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queer stories based in myth, legend, and science fiction.

Reader’s Note

The Universe you are entering is a contemporary one with magic, myths, and legends living and working alongside each other. There are many sentient and varied species. Some of them are out in the open while others are not. However, everyone knows they existed, knows there’s magic in the world, and knows that whether something walks in the light or goes bump in the night, it’s as real as the sunrise and sunset.

It’s a world where science and magic work hand-in-hand, creating advanced technology and building a day-to-day life where you could easily meet a dragon astronaut, an orc mage specializing in medicine, or a fae working as a tailor. Moonbases exist, sustainable living is a reality, and promises which seem to be mere figments of imagination are woven into the fabric.

Enjoy!

to discover more:

mleaden.com/books
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Introduction




Welcome to my collection of short stories all related to the Mythical Desires Universe. These have been written over the years from various ideas and projects, along with prompts provided by readers and promotional events. This will be the first time most of these stories will be published widely, and the first time they will be in print. 

I’m very excited to share these with you and look forward to reader reactions. My hope is that this will be the first volume, with many more to come.

Enjoy!

M.L. Eaden
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Author's Note


The Dinner Date





I wrote Dinner Date  after the original Tapas run of Prince’s Tide as an extra. I considered putting it into the book when it was published, but ultimately left it as an extra since it was a fairly lengthy story on its own and I couldn’t decide where it fit in the book. However, I consider it to be part of canon and may answer a few things about how Royce stayed off the radar of paparazzi for so long.


      [image: ]Content Warnings: on-page sex, stalking by paparazzi












  
  
The Dinner Date




Royce

“So, what do you think? Is it a bad idea?” 

Pete shrugged. “I think you’ll have to at least give him a chance to dress up. You know how he was for your birthday. You take him to some fancy place like that, he’ll be upset if he feels out of place.”

Troller and I had been together for a while now, and I wanted to do something nice for him. Problem was, I wasn’t sure what exactly. My birthday party was a pleasant surprise. Troller dressed up was even better.

“I got it!” I snapped my fingers and picked up my tablet. Made a few orders and a couple of reservations. One at a nice Italian place a friend of mine owned and the other at a nice hotel close to the port. “Could you let Marcy know I’m having a few things delivered to her shop?”

Pete chuckled. “That’ll cost you.”

“Whatever manual labor she has planned, she can double it. It will be worth the trouble.”

Turns out, once Marcy knew what and who it was for, she didn’t care. Troller was her favorite customer.

We made our usual stop at Marcy’s bakery after docking and unloading our catch in the early hours. Kristy was the watch for the weekend while everyone else had plans onshore.

“Good morning, you three,” Marcy said as Pete made a beeline for her. Troller and I followed him inside. She had two other folks working the counter that morning, so she could step away. Saturdays were always busy, and we were often roped into maintenance projects that had piled up during the weeks we were out on the water.

Troller and I watched as Pete kissed Marcy and wrapped his arms around her. “You smell,” she said playfully as she scrunched her nose.

“That’s the smell of hard work, babe,” Pete said.

“Well, if you don’t go upstairs and clean up, you’ll be hard up later,” replied Marcy.

“Aye, captain,” Pete said softly as he kissed her cheek, and Marcy moved away from him to grab a box off the counter.

“Here, take this with you and take these two upstairs,” she said as she handed Pete a pastry box and pointed at Troller and me. “Give Royce the packages next to the door.”

“Sure thing, al te quiero,” Pete said as he leaned in for a quick kiss before leaving Marcy to her customers. 

“Yo también te quiero!” Marcy replied. “Nice to see you two again.” She waved.

“Thank you for the pastries, Marcy!” Troller called back as we followed Pete upstairs to their apartment.

Once upstairs, Pete handed me packages and the box of pastries. “I’ll let you two figure out where you’ll land next, but you’ll excuse me if I kick you out. I need to clean up because Marcy has plans.” Troller and I snickered like school kids, but Pete didn’t crack a joke. On the contrary, he was all business, as he politely shoved us out the rear apartment door that led to a porch above the alleyway.

Once the door closed, Troller smiled, glancing between the door and me. “If I were separated from my mate and were only able to see them at certain times, I’d forgo any other companionship until I was properly reunited.” He fished out a danish and took a bite as we walked down the back stairs.

I chuckled. “Yeah, I suppose we have an advantage. I’m able to see you every night after work.”

“Among other things,” Troller said as he stopped a few steps behind me. I turned around as he leaned toward me. We shared some sweet kisses until Troller got curious. “What’s in the boxes, Royce?”

