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    If you commit a crime on Vaharis 6, there’s more than one way to work off your sentence… 
 
    Grim prepares for his prison sentence after his family abandons him, knowing he’s going to have to make lots of tough choices in order to survive. But then someone comes for him, and Grim’s shocked to find that he knows his new keeper. He’s even more shocked when he learns why Duncan was willing to pay for his freedom. 
 
    Duncan fell first in lust and then in love with Grim years ago, but his status as a servant kept him from acting. Now, he’s the one with the money and power, and Grim is going to learn to obey and submit the way Duncan has always wanted him to. 
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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    Grim opened his eyes when his cell mates both quieted down. Three days of listening to the other two men pleasure each other had left him feeling decidedly anxious. Sully, the smaller male, was pretty cute. He was human with a petite build and golden hair. The larger male, Eron, scared Grim a bit, leaving him very glad the two other men had already hooked up before Grim’s arrival in the holding pen on Vaharis 6. Eron was a Barrellian warbeast. Grim had always thought the “warbeast” part was just a nickname, but the race really referred to themselves that way, a point of pride apparently. The large male possessed bright blue fur that covered his entire body, a body that was heavily muscled. Faint red stripes circled some parts of his arms and legs and provided a nice contrast against the blue. He also had horns coming out of his temples and curving around to the back of his head. His eyes were bright green and practically glowed in the dark. 
 
    Eron seemed to be asleep, and Sully lay atop him, looking exhausted and content. Grim tried to ignore them, but he did wonder how Sully managed to take Eron’s huge cock. They typically only fucked at night, when the lights were all shut down, but Grim had caught little glimpses of Sully sucking Eron. He had to give the younger man credit for determination. Sully’s hand moved slowly over Eron’s fur, and he opened his eyes, catching Grim looking at them. 
 
    Grim looked away quickly and focused his gaze on the ceiling. He heard the bunk creak. 
 
    “It’s okay,” Sully said quietly. “He actually likes the audience.” 
 
    Grim looked over and saw Sully sitting up on the bed between Eron’s splayed legs. Sully wrapped one arm around the leg in front of him and lay his head on Eron’s thigh. “Good,” Grim said quietly. “Kind of can’t help hearing. And seeing sometimes.” 
 
    Sully gave him a sweet smile, as if he liked having an audience, too. “You like males?” 
 
    Grim said, “Yeah. I like both.” 
 
    Sully let his gaze roam over Grim’s body. “I notice you getting aroused at times.” 
 
    “Hard not to.” He glanced at Eron again. “I prefer humanoids, but yeah, you two get to me a bit.” 
 
    “But you never jerk off.” 
 
    “I don’t like an audience.” He paused. “But that’s my problem. Suppose I’ll have to get over it eventually. In here.” 
 
    “Yeah. Privacy is a thing of the past.” He glanced at Eron. “We’re both staking our claims, so to speak.” Sully lifted his head and leaned back. “We’ve both been in holding a while. Just a few more days before we’re sent into the main facility.” 
 
    “No one’s tried to contract with Eron? Seems he’d be a great candidate.” 
 
    Sully smiled at that comment. “Oh, they’ve tried, but he’s stubborn. Plus, he won’t leave me. We’ve bonded.” 
 
    “Bonded?” 
 
    “Yeah. Warbeasts mate for life. Most people don’t know that. They can fuck and pleasure each other, but once a male comes into you, you’re his and he’s yours. I let him take me my second night with him, let him come inside me the next day. I’m his now.” 
 
    “Did you know that would happen?” 
 
    Sully nodded. “Yep.” He caressed Eron’s stomach, running his fingers through the fur. “I think he’s beautiful. It hurt, at first, but he’s gentle.” He looked over and met Grim’s gaze. “Much gentler than it probably sounds at night. I’m just … a bit vocal.” 
 
    “You won’t leave him either?” 
 
    “Oh no.” Sully sat back against the wall when Eron shifted a bit. “On the inside, he’ll protect me. And I’ll be an asset to him, too. It’s a whole other world in there. We’ve both been in before. I’m small enough to help the smugglers, so we’ll be content enough. We both have a one-year sentence, but we’ll get be released earlier with bribes. And we’ll get the fuck out of here. For good.” 
 
    “Sounds like quite a plan.” Grim glanced to the cell door to see if anyone was paying attention to them. 
 
    Sully laughed. “The guards know about the smuggling and the bribes. Hell, they came up with most of it. The whole system.” 
 
    Grim eyed Sully. “How was it your first time?” 
 
    Sully frowned. “I found my way. When I came in, I was friendly. Accommodating. I found a big guy to take care of me. He was kind of rough, but as long as I obeyed, he never hurt me. Beat the shit out of anyone who looked at me wrong. Being with him kept me safe, at least.” 
 
    “But Eron’s different?” Grim watched the sleeping beast, wondering if he was actually listening to them. 
 
    “Yes. He’d be formidable in battle, but he’s kind. Haven’t you noticed? He gave you our blankets because, with his body heat, we sure don’t need them. And he told you the avoid that Agorian, the one that tried to kill the guard. He did those kinds of things for people when he was in before, and I remembered him right away. Made an impression, you know, in a place like this. He’d noticed me as well. You know, really noticed me.” Sully grinned. “Fucked up fairy tale. We were meant to meet this second time.” 
 
    Grim tried to smile. “Hey, if it works, it works.” He shifted on his bunk. “What about your last protector? He gonna be pissy about you being with someone else?” 
 
    “No. I got out before him. Eron did, too, but the guards told me he died. Big fight about six months ago.” 
 
    “So Eron won’t have competition?” 
 
    Sully eyed his lover. “No way. He wouldn’t let anyone take me. He loves me. And I love him, too. I’m happy just being near him.” 
 
    Grim didn’t know what to say, so he adjusted his pillow and put his head down. 
 
    “Don’t believe in love?” Sully asked a few minutes later. “Some people don’t. I get it.” 
 
    Grim shrugged one shoulder. “Eh. Never loved anyone. I don’t know.” 
 
    “But your family. That’s a kind of love, even if it’s not warm and fuzzy and tingly.” 
 
    Grim closed his eyes. “My family is letting me rot in here so I won’t shame them in public.” 
 
    “Sorry about that. Better to be rid of them then.” 
 
    Rolling to his back, Grim felt his stomach pitch. “I’m gonna have to find some way to survive inside. I’ll never get an offer from a keeper. Not unless it’s someone who just wants to fuck me.” 
 
    “I can give you pointers. Maybe get someone interested in you.” 
 
    Grim opened his eyes and looked over at the two men. “Someone like Eron?” 
 
    “I can try.” 
 
    Grim nodded, knowing he had no other options. “Spread the word then. I’ll … think about it.” 
 
    Eron opened his eyes then, confirming he’d been listening. He turned his head just enough to look at Grim. “How do you feel about tentacles?” 
 
    Grim swallowed past the lump in his throat. “I’m open minded,” he said, trying to sound sincere despite the way his chest tightened at the thought of what his life was about to become. 
 
    **** 
 
    Duncan waited outside of the warden’s office. He didn’t know if he was actually going to see the warden or not, though. He imagined he’d be seeing an underling, unless the warden was in the habit of taking a bit off the top upfront. He thought that probable based on what he’d heard about the “reforms” the warden had put in place. Duncan had been on his guard from the moment he’d entered orbit around Vaharis 6. 
 
    Staring at the ugly painting across from him—it looked like trees, but he really wasn’t quite sure—Duncan turned his thoughts toward Grim again. He thanked every deity he could name that he’d kept some ties to Grim’s family and their household staff. The self-involved assholes were simply going to let their only child be killed or raped to death in this dreadful place, all for the sake of their “good name”. Duncan felt his blood pressure rising again. If he ever got the chance, he was going to take the entire family down, every last member. He’d served them for ten years, and the only thing that had kept him in their service that long was his love for Grim. It had started out as lust, of course, but it had turned into more over the years. 
 
    Duncan’s father had worked for Grim’s family on Candall, and upon his mother’s death, Duncan had gone to live there, too. Grim’s father had reluctantly allowed it and made Duncan, then sixteen, Grim’s “attendant”. Grim had been fourteen and very shy. The younger boy had been friendless and awkward in the extreme, mainly due to his parents and their dozens of restrictions piled on top of their elitism. Duncan had felt sorry for the younger man and tried to help him in every way possible. They’d shared a lot over the years, even sharing a bed often until the time when Grim had discovered girls. Then Duncan had started to distance himself, as it had been too painful both to give Grim advice on seduction and to listen to Grim fucking them in the very next room. 
 
    The worst had been when Grim had discovered that equal pleasure could be gained from sex with men. By that time, their bond had faded, and Grim had viewed him as little more than a servant. Grim had started taking any number of partners to his bed, but he’d long since stopped asking for Duncan’s advice. Duncan had forced himself to leave when Grim had become engaged two years ago. That union obviously hadn’t worked out, though Duncan hadn’t been able to find out why. 
 
    It didn’t matter. Duncan had made a fortune for himself, and now Grim would have no choice but to see him as more than a servant. Duncan would be his keeper, and Grim would finally belong to him. His cock grew hard as he thought about how wonderful it would be to finally have Grim at his mercy. He took deep, even breaths to calm himself. Footsteps approached from a distance, and a very pretty female wolf shifter came into the room and smiled at him. She opened the door to the warden’s office and gestured inside. 
 
    “The warden will be with you in just a few minutes. You’re free to sit in here. Would you like a drink?” 
 
    “No, thank you, my dear.” He smiled as he walked past her and into the office. Whereas most of the rest of the facility looked dull and dirty, the warden’s office was all shiny chrome and polished glass. Duncan sat as the girl closed the door. He looked at his data pad again and pulled up the file the prison had sent him when he’d contacted them the day before. He’d gotten the message from his old friend Loloth just before dawn, and he’d contacted the prison office the very second it had opened for incoming business. Grim’s mugshot showed a very tired and scared young man, and Duncan’s heart had thudded at the sight of him. 
 
    If only he’d taken the chance when they were still young, things might’ve been different. But once they’d drifted apart, the chasm had seemed too wide. Grim’s family had cut him off a year ago, according to Loloth, and Grim had turned to gambling to finance his lifestyle. His debts had then led him to stealing, which was what had landed him in jail on Vaharis 6, according to what Duncan had been told. But he’d taken that information as only one basic possibility. His work had him in constant contact with bounty hunters and men like the warden, and he knew records were often twisted to suit someone else’s needs. Duncan had no idea what might’ve brought Grim to this planet, but he’d soon find out. He suspected Grim had followed a lover here. That made him angry. He couldn’t fight the jealousy any longer. He would make Grim his and erase the memory of every other lover’s touch, no matter how long it took. 
 
    A side door opened, and the warden came in, all smiles and extending an eager handshake. 
 
    “I’m very excited to have you here. I understand you’re a wraith.” 
 
    Duncan managed a polite smile. He’d grown used to others being so fascinated by something that, to him, was as ordinary as the color of his eyes. “Half-blood, but yes. I’m not as powerful as my mother, as my father was human, though I do well enough.” 
 
    “Well, we could always use someone like you around here. You’re in the security business, I see. Makes sense, of course.” 
 
    Duncan tried to maintain his smile. Wraith was the everyday name for his mother’s race, the wraithelials. Their species had the ability to leave their bodies for indefinite periods of time and travel. Full-bloods could even go as far as other planets, with practice and training, but Duncan could only manage a few hundred miles at most. “Yes, it comes in handy. I’ll certainly pass the word along to others. You’d make a fine offer, I’m sure, given the importance of this facility.” He wanted to be done with this conversation, but he knew he needed to keep this man happy. For now, at least. 
 
    “Good! I would certainly make very generous offers. There are many perks to working here, now that I’m in charge.” He looked to his files on the screen at his left, obviously remembering Duncan was there to hand over large sums of money. “Your young friend is very lucky to have you. His family told me to fuck off. Literally—those were the mother’s words. Seemed offended I’d dirtied their com system by even contacting them.” 
 
    Duncan smiled. “Yes, they’re like that. Very above themselves. You’re lucky to have only had limited contact with them. They’re tightfisted and would’ve been difficult to negotiate with. A waste of your valuable time, really.” He noted how the warden seemed to puff his chest up a bit more with each carefully aimed compliment. 
 
    The warden then shook his head in dismay, though it seemed feigned to Duncan. “Some people. And an only son. What are they thinking? No price is too high to pay for a human life.” 
 
    Yes, of course you’d say something like that. “Yes, which is why I came to try to help Grim. I’ve known him since he was fourteen. What kind of friend would I be if I left him in here over so small an offense?” He hoped his own choice of words would sink in with the warden. He could afford to pay a small fortune for Grim—and he would if he had to—but he wasn’t about to pay more than Grim’s crime was worth, if he could help it. 
 
    “Yes, exactly so. What kind of person would just leave another in such a state? His family is one of the first on Candall. More money than the leaders of some poorer worlds could dream of. I understand they have a social position to maintain, but they could always spin it in a charitable way to enhance their status. Make it look as if they went and saved their lost lamb and all.” He looked to his files again. “Twenty-six is a bit old for your parents to be coming to your rescue, but still. They could’ve done something for him.” 
 
