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      This is a quick introduction to every pairing and the content explored in each chapter. Please read with care by consulting the content information before diving in! Happy reading!

      1. IF THE STARS ALIGN

      Characters: Skye and Fin, cis M/trans X pairing

      primal play, exhibitionism, light blood play, bit of breath play, sex in unusual places

      2. FEVERISH DESIRE

      Characters: Brook and Captain Fog, cis M/trans M pairing

      dub-con to enthusiastic con, begging, power imbalance (kind of), very brief cum play, Brook has a fever

      3. COLD RETRIBUTION

      A continuation of Feverish Desire. Aftercare.

      4. SEA OF SECRETS

      Character: Ramona, cis female

      teratophilia, tentacles, size difference, double penetration, bondage (kind of), ovipositor (eggs), sensory deprivation actually, dub con if you squint

      5. SEASONAL CHECK UP

      Characters: Aleksandra and Drake, cis M/F pairing

      bondage, vampires, medical kink, drugged sex, dub con, cnc

      6. PUMPKIN SURPRISE

      Characters: Maeve and Galen (from How Not to Date a Demon), cis M/F pairing

      femdom, daddy kink, praise, dirty talk, sex pollen, fisting-adjacent, desperate asf

      7. SEASONAL REMINDER

      Characters: Nolan and Reid (from How Not to Date a Griffin), cis M/M pairing

      cockwarming, edging, orgasm denial, light objectification, slice of life, bickering

      8. SEASONAL AFFLICTION

      Characters: Xander and Milo (from How Not to Date a Dragon) cis M/trans X pairing

      breeding, monsters, dirty talk, light somno, cum play

      9. PUMPKIN PREDICAMENT

      Characters: Jack, Eli, Beckett, Raj (from Knot That Serious), cis MMFMM pairing

      pack life, omegaverse, pegging, knotting, ‘stuck’, free use adjacent
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      Skye didn’t think it would go on this long.

      He sipped the lukewarm ale and grimaced, staring out at the tavern and wishing he was anywhere but there.

      Maybe not anywhere. But somewhere. A very specific location he wasn’t allowed to return to.

      Not yet, anyway.

      He had a point to prove and he was nothing if not stubborn.

      Then again… so was his former captain.

      Skye finished his drink and watched the patrons get rowdy. He decided against another for himself, because despite his boredom, his ship was leaving out early the next morning. He wanted to be one of the ones who could stand upright.

      After that? Who knew where he’d end up next.

      The moon was big, bright, and setting the entire dirt road alight as he stepped out of the doorway. He wasn’t very far inland, and it would take no time at all to reach the ship once more.

      He looked out toward the harbor, the moored ships appearing as nothing more than shadows on the water. He felt like a shadow sometimes, too. Or at least, he used to.

      Now he just… wanted. Sometimes he ached with it.

      A rowdy laugh echoed out the door of the tavern and it shook Skye out of his melancholy stare. His booted steps were silent as he made his way through the street. The townspeople were less silent, pirates and the like causing trouble as he passed by them.

      “She’s a big one,” someone muttered.

      “Biggest damn ship out there, I think,” another returned.

      The conversation wasn’t momentous. In fact, it shouldn’t have even given Skye pause. And yet it did, his heart lurching. His steps slowed as he listened to the pair of drunken men stumble down the street.

      “D’you see that flag?”

      “S’why we’re walking in the opposite direction, mate,” he slurred.

      There were only a handful of flags who struck fear into the hearts of sailors.

      Skye used to sail beneath one.

      His gaze returned to the harbor with more intention, searching for a familiar ship.

      It was doubtful they’d tracked him here, so he only felt a tiny bit of trepidation as he continued his walk, sticking to the shadows and lurking behind larger groups to hide himself.

      Eventually the market came into view, and then the sand of the beach and the pier.

      None of the ships looked the least bit familiar, aside from the one he’d arrived on. No flags struck fear into his heart at the sight, so he—paused.

      There, on the beach, on the other side of the pier, gathered around a fire was a crew. They were loud, their voices carrying across the sand and out into the waters. Most of them were seated on the sand, laughing and shouting gleefully as they passed around bottles of rum.

      Only one figure was standing tall above them, and only because they were sitting on a large wooden crate, legs swinging off the side.

      It struck him because the figure wasn’t facing the fire.

