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Author’s Note




Cool from the Waxing Moon immediately continues the story of Shoju and Matashi from Warmth from the Rising Sun, the previous release in this duology. If you haven’t read that, please do so.

This boys’ love story contains graphic gay sex. It also contains content such as cum and saliva worship, ass to mouth play, imprisonment, and mentions of rape and torture.

This story also falls under the boy’s love Omegaverse umbrella, a genre where men can get pregnant. Omegaverse, even though unique to boys’ love, can trace its origins back to Western sci-fi parody stories (fanfiction) and love stories between werewolves and humans.

For this story, I have done my own spin on the boys’ love Omegaverse. In it, all the men living within the “secret village” can get pregnant—they are all Omegas. But like other stories in this genre, Omegas come into their monthly heat, at which time they are then able to be impregnated to bear a child. They have a reproductive organ that functions similar to a uterus within the anal cavity, above where the prostate is located. Only boys are born.

All characters involved in any sexual act or sexual situation are over 18 years of age.

Enjoy the conclusion to Matashi and Shoju’s story!
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Matashi had failed.

Most of all, he’d failed his family, Shoju, Akai, and his unborn son. But while he waited for the katana to strike, he didn’t weep. He didn’t even flinch.

Failures like him deserved to die.

Matashi closed his eyes, his end only moments away. He just wished he’d had more time with Akai. Wished he’d seen his son grow up most of all. But that wouldn’t happen now.

“Stop!” a man called, scaring the birds within the branches above; they took flight with protesting squawks. “Stop, Master Ito! Stop this instant!”

Mat looked up, stunned he’d been saved from the blade’s strike by another master—and the creepy Master Fuoco at that.

What was going on?

“How dare you interrupt me, Master Fuoco!” Master Ito fumed, his face reddening, a little vein at his temple pulsing. “How dare you!”

Master Fuoco stood defiantly, hands on hips. “You know the way of the temple; you’ve been banging on about it for years.”

A moment of intensity flared between the two masters as they glared daggers at each other in a sort of mental standoff. Mat swallowed, knowing the next few moments would determine his fate once and for all.

He held his breath.

Thankfully, Master Ito was the first to relax his stance. To Mat’s growing relief, he also lowered his sword. A moment of reprieve…or the calm before the storm?

No matter, Mat breathed.

“You’re right, of course,” the man said as a different kind of expression fell over his face like a dark shadow.

At the same time, Master Fuoco heaved a breath and smiled, even if it was more a sneer that looked like a jagged scar than anything else. Mat became curious. Because, along with his growing nerves about what was going on here, there was certainly more to be told.

A lot more.

Although, he had a feeling that however this played out, it wouldn’t bode well for anyone: him, Akai, or Kale.

The next words out of Master Fuoco’s mouth confirmed his suspicions. His stomach knotted, and his heart quickened. The storm was approaching in earnest, it seemed, dark and ominous. “You know a captured breeding pair must be placed into the service of the temple.”

Master Ito’s lips curled into a cruel smile, replacing an already macabre sneer. “Indeed.”

“Which one is the outcast’s Omega, then?” Master Fuoco asked while sliding his gaze between Akai and Kale, that awful smile of his widening, reflecting the other master’s expression perfectly. “Do you know?”

The looks on the masters’ faces chilled him.

“I do. It’s that one there who’s mated to Matashi.” Master Ito stabbed his bony finger at Akai. “The handsome one with the blue eyes that reflect his defiance.”

“He won’t be defiant for long.” A snort from Master Fuoco. “Bring them both,” he ordered the guards, who roughly pulled Mat and Akai up to their feet immediately. “The other Omega…you can do with him as you please, Master Ito. Kill him if that’s your desire.”

“It is my desire to see blood spilled this day.”

Mat’s stomach tightened even more. Within a blink of an eye, Master Ito struck, his katana thrumming as it sliced through the air with a blur of speed and strength. The terrible sound was followed by a wet, dull thud onto the leaf litter of the forest. At first, Mat was stunned. Stunned! That was until he realised the full ramifications of what had happened.

