensation in my nuts. Ah! Fuck, they’re sore.
Whoa. Something’s not right. My inner thigh just grazed my sac…a whole lot of sac.
Whipping the sheets back, I shriek at the sight of the grapefruits that used to be my balls. What in the ever-loving hell?
Scrambling to sit up against the headboard proves difficult and becomes more of a careful backward crawl as the tender, engorged flesh wobbles like a pair of birthday party balloons.
“Ahhh,” I wail in terror like a ghost. “What the fuck happened? Are you seeing this?” I ask, spreading my legs to accommodate my new size. “Do you think it was the rimming last night?” That doesn’t make any sense, though. He’s rimmed me plenty of times over the last few weeks since our jelly exploration.
His silence is interrupted by a sniffle. Swiping at his eyes with the back of his hand, they come away to reveal his tear-streaked face. My first instinct is a crack in my heart over seeing him in distress, but my freaked-out mind connects a bunch of possibility dots.
“What’s wrong with me? Am I going to die?”
Chuckling, he shakes his head and rests his hand on my thigh. Why the fuck does he always laugh when weird shit happens?”
“No, my love. You have dreamed of our young. I am…beside myself with joy.” His lower lip quivers and new tears spill over onto his cheeks as he smiles.
A tendril of dread curls around my spine, recalling my weird dream. He said something about visions once. I have a very bad feeling about this.
“I…what?”
“Your body is prepared to reproduce, darling,” he says, cupping my sensitive sac and rubbing it with his palm. “It means you have had a vision and that our visions are synchronized.”
Holy fuck.
“I did have a weird dream, but…but I didn’t mean to wake up prepared to make a baby!”
Laughing again, he grazes his palm up my stomach affectionately. Now is so not the time to make me think about my stomach.
“Why the fuck do you always laugh when freaky shit happens to me?”
“It is your deception, dearest,” he says, hoisting himself up on his elbow. “It will never get old, the way that you lie to yourself. What was your dream? Can you describe it to me?”
“I…I was sitting out on the patio with a…son in my lap. He was kind of green but had my hair.”
“Your beautiful hair, just as I have imagined,” he croons, raking his hand over my scalp.
“Shut the fuck up. Really?”
Nodding, his grin is guilty. “I have to stop myself from running my fingers through it many times a day.”
Snorting, I force the gloating smirk off my face. This shit is serious. I need to know the repercussions of my subconscious.
“Well, anyway, there was this little rugrat sitting on my lap. We were…trying to skip stones into the lake from our chair, and then…” Man, I’m afraid to tell him. What if telling him makes it come true?
“Yes?”
He looks so damn curious and hopeful. I can’t deny him. I seem to not be able to deny him anything anymore.
“And then you walked out carrying a…baby.” I swallow, reliving the joy that had coursed through my heart when I dreamed it. “Then you bent down and kissed me, and the baby…fucking yanked my hair,” I grump, rolling over onto my side.
I finally just found my footing on Ditali as the head of tourism and the Ditali ambassador to the Intergalactic Defense Council on Skogari affairs. I have important shit to do. The people respect me. As Grantham chuckles, visions of baby spit up and diapers paint a future of mockery that shatters the unexpected pride I’ve found in my new life.
“Again with the laughing. Seriously?” I fold my arms across my stars, wincing as my giant nuts jostle. “Kids are…difficult. They’re a lot of work. I should know. I was a total pain in the ass to my parents, never doing what they wanted me to do.”
“And this misery? This was the only emotion you felt in your dream?” He asks, peering over my shoulder. Side-eyeing him, I watch his glee get snuffed out by a mar on his brow. “Were you not happy to share in parenthood with me? Did I…disappoint you?”
Ah, damn it.
“No! I never said that. I…you…you were cool. That was the good part.” Reliving the visions of Grantham as a doting father and how we shared celebrating first steps and first words, I feel the corner of my mouth tick up. “It…was nice, doing all the dad stuff together.”