“You’ll see. But first, I have a surprise.” I had a vehicle service pick us up at Marcy’s and take us to the hotel I booked for the weekend. When we arrived in the corner suite, I dropped our bag, the boxes, and Troller abandoned the pastries for the view. 

“Royce, it’s magical. You can see the whole port from here.”

“I’m glad you like it.” I found the bottle of bubbly I ordered waiting in an iced pail just inside the door. Troller turned around as I popped the cork. I picked up two glasses from the nearby desk and poured one for each of us. I put the bottle back and handed one glass to Troller. “To our first weekend getaway.”

He held the glass as if it was the most fragile thing in the world. I tapped mine against his, and he blushed and laughed at the noise.

“Royce, how does it make bubbles?”

“Oh! That’s carbonation and fermentation. When you pour it out, it reacts with the air and causes bubbles.” He watched me sip my glass and smiled. Then he took a tiny sip.

“That’s nice. I like bubbles.” And then the rest of it went down the hatch as I blinked. “Can I have more?”

“Uh, sure. But you’ll want to take this one slower, I think.”

“I’ve had beer on the boat. This tastes better.”

I’d only ever seen Troller drink beer a few times, and he didn’t really like it, but it was something the crew did together. “I’m glad you like it.” As I refilled his glass, I called out to the automated system. “Lights at twenty-five percent, and play some soft classical music, please.”

The room adjusted, and Troller smiled as I scooped him into my arms.

“Did you plan on us leaving the room?”

“No, not for a while. Is that alright?”

“It’s perfect.”

I kissed Troller as we danced a little longer. By the end of our second glass, we were reaching for each other’s clothes. Troller’s legs led us toward the bed before I stopped us and pointed us to the bathroom. Once I’d danced us inside the room, he saw the large tub.

“Royce! What’s this?”

“A jacuzzi. It fills with water and has jets that make bubbles.” He looked excited as I gave him another kiss. “Here, let me start it up.” Fifteen minutes later, we were naked and sitting in a sizable two-person tub full of warm, bubbling water.

Troller played with the bubbles, and I watched as we relaxed. There wasn’t anywhere to be, at least not until later tonight. “What are you thinking?”

“It’s odd to be in this much water and not swim. Plus, the warmth and bubbles are new. Much different from the water closet on the boat.”

“True,” I said, then reached for his hand. “I wanted you to try something different, but if it bothers you, we can use the shower.”

“No,” he shook his head as he moved toward me. “I like it. But then again, I like anywhere you are, Royce.”

“Ah, so that’s the real reason.”

He smiled as he moved and settled onto my lap. “It’s a good reason.”

“I won’t disagree with that.” I picked up a sponge and soaked it with water, then squeezed it over Troller’s shoulder. He plucked it out of my hand the second he noticed.

“This is much softer than I expected! We use something like this to help remove dead scales.”

“Works the same here, but we use it to remove dead skin. Turn around, and I’ll wash your back.” I took my time using the sponge over the expanse of his back. Tracing his strong shoulders and muscles, he developed from swimming and working on the boat.

“That feels wonderful, my love,” Troller said with a sigh.

I continued with his arms and shoulders, then pulled him closer to me and worked the sponge across his chest and abdomen. Troller was utterly relaxed, but for one part of his body that lay erect along his stomach. I was in a similar state of excitement, but liked the view more than anything. As he floated, I eased his hair loose and let the long strands of red flow across my body.

We stayed in the water until we both had wrinkled skin. Once we extracted ourselves from the tub, Troller went to the shower to wash his hair. Wrapped up in fluffy hotel towels, we crawled into the enormous bed for a nap. I set an alarm so we could wake up in time for my other surprises.


      [image: ]Troller

Royce’s alarm beeped softly, and I reached over to shut it off. He sighed as I rubbed myself along his stout body. The sigh turned into a soft groan that gave me other ideas as the towel wrapped around his waist fell open. 

“Love.” I kissed his chest and nipped at it lightly. “Are you awake?” The ‘hmmm’ in response amused me until I licked his nipple.

“I am now. Hello there. Have a good nap?” I could tell he was smiling by the shape of his beard. It amused me to no end that his facial hair framed his facial features.

I nodded, then continued my journey down his chest and across his abdomen as he sighed softly. He was half-hard when I reached for his shaft. The soft groan turned into a moan of pleasure, which sent tingles down my spine. The slow-motion of my hand caused Royce to flex his hips in a lazy effort to chase the sensation. “Would you like more?”

“Mmm, yes,” Royce moaned. I increased my strokes, and as I was about to bring the crown of his cock into my mouth, he yelled out. “No, wait, wait. Let me check the time.”

