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        A spicy, funny sci-fi romcom with grumpy/sunshine banter, forced proximity, and one very protective alien hero.

      

      

      Sunny Craythorn has a problem.

      Her Kindred bodyguard, Greer, does everything a man in love would do—ties her shoes, carries her over mud puddles, saves her from danger again and again. The only catch? He does it all with a scowl.

      Greer knows he’s hopelessly gone for the curvy, sunshine-bright scientist he’s sworn to protect. But as a Pitch-Blood Kindred, his bite is painful to anyone but his Fated Mate—and since finding one is a billion-to-one shot, he’s resigned himself to wanting her from afar.

      Until their mission to Thropp’ic Sigma changes everything.

      Here, the women choose their partners…topless. And when every male on the planet wants Sunny, Greer has no choice but to claim her as his. Even if it means proving his right in the most scandalous way possible—on the infamous Chair of Female Pleasure.

      Now the grumpy protector is about to become the possessive alien lover—and Sunny’s about to learn just how sweet her scowling Kindred can be.

      
        
        Perfect for fans of grumpy/sunshine romance, bodyguard protector heroes, forced proximity, only one bed, fated mates, and laugh-out-loud sci-fi spice.
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      “Well, I understand this will be your final mission with us, Dr. Craythorn.” Commander Sylvan, head of the Kindred High Council, nodded formally at Dr. Soleil Craythorn—Sunny to her friends—who nodded back at him with a smile.

      “Yes, I think I have enough research to write my paper now—or I will once we visit the Thropp’ians.” Her voice was light and sweet—exactly like her temperament. She even looked like a person whose name meant “sunshine,” Greer, her Kindred Protector thought, as he watched her from the corner of his eye.

      Sunny Craythorn had a lovely heart shaped face framed with long, wavy hair that was the color of honey. She had big, meltingly brown eyes that were almost the same color as the Earth confection called “chocolate,” a pert little nose sprinkled with what the humans called “freckles”—though the Kindred called them “Goddess kisses”—and a pink, bow-shaped mouth that was almost always curved into a smile and looked entirely too kissable for Greer’s liking.

      But it wasn’t just her adorable face or petite, curvy body that got under his skin—Sunny had a personality that matched her name. She was what the humans called an optimist—or, as Sunny herself put it—“I’m a glass is half full kind of person!” Which seemed to mean that she always looked on the bright side and saw the good in any situation—even when things went badly.

      This was a good thing, because situations around Dr. Sunny Craythorn tended to go badly on a regular basis. And because her work required her to travel to other planets and meet alien people, the confusion that seemed to follow her everywhere she went was multiplied and compounded.

      Sunny was a renowned academic on Earth and she was writing a paper entitled “Xeno-cultural Gender Roles and Societal Norms Contrasted and Compared in Five Separate Alien Societies.” She had let Greer read part of it but the fucking thing was full of academic language so dense it hurt his head.

      It wasn’t that Greed was stupid—it was just that Sunny was extremely intelligent—brilliant even, he acknowledged to himself. But like many people who are intellectually gifted, she unfortunately wasn’t very practical. She lacked what the humans called “street smarts” which was what led to what Greer had privately dubbed “The Sunny Effect.”

      For the past several solar months as the Kindred assisted with her research, Greer had been acting as her Protector and he had seen The Sunny Effect—the way things just seemed to go wrong around his Ward—over and over and over again.

      It had started on the very first planet they had visited together—Rigel Four. The Rigellians worshipped a Sun Goddess and Sunny’s favorite color to wear just happened to be yellow—it brought out her golden skin tones and made her eyes look even more like pools of melted chocolate. Their final night on the planet, she had come to the Grand Banquet dressed in a long yellow gown with her hair fixed into a ceremonial gold corona that spiked around her head dramatically.

      She explained to Greer later that she had seen what she thought was the local fashion at the Sun Goddess’s temple and had meant nothing by it. But the High Priest had accused her of impersonating the Goddess and attempting to get the entire Royal Court to worship her.

      That had been a sticky situation and Greer had been forced to draw his blaster to get her out of there. To make matters worse, half of the Royal Court really did seem to want to worship her. They had gathered at Sunny’s feet, throwing cru’she blossoms—the little yellow flowers that represented the sun—and begging her to bless them and their first-born children and give them abundant crops and rich harvests.

