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The course of true love never did
run smooth.

-William Shakespeare

 



Prologue

 


 


General Haggoz heard the water running in the
new bathroom he’d recently had workmen install in the prisoner’s
room and moved softly toward the door. Haggoz preferred a steaming,
aromatic bathing pool himself, but that wasn’t a comfort he
permitted himself, nor would he allow it for the
prisoner.

Haggoz had even thought briefly of denying the
prisoner the luxury of hot water. When Haggoz was a boy and
training for the military, he and his fellow trainees had never
been allowed to bathe in warm water. Their trainers thought the
cold toughened them up, made them hardier. But in the end Haggoz
had decided the winters were too damn cold on Tygeria, and he had
no wish to make his human ill. It was universally acknowledged that
humans were nowhere near as strong as Tygerians. So he’d had the
ancient stone pool removed and these cheap, modern bathroom
fixtures installed. A compromise and a concession, as was so much
in his life, especially now.

He stepped up to the door and stared at the
prisoner for several long minutes. It was obvious the young man
didn’t realize he was being observed. His eyes were tightly closed
and his beautiful, fair-skinned body swayed under the spray of the
shower as his hands rubbed soap over his chest and down to his
groin. His hands didn’t linger there to pleasure himself. He had
learned that lesson well enough, it seemed, after what happened the
last time Haggoz caught him masturbating. He simply passed his
soapy hands over his body quickly and efficiently, then bent over
to soap his legs, turning his backside toward the doorway of the
shower.

His ass cheeks were plump, muscular and
perfectly shaped, with silky smooth skin. Dark pink handprints
still showed up in stark relief on that luscious white skin from
the night before. Haggoz’s cock stirred to see the marks he’d left
on him as he began to toe off his boots and unbutton the trousers
he wore beneath his robes. It was unusual for him to visit so
often, but he wanted to plant himself between those round, muscular
cheeks again and he hadn’t been able to resist.

Haggoz wanted to make love to his human as
much as he wanted to hurt him—he wanted to fuck him until he was
raw and leave him lying boneless there on the floor of the shower,
the cum leaking from his ass and spiraling down the drain. At the
same time, he wanted to pet him, kiss him, caress him and run his
fingers through his blond hair. He wanted to torture him for hours,
while he watched his beautiful face and reveled in his suffering,
and then take him in his arms to kiss him breathless and feel his
soft stubble on the skin of his face. He wanted to wrap him up in
his arms and never let him go. But most of all, he wanted him to
feel as much pain as he’d made Haggoz feel the last few months. How
could you hate someone so much while at the same time need them as
much as you needed to breathe? How could you love them like this
and want to cause them pain at the same time? It was driving him
mad. No, it already had.

His father’s nobyo, a human named Garrick, was
the one who had raised Haggoz. Garrick had been a cruel man. Kind
enough to Haggoz when his father was around, but able to devise
exquisite tortures for him on the occasions when his father
deployed to fight in the interminable war with the Alliance.
Tortures like locking him in a dark closet for hours at a time when
he “misbehaved.” Or denying him food until he passed out from
hunger, then telling his father, when he noticed how thin he was,
that he was an impossible child, a picky eater who refused the
healthy dishes he put before him. His father would punish and
admonish Haggoz, but never once caught on that his
nobyo was deliberately
starving him, taking out his hatred of the man on his helpless
son.

Garrick had threatened Haggoz with much worse
treatment if he ever talked, and he was careful never to leave a
lasting mark on Haggoz’s skin for his father to see. Haggoz
couldn’t say the same about the marks on his psyche, of course, but
that was a different matter.

Garrick hated and feared Haggoz’s father, but
was tied to him by his own greed and love for the luxurious
lifestyle his father provided. Haggoz’s father was a general in the
Tygerian army and very wealthy. Garrick had been hired on as a
human love slave, attracted to his father by his wealth and high
rank. Love slaves weren’t slaves at all, really, though they had
been long ago. Now due to the simple fact that they had organized
themselves a union, they worked as independent contractors
throughout the known galaxies and some of them made a great deal of
money from the job.

Later, Garrick’s status had been
elevated when his father had decided to start a family and asked
him to become his nobyo
and raise his child for him. Garrick hadn’t
wanted to bear the child, so his father had used a Tygerian female
surrogate, and Haggoz was the result.

One of his earliest memories was of Garrick
rocking him in his lap and trying to quiet his wailing as his
father watched, unaware that Garrick was all the while viciously
pinching his leg to make him cry when his father turned his
head.