Rolling me back, his chest covers mine. His lips pepper my face with soft kisses. “That was the nicest part of my dreams as well,” he whispers.
“You dreamed that, too?”
Nodding, his smile makes my heart stutter. “Since the day I met you.”
“Get the fuck out. That long ago?”
“Yes.”
I wish he’d told me. I thought I was done being treated with kid gloves, but given my reactions, no wonder he’d held back. Now that I’ve thought about it, though, and we’ve talked about it, fatherhood seems like a possibility I could get on board with. Someday.
I only just got ahold of Wick a week ago and told him about Grantham. He took it with a bigger grain of salt than I expected, surprisingly. It’s not like I ever mentioned an interest in males before, so I assumed he would have been more shocked rather than the subdued bewilderment he displayed. Hell, he even got emotional and said he was happy for me. Dropping an uncle bomb on him during our next call, however, might be a bit much.
He’s been awol since after I left Ditali for those few days. The jackass is on a special envoy mission to some queen. I’m glad her planet has a substance that can disarm Skogari firepower, but just think. If I’d gone to Norveeth a month ago, I’d still be sitting there waiting for his ass while he’s off knocking boots with her to secure the use of her resources. He denied it, but the guilty look on his face when I gave him shit about it told me everything I need to know.
I just told him I hitched my life to a green, alien male, and he’s acting all embarrassed about shtupping some queen for his professional obligations. I don’t get what the big deal is. There’s no shame in shacking up, especially if it could save lives. Hm. Maybe he likes her and feels guilty about using her.
Ha! That’s ridiculous. Not my brother, the perpetual womanizer.   
“So, what happens now?” I ask Grantham, toying with his fingers against my chest. “Do we just plunder it out of our systems until we’re ready to have kids?”
“Dearest, the swelling of your seed pouch means that you are ready now, whether you admit it to yourself or not.”
“Okay, number one—don’t call it a seed pouch ever again. It’s sac or nuts or balls. Let’s stick with that. And second—are you telling me my nuts are going to stay swollen until we produce a kid?”
“Yes, my love. Your dream told your body to prepare. The next time we plunder, we will create our young.”
For fuck’s sake. Ditali should come with a warning manual.
“Oh, that’s just perfect considering that I’m as horny as I was on day twelve of our fating.”
“I will resist you as long as I can if you need some time to come to terms with it, but your scent is quite potent and irresistible today,” he murmurs, nuzzling me behind my ear. The compliment sets off a little burst of pride in my chest at the thought of being irresistible to him.  
“Um…thanks.”
I am becoming such a sap. One little scent praise and I want to give him the world. It was a good dream, I admit, staring out the patio doors at the violet and orange glow of the horizon. Ditali isn’t defenseless like Earth 3 was. I’ve talked enough with Roanaz now, who promoted me back to the title of Beloved Son, to know that their planet has advanced weaponry and defense systems. Our planet. It’s mine now too, isn’t it?
I mean, of course it is, or my fathers-in-law wouldn’t have appointed me as the Ditali Ambassador to the Intergalactic Defense Council on Skogari Affairs. It’s a safer place to raise kids than any other place I’ve been.
Scrubbing my eyes, I take a deep breath and bite the bullet. “No, fuck it. Let’s just get on with it. Where’s this seed cup thing you talked about?”
Grantham releases me and crawls out of our nice, warm bed. Stretching my arms behind my head, I survey my giant seed pouch, wondering how exactly a baby can grow from jizz alone, until I notice Grantham donning his pants.
He starts for the door with excitement etching his features. “I will go tell my fathers to issue the call for the ceremony.”
“Ceremony? Whoa, whoa, whoa. Hold up a minute, babe. What ceremony?”
Pausing, he looks at me like I don’t know a dog from a koala. “There is a ceremony for royal reproductions.”
“Like a blessing or something before we do it?”
“No, love.” His chuckle makes me cringe. If he’s chuckling, this isn’t going to be good. “We call to bands the people to announce that we are fertile. Royal reproductions must be witnessed by the people for the melding of seeds to be fertilized.”