      “Release your breasts and bathe us with your Fertile Milk, oh Goddess!” they had been shouting and the whole time Sunny had been trying to explain that she didn’t have any “Fertile Milk” to give them because she didn’t have any children and she wasn’t lactating.

      At the same time the High Priest had been shouting, “Imposter! Heretic!” and gesturing at her angrily.

      Between the would-be worshipers and the angry High Priest and his guards, it had been extremely difficult to get away. But Greer was a professional—he had worked in the Kindred Elite Espionage Corps before becoming Sunny’s Protector and he had managed to get them out without a scratch—barely.

      Sunny had apologized profusely but Greer hadn’t been mad at her—though he had been privately irritated at the huge mess. But it had been an accident, he told himself. Nothing to get too upset about. He was a stoic male—he could shake the incident off and move on.

      But then, the accidents kept on happening…

      On Prakus Prime, Sunny had fallen into the locals’ water reservoir after getting tipsy on a single sip of sweet Prakian gin. She’d been wearing clothing made of delicate pink and gold tissue-paper—as had Greer, since their hosts had made it clear they wouldn’t be welcome unless they dressed like the natives did.

      The result of that encounter was that Greer had been forced to dive in and save her. Apparently, despite being raised in Florida—a part of Earth surrounded by water on three sides—Sunny wasn’t a very strong swimmer.

      By the time he’d reached her, all of their clothes had melted away. He’d gotten her to shore but when he stood up to walk through the shallows with her cradled in his arms, he had realized that both of them were completely naked.

      Sunny had been embarrassed and blushing bright red but also giggling because any kind of alcohol made her extremely silly in a distractingly adorable way. She had a bubbly laugh that even made the stone-faced Greer want to smile. Though he wasn’t smiling at the time, he recalled grimly—he’d been too busy doing his best not to stare at her gorgeous, naked body.

      At that point, a local priestess had appeared and informed them that jumping into the water and allowing your clothes to melt off was a form of marriage proposal.

      “My children, let me join the two of you in Holy Matrimony and the Bonds of Selective Service to Zern,” she told them. (Zern was the double-tongued, four-eyed, green-skinned deity the Prakians worshipped.)

      Greer had been forced to make excuses as to why they couldn’t get Joined at once while Sunny, apparently oblivious to the fact that they were both naked and about to be married against their will, had simply asked for more details on the ceremony.

      Once her intellectual curiosity was aroused, her common sense seemed to fly right out the window, Greer thought in exasperation! And all the while she had been chatting with the priestess, he had been doing his damndest to keep his eyes off her—which was fucking hard since she was so fucking gorgeous! It made him fucking crazy.

      Despite her petite stature, Sunny was what the Kindred called an “Elite”—a female the Goddess had formed with extra generous curves. Elites were highly prized as mates and wives and any warrior who was blessed to mate with one was envied by his counterparts.

      Greer had tried not to look at her full breasts and ripe pink nipples that were tight from the chilly water. He had also tried not to notice the small patch of neatly trimmed curls between her thighs at the apex of her sex and imagine what her soft little pussy would taste like. And afterwards, he had attempted to forget ever seeing Sunny naked.

      But the scene had stuck in his head and refused to leave, no matter how often he tried to banish it—no matter how often he told himself that a happy, sweet, gorgeous Elite like Sunny Craythorn wasn’t for the likes of a dour, grim and pessimistic male like himself.

      After that, he had promised himself to keep her from any further mishaps since they were so damn distracting. But despite his best efforts, the accidents kept happening—the Sunny Effect was in full force wherever the curvy little Elite went. The chaos around her was like a force of Nature—completely unstoppable!

      On Fargus Five they had what seemed like a successful visit but on their last night, they had been taken to an ancient holy site for a ceremonial dance. Neither Greer nor Sunny had been dancing—she was talking to the Grand Overlooker, who was the leader of the local people, and Greer was across the room watching her and thinking that at last they’d had a visit to an alien planet that was completely free of mishaps.