Being the dichotomy he was, Garrick was
sometimes an artist and a lover of literature. When his father was
away for long periods of time, Garrick’s cruelties lessened, in
that he mostly ignored Haggoz’s existence. Then he would spend his
days in his rooms in manic activity, practicing his music and his
art continually and reading sometimes way into the night.
Occasionally, he would remember Haggoz’s presence in the house and
wake him up in the early hours of the morning before dawn, pacing
around his room and reading poetry aloud to him. He once read
Haggoz the works of an Earthan poet called Poe, then forced him to
memorize passages from his poetry.

Perhaps he was fascinated by the poet because
of his own melancholy nature and yearning for the unattainable.
Whatever the reason, one of the lines written by the ancient human
poet was particularly appropriate. “I became insane, with long
intervals of horrible sanity.” Now, after all this time those words
came back to haunt Haggoz. They defined him perfectly
too.

No one before or after the prisoner had ever
made him feel so out of control. No one had ever made him fall so
hopelessly and irrevocably in love, and he had absolutely no idea
what to do about it. The two of them, he and his beloved enemy,
were at a terrible impasse, locked in this endless struggle that
neither of them could ever hope to win.

Haggoz stripped himself of the last of his
clothing and stepped inside the shower, startling the prisoner and
making him shout in surprise. He cast one wild glance over his
shoulder and blanched when he saw who it was. Haggoz grinned at him
as the prisoner backed up against the far wall. The enclosure was
as big as a small room, with a wide opening instead of a door.
Haggoz swept his predator’s gaze over the human’s trembling body
from his feet to his head. Too late, the prisoner tried to get away
from Haggoz by quickly pushing past him, but Haggoz grabbed him by
the thick and wavy blond hair that tumbled down to his shoulders as
he passed. He curled his fist in it and pulled the prisoner’s head
back to force it against Haggoz’s chest. He pulled again, enjoying
the human’s snarl of pain. He made him arch his back as he bent the
prisoner even farther back to make him look up into Haggoz’s
face.

“Going somewhere?” he asked softly
in Tygerian. As long as Haggoz kept his sentences short and spoke
slowly, Kevin could understand the language fairly well
now.

“Let me
go,” the prisoner said, glancing up at him
but unable to maintain eye contact. “You startled me.”

“Address me properly
then.”

Haggoz yanked at his hair again, and this time
removed the arm from around Kevin’s waist so that he crashed down
on his ass to the shower floor. Haggoz watched him then as he
slowly moved to get on his knees and bowed his head, his forehead
scraping the wet tile.

“I’m sorry… sir.”

“Get
up.”

The prisoner straightened to sit back on his
heels and put his hands behind his neck, as Haggoz had taught him.
He was breathing hard, and his chest rose and fell as he blushed a
delicious shade of pink. He couldn’t resist flashing Haggoz another
resentful, wary look. Haggoz’s attention shifted to the prisoner’s
erect penis, which revealed the lie about his reluctance. It was a
deep red color, with a blue vein running along the length. His
balls hung heavily between his parted thighs. Haggoz’s fingers
itched to touch him there. Not for the first time, Haggoz resented
the human’s beauty that had such power over him.

He took the prisoner’s arm and pulled him so
that he shuffled closer between Haggoz’s widely spread feet. Haggoz
looked down at his upturned face and took in a sharp breath,
closing his eyes so the prisoner wouldn’t see the leap of hot
desire at the sight. Haggoz’s legs were shaking a bit from trying
to hold himself still. He put one finger under the prisoner’s chin
and tipped Kevin’s face farther back to force him to make direct
eye contact.

“Tell me. Tell me what you
want.”

“To please you, sir,” he said, his
voice still raspy and hoarse from his screams the night before, but
still managing to sound sulky.

Haggoz nodded. He’d punish him for that tone
later, but now he didn’t trust himself to speak. “Then you know
what to do.”

The prisoner touched him, the reverence
revealing another lie about his reluctance. He ignored his own
painful-looking erection. Though his cock was not quite as large as
Haggoz’s, it was long and thick and pointed arrogantly upward at
the moment, rigid as the metals the Tygerians used in building
their ships. Its slit was oozing cum that was sliding down its
length, but the prisoner knew not to touch it or give himself any
kind of relief until Haggoz told him he could. Instead he ran his
hand gently over the backs of Haggoz’s long legs. He shuddered and
pressed his lips gently against the heavy balls, raising his chin,
careful not to look directly into Haggoz’s eyes again without
permission.

“Can I please—sir?”

Still the hesitation before the honorific,
even after all this time. It spoke to the man’s stubborn nature,
but it was such a part of him that Haggoz didn’t want it
extinguished altogether. He grunted an assent, not wanting to speak
and reveal the excitement that rode him so hard.

Slowly, reverently the prisoner reached down
to weigh each of his balls in his hands, then gently kneaded and
massaged them. He placed another soft kiss on each of them before
beginning to lave them with his tongue.

