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“You know what we should try?”

Rich pauses, fingers faltering—Liam gives a frustrated little groan and lifts himself onto his knees without missing a beat, riding Rich’s fingers pointedly until he gets the message and starts doing the work again.

“Uh,” says Rich. “No?”

They’re in Rich’s berth today. Liam had showed up unexpectedly with his bright white engineer’s lab coat on and an even brighter, whiter grin, his hair freshly dyed for autumn in a vivid riot of scarlet and amber and violet. He’d dropped off a busted countertop genome sequencer with the Reliant’s mechanics, passed around a big crate of experimental produce to anyone who wanted to try some, and then given Rich a specially-reserved carton of huge, candy-sweet blackberries. After watching Rich go a little nuts over the gift—and the flavor—the beautiful little man had laid one delicate hand on Rich’s arm and soulfully asked why Rich never called, while also looking up through a set of long eyelashes, and the next thing Rich knew they were both naked. Which was, presumably, part of Liam’s agenda from the second he set foot on the ship.

Liam knows what he wants, is the thing. Knows what he wants, and is completely willing to ask for it, and sometimes it sounds completely crazy but usually it ends in Rich lying wherever Liam put him, shell-shocked and out of breath and feeling good in ways he didn’t know his body was capable of.

“What did you want to try?” Rich prompts after a minute or two, when Liam shows no inclination to stop fucking himself eagerly and go back to the conversation.

“One of these days— mm, maybe when we’re stormed in, when we’ve got, aah— all day, I should prep for your dick in the morning,” Liam says, and arches his back, voice going distant, breath hitching. “And, mm...”

“I mean I’m on board so far,” says Rich, half-laughing. “Is there more to that plan, or...?”

“Yes,” says Liam, with a mock-severe glare. “I’m getting there, give me a second, nnh. I get myself ready and then, every couple of hours you...hunt me down, and just—carry me off somewhere and give it to me, just...ffffuck, fuck me hard. Over and over...”

“Oh,” says Rich, mouth going abruptly dry. “Uh. Wow.”

“You wouldn’t even have to—it would be better if you didn’t even care whether it got me off,” Liam murmurs, eyes half-shut, focusing on Rich’s fingers in him, taking them even deeper with a harsh jerk of his narrow hips. “Like all I was there for was—something to take your dick, fuck, that’s hot.”

Rich's fingers hitch and go still, and they move slower, jerky, when he starts again. It’s always startling, how Liam can be the most caring, conscientious guy in the Michigan Fleet, with his travel bag of snacks and water and nanocream and bandaids—and then get into bed with somebody and push himself until he’s fucking wrecked. Like he gets off on the recklessness itself, on pushing his small, beautifully delicate body to the absolute limit of what it can take.

It’s not the first time he’s asked Rich to be rough with him, or talked dreamily about getting thrown around and used. It’s not like what Rich has had to put up with, Rich gets it. He’s trying to get it. Liam wants that, and he’s smart enough to pick partners out that will stop if he gets hurt, it’s different, and Rich knows that, but... Rich can't not think about how bad it can get when all someone wants is your ass and they don't give a fuck whether you enjoy it or not.

Liam seems perfectly content to let that hang in the air unanswered, so Rich keeps his fingers moving and doesn’t answer for a while, fighting down the formless swell of dread in his stomach. Rich is lucky just to get to reel Liam in sometimes, he knows that, and he should really be down for whatever the guy wants—but he’s not sure he could force himself to be like that, like them. The thought of acting like the guys on the Sympatico, taking advantage of somebody who can’t fight back, makes something sickly and angry and ashamed squeeze hard around his throat.

But that’s not really what Liam was asking for, when Rich thinks back over it, breathing carefully. Liam didn’t ask to get pushed around or yelled at, he didn’t say Rich had to make him do anything. Just catch him and fuck him every few hours, and maybe string things out for him a little. Rich can do all of that, especially if Liam is asking him to, giving him permission to. It wouldn’t exactly be a hardship to spend a day getting off a couple of extra times, having someone as fun and sexy as Liam all to himself.

“I could do that,” Rich concludes, rubbing firmly at Liam's prostate. “Carry you off like a tasty little prize, give you all the dick you can take, let you go until the next time I want to play with you.”

“I do make a very pretty toy,” Liam gasps, and arches into the press of Rich’s fingers, slim legs flexing and relaxing in long, slow spasms. He’s not exaggerating: he’s beautiful like this, small and perfect, the lean muscle in his shoulders and stomach standing out as he rides Rich’s big fingers, the olive silk of his skin glittering with sweat, the piercings in his dark nipples and navel glittering, his tousled red-violet curls falling into his face, catching on his long, dark eyelashes. The sweet, ruddy sheen of his dick as it bounces and drips between his flexing thighs.

Rich would’ve thought Liam might have issues with being somebody’s pretty toy, considering the man’s looks and size are every bit as manufactured as Rich’s supersoldier conformation. But while Rich is built to be a walking weapon, supersized and overpowered, with blood-red hair and dead-white skin, Liam’s a toy mod. His breed was designed to be nothing more than beautiful little designer daughters for idiot billionaires with more money than sense, and even though Liam’s grown up free and clear in the Michigan Fleet, as far away from landside prejudice as a tweak can hope to get...still, Rich figures, living a whole life with the label “Babydoll” hanging over his head, it’s gotta leave a guy with some baggage.