Kale was dead—just like that.

Beheaded.

“You’re a fucking monster!” Mat spat, feeling his throat tighten as grief struck him harder. “You murdered Kale! Murdered him! He…he didn’t even get the chance to mate with anyone, either! You…you monster!”

Akai had already burst into tears, collapsing onto the ground, shoulders heaving. Mat wanted to go to him, comfort him, but was yanked away from his lover, his Omega, his man, by the two temple guards who held him.

The guards grabbed Akai again.

Mat, unable to do anything else, felt his eyes sting.

“Ahh, I so enjoyed that,” Master Ito said, casually wiping Kale’s blood off the blade with a cloth one of the guards had given him. “It made me so very hard.” He rubbed his groin to emphasise his words.

Mat’s stomach turned even more.

“I can tell you did enjoy that, Master Ito,” Master Fuoco observed.

Master Ito came to stand in front of Mat, looking down at him with what was unmistakeably disgust. “After killing that filthy Omega friend of yours, outcast, I need a willing boy to fuck. One who’ll beg me to blow my load deep into his guts to complete the glory that is this day. Would you be such a boy, hmm?”

“Go fuck yourself!” Mat spat as his emotions, his grief for Kale, and the hopeless situation they’d found themselves in swirled within him, threatening to consume him.

“You’re a defiant one as well.” Master Ito’s eyebrows rose. “Perhaps we should have chosen you instead of Shoju as our honoured? I would have enjoyed breaking you in.”

Mat felt sick, bile rising to sour the back of his tongue, wanting nothing more than to pull the man’s sword from its scabbard to stab him a thousand times with it. Then, when he was dead on the ground, a thousand times more, until he became fit for nothing but mincemeat for the worms.

But Mat couldn’t move, being both restrained and weak with sorrow. Besides, he was also too consumed by what had transpired. How he’d ended up like this. Because when he thought about it, if Shoju hadn’t left the temple when he had, the masters and guards wouldn’t have been out in the forest.

Some turn of fate, indeed.

With his vision blurring and hiccups wracking his body, Mat also found he couldn’t speak. He was in too much of a mess to do anything, including swearing in defiance anymore.

Mat quickly resigned himself to the fact that he was beaten. He knew these evil men would do with him as they pleased. His and Akai’s life would be nothing more than a living hell from now on. He knew that to his soul. But he also realised something else then.

Something profound.

He wasn’t a failure as he had first thought because to fail meant he had to have first tried. No. He was useless. Useless because he could do nothing now to prevent whatever happened next.

Nothing.

Not even to help Akai.

“I’ll join you,” Master Fuoco said, bringing Mat back to the moment, the horror of the situation coming into focus once more. “And I believe we can choose another honoured from the selected temple servants before they get castrated tonight.”

“A good idea,” Master Ito said, his leer returning. “I liked how that boy…what’s his name? Daiki? Yes, that’s it. Daiki Ugomari. I liked how he showed great…potential.”

To one of the guards who’d been holding Kale, now standing there with nothing to do no thanks to the poor man being murdered, Master Fuoco ordered, “Get to the temple as quickly as you can to inform Master Vitus that we want Daiki as our new honoured before his balls get cut off. Have him taken to tatami room four as well. We’ll begin the three trials with him as soon as he’s been affected enough by the herbs within the brazier’s smoke.”

“Yes, Master,” the guard replied immediately with a bow before running toward the rejection gate.

Mat felt sorry for Daiki.

He felt sorry for all of them caught within the evil of the temple masters. Him and Akai most of all.

Master Ito’s next words brought their fate into even greater clarity.

“And as for you, outcast,” he began, “you’ll be locked in a cage away from your Omega until your son is born. After that, you’ll be allowed to put another one into him.” His laugh echoed and sent a chill all through Mat. “Because from now on, you’ll give us your sons to serve the temple as we see fit.”
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Shoju was already exhausted, sweat dripping off his soaking wet hair, a stitch in his sides. He was breathing hard, too hard, before he’d even run a few hundred meters away from the temple’s imposing walls. Was it just from his frenzied sprint from the temple? Or was fear at play here, too?

