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Vega stood on the rough, wooden porch and looked out over the forested ridges that stretched as far as his keen Alphan eyes could see. The whole region was a rippled landscape of alternating light and dark greens. In the wide valley below stood ancient, ruined towers rising above the canopy. Mists clung to their crumbling structures and stretched up the cliff sides towards the cabin like smoky fingers.

Strong arms wrapped around Vega’s bare, golden chest from behind, and the hands of his lover caressed his broad chest. The Alphan bristled for a moment, but he quickly relaxed into Atlas’s touch.

“I know you Alphans aren’t big into touching,” Atlas whispered in his ear as he hugged him from behind, “so just bear with me.”

Vega chuckled and leaned back into Atlas’s embrace. Though Vega was bigger and stronger—as he was Alphan—Atlas was larger than any human male he had ever seen. “Fear not,” Vega said, “for I am growing accustomed to your wonted caresses.”

Atlas laughed and broke his embrace, turning Vega around to look at him. “I love the way you talk.” He handed the Alphan a tin mug of hot, dark liquid. “Careful! It’s hot.”

Vega palmed the mug and let the metal sear his hand, keeping his chin raised and his gaze fixed on Atlas’s face. He would show his human bondmate what Alphans were made of. When all Vega got for a reaction was another caress—this time of his strong jawline—the Alphan asked, “Is this the drink—the cough—you spoke of earlier?”

“Coffee,” Atlas corrected, “not cough.” He sat in one of the chairs on the porch, and Vega sat in the other. “This is why I’m down here.” He blew across the surface of the steaming liquid and then took a tentative sip. He hummed his delight.

Vega was intrigued and sampled the coffee, too. It was bitter and strong—though nothing like kass—but he liked the taste. “Is it always served this hot?”

Atlas shook his head as he swallowed another sip. “No, but it’s the way I like it.”

“It is good.” Vega took another drink and glanced over at his bondmate. They had been together for about a year now, having met farther north, in an area more like a desert. Atlas had been traveling south, and Vega was on Earth hunting, for he had heard that the planet had a variety of breathtaking wildlife—wildlife that was quickly vanishing due to the global flooding and the general state of chaos that had engulfed the planet.

Vega was a different kind of hunter, though. He was here to collect some of the more endangered species and transport them back to Alpha. Of course, he killed for meat when he needed to, but he was not a sport hunter. He never understood the need to kill an animal simply for the joy of killing. Such behavior was beneath a warrior’s dignity. It was on one of these conservation runs that Vega had met Atlas. They were kindred spirits—both loners, both fiercely independent, both wanting nothing more than to find someone to love amidst the ugliness of a planet falling apart.

Sure, there was always Alpha, but Earth held a special place in Vega’s heart. Being strong and healthy himself, he felt it his duty to look out for the weak and sick—and Earth was weak and desperately sick. So he caught what species he could and transported them to Alpha under the controlled direction of wiser heads than his. After all, the experts said, they didn’t want Vega destroying their planet’s ecosystem, too. But if Alphans could come to Earth and poach human females, surely something can be done for the wildlife as well.

Vega thought he might one day rescue a female, too, but that was before he saw Atlas’s deep brown eyes, before he had run his golden fingers through the thick waves of his bondmate’s dark brown hair, before he tasted his white body.

“What are you thinking about?” Atlas asked with a half smile.

“You.” Vega was always direct in his answers.

“Go on.”

“Just about how we first met.”

Atlas sipped his coffee and looked out across the forest at their feet. From the front porch, it seemed as if the ground just fell away into nothingness, and in a way, it did. Just beyond the steps of the porch, the ground sloped down so steeply it could almost be called a cliff if not for the narrow platforms cut into the side of the earth to allow for the growing of coffee shrubs along the terraces.

“I remember that day as clearly as if it were yesterday,” Atlas said at last. “You landing your spaceship right in the middle of the desert. Your engines kicked up quite a dust storm.”

“Bathing that dirt off you was one of the highlights of my life,” Vega replied.

Atlas reached over and squeezed his hand, and Vega did not shy away, as was his Alphan instinct. Atlas liked to touch, and Vega was starting to like being touched, at least by Atlas.

“And so,” Vega said, raising his tin cup, “for this you trekked many miles into strange lands?”

“You can’t get coffee up north where I’m from.” Atlas looked into his cup, his dark brown eyes shining in admiration of its contents. “And coffee doesn’t grow except in the tropics.” He looked up and smiled, and the sight of his strong teeth, white and even, sent a pulse of desire through Vega. “So I guess I had no choice.”

Vega looked up and around at the porch and the front wall of the cabin. “Well, I am impressed. You built this structure with your own hands while I was gone on my last run.”

Atlas shrugged and put his feet up, crossing his legs at the ankles. “It’s a pretty simple design.”

“Rude it may be,” the Alphan agreed, “but it is your own handiwork. You know how much I admire your handiwork.”