      Suddenly Sunny had jumped what looked like a meter into the air and then she had come running over to him as fast as her short, adorably plump legs could carry her. Before Greer could even ask what was wrong, she was climbing him like a tree and gasping,

      “No! No, no, no—not spiders! Anything but spiders!”

      Greer had been startled—he had never seen Sunny so upset in all the time they had spent together. She had her arms wrapped around his neck and her legs around his waist and seemed determined not to let her feet, clad in yellow satin dance slippers, touch the floor again.

      Then he had seen it—a huge, hairy arachnid as big as his head was scuttling towards them over the dance floor. Sunny had seen it too and her big brown eyes had gotten huge with fear.

      “No—please!” she moaned in Greer’s ear. “Please, don’t let it get me! I can’t stand spiders—anything but spiders!”

      The thing had come right at them—it really did seem to be trying to get to Sunny.

      Greer’s protective instincts had kicked into high gear—there was no way in hell any fucking spider was going to frighten or hurt his Ward! As long as she was under his protection, Sunny was his and he was damn well going to kill anything that threatened her! So he had gripped her tightly in his arms and stomped on the enormous arachnid with his big black boot.

      There had been a sickening crunching sound and then a dying hiss from the spider creature—followed by a horrified gasp from the locals all around them.

      They found out rather quickly that the arachnid was called a hsh-thnk and was considered a holy animal which lived only in the ancient temple and must never be touched or harmed. In fact, the Fargians apparently allowed the hairy things to crawl all over their bodies and faces if they so desired. It was considered good luck for one to crawl on you—and a horrible blasphemy to kill one.

      Greer really couldn’t blame Sunny for being upset by the “holy spider”—he knew a lot of females didn’t like insects or arachnids. But once more, they’d had to make a quick escape from the angry and offended natives of the planet where they had formerly been regarded as honored guests.

      The Sunny Effect again, Greer thought to himself. It was incredibly fucking irritating, but he couldn’t quite bring himself to be angry with the gorgeous little Elite. She never meant to cause any harm—it was like chaos just followed her around like a dark cloud, ready to rain crazy on the unsuspecting heads of anyone who came too near her. And since Greer was her Protector, he was always right in the middle of the downpour.

      It seemed that Commander Sylvan might be thinking of the past incidents as well because he eyed Sunny uncertainly as he continued their pre-mission briefing.

      “Er…I hope you won’t have any more accidents like the one you had during this mission to Integra Centra. That was quite a dangerous situation—at least if what I read in Commander Greer’s report was accurate.”

      “Yes, it was!” Sunny’s eyes went wide. “I was bitten by a venomous gimlet bat. If Commander Greer hadn’t had the presence of mind to suck out the poison, I might not be here right now!” She gave Greer a look of pure admiration that made his heart pound in his chest for some fucking reason. “He’s so quick thinking—and so strong and fast, too! I don’t think anyone has a better Protector than Greer—I feel so lucky you chose him for me.”

      For a moment their eyes met and held and Greer felt like his heart might actually pound right out of his chest. He couldn’t help remembering the bat incident in detail, though he had tried to put it out of his mind.

      The bat hadn’t bitten Sunny on the arm or the neck—no, the fucking thing had flown right up her skirt and bitten her inner thigh! Greer had laid her down right on the forest floor—the had been attending an outdoor Joining ceremony so Sunny could take notes—and had pushed up her dress and spread her thighs to suck out the poison.

      There had been a whole ring of people standing around watching with wide eyes, but Greer hadn’t given a damn—he’d been completely lost in the curvy little Elite. The sweet flavor of her blood, the soft little moans and gasps she was making as he sucked at her thigh, the warm scent of her pussy, which was so close to his face and only covered by a thin, wispy pair of lace panties…The whole situation had been like something straight out of the forbidden fantasies he had of his Ward—fantasies he tried not to dwell on.

      Afterwards Sunny had blushed and thanked him, cheeks stained bright pink with embarrassment.

      “You…you saved me again, Greer,” she’d said in that soft, sweet voice of hers that he often heard in his dreams. “I…I can’t thank you enough.”

      Greer had wanted to gather her into his arms and ravage her soft little bow of a mouth—he wanted to taste those sweet, plump lips and then go on to taste other things as well—but he knew he couldn’t. So he had only grunted something about how it was his duty and she didn’t have to thank him.