He continued to move his hand up and down and
between Haggoz’s thighs, slowly at first, then sensuously while he
licked and sucked and generally worshipped Haggoz’s balls. The boy
soon fell into a rhythm. His hair was spread out around on his
shoulders, and his eyes were tightly closed as he worshipped with
his tongue. Haggoz began to stroke his shaft, unable not to touch
himself in the face of such stimulation. He increased the pressure
and the speed of his hand and now on each upward sweep, he ran his
thumb over the sensitive head of his cock, dipping gently into his
slit before continuing the downward stroke.

“Please,” the prisoner said
softly, glancing up at him beseechingly. “Allow me.”

Haggoz shook his head. “No, but I want you to
watch. Pinch your nipples for me. I want them red and abused with
the nipples hard.”

The prisoner’s breath was coming fast as he
groaned and sat back on his heels, slowly raising his fingers to
his nipples and pinching them between his fingertips.

“That’s right. Keep doing that
while you watch me. While I know that what you really want is to be
spread out on your stomach like a whore, your ass in the air to
receive my cock. Or maybe you’d like me to be in your mouth,
straddling your neck and stroking myself while your cock weeps for
me. But I won’t let you come. I’ll pleasure myself and come on your
face, and if you’re very good, I’ll let you lick it afterward.
Would you like that?”

“Y-yes.”

Haggoz sneered down at him. “Then maybe I
won’t do it after all. I have no interest in pleasing
you.”

The prisoner cast him a resentful look, and
Haggoz jerked at his arm.

“Get on your feet.”

Quivering all over, the prisoner managed to
obey. Haggoz pushed him up against the shower wall, face first,
then held to his shoulder with one hand as he twisted the long hair
in his hand and threw it over the boy’s other shoulder. He leaned
in close to whisper in the prisoner’s ear. “You look like a female
with this long hair and this soft, weak body. We need to increase
your training. I don’t like females.”

The insults were a lie, of course. His body
was perfection, all angles of bone and ridges of muscle. This was
another game they played. There was nothing soft or weak about the
prisoner, and Haggoz thrilled to think of this body as his to
command. The prisoner shuddered again as Haggoz smoothed a palm
down the length of his muscular back, ending with a resounding
thwack of his hand in the most rounded portion of the prisoner’s
already well-spanked ass.

Haggoz smiled. “You could come from being
spanked, I think.”

The prisoner shook his head, but Haggoz caught
the little growling sound he made. He let him get away with it. He
reached for his chin and turned it to face him and to place his
mouth over the soft, full lips. Haggoz gave him such a strong kiss
that his head was pushed backward, and he gave a small moan of
distress. Haggoz let up on the pressure but swept his tongue inside
the prisoner’s mouth. All the tension in the man’s body released as
Haggoz gentled the kiss, pulling away to give his lips tiny little
nibbles before slowly sinking into the heat of his mouth again. He
kissed the prisoner for so long they both became breathless, but he
still wanted more.

These kisses were like a forbidden drug, and
Haggoz was addicted. He would sell his soul for more—in some ways
he already had. He should have been strong enough to resist this
human, to turn a blind eye to his beauty. He should have thrown him
in the deepest, darkest dungeon in the palace until that beauty
faded, instead of keeping him here in relative luxury as his
personal love slave, his own special brand of drug that enslaved
Haggoz far more than it did the prisoner.

The younger man sucked in a harsh breath as
Haggoz straightened. He flipped Kevin around so they faced one
another, picking him up off the floor and pulling his legs up to
make him straddle his waist. Haggoz guided himself into the
prisoner’s body, and the man squirmed, trying to get even closer.
It felt so damned good to be inside the human again, wrapped up in
his velvety heat. He pulled out and then pushed back in a little
again, holding his cock at the ring of muscles just inside his
hole.

“Let me all the way in, damn it.
Gods, you’re tight.”

Haggoz pushed in and slid back out in a rhythm
that soon made the prisoner wild. The human was making delicious
sounds that sent little shock waves through Haggoz’s body. He
pulled one of the prisoner’s legs up to wrap higher around his
waist and pushed in deeper. He buried himself in the sweet ass and
held his cock there, encased in the prisoner’s tight heat. Kissing
the prisoner’s throat, Haggoz slid one hand beneath his hips and
brought him even closer, holding his hips tightly against
him.

The prisoner moaned, squirming and sucking in
a deep breath as Haggoz moved deeply into his body. This wouldn’t
last long. Haggoz was too excited. He could feel the excitement
curling in his belly already.

He wrapped his hand around the prisoner’s
sweet cock and began to move the skin up and down in the same
rhythm as he thrust into him. The prisoner’s skin was like silk
over steel and Haggoz smiled as he arched himself closer and threw
back his head, his mouth open in a wordless cry.

