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Preface

For those of you who enjoyed my sci-fi romance novel, Krantor's Mate, and wanted to find out how Martha's ancestor, Laijar, came to live on Earth, here is a little gift from me to you.

If you have yet to read Krantor's Mate, then hopefully this prequel novella will whet your appetite for more.

Laijar’s Temptation is written for a mature audience, and there are some very spicy open door scenes. While this is primarily an FM romance, the male main character is a pansexual alien from the planet Ven, a sexually free society, so we do get an MM love scene at the start of the story. However, there is no cheating between the main characters, and I promise a happily ever after for them both.


The Venorians and Krovatians

First Contact Has Never Been This Hot!


In this series:




Book 1 – KRANTOR'S MATE
One man owns her heart. The other owns her fate.


•    Fated mates

•    Why choose / reverse harem

•    FM, MM & MFM relationships with an HEA for all


Book 2 – MELINDA'S CHOICE 
She left Earth to escape her broken marriage. She didn't expect to fall for a gray alien with a tail—or face an impossible choice between her past and her future.


•    Love triangle

•    Gray alien with a tail

•    Mature FMC & second chances


Book 3 - LAIJAR'S TEMPTATION 
He came to Earth on a covert mission. Falling for a human was never part of the plan.


•    Alien crash landing romance

•    First contact & forbidden desire

•    Prequel novella to Krantor's Mate





Chapter 1

Laijarven


As the drone approaches its final descent, I catch a first glimpse of home. My eyes stay glued to the window, watching the familiar house and its outbuildings come into view. Soon, we land with a light thud, and an instant later, I’m jumping out and rushing up the front steps to the house.

Father is there, waiting for me with a patient expression on his face. Not once did he complain when I announced, four sun rotations ago, that I wanted to join the military academy instead of following in his footsteps and farming our land. I had grown up around the farm, helping from an early age with the planting and harvesting, and with caring for our beloved grivs. I loved my home, but a wanderlust called me to go explore other places. Father understood and accepted my choice; my younger brother, Poljar, did not.

I walk towards father now and give him the customary greeting. Looking deeply into his gentle gray eyes, I place my hands on his cheek and touch my forehead to his, probing his emotions. Love, happiness, pain. Instead of stepping back, I clasp my arms around him, holding him tight. “Father,” I murmur, “it is good to see you.”

His arms squeeze around me momentarily, before he pulls away. “Welcome home, my son. It is good to have you back. How long for?”

Ah. Here it is—the source of the pain. He knows I am not here to stay. This is only a visit, not a return. I answer him simply. “I must leave again in three rotations.”

He inclines his head. “Then let us make the most of it. Come inside, my son.”

He turns to enter the house, and I follow him to the great room, a large comfortable space with windows overlooking the vast expanse of our cultivated land. He goes to sit at his usual armchair, picking up the cup of hot joh he must have put down on hearing my drone landing. “Go and refresh yourself, Laijar. We eat at the usual time.”

I pick up my bag, but before heading upstairs to wash and change, I ask, “What of Poljar?”

“It is the preon harvesting season. You well know how busy that must mean we are. He will come when he is done.”

“Will he ever forgive me, father?” I wonder out loud.

“In time, no doubt he will. He is a hothead and can let his emotions rule him, but please do not