“What for?” His response surprised me. Royce only ever turned down sex during working hours, which was fair. Teasing each other until we were off the clock was a fun game we liked to play, but there was no work here.

Royce checked his cell phone. I felt slightly annoyed at his lack of an answer. “You’re ruining the mood, my love.”

“Sorry, love, I only want to make sure we have enough time.” He put his phone down, making me curious.

“Time for sex?”

“Well, yes, but no. We should start getting ready.” He gently pushed me away, frustrating me more.

“What? Why?”

He sat up and gave me a grin, clever eyes taking their fill of my half-dressed form. “You’ll see. But first. I want to give you something.” Royce hopped out of bed, naked, and I was almost ready to forgive him just for the view alone as he bent over to grab the packages he’d left by the door.

When he came back, he handed me one and held onto the other. I tore at the paper wrapping and opened the box. Inside was a mess of sequins. When I extracted it from the box, it unfurled into a stylish pantsuit. The blouse was completely sheer lace, and the pants were covered in sequins. A suit jacket followed that matched the pants.

I was so in awe of the garment that I almost missed what Royce said. “Troller, you don’t have time.”

“What?”

“There’s a salon downstairs. I made an appointment for you. They can fix your hair however you’d like.”

“Why won’t you fix it for me? You’re good at it.”

“I’m alright, but they are much better. Trust me.” He gave me a quick kiss. “If you don’t like it, then we won’t do it again.”

I didn’t know what Royce was planning, but I didn’t like the idea of leaving the room without him. I’d rather go back to my previous idea of having sex in a bed bigger than our room on the boat. “Royce, what’s this all about?”

“My surprise.” He stood and purposefully kept the box he held in front of him as he leaned down to give me another kiss.

“What’s in the box?” I pointed at it, and instead, Royce turned and sauntered toward the bathroom. The sight distracted me, and I almost didn’t hear his reply.

“You’ll see. Now go before you’re late.” With that, Royce disappeared into the bathroom and shut the door.

I looked down at my box and noticed another item. Black lace panties. Well, at least I knew where the night would end up, whatever surprise Royce had in mind. I put everything back in the box and headed out the door wearing my robe. Once I was in the lobby, I asked where the “salon” was located. They showed me into a large room with windows. Inside, there were chairs and several individuals moving about, arranging hair into various styles. I had read about a place like this, but hadn’t visited one. Land dwellers had developed some interesting skills. 

Inside the salon, they quickly guided me to a chair where several individuals near me seemed fascinated with my hair. 

“Sweetheart, it’s beautiful,” one of them said.

“So long,” said another.

“It’s in wonderful condition, too. How do you maintain it?” A third person looked at me with envy.

“I eat plenty of fish.” I said. They laughed, and I smiled as one of them took up a position behind the chair I occupied.

“I’ll have to up my intake then. But seriously, do you have any idea what you’d like to do with your hair?” asked the person standing behind me. They were slightly older and had pretty brown hair cut short that looked like it wouldn’t move in a strong wind. I even doubted it would move underwater. They gently touched my scalp, then began combing my hair. 

“I usually braid it. Or Royce does.”

“Oh, hmm, okay. Maybe we should try something a teeny bit different,” they said, while holding their thumb and forefinger a centimeter apart. “What do you say?”

“Okay.” I nodded, and the hairdresser went into action. They used many potions until my hair shined, then they snipped a few pieces here and there, but not too much. As they dried my hair, the hairdresser used another tool they called a curling wand. It made curls in my hair with a flick of the wrist. 

The curls were pretty. I wondered as I watched my hair turn into layers of curls if Royce could help me purchase such a device. However, the lack of practicality became clear. Before long, I had three people working with wands to curl my hair. “Is this taking too long?”

“Nope, you’re fine. Your date said to have you ready by eight o’clock. We still have an entire hour. You’ll have plenty of time to change, even.”

Whatever Royce had planned was elaborate. By seven-thirty, my hair had been pinned up and spiraled like coral. There was no way it would last the night. But I hoped it would stay put until Royce saw it. The salon let me change into my outfit in one of their restrooms. When I had the panties and the pantsuit on, I picked up the jacket and noticed a pair of gray and black shoes. They wrapped my feet in protective comfort, as if I were wearing no shoes at all. I slipped the jacket on, careful of my hair, and admired myself in the full-length mirror. Royce had done very well selecting my outfit. The shimmer of the jacket and pants was mesmerizing, and the sheer blouse highlighted the muscles of my chest. A feature Royce often professed to enjoy touching. 