Haggoz’s climax overtook him
suddenly, and he strained against the prisoner’s hips and shot
again and again deep inside the prisoner’s body. At almost the same
time, the prisoner began to spurt long streams of cum onto his
hand. He milked him through it and then Haggoz lifted him off his
dick and let him slide down his body to land back on his feet. He
sagged in his arms with his eyes closed and Haggoz leaned over him,
checking to make sure he was all right. He seemed totally spent,
but his breathing was evening out. Satisfied, Haggoz picked him up
and stepped out of the shower stall with him, headed for the bed.
One fuck wasn’t enough for Haggoz tonight. It would be several long
days before he saw the prisoner again—he only allowed himself a
limited number of visits, and while he was here, he needed to take
his fill.

Haggoz laid him down on the bed and stretched
out beside him. After a few long moments during which Haggoz simply
listened to him breathing softly beside him, the prisoner sat up,
frowning and gazing down at Haggoz. He raised his fist and punched
Haggoz in the arm. Hard.

“You said you’d be here by supper
time! Where the hell have you been?”

Haggoz grinned at him. “Sorry, baby,” he said,
trailing a finger down his jawline. I came as quickly as I could
get away.”

“Not soon enough,” his human
pouted and lay back down to snuggle closer. He lifted his face
toward Haggoz. “Give me a kiss and promise to do
better.”

Rolling over to face him, he dropped a kiss on
his full lips, licking the bottom one for good measure. “I promise,
baby,” he said and hooked a leg over the prisoner’s just in case he
got any ideas about getting away.

This game they played between them was
complicated, but absolutely necessary to help distract them both
from the reality of the situation. The prisoner’s status was all
too real and ordered by the king, and his prisoner would never go
anywhere until King Davos allowed it. Haggoz was doing as much as
he could to make this captivity bearable for him and still maintain
his loyalty and his duty to the king. He wished he could simply
walk away and abandon the prisoner to his fate, but as much as it
shamed Haggoz to admit his own weakness, he loved this human more
than he loved his own life. Leaving him was unthinkable.


Chapter One

 


 


Ryan scooted back against Mikos as he spooned
him. The hard, steely planes of Mikos’s body felt so much warmer
than any human’s. It was always surprising to Ryan and felt
wonderful in the middle of the night in this cold palace of the
Tygerian king.

The weather on Tygeria was considered fairly
cold year round by human standards. There weren’t any real seasons
on Tygeria. The changing seasons on Earth happened because of a
permanent tilt in the Earth’s axis. For six months of the year,
Earth’s Northern hemisphere was tilted towards the Sun, while the
Southern hemisphere was tilted away. For the next six months, the
situation was reversed. On Tygeria, there was no tilting of the
planet’s axis, so the weather was fairly unchanging—and much colder
than Ryan liked it.

The people of Tygeria had warmer
body temperatures, a characteristic that may have evolved due to
the colder climate, so Mikos didn’t always understand how chilly
Ryan found the palace to be and often complained about how warm he
kept their room. The temperature outside rarely rose above forty
degrees, and despite the braziers that were kept running full blast
day and night for the comfort of the humans inhabiting the king’s
quarters, it was still downright cold in the ancient stone palace
for Ryan and the king’s human
consort, Blake.

Ryan and Mikos had sex before they settled in
for the night. Actually they had fallen off each other in
exhaustion after making love for at least two hours and both of
them had been too tired to even clean themselves up. Ryan felt
sticky and warm yet utterly comfortable in the bed piled high on
his side with furs and blankets. He intended to get up and
wash—soon. But for now he might take just a short nap. At the
moment he was busy drifting off to sleep, pleasantly exhausted, his
ass still tingling from the recent, generous attentions of Mikos’s
big cock. He sighed and cuddled back into Mikos’s blessed warmth,
glad he didn’t have to get up with the baby during the night,
because little Mikol, their six-month-old child, was spending the
night with his grandparents.

Just as he was drifting off, Mikos pulled Ryan
even closer, spooning him and letting his fingers drift over Ryan’s
stomach, settling there briefly and gently squeezing the soft
little pouch that remained no matter how vigorously Ryan tried to
exercise away the baby fat.

Ryan stiffened at the touch and whirled over
on his side to face Mikos. “What the fuck do you think you’re
doing? If you have something to say, just say it,” he
growled.

Mikos’s beautiful green eyes
blinked at him as he tried to wake up. “What?
What’s
happening?”

“I said, what the fuck do you
think you’re
doing?”

“I-I think I was going to sleep.
Why? Was I doing it wrong?” The words, spoken not with sarcasm, but
with a sincere effort to try to understand what he’d done, only
served to piss Ryan off even more. There was no way Mikos didn’t
know what he’d done. Ryan had complained too many times about not
being able to get his shape back to the way it was before the baby,
and it seemed no amount of dieting and exercise worked. His body
had subtly changed, and it was all Mikos’s fault. Well, a large
part of it anyway. And he didn’t even dare to get started about the
stretch marks.

