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Chapter 1 : Are you my Alpha?


[image: ]


Maros moved to turn the corpse with his boot. 

“Ew... Please, don’t...”

“It won’t mind.”

His smirk turned into a grimace when he made the mistake to breathe. His human partner gagged. For an xenopologist, she was more used to living creatures than dead ones. He didn’t blame her for her disgust. With the ambient humidity and heat, the carcass of the creature had already started to rot. 

“I’m sure he looked better at the time Joy bounced on his cock.” 

Cissel let out another strangle sound. “I don’t want to think about that, thank you.”

“Putting the wrong image in your head, Princess?”

“At the moment, yes?”

Maros turned to sneer at her, his eyes still trained on the rotten thing at his feet. Then he froze. 

“Quoit. Is that—”

“I think so, yes... Ouch...”

Her voice cracked over the last word.

“Quoit, Quoit, Quoit! Don’t move. Don’t breathe. Just—”

He had breathed, certain the air was clean. Except now he recognized the leaf-like thing for a dewwar, one of the fucking plant-animals which crawled this forsaken moon and filled the atmosphere with sex pollen. It was snuggly wrapped around her ankle with its blue little tentacles attached to her skin. The little fucker must have hid under the carcass of the beast, bidding its time for an unsuspecting prey. She’d been stung, and they both breathed the pollen saturated air... 

Her nostrils dilated when he took one step toward her, her eyes wide or more than a little wild, too. Maros towered over her. Being Kuldori, he had a solid nine inches on her. She claimed to be a normal height for a human female but to him, she was small. Her cunt will be small too, small and tight. Snug around your cock like a wet glove.

Said cock rose to attention at her proximity, compelled by his biology and the pollen. He knelt to take a closer look at the blue tentacles. Cissel trembled. “Can you... Can you take it off me? Please?”

“Yeah. Give me a minute.”

A sweet scent whiffed toward him, directly from the apex between her legs. She’s already dripping. His own biology reacted and Maros had to stifle a moan. Annoyed with himself, he grabbed her attacker with both hands and yanked it away. 

Cissel cried out in surprise and pain. The sound stabbed him directly below the belt. 

“Sorry, Princess. It had to be done.” 

The skin on her ankle was red, with angry whelps where the tentacles had whipped her. He brushed a finger over the marks. Her aroused perfume drifted down, somewhat stronger than before. Cissel stuttered. His fingers latched at her ankle to keep her in place. 

“We... We should go. Back to the ship... I... We have suppressant.”

He growled at the idea of chemicals spoiling the sweet scent from her cunt. He would not allow it. She belonged to him, under him, her pussy full of his cock, of his seed, her belly full of his pups... Maros bristled with barely suppressed anger. Her hand descended to his hair, as if to calm him down. He felt the light touch down to the tip of his erection. 

Maros palmed her calf, running his thumb back and forth on her soft skin as he continued his examination of her wound through the haze. His free hand grabbed her other knee. She gasped then. The sound coming from her luscious was half-purr, half-sigh, as erotic as her perfume. He resisted running his hands up her legs toward its source. He stood with her in his arms effortlessly. 

Her eyes met his, vaguely unfocused. Luring him in. He took a deep breath to calm himself down the best he could with the compulsion of the pollen stringing him along. 

“Are you still with me, Princess?”

“Yes, Maros.”

“Good.” 

Her mouth gaped a little. She liked praise. He knew that. She preened every time. But loving praise in these circumstances was... 

“Do you know what the pollen does to Kuldori, Cissel?”

He rarely called by her first name. His constant use of pet names irritated her to no end. When she berated him for calling her Princess, he could forget how succulent she looked with that jumper too tight around the breasts. He had definitely had a thing for big breasts. Big. Soft. Full of milk for their babies. 

“Yes. It awakes the repressed second gender in your genes. Most of the time, Kuldori males will present as Alphas.”

“Very good.”

Her cheeks flushed deeper. Her breathing accelerated some more, pushing those breasts against his chest. He tightened his grip on her thighs. 

“Are you... Are you my Alpha?”

Quoit!