Atlas leaned over, and Vega knew he was fishing for a kiss. Vega, too, leaned in and locked his lips to Atlas’s.

“You’re catching on,” Atlas said.

“What?”

“How to make a joke. Handiwork and handiwork.”

Of course Atlas understood the double entendre Vega had employed. This was a manner of speech Alphans did not have, but after spending a year talking with, loving, and fucking Atlas, he had picked up a few things that humored his bondmate. Their differences, however, put the Alphan in mind of his homeworld.

“I want you to see Alpha,” Vega said.

“Me, too.”

“Then come with me on my next run.”

Atlas drained the rest of his coffee. “Sounds good. The cabin’s done, so I’d like a vacation.”

“Interstellar travel is not a vacation,” Vega said.

Atlas laughed, and his dark eyes shone. “All alone with you for a couple weeks on a tiny spacecraft—I consider that the best kind of vacation.”

Though Vega didn’t laugh much before meeting Atlas, he was learning to appreciate his bondmate’s mirth. He, too, chuckled. “And what kind of animals has this forest?”

“Bats,” Atlas answered with a groan as he rolled his eyes. “Just wait until tonight. They’re everywhere, and their incessant flapping will keep us awake all night.”

“I wasn’t planning on sleeping,” Vega said. “Were you?”

Atlas set his tin cup on the wooden floor of the porch and stood. Vega set aside his cup, too, for he recognized that look in his bondmate’s eyes. He spread his legs slightly wider and waited.

“How many times did you masturbate in that thing thinking about me?” Atlas thumbed over his shoulder at the spaceship parked in the clearing on one side of the cabin.

Vega’s cock stiffened. “That’s classified.”

Atlas sank to his knees between Vega’s powerful thighs. “And how many blowjobs did you get?”

“None.” Vega’s low voice was thick with desire.

Atlas unzipped Vega’s trousers and fished inside for his cock, pulling out the fat golden shaft and letting it thud against his leg. “I’d forgotten how big it is.”

Vega ran his tongue across his descending fangs. “I have not forgotten how it stretches your lips, though.”

Atlas hefted the huge cock in both hands and stroked it to full erection, all the while kissing the tip. Each time he kissed the golden head, the clear bead of pre-cum vanished. Vega groaned. Nobody sucked cock like Atlas. He was a natural.

“My draga,” Vega said with a growl. “Karag’s verses are not as sweet as your mouth.”

Atlas swallowed Vega’s cock, taking it halfway down his throat and holding it there. Vega looked down and saw the bulge, and he groaned again. His cock twitched, but he held back his ejaculation, instead internalizing his first orgasm so as to increase the pleasure later. His bondmate’s lips were indeed stretched. Atlas popped off the cock and licked up the wet golden sides of the shaft as he gently and slowly stroked it, and Vega closed his eyes, savoring the human’s skill.

“I thought you’d come to Earth like all the other Alphans and get yourself a female,” Atlas said between licks.

Vega shook his head, took Atlas by the hair, and shoved his face back down on his cock. “Not after seeing you.” The Alphan had never had a female lover, so he was naturally curious about what Earth had to offer. He was in no hurry, though, and he was glad he had waited, for once he’d met Atlas, that was it. He had found his bondmate, and since it was common among Alphans for each male to have a second bondmate, Vega was open to another lover—but only if it was a male. Atlas had spoiled him with his cock.

As Atlas attended to Vega’s cock, the Alphan wondered how his bondmate felt. Had he considered another lover? It was not the custom of humans to mate in triads, as far as Vega understood from his studies about Earth. Humans were a monogamous species for the most part, and the only humans who ever got involved in a triad did so when mated to Alphans or Xyrans. Atlas was open-minded enough to be in a relationship with an Alphan, so perhaps he might do more. Perhaps a visit to Alpha would help broaden the human’s perspective.

As it was, Vega was content for the time being. He had his bondmate, and what would come would come. He ran his fingers through Atlas’s thick hair again and moaned. He was close, and he would not be able to hold it back much longer, not with the way Atlas was sucking his cock. The human swirled his tongue around the fat, golden head as he stroked the shaft vigorously.

“I’m going to come!” Vega cried out.

“I want to taste it,” Atlas said. “Give me my morning drink.”

Vega groaned and threw his head back with a howl. He felt his fangs pressing against his lips. Hot cum burned up his shaft, and he unleashed a thick load into Atlas’s mouth. His eyes popped open to see Atlas’s strong throat making swallowing motions, a sight which made Vega only come more.

Atlas drank down every drop and then looked up at Vega and smiled. “Welcome home, my brave hunter!”

Vega shuddered where he sat and crushed Atlas’s head against his stomach, his hard cock pressed between them. “Show me this new home of yours.” His stomach growled, and Atlas laughed.

Atlas rose. “You worked up quite an appetite, eh?”

Vega rose, too, and after putting his hard cock away kissed Atlas’s
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