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  Kalv: Are You Crippled with Lust for Me?


“Fated… mates?” I repeated the words I thought I’d heard, but the damned female kept distracting me with her maddening habit of swinging our shackled-together hands as she looked around us, wide-eyed and delighted, while we walked. “What could that possibly mean?” I asked, staring at her in confusion. Humans… so fucking weird.
Her hazel eyes sparkled, and she gave me the crooked smile that I was beginning to understand meant she wasn’t entirely serious. “You know, two people fated to have one perfect partner in the entire universe. A soulmate. When they meet, they are nearly incapacitated with lust and quickly fall madly in love with each other, remaining that way until they die.”
I eyed her suspiciously, “Are you crippled with lust for me?” If so, she’d be the first.
She looked at me and tried hard, but failed, to suppress a laugh. “I can still walk.”
No surprise there. I raised my brow, “Does this fated thing happen with humans?”
She smirked, “No.”
“But your stories record this happening between human females and other species across the galaxy?”
“It’s not history, it’s fiction. Speculative fiction. Humans write fictional stories about finding fated mates among aliens. On Earth, we don’t even realize that there are other inhabited planets in the universe, so our alien-focused fiction plays it pretty fast and loose.”
“Why? Why would fate place your soulmate across the galaxy, on another planet? How would you be expected to find each other? And for that matter, why would fate mate you to a different species? Most of them can’t reproduce with each other. This concept makes no sense to me, at all.”
She snorted out laughter and clutched herself in the middle with her free arm.
Since I had no idea what she kept finding so funny, I persisted, “Why not stories about finding them among human males?”
She thought about this, “Well, I guess for one thing, humans don’t have fated mates or even mates for life. That is, unless we choose to spend our lives with one person and put in the hard work over the years to make sure the relationship stays good. I don’t think our species has really evolved for monogamy, even though our society did… kinda. But human females fantasize about males who are permanently monogamous and totally bonded and committed to them for life. Probably because we don’t have those conditions on Earth.”
“We don’t have them on Preld, either.”
She went quiet for a moment as we navigated some fallen trees in this dense section of the yellow, purple, and pink forest under a purple sky. She even stopped swinging our shackled hands, for which I was immensely grateful. That allowed me to take both of her hands and assist as she carefully balanced over the deadfall, something I was surprised to realize I had begun to do automatically over the course of this first day of travel together. I had never taken the lead, not in any context, with a female before.
She smiled back at me, “Thanks, Kalv.”
I simply nodded because… well, because I had forgotten her name. Gods be damned, I was so fucking bad with names. And females. But I hitched the pack up high on my back and decided to worry about it later. 
As we started walking again, she said, “So your planet—Preld, your people… I’m sorry, what are your people called?”
“Tarkazians.”
“So,” She asked, looking sideways at me, “Tarkazian females want commitment and monogamy, too, while Tarkazian males want to enjoy the company of as many females as possible?”
Now I snorted, “No, the other way around.”