I slipped my hands into the jacket pockets and felt a piece of paper in the one on the right. It was a small card, and when I pulled it out, it read—Meet me in the lobby—Royce.

As I exited the restroom, there were sudden gasps and notes of surprise. “What? Did I mess up my hair?”

“No, lovely, it’s perfect. You’re perfect. But give me two minutes to make it better, please?” The hairdresser held their hands in front of their face as if they were worshiping something. Maybe it was a deity of hair. Their earnest face made me give in to their request.

I nodded. “Alright.”

They swooped in and led me back to a chair. Once seated, they began by applying something to my eyes. I watched, fascinated by this. Once they were done with my eyes, they picked up another tube.

“Pucker your lips. Like this,” they said, demonstrating what looked like an exaggerated kiss. I did as requested, and they applied a tinted salve to my lips, rendering them a dark, sparkling red that nearly matched my hair. The eye paint made my lashes darker and gave me dark swoops on either side of my eyes. “It’s called cat eye makeup. It really makes your irises pop, don’t you think?”

The paint did highlight my black irises. I hoped Royce recognized me. I barely recognized myself in the large mirror. 

“Go on, sweetie. Hurry, or you’ll be late,” they said, as they gave me a nudge out of the chair. 

I smiled as I stood and then turned toward the door. I stopped a few steps away, realizing I hadn’t thanked them for their work, or paid, and turned back to the wonderful person who had helped me. “Thank you for your exceptional work. Do you need compensation?”

They smiled. “No, sweetie, your date took care of everything.”

“That doesn’t surprise me. He’s thoughtful.” I turned to leave, then turned back. “May I have your name so I can request your services again?”

“It’s Baylee, sweetheart. Or Bay. What’s yours?”

“Troller.”

“Well, that’s certainly unique.” They smiled and came toward me, gently put their hands on my shoulders and turned me toward the door, whispering. “Knock them dead, sweetie.”

“Thank you, Baylee!” I waved as I left and quickly went to the lobby, though I had no idea what his sentiment meant. I certainly didn’t want Royce dead.

The lobby was full of people. Some of them dressed formally, and others came in like Royce and I had earlier, exhausted and wearing comfortable clothes. Not that what I wore wasn’t comfortable. It was. The pants of the suit swished like a skirt, but longer. I was so enamored by it I almost missed Royce.

He had his back to me, but I would recognize his shoulders anywhere. The jacket and black pants he wore accentuated all of his features. When he turned, he buttoned up his jacket and smiled at me. He even wore a funny length of black ribbon around his neck, tied into a bow. I grinned at him, picking up my pace.

The distance between us vanished, and it seemed as if we were the only ones standing in the lobby. “You look wonderful, Royce.”

“You, my love, my Troller, look ravishing.” We kissed softly, and then Royce stepped back and offered his arm. I threaded mine through his as he led the way out of the hotel. A stylish vehicle with a person holding the door open smiled at us.

“Good evening, Your Highness,” said the person holding the door. As we exited, there was a buzz and a flash.

I blinked like a dazed fish. “Royce, what happened?”

“Someone’s taking pictures.” He looked at the person holding the door with a grimace as he helped me into the vehicle and then followed.

As the vehicle drove off, I panicked. “Royce! There isn’t anyone driving!!”

“It’s alright. It’s programmed and knows where to go.” A piece of soft music played, and Royce settled on the seat next to me as he unbuttoned his jacket.

The windows were tinted, and it was already late in the evening, which made it hard to see any of the city, but what I saw was beautiful. I turned to Royce to say as much, but his face had a strained look about it. “What’s wrong?”

“I wanted everything to be perfect,” he said with a sigh. “I followed all the protocols. I thought we’d have one weekend to ourselves.”

“Are you worried about the pictures?” He nodded. “They’re just pictures, love. They won’t ruin our night.”

“What if they find out who you are?” He frowned, obviously concerned.

I shrugged. “Then they do. Because all they would find out is that I’m with you.” I reached for his hand and threaded our fingers together. “Whatever you planned will be wonderful because we’re together.”

He relaxed slightly. “I hope so.”

I smiled, then ventured to ask, “Where are we going?”

He finally cracked a small smile. “Well, it’s one of my favorite places to eat. So I wanted to share it with you.”

“Then I look forward to this place. How much farther is it?” Instead of Royce answering, the vehicle did.

“Your destination is approximately twenty-five minutes away, passenger.”

“Royce,” I captured his attention from the window.

“Hmm?”