“I’m t-too…unfit to r-run any…more,” Shoju cried, knowing it was the excess weight that he carried to blame—why did his mum have to be such a great cook? And even though his upbringing was strict, why did she have to dote over him so, too? “Horo…please…I need to r-rest!”

Horo went to Shoju straight away.

Which was just as well. Shoju had fallen to his knees, gulping for air like a landed fish. The forest around him spun, his blurry vision making him feel giddy. He could also feel his pulse pound in his ears. Or was that the sound of his heart about to give out because of his exertion?

“We can’t rest yet, so I shall carry you, my heart,” Horo announced.

“I’ll only…s-slow you d-down.” Shoju tried to stand. He wobbled. He couldn’t get up; his legs were too weak. “Just give me a m-minute, and I’ll be able…able to g-go on. Okay?”

More desperately, Horo said, “We mustn’t stop.” He couldn’t hide his worried glance. “We haven’t gone far enough for the temple guards to give up the chase.”

“How much…f-farther must w-we go before they…do give up?”

Itsuki and Shin approached. They both held worried expressions, heavier than Horo’s, to be honest. Shoju’s guilt prickled at the nape of his neck; he didn’t like how he was holding them up because of his physical failings. He added a weak, “Sorry,” to all of them, feeling it was needed.

Then he hung his head.

Horo gently grabbed his chin so they could look into each other’s eyes. “Please don’t apologise, Shoju. And don’t worry. Over the next rise, I believe there’s a pool that’s hidden enough for us to be safe for a moment or two before we continue.”

Holding hands now, Shin and Itsuki agreed.

Shoju was about to protest, not wanting to be a burden to anyone, least of all himself, when he heard shouts coming from the hazy, humid distance beyond the thick trees behind them.

He swallowed…hard.

No doubt the ruckus was from the temple guards pursuing them. Who else could it be? Village hunters never ventured too close to temple lands for fear of upsetting the Kami of the forest. Or, more than likely, disturbing the supernatural being who lived here…so they believed.

And whether the ghosts and demons of stories were real or imagined, Shoju wasn’t sure. Although, he had a fair idea the secret village of the Omegas where they were heading probably had a lot to do with sowing the seeds of rumour when it came to trying to keep others away.

The village was a secret for a reason.

Not even Shoju had heard of it until now. And besides, good monster stories were good monster stories. If nothing else, they frightened children into behaving themselves. As Shoju had been, when his mum had told him of a nasty goblin who liked to wear the skins of boys who misbehaved too much.

“If you don’t do as you’re told this instant, young man, the goblin will stalk you in the night,” his mum had warned when he’d moaned about brushing his teeth one evening. “And when he catches you, he’ll then peel off your skin while you’re still alive and kicking, he will.”

“How does he know where I live?” Shoju was only six years old at the time, he remembered.

“He knows,” she’d added sternly. “Goblins are like that. Nosy and nasty and with a keen nose that can smell boys misbehaving from the top of the mountain beyond the protection of the temple.”

“I’ll…umm, go brush my teeth, then, Mum.”

“There’s a good boy.”

Shoju shivered; the thought of that goblin was still frightening to him. And from that day on, he was always a good boy. Doing everything he was told without question, no matter who demanded it of him. From the elders of the village to his companion Matashi, he did what he was told.

He was a good son, too.

Perhaps that’s why Shoju still needed to do as he was told, even as an adult. Still needed other people’s validation. He therefore understood all too well why he’d let the masters of the temple do what they wanted to him without protest, and it really didn’t have too much to do with being chosen as their honoured or the good life his mother would have because of it.

His blind obedience had been indoctrinated into him.

But even though that could be seen as a weakness, had been by many, in fact, Shoju didn’t think of it that way. Not at all. Obedience was his strength, and one day he’d get to prove it.

One day.

“We’ve got to go! Now!” Horo said, knocking Shoju from his reverie while he still recovered from the sprint, his breathing slowly evening even if sweat dripped off his nose.