It had been six months since Ryan
stopped the hormone injections the doctors gave him to alter his
body so that he could become pregnant. In that length of time, his
hormones had been fluctuating wildly, and his moods had been
somewhat unpredictable. Sometimes—most of the time, he felt sure—he
was his old self from before he’d met Mikos—calm, self-assured and
even-tempered. But then at other times, and it had to be said that
it was only when Mikos was particularly annoying, Ryan had a
tendency to be a tiny bit moody. But that was only sometimes. And
only a small-minded, niggling, petty person would dare mention it
after all Ryan’s poor body had been through.

“Don’t give me that innocent look.
You know what
you’re doing,
Mikos,” he said. “Stop touching the little
roll of fat on my belly to remind me I need to tighten those
muscles back up. I know
I have more weight to lose, okay? I’m trying, all
right?”

Mikos must have noticed a
suspicious brightness in Ryan’s eyes—another little gift of the
hormones that seemed to keep on giving. He was always so fucking
emotional, and he hated that shit. Mikos blanched and ran a hand
down Ryan’s cheek. Ryan flung
Mikos’s hand off him like it was a burning
brand.

“Nobyo…please. I wasn’t—I mean, I didn’t do whatever it was you
said.”

Ryan sat up to glare down at him.
“So I’m just imagining things, is that it? Oh, so you saying I’m
fucking neurotic as well as fat?”

“No. I
don’t think I said that,” Mikos said,
sitting up now beside him and running a hand through his thick,
golden-red hair. “Don’t swear at me, Ryan. Just tell me what to do
to make this better.”

Ryan flopped back down to lie on his back,
scooting away to the far side of the bed from Mikos so their bodies
would no longer touch. “Nothing. Just go back to sleep and don’t do
or say anything. Not another word, okay?”

“Okay,” Mikos said softly, making
no move to touch him as he lay cautiously back down beside him.
Ryan lay in silence, quietly seething for at least five minutes. He
knew Mikos was awake, his body tense. He was just waiting—well, let
him wait, because Ryan would be damned if he’d say another word and
be accused of being “hormonal” and “hard to get along with” again.
Don’t swear at him, huh? Then Mikos needed to stop
making him
swear!

Was it his fault that everyone in
his life seemed to go out of their way lately to piss him off? And
what the hell did Mikos mean by saying “okay” in that
long-suffering tone of voice? Nothing about this situation was
remotely “okay.” Mikos was a gorgeous young twenty-two year-old and
now Ryan was pushing thirty, had stretch marks, and was
fat on top of everything
else. How long would it be before Mikos started looking around for
someone else? Ryan hated this feeling of insecurity—he’d never felt
this way before Mikos.

He turned back over and glared at
Mikos. “Don’t you dare ‘okay’ me ever
again. It’s insulting, and I won’t
fucking stand for it. Do
you hear me?”

Mikos opened his mouth as if to say something
about the swearing again, but then obviously thought better of it,
because he simply nodded. Then it happened. He reached out to pat
Ryan soothingly, which was all too fucking patronizing, and his
hand landed directly on the little pouch of fat on Ryan’s stomach.
He patted it gently for a full twenty seconds or so before he
pretended to realize what he was doing. He froze and cast a wild
glance over at Ryan.

A red haze covered Ryan’s eyes as he calmly
sat up in bed and drew back his fist, but Mikos was too fast for
him. He caught the fist in his hand, pushing it behind Ryan’s back
and then rolling over on top of him, pressing him into the
mattress.

Ryan was thrashing beneath him, trying
desperately to buck him off, but he couldn’t budge him, which only
fueled his impotent rage. He opened his mouth to scream at his mate
but Mikos pushed his tongue inside his mouth and swept it around,
tangling it with Ryan’s. Ryan tried his best to bite him, but Mikos
pulled quickly away and bit down on Ryan’s bottom lip instead. Ryan
sucked in a breath and started fighting harder, but Mikos grabbed a
wrist he’d managed to get free and pushed it over his head. He let
go of him long enough to secure that wrist to the cuff they kept
attached to the headboard of the bed, because they both enjoyed a
bit of kink. Ryan had spent many happy hours secured to that
bedpost, but this time, it was like throwing fuel on an already
raging fire.

Mikos reached for Ryan’s other hand. Ryan
fought him ferociously, but Mikos forced the hand up to join the
other one, careful not to hurt Ryan, but firm and determined. He
trapped the hand in the cuff alongside his other wrist. Then,
kneeling between Ryan’s thrashing legs, Mikos turned up Ryan’s
hips, making him put his heels on Mikos’s shoulders. Then he bent
his head to rim Ryan mercilessly.