By the people? That sounds like a succession disguised as a public orgy. I have no words. Haven’t these people ever heard of voting?
“I have grown to admire your custom of privacy to make me feel special,” he begins, sitting on the end of the bed, “but unlike our fating, reproduction must be witnessed by the Ditali people, otherwise it is a slight against the universe and is said to cast barrenness on the couple forever.”
Barrenness? Oh, come on. How is that fair? Who the fuck picked on the universe when it was a kid?
My gaping jaw mustn’t be very reassuring because he frowns.
“You…do not wish to have young with me?”
Sad face? Really? He has to do sad face right now? Way to give a guy with a swollen seed pouch time to think.
Fuck.
Rubbing my eyes, I ask the same universe that got me into this for a moment of calm to think.
Rugrats…
Little green rugrats with my awesome hair and at least one amazing father. It’s not a dream I want to let go of over a little public fornicating. Grantham deserves the fated mate and kids he’s pined for his entire life. I’ve already somehow supplied half of that equation; I don’t want to be the one to kibosh the other half of it over my hang-ups—my completely acceptable hang-ups, thank you. Looking down at the stars on my chest is a reminder that I’m basically Ditali now.
Ugh.
Seriously, I’m such a sap.
“No, it’s not that.”
Scooting off the bed, I waddle over to him. Sad face requires my full attention, pulling me to him like reeling in an anchor.
Taking ahold of his hand, I tug it for him to stand. I’m not having a heart to heart with these fucking grapefruits that close to his eye level.
“I want…kids. Your kids. I want to give you kids.”
Damn, that was strange to say, but actually feels good now that I got it out. It feels… right. The colossal smile on his face and the way he picks me up in a bear hug and spins us around as he kisses the breath out of me might also have something to do with it.  
“Alright,” I grunt. “You’re squashing my nuts.”
“Oh, I am sorry.” Setting me back on my feet, he grazes the back of his knuckles against my cheek. “However long you need, darling, I will endure it.”
Fuck that. The number of seconds longer that I want elephantiasis of the nuts is approximately zero.
“No. Go get your freaking parade ready or whatever you have to do. Let’s get this baby-making party started.”
*****
The dais, elaborately carved out of a violet mineral from the mountains, has to be some twenty feet above the throngs of Ditalis gathered in the royal courtyard. The only safety measure in place is a thin silver railing around its circumference and the steps leading up to it. If I fall off that ice princess stairway to hell and break my dick, I’m never going to forgive Grantham.
And he could have skipped that whole chivalrous talk about giving me time. The suns are setting. My nuts have swelled another three inches, and if someone doesn’t know how much nut skin can stretch, believe me, they don’t want to find out.
I spent the entire day being primped and prodded while battling through a rising lust from my ‘condition’.
Apparently, there is some kind of blessing that royals perform. I was slathered from head to toe in a clear greasy substance that I didn’t have the nerve to ask from where or what it came. Normana—another old geezer—and the kings rattled off somber words in Ditali as the entire family stood in a circle around us in the great room. And we were naked. Did I mention we were naked?
Did I mention that we’re still naked?
There is not a relative that hasn’t seen my inflated ‘seed pouch’ today. If I didn’t love Grantham so much, I would be so done with this shit.
“Are you ready, my dear?”
Is that a trick question?
“I don’t know. How’s my crown?” I deadpan, knowing full well he’ll mistake my hostility for an honest question.
“It suits you.”
It ‘suits’ me? I guess that means the label ‘jackass’ suits me, too.
Crown—what a joke. This thing is a two-foot tall, full head dress with a damn sparkly silver curtain hanging down to just above my tailbone. Someone on Ditali doesn’t know how to make curtains though, because they designed the drape tassels on this stupid head piece to hang down in the front, leaving them to smack me in the face every time I turn my head. If you have to be naked in public, I don’t see the purpose of adornments.
Ever the gentleman, Grantham extends his hand for me to make the ascent first. The stone is slick with a texture like glass. It’s the perfect surface to avoid when you’ve been doused in ceremonial oil.