To Shoju, there was no doubt about his man’s desperation; he felt it, too. Therefore, before he could blink, Horo moved to pick him up off the leaf litter without asking permission.

“Hey!” Shoju complained weakly as he was held in Horo’s strong arms.

“It’s this or be captured.”

Shoju sighed. But as he put his arm around Horo’s neck for better comfort, suddenly feeling his closeness, his love and concern for him most of all, he relaxed. “I’m glad…you’re here with me.”

“I wouldn’t want it any other way.”

Horo carried Shoju without too much worry, even though the terrain was rough. Itsuki and Shin walked ahead, checking the ground for any dangers. Being held like this brought him into Horo’s world even more.

Shoju realised he loved it.

Soon, the shouting that had been coming closer seemed to fall far, far behind them until unable to be heard. Perhaps the guards had given up. Shoju relaxed further, even managing a smile as he cuddled into Horo, kissing his neck. A groan of approval was Shoju’s reward.

After they’d gone some distance, Shoju had to ask, “Do you think I’m weak, Horo?”

“Not at all. Why?”

Shoju had to think carefully for a moment. “Because of my…privileged but strict upbringing…most folks consider my obedience a weakness. And I…I wanted to know what you thought, that’s all.”

Horo stopped. “Obedience isn’t a weakness at all. Far from it, my heart.”

“Then it’s a strength?” Shoju asked hopefully. “As I believe it is.”

“It’s far more than that.”

“How so?”

Horo carefully put Shoju down. He could stand now, breathe more easily, and he felt better for the rest he’d received, even if only for a little while. He clasped his man’s hand immediately, enjoying the continuation of their contact.

They walked on together.

Horo answered once Shin and Itsuki came into sight. They’d just passed a thicket of dense, ancient trees, Shin gesturing for them to hurry. “Obedience with a pure heart behind it, like you have, Shoju, is about honour and the respect underlying it. It is those attributes which are considered the highest and most noble to have. That’s also why I fell in love with you.”

“You mean that?”

“I do.”

Shoju wasn’t convinced that was the end of it but was satisfied for now. After all, even if he had honour in spadefuls as well as the respect of others aplenty because of who he was, that didn’t necessarily mean they saw him any differently.

They still saw him as being weak, he knew.

What could he do to convince them that a good boy, spoiled by life and always loved, was also someone to take seriously? Because when it came down to it, that’s how Shoju felt.

That he was never taken seriously.

He felt he needed to explain such things to Horo because the man was going to be his husband, and there should be no secrets between them. No doubts either, imagined or otherwise. Before he could, they came to the promised pool.

It was beautiful.

Not only did branches of weeping willows drink from the sparkling waters, there was abundant wildlife everywhere, from deer to fish to birds; drinking, swimming, and flying all around the protected sanctuary they’d found themselves within.

Shoju took in a breath.

Shin and Itsuki had disrobed—including stripping off their fundoshi—to jump into the water, splashing and larking about seconds later. Shoju found it amusing how they soon wrestled, playing the game where the first to touch their opponent’s balls was declared the winner of that round.

A common game.

Shoju remembered how a lot of boys in the village he grew up in wrestled like that at the public baths, including Matashi with his other friends. Not that Shoju participated in such things if he could help it. He tried to avoid the baths at the best of times, being so self-conscious of his weight.

Matashi always tried to encourage him to attend. And once again, because of his obedience, would only do so if asked, even if he felt uncomfortable, and the other boys stared at him. Some even laughed behind their hands.

“Did you want me to bathe you, Shoju?” Horo asked, again bringing Shoju back to the moment.
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After his run, Shoju realised he would like that a lot. They were out of immediate danger, but his thoughts were spiralling. As he looked upon his man drenched in sunlight, all handsome and lovely, dandelion seeds dancing around him, too, a different urge overtook him.

With lust growing in his voice like ink slowly staining calm water, he said, “I would like that…but only if you fuck me first.”

A lovely smile came over Horo’s face, one that made Shoju weak in the knees. “I think you’ll need a bath first; you’re still sweaty from all that running.”
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