      Why did she have to be so fucking adorable, he wondered now? She wasn’t like the other human scientists he’d met—cold academics who seemed only interested in their research. No, Sunny was different—she was sweet and kind and constantly giving compliments to everyone. But the thing was, they were sincerely meant—you only had to look in her warm brown eyes to know that.

      It reminded Greer of the very first time he’d laid eyes on her, before he had even taken the assignment to be her Protector. It had been at an informal Last Meal in the Common Area of the Mother Ship—a place where rows of shops and restaurants surrounded the open parkland and the Sacred Grove, which was at the very heart of the huge spaceship.

      The meal had been at Commander Sylvan’s request.

      “Just go and meet Dr. Craythorn,” he’d said. “I really think you’ll like her. Well…as much as you like anyone,” he’d added, clearly seeing Greer’s dour expression.

      “All right—I’ll share a single meal with her and then let you know,” Greer had agreed. He had been reluctant to leave his post in the Kindred Elite Espionage Corps to become a Protector, but he felt he had to at least meet his potential future Ward and have a meal with her before he formally turned the position down. Which he was certain was what he would be doing.

      And then Sunny had arrived—ten minutes late, (which was actually early for her, since she was perpetually tardy as he found out later.) She’d been wearing a diaphanous yellow gown that seemed to float around her curvy body and her cheeks had been flushed from hurrying to get to the restaurant.

      Greer remembered how the yellow dress had hugged her curves while the sleeves had fanned out around her like a butterfly’s wings. The color suited her perfectly, enhancing the golden color of her skin and making her look like a vision of the Goddess herself coming to speak to him. At least, that was what Greer had thought.

      He had been struck by her unconscious beauty—she clearly didn’t know how gorgeous she was. Even he had to acknowledge it, though he generally ignored and avoided females.

      Later, during their dinner and the long, rambling walk they took in the grassy lands surrounding the Sacred Grove afterwards, he was surprised by her interest in everything and her vibrant enjoyment of life. She also seemed fascinated by Greer himself.

      She was interested in every detail of his life—she asked him about his family history, how he had come to the Mother Ship, what he wanted to do in the future, why he wasn’t Joined or “married” as the humans called it.

      Some of her questions, Greer refused to answer. But she never seemed offended and she somehow kept him talking. She had gotten more conversation out of him in three hours than anyone else had in the previous three years.

      At the end of their “dinner date,” as Sunny called it, Greer had found himself kneeling at her feet and pledging his oath to protect her and keep her safe, even at the cost of his own life. Becoming her Protector hadn’t been his plan, but somehow Sunny subverted all plans around her—it was like she had a gravitational field that sucked everyone in. That was the best way Greer could describe it, anyway.

      “My body shall be your shield, my shoulders will bear your sorrows, my ears will hear your truths, my lips will keep your secrets, and my heart will beat only for you,” he swore as he knelt before her. (Despite the fact that he was kneeling, he was so much taller than the curvy little Elite, they were still nearly eye-to-eye.) “Not a drop of your blood shall be shed unless all of mine is first poured out upon the ground. As the Goddess is my witness, I swear this oath to you, my Lady Sunny.”

      Sunny had put a hand to her heart, her brown eyes wide and shining.

      “Oh, Greer…what a beautiful oath,” she had breathed. And then, to his surprise, she had taken his face in her hands and looked into his eyes. “And you have a beautiful soul too—I can see that. Even though everyone told me you were rough and mean and scary, I can see what you’re hiding—I can see your heart.”

      Greer hadn’t known how to answer. No one had ever said such a thing to him before. In fact, most people he met were scared of him, due to his rough appearance and deep, gravely voice. He avoided women but to be honest, he didn’t have to try very hard because they also avoided him. Most of them looked at him like he was a monster—possibly because of his pale gray eyes which were almost white or the jagged scar that ran down the left side of his face. But Sunny didn’t seem to see any of that—she saw past it somehow.

      He told himself then and there that he ought to back out—that looking into those warm brown eyes was dangerous. But somehow, he hadn’t been able to stop himself and now he was about to go on his fifth and final mission with the irritating, fascinating little Elite and there was no backing out.