My greasy feet slip on the fourth step, making my arms flail to catch the railing.
Fucking hell. I am going to break my dick!
“Careful, my love,” he murmurs at my back, gripping onto my hip and elbow.
Whipping my head around, one of my tassels lashes me in the eye. “I’m fine! Don’t grab me.”
I’ve come to terms with the public plundering thing as much as I can, but if he has to help me up the stairs, I’ll look like a freaking sex sacrifice. A man has to draw the line somewhere.
Somehow, we make it to the platform without tumbling to our lubed-up deaths. Platform is a generous word, though. This thing can’t be more than four feet in diameter.
The roar of the crowd below compresses my already racing heart like an accordion. They’re mad for this shit; cheering, whistling, and hollering under the flicker of torches around the perimeter of the courtyard. The spectacle makes my baby-making-amped-up cock shrink in an inch on itself. Way to give a guy performance issues. I want to swallow my tongue and bury my head in the sand, but with my luck, something would come along and plunder me.
Grantham’s hand settles on the small of my back, quelling some of my nerves. He raises his other to calm the crowd. I really need to learn more Ditali because all I decipher from his little speech before the people erupt is something about babies, that we’re happy, and we’re thankful for them coming. I guess he can tell lies. I feel anything but thankful right now—until he glances down at me.
The smile on his face is the definition of love. I can’t be mad at a smile like that. The sight of it makes everything else fall away. It’s just him and me, and that smile. Man, it gets me every time. It’s there for me and because of me. I’d do anything for him. He’s just that damn special. It’s really no wonder that people want to see him make a baby.
Turning to face him, I stretch up on my toes. His soft lips await me. I never knew how much I enjoyed kissing until I met him. It’s pretty cool that I get to do it whenever I want.
“Ready to make a rugrat?” I smirk, because as excited as I am at the thought of fatherhood with him, it’s still a little surreal.
“I have been ready since the day I met you.”
“Yeah. Keep bragging about that.” Now my face is heated for reasons other than our impending public plundering. If I could go back, I’d give him a redo on our first meeting. I’d give him a better version of Cole and all the care and compassion he should have had when meeting the love of his life. I really ruined all of that for him, didn’t I?
“Um, I’m sorry it took me so long to figure it out.”
“You are worth waiting for, Cole,” he murmurs, stroking my jawline with his thumb. “You will always be worth waiting for.”
If that doesn’t melt someone’s heart into baby-making mode, I don’t know what does. Gripping his shoulders, I hoist up my knee, anticipating that he’ll pick me up. At least I won’t have to look at the crowd. I can bury my face in his neck and focus on the pleasure.
“Well, you don’t have to wait anymore. I’m here,” I reassure him, trying to hook my leg around him.
“No, love,” he cautions, capturing my hip to stop me. “I must take you from behind. If we face each other, the seed capsule will be disturbed.”
Is he fucking kidding me? I find out the hard way, watching him turn around to greet one of the royal footmen that’s walking up the stairs. The footmen present us with what looks like a transparent egg without a bottom to it. It has a silver base like a napkin ring affixed to the opening and has silver stars on the shell like it’s been decorated for the royals. That thing better not be fucking used.
Turning toward me, Grantham presents me with the capsule-egg thingy. I know we discussed this briefly before, and that he said there’d be a capsule, but I’m officially lost.
“What the fuck am I supposed to do? Jizz in it? The opening isn’t very big.”
“No, dearest. It will be affixed to you. Worry not. I gave them your cockhead measurements. It was fitted just for you.”
“Oh, well…I mean, the opening’s pretty big. Huge, actually. I just thought you meant I had to aim for it.”
His fingers connect with my cock. The capsule opening is cold, making me flinch as I watch, dumbfounded. My dick looks like it’s being transformed into a freaking lightbulb, minus the ability to illuminate.
Fantastic. Fucking fantastic. This is what I get for bitching about the crown.