It seems like this baggage, though, is the kind that goes right to Liam’s dick—like a lot of things do, also thanks to his mod. And if he wants to be treated like the pretty, perfect, sexy doll he looks like, if he’s going to ask Rich of all people to play with him, Rich is sure as hell not going to question it.

“You’re pretty fuckin’ gorgeous,” Rich agrees, a greedy shiver of heat lacing up his spine. “You wanna be my toy, babe? Just pull you out and use you whenever I want, then plug you back in and let you recharge.” I'd be careful, I'd be good to you, you know I’ll always be good to you, he wants to say, but Liam already knows how much Rich cares for him, and Rich would rather drown himself than get clingy, or creepy, or cross a line. Liam’s made it absolutely clear, in his blunt, sweet, friendly way, that he’s not fishing for keeps, that he reels in whoever he likes and lets them go just as happily, and that Rich isn’t the exception, no matter how good the sex is, no matter how much Liam cares about him as a friend.

But Rich is never going to pass up a single line Liam drops him. Even if they’re just sex friends, sex with friends is so good, and even after months of it Rich can’t get enough. He fits another finger into Liam and says, “I’d want to use you all day, babe. A perfect little toy like you, I don’t think I’d ever get tired...”

Liam makes a wordless noise, shuddering, but it’s clear how he feels about that by the new desperation in the way he moves, the shaky edge to his breathing. “I’m, yes, that, fuck,” he manages after a minute. “Rich. Please. As much as you want.”

Rich thinks it over for another minute, working his fingers up into Liam in a steady rhythm. “It’s a good thing you’re a smart enough toy to tell me when to stop,” he says, piecing the words together carefully. “Since you’re, y’know, I know you’re hard to break, I know you can take a lot, but I wouldn’t wanna damage you.” His ears heat, because it sounds dumb, but—he needed to say it somehow, so.

Liam makes a noise that’s somewhere between a giggle and a moan. “Yeah, I,” he gasps, and whines as the press against his prostate lightens, slowing. “Nnuh, hha. Takes me, takes, a lot, to, mmmake me, to turn the warning lights yellow, haha, okay that’s enough metaphors, now, please, come on...”

Rich gives him a contemplative look and then pulls his fingers free decisively. “Now, a toy doesn't get to decide when it's used,” he points out, grabbing a wipe to clean his fingers off. “So maybe you should get used to waiting. Get down here and gimme your mouth, and if I like it enough, we’ll see what else I might want.”

He puts his dry hand in Liam's wild hair and nudges his head down, heart beating fast with anticipation and nerves—what if he's doing it wrong, what if Liam is annoyed and this isn't what he meant, what he wanted? But when Liam groans, it doesn’t sound like a bad kind of frustration.

Even more encouraging; when Rich pulls his hand free from Liam’s brightly-dyed curls and squeezes the back of his neck instead, rubbing his palm against the softer, shaved fuzz on the back and sides of Liam’s scalp, Liam practically purrs, eagerly going where he’s pulled. His bowed shoulders are flushed, his back is heaving and sweaty and fragile and his mouth is fucking amazing like it always is.

“Yeah,” Rich says hoarsely, stroking back damp red curls. “Fuck yeah, Liam. You're obviously—well-made, well trained or whatever, fuckin'—exclusive design, never powers down unexpectedly.” He grins a little. “Barely powers down, period.”

Liam makes a grumbly noise at him and sneaks a hand down to pinch the inside of one of his thighs, giving a muffled snort of laughter when that makes Rich yelp and jump. He stays on Rich’s dick gamely though, holds onto his hips and moves with him and doesn’t let up.

Rich growls anyway, because pinching is uncool. “I have heard,” he says threateningly, “that this brand malfunctions sometimes and you have to smack it a few times to get it to reset.” He grabs the back of Liam's neck and squeezes roughly. “So watch it.”

Liam makes a muffled noise, works his mouth further onto Rich’s dick and then deliberately pinches him again.

Rich growls in outrage, hauls Liam off his dick, shakes him once, and pulls him facedown over Rich's lap. Then he hesitates, heart slamming against his ribs. He’s smacked Liam before, played around with Liam and his sex-friend Jordan and spanked Liam a little at Jordan’s suggestion and nobody was upset, it was fine. Liam loved getting smacked and pushed around, Jordan was showing Rich how and Jordan has sex for a living. It was fine. It’ll be fine.

It still takes way too much effort to bring Rich's hand down in a slap across Liam's gorgeous round ass, and he's sure it's much too gentle. It makes Liam catch his breath and then moan, though, one hand finding Rich’s hip and holding on, the other one seizing on the nape of his own neck, fingers digging in as he gasps. He doesn’t say a word, just squirms, restless and flushed, and pushes up hopefully against Rich’s hand.

Rich takes a breath. “Calibrate for the force needed,” he says. “Harder?”

“Yes, fuck,” Liam manages, a breathy whisper, and shudders all over. “More.”

Well, that's nice and clear. Rich smacks him a lot harder this time, and then a little harder than that, and then a few more strokes, and then stops and rubs the red flush of impact on Liam’s skin.

“You'd better have reset,” Rich says in warning. “I have better things to do than hang around trying to get my toys to work right.”

“Fuck,” Liam says again, small and breathless, and his thighs tense, his toes curl before he goes limp again, surrendering. “I’ll—yes, I'm sorry, sir, I’ll be good for you, please...”

Rich can't tell if the hot jolt in his gut is a good thing or not. Maybe both, because I'll be good for you is really fucking good, but there's an uneasy twist
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