
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_a4217589868f81af78601c52a7c52e82_sV76tg_html_38836752.jpg]


[image: tmp_a4217589868f81af78601c52a7c52e82_sV76tg_html_449c17e4.png]

Published by EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING ® at Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2021 E.D. Parr

 


 


ISBN: 978-0-3695-0286-5

 


Cover Artist: Jay Aheer

 


Editor: CA Clauson

 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, and
places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual events, locales,
organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.

 



 


 


 


LOVE IN DANGER

 


 


E.D. Parr

 


Copyright © 2021

 


[image: tmp_a4217589868f81af78601c52a7c52e82_sV76tg_html_7ace8fdb.png]


Chapter One

 


Mara JaKobi’s eyes filled with tears as she
watched the last shuttle depart from Elfinndor for the space dock
and the ships her people were relying upon to take them away from
the terror unleashed on the planet by the horrifying invaders. Her
husband, Tor JaKobi, was on the mainland defending the human
population. Her brother Jaf and his husband Benjamin had left that
morning to join Tor. Mara held her baby son close. One of the abbey
monks put his arm around her shoulders.

“Come now, Mara. We’re taking refuge in the
underground city.”

She went with him. As she walked, she
thanked all the gods that the invaders had somehow missed seeing
the space dock. It was in shadow, cast by their closest moon at
that time. The people on the ships might be the only survivors of
this attack. The guiding council had decided to send out these arks
of their people as a precaution. The cruisers would travel to an
unoccupied planet, which the Star Force had discovered some
twin-moon cycles ago. Mara had seen pictures of the place. It
looked good—green and blue like Elfinndor did from space. It wasn’t
so far away that the people in the arks didn’t assume they might
never see the Old Island, Elfinndor again.

She queued silently to descend into the
underground city with the three thousand or so of her people unable
to fit in the cruiser class spaceships. Her parents were on the
shuttle. Guy and Jovan, silver-haired, elegant, and still beautiful
were among the last of her people to be born winged. Jaf, too, had
that honor. The two men had adopted her and Jaf. She had never
known their birth parents. They had perished on an ice planet
during an exploration visit by Star Force when Mara and Jaf were
only six months old. Jovan had been a commander in the force for
many moons. Now his expertise and knowledge would help guide the
ship to a safe haven beyond the twin-moons that orbited the
planet.

A monk showed Mara to a small room expertly
hewn from the granite with diamond tip tools by the ancients when
they’d first arrived on this planet.

Would they be safe in the underground city?
Everyone hoped so. Airshafts hidden from prying eyes among the
apple trees and vines ventilated the city. Food stored in the cool
storerooms couldn’t last more than six months. An underground
freshwater lake shimmered in the light generated by solar panels on
the greenhouse roofs where tomatoes still ripened. No one would
suspect the cables, disguised by vines and trailing flowers,
plunged into the underground city. Still, there was always the
chance these invaders could find them if they succeeded in
overwhelming Elfinndor’s warrior force.

Two monks rolled the circular door closed on
the city.

Mara perched on a wooden seat in her
quarters and cradled her son. She ached for Tor’s comforting
presence. She daren’t consider the possibility she might never see
him, or Jaf and Benjamin again. Cold rivers of fear crept over her.
Despite Jovan’s pleading, she’d stayed for Tor JaKobi, her husband,
and for her brother Jaf, for the hope they would prevail against
the shocking invasion.

****

On the mainland, across the aqua sea, Tor
JaKobi led an assault on the invaders. They were difficult to
injure or kill in their glittering, protective suits. He’d found a
small group of human men huddled in a storage building and
persuaded them to try and save their home. Now he wished he’d left
them cowering among the barrels and boxes. The invaders were
killing his squad and the humans easily. He gave his first officer
a look full of worried exasperation. They had little armor. They’d
lived in peace for centuries. This was an affront to their entire
life philosophy as much as a danger to their lives. Although they’d
trained and maintained a small army of warriors, they’d never been
in battle.