      It was facing Skye.

      With the fire at the figure’s back, their face was in shadow, but Skye recognized those shoulders, those crossed legs.

      As he stared, the figure hopped off the box, feet landing silently in the sand. At their hip, a sword on one side, a gun on the other. And from experience, Skye knew beneath those clothes hugging that slim frame, that worn captain’s coat, sat countless weapons hidden from his gaze.

      So Skye did what he’d been doing every day for the past three months.

      He ran.

      He spun on his heel, and cut through the stalls of packing vendors, slipping into the foliage at the edge of the beach. The trees blocked the moonlight, making it hard as hell to see in front of his own two feet. And still, it was easier than running in sand, so he managed not to trip or fall as he tried to lose himself in the forest.

      What were they doing here? There’s no way they’d tracked him here, how would they? Skye hadn’t even known where his ship was heading when he’d left the last port behind.

      Somehow they’d found him.

      The trees were skinny, so there was no use attempting to hide behind one.

      He could go for speed or stealth, but not both, not in this terrain. They were too close for comfort. He craved distance, so he bumbled through the woods at top speed, uncaring if he cracked sticks or made the leaves hiss.

      A curse slipped out of him as he knocked his shoulder against a tree in his haste. He slid over the hump of a fallen log and glanced behind him.

      Fortunately, the plants were already blocking his vision, knew that meant the other person couldn’t see him either. And yet he still felt as if someone’s gaze was on him.

      His skin broke out in chills, and he pushed off the log, grabbing onto the trees he could reach as he began to march up the incline.

      If he went too far too fast, the other person was likely to see him on the hill. Did he hide and take his chances on even ground, or keep on?

      Behind him, the leaves whispered of another’s presence.

      His pulse raced, adrenaline making his breath come short. He leaned against a tree trunk, glanced from side to side, his heartbeat like thunder in his ears.

      “This is fine,” a voice called out. “I’ve always wanted to go on a hiking date.”

      Unable to stand the thought of sitting still, he pressed on.

      And so did his follower. He heard a few curses, felt his lips twitch in response, and spied a break in the trees, the moon cutting through like a spotlight. Skye made sure to stick to the bushes, sweat slicking his skin as he made it to the top of the incline, hiding in the shadows, beneath fronds.

      He’d expected more forest, and instead he got a flat expanse of tall, dancing grass for about three yards. To his right the trees continued, but thinned out with the terrain, wisped right up to a sharp cliff’s edge. He trekked to see where it led, and he found himself staring at the roof of the tavern he’d left not hours ago. It was even rowdier, the voices of the drunken crowd reaching him easily.

      There was nowhere to go.

      Skye sank down against a tree’s base, hidden beneath the bushes with a view of the incline.

      His hands tremored as the foliage shook and shimmered with another’s arrival. They stepped right into the shard of moonlight, suddenly alit, and Skye swallowed a gasp. Their figure struck more than fear into him, and he ignored the twitch of his cock.

      “Well, isn’t this romantic,” they said, their raspy voice sharp and carrying across the small clearing, vying for his attention with the sounds of revelry below. “D’you light the moon up just for me?”

      With silence as their answer, they trailed lazily through the grass, stopping just back from the cliff’s edge.

      Skye studied their back while it was turned, their usually long braid no longer loose and flowing, instead sheared off just below their shoulders. The breeze blew it around their face.

      Skye wished he could see their expression.

      “I know you didn’t jump,” they bit out. “So you might as well come out.”

      Skye supposed he could crawl on hands and knees beneath the bushes, try not to rustle anything and attempt to escape the way he’d come without them seeing. He’d need luck he’d never possessed to pull it off.

      But not even this creature would get Skye to crawl from them.

      With a breath for fortitude, he stood, making his way to the edge of the clearing.

      He knew the moment they felt him, their shoulders relaxing, melting into a semblance of relief just before they turned to him.

      Their tall, slim figure was dashing as always. He’d never wanted to fall at their feet more.

      Three months.

      “That’s how long this has gone on,” they said, and it was only then he realized their words had echoed his own thoughts.

      “Are you done running?” they asked.

      Skye let a smile play along his lips. “I didn’t see your ship in the harbor.”

      The pause was telling, and they cocked their head at him.

      “Right,” they drawled. “I forgot. It’s been so long you don’t even know about the fleet.”