Mikos’s long tongue flicked inside Ryan and
all around his tightly puckered pink hole until Ryan was screaming
and begging him to stop. He did—long enough to lick a stripe up the
length of Ryan’s by now rock-hard shaft. He swirled his tongue over
the head and looked up at him. “Are you going to stop
fighting?”

Ryan’s chest was heaving but he shook his head
and growled at Mikos, who bent his head and went back to work on
Ryan’s hole again. When he had finally reduced Ryan to tiny
whimpers, he stopped, sat up on his heels and took the cuffs off.
Ryan’s relief was short-lived, however. Mikos pulled him up and
placed him over his lap, then settled back against the
pillows.

Ryan was stunned enough to stay
there as Mikos caressed his ass. “I’ve never given you a
spanking, nobyo,
but I think I have to follow my father’s advice and do this. I’m
sorry,” he said, shaking his head. His tone actually did sound as
if he regretted having to do it. “I didn’t want to, but you give me
no choice.”

Ryan saved his breath for the fierce, though
brief struggle that ensued. He rolled over and lunged for Mikos’s
throat, but by the time the fight was over, he was breathless and
back to lying naked across Mikos’s lap, with one of Mikos’s legs
now holding his down and most of Mikos’s upper body draped over
Ryan’s back. He lifted his hand and slammed it down on Ryan’s ass,
and Ryan screamed from the pain and the shock.

“You spanked me! Damn it,
I’ll kill you!”

“Nobyo,
what did you think I was going to do? Now settle down, and I’ll
only give you ten spanks. If you fight me, I think I will…I will
have to double the amount.”

Another disorderly round of
struggling ensued from the words, but they were seriously wearing
Ryan out. His breath was coming in hard gasps, and his cock was
trapped between Mikos’s thighs. He was amazed to find that he was
still hard. How could this excite him so much? He squirmed to get
some friction on his cock, desperate for Mikos’s touch.

“No, nobyo,” Mikos said firmly, moving
his thighs slightly apart. “This is intended as a
punishment.”

Ryan groaned and dropped his head until his
forehead was touching the mattress. “Stop it! I hate this and I
hate you!”

There was a long, tense silence. “Are you
sorry?”

Ryan kicked his legs out behind him and
shouted at him. “No, you big alien asshole!”

Mikos sighed.
“My father said this would make you settle down,
but it doesn’t seem to be working.”

Ryan was humiliated, uncomfortable,
embarrassed and still more excited than he’d ever been before in
his life. Gods, if the people who knew him in his former life as
Colonel Ryan Donnelly could see him now, stretched out over this
Tygerian’s lap, his ass in the air, his cock dripping pre-cum
between his mate’s thighs, they would scarcely believe it. Ryan was
about to get his ass spanked—spanked, like a bad child, and the
primary emotion he was feeling, besides humiliation, of course, and
a determination to choke Mikos when he got up, was strangely enough
a wild sexual excitement.

“Your father’s not always right,
you know,” he said over his shoulder, his breathing ragged. “In
fact, according to your omak, Blake, it’s a rare
occurrence.”

Mikos sighed.
“I know. At least when it comes to humans. He
tries this a lot with my omak
too, but it never seems to work out, from what
I’ve heard.”

Ryan jumped and stiffened as he felt Mikos’s
hand stroke over his ass and slip into the crevice between his
ass-cheeks. He bucked hard to get up, but Mikos held him down
effortlessly, not even seeming to notice his efforts to get away.
Finding his hole, Mikos circled it with his fingers, eliciting
first a hiss and then a guttural groan from Ryan. It arose from
somewhere deep within him, and he couldn’t have stopped it if he’d
tried. He humped wildly at the air between Mikos’s legs.

“You have such a beautiful little
ass, nobyo. Round
and firm. It doesn’t seem right for me to hit something I love as
much as I love this ass. And my hand is so big. I’m afraid you
wouldn’t be able to sit down tomorrow if I go through with
this.”

“Then let me up!”

“Will you tell me how sorry you
are for all the fighting? And for saying you
don’t love
me.”

“No!”

“Please? Because if you do, then I
can tell you how much I love you too, and then we can kiss and make
up. You always like that part.”

“No, damn it. Just go ahead and do
what you have to do. But I’ll hate you for it!”

Mikos sighed again and a little
slap came down on Ryan’s ass. Ryan flinched all out of proportion
to the hit. It hadn’t hurt at all, really, just surprised him. He
really hadn’t thought Mikos would do it again. He squirmed to get
more comfortable and thought—briefly—about trying to apologize
and save his ass, but why should he? He’d done nothing wrong! Had
he?