His communicator trilled in his ear. Jaf and
Benjamin had reached the shore and joined another group of fighters
ready for combat. Tor sighed. He sent a silent prayer to the gods
to keep the two young men safe. If he didn’t survive, Mara would
need her brother and his husband.

Ten days later Tor reluctantly accepted
defeat. He surrendered when offered a treaty by the elders, a group
of leaders from the invading horde. It was the only way to save the
remaining human population on the mainland from these invaders
whose daytime armor kept them invincible and whose swift and silent
nighttime skirmishes left corpses drained of blood in the
streets.

Tor signed the papers detailing the
conditions of occupation. Without their armor, sitting around a
large polished table in one of the rooms of a building they’d taken
over, this group of invaders appeared human. They exuded a strange
charm, but it didn’t fool Tor. They offered refreshments stolen
from the humans they’d killed as if they’d grown the grapes and
apricots to make the wine. Tor tried to keep his disgust and anger
under control. He seethed inwardly. He choked down the protests
that rose in his throat as he read the demands from the Zangnuit
elders. He wondered how he could face his people on Elfinndor and
tell them what he’d agreed to.

As the remaining warriors traveled across
the aqua sea, Tor JaKobi stood on the deck of the ferry alone
staring out at the strange, burnt orange light that descended over
the mainland. Jaf and Benjamin ran to him and hugged him close. The
comfort of the two men’s arms around him broke his composure and
tears tracked down his face.

 



Chapter Two

 


Centuries passed with no word from the arks
and Elfinndor became a shadow of its former glory.

Corin JaKobi watched from a doorway with
resignation on his strikingly beautiful face as the two men fought,
the clash of metal ringing in the crisp night air. He’d followed
Zeb Farrell for the last half hour, as the notorious hunter wreaked
havoc in the nightclubs and bars across the Entertainment
Sector.

Zeb tracked a particular quarry of his own,
and having found it, launched into a fierce attack.

This would be Zeb’s last fight and so Corin
let him be as he battled with the being whose physical strength now
matched Zeb’s.

Corin had seen this Fallen one consume
enough blood in the Red Bars along his route to fill out his
original pale, thin form, and now he laughed aloud finding a voice,
taunting the hunter.

“Join me. Throw down your weapon and
accompany me on hours of delight. You have no idea what you’re
missing.”

The hunter’s grim smile in answer
accompanied a harsh, “Not a chance.”

Corin didn’t doubt Zeb would dispatch the
Fallen one, but then he had the miserable task of banishing
Zeb.

Once upon a distant time, he and Zeb were
close—lovers, in fact, but that was long past, and orders were
orders even if they were hard to carry out. The order to transport
Zeb off world hadn’t come as a surprise, but Zeb’s period of
indiscriminate killing throughout the seven sectors had.

The air near Corin stirred and he cast a
swift glance at the beautiful man who’d joined him in a shimmer of
movement.

“I didn’t expect you’d follow me
tonight.”

Marcus’s breath caressed his ear. “Huh, and
miss seeing you banish Zeb? Not likely.”

“It’s not a game. I wish it wasn’t my job
this time.” Corin’s voice cracked with emotion.

“I’m sorry, my love.” Marcus’s expression
held tenderness.

Corin looked away. His task would be doubly
hard with Marcus watching.

A few steps away, Zeb Farell’s sword flashed
in a sudden cross of light from the twin moons, appearing low on
the horizon as banks of clouds scudded away, and the Fallen fell to
his knees as Zeb’s blow cut him deep.

The Fallen one, vulnerable to death despite
his newly muscled form, made no sound, only the clatter of his
weapon on the cobbles as he dropped it.

Zeb raised a foot and kicked the kneeling
being in the chest revealing the extent of his blow.

Bright scarlet blood gushed from the body as
the shoulders separated from the chest and toppled onto the street.
The rest of the body prostrate on the cobbles, Zeb bent and closed
the open eyes on the Fallen one’s face, the once silver gaze now a
flat gray. Zeb stood and in a sudden movement spun toward
Corin.