Looking at me in anticipation, I can tell the only thing holding up the show is me. Turning to face the crowd, they await in silence. The damn voyeurs.
Fine. If they want to see my dick capsule, so be it. Removing my hands from covering my cock, I outstretch my arms begrudgingly to show them the whole shebang. I hope they’re freaking happy now.
They erupt in cheers. The roar of the applause reverberates in my eardrums. Damn. What a rush. I feel oddly important. I can’t believe they want to see me plunder.
Grantham’s chest crowds my back. While his heat and touch are as welcome as always, I have to swallow hard against the lump in my throat when I feel his cock slip between my asscheeks.
His lips brush the shell of my ear as he whispers in concern, “You are not very wet, darling. I do not want to harm you.”
“Stage fright, okay?” I murmur out of the corner of my mouth, still absorbing the sea of movement below. “Just…say something to turn me on.”
As I try to get my pulse under control and grip the railing with my sweaty palms, his deep register kicks down a notch, tickling my ear as he wraps his arms around my waist. “I cannot wait to be inside of your beautiful body again. No matter how remarkable it is when we plunder, each time is better than the time before. When I do not dream of our children, I dream of living inside you because no matter what wonders I have seen of the universe, you are where I want to live. You’re my home, my stars, my sky. Cole of the Humans, I belong to you in every way possible.”
My cock bobs against the weight of the seed capsule and, with a groan, I melt into him like butter. His cockhead slides forward another inch through my crease. My body responding to his words with the fluids it makes for him. It’s amazing that you can love someone so much that even your body chemistry changes. Reaching up, I slip my hand behind the back of his head and pull him down for a kiss.
“Alright, that worked. Take me.”
Smiling, he reaches between us. I keep my gaze focused on his even when his cockhead squeezes through my hole. I can only arch so much to make this work, forcing me to give up and lean forward to grasp the railing again. Keeping my eyes closed, I bask in the stretch and the heat of him sliding deeper inside of me. It’s gone quiet, so fucking quiet that it’s unnerving, but I don’t dare open my eyes.
His fingers squeeze my hips, and the first thrust of his produces a sexy slap of skin connecting with skin. That sound will never get old, turning my body into a limp noodle. As his cockhead passes over my gland, all the hair on my arms stands at attention and my mouth falls open. The way he’s massaging little circles on my skin with his fingertips is a comforting reminder that he hasn’t forgotten my apprehensions. It’s one more turn on that pushes me further into the lack of control. My stifled breaths and moans are a task I can no longer focus on.
“Fuck yeah, babe,” I whisper, thrusting back to add some giving to the taking. 
He grunts, leaning over me so his chest is pressed against my back. There is nothing hotter than hearing and feeling him losing his mind over me. When his palm reaches around to caress its way down my abs and cup my nuts, I let out an unabashed moan.
The explosion of cheers hits me like a bucket of water. Popping open my eyes, the oddest sensation occurs as I gape at the waving of arms and shouts of praise. It sends a rush of tingles up my legs and to my nuts. How does being watched by thousands of people get me hotter?
My stupid crown tassels are swaying with each slap of Grantham’s hips that rock us back and forth. I’m moaning my head off now, but with every shameless sound, the crowd cheers louder and with more exuberance.
In the midst of my euphoria as Grantham’s cockhead does its gland morphing trick, I realize they never got to witness our fating. Maybe that’s why they’re so ecstatic to see the proof of my affection for their beloved first-born prince. If that’s all this is about, then I’ve got no problem with it. It’s nothing I’m ashamed of. Why should I be? He helped save my life, dotes on me, and makes me fit in my skin better than I ever knew possible.
Reaching back, I cup the back of his neck and twist my head. Sputtering, I blow a stupid tassel out of the way of my lips and demand, “Meld me, babe.”