    Duncan turned his gaze to his data pad. “I see here his sentence is six months. But the sum he stole is not so much. And it was recovered. What influenced his judgment?” 
 
    The warden hesitated a moment, but then he seemed to shift his strategy. “Noticed that, did you? Yes, the judge knows the family. Apparently Grim broke some family heirloom, and the elderly matriarch was in a fury.” He smiled as if they shared a secret. “We have to leave such things out of the records, though, of course. In your business, you understand.” 
 
    “Yes, I certainly do.” Grim should only have served about a month or maybe two for the petty amount he stole, which was all recovered anyway. The amount of his previous debts was not listed, but Duncan didn’t wish to draw the conversation out too much by asking.  
 
    He wanted Grim, and he wanted to leave. But if he seemed too eager, the warden might guess how he felt about Grim, and then he’d have to pay dearly to rescue him from this place. 
 
    Duncan had done his research, if hurriedly. He reached for his stylus and pulled up a blank screen. After writing a figure, he held it up. “That’s my offer. I don’t expect any trouble from him. We’ve known each other for twelve years.” 
 
    The warden eyed the sum and scratched his chin. “Hmmm. I’m not sure how it would look if I let him go outright for that sum.” 
 
    Duncan had known this part would be coming. “What if I consent to a tracking bracelet? If I lose him, you can have him back.” 
 
    The warden pulled up a file and studied it, though Duncan knew it probably had nothing to do with this negotiation. After a long moment, he made a counter offer. “The tracking bracelet and another thousand.” 
 
    “Hmmm.” Duncan made a show of gazing at the ceiling, as if doing sums in his head. “Yes, I think that can be arranged.” 
 
    The warden smiled. “Excellent. We’ll draw up the contract and get him ready to go.” He leaned forward and whispered, as if someone might overhear. “He’s been in a cell with a Barrellian warbeast. No telling what he smells like.” 
 
    Duncan smiled back. “Yes, no telling.” But he frowned once the warden had left the room. 
 
    And if the warbeast, or anyone else, has been fucking him all this time, I’ll be paying this place another visit shortly. Duncan had never actually killed someone while out of his body, but he had the ability and wasn’t afraid to start today. 
 
    **** 
 
    Grim showered quickly, his mind still racing as he tried to figure out who might’ve come for him. His family had disowned him, and none of his respectable friends would even have any way of knowing what had happened to him. The “friends” who had fled and left him to this fate certainly wouldn’t be back for him, and they wouldn’t have the money to free him anyway. He pulled on the simple pants and tunic provided for him. They had at least given him back his own boots, which were incredibly expensive. They looked silly outside his pants, but the prison-issued clothing was rather constrictive, so he couldn’t get the bottom cuff of the pants around his thick boots. 
 
    He went to the small waiting area and did exactly that. He’d only had to sign once, since there were no terms to agree to. When a friend or family member freed an inmate, there usually was no offer, even though that person was still officially designated as a keeper. They simply paid out the money and the prisoner was freed. Grim’s only problem now was the fact they wouldn’t reveal this person’s name. He didn’t understand why they couldn’t do that. Had they even asked for proof this person knew him? If he didn’t know this person, could he object? He definitely did not want to stay, but he also didn’t want to go with some crazy person who’d bought his freedom for unknown reasons. 
 
    A guard came about an hour later and gestured for Grim to follow him. They came to a mid-sized ship, one that looked pretty expensive. Two men stood next to it, both of them facing away from Grim. One walked away, and the other one turned so his face could be seen. He had short dark hair and looked vaguely familiar. His features weren’t clear quite yet, but as Grim walked beside the guard, something finally clicked. 
 
    He stopped in his tracks when he recognized Duncan, their eyes locking. How was Duncan here? And why? And more importantly, how could he have afforded to free Grim? He was a servant. In fact, he was a servant’s son really, completely untrained, and he’d only been assigned to see to Grim’s needs as payment for his room and board. That arrangement had continued even after Duncan’s father’s death. Grim had no idea what had become of Duncan once he’d left the estate for unknown reasons two years ago. He hadn’t heard another word about Duncan since then. 
 
    Duncan gave Grim an odd smile as he bridged the distance between them. “Hello, Grim.” 
 
    “Duncan. Hi.” Grim couldn’t hide his astonishment. “Did mother change her mind? Did my family send you?” 
 
    Duncan frowned at him, his eyes darkening a bit. “I’m not here to do your family’s bidding. I’m here for you. Loloth took the call from the prison warden and overheard your mother’s reply. He contacted me right away.” 
 
    “But why you?” 
 
    Duncan looked Grim up and down. “Loloth’s been with your family since your birth. The old man couldn’t stand the thought of you in this place.” 
 
    Grim chewed his lip. “That doesn’t answer my question at all.” 
 
    Duncan looked to the guard. “Is the bracelet ready?” 
 
    The guard nodded and signaled to a woman Grim hadn’t noticed hovering close by until just then. 
 
    “What’s that?” Grim asked. 
 
    “A tracking bracelet. If you run away from me, I can inform the prison that you’re fair game once more. They can lock on to your location and pay a justice officer or bounty hunter to pick you up. Then they can sell you off again or throw you back in a cell, with a longer sentence of course. Or they can try to sell you back to me at an inflated price.” 
 
    The woman held up what looked like some kind of blaster. She held her hand out. “Your wrist, please. It’s placed deep under the skin so you can’t get it out without a doctor’s help.” 
 
    Grim hesitated, and the guard said, “You can’t leave without it.” 
 
    Reluctantly, Grim held out his hand. She pointed the device at his pulse point, and he felt something pierce his skin. Then she rubbed some kind of liquid on his skin, wiped away the trickle of blood, and put a small adhesive bandage over the puncture. 
 
    “You’ll be fine. Should heal up within an hour.” She walked away after handing Duncan some kind of device. 
 
    Duncan put the device in his pocket and nodded to the guard. “We’ll be going then.” He reached out toward Grim. “Come on.” 
 
    Grim obeyed, but only because he wanted to get away from the prison. Once they were inside Duncan’s ship, Grim turned to him again. “But tell me why Loloth contacted you? How could he know you’d help? Where did you get the money for this?” 
 
    Duncan secured the door and turned to him. “I earned it. Are you really so surprised?” 
 
    “A servant couldn’t afford to buy off a six-month sentence, even with the tracking bracelet concession.” 
 
    Duncan backed Grim against the nearest wall. “Is that all I am to you, Grim? A servant?” 
 
    Grim stared back at him. “It’s all you’ve ever been since I’ve known you.” 
 
    “I’m no one’s servant anymore. If anything, you’re mine now.” Duncan pressed against him. “And I’m going to get my money’s worth out of you.” 
 
    Grim squirmed to get away from Duncan, going still when Duncan wouldn’t release him. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Do I need to repeat myself? You’re mine, Grim, to do with as I please.” Duncan pinned his arms at his sides and whispered in his ear, “And I intend to fuck you in all the ways I’ve imagined over the years.” 
 
    Grim froze at those words. His mind drifted back to a night long ago, one of the last nights he and Duncan had spent sleeping in the same bed. He couldn’t look Duncan in the eye. “And since when have you wanted to fuck me?” 
 
    “Since you were fifteen and so sweetly naïve that you didn’t even know how to get rid of an erection,” Duncan said, chuckling warmly in his ear. 
 
    So Duncan did remember that night. Grim made himself look at the other man. “What now? Is this revenge on my family for my parents’ treatment of you and your father? You’re going to force yourself on me?” 
 
    Duncan flexed his hips, drawing Grim’s attention to his own dick, which had betrayed him by growing hard at the intimate physical contact with Duncan. “I doubt I’ll have to do much forcing. You seem as keen as ever.” But then the teasing left his eyes. “Tell me what it was like after your arrest. Did anyone molest you? I want to know about anyone who harmed you.” 
 
    “Why do you care?” 
 
    “Because you’re mine. You always have been. You simply didn’t see it. If you were raped or abused, tell me. I’ll prove my devotion by killing them.” 
 
    “What?” Grim felt a chill move up his spine. “Kill them?” 
 
    Duncan backed up. “You know what I am. And you know I possess enough power to harm another with my mind. Tell me if you were harmed here.” 
 
    Grim shivered again as he studied Duncan. He’d never been afraid of Duncan’s powers before, but the idea of Duncan hurting someone frightened him. “No. The guards basically ignored me. I’m just a human, too plain for their exotic tastes. And my cell mates were already fucking each other.” 
 
    Duncan looked relieved. “Good. Let’s get out of here then. I want to get away from this miserable place.” 
 
    Grim watched Duncan go down the narrow passage and followed him after a few seconds. Once he’d walked into the cockpit, Duncan told him to sit down and strap in. Grim let him get them in the air while he considered his next move. As soon as they were in orbit, Duncan set their course, and before long they were heading for their destination, which was still an unknown to Grim. 
 
    “What’s really going on here?” Grim asked. 
 
    Duncan unstrapped himself and turned to Grim. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You expect me to believe you laid down fuck knows how much money just to get me in bed?” 
 
    “Love makes us do crazy things.” Duncan rose and unstrapped Grim, yanking him up and kissing him hungrily. 
 
    The kiss threw Grim, both with its suddenness and its passion. He fought and freed himself, shoving at Duncan and slapping him hard. Duncan only chuckled as he touched his swollen cheek. “Fight all you want. I already told you. You’re mine now.” 
 
    Grim started to protest, but Duncan grabbed his wrist and dragged him down the passage. Once they were in a bare room with nothing in it but a tiny refresher station and a bunk built into the wall, Duncan shoved him to the floor. 
 
    “We’ll reach Orela Prime by morning. I suggest you adjust your attitude.” He grinned. “We’ll have far more fun if you do.” 
 
    With that, Duncan locked him in the room. 
 
    Grim sat on the cold, hard floor, too stunned to speak or move. Orela Prime? People only went there to do three things: drink, gamble, and fuck. Grim had an idea which of those Duncan had in mind. 
 
    He pulled himself up and tried the water valve. He tested the temperature and then splashed a little on his face. There was nothing else in the room, so he wiped his face with his shirt. 
 
    Love makes us do crazy things. Why had Duncan said that? He didn’t love Grim. In fact, Grim had always felt that Duncan looked down on him and thought of him as an annoying, spoiled brat. They’d been friends once, when Duncan had first come to the estate, but that had ended years ago. 
 
    Grim sat down on the hard bed, his hands trembling. He’d had dozens upon dozens of lovers over the years. Why did the idea of being fucked by Duncan make him so nervous? 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    Duncan did a quick systems scan and then went to check on Grim. He’d been alone for two hours and might be hungry by now. It also seemed likely he would’ve calmed down and had some time to think more rationally. Duncan knew the prison had let Grim shower, but he couldn’t be sure when Grim had last eaten. He unlocked the door and stepped inside, finding Grim lying on the bunk and staring up at the ceiling. 
 
    “Are you hungry? It’ll be about another twelve hours to Orela Prime.” 
 
    “Want me to keep my strength up so I can put up a good fight? Really get you going?” 
 
    Duncan walked into the room. “I don’t want you to fight me at all.” 
 
    “Then let me go.” 
 
    If he had any confidence Grim would stay with him, at least for a little while, he’d be tempted to do it to endear himself. But he knew Grim would leave him and felt sure the younger man would simply land himself in more trouble. “No. You’re finally mine, and I won’t let you go again.” 
 
    “Again? You never had me. I was never yours. You were a servant. We were friends, kind of, but then you started avoiding me. I got the picture.” 
 
    Crossing his arms, Duncan asked, “And what picture was that?” 
 
    “My parents as good as paid you to be my friend. You never even liked me. You thought I was a brat.” 
 
    “That’s not true at all. You were spoiled, yes, and selfish. But I did like you. A bit too much, actually. Your parents barely tolerated me. I doubt they’d have been pleased with me seducing you.” 
 
    Grim sat up, his gaze focused on the floor. “I am hungry. What do I have to do to be allowed to eat?” 
 
    “Allowed to eat?” Duncan laughed. “Say you’re hungry.” 
 
    Grim looked up. “All right. I’m hungry.” 
 
    Duncan gestured for him to get up and follow him. Once they were in the tiny galley, he handed Grim a protein bar and a bag of dried plums. “Provisions were low. I was in such a hurry I forgot to restock. But we’ll get supplies on Orela Prime.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Grim said very quietly before sitting at the small table that would barely accommodate two people eating. 
 
    Duncan gave him a bottle of filtered water as well and sat down, though he pulled his chair a bit away from the table and angled it toward Grim. “What did you expect? That you’d have to suck my cock just to be fed?” 
 
    Grim scowled at him. “Given how I’ve been treated so far, yeah, I kinda did.” 
 
    “Lovely as that would be, I doubt it would be good for our relationship.” 
 
    “Our relationship?” Grim drank half of the bottle of water and recapped it slowly. “We haven’t seen each other for two years. You didn’t even say good-bye.” 
 
    “I tried to. I came to your room, but you were … occupied.” 
 