In his mind there was a sudden image of Mikos
changing the baby and laughing when he took the diaper off and
strong stream suddenly arced up and hit him right in the face. He
thought about how sweet Mikos had been to him since Mikol arrived,
getting up at night to feed the baby right along with Ryan. He had
told Ryan every day how handsome he thought he was and how much he
loved him. Never once had he mentioned the extra weight, which was
really almost gone anyway. Maybe Ryan had been imagining those
pointed looks at his stomach. Maybe he’d been overreacting a
little. Maybe.

Ryan squirmed again restlessly and felt
remorse welling up inside him. “I-I do love you, Mikos. I was wrong
to say I didn’t.”

“I love you too,
nobyo.”

“So will you accept my apology and
let me up?”

“I did spank you twice. That might
be enough—do you think it is?”

Ryan groaned, shaking his head. Idiot boy…how
could he not love him?

“Yes, Mikos. I think it’s enough.
And-and I’m sorry I called you an alien asshole.”

“That did hurt my feelings a
little bit.”

“I’m sorry. Let me up and I’ll
show you another way to punish me. Then we can kiss and make up
afterward.”

Mikos removed his leg and sat up,
pulling Ryan up and placing him in his lap facing him so that
Ryan’s legs wrapped around his waist. He kissed him thoroughly and
for a long time, while his hard cock nudged impatiently against
Ryan’s ass. When Mikos pulled his mouth away, he searched Ryan’s
face. “I
don’t like fighting with you,
nobyo.”

Ryan sighed.
“I know. I hate it too. It’s my fault. These
stupid hormones never seem to go away.”

Mikos smiled at Ryan, lifting one golden red
eyebrow. “What’s this other ‘punishment’ you thought of,
then?”

Ryan grabbed his shoulders and angled himself
up to slip over Mikos’s huge cock. It burned a bit, but he was
still pretty well lubricated and stretched out from their
lovemaking earlier, so he could manage it without too much
difficulty. When he was fully seated, he was slightly out of
breath, but looked up at Mikos and grinned. “Does this give you
some idea?”

“Yes, it does, nobyo,” he said, putting his hands
on Ryan’s waist to lift him up and then let him slide back down.
“And I think this will do even better. How many times do we do it,
sweetheart?”

“Until I’ve learned my lesson,”
Ryan said, panting for breath.

“Oh nobyo…” Mikos shook his head.
“You’re such a slow learner. We may have to repeat this several
times tonight.”


Chapter Two

 


 


In one of the towers of the king’s vast
palace, the man formerly known as Staff Sergeant Kevin Neely pulled
one of the fur blankets more closely around his shoulders and
snuggled down into the bed, trying to stay warm. He wished for
Haggoz’s warmth behind him, but Haggoz had left before it got
light. He rarely stayed with him all night, and on the rare
occasions he did fall asleep after their lovemaking, he left as
soon as he awoke. Kevin was lucky, he supposed, that his bed was
heaped with furs and quilts. Though Haggoz played the elaborate
game of pretending he wanted him to suffer, he didn’t mean for him
to go without creature comforts.

His room, though isolated in a tower far away
from the king’s quarters, was kept warm with braziers and a fire in
the fireplace. He had an elderly male servant who brought his food
to him each day, a Leerian named Sung-la, who never said much of
anything to him, just swapped out his food trays and cleaned his
room. Kevin wasn’t a huge fan of Tygerian food, but he couldn’t
afford to be picky. He knew how lucky he was to receive standard
Tygerian fare and not the usual slop fed to prisoners.

He had learned a great deal about Tygerian
culture and history over the past six months that he’d been locked
up in this room. Mostly from the old Tygerian books that Haggoz had
given him to read—all copied in a small, neat hand and translated
into the Galactic Standard text. Kevin had no idea where Haggoz had
even come by them, because they had to be fairly rare. Many of them
were historical or religious tracts, but some of them were tales of
adventure that kept Kevin enthralled and helped him while away the
long, boring days of his captivity.

Every day a holographic screen appeared by the
table, and he was forced to watch a language lesson in Tygerian—he
was beginning to be quite proficient in reading the difficult
language, though he couldn’t speak it well, and whenever someone
spoke rapidly to him in it, he was still lost after a few words.
The language lessons were followed by a long and horribly boring
religious program. Or at least that’s what Kevin thought it was.
The man giving the lectures was wearing the robes of a priest,
anyway. It had some poorly translated sub-titles running along the
bottom and seemed to be a series of lectures on morality and how
the gods would punish sinners in one or more of the Tygerian
religion’s four hells.

Why they needed four hells had never been made
quite clear to Kevin. From what he could figure out, each one
specialized in various transgressions, though all of them seemed
equally unpleasant. He tried not to question Haggoz too much about
it. It pleased him for Kevin to watch the lectures, and that was
enough.