Maros almost missed his step at her vulnerability in her tone. It sent every part of him in a frenetic protective danse and his cock even readier to claim her. It took all his concentration to sidestep a root on the trail, and ask calmly, “is that what you want me to be?”

At this rate, if she said no, he’d probably step in front of the propellers while they fired up to avoid the misery. All his blood seemed to be pulsing between his legs. Even if Kuldori didn’t sweat, he’d never been so hot before in his life.

“Yes, please...”

“Good girl. You plea so prettily, Princess. I love it.”

Cissel moaned in pleasure. 

Their ship came into view. Maros covered the distance in harried strides. “I’m going to put you down to open the latch, Princess. Are you okay with that?”

“Yes Alpha.”

She was trying to kill him. 

Maros made a herculean effort to release his hold on her. Every nerve in his body screamed the ship—and the bunks it harbored— didn’t really matter. He could take her right here on the clearing floor, on a bed of leaves and fallen petals. Bury himself balls deep inside her cunt and cum. She wouldn’t protest. She was already so far gone she would be begging for his cock in a minute...

Cissel didn’t beg. As soon as he let her down to her feet, she dropped at his knees to bury her face against his crotch. His cock swelled so much he must have grown his knot in the little time it took to come down the grotto to their transport. 

Her nibble little hands found his zipper. Maros couldn’t help but looked down and bit back a groan of pure lust. She was licking her lips while she worked her way through his fly and garments. His cock sprang free, a momentary relief, short-lived when she engulfed it in her mouth until her nose dove into his pubic hair. She gurgled around his cock in uninhibited pleasure. 

“Oh fuck... Quoit you’re divine...”

Cissel alternated between kittenish licks and opened-mouth sucking kisses. Maros grabbed her tresses to guide her movements to a swift bobbing, unable to resist her mitigations. If he let her do as she pleased, he would cum far too soon for both their liking. Well, far too soon for his taste. She clearly enjoyed herself, and she was determined he did as well. Her hand joined her mouth so she could stroke what she couldn’t swallow. Maros abandoned himself to the feeling. “So clever... Your tongue feels amazing, Princess... You love sucking cocks, don’t you? You’re going to be such a good little cock-sucker for me...”

Her moans around his prick added to the sensations. She was apparently done with her deep throating—too bad. Instead she pressed her lips on his tip, sucking gently and insistently, with that clever tongue swiping around and around and around... All too soon, he felt an insistent tingle at the base of his sack. 

“Stop, Princess. I am close.”

Cissel suctioned him harder, compelled to follow the signs from his body if not his words. Maros tugged her hair enough to add a little plain. 

“I said stop, Princess. Behave.”

She released his member with a pop. “But Alpha, I want... I need...”

Her tongue stretched to collect a dollop of precum and saliva. He almost gave in her pleas.

“You’ll get to eat my cum, Princess. After I have filled your sweet little pussy full.”

She lit up from the inside out at the notion. Seeing her so eager, his last scruples flew out the hatch. Even if it was the pollen in her system speaking, he wasn’t going to miss the opportunity to quoit her every way to the next planet. 

“Come here, Princess.”

She latched at his neck. In her heightened state, the pet name was apparently welcome. 

“Here’s what we’re going to do. I’m carrying you back to the ship. I am going to give you an injection for the venom. Then I want you to take a nap.”

“A nap? Alone?”

The thought of being separated from her twisted the knife still firmly stuck in his gut after he pulled her off his cock without the relief of ejaculation. 

“No, Princess. Not alone.” Her brilliant grin held enough mischief to confirm what she intended this nap to be. “But I want you to sleep.”

She pouted. 

“You need to be fully recovered from your ordeal to take what I will give you. I will quoit you into the mattress Princess, until you beg me to stop.”

“I won’t ask you that. You’re my Alpha.”

Oh you will.

“We’ll see about that. Now are you going to take your shot and your nap like a good girl?”

“Yes, Maros. Yes Alpha. I’ll be good.”

“I know you will, Princess.”

If she strayed, well... Kuldori Alphas were known to teach their mates by any necessary means.
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