      Just fucking hope she didn’t bring her self-pleasuring device on this trip! he thought to himself in irritation.

      Sunny had what he believed the human females called a “bildo”—a cylindrical, device shaped like a phallus that hummed and buzzed and vibrated which gave females extreme pleasure when it was applied to their sensitive areas. His Ward had one of these devices which she took with her everywhere.

      Greer could tell she was trying to be quiet when she used it. But even when they were in separate sleeping chambers, he could hear the buzzing of the bildo and the soft gasps and muffled cries as Sunny gave herself pleasure.

      It was almost more than he could fucking stand, lying there listening to her getting off and wishing that he was the one drawing those sweet sounds from her throat. He could just imagine kneeling between her deliciously thick thighs, licking her soft little pussy until she moaned his name, sucking her juices⁠—

      “Sucking out the poison from that bat bite really was quick thinking on your part, Greer,” Commander Sylvan said, drawing Greer back to the present.

      He cleared his throat, trying to rid his mind of the forbidden thoughts.

      “I only did was what necessary. The Goddess knows why that damn bat was attracted to Sunny—I mean Dr. Craythorn—in the first place. Trouble just seems to find her.”

      “Yes, it certainly does,” Commander Sylvan said dryly. “I hope this last mission the two of you go on will be accident free.”

      “I’ll do my best to make sure it is, Commander,” Greer told him.

      “I’m sure we’ll be fine,” Sunny said brightly. “The Thropp’ians are known to be a peaceful people.”

      Greer only grunted at that. Peaceful or not, if there was trouble anywhere in a fifty click radius, it would find Sunny.

      He must have been scowling at his own thoughts because Sunny nudged his arm playfully.

      “Oh Greer—don’t be so grumpy! I’m sure you won’t have to suck any bat venom out of me on Thropp’ic Sigma—I don’t think they even have any kind of animal like a bat there!”

      “Let’s hope not,” Greer growled and didn’t elaborate further. He was a male of few words—it was safer that way. Besides, if he really said what he was thinking, he was sure that sweet, innocent Sunny would be horrified.

      Because what he was thinking was how good her blood had tasted…and how he longed to taste it again. And the reason he was thinking such things was that, despite a bit of Giant Kindred blood far back in his ancestry which made him extra tall and strong and gave his skin a grayish hue—Greer was a Pitch Blood Kindred.

      The Pitch Blood Kindred were an aberration in the Kindred Family Tree. The Pitch Blood gene was a mutation of the regular Blood Kindred DNA which caused the males it affected to actually need to drink blood, like the mythical human monster called a “vampire.”

      Pitch Bloods were pitied and reviled on his home world of Tranq Prime—other Kindred males felt sorry for them. Instead of giving pleasure with their bite, as a regular Blood Kindred did, there was nothing but pain for a female when a Pitch Blood sank his fangs into her flesh. That was because a Pitch Blood Kindred couldn’t inject his Essence—the pale blue liquid secreted by all Blood Kindred’s fangs—when he was biting for blood.

      Only his Fated Mate would feel pleasure from a Pitch Blood’s bite. But the chances of finding the one female in all the universe who could find pleasure in his bite was so infinitesimally small, that Greer had given up on the idea completely. He had seen the fear in the eyes of the female his parents had tried to pair him with when he had come of age. The terror of his would-be bride had frozen his heart. He had refused the Joining and left his home world behind, hoping to find a place where people didn’t see him as a monster.

      Sunny doesn’t see you as a monster, whispered a little voice in his head. She’s the only female who doesn’t.

      Yes, but that was only because he hadn’t actually bitten her during the incident on Integra Centra. He had simply sucked the wound, getting rid of the bat’s venom to save her from being poisoned.

      But despite the bitterness of the venom, he had tasted the sweet, salty flavor of her blood under it…and that flavor had been instantly addictive. Which was too bad, since he was never going to taste any more of it, Greer told himself firmly. He would never hurt Sunny by biting her—or shock her by asking to bite her in the first place.

      Luckily, he didn’t need a vast amount of blood to survive—like most Pitch Bloods who hadn’t found their fated mate, he managed his need by going to paid donors. But the last time he had gone, his usual donor had been on vacation and he
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PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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