The lessons helped to pass the time so he
didn’t mind them too much, and when Haggoz came in his room at
night, he made him repeat all that he’d learned since he’d last
seen him. It bothered him that Haggoz still referred to him only as
“the prisoner” or sometimes, “his human” and refused to use his
name. Maybe it helped Haggoz to maintain the fiction that he had a
distance from him. Like the dominance games they played with each
other. Haggoz spun out one such fantasy after another and Kevin had
to admit he enjoyed them as much as Haggoz did.

Kevin suspected that Haggoz thought he needed
the religious and moral instruction to save his soul, and of
course, he was right. He knew how badly he’d hurt Haggoz, and he
wished he could make him believe how sorry he was. He still loved
him—that hadn’t changed at all. But he knew Haggoz didn’t truly
believe him and perhaps never would again. Tygerians had to be the
most stubborn species he’d ever run up against.

Kevin had been an Alliance marine, serving on
an isolated space station just beyond Lycan airspace when he’d
first been approached by ARes agents. ARes was an acronym for
Alliance Resistance and was a quasi-military terrorist organization
that wanted to see the war between the Axis and the Alliance
continue, even as they had edged closer and closer to a more
lasting and less tenuous peace treaty. The two forces had first
signed a tentative treaty upon Ryan and Mikos’s marriage, then a
more lasting one when Ryan learned of his pregnancy and Mikos came
to take him back to Tygeria. But the peace was still uneasy at
best.

Kevin had heard about ARes and their goals.
Many of the members of ARes were in the Alliance military, though
most were in control of banks and the media, not to mention some
highly placed government officials. Kevin, himself, was the
furthest thing from political, and even though he’d been approached
to become a member by one of his co-workers, he’d turned the man
down flat. He was only interested in doing his job and didn’t want
to become involved in intrigue. So he had been especially shocked
when he was approached by his own C.O. and asked to be a
spy.

It hadn’t been clear at first that his
commander was talking about ARes. The commander, a colonel, had
asked for him to be sent to his office late one Friday afternoon.
That was a rare occurrence in itself, since Kevin was only a staff
sergeant and had rarely even been in the same area as the colonel
before. He’d been given the order to go to the colonel’s office by
his Gunnery Sergeant, a tough older Marine named Benson, who was
only one pay grade ahead of Kevin, but who had more experience in
battle than anyone else in Kevin’s company. Kevin admired him
enormously. Benson had stopped him on his way into the dining hall
one day at lunch time.

“Staff Sergeant Neely, Colonel
Guzman would like to see you in his office at 1700 hours today.”
The gunnery sergeant looked him up and down speculatively. “Any
idea why, Staff Sergeant?”

“No, Gunnery Sergeant,” he’d said,
looking puzzled. “Don’t you know?”

Though in private some of Kevin’s
friends referred to Benson as “Gunny,” or even “Gun,” it wasn’t
worth Kevin’s life to call him that as a junior rank. They were a
long way from being friends, and he’d seen what happened once when
a co-worker of Kevin’s, another staff sergeant, had been overheard
by Benson jokingly referring to the man as “Sarge,” like he was in
the Army. His friend should have known better than to even joke
about it and what happened next hadn’t been pretty. He had worn the
print of the gunnery sergeant’s boot on his ass for several days
afterward.

“I’m not in the colonel’s
confidence, Neely.”

“Oh…no. I mean, yes, Gunnery
Sergeant. Um, are you sure he asked for me?”

“Are you questioning my ability to
pass on a simple message, Neely, or is it my hearing that you
doubt?”

“Neither one, Gunnery Sergeant.
I’m sorry. I have no idea why he wants to see me, but I’ll be
there—1700 hours. Thank you.”

Gunnery Sergeant Benson nodded,
gave him one more long, suspicious look and moved on. Kevin had
gotten busy as soon as he went back to work that afternoon, but
when 1700 hours rolled around, he was knocking on the
C.O.’s door.

“Come
in,” a mild voice had called out and Kevin
had stepped inside, removing his cover respectfully and standing at
attention.

“At ease, Staff Sergeant Neely.
Take a seat.” The colonel, surprisingly soft-spoken for a man of
his size, nodded toward a chair by his desk.

A colonel in the Alliance Marines was
equivalent to the naval rank of captain in the other uniformed
services. The rank was usually obtained only after long years of
service, and Guzman, who looked to be in his late thirties, didn’t
seem old enough to have racked up too many years. Of course, in
recent times, with the Alliance mostly on the losing end of many of
the conflicts, promotions were all too common due to a high rate of
attrition. Kevin had garnered a battlefield promotion for himself
in the last fight on Plesius 42, simply by virtue of being the most
senior man left alive. He would so much rather have earned his rank
any other way.

Col. Guzman was in charge of the
space station they served on, and seemed to be competent, if not
particularly exciting. At least Kevin hadn’t heard too many
complaints outside the usual, always heard
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