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Chapter One

 


Love. It conquers hate, it
heals, and it breaks hearts. That wonderful, elusive, unconditional
love. And I finally found it. Yes, Me. Mr. Workaholic, shy and
afraid of flying. I smiled as I stared at the window. It showed off
our great city. I was in a transporter, translation for
coffin-like box that could traverse any building in the city. It
ran along a track above the buildings, swinging me terrifyingly
high over the world below. My planet was draped in bright sunlight
and colorful flora. I sighed, my lips still upturned to any random
person that happen to see me. The transporter stopped abruptly and
I hopped off. So why was I talking about love and so freaking
happy? Yeah, you guessed it—I was, in fact, in love. Okay, it may
be a little premature to admit that but I couldn’t resist this
overwhelming feeling. I was giddy, my stomach fluttering at the
thought of him. He was on my mind all day, and my
cock sure as hell wanted the action.

Mantel F.
Sorson.

That was his name, my love’s name. The
words made me start smiling again. I met him three months ago on a
terrifying trip to Earth. I had business there. He was leaving an
abusive relationship. Somewhere on the ride home we bonded. It had
only been a few months since that enlightening day. We made love in
my apartment like two wild animals, which was a change for me.
Despite my stature at five foot eleven and enough muscle to hold my
own in a fight, I was a romantic at heart. One month after we met,
he lost his job and his home. So I offered to have him move in.
Best decision ever. We were compatible. We were freaking soul
mates.

I realized I was standing
there, smiling at the wall looking like a drunk fool. Oh, well.
That’s what love did. I ambled down the hall toward the large doors
that showed off the ground level of the city. It was one of many; a
highly successful planet where I worked as a well-paid
ambassador from Earth. However, this place, this world of shiny
walls and gentlemen was my home.

As I approached the door, it opened
and I walked through. The streets were lined with hovering cars,
each spotless and waiting their turn in a heavy traffic hour. I
passed beneath them, the warmth from their solar powered engines
thawed my skin. Again, I smiled, a hop in my step. I was heading
home, well, picking up a present for Mantel first and then heading
home. Today was our three-month anniversary. Yes, three freaking
months together! Amazing. Wonderful. I was so utterly happy it made
me goofy.

The store had its doors open as I
approached. A neon sign flashed above it. A sweet smell drifted
into my nostrils as I walked in. The panels around me lit up to
show various objects for sale. But what I wanted to purchase, I
ordered nearly two months ago.

“Greetings,” a dull
computer voice echoed as I approached the counter. “How may I
assist you?”

“Pick up for Alyx
Dorphlin.” That was me. A simple man in love.

“Ordered seven days and
five hours ago. Box is three inches by three inches. Weighing less
than one pound. Prepaid with credits in the amount of six
hundred.”

Blah, blah. “Yes, yes. That’s it.” I
wanted to return home to share my treat with Mantel. He was going
to flip, or rather harden, from this one.

“Delivery confirmed,” the
voice echoed as a latch opened up above the counter and my small
package slid out. The package that had my gift, not my package
meaning my penis. I was well developed in that area though. I
adjusted the appendage in question and grabbed my present for
Mantel. It wouldn’t take long to get home via hover car and I
smiled the whole way. There was even a whistle as we left the busy
city streets and the shiny buildings that rose into the clouds. The
planet had a lot of water and not much land. Most buildings were
built half-submerged. Usually, a large circular room was built on
the ocean floor and in the center was a sturdy, round structure
that led to the surface where another set of rooms would lay above
the water. Of course, if there was money involved there could be
many small structures attached to that massive one.

I saw several as we flew over the
water. The wind was gentle despite our speed and the air was
beautifully clear. I placed the gift for Mantel inside a hidden
pocket in my pants. It was going to be a rewarding surprise. They
came out with these strips that dissolve on a wet tongue to create
a stunning sensation on the skin. My body was practically humming
just thinking about the fun we’d have.

My building was coming up;
it was one of the largest. Thanks to my job, I could afford a nice
place. I lived above the water, in a large circular home connected
to that massive main structure. We touched down on
a landing pad where I slid my payment card along the back of the seat.
My ride paid, I exited and made my way home.