  
  Anna: The Sexiest Male I’d Ever Seen


I had started talking right away when we came to, after the message, because Kalv’s sheer alien attractiveness made me nervous. He was probably the sexiest male I’d ever seen, and definitely the sexiest I’d ever been near, even with his pink and purple coloration. 
Now, as I tried to make sense of what he had just told me, I could still feel the lingering warmth of his big hand on mine and kept glancing at his profile, the familiar humanoid shape turned alien only by his coloration. As with the planet: a pink, purple, and yellow forest under a purple sky. 
But I’ve always known that the universe had a perverse sense of humor and pairing me and my lackluster allure with this purple Tarkazian sex god was just its latest joke at my expense.
Good one, asshole, I thought.
After we understood and discussed our circumstances, I immediately started thinking about all the alien romance genre books I had surreptitiously read and instantly thought about fated mates. I’m not sure why I had uttered that phrase aloud, though, and had to scramble when he picked it up. 
Kalv returned to the original topic, breaking into my thoughts, and said, “I’m not even aware of many species who feel attraction outside their own, with the obvious exception of Sillarese and, apparently, humans. It’s like a zogfar being attracted to a palk. Evolution and the reproductive imperative just don’t work that way.”
Smart and sexy? Damn. I guessed that zogfars and palks could be replaced with just about any two improbable animal pairs from Earth. Lions and sugar gliders? Giraffes and ostriches? Hell, why even be exotic? Just use cats and dogs. 
“But,” I countered, “you look just like a human male, except for your colors.” And otherworldly sexiness, I added mentally.
So much for my daydream about this stunning alien male being fated to me for the rest of his days. Or even to kill some time in the evenings with some hot, interspecies fucking. It’s too bad, too, at least in the case of the fucking, because it could have made these shackles a whole lot more interesting.
But it seemed like my desirability here on… what was it, Koonion?... was going to be about as limited as it was on Earth. And I hadn’t even had a chance yet to turn him off with my personality, which was always the final nail in my romantic coffin at home. And was I going to cry about it? No. Physical attractiveness and my resulting lust were not even remotely near the top of my list of requirements for a romantic partner, anyway. 
Topic closed.
Although… my mind persisted on that closed topic, he had the physical attractiveness locked in, with the added bonus of sporting the same coloration as my favorite ‘My Little Pony’ from childhood: lavender skin with cotton candy-pink hair. Said hair was precisely cut into a side-sweeping, casually messy, metrosexual-type ‘do. 
No, seriously.
Kalv was humanoid, with the same type of facial features as me, including hair on top of his head, eyebrows, and eyelashes, with just a little hint of classic human male-patterned facial hair scruff having formed. All pink… I think I mentioned. The only obvious difference I had noticed was the fact that he had longer top and bottom canine teeth, which only served to make the jerk even sexier. Body-wise, the same: humanoid.
There truly wasn’t enough pink and purple in the world that could detract from the vision of pure masculinity that was Kalv’s body. He stood maybe eight inches taller than me and was cut in every way that a male can be, down to the vee of muscles that slid under the waistband of his low-slung, tight pants (he had taken his long-sleeved shirt off and tied it around his left forearm, above the shackle, as we walked, the asshole). Below the waistband, I could see his muscular thighs pressing against the tight fabric of his pants, and it didn’t look like his pants had any more slack to give in the area of his crotch. His, I can only assume, ‘rock hard,’ calves were encased in leather boots that came up to his knee. 
I swear, all it took was one split-second glance at him to suck the moisture out of my mouth and change both my heart and respiration rates. He looked like he spent a minimum of four hours per day in the gym.
I guess he had caught me staring at him, open-mouthed and slack-jawed, because he had scrubbed a hand over the pink scruff on his face and said, “I, um, spend a few hours per day in the gym.”
I had swallowed hard, nodded, then turned to face forward and remind myself how to blink. Had I really just seen that? Were his fingernails... manicured? 






  
  Kalv: Here’s the Deal


I looked at… my companion and wondered why she seemed so unsettled by me every time I caught her staring. Her eyes automatically flicked back to me every time she thought I wasn’t looking, her expression shifting between fascination and embarrassment. 
Finally, I asked, “If it’s the case that Earth females are like Tarkazian males, why haven’t you put more effort into your appearance in order to attract a mate like I have?”
She wasn’t ugly, but there was obviously a lot more she could have done to appear more attractive. Her brownish-reddish colored hair could have been styled instead of left in the shaggy, flippy mess that framed her heart-shaped face and fell to her shoulders. Her tight, black short-sleeved shirt—with some sort of prism motif on it—hugged her medium-sized breasts well but was firmly in the category of function over form. She wore snug, worn pants in a very faded, courser fabric that seemed to have once been blue, and some kind of green fabric shoe with white laces. Her hazel eyes were striking but could have been made more so with cosmetics.
But she was smaller than me, which made her… enticing. Made me imagine being bigger than a female, being able to… dominate her.
Thinking this, but playing back my words to her, I winced. Surely, I could have come up with a more tactful way to say that? I’d never talk to a Tarkazian female this way. On the other hand, this wasn’t Preld, so there weren’t any regulations to comply with regarding my subservience or level of deference. 
I could talk to her any way I fucking wanted, I realized in wonder.
But to my amazement, she just smiled and said, “Because I don’t want to be with anyone to whom any of that matters. Do you enjoy being judged by your appearance only? I know I’m making some pretty big inferences about your society based on what you’ve said… and your haircut, clothes, physique, and manicure.”
I… what? Hmph. I glared, “My appearance is the only possible way I might attract a mate, since my personality won’t do it.”
Even though I was annoyed, just under that I felt surprised by her lack of defensiveness, her honesty. Her almost confidence, like she didn’t need any validation from me.
Her head whipped around, and she stared at me, smiling, “Now I think we’ve finally found something we have in common!”