      Fleet, he thought with no small amount of awe, watching them stalk him like prey across the clearing.

      He really had no where to go, aside from the cliff, and well.

      Not even he was willing to take the game that far.

      “You’ve been busy,” he remarked.

      “More like bored,” they corrected. The unsaid words hung between them. Without you.

      Skye lifted his head. “Seems like you’re finding success without me. Don’t even need me.”

      After so many months, Skye couldn’t even remember for certain what their fight had been about, wasn’t even sure he believed the words as they left his lips. All he remembered of that night was indignation, hurt, and a vague sense of dread.

      “You’re right. I don’t need you,” they called out.

      Skye pretended like their gaze wasn’t flaying him alive, sharper than any weapon.

      “But I want you. And this game’s gone on long enough.”

      They waved a hand at the moon behind them, the stars twinkling down at them as if in laughter. “I don’t think the stars can get any more aligned than this, don’t you agree?”

      Skye had said that, hadn’t he? In the heat of the moment. When his ego had been too fragile in the face of Fin’s prowess, and he’d professed he wanted to try his own luck.

      If the stars align, we’ll find each other again, and we’ll know it’s right. But until then…

      Fin had always created their own luck, and they’d be damned if they were going to let some lights in the sky determine their fate.

      So they’d hunted Skye. From ship to ship, from isle to isle. Port to port.

      Skye was good at running. It might be the only thing he’s good at.

      But Skye didn’t think he wanted to run anymore.

      “Did you find yourself?” they mocked, and stepped closer. Skye didn’t step back. “Because I did,” they practically growled. “And I’m not letting you go this time.”

      Skye knew Fin meant it, and something in his chest loosened.

      “You still want me back, then?” he questioned. As if something might have changed in his absence. As if they might have realized maybe being a fearsome pirate captain was easier without a useless mate tagging along.

      His query gave Fin pause. The breeze blew, obscuring their face with dark strands of their wild hair for a moment. When it died down, their eyes were as bright as the stars and just as scary.

      They were across the clearing in seconds. Skye still didn’t move. Not as they stopped before him. Not as they drew a sword, tucked it beneath his chin. The bite of steel was cold, but not as cold as his bed had been these past months.

      “I never wanted you to leave,” they said tightly. He realized their eyes were shimmering because they were wet. “Are you planning to again?”

      The blade bit into his skin, and when the breeze blew, it chilled the slow drop of blood against the surface of his throat.

      It was a threat. A promise.

      It was a plea.

      “Would you chase me?” he asked, voice dropping to a whisper because he suddenly didn’t know if he had a voice at all.

      Their expression crumpled, and his right hand twitched, itching to reach forward and smooth the line between their brows.

      Fin’s teeth were clenched together in a tight line as they bit out, “Always.”

      The cavern in Skye’s chest swelled until he couldn’t breathe. He leaned into the bite of the blade. “Come and get me then,” he said.

      With a growl, Fin ripped away the sword and dropped it to the grass. Then their fists were in Skye’s shirt and the fabric of it was cutting into the back of his neck but their lips were also crushed to his so he didn’t really care. The kiss was hard even as their lips were soft, brushing against his as if they were ravenous.

      Finally, every cell in his body shrieked as he swayed into them, his hands drawing up to cup their waist.

      But as soon as he made contact, Fin grunted, and something knocked into Skye’s ankles.

      Their hands pressed into his chest and he went over easily, landing in the tall grass hard enough to knock the breath out of his lungs. Fin followed him to the ground, straddling his waist.

      It felt so good to have their weight against him again, he reached up to⁠—

      They grabbed his hands, forced them down on either side of his head.

      “You think you get to touch me?” they asked, breath skating across his lips.

      Their pupils were wide as the moon behind their head.

      “I had hoped so,” he said honestly. “It’s been so long, after all.”

      “And whose fault is that?” they bit out, nipping at his bottom lip. It stung. So did the wound at his throat, still sluggishly bleeding, cool against his skin.

      “Mine,” he answered. “It’s mine.”

      They hovered above him. “Did you find what you were looking for? Really?”

      No. Because he’d left it behind, stupidly. Fin was his destination all along.

      “I have now,” he said, gaze flicking between their eyes. They weren’t wet anymore, they were fierce and narrowed at him, glaring. Studying.

      “I won’t let you leave again,” they promised.