He groans into my mouth, making every inch of my body now vibrate with the combo of his throaty sound and the roar of the people. I lap his lips like a cat greedy for milk. It’s sloppy and urgent as heat shoots up my legs and into my groin. The pressure is so freaking intense I know I’m about ready to fill this stupid capsule and probably burst it from overload. My insides are tingling like our fluids are doing something special this time. He said something about our seed being fertilized, so that’s my guess. We’re creating something. I can feel it, and the sensation is so phenomenal that I want to weep at the miracle.
“I love you,” I grunt. “I fucking love you so much, babe.”
For once, he doesn’t provide any sentiments to top mine. Instead, he lets out a choked weeping sound as we pant, faces pressed together. A floodgate opens at the base of my cock, sending a rush up my length that’s so overwhelming my legs give out, but Grantham tightens his arm around my waist, holding me up. I cry out at the relief, feeling something wet on my cockhead, knowing that it means I’m coming. With each pulse of my shaft, I quiver in his arms as he holds his lips against the side of my mouth. It goes on and on until I’m so lightheaded, I drop my chin to my chest to catch my breath. My vision blackens.
“Cole.” Grantham’s voice invades the oblivion sometime later. How many times has he said my name? I don’t even know. “Cole? Are you alright, darling?”
Blinking against my heavy lids, I open them to a glowing light. How can I see his chest stars if he’s behind me? Glancing down, mine are illuminated, but the glow is brighter beyond them. The capsule. Our capsule. It’s glowing.
The clear shell is full of…yeah, I know what it’s full of, but the disgusting realization is mottled by my awe at how our fluids are glowing, giving off a soft blue light. They’re swirling inside like a liquid galaxy that’s…alive. Our fluids are alive. We created a seed capsule. We created life.
His arms squeeze me in a hug, and he presses a kiss to my cheek before nuzzling his face against mine. “You did it, my love. We have created our young.”
My shoulders shudder on a racking sob that lurches from my throat. Nodding, I swipe at the snot that’s welling up in my nose. I feel gutted, completely gutted and yet, at the same time, full; full of so many emotions of love that I can’t function.
“Yeah. It’s…it’s disgusting,” I stammer at the feel of the hot liquid against my tip inside the bulb until my heart clenches at the enormity of our future. “And it’s…beautiful. It’s so damn beautiful,” I wail in a broken sob because I have clearly lost my mind.
I made a baby. We made a baby… or our gross, glowing spunk that will eventually make a baby. It’ll make a perfect little Grantham junior that has my awesome hair, and the man I love will be there with me to watch him grow into a prince who will one day get his own soap. And that…seems like the most important thing anyone could ever do in their life.
“You did well, my love,” Grantham soothes, swiping a tear from my cheek. “I am so proud to call you mine.”
Sniffling, I find the will to straighten up when the footman comes to remove the capsule. He raises it up, presenting it to the people. After their cheers finally die to a low rumble, I swipe the moisture from my face and find my doting man smiling down at me.
“Are you happy, my love?” he asks, bracing my shoulders.
Who couldn’t be happy seeing the joy bubbling from his giddy smile? Snaking my arms around his waist, I nod. “Yeah. Thanks for teaching me how to be.”
His brows cant in concern. He cups my chin, searching my face for meaning. I chuckle at the sight of the illumination from our stars. I have stars on my chest and just shot my load into an egg on a sky-high platform in front of a crowd, and it oddly all feels like it’s perfectly fine for that to be so. I’m right where I should be. 
“You saved me, Grantham. Not just from the Skogari, but from myself, and I got to ride off into the sunset with the hero.” Stretching up, I plant a kiss on his lips. “I’m the happiest guy in the whole damn universe. Now, let’s find Bart and get the fuck out of here.”
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Thank you for taking the time to read my latest work! As always, I remain baffled that anyone wants to check out the bizarre creations of my mind—this one probably takes the cake, but I needed a laugh, so that’s my only explanation for Cole and Grantham’s story. I blame my friend Marge’s distaste for koalas for Bart—she needed a laugh too.
If you would like to connect with me, you can find me on Instagram @diannaromanbooks or on Facebook. 
You can also visit my site www.diannaroman.com or email me at diannaromanbooks@hotmail.com
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