      [image: ]She had woken up before me in the yellow forest where we came to and had moved as far away from me as the shackle would allow her, then curled in on herself. That’s the vision I had seen when I first opened my eyes, a human female shackled to my left arm. She was just a pair of unblinking eyes over her knees—eyes I didn’t think could get any bigger but proved me wrong by widening as I sat up. Although, she didn’t seem truly scared, just… watchful.
I had held up my left arm and indicated the chain linking us, then asked, “Do you know anything about this? Where we are or why we’re bound to each other?”
She shook her head and remained hidden behind her knees from the eyes down but finally pointed at two packs that had presumably been left for us, then pointed at a blinking light on the top of my left hand. It was a disposable holographic message recording sticker.
I pushed the button and an image projected between us of a big, bare-chested Sillarese male sitting in a comfortable chair with a seemingly human female on his lap. They sported a matching array of hoop earrings in both ears, her ears round and his pointed on both ends. She looked considerably different than… my companion, with a wide strip of hair braided close to her scalp before falling into a hanging braid in the back and the rest shorn short.
The human female smiled and started talking, “Hi! I’m Roxy and I’m human. This is my mate, Torn, and he’s Sillarese. Give them a wave, colonel. I hope you found this message before either of you freaked out too badly.”
She paused, thinking for a moment, and the Sillarese male continued looking at her adoringly until she continued:
“Here’s the deal: you’ve been abducted, trafficked, and sold to an asshole named Baron Veet. You’re on the planet Koonion. We have some help on the inside getting people free and getting them to us and safety. If we hadn’t, you’d be having a much more unpleasant experience than anything you might be facing now, as an unwilling participant in the Baron’s annual orgy.”
I glanced at my companion to see her reaction and noted that her eyes had widened to the point of absurdity.
“I’m speaking only to the human female now: there is no way back to Earth, even if you make it here, to us. You need to come to terms with that now. The rest of your life will be spent away from Earth. I hope that’s not too much of a sucker punch. 
“To the male, we won’t know what your species is until we meet you, but if you’re any kind of species that enjoys hurting females, know this: hurt her, and I’ll break every bone in your body before my mate eats you alive, starting from the feet. Except your cock, which I’ll slice off, cook, and enjoy myself. Understood?”
I shuddered but also recognized the bluff. Sillarese didn’t eat living, sapient species. I wasn’t even sure they ate anything raw. The female, on the other hand, might not be bluffing. She didn’t look like she was. I worked hard to reject the image of my cock in a frying pan.
The female clapped her hands and smiled, “But I’m just going to assume you’re a good guy for now, alright? Now, you need to get a certain distance past the ship surveillance radius of the Baron’s compound before we can come pick you up. This recording sticker? It’s doing double duty. In addition to this message, it’s an indicator for whether you are inside the radius or outside. If it’s red, you’re still inside. Once you cross over, it will turn green. We’ll also use it find you, so I guess that means it’s doing triple duty. In any case, it would be best if you peeled it off your hand and put it on something within your pack. It’s not likely that you’ll ever reach safety without it.
“At a decent walking pace, moving toward the rising sun, it should take you about five days to get out of the surveillance zone. You’ve been provided with five days of rations and water—more would have been too heavy. You also each have a sleeping bag that will protect you from cold and wet. If you get sick of dealing with the shackles across the bags at night, they can be fastened together into a single big bag. 
She turned to the Sillarese male and laid a hand on his shoulder, “What am I forgetting, colonel?”
He turned away from the female, toward the recording device, and spoke for the first time, rumbling in a deep voice, “Hmm. Well, there’s no fauna on Koonion, so you don’t need to worry about predators or venomous things. But there are occasionally visits from pirates and raiders, so watch the skies and keep your ears open. Rox and I did the same trek you’re doing last year, and we ran into a group of three Olferian raiders.” 
He rumbled a laugh, “It’s their ship we’ll be picking you up in, so you don’t need to worry about that specific group, at least, thanks to my mate. Also, there might be patrols within the surveillance radius, so listen for them rattling about and hide if you hear them. The Baroness said she’d buy you at least four days’ head start, so you shouldn’t have to worry about search parties before then.”
He looked back to the female, lovingly, “I think that’s it.”
The female smiled, “Great, well then, good luck and we hope to see you soon.” She hovered a finger over a button that would presumably end the recording, then hurriedly said, “Oh, and try the mushrooms.”
“Ro—” was the last sound on the recording, an exclamation of, ostensibly, his mate’s name from the big Sillarese.
The human female shackled to me muttered something that sounded like, “Hope this isn’t waiting for ga-doh,” then lifted her face to me as the hologram winked out, and asked, “How can I understand you
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