    Grim’s brows came together. “When?” 
 
    Duncan shook his head slowly. “Don’t even remember the last time you saw me, do you?” 
 
    Grim’s scowl deepened. “Just tell me.” 
 
    “You were fucking a girl. Red hair. Don’t even know who she was. I’d never seen her before. But she was not your new fiancé. I came in and knocked, and you waved me away.” He paused, trying to remain composed. That moment had hurt, and he’d had to force himself to walk away. What he’d really wanted to do was pull Grim off that girl and pin the younger man to the bed himself. “I did say good-bye. You simply couldn’t hear me over your own grunting.” 
 
    Grim stared at the table a moment. “Oh.” He bit into the protein bar and chewed slowly. Swallowing, he finally met Duncan’s gaze. “I didn’t notice you were gone until a couple of days later. I needed … I can’t even remember. I wanted you to go into the city with me.” He turned his eyes away again. “I don’t even remember that girl’s name.” 
 
    “Is that what ended your engagement? Your unfaithfulness?” 
 
    “That engagement was arranged. I wasn’t unfaithful because I never made a promise to begin with.” He ate in silence for a while, looking up at Duncan occasionally. After finishing his water, he said, “Say something. You’re freaking me out.” 
 
    Though he wasn’t going to admit it to Grim, he liked that he could make him uneasy. “Am I?” 
 
    “Yeah. Get on with it and lay it all out. What do you want from me?” 
 
    Duncan smiled. “I won’t be satisfied by any one particular thing. What I want is you.” 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    “Yes. Have I not been clear about that?” 
 
    “You could’ve slept with me before.” 
 
    “Our positions were different. And you never seemed to want me. I guess that’s my fault, but this time, I won’t give up.” 
 
    “Is that all you want? To get it out of your system?” 
 
    Duncan rose and took Grim by the chin. “I’ll never get you out of my system. I love you.” He leaned down to kiss Grim, but this time the other man jerked away in time and moved across the room. 
 
    “Don’t say that. You don’t love me. You’ve got some weird obsession or something. And it makes no sense.” 
 
    Though Grim jerking away had hurt, Duncan smiled at that. “What? You saying you aren’t good enough for someone to obsess over?” 
 
    Grim ignored that question. “Tell me what you want for my freedom. I can’t pay you back, not right away, but name your price. I’ll work for it, however I have to.” 
 
    “Now that you’re mine, there’s nothing else I desire. No amount of money or any material possession.” He backed Grim against the wall. “All I want is you. If you’ll just submit, I’ll be as rough or as gentle as you like. I’ll be yours to command if you’ll simply give in. I have a fortune and can give you anything you want. But all I want is you.” He traced his finger over Grim’s jaw. “And I’ll have you no matter what. Isn’t submitting to me better than what awaited you in that prison?” 
 
    Grim looked afraid at that question. “Stop, please.” 
 
    “Stop talking?” 
 
    “No, stop doing this to me.” 
 
    “I won’t. I’ve waited much too long for this.” Duncan leaned in and kissed Grim again, more gently this time. 
 
    Grim turned his head away after their lips had barely brushed for a few seconds. “Duncan, please.” 
 
    Duncan chuckled. “You never used to say please. Used to just order me around. Wouldn’t even look at me most of the time.” 
 
    Grim turned worried eyes up to Duncan. “Are you really going to rape me?” 
 
    He really doesn’t believe I love him. Guess I can’t blame him. I did my very best to hide it so no one would use it against me, especially him. “Who said anything about raping you?” 
 
    “Having sex with someone against their will is rape.” 
 
    Duncan backed away. “It won’t be against your will.” He tilted his head. “Why am I so different? From only a few weeks after your sixteenth birthday until the day I left eight years later, you fucked dozens upon dozens of women. And men. Some of them you barely knew.” 
 
    “I was young. Sex was just pleasure.” He shrugged one shoulder. “I could have anyone I wanted, at least for a few nights. I had money and power on a planet where so few have either, much less both.” 
 
    “Are you telling me you take it seriously these days? Saving yourself for marriage or your one true love?” 
 
    Grim’s face went red. “Stop making fun of me. You’ve always made fun of me.” 
 
    Duncan frowned. He’d always teased Grim, but he’d never out and out mocked him. “When have I ever made fun of you?” 
 
    Grim’s mouth fell open, and he practically yelled his reply. “All the time! You were always laughing at how naïve I was. How many things I didn’t know. And I know you disapproved of me having so much sex. I could see it in your eyes.” 
 
    “That was jealousy. Let’s get that straight right now,” Duncan said as he moved closer again. “At first you were just someone who needed me. I felt sorry for you because you’d been so sheltered. It bordered on abuse in my mind. I hated your parents from the moment I met you, saw how timid you were. Scared of your own shadow. I started to lust after you when I realized how cute you were. But it didn’t stop there. I wanted to make everyone and everything else go away so I could keep you to myself. I wanted to be the one to finally make you happy.” 
 
    Grim looked confused as he said, “I guess I saw you as a big brother. It’s nothing personal.” He began to wring his hands. “You never said anything. You know I’m not good with subtle.” 
 
    “Yes, I remember.” 
 
    Grim’s knuckles were almost white as he twisted his fingers. “I’m just not sure I can see you the way you want me to.” 
 
    “One night in my bed will change that.” 
 
    His hands went still, and he crossed his arms, as if that would protect him. “You said you wouldn’t force me.” 
 
    “No. I said it wouldn’t be against your will. By the time I slide into you, you’ll be begging for it.” He held Grim’s gaze. “I’m a very skilled lover, and so are you, so we’ll be amazing together.” 
 
    “Will you stop with the crazy talk? As if we’re lovers who’ve found each other again or something. This isn’t romantic, and you’re delusional.” 
 
    Duncan sighed. “I see you’re going to be difficult. Good thing I booked a room with lots of restraints.” 
 
    A shiver moved over Grim, and Duncan watched his eyes. There was definite interest there, though Grim scowled at Duncan when he realized he was being watched. 
 
    Duncan walked past Grim. “Go rest. We’ll arrive in the morning.” 
 
    “Not going to lock me up again?” 
 
    Duncan paused. “Not today.” He made himself keep walking back to the cockpit. 
 
    You are mine, Grim, and soon you’ll see that. 
 
    **** 
 
    Grim stayed in his room alone all night, surprised Duncan didn’t bother him. He went to the main passage and watched as they orbited the planet. The oceans were such a bright blue, so beautiful. He could see why this had become a pleasure planet. He and his friends had talked about coming here for an entire month, but that had been before Grim had been cut off. Before his family had turned on him and thrown him out. His engagement actually had ended when his fiancé had caught him in bed with someone else. Grim sighed, thinking back over the past year of his life. He’d made so many mistakes, but there was nothing to be done now. He simply had to figure out how to make Duncan see sense and let him go. Grateful as he was, Grim wasn’t going to pretend to love someone over it. He cared for Duncan, but being his lover was … Grim tried to push the thoughts away. They confused him far too much. Duncan couldn’t love him—it simply wasn’t possible. When the landing sequence alarm sounded, Grim reluctantly went to the cockpit and strapped himself in. Grim didn’t know much about ships, but he knew this one was both expensive and relatively new. He probably could’ve walked around as they’d entered the atmosphere, the process had been so smooth and effortless. 
 
    “It’s a nice ship,” Grim said as they descended, tired of the silence and isolation. He still thought Duncan was delusional, but the quietness in the ship was making him nervous. 
 
    Duncan turned his head. “Yes, she’s a beauty. I only bought her two weeks ago. I’m glad I did. I was able to leave as soon as the prison had confirmed your identity.” He held Grim’s gaze, a strange look in his eyes. “Believe me or not, the idea of you in that place angered me. Frightened me. You’re too soft to survive in such a place.” 
 
    Grim regretted playing nice right away. “See?” Grim said, his frustration returning. “You think you’re saying something nice, but you just insulted me.” 
 
    Duncan tilted his head, an old habit Grim now remembered about him. “But it’s true. I wasn’t trying to insult you or impress you. I’m serious. I imagined you being hurt there, and I couldn’t stand it. I told my financial agent to be ready to liquefy all of my assets if needed. I had to come save you.” 
 
    “Save me? That’s how you see this?” 
 
    Duncan stared at him a moment, and then he turned away and set them down in the landing bay. His jaw was tight, but he said nothing. Once the ship had powered down, he stood and looked down at Grim. “You don’t think I saved you?” 
 
    Grim realized he was being ungrateful, but he refused to back down. “You’re making it sound noble when you’re just gonna use me the way other keepers do. As a sex toy.” 
 
    Duncan stared down at him a long time. He eventually turned his eyes to the view screen. “Come on. They’ve already checked us in. Someone will guide us to our room.” Duncan walked away briskly. 
 
    As they walked down the ramp a few minutes later, Grim said, “I’m grateful that you came for me when no one else did. But my freedom is still in another’s hands. Try to see my perspective here.” 
 
    Duncan looked over at him but didn’t reply. An attendant greeted them and took them to their room. Once they were alone, Duncan took his bags into the bedroom. When he returned, he poured himself a drink at the bar. He downed it in one gulp and looked over at Grim. 
 
    “Say something,” Grim said. 
 
    Duncan came over to him. “I’ve been trying, but you won’t let me.” 
 
    “What? You’ve said plenty. I haven’t stopped you.” 
 
    He ran his fingers into Grim’s hair and tightened them, bending Grim’s head back so they looked at each other. “This is what I’ve been trying to say.” He captured Grim’s mouth in a punishing kiss, taking Grim’s breath away. 
 
    Grim let Duncan kiss him, at first. Duncan’s mouth was firm and skilled, and he kissed Grim deeply. Grim couldn’t help responding to Duncan’s probing tongue, and they soon battled for control. Grim had submitted to being fucked before, but he’d never given in to another man in this way. The kiss was possessive and rough yet also … Grim couldn’t describe it. They stared at each other as they parted, both panting. 
 
    “I will not rape you. Or hurt you. I will never hit you or abuse you,” Duncan said. “But I will have you. Will make you mine.” He ran one thumb over Grim’s swollen lips. “That kiss was everything I imagined.” 
 
    Grim drew back, hugging himself as he shook. “We should eat. It’s been a long night. You must be tired, too. You didn’t get to sleep any, I’m guessing,” he said, hoping Duncan would have mercy on him after he’d given in during the kiss. 
 
    Duncan smiled. “And we need clothes for you.” He turned and activated a wall panel. “Let’s order breakfast. Then we can relax before we go shopping.” 
 
    Grim stared at the floor. Was it really so easy? If he gave in, Duncan would act normal and quit rambling crazy shit? He licked his lips. He’d been wrong about one thing. That kiss proved Duncan did have feelings for him. It might not be love, but that embrace had held more than lust. He cleared his throat and looked up. “Yeah. Sounds great.” 
 
    Duncan nodded and punched in an order. Grim walked over to the balcony window and looked down at the bustling city outside their hotel. It was barely sunrise, yet people filled the streets, and everything seemed to be open. He felt Duncan come up behind him. 
 
    “This place looks crazy,” Grim said as he tried not to tense up at Duncan’s nearness. 
 
    “It can be. We can explore, if you like.” He rested his hands on Grim’s shoulders. “Just say it, and you’ll have anything you desire.” 
 
    Grim needed some air. “Let’s eat outside. It’s kind of stuffy in here.” It wasn’t at all, but Duncan didn’t object as Grim slid the glass door open. They went outside, and Grim walked to the railing while Duncan sat down on a lounge chair. Grim could feel Duncan watching him, and he tried to calm himself down. 
 
    That, however, proved impossible. 
 
    **** 
 
    Duncan heard the shower turn on. While he wanted to go in there and join Grim, he considered how fun it would be to tease him a bit. He lay back on the bed and steadied his breathing as he went into a trance. Once free of his body, he drifted into the bathroom, the door and walls no obstacle at all. The shower took up one entire end of the room. There were five jets mounted at different angles, and Grim stood under the main one in the center of the ceiling while the others powered up. 
 
    Grim stood with his arms lightly crossed, and he ran his hands up and down his biceps as he tilted his head back under the water. He slowly turned, running his hands over his body. One hand slid down to his balls, and he cupped them before sliding his fingers over his shaft. Nothing had happened between them since that kiss earlier in the morning. They’d eaten breakfast and taken a brief excursion to buy Grim some new clothes. But Grim had insisted he needed a shower once they’d returned to the room. Was Grim really still this needful, or was he thinking of Duncan? Memories of how insatiable Grim could be filled Duncan’s mind. He certainly didn’t object—he simply wanted to always be the one and only person satisfying Grim’s needs. 
 
    Duncan moved into the shower with him. He’d have to concentrate, but he could make Grim feel him. Grim began to wash himself, and Duncan remained still and admired him. Grim was plain, when you got right down to it. Everything about him was average, his hair, his face, his build, his cock, his muscles, practically everything. Except for his eyes. They were an ordinary enough brown with no other colors flecking the irises, but something in them had always gotten Duncan’s attention. He longed to see them filled with desire, with love and lust and pure need. For him. Duncan traced one finger up Grim’s spine and watched him shiver. Next he leaned in and kissed Grim’s shoulder. Grim went on washing himself as if he hadn’t noticed. Duncan moved in closer and tried to focus his energy so Grim could feel him pressing near. 
 