“I know you’re there, my lost love, and
ready to do the task set you.”

Corin stepped into the moonlight, his sword
raised as he expected a fight from Zeb. His heart lurched when Zeb
gently smiled.

“Corin, I can’t fight you.”
Zeb threw his weapon down.

With a heavy sigh, Corin sheathed his sword.
“By order of the elders, you, Zeb Farrell, are banished from this
planet indefinitely.” He took the portalphone from his belt and
aimed it at Zeb.

“Wait. Kiss me goodbye,
please.” Zeb held up one hand, the other he placed over his
heart.

Corin’s breath caught. “I’m forbidden
to.”

His former lover’s eyes filled with pain.
“No one will know.”

“I will … what happened? Why’d you go
rogue? What pushed you to this?” Corin’s own pain echoed in his
tone, and he waved his hands around in confusion.

“I grew tired of the elders’ rules—no
questions, blind obedience. I missed you. I … it doesn’t
matter that I leave here. I think that one day you’ll feel the
same. Please let me feel your lips on mine one last
time.”

Corin took the step and closed the gap
between them. He grabbed Zeb around the head and kissed him. The
kiss lasted longer than he intended. Feelings Corin had pushed to
the bottom of his heart rose in a tide of remembrance and flooded
his body with tenderness. Horrified, he pushed Zeb away, aimed, and
clicked the button on the portalphone. Through the aura of white
light cast as the portal took him away, Zeb’s loving smile tore at
his heart. Corin closed his eyes, but he knew he’d see Zeb in his
dreams forever as his old lover raised a hand in farewell.

He bent his head when scalding tears rushed
from his eyes and traced a path down his cool skin. To hide them,
he scooped up Zeb’s sword, before he turned to Marcus who joined
him silently.

Marcus placed his hand softly on Corin’s
arm.

He knew it was a gesture of support, but all
the same, Corin shook it off.

“I need to report the corpse.” He pressed
the communicator lodged in his ear. “JaKobi. The mission is
complete, but there’s a bloody mess in Sector Five. Send a cleaning
unit ASAP. I’ll wait here in case the red stuff attracts
undesirable behavior.”

No one had ventured into the street where
the fight took place. Most inhabitants knew better than to be
around when hunters swooped on their quarry, but if Corin and
Marcus left the scene, anything could happen.

The tears he’d shed dampened the scarf
around his neck and he tugged it away from his skin not wanting to
acknowledge the emotions that had produced them.

Marcus whispered. “I’m sorry. You still
cared for him.”

Corin’s reply was bitter to his own ears.
“Zeb broke my trust and my heart.” He sighed. “Also, there aren’t
many of us, five hunter pairs—maybe a thousand or so of our people
left on Elfinndor, if that. It’s a shame to lose anyone.”

“He’s turned bad. He hurt you. Try to forget
him now.”

Corin didn’t answer.

The cleaning unit showed up. Corin nodded a
greeting to the team leader then gave Marcus a look that meant they
were leaving. He unleashed his wings and soared into the bleak
sky.


Chapter Three

 


The two hunters dropped onto the roof of
their dwelling.

Corin pressed his thumb to the lock that
opened the huge doors as the recognition software verified his
print, and they went into the anteroom.

Marcus took the few steps to be close to
Corin. “It doesn’t matter that you still care for Zeb. I don’t
mind. I love you. Nothing will change that. I wish you’d told me. I
might not have been so flippant earlier when I caught up to you.”
His heart ached for Corin, the only man he’d ever loved. He
flattened his palm against the panel on the wall that would close
the roof doors behind them, and then turned to Corin again.

Corin gazed at him for silent moments. Then
he slid his hand along Marcus’s face in a gentle caress. “Not to
worry. You’re still in training and understandably excited.”