I inhaled sharply,
standing in the light a moment. After being stuck in that building
working all day, I loved savoring the sunshine. Not only was I home
early but we had all night with our new treat. I patted the pocket
with the gift
and walked into the building. Since I had the
best house, it was closest to the pad. The hallway was made of pure
glass so I could see each side, showing off miles of water and
other circular structures. The first door was mine. It was a home I
was proud of.

I placed my thumb on the
door and it clicked open. Walking through led me to a cozy
entrance with arches and expensive paintings on the walls. I
dropped my briefcase on the floor and towed off my shoes. The white
walls were painted like bricks and really showcased the blue
furniture, which of course, brought my eyes to the large window
overlooking the scenic water. Stunning. A view that inspired and
soothed. However, right now, I didn’t want soothing, I wanted
stimulation. I treaded on the white and blue carpet
that was imported all the way from Mezzeray. They had the best
quality products even if they were on the ass end of the known
galaxy. I walked through double arches into the bedroom.

“Mantel…” I called sweetly
and then stopped short.

It occurred to me just then that love
also caused wars and could kill the bravest man with a single swipe
to the heart. My hands squeezed into fists as I stared at our bed.
The blankets were pulled back, the expensive pillows thrown
carelessly onto the floor. The mattress, which was pure Glorangel
feathers, held my Mantel. He was tied to the wooden posts, naked
with a sheen of sweat on his tanned skin. Above him was another
man, one who was naked and shoving his nasty prick right into
Mantel’s lifted butt.

I couldn’t speak. My
heart, which was full and singing all day, curled up into a black
puddle of pus. For a few seconds, I watched as a
thick penis plowed my lover and he groaned in loud excitement. Then
they silenced and Mantel’s voice echoed.

“Oh, shit.”

That’s all he had to say to me. I
locked eyes with Mantel’s lover, whose pale cheeks turned a flushed
pink. “Get. Out. Of my house.” The words were spoken slowly, my
anger so close to exploding that I hardly took a breath.

He took off, his bare ass flashing me
as he tumbled off the bed and ran past me.

I heard the door close as I locked
eyes with Mantel. My supposed soul mate. What did he have to say
for himself? Would he beg forgiveness? Would he show remorse or
just arrogance?

Mantel struggled against his
restraints as he sat up. A bead of sweat dripped from his black
hair to his shoulder and disappeared down his back. “Untie me,
baby.”

The affectionate name sounded dirty
and weak. It made me cringe. “How long?”

“I wasn’t really cheating.
It was just this once and I don’t love him like I love
you.

“Love!” There was that
word again. It brought kings to their knees. I was no king, but I
had fallen into the pit of despair on my bruised knees. “You let
another man in our bed.”

“He was just a quick fuck,
damn it! Untie me.” Mantel struggled in earnest against the
restraints.

“I gave you a home, I gave
you money, I gave you my heart. How could you do this?” How could I
be so stupid and fall for him? I could see my mistakes so clearly
now.

“Just fucking untie me!”
he yelled, his voice echoing.

“So you can sweet talk me?
So you can suck my penis until we both forget this happened? What
exactly do you plan to do, Mantel?” My voice rose as I went on.
“You used me like a condom. Do you feel any remorse? Did you ever
feel anything other than horny?” My anger was so thick I could
hardly breathe. I inhaled through my nose quickly and held it. “You
bastard!” There was a knock at the door, someone talking. I didn’t
care. “You two-faced shithead.” My language was atrocious, but I
couldn’t help the vulgarity. “You fucking prick. I loved you!” My
feet were rooted to the ground as I cursed and shouted at
him.

“Security.” A voice
filtered over the noise of my pounding heart. “This is
security.”

I turned in my
sock-clad feet on my plush carpet. It all seemed meaningless now. All
the art, the delicate furniture, the money put into a home that was
full of lies and deceit.

“This is
security, we are coming in!”

Wait, what? Security. The fog that had
fallen on my conscious started to lift.

“Identify yourself.” Three
men approached in black gear with stun weapons pointed right at
me.

The law? I’d never been in
trouble with the law before. What
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