I leaned toward him and gently put my lips to his. He responded then, kissing me back with interest. His large hands slipped into my jacket, and their warmth as they slid along my chest and sides generated an internal warmth that made my heart ache with need. I crawled into his lap and barely missed the roof of the vehicle as we continued to kiss. His beard rasped along my skin and made me gasp into his mouth as our tongues teased and licked.

“I love you so much, Troller. So much.” Royce babbled.

While Royce’s hands caressed my body, the only part of him that wasn’t clothed was his face. It was frustrating. I reached between us and rubbed his obvious hard-on. “I want you, love. Please.”

The vehicle’s voice interrupted us. “We will reach your destination in five minutes.”

The annoyed groan I made had Royce chuckling. “Don’t worry, love. We’ll have time enough later. I promise.” I whimpered in frustration.

The vehicle slowed and rounded a corner. I moved from Royce’s lap, if only to exit the motorized annoyance. The building our vehicle pulled up to was understated but nice. The name on the sign above the door read “De Luca’s.”

Royce opened the door, and an individual in uniform greeted us. “Welcome, friends, to De Luca’s.” They escorted us to the door, and as it opened, another individual greeted Royce.

“My friend! I’m delighted you contacted me. I have your table ready.” They saw me and smiled, then placed a hand on Royce’s shoulder. A fit of jealousy shot through me. Why was he so familiar with Royce? “Royce,” he said in a soft voice. “Who is this lovely individual you’ve brought with you tonight?”

“Marco, this is Troller.”

Marco glanced between us and then offered his hand to me. I took it, and he glanced up at me as he turned my hand and placed another on top of mine. “Enchanted.” He smiled again, then let go. “Please, my friends, follow me.”

We had a private table in a small space near the kitchen area with a potted plant in the center. That caught my attention. It meant I wouldn’t have to smell decay while we ate. It must have been Royce’s suggestion, given the vases of flowers I saw on the other tables we passed. Marco seated us both, and as we removed our jackets, another individual came to retrieve them from Marco’s hands.

“My friends, tonight we have a lovely ’85 Malbec that I’ve opened for your arrival. My chef has worked her special magic, and you’ll be treated to an exceptional menu that I am very sure will delight your senses and fill your stomach.” Marco poured the wine into the waiting glasses. “Enjoy. Please press the button under the corner of the table if you need anything.”

“Thank you, Marco.” Marco touched Royce’s shoulder again, and Royce patted his hand as he left. He smirked at me, likely picking up on my mood. “Your eyes are narrowed in the same way you look at Pete sometimes when we joke around. With the makeup, it makes you look rather dangerous, love.” Royce picked up his glass and took a sip. I didn’t touch mine.

“Do you know him intimately?” I whispered. 

“Who, Marco?” he asked. I nodded. “It was a very long time ago. We’re friends now.”

“Oh? Does he know that?”

“You’re jealous?”

“I am. He places his hands on you as if he has permission.” Royce blinked as his eyes grew wide. I took a deep breath and sighed.

“Troller, that’s how Marco shows his friendship, and how he expresses himself. Also, he has permission to touch me like that. We’ve known each other for a very long time. It’s the same as Pete giving me a hug or a pat on the back.”

That soothed the sting a bit, but only so much. I had friends too, whom I hugged and touched. It was not uncommon, nor was it unique, to be intimate with friends. “I’m sorry, my love. Maybe it’s all the newness causing me to behave poorly.”

Royce reached his hand out toward me. I took it. “I know you trust me, but maybe I should have explained more than I did about my surprise this evening. You’ve been very patient with me.”

I squeezed his hand. “And you’ve obviously done a lot of planning. I do not mean to be ungrateful.”

“You’re not; never think that.” Royce raised my hand to his lips and kissed it. “So, let me explain. Tonight, you are being treated to fresh, authentic Italian fare. Six courses total, which includes all the bread you can eat.” As if the word were magic itself, the smell of fresh bread wafted into the room, followed by a server who placed a basket on the table, bursting full of all kinds of bread. They explained all the fresh breads, then talked about the salted butter and tomato jam that would best go with which one. When they left, I was so delighted that it was hard to choose which one to start with.

“Here, let me help you.” Royce took a round loaf from the basket and broke off some and handed it to me. I took a bite and moaned. His chuckle broke my reverence. “Marcy isn’t the only one who knows how to make bread.”

“No, she isn’t, apparently. But I’m not going to tell her that, are you?” I asked.

“No,” Royce said with a grin on his face.

The rest of dinner whirled by with one dish after another, much of it featuring fish or some kind of sea life so fresh that there was no hint of decay whatsoever. All of it was amazing, but nothing compared to what they offered for dessert.