A frown sprang between Marcus’s eyes. He’d
hoped Corin would open up and share more about his history with
Zeb, or maybe even return the words of affection. It was true
nothing would quench his love for the hunter, but there were times
when he knew Corin hid things from him. He threw an idea to Corin.
“I would have shared you with him. I would have loved him, too, for
you, so that we could all be together, if that had ever been
possible—” He stopped talking. A flare of unreadable emotion in
Corin’s eyes gave him a shiver down his back.

“Don’t talk like that. I care for you. It’s
just that … it’s just…”

“You still love him.” Marcus couldn’t
help the words that tumbled from his mouth. He looked into Corin’s
deep blue eyes and wished Corin would say the words, just say them,
‘I still love Zeb, but I love you, too.’ Marcus reached out and
unclipped the belts that kept the massive mech-wings in place on
Corin’s body. “Let me help you with all this.” He waved his hand
around indicating Corin’s armor and the weapons strapped to the
hunter.

Corin’s fatigued sigh told Marcus he’d
accept the help. Marcus lowered the power pack from the elite
hunter’s body and started on the weapons—twin blades strapped to
Corin’s hips, a short but lethal dirk from the holder between his
shoulder blades—then the folded wings, and from the crisscross
holsters on Corin’s chest, the deadly laser guns.

Corin grinned at Marcus, his first show of a
lighter emotion that night. “You’re wrong about what I feel
for Zeb and there’s a knife down the left boot and a laser
stick down the right.”

Marcus raised his eyebrows in surprise. “How
many weapons do you need?” It wasn’t a real question, more a
statement of his amusement at the horde. He moved to take the
portalphone from the pouch sewn into Corin’s Kevlar jerkin, and
considered what Corin had said about his feelings for Zeb.
Should I press him for clarity?

Corin stopped him with a hand over his own.
“Leave that.”

Marcus nodded. “Of course.” He didn’t have
clearance to carry one yet. The move also effectively chased away
his thought.

The older hunter strode away from him along
the corridor to the spacious rooms where they lived.

“Thank you, Marcus. I’ll be in the bathing
room.”

Marcus’s heart pounded. The thought of being
with Corin naked never failed to give him a strange lurch in his
stomach and tingles everywhere. He’d have a huge erect dick by the
time he joined Corin. Marcus removed his own wings and power pack.
He dispensed with his weapons and armor as quickly as he could. He
pulled off his jerkin as he raced to the bedchamber, where he
placed his leather pants and special undergarments that kept the
hunters free of sweat in sustained battles on hangers in his
armoire.

He saw Corin’s clothes piled outside the
hunter’s closet and smiled. As he entered the bathing room, the
relaxing splish-splash of water reached him. He walked to the edge
of the huge sunken bath with his hard cock bobbing against his
stomach muscles.

Corin’s blue gaze raked him from head to
toe.

A surge of desire lifted his balls, but he
knew Corin wouldn’t fuck him in the bath. He’d wait until they were
in the bed they shared where he could use protection. Corin was old
school. He’d told Marcus in a gentle voice, referring to the strong
but wonderfully sensitive cock-sheaths and lube he used, ‘this will
keep your skin and whatever inside free from scratches and stuff.’
Marcus hadn’t been able to ascertain what ‘stuff’ was, but he loved
Corin and if that’s what his loved one wanted, fair enough.

He went down the few steps and as the water
reached his waist, he lay back and floated. Above him, the night
sky had darkened as the moons fell away below the horizons. Stars
glistened in the blackness that would last for a couple of hours
before dawn sped over the continent in its rapid way. Marcus stared
through the tempered glass at the distant glittering planets.
“Corin, have you ever wondered what it would be like to live on one
of the other home worlds?”

Corin glided toward him leaving a wake of
ripples in the pale green water. He bent and kissed Marcus with wet
lips. “Like the ones in the legend?”

Marcus closed his eyes with pleasure at the
feel of Corin’s mouth soft on his, then he brought his feet to the
tiles and stood. “Well, not the banishment planet. Do you know what
awaited Zeb?”

He stood in the deeper warm water chest to
chest with Corin and gazed into the blue depths of his loved one’s
eyes.

Corin heaved a sigh
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