      He saw his death in their eyes and knew he’d rather it be at their side than anywhere else.

      “I won’t leave again,” he vowed.

      Their nails dug into his wrists, before picking them up and slamming his hands to the ground, an emphasis.

      He kept them there as they pulled away, shimmying down his body.

      Arousal spun through him so quick it left him dizzy, and he watched the stars spin for a moment before he realized he’d rather watch Fin.

      Their deft, ring clad fingers made quick work of his trousers, the metal cold against his skin.

      “Excited to see me?” Fin asked as they freed him, the bite of cold air enough to make him shiver before their touch chased it away, stroking him slowly.

      “You’ve no idea,” he moaned.

      “Oh, I think I do, you asshole,” they murmured. They sat up, an imposing figure that Skye stared up at, worshiped.

      “If I wasn’t already on my back, I’d be on my knees.”

      He could tell the words threw them, they’d been expecting more of a fight.

      Skye was done fighting.

      He shouldn’t have ever left. He’d been a coward, afraid of the emotions that swelled larger than any wave, and just as deadly.

      “You can’t sweet talk me,” Fin retorted, thumbed open their own trousers and shucked them down as far as they could without leaving his side.

      Deadly, because Skye would give his life if only Fin asked it of him.

      He was probably going to answer something rather witty, honest. Except as Fin bared themself Skye could already see the glisten between their thighs, and his cock gave an eager twitch.

      Fin saw, and chuckled darkly. “At least part of you missed me.”

      “I missed you,” Skye responded, the slightest whine in his voice.

      His hips jumped as Fin lowered themself against him. The heat of them was searing, wet and hot as they slid against the length of his cock.

      “God—” Skye groaned.

      “No god here,” Fin answered, pressing a hand to his chest as they rocked against him, the glide easier with each movement. “Just me. Sorry to disappoint.”

      “N-never,” Skye stuttered, hips nudging upwards. He almost lifted his hands, intending to grip their hips and pull them in against him harder, but caught himself at the last second. “I wanna touch you,” he said, a plea in his voice.

      “No,” Fin answered, nails digging into his skin through his shirt. “I’ve caught you, and I want to enjoy—” they paused, sat up and gripped him with one hand. Heat brushed against the head of his cock before pausing, a kiss, a tease. “—my spoils.” They finished, and sank down on him.

      “Christ!” Skye shouted, and just over his head, through the thinnest outcropping of pitiful cliffside trees, he heard the crowd quiet down.

      “Aw, babe, you want an audience?” Fin asked, leaning down to nip at his throat.

      It adjusted the angle, their walls squeezing tight around him. “Don’t get quiet now,” they purred. “Maybe I wanna show off my catch.”

      He choked off a moan as they began moving, thighs tight around his hips, cunt slick around his cock as they lifted up, sliding off of him until just the head remained.

      Their hand pressed into his chest, gaze scalding with challenge as they dropped their hips, letting gravity do the work. Their heat surrounded him and Skye had never known a better burn.

      Three months was a long time. A lifetime, without this.

      It swirled in his gut, zipped up his spine, made his hips roll up into their thrust, bouncing them in his lap.

      They placed both hands on his chest then, and rode him in earnest, sliding down and then up, gripping him with each upward drag, as if refusing to release him.

      “You feel—” he choked out, words dissolving in the air as their thighs slapped the top of his.

      They leaned over him, pace never faltering, and thumbed at his lip. He didn’t realize he’d been biting it.

      “Stop that. You think I waited this long not to hear you whimper in my ear?” Fin asked. “They’re listening,” they said, and waved a hand past Skye’s head, over the cliff and down to the nosy patrons and passersby. “Give them something to hear.”

      “Fuck,” Skye hissed, as they sank down on him and paused. Their head tilted in that horribly attractive psychotic way it did when they were having a dark thought. They studied him, and then leaned forward. Their breath was hot on his neck but not as hot as the tongue that dipped out, sliding up his chin. When they pulled away he could see the red staining their teeth and tongue.

      It made his blood burn, and his hips moved without his direction.

      “You’re fucking crazy,” he whispered, heart full.

      “You love it,” Fin told him.

      He did. Fuck his sanity, but he did.

      Leaning down once more, Fin paused by his ear, and for a moment all Skye heard was their breath, as rushed as his own.

      Then, “Let them hear
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