“For my two favorite patrons, our very best,” Marco said. “I’m told,” Marco looked at me as he set the dish in front of both of us, “that you are a connoisseur of pastries. Is that correct?”

I smiled at Royce, then at Marco. “That’s correct.”

“Well then, our famous tiramisu might delight you.” Marco smiled at me, then picked up what Royce had called a dessert fork from the table and offered it to me. “Please let me know what you think.” I took the fork from his hand while I looked at Royce. It seemed everyone was eager for my opinion of this confection. I cut through a corner of the dessert and immediately noticed the layers of cream and some kind of bread. When I put the bite in my mouth, I couldn’t make a sound for the flavors that spread across my tongue.

“I think you have a winner, Marco.” Royce’s voice made me glance up from my plate. I hadn’t noticed I’d nearly finished the dessert without a word and nodded as they both laughed.

“Excellent! Excellent!” Marco smiled at me. “Would you like another?”

“Yes, please.” We all laughed. As Marco waved to the server to bring another, I could admit, I might have overreacted earlier.

When we were done, Marco returned with our jackets and helped us into them. “I want to thank both of you for allowing me to entertain your senses this evening. Please do not hesitate to return when you can. I would love nothing more than to entertain you both again.”

Marco shook Royce’s hand, then turned and offered his to me. I took it, and he turned my hand over and glanced at me. “May I, my darling?” I nodded, and he placed the smallest of kisses on my skin.

“Okay, that’s enough, you charmer,” Royce said as he tapped his friend’s shoulder.

“I can’t help myself. You have a most handsome partner, my friend. I’m quite envious of you.”

One of the servers from earlier in the evening entered the room, went to Marco, and whispered into his ear. “Whoever told them will be scrubbing floors with a toothbrush. Call my private service and have them bring my vehicle to the back.”

“What’s happened?” Royce looked at his friend, concerned.

“Someone has told the gawkers you're here. Many imagers are hovering outside of the front door, just above the sign. One of my employees noticed when they were on the roof for a break.”

Royce sighed. “That means they probably know the hotel we are staying at as well.”

Marco waved his hand. “Do not worry, Royce. I’ll have my service take you to the hotel’s private entrance. You’re staying at the Grand, yes?” Royce nodded. “Ah, a creature of habit.” He patted Royce on the shoulder again. “It’s a lovely place, but you might pick somewhere else next time.”

“I used discretion. I don’t know how the media found me.”

“The determined will always find their prey.” Marco glanced at me. “Isn’t that right, Troller?”

I wondered then how much Royce had told his friend. I smiled because I knew Marco was a tiny bit more than envious. “Yes, it is.”

Marco’s vehicle was older but nearly as nice as the one we’d arrived in. As Royce helped me into the vehicle, he smiled, then turned to Marco and gave him a hug. “Thank you for everything tonight.”

“Yes, thank you, Marco,” I said as I poked my head out.

“Be safe, the both of you.” Royce got into the vehicle, and Marco closed the door and tapped the roof. This time, there was a driver, and they lowered a piece of glass that separated our seats from theirs.

“I’ll have you back at the hotel safe and sound within twenty minutes. Their security has been alerted and knows we’ll be there shortly,” said the driver.

“Thank you.” Royce didn’t look happy about all the fuss. It was undoubtedly more complicated than our usual weekends on the boat.

“Hey.” My voice drew his gaze to mine. “You shouldn’t make that face.”

“Oh? Why not?” Royce frowned. I leaned toward him and pressed my lips to his ear.

“Because I’m about to have you under me for the rest of the evening, and I can’t imagine a better way to spend a night with you.” I felt the skin of Royce’s ear flush with heat against my lips as his breath hitched.

The rest of the ride to the hotel was filled with silent anticipation. Security took us to our room, and once delivered to the door, Royce thumbed it open and let me inside. The moment he closed the door, I was on him.

“Oof. Troller. Shit.” He grabbed my ass and lifted me. I wrapped my legs around his waist as he walked us to the bed. I shoved his jacket off his wide frame as he pulled at mine. Our lips never stopped as we tangled tongues. When Royce reached the bed, I slid down him until my ass hit the mattress.

Royce pulled at the ribbon around his neck and the buttons of his shirt as I worked at his belt and zipper. He was barely done with half his buttons when I pulled his hard length free. I shoved him into my mouth and moaned around him. It’s all I had thought about once we were alone. His fingers tangled into my hair and gently pulled out pins that let my soft tresses fall to my shoulders.