    Grim went still and turned his head, searching the shower. He went back to washing, his hand gripping his cock this time. He pumped the shaft and sighed, throwing his head back and looking so beautiful. Duncan thought back to the night he’d instructed Grim on how to pleasure himself. Grim had been so embarrassed when Duncan had moved to sit behind him on the bed and demonstrated how he should touch himself. Duncan had showed him how to grip his cock, wrapping Grim’s fingers around the shaft and covering them with his own, and then he’d moved both of their hands back and forth over Grim’s cock. Grim had sighed and leaned back into him, moaning and wiggling until his orgasm had hit. They’d sat like that a while, Duncan holding Grim as he panted and blushed bright red, his cum cooling on their fingers. 
 
    Duncan frowned as he remembered what had happened next. He’d cleaned Grim up, the younger man seemingly unable to meet his gaze or say anything. When he’d returned to bed moments later, Grim had turned to face the wall and burrowed under the covers. Duncan had retreated to the bathroom to jerk himself off, and then he’d slid into bed beside Grim, asking if he was all right. Grim had pretended to be asleep, and Duncan had allowed that, which had probably been a mistake. The next morning, Grim had acted as if nothing had happened, but soon after that, he’d told Duncan he no longer needed someone with him at night, and Duncan had retreated permanently to his own room next door. 
 
    Duncan had always thought it was embarrassment, or perhaps part of a bigger plan of sneaking others into his room. But how had Grim truly felt about it? Had he felt shame? Had he seen it as Duncan abusing him or taking advantage? Grim had said he’d often felt Duncan was making fun of him or condescending to him. In hindsight, Duncan knew it had been stupid not to talk about it outright, and it was wrong to put all the blame on their youth. Duncan ran his fingers up Grim’s spine again, and then he reached around to touch his cock. 
 
    Grim moaned as Duncan placed another kiss on his shoulder. “I knew I felt you in here.” He let go of his shaft. “Did you do this when I was younger? Did you like watching me?” His eyes darted about, yet he seemed very focused, as if the answer mattered a great deal. 
 
    Yes, I did. I loved watching you. You were so beautiful. Duncan watched Grim to make sure the words had gotten through to him. 
 
    Grim’s eyes had widened a bit, but Duncan couldn’t be sure at which part. The naked man nodded slowly and turned under the spray. He finished rinsing himself and turned the water off. After wiping one hand down his face, he gazed around the shower before opening the glass door. “Might as well get back in your body.” He reached for one of the fluffy robes hanging on the wall and wrapped it around himself. 
 
    Duncan was back in his body, sitting up and rubbing his eyes, when Grim came out of the bathroom. “So asking you to sleep in your own room didn’t really get me any privacy? You watched me jerking off? Having sex? Even showering?” 
 
    “Sometimes, yes.” Duncan stood. “Were you embarrassed that night, or angry?” 
 
    Grim stiffened. “What night?” 
 
    His body language said he knew what Duncan meant—hell, they’d talked about it the day before—but Duncan indulged him. “The night I taught you to masturbate.” 
 
    “You didn’t teach me. I knew what it was, how to do it. I’d just been taught it was wrong.” He narrowed his eyes. “Plus, you moved in just when I got interested. I never knew when you were gonna walk in. And you slept in my room half the time.” 
 
    Duncan nodded slowly. “I misspoke then. I hadn’t thought of all that.” He licked his lips. “You were having those nightmares when we met. I thought you liked having me there.” 
 
    “I did, but they went away.” He crossed his arms. “We’re getting off topic.” 
 
    “You didn’t say you’d been taught not to touch yourself at the time.” 
 
    “I was embarrassed! You threw the covers back as you came to bed and saw it. Then you just stood there staring at me.” 
 
    “I was thrown. I already liked you in that way. The sight was … tempting.” He cleared his throat. “And in my defense, I offered to leave you alone to take care of it, and you said, Ignore it. It’ll go away. You didn’t seem to have any idea what to do.” 
 
    Grim tightened the sash on his robe. “I made a fool of myself. Don’t you get it? You were older. You’d had sex before. I was embarrassed, and you acted like it was nothing. You made me sit up and moved in behind me. It was nice to be touched, held against you. You touched me and … I came in no time. It was like I was a child. You cleaned me up as if I’d spilled my damn sippy cup or something.” 
 
    Duncan frowned. “That certainly wasn’t how I viewed you. Or how I felt. I found it very erotic, actually. Sharing that with you. Watching you come for what I’d assumed was the first time as you leaned back into my arms.” 
 
    “Yeah, it was the first time, but…” He turned away slightly. “This is stupid. It was over a decade ago.” 
 
    “Grim, I think we need to get another thing straight here. I never viewed you as a child. I’m only two years older than you. I’m sorry if you found it condescending. Maybe I did act like that without knowing it. I was trying to control myself. I was seventeen. Old enough to be arrested for touching you that way. Don’t even think for one moment your father wouldn’t have done it either.” He shook his head and stood up when Grim finally looked back at him. “You turned away that night, even though I know you felt my cock pressing against your back. I know you saw it tenting my pants as I cleaned you up. I wanted to crawl back into bed with you and keep touching you. But you were young so I didn’t pressure you. You had no problem asking for what you wanted any other time. For demanding it even.” 
 
    “What was I supposed to do? I didn’t know anything about sex.” 
 
    “You learned pretty quickly.” 
 
    Grim scowled at him. “You never touched me like that again. I thought you were … laughing at me, I don’t know. I wanted to have sex, and I found willing partners. Are you going to take your revenge for that?” 
 
    “Revenge? Grim, you’re the one who’s delusional. I’m not trying to hurt you. I’m trying to fix my mistake. I kept silent and never showed you how I felt. I watched you seduce others instead of trying to seduce you myself. I walked away when you became engaged to another instead of standing up and fighting for you.” He walked over to Grim. “Don’t shut me out. Come to bed with me now.” 
 
    Grim turned away. “It’s not that easy. We can’t just reminisce for two minutes and then fall into bed together, saying it was all just a big misunderstanding.” 
 
    Duncan pressed to his back and held him tight, reaching into Grim’s robe to grip his cock, which was still hard despite their arguing. “You’re just scared. Confused. Let me make love to you.” 
 
    Grim struggled for breath as Duncan stroked him. “Make love? You mean fuck.” 
 
    “Call it whatever you want. I’m finally going to pin you beneath me and slide into you as we kiss.” 
 
    “No.” Grim pushed at Duncan’s arms and freed himself. 
 
    Duncan advanced on him. “You forget who has the power here. Our roles are reversed. Now you have to obey me.” 
 
    “You say you love me. You wouldn’t turn me back over to them. That would be cruel. Monstrous.” 
 
    “Monstrous? Well, then I can’t do that, can I?” Duncan paused. “I will have you any way I can.” He grabbed Grim by the arm and threw him down on the bed. He tore the robe open and pinned Grim down by his thighs. “And I’m finally going to taste you properly. Licking your cum off my fingers all those years ago simply wasn’t enough.” He leaned down and took Grim’s cock into his mouth. A moan fell from his lips as he felt Grim tremble and tasted the tangy musk of his pre-cum. 
 
    **** 
 
    Fucked up as this way, Grim couldn’t help sighing at the pleasure. Duncan’s mouth felt so good, and something about seeing the man suck his cock so greedily made Grim’s head go fuzzy. Grim had been burning with need ever since he’d realized Duncan was in the shower touching him. Being touched by Duncan’s ethereal form had been amazingly erotic, but he’d bite his own tongue off before he’d say that to Duncan. Had he really read the other man so wrong over the years? Was Duncan actually in love with him? The idea wasn’t so terrible. It was just … new. 
 
    Duncan sucked him with amazing skill, his mouth both teasing and rough. And hungry. Grim thrust into his mouth a bit, which made Duncan look up at him. He pulled off of Grim’s cock and took it in his hand, licking the head. “Can’t wait for you to come.” He licked and nipped at Grim’s cock and then took him deep again. 
 
    Grim couldn’t help fucking the other man’s mouth. It simply felt too damn good. He threw his head back and cried out as he came. The pleasure flooded his body as Duncan went right on sucking, and Grim watched him swallow every drop. Duncan licked his lips as he pulled back, and he crawled up Grim’s body and hovered over him. “I never looked down on you. Maybe I was cold. Reserved. I’m sorry.” He placed surprisingly gentle kisses over Grim’s face. “Let me take you.” 
 
    “This is too weird. I can’t. Not yet.” But Grim wanted it. He wanted it so much. The look in Duncan’s eyes right now had him growing hard again already. 
 
    “You’re lying, little one,” Duncan said as he flipped Grim over, disentangling him from the robe as he did so. “I know you are.” 
 
    Grim tried to crawl away before Duncan could pin him down, and Duncan grabbed him by the hips and pulled him close. He spread Grim’s cheeks and began to rim him, shocking Grim to his core. He’d done lots of things in bed over the years—evening been with multiple partners at once—but no one had ever just grabbed him and gone right for his ass. Duncan spread his hole with his thumbs and delved deep with his tongue. 
 
    “Fuck, what are you doing?” Grim asked. Stupid question, of course, but his brain wasn’t working right anymore. 
 
    “Making you hard. Getting you ready for me,” Duncan said before slapping Grim’s right cheek. 
 
    Grim moaned. He loved to be spanked, and if Duncan had ever watched him with a man, he would know this. He felt Duncan laving his hole good, and then he got up and rushed over to a bag. Grim watched him, relaxing his stance a bit. He could get away now, but what could he actually do? Run out into the hall naked? Call for help? Duncan would only have to show proof that he was Grim’s keeper, and then no one would help him. 
 
    Their eyes met as Duncan turned back to him. Do I even want anyone to help me?  Duncan had always been a big guy, but as he ripped his clothes off, Grim really got to see how hard and muscular the man was. He was twice Grim’s size, and his cock was long and thick. Duncan reached back into the bag and pulled out some lube. He stroked his cock and climbed onto the bed. 
 
    “Suck me a little. I’ve always wanted to see my cock in your mouth,” Duncan said. 
 
    Grim looked at the dripping tip and then leaned in to lick it. As he began to suck, Duncan started preparing his hole. He paused in his ministrations every now and then to give Grim’s ass a few smacks. Grim had been fucked enough that it didn’t take long for him to be ready. Duncan’s skilled fingers had him open and loosened up in no time. When Duncan drew back and stroked his huge cock just inches from Grim’s face, Grim looked at the bed instead of looking at Duncan. The other man caressed him, over his ass and up his back and then to the nape of his neck. He took Grim by the hair and tilted his head back. 
 
    “Say you want me inside you.” 
 
    “You said … you wouldn’t force me.” Grim looked up into his eyes, waiting for him to act, secretly wanting to be forced. He wanted another one of those possessive, feral kisses. Longed to feel the pleasure of another shattering orgasm. 
 
    Duncan let go of his hair and reached down to stroke Grim’s cock. “I also said you’d be begging for it when I slide into you.” 
 
    Grim let out a long moan and lifted his ass. “I won’t beg. Not anyone.” He moved his hips to fuck Duncan’s hand a bit. “But you’re a monster if you leave me like this.” 
 
    “So now I’m a monster if I don’t fuck you. I see.” He moved behind Grim and toyed with his hole, teasing him with two fingers. “Then I better get on with it.” 
 
    Grim tried to relax, knowing Duncan’s wide cock would be a lot to take. But the man had lubed him well, and he slid in with more ease than Grim had expected. 
 
    And it felt like heaven. Grim arched as Duncan slowly took him. He’d expected a brutal claiming, some kind of deep, rough fucking, but instead, Duncan went slowly, sighing and caressing Grim. 
 
    Grim squeezed his eyes closed, struggling with this. He hadn’t wanted tenderness and caresses—he wanted to be used roughly, to have Duncan take him fiercely. But he couldn’t ask for that now. Saying anything would prove he wanted this. Duncan massaged his back and shoulders. 
 
    “You’re perfect, Grim. Worth the wait,” Duncan said. He went deep and leaned over. “I love you, little one. You’re mine, forever.” 
 
    “Stop it,” Grim said, trying to jerk away. 
 
    But Duncan held him firmly and continued his deep strokes. Grim held out as long as he could, but he was close to tears when Duncan coerced another orgasm from him. He buried his face in one of the pillows as he cried out and sighed while Duncan reached around and pumped his seed onto the bed. Grim’s channel flexed around that hard cock, making his orgasm even better. And then Duncan continued to take him. Duncan covered Grim’s body with his and kissed his neck as he trembled and came. He gave Grim a big, hot load, so much that Grim felt it dripping out of him. 
 
    Duncan sighed as he finished, and then he rolled them to their sides and spooned Grim, only pulling out of him after they were settled away from Grim’s cum spot. 
 
    “You weren’t afraid of being fucked,” Duncan whispered. “You were afraid of being loved.” 
 
    Grim tried to get away again, but he hardly had any strength left. 
 
    Duncan held firm. “No. You won’t reject me or turn from me this time. You’ll stay here in my arms, where you belong.” 
 
    Grim sighed and stopped struggling. “I didn’t reject you. I never rejected you.” He turned his head slightly. “You pulled away. I never even had the chance to want you. To see how you really felt.” 
 
    “You changing your mind about me, little one?” 
 
    Realizing what he’d just said, Grim looked away and settled into the embrace. “I’m tired.” 
 
    Duncan kissed his shoulder and left him alone. Grim heard the man’s soft snoring soon, and he squeezed his eyes shut, wishing sleep would take him as easily. No one had ever taken him quite like that before, and the simplicity of the union made the way he was feeling now all the more startling. Duncan tightened his grip, and Grim let himself be held. His mind calmed soon enough, and he fell into a dreamless sleep. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Grim woke up alone, the covers tucked up around him. Looking out the window to the right of the large bed, he saw the sun low in the sky. Was it sunset, or had he somehow slept through the rest of the day and then through the night as well? He got up and found his discarded robe draped over the end of the bed. He tied the robe around him again and walked out of the bedroom. Duncan sat in the large main room working at the com station. He spoke quietly to someone through a headset, and Grim could see someone on a smaller screen on the right side. Vague memories of Duncan making calls while they were on the ship drifted back to him, but he realized he still had no idea what Duncan did for a living. 
 
    He must do well if he could afford to free me. That thought made Grim wonder. How much had Duncan paid? How much had he been willing to pay? Though he didn’t know where Duncan lived now, it was obvious the man wasn’t lying about having rushed to Grim’s aid. There had to be a kind of love in that, right? 
 
    Grim moved away and went into the kitchenette and got a glass of water. He stood at the sink drinking it, and before long Duncan finished his call and came into the room. 
 
    “There’s food in the refrigerator. You were sleeping so soundly I couldn’t make myself wake you,” Duncan said. “I ordered lots of different things, counting on you still having the same taste in food.” 
 
    “Thank you,” he said quietly, rubbing his left eye. “What time is it?” 
 
    “About seven in the morning here. I figured you probably had trouble sleeping at the prison.” 
 
    “Yeah, hard to relax.” Grim sighed and put his glass down. “Guess we need to talk.” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    Grim couldn’t help gaping at the other man. “Everything. The past. What’s happening right now. What happened yesterday.” 
 
    “We can talk about whatever you like, but I think we’ve settled one thing.” He came closer and drew Grim to him. “You’re mine. We belong together.” His breath was warm on Grim’s ear as he added, “Being with you was perfect.” 
 
    Grim ignored that part. “But I’m not a possession. My sentence was six months. You can’t threaten me any longer than that because your contract with the prison will be up then.” 
 
    “Six months is more than enough time to make you see sense.” 
 
    Grim pulled away. “See sense? There you go again.” 
 
    “So you didn’t enjoy being with me yesterday?” 
 
    Grim thought about lying, but what would be the point? “It was amazing, but I’ve had great sex before. I’m sure you have, too.” 
 
    “Yes, but nothing like what we shared. I’ve never felt such an urge to claim someone, to fill them with my cum.” 
 
    Grim knew this conversation would lead them straight back to the bedroom, a place where Duncan was the one who held all the power. “But you’re referring to me giving in to you as seeing sense, as if I’m stupid or something if I reject you.” He blew his breath out in a loud huff and shook his head. “Can we just eat and do something normal? I know I’m being tracked, so I won’t run away. Let’s just, you know, do something else besides talk about the past and fucking.” 
 
    “Fine with me. You were the one who wanted to talk,” Duncan said with a grin. 
 
    Grim scowled at him. “Then I take it back. I’m not ready for that yet.” 
 
    “If you say so,” Duncan said softly before walking across the room. After a moment, he said, “You never answered my question yesterday.” 
 
    “Which one?” Grim asked as he looked in the refrigerator and pulled a few containers out. 
 
    “How you felt that night. You kind of told me, but do you feel I took advantage? Were you angry?” 
 
    Grim looked at the food containers and stacked them all together as he closed the refrigerator door. He nodded to the table and walked over there, spreading the food out and then going back for forks. He took a seat and began to eat, but Duncan only sat and took up his fork, playing with it. Waiting. 
 
    “I guess … I was confused. I wasn’t scared or any of that shit. I didn’t think you’d molested me.” He met Duncan’s gaze. “I know that’s what you mean.” 
 
    “Yeah. That’s what I mean.” 
 
    Grim refocused on his food. “No one’s first sexual experience is ever anything but awkward and embarrassing. It’s fine. I wasn’t scared of you and didn’t see it as you hurting me or whatever it is you’re thinking. It was confusing, but it was a push I needed. I was, I don’t know, stilted? Repressed? You know what a nightmare my parents were.” 
 
    “All right. We’re good on that then.” Duncan grabbed a container and took the lid off, stirring the contents. “And yesterday?” 
 
    “Yesterday?” 
 
    “Yes. Are you angry I forced you?” 
 
    Grim squirmed in his seat, stuffing his face with the meat and veggie mix before him to buy himself some time. “Forced? You didn’t have to use that much force. How can I be angry? I seem recall saying you’d be a monster not to fuck me and make me come.” His body responded to the memory, and he cursed silently. He sighed at the way he’d just let himself be drawn back in. “Look, later, all right? I’m not angry. Subject over, for now.” 
 
    “But later, we will talk?” 
 
    “Yes, but later. Fuck, I’m barely awake and haven’t eaten for more than half a day and you’re frying my brain here.” 
 
    A chuckle fell from his lips. “Sorry. But I think your emotions are the problem.” He sighed as well. “Fine. Let’s just eat. There’s tons to do here. We’ll do whatever you want to do, and I’ll be more patient.” 
 
    Grim thought as he continued to eat. “Just not the casinos. Gambling is what landed me in prison on Vaharis 6.” 
 
    “Fair enough.” After a while, Duncan asked, “How did you end up there? On that planet, I mean. There’s nothing there but the mines and the prison really.” 
 
    “Got dropped there. I was traveling with some friends, and they’d lied to me. Said they could pay our passage, but they couldn’t. We got dumped off. And the pilot reported us as debtors. The local collection agencies checked into us. We tried to hide, but then I got caught stealing. And broke some ugly vase that everyone kept screaming about. The prison paid my debt in exchange for the right to retain me and contract me to a keeper. It was only three hundred credits.” 
 
    Duncan raised one eyebrow. “Really? Then they more than made their money back.” 
 
    Grim frowned. “I’ll pay you back. Somehow.” 
 
    “I’ve already been repaid. You’re safe, and you’re here with me.” He rose and took his container back to the kitchenette. “I’ll go get ready, then you can have the bathroom. Think about what you want to do.” 
 
    Once Duncan had left the room, Grim said softly, “What I want to do?” He looked to the empty doorway. “Fuck if I know.” 
 
    **** 
 
    Duncan drifted away from Grim in the museum so he could check his messages. Both of his eyebrows shot up when he saw a message from Grim’s mother. Apparently she’d overheard Loloth telling someone else that Grim was safe with Duncan, and she wanted to “talk” about Grim. The old bitch knew exactly what Duncan did for a living, so she obviously thought money would get her whatever she wanted. But what could she want, given how she’d abandoned him? Did she know why Duncan had freed Grim, or was she just assuming it had been done out of friendship? Did she want Duncan to get him a new identity, or did she actually think Duncan would dispose of him for the right price? There were multiple possibilities. His assistant Oron hadn’t given any further details. 
 
    Needing time to think, Duncan crossed the room to rejoin Grim. “Enjoying yourself?” 
 
    Grim gave him a quick glance before turning back to the sculpture before him. “I actually am. I’ve never been to a museum before since I had private tutors. No field trips for me.” He leaned down to read the plague on the pedestal. “It’s interesting.” He looked back over at Duncan as he straightened. “Am I keeping you from work? You looked sort of worried as you were reading your messages.” 
 
    “I’m the boss. I can work from anywhere unless there’s something important.” He tucked his communicator away. “I’m a Finder and have my own company.” 
 
    Grim eyed him for a moment. “You mean a bounty hunter who pretends he isn’t a bounty hunter?” 
 
    “Lots of people say that, but we do more than that. We provide bodyguards. Security for large events. Look for missing persons and runaways. And yes, we connect people with assassins discreetly, for a fee. I’m sorry if that bothers you.” 
 
    Grim shrugged. “It’s the person who pays the assassin who’s the real criminal, wouldn’t you say? I don’t care. At least it’s an honest living.” He moved over to a large abstract painting. “What kind of person would I be if I criticized the business that enabled you to free me?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t mind.” 
 
    “Really? I’ve never worked a day in my life.” He paused and walked to the next painting. “Doesn’t that bother you?” 
 
    “It’s not a matter of it bothering me. You were raised rich. Hardly allowed to do anything normal. No field trips, as you just said. No being normal and having friends. Your parents are the ones I would criticize.” Duncan inched a bit closer. “I guess I’ve thought of you as a brat at times, but you’re not a bad person because of your birth. Or because you were lucky enough to live a life of privilege.” 
 
    Grim walked around another sculpture. “How did you know you wanted to go into that line of work?” 
 
    Duncan laughed. “Because I’d always been told I was good at reading people. Good at working things out. But we’ve established you and I completely misread each other.” 
 
    Grim met his gaze but didn’t return his smile. “Bound to happen. Life’s full of misunderstandings. Most of them slip by because we never get the chance to see them differently. Never care to try.” 
 
    “I guess.” Duncan watched the others around them. “I think I really went into my line of work because I’m adaptable. I can blend in easily.” 
 
    “You’re kind of big to really blend in. In some places anyway.” 
 
    “But my size is intimidating. Actually works to keep others from studying me too closely.” His communicator vibrated, and he looked at the message. Grim’s mother was upset she’d not received a personal call yet. Duncan scowled at the device and sent Oron a reply. Tell her I have no wish to speak to her. Grim is with me and under my protection. For good. He put the communicator away. He’d been a fool to think that she might want anything that would be good for Grim. Her impatience showed that she saw her son’s freedom as a problem. It made him so angry knowing she’d likely assumed Grim would die in that prison, never to “trouble” them again. 
 
    Grim came closer, grabbing his attention. The other man watched him for a moment. “Something’s bothering you.” 
 
    “Just an annoying potential client.” He didn’t want Grim to be upset or worried. And he didn’t want negative thoughts ruining their time together. “Someone I don’t wish to work for. There are some things I won’t do for any amount of money.” 
 
    Grim glanced to the side entrance they’d come up to. “Do you want to go through the gardens? We can do something else if you’re bored.” 
 
    “No, we can go through them. I’m not going to be bored by anything we do together.” 
 
    “Why?” Grim asked as he exited and held the door for Duncan. 
 
    That stunned him a bit. Grim had never held a door for anyone in his life. When they’d first met, Duncan had barely stopped several swinging doors in the family mansion from swinging right into his face. “Why?” Duncan repeated. He shoved his hands in his pockets as they walked down the stone steps. “I brought you here to spend time with you. Get to know you again. We haven’t really talked in years. Nothing we do will be boring.” 
 
    Grim gave him a sly smile. “So if I want to stay for that two-hour lecture on Arellian pottery we saw advertised back there, that’s fine? As long as you’re sitting beside me, you’ll be perfectly content.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    Grim laughed. “Shit, this is still weird.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Us, you know, hanging out. When you came to live with us, I was scared of everything. But I was so excited to get out of the house and do stuff without an adult that I followed your lead.” 
 
    “Can’t we be friends like that again? Like in the early days before puberty did its thing?” 
 
    “Did its thing, huh?” Grim met his gaze a moment before reaching out to cradle the large petals of an enormous lily-like plant. “I don’t know. We’re working on something here.” 
 
    “I’m hoping for more than friendship, of course. And I think we’re working on that, too.” 
 
    “Some of us have had longer than others, though.” Grim gave him a pointed look and then walked along the path. 
 
    Lots of other species mingled around them, and Duncan watched them all. Many of the aliens had children with them, and no matter the race, Duncan saw happy couples, families, and friends all enjoying their time together. He caught up to Grim and tried to take his hand. Grim looked at their joined hands a moment and then drew away. 
 
    “Sorry,” he said, looking off into the distance. 
 
    “After yesterday, holding my hand is too much? Really?” 
 
    Grim kept looking ahead. “It implies an … acceptance. Kind of affection.” 
 
    “I see.” 
 
    In a lower voice, Grim said, “I care about you. I’d be sad if you died or were hurt or sick. But I really had no idea you saw me as anything more than a responsibility. Someone you were paid to be nice to and take care of.” He looked up then. “That’s not a criticism or anything. It’s how I thought. How I felt.” 
 
    Duncan leaned in so they wouldn’t be overheard. “I can work with that, but I’m not going to stop touching you.” 
 
    A slight smile spread over Grim’s lips. “Did I say I wanted you to stop?” The smile went away, and Grim quickened his pace. 
 
    Duncan let him get a bit ahead, enjoying watching him and already planning what would happen between them later. 
 
    **** 
 
    Sighing, Grim lowered himself into the hot tub. They’d actually had a pretty nice day, seeing the sights and sampling quite a bit of the local food. He felt content and a little sleepy as the warm water surrounded him. He’d been surprised at how much there really was to do besides gambling. He’d enjoyed himself, though they hadn’t avoided talking about their relationship as much as Grim had hoped they would. 
 
    He sighed again and sank down into the water more so he could rest his head on the built-in cushion behind him. Duncan was communicating with his assistant or something, and Grim had hoped sitting in the hot tub would help him think. Staring at the ceiling usually helped him focus, but right now it did nothing for him. Part of him wanted to let go and fully indulge his lust with Duncan. The other part of him, however, knew that it was more than lust to Duncan. He still found it a little strange, but he no longer thought it impossible or quite so crazy that Duncan might be in love with him. Servants were always the ones to pay the price when the line was crossed, so Duncan’s reticence made sense. 
 
    But what if this specific chance had never come? Would Duncan ever have tried to find him? How many lovers had Duncan had over the years? Had he carried a torch all that time, or had some made him forget temporarily? Two years had passed since they’d last seen each other. Grim searched his mind, but he found no memories of ever hearing Duncan fucking someone or of anyone coming out of Duncan’s room. 
 
    Of course, there had been so much fucking going on in his own room that Grim simply might not have noticed Duncan being with anyone. He wasn’t exactly jealous, but if Duncan was in love with him, shouldn’t he have abstained? Grim had never given love much thought. He’d imagined he might marry someone one day, but he hadn’t necessarily thought love would be his motivation. He set the timer and turned on the jets in the hot tub. Would Duncan want them to get married, or were they simply going to live together? Since Duncan had money, he might not want a marriage. Grim gazed out the side window as the bubbles relaxed him. While he still wasn’t completely sure how he felt about all of this, he knew Duncan wouldn’t actually report him to the prison officials no matter what he did. He also knew Duncan wouldn’t hurt him. 
 
    At least he doesn’t have tentacles. Or a cock too big for me to take. The potential protector his cellmates had told him about had been a LoHulan, a partially amphibious alien easily twice Grim’s size. Eron had reassured Grim that the alien’s long, thick cock was very flexible and wouldn’t hurt a human, but Grim had still been scared. The LoHulan male—Grim had already forgotten his name—had possessed large bulging eyes and, most importantly, six tentacles in place of the two arms most humanoid races had. They’d pointed him out to Grim, and he’d strained against the bars of their cell to see. The male had looked calm and peaceful enough, but fucking any alien could always take a scary turn. Sully had tried to be kind and reassure him that odder couples had found happiness. Grim had only been able to smile and mutter something about Sully being lucky. Grim wondered now if Sully really loved Eron. He’d certainly been convincing. 
 
    Grim sat there a long time, enjoying the heat and the bubbling water around him. When the jets shut themselves off, he wiped at the sweat on his face and shifted his position a little. Something tickled his collarbone. At first, he’d thought it was sweat, but then that little electric tingle began. Duncan had left his body and come to tease him again. Grim remained still and pretended not to notice. If he admitted that he liked this a lot, it would give Duncan even more power. That might not be so bad down the road, but right now, Grim wanted to keep as much control as he could, even if it was mostly a losing battle. Duncan was touching him with both hands now, and Grim arched his hips a bit. He opened his eyes and gazed up at the ceiling as Duncan’s hands caressed up and down his chest. The tingling of electricity that came with the almost ghostly touch made the entire experience even more erotic. 
 
    Grim let a sigh slip from his lips when one hand wrapped around his cock. Duncan pumped him slowly, the touch much too gentle. “More,” Grim whispered, “you sneaky bastard.” 
 
    Grim heard Duncan chuckling in his mind just before he felt a mouth close around his cock. His eyes went wide as he whimpered. The sensation was like nothing he’d ever experienced before. He could still feel the warm water around his member, but he also felt the strength and friction of a mouth sucking him greedily. Then there was nothing. He knew too much would wear Duncan out, and he wanted the real thing anyway, no matter how fun their play was. Grim leaned back on the headrest, panting and looking around the room as he waited for Duncan to wake up and come join him. 
 
    Duncan came into the room moments later, naked and hard, his fingers working his own cock. He approached the edge of the hot tub and pumped his shaft close to Grim’s face. “Sneaky bastard, am I?” 
 
    Grim nodded slowly before lowering his gaze to the cock before him. “The past is … whatever it is. I’ll either fall for you or I won’t. I’ll be with you. No other promises.” He glanced up. “Deal?” 
 
    “You’re making a deal with me?” Duncan stared down at him with lust-filled eyes. “You think you have the power to do that?” 
 
    Grim flicked his tongue out to lap at Duncan’s tip. “My only offer.” 
 
    Duncan took hold of Grim’s head and fed his cock into Grim’s mouth. “Consider this my acceptance.” 
 
    Grim suckled slowly as Duncan slid in and out of his mouth while holding Grim’s head to control his movements. Grim allowed it, loving the possessive touch. He kept his ministrations as light and teasing as possible, enjoying the sounds Duncan began to make in his lust and frustration. Soon the man drew back, watching Grim closely, and gripped his balls. His tip leaked, and the look on his face said he’d narrowly avoided coming. Grim licked his lips as he thought about watching Duncan erupt then and there. 
 
    Grim moved over in the water to make room for Duncan. He had never had this much power over another—and he loved it. “Get in with me. I’ll ride you this time.” 
 
    Duncan obeyed and immediately pulled Grim over to him. Duncan kissed him with that same hunger again, and Grim stared into his eyes when they parted. Instead of voicing any of the things running through his head, Grim straddled Duncan and pulled him into another kiss. Grim pressed against Duncan so his own cock was trapped between their bodies, and he moaned when their lips parted. He could feel Duncan’s cock rubbing against his ass as he continued to masturbate himself against Duncan’s chest. 
 
    Duncan looked down and watched the head of Grim’s cock as it poked up out of the water on each upstroke. “You’re beautiful,” Duncan said before capturing Grim’s cock in his hand and pumping it. 
 
    Despite the need filling his body, Grim went still and pushed Duncan’s hand off his cock. “I know what’s bothering me so much,” Grim said, lowering himself onto Duncan’s lap and putting both hands on his shoulders. “About all of this.” 
 
    “Hell of a time to figure it out,” Duncan said with a grunt. But then his expression softened and he ran his fingers through Grim’s hair as he asked, “What is it?” 
 
    “Would you ever have come for me? You say you love me but … you never did anything.” 
 
    Duncan had the decency to look ashamed. “I thought my love was unrequited. That it would continue to be so. So I was a coward and just gave up.” 
 
    Grim caressed Duncan’s shoulders and chest as he moved back and forth to rub Duncan’s cock against his ass. Duncan watched him, looking both aroused and confused. Grim steadied himself with one hand and reached back to guide Duncan’s cock into his ass. He managed it after a few moments of fumbling. “Were any of them this good? Did they feel like this?” 
 
    Duncan closed his eyes a moment. “No.” He opened them again. “Never. None of them.” He ran his hands over Grim’s ass and hips. “Even my fantasies about you were better … than most of them.” He thrust high and deep, making them both gasp. 
 
    “Then here’s something … we need to get straight, as you put it.” Grim moved up and down, the pleasure beginning to come despite the burn of the large cock spreading his hole wide. “I’m still your master.” 
 
    Duncan chuckled. “Oh, you little brat.” He squeezed Grim’s ass cheeks, hard, and then wrapped his arms around Grim. “You think so?” 
 
    “I know so.” He gazed down at Duncan and nipped at his lips. “If you could see your face. You’re the one who belongs to me.” 
 
    Duncan tightened his grip and thrust up harder. “Perhaps a power struggle would be fun.” 
 
    “I like it this way.” Grim was so close, and he tightened his channel around Duncan as the other man’s cock head finally nudged at his prostate. 
 
    But then he was tossed backward into the water. He sputtered and soon found himself bent facedown over the side of the hot tub, his ass raised up out of the water. Duncan had his arms pinned behind his back with one hand, and Grim panted in astonishment as he tried to orient himself. 
 
    And then the blows began to hit his ass. 
 
    Grim sighed. He hadn’t planned this at all. Yet he yielded. He’d always loved being spanked, though he had no idea why. He pushed aside his plans for Duncan. Fun as it would’ve been to ride Duncan mercilessly, Grim didn’t want this to stop. He sucked on his lower lip as he turned his head to look at Duncan. 
 
    “Bastard,” Grim whispered. 
 
    “Maybe so. I spent enough years watching you fuck and be fucked to know just how to please you.” He leaned down and bit Grim’s neck playfully. “You’re mine.” 
 
    Grim didn’t reply, closing his eyes as Duncan switched from a steady rhythm to an unpredictable one. This change only served to make every blow more sensual. When Grim’s ass burned with the heat of the spanking, and his cock ached with the need to come, Duncan finally stopped. He let go of Grim and knelt behind him, kissing and biting his ass before spreading him for a thorough rimming. 
 
    Grim moaned as Duncan’s tongue went deep. “Guess it was silly … not to hold your hand, huh?” 
 
    Duncan moaned against his hole and then slid two fingers into him. “Damn right it was.” 
 
    And then Duncan’s cock was inside him. They both moaned and cried out as they came together and moved as one. Grim’s orgasm was just within reach, and he cried out when he felt Duncan coming into him. They both moved frantically, and Duncan’s fingers wrapping around him finally sent him over. Duncan pumped his cum from him and then pulled him down into the water again. 
 
    They kissed and fondled each other, so lost in the moment that the jets startled them both when they came back on based on the timer Grim had activated. They laughed as they settled in the middle of the hot tub, and when they gazed at each other once more, Grim leaned in and brought their lips together. As they devoured each other, Grim finally agreed with Duncan on one point. For now, at least, they didn’t need to talk about anything. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    Duncan frowned as he walked into the courtyard and looked at all of his messages again. He’d left Grim sleeping in their bed upstairs and wanted to get back before his lover woke up. 
 
    Lover. Duncan kept saying that word to himself over and over, unable to get enough of it. After six days together, they truly had become lovers. Grim had stopped pulling away from his touch, and they slept in each other’s arms at night. Grim didn’t express his feelings verbally, but he seemed to be warming to Duncan and the idea of them being together long term. The younger man still had one wall up, but Duncan knew he could get through it eventually. Whenever Duncan used the word love, Grim would look away. He would change the subject or find a reason to leave the room. His skepticism about Duncan actually being in love with him was the last obstacle. 
 
    Also, even though Duncan hadn’t asked for an emotional commitment, Grim still hadn’t given a clear answer about coming to live with Duncan. He’d said he would stay with Duncan as long as they were involved, but he hadn’t committed to considering Duncan’s home his own. He’d asked about the planet Duncan lived on, but he hadn’t said anything about moving in. Typically, he nodded when Duncan told him he would be welcome. Duncan thought Grim was purposely being careful about not giving a verbal reply that Duncan could then hold him to. Or argue with. 
 
    Duncan found a bench to sit on and initiated a call to his assistant Oron. He hadn’t touched base in two days and couldn’t put it off any longer. His next idea was to offer Grim his own room. Since Grim had no money and nowhere to go, surely he wouldn’t turn that down. As usual, Oron answered right away. 
 
    “I take it things are going well?” Oron said. 
 
    “Yes, very well. Brief me on what’s been happening. It sounds like the whole crew’s a bit off their game at the moment.” 
 
    Oron gave him more details on each of the matters he’d already sent messages about. When Oron was done, Duncan said, “Give Luc more funds in his expense account, say twenty percent more. Tell Rayya this is her last chance to complete a job without injuring someone. And tell Kit he can borrow my old ship if, and only if, he can be back within two weeks.” 
 
    “I’ll see to it. Will you be returning on schedule?” 
 
    “I think so. Have a separate room readied for Grim, just in case. I’m having some trouble getting him to commit to anything long term.” He gazed around the quiet little courtyard. “Any more issues with his family?” 
 
    “No. I relayed your message to a member of the household staff, and his mother became quite upset, though she didn’t respond personally until yesterday. She said we would regret this. I replied after a brief pause and said, ‘If you say so,’ which of course made her even angrier. She terminated the call. I doubt it matters, but I did inform security around the operations compound, and I’ve also had your personal team patrol your home a bit more regularly.” 
 
    “She only knows what planet we’re on. She’d have to put forth more effort to really find me. I’m not worried, but keep the extra security in place for the time being.” What could she really do, come and lecture them while staring daggers across the room at them? Duncan couldn’t recall any memories of the woman doing anything more than yelling or downing an alcoholic beverage while admiring her rings. 
 
    “I’ll see to all of this and let you know if there are any problems,” Oron said. “Would you like the room across from yours prepared for Grim? There are only a few boxes in there.” 
 
    “Yes, that sounds fine. But I’m hoping we won’t need it.” 
 
    “It has only been a week. You’ve been waiting a long time, sir, but…” 
 
    “I know, I know. I sprung all of this on him when he was already in s stressful situation.” He paused as a woman walked by. “No more contact from Fenn?” 
 
    “No. I’d say he’s given up.” 
 
    “Good. Thanks.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    They signed off, and Duncan slid his communicator back into his pocket. Fenn had been his last lover, a lad of about twenty who had looked remarkably like Grim. Everything had fallen apart about six months ago when Duncan had called the man by the wrong name during sex. It had only been the second time they’d slept together, and Fenn had been first hurt and then very, very determined to make Duncan move past his unrequited love, a common theme among the men Duncan had tried to forget Grim with. That determination had slowly turned to vitriol. The last contact had come in the middle of the night, Fenn drunk and cursing Duncan and saying he hoped they never saw each other again. Duncan certainly hoped so as well. Not only would it be awkward but also Grim would never let Duncan live it down once he saw the resemblance between himself and Fenn. 
 
    Duncan glanced up at the windows of the hotel before standing up and stretching. He had the perfect plan for waking Grim up, and he didn’t want to have to wait until tomorrow to do it. 
 
    **** 
 
    Grim moaned as he clutched at his head. His wrist hurt as well, and he saw blood on his arm. His eyes refused to focus at first but eventually he saw a small wound in his wrist. Why had his tracking device been removed? Panic made his stomach turn flips. He lay on a bunk in a cell. The cell had old-fashioned bars like the prison on Vaharis 6, but based on the beeping sounds he seemed to be on a ship, albeit an older model. He sat up quickly and went to the bars. 
 
    “Hello? Where am I?” Grim called. Where was Duncan? What was going on? He’d fallen asleep after lunch but had no memory of anything else since then. 
 
    Nearly ten minutes later, a heavily tattooed human wearing only leather pants and heavy boots came down the hall to stand in front of his cell. 
 
    “You’re awake. How’s your head?” The man grinned at him, as if he enjoyed the idea of Grim being in pain. 
 
    “It hurts. Where am I?” 
 
    “On my ship. Getting ready to take off.” He moved closer to the bars. “Your family needs you back.” 
 
    “They abandoned me. You’re lying.” 
 
    “No, I’m not, pretty boy. You’re a disgrace. An embarrassment. They want you handled properly. Old Duncan’s been a bad boy. I’ll have to have a chat with him.” 
 
    “Handled?” Grim asked, not liking the sound of that. And how did this man know Duncan? 
 
    “Reconditioned. My associates are experts. They’re setting up at your home right now. Already at work on some cover story in case word of your arrest ever gets out. You’re going to be the perfect son at last and do as you’re told. Good manners. No more fucking everything in sight.” He laughed. “Yeah, they told me all about you.” 
 
    “I don’t believe you. They left me in that prison to die.” 
 
    “Yeah, and our friend ruined that. Like I said, they want you handled properly. They knew Duncan had come to your rescue, and when he wouldn’t work with them, they put out a call and hired me. You were easy enough to find once I’d bribed the warden to give me your tracking code.” 
 
    “Reconditioning can be resisted. I’m too old for it take.” Grim still wasn’t completely sure he believed this guy, but keeping him talking seemed like a good idea. If they didn’t take off, perhaps Duncan could find him. The pain in his wrist reminded him that Duncan couldn’t track him anymore, but maybe there would still be a chance, given what Duncan did for a living. “You know Duncan by reputation? You act like you’ve met him.” 
 
    “I knew him very well once. But he’s a bit too goody-goody. We broke up, I guess you could say.” 
 
    “You were lovers?” 
 
    The guy roared with laughter. “Aren’t you cute? We fucked, nice and rough. Hard. All that other bullshit is for softies like you.” He reached down to his crotch, rubbing himself through the leather. “You enjoy being fucked by him? He is pretty good. Sure knew how to suck when I was with him.” 
 
    “Just fuck off.” Grim couldn’t tell if the guy was actually hard or if his cock was just that huge, and he didn’t want to find out. 
 
    The man laughed again, the sound getting on Grim’s nerves. “Better play nice, cutie. They only want you alive. They don’t care if you’ve been knocked around a bit.” He leaned in. “Or used.” 
 
    “Behave or be beaten and raped?” Grim stared down at the dirty floor. “All right. I get it.” 
 
    “You seem like you do.” The male wrapped his hands around two of the bars. “I’ll let you out if you’ll be good.” 
 
    “Good?” Grim asked, glancing up. 
 
    The male reached down to the bulge in his pants again. “Yeah. Wrap those pretty lips around my cock.” He leered. “I can smell the cum on you. You’ve done a lot of fucking since your release, haven’t you?” 
 
    Grim backed away and sat on the bunk again. “I’ll behave. Won’t fight or try to get away. Just … leave me alone.” 
 
    The man roared with laughter. “That work for you a lot? Maybe your family wouldn’t have a bounty on your head if you’d developed good manners a bit earlier, kid.” 
 
    Grim’s lips trembled as he tried to speak, but luckily something began beeping in the distance. The man pushed away from the bars. “Hang on to something. No straps in there. We’re about to take off.” A slow smile spread his lips. “But I’ll be back.” 
 
    Grim watched the man go. He searched the room and his pockets but found nothing useful. Touching his wrist, he wondered about the tracking device that had been taken from his arm. It had probably been left in the hotel. Duncan wouldn’t stand a chance of finding him once they left the planet. They’d never see each other again. 
 
    I’ll never be able to tell him how much I’ve come to care for him. Reconditioning wasn’t reversible, if it took. Even if Duncan thought to check on Grim’s home planet and managed to find him, Grim wouldn’t remember him or anything they’d shared over the past week. 
 
    Grim wanted to scream but all he could do was huddle on the bunk, paralyzed by the thought of what awaited him back with his “loving” family. 
 
    **** 
 
    Duncan knew something was wrong as soon as he stepped into the room. Nothing had been disturbed, but it was much too still. He called Grim’s name three times but got no reply. He walked into the bedroom hurriedly and found the covers on the bed tossed aside. A touch of crimson marred the pillow, and Duncan raced over to the bed. It was only one drop of blood, but Duncan tore the bed apart looking for more. He yanked out the tracker the prison had given him and searched for Grim. 
 
    According to the tracker, Grim was just a few feet away from him. Duncan looked around but saw nothing. He hit the button that would make the tracking device give off a beeping sound, and he turned in the direction of the noise. When he saw nothing, he got down on his hands and knees and felt the plush carpet. Within the pile, he found something small and wet and metallic. 
 
    Duncan held up the tracking device, which was covered in Grim’s now cold blood. A shiver moved over him as he called Oron back. As soon as his assistant answered, Duncan began barking orders. 
 
    “Someone has taken Grim. I may need back up of some kind. I can’t be sure if it’s just one hunter or a group. See what you can find out from our contacts. It could be the prison double-crossing me, or it could be his parents. Have both possibilities looked into and check our networks for a bounty on him.” 
 
    Oron didn’t even have to ask any questions. “Understood.” 
 
    They signed off, and Duncan ran to the nearest wall keypad, checking him and Grim out of the hotel and requesting immediate clearance for takeoff. He grabbed their belongings and threw them all into bags, all the while scanning the room for any clues. Whoever had done this had been good, possibly watching them for a few days. Duncan considered possible suspects and only came up with about three names for individual hunters who would be able to remove the tracker without setting it off. The prison used very specific technology. Once he was outside their room, he found a remote corner and plugged his communicator into a wall panel so he could hack their system. He’d have to be quick, as they’d be alerted to his intrusion almost immediately. Only one other ship had been cleared for takeoff in the last three hours, and it was leaving as he stood there. No one else besides him was queued for departure. He rushed down to the bay and ran toward his ship, tossing money at the attendant and scanning the sky. 
 
    He knew exactly what kind of ship he was looking for, and he felt pretty sure he knew who was piloting it, even though he hadn’t had time to go deep enough to get that information. As soon as he got clearance to leave, he took off, establishing a link to Oron as soon as he was out of the planet’s atmosphere. 
 
    “Yes, sir?” Oron said, sounding a bit out of breath. 
 
    “Send me the serial number for Jalecu’s ship. A z-class Catolian cruiser just left here, and I think Grim is on it. Security footage showed blue and red stripes, just like the ones that were on his ship the last time I ran into him. If it’s him, he’s really got some nerve. And he’ll pay.” 
 
    “I’ll have to get to the other room, but the information will be with you shortly. Did you have to leave without clearance? Should I call and smooth anything over?” 
 
    “No, they were fast. I didn’t attract any attention.” Duncan could hear Oron rushing over their link. “I’ve got a lock on the ship, but I’m not close enough for a scan just yet. I only hope he doesn’t know that Grim was with me. He might do something rash out of spite.” 
 
    “At least you’re in a new ship, sir.” 
 
    Duncan took a deep breath. “You’re right. Yes, that’s wonderful.” He flipped a few switches. “I put my shields up so he can’t scan me. Maybe he’s distracted for now.” 
 
    However, Duncan frowned at that thought. He knew what Jalecu’s favorite distraction was, and he was suddenly very glad he’d had laser guns secretly added to his ship. 
 
    “Transmitting now,” Oron said. 
 
    “Thank you. I know you haven’t had much time, but any word?” 
 
    “No, though Braxus did warn me that it’s very likely the prison could’ve sold Grim’s tracking information to pretty much anyone, including the family. He’s caught the new warden double-crossing other keepers before.” 
 
    “I might’ve known. I’m sure the bastards were willing to pay handsomely once they were paying for control of Grim rather than his freedom.” 
 
    “I’ll keep trying. There’s no bounty advertised publically, but if someone’s been contracted the info might’ve been deleted already.” 
 
    “Yeah, exactly. I’m getting closer now. I should be able to scan soon.” 
 
    “I’ll be in touch if something else comes up.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    They signed off, and the silence seemed to echo around Duncan. What if he hadn’t gone back to the room right away? He might never have stood a chance of finding Grim. He dropped his shields and did a quick sweep. The serial number matched, and he threw his shields back up, never taking his eyes off the view screen. 
 
    Duncan had been using his powers so much that he wouldn’t have the strength to harm Grim’s captor, though he might be able to check in on Grim and reassure his lover. He loathed the idea of Grim being alone and afraid, even though it was better than the alternatives in this situation. 
 
    He reached under his chair and pulled out one of his guns. He slid it into his belt as he powered up the lasers on the ship, determining the best shot to attempt. Jalecu had once been Duncan’s friend, and more than a friend, very briefly. But if he’d laid a hand on Grim, Duncan wouldn’t be able to stop himself from killing the man. He opened a compartment to his left, pulling out a large knife and another gun. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    Grim felt something brush his cheek, and he jerked away from it. But there was nothing there, and he looked around in confusion. Then the tingle came, that little hint of electricity. It had only been maybe an hour, but he felt as if he hadn’t seen Duncan for days. Grim listened carefully before hazarding an attempt at communication. 
 
    “Duncan?” he whispered as quietly as he could. 
 
    Moments passed, but then he felt the shape of a hand cupping his cheek. Grim whimpered, feeling tears swell in his eyes. He squeezed his eyes shut and listened for Duncan to speak. If he was very far away, it might be faint. 
 
    Distract him. I’m close. I’ll give you a few minutes and then fire on his ship. I swear I’ll save you. 
 
    “All right.” Grim nodded slowly, wishing he could see Duncan. Regardless, he knew what he had to do. He took a deep breath and went to the bars. He briefly felt a hand on his shoulder before the electricity in the air faded. He had to get his captor away from the cockpit. “Hey, anyone there?” 
 
    The man’s footsteps echoed down the hall, and he soon appeared outside the cell. “Yeah?” 
 
    Grim had never tried to seduce anyone he wasn’t attracted to, but he had to give Duncan all the help he could. “Can I come out if I agree to be good the way you said?” 
 
    The man smiled, his eyes lighting up. “Meaning?” 
 
    Grim looked down at the man’s crotch. “I like men. I can suck a cock in exchange for better treatment. Getting out of this cell.” 
 
    Laughing, the man opened the cell door and crowded Grim back against the wall. “You want treatment that good, you’re gonna do more than suck.” 
 
    Grim wanted to fight, but he tried to stay calm. Maybe his breathlessness would be seen as arousal instead of panic. He didn’t hold back the shiver that moved over him. “Like what?” 
 
    “Like bending over that bunk and letting me fuck you. Good and hard.” 
 
    Grim swallowed back the bile in his throat. “I’m smaller than you. You won’t be too rough, will you?” He was stalling as best he could and also hoping that maybe the act would please this guy. He seemed to enjoy seeing pain and discomfort in others, so maybe he’d draw this out if he thought Grim was afraid. 
 
    The man put his hand down Grim’s pants and squeezed his cock and balls, twisting his fingers enough to make Grim gasp in pain. “You think you can negotiate with me?” He pulled back and threw Grim to the floor. “I’m going to tie your balls up and fuck you until you’re screaming. Begging to be allowed to come.” 
 
    Grim tried to get out of the cell and slam the door, but he wasn’t fast enough. The man wrestled him to the floor and ripped his clothes to shreds in seconds. He shoved Grim’s face against the floor and roughly fondled his balls, already tying something around them. He made a disgusting grunting sound as he massaged Grim’s hole. 
 
    The worst part was the way the man laughed at Grim’s fear. 
 
    Two unlubed fingers slid into him, and Grim cried out. But then a blast rocked the ship. The man scurried away, cursing, and Grim rolled to his side, partially paralyzed by his own terror. He heard, and felt, another blast. Moments later it seemed as if something was docking with them, the ship shuddering and metallic sounds ringing through the air. Grim could also make out a faint grinding noise as he tried to get up, every part of him shaking. He hadn’t imagined things would escalate that quickly. 
 
    The chaos of sounds that followed made little sense to Grim. Stars danced in front of his eyes, but he took deep breaths, refusing to pass out. He heard yelling and fighting, including the blast of a laser close by. Then footsteps came his way again, and he looked up to see what his fate was going to be. 
 
    **** 
 
    Duncan kept the blaster pointed at the small of Jalecu’s back and the knife at his throat. He had to go slowly because Jalecu was a bit taller than he was, but he wasn’t about to let his guard down for one second. Yet when they reached the holding cell, Duncan almost lost it. He had to struggle to keep a hold on both weapons and to stop himself from using them right away. Grim lay on his side on the floor with a panicked look on his face. He was naked, the shreds of his clothes on the floor around him. He had a bruise on his cheek, and his wrist and nose were bleeding. He also had a strip of material haphazardly wrapped around his cock and balls. 
 
    Though it had been the best and easiest way, Duncan instantly regretted asking Grim to distract Jalecu. If Duncan had waited any longer, Grim might’ve been abused much worse. As far as he knew, Jalecu might’ve been fucking him when Duncan’s blast hit his ship. 
 
    “Are you all right, Grim?” Duncan asked. 
 
    Tears spilled from his eyes, but he nodded as he blinked against them. “Yeah. I’m fine.” 
 
    Duncan ground the gun against Jalecu’s back and said, “Who hired you? And what did they want with Grim?” 
 
    “You won’t do it. You’re too soft.” Jalecu cut his gaze to Duncan. “I told you that when you left me.” He looked back to Grim. “I considered trying to grab both of you, pretty boy. Like I said, he’s good.” Jalecu winked. “But you know that already.” 
 
    Duncan cursed silently as he wondered what Jalecu had said about him. He inched closer, trying to focus on exploiting Jalecu’s overconfidence. “That’s enough. It has nothing to do with right now.” 
 
    Grim looked back and forth between them. “It’s my parents. They want to recondition me. They’re angry you saved me, I’m sure.” 
 
    Duncan ran the blade of the knife along Jalecu’s neck. “That the truth?” 
 
    “Maybe. It’s what I told him.” 
 
    “Give me a reason to let you live.” He tilted the blade just a bit to make Jalecu look at him. 
 
    Jalecu laughed. “You kidding? Over a bounty?” 
 
    “He’s not just a bounty. And the universe would be better off without you.” 
 
    “Whatever. You won’t do it.” 
 
    “You hurt him. You have to pay.” 
 
    “You’re the one who’s gonna pay.” Jalecu met Duncan’s gaze. “I took you in.” 
 
    “You didn’t take me in. Your friends robbed me so I’d be helpless.” 
 
    Jalecu laughed. “You sure were grateful that night.” 
 
    “Shut up!” 
 
    “What, don’t want the rich boy who broke your heart to hear? I knew who he was as soon as I found out you were involved.” He thrust his hips forward a bit. “I can’t wait to fuck his cute little ass after I’m done with you, Duncan.” 
 
    Duncan pulled the trigger on the blaster without a moment’s hesitation. The light faded from Jalecu’s eyes as his mouth fell open in a silent cry. His body crumbled to the floor, and Duncan knelt to be sure he was dead. His scan had showed weapons hidden all over the ship, and he refused to take any more chances with Grim around. 
 
    Once he was sure Jalecu was dead, Duncan looked over at Grim, who had backed himself against the wall, his knees clutched to his chest. He knelt beside him and touched his cheek, pulling back a bit when Grim trembled and shut his eyes. 
 
    “Hey, it’s all right. It’s over.” He kissed Grim’s temple. “I’m so sorry I let him take you.” 
 
    Duncan reached over Grim’s legs and untied the strip of fabric from his testicles. Grim seemed to relax a bit, but he clutched at Duncan’s pants and pressed his forehead against Duncan’s knee. 
 
    “Get me out of here,” Grim said quietly, a slight tremor in his voice. 
 
    “I will. Are you hurt in any way?” 
 
    Grim just shook his head and said nothing. Duncan scooped him up gently and carried him back to their ship. Once he had Grim in bed under a blanket, he arranged for one of his agents to come and salvage Jalecu’s ship and dispose of the body. When he went to check on Grim, he found the blanket on the floor. Grim was in the small shower, sobbing and wiping at his eyes. Duncan wanted to comfort him, but he feared Grim wouldn’t welcome anyone’s touch right now. 
 
    “Let me know if you need anything,” Duncan said. 
 
    Grim raised his head slightly, wiping at his eyes. “Yeah. I w-will.” 
 
    Duncan walked back to the cockpit, wishing he’d made Jalecu’s death slower and more painful. 
 
    **** 
 
    Grim lay alone on the bed in the room Duncan had prepared for him. Everything around him was still, and it was much too quiet. He sat up and looked at the door, knowing Duncan’s room was right across the hall. For three days, Duncan had been treating Grim as if he was so fragile he might shatter. 
 
    And Grim was tired of it. 
 
    He’d been upset by what had happened to him and disturbed by seeing Jalecu killed, but based on what had been found in the hunter’s computer, the universe was most definitely better off without him. Grim hadn’t been meant to overhear, but he’d caught a few bits of the conversation between Duncan and Oron. 
 
    Grim walked over to the bedroom door and opened it, peering down the hall before walking across it. He softly tapped on the door and waited. Footsteps rushed over to the door, and it flew open, Duncan standing there looking startled. 
 
    “Everything all right?” Duncan asked as he looked Grim up and down. 
 
    Grim rolled his eyes and entered the room. Once he’d pulled Duncan into his arms, he brought their lips together. “I’m fine,” he said after the brief kiss. “Stop acting like you’re scared to breathe around me.” 
 
    “I thought you’d need time. I thought…” Duncan drew him close but didn’t go on. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Thought you might not want to stay after seeing me kill someone.” 
 
    “Why would I have come here with you if it bothered me? Why would I have kept sleeping with you once I knew the line of work you’re in if that stuff was a problem?” He rocked their bodies back and forth a bit. “You saved me from someone who was about to rape me.” 
 
    “I know, but that made me worry more.” 
 
    “What, you thought I’d suddenly change my mind about whether or not I wanted to be with you? That I’d see you as a monster, someone like him?” 
 
    “Yes. I did. Is it so crazy?” 
 
    He searched Duncan’s face. “No, but it’s not what happened. I’m not saying I’m going to hold up our reunion as an ideal of romance, but I’m not going anywhere.” He closed the door behind them and pushed Duncan across the room. “And I’m not sleeping alone again.” 
 
    Duncan looked a bit astonished when Grim pushed him down onto the bed, but then he drew Grim down onto the bed with him. “I have missed you. Your scent, holding you, all of it.” 
 
    Grim smiled and rolled to his back before removing his cotton pants, the only thing he wore, and stroking his cock. “Then show me how much.” 
 
    Duncan stripped out of his clothes and tossed them aside before straddling Grim and hovering above him. “I love you, Grim. I’ll never let anything else like that happen to you.” 
 
    “Let’s forget it. I’m never leaving your side again.” Grim looked up to see the other man’s reaction, knowing one way to get Duncan’s mind off the bad memories. “I love you, too.” 
 
    Duncan stared down at him a long moment, and Grim smiled to reassure him before pulling the larger man into a kiss. They kissed and caressed each other, neither of them in a hurry. Duncan moved down and spent several tortuous minutes sucking Grim’s cock and teasing his hole before he backed off the bed and found some lube after lots of loud fumbling in a drawer. He prepared Grim quickly and got back on the bed, sliding into him in one smooth glide. 
 
    They both moaned as they became one, and Duncan fucked him slowly as they kissed. Their climaxes broke close together. As they stilled, Grim realized it as the first sexual encounter they’d had where they hadn’t spoken or teased each other while they were having sex. Grim rolled them to lie on their sides, not caring about the cum drying between their bodies. 
 
    “I knew it when I felt the stab of pain as I thought about never seeing you again. But I didn’t want to say it right after you saved me. I worried you wouldn’t believe me.” 
 
    “Hmmm, I can understand that.” Duncan toyed with Grim’s right nipple. “So you believe me, despite everything?” 
 
    “You mean despite confusing a naïve young boy and then running away after years of silence and disapproving glares before returning to practically kidnap him and force your seduction?” He grinned at Duncan’s shocked expression. “Yes, I believe you. Love does seem to make people do crazy things.” 
 
    Duncan laughed, but his smile didn’t quite reach his eyes. “I think I was stuck so far in my own thoughts that I … I don’t know.” 
 
    “Well, think of it like this. If I can love you after all of that, it must be meant to be.” 
 
    Duncan drew him close. “Must be,” he said softly before kissing Grim’s shoulder and then letting his lips work down Grim’s stomach. 
 
    “Need more?” Grim asked, his body already stirring. 
 
    Duncan licked around Grim’s navel. “Oh yes. Been denying myself for days.” 
 
    Grim wiggled away and grabbed the discarded lube. “Then roll over.” 
 
    “Make me,” Duncan whispered seductively. 
 
    And Grim did exactly that. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Six Months Later 
 
    Duncan accepted the flute of champagne and made his way across the crowded room. He spied Grim standing with one of the reporters they’d singled out. Today, Grim’s parents were being honored for a donation they’d made to a local medical research facility—one they actually owned and profited handsomely from. This fact wasn’t common knowledge, and neither was the fact their son was alive. 
 
    Duncan had made damn sure Jalecu’s ship would never be found, and then he’d had Grim’s family home bugged extensively so they’d know exactly what his parents were up to at all times. They’d had their son declared dead about two months earlier. Duncan had wanted to act much sooner, but Grim had insisted on moving slowly. And whatever his lover wanted, he got. 
 
    Duncan continued people watching. The reporters here today were only local, but he knew word would spread quickly. He watched a few minutes later as Grim passed something over to the reporter. When the time came for the speeches, Grim slowly worked through the crowd to get back to Duncan. 
 
    “Ready to go, love?” Grim asked. 
 
    Duncan finished his champagne. “So soon?” 
 
    “Yes. I have all I need. I don’t intend to gloat,” Grim said as he took Duncan’s hand. 
 
    “You gave her everything, didn’t you?” Duncan asked as he cast one final look over his shoulder. Grim’s father was walking up to the podium now. 
 
    “Yep. The affairs on both sides. What they did to me. The ‘donations’ to places they’re meant to be funding anyway. And the dummy accounts all over the planet.” 
 
    Duncan squeezed Grim’s hand. “Hmmm, suppose it might get a bit messy.” 
 
    “It certainly will,” Grim said, his father’s voice echoing behind them. 
 
    Once down in the lobby, they paused by one of the large screens next to the reception desk. Multiple reporters were firing off questions, and Grim’s father stood sputtering in a panic while his wife conducted a wide-eyed search of the crowd, wringing her hands. 
 
    Grim watched them a few moments longer before turning his back and tugging on Duncan’s hand. Duncan couldn’t help asking, “But now your inheritance will be forfeit. The court advocates will see to that. Restitution and all.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “You could’ve simply shamed them by proving you were alive and telling your story.” 
 
    “But that wouldn’t have been the same. They loved their money and their things more than they loved me. I’ve hit them where it will really hurt.” 
 
    As they boarded their ship, Duncan asked, “Think they’ll go to prison for it all?” 
 
    Grim didn’t reply right away. Once they were in the cockpit and readying to take off, he said, “If they do, I pray to every god that they call on me.” 
 
    “So you can refuse to help them?” 
 
    “No. So I can tell them I don’t have the money or power to do so. Remind them of all the ways they could’ve helped me when I needed them.” He smiled, just the faintest tilt to his lips. “But I’ll offer to come visit them. They’ll reject that, I’m sure.” 
 
    Duncan leaned over. “But you do have the money. Remember your rich soon-to-be husband?” 
 
    Grim pulled Duncan into a kiss. “Yeah, but I love him. No way would I ever ask him to help people like them.” 
 
    “Maybe they’ll learn a valuable lesson.” 
 
    Grim shrugged. “Big maybe.” He sat back in his chair. “Where to now?” 
 
    “Wherever you want. So long as we’re together.” 
 
    “Then take us home.” He closed his eyes and tilted his head back. 
 
    Duncan rose and kissed him deeply until Grim struggled for breath. 
 
    “What was that for?” Grim asked as he looked up, breathless and with parted lips that tempted Duncan to kiss him again. 
 
    Duncan pressed their foreheads together. “You said you wanted to go home. I say we’re already there.” 
 
    Grim looked up into his face and drew him in for another kiss, one that Duncan returned with fervor. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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