“Fuck, Troller. Don’t stop.”

We were still wearing too many clothes, but I didn’t care in my determination to touch him. My hands drifted from Royce’s dick to his ass. I groped at the firm globes of flesh and pushed his trousers down to the floor. His fingers fisted in my hair, and I knew he was close. My tongue danced over his swollen flesh as I massaged his backside. My name on his lips was my second warning. I brought a hand back to his front and cupped his balls. He nearly doubled over when he came with a loud grunt. I held him up until he caught his breath, then I eased us onto the bed together.

“That was amazing,” Royce said as he lay there dazed while I helped him out of the rest of his clothes. He was gloriously naked under me, and I ran my hands through the dark hair that covered his body.

“You’re not passing out on me, are you?”

“I wouldn’t dream of it.”

I patted his chest and went to retrieve our lube out of the bag we had brought with us. Royce sat up and watched me walk back toward the bed.

“Can I undress you?” I nodded as I tossed the bottle on the bed. Royce stood and moved behind me. As rough as I had been with him, he was gentle. His hands glided down my back and into the garment, first to feel up my ass, then to rub my cock. I groaned as his hand cupped me and promised more. He left me panting as his hands moved on to help me strip.

Once I was only in my panties, his hands found my hips and pulled me back against him. Royce caressed my body as his lips pressed kisses along my neck and shoulders. “That feels wonderful, Royce.”

“Mmm hmm.” His hand caressed me through the panties, then pushed them aside to take my length in his hand. I stood still as he stroked me gently. I hadn’t noticed when Royce had prompted me to bend over the bed in my present state of bliss. When my face pressed against the mattress, I smiled, expecting what might come next. I picked up the lube at my side and held it up as a silent offering.

I couldn’t have been more wrong about what Royce planned as he let go of my cock, put both hands on my asscheeks, gently spreading them. A moment later, his moist tongue licked my hole. I dropped the bottle and fisted the bedclothes in an attempt to stay in one place and push my ass further into Royce’s face. Royce licked the scant fabric of my panties, then pushed it aside with his tongue and licked me again until it slipped back into place.

The noises I made reminded me of the kinds of clicks and whistles we’d use along the currents to pass messages at long distances. I was not the least quiet and had wholly forgotten any surface dweller language.

Royce eventually gave up playing with the panties and pushed them down my thighs as he continued to lick and probe me with his tongue. Then he did something with his tongue and stroked my cock in such a way that I came as a high-pitched wail passed my lips while my face was pressed into the mattress.

Even as my drool made a pool under me, I used what sense I had left to speak. “More, Royce. Fuck me. Please.”

His low chuckle vibrated through me as he kissed one ass cheek, then the other. I heard the lube bottle open and felt the cool liquid slide down my crease. With Royce’s loving attention, I relaxed for him. As the head of his cock pushed further into me, I moaned softly. He moved slowly at first, applying more lube as he pulled out, then pushed back into me.

I knew from experience that while Royce could recover quickly, the second time took longer than the first. I usually came before he did, if only because his cock would rub against a spot that could only be reached in my human form. 

“Royce, Royce, my love.”

“Hmmm?”

“Come, lie down.” I had to repeat myself before he finally stopped and lay next to me on the bed. I crawled over him and positioned myself above him. His hands went to my ass and held me in place while I positioned his dick.

The slow slide back onto Royce’s cock had him groaning as he watched. My hair bounced around my shoulders as I drew myself up and thrust myself back down. The dark hair that covered his body was laced with his sweat. I bent over to lick his chest and taste the salt of him.

He chuckled until I nipped at him. “Ah!” We laughed as I continued to fuck him. I leaned back, and he reached for my softened cock. “Fuck, you’re beautiful, love.” He said between pants. “So gorgeous and handsome.” He sucked in another breath. “I’m so lucky to have your love. My life feels fulfilled because of you, Troller.”

Royce always said sweet things in bed, but this was exceptional. “You are my heart,” I said as I leaned forward again and kissed him. We thrust at each other until we both were covered in sweat and cum.

Afterward, I lay on Royce’s chest as he played with my hair. “Did you enjoy today?” he asked.

“Yes, my love. It was one of the best days we’ve spent together.”

“Even with the interruptions?”

“It made it more interesting,” I said as I played with his chest hair. “I do not envy your parents, and can only imagine what they deal with every day.” I lifted my head to look at him. “It makes more sense to me why you prefer to stay on the boat.”

“When I planned this, I had nearly forgotten how difficult it was to move around sometimes.”

“Don’t be too hard on yourself. Everything turned out all right in the end.” I pressed a kiss onto his chest and sighed.

“You’re right.” He bent to kiss my head. “Would you like to clean up?”

“Yes, soon.” Soon never came as we both dozed off until Royce’s phone woke us up the following morning.


      [image: ]Royce

A soft ring woke me up. Troller was still in my arms, but the phone was insistent. When I saw who it was, I answered. “Hello?”

“You’ve caused quite a stir, son. Are you and Troller alright?” 

“What do you mean?”

“There are some fetching pictures of you splashed all over the web this morning. Troller too, but the media hasn’t figured out who he is yet. Only that the two of you look rather elegant together.”

I sighed. It had to be the pictures they took last night when we left the hotel. “I’m sorry, Pop.” Ben, as always, was concerned about my welfare.

“No need to be sorry. We’ll have to work up a different identification for you. Apparently, the media caught on to this one.”

“Marco said as much.”

“Ah, Marco. I miss his linguine,” Ben said.

“Pop.” My parents liked Marco. His cooking certainly helped. But Marco had never liked my job, and I wasn’t willing to leave my boat. Leo understood. Ben didn’t and had often asked about him—and Pete, too, come to think of it. Thankfully, Marco had. He would have done the same if someone had asked him to leave his restaurant behind. We remained friends even after the breakup. My parents still asked him to cater their events from time to time if they were anywhere near Texas.

“I meant no offense. Troller is an amazing chap, too. The pictures are stunning, I must say.” I waited Ben out, not offering details as to why we were out in the city last night. “Let me know when you both want to return to your boat. I’ll have a roof transport standing by to take you.”

Troller put his hand on my arm, and I smiled down at him. “Tell them I said hello.”

“Troller says to tell you both hi.”

“Give him our love. I’ll try to keep Papa from worrying when he wakes up.”

Even when they had removed Ben from his post, he hadn’t withdrawn from protecting Leo or me. It was his life’s work. “We’ll let you know when to send the transport. Let Papa know he can call later if he wants to.”

“Alright, son. Love you. Stay safe.”

“Love you too, Pop.” I ended the call and looked at Troller. In the soft morning light, his hair was a crimson fire dashed across his pillow. I put down my phone and curled back up with him, wrapping my arms around his shoulders.

“Is everything alright?” he asked.

“Apparently, the hotel lobby and the building are being watched by the media. So Leo and Ben are sending a roof transport later to take us back to the port.”

“That’s nice of them.”

“They know how much the spotlight is not my thing. Plus, I want to keep you safe. The less the media knows about you, the better.”

Troller nodded. His makeup hadn’t smudged, so when he blinked and stretched, I amused myself with the idea that I was sleeping next to an enormous cat instead of an individual that could live in the ocean. He smiled at me, and I brushed a lock of his hair behind his ear. 

“What were you thinking just now?” he asked.

“That it’s early, and we have a few more hours before we have to check out.”

“Mmm hmm.” Troller leaned into me and pressed his lips to mine. “I might have a few ideas.”

“I thought you might.”

When we made it back to the boat via air transportation provided by my parents. Pete had a grin on his face when we boarded the boat.

“What’s got you smiling?” I asked.

“We let you off the boat for one night, and you two caused a sensation along the entire Gulf.” Pete handed me a small box. “Thought you should have one memento of the evening. I’m assuming the two of you didn’t think to take pictures.”

I opened the box, and inside was one of the photographs floating around on the web, framed. Most of the ones the media latched onto either showed my anger or Troller looking surprised. This one was unique because it showed Troller and me looking at each other with affection written across our faces. “Thanks, Pete.”

Pete shrugged. “It’s too bad they were so obsessed about you turning up instead of realizing the two of you were happy.”

I handed Troller the picture Pete had framed for us. “This is lovely. Thank you, Pete.” The fascination on Troller’s face stayed there for some time. I don’t know if it was because of the picture or maybe he saw the same affection and love I’d seen in the photo.

“You’re both welcome,” Pete said.

I patted Pete on the back as we moved inside. “You’d think I was a unicorn returned from their dimension or something the way the media acts sometimes.” Pete chuckled and nodded his agreement. 

In the hallway, Troller gave me a quick kiss. “I know exactly where to put this.” He turned toward our room with the photo and our bag in hand.

I went to the nest and checked the boat to ensure it was ready to leave in the morning. “Has everyone checked back in yet?”

“Yep, all present and accounted for, Captain,” Pete said.

I nodded. “Good. I’ll be happy to head back out. I have a good feeling about this week.”

Little did I know our lives were about to change beyond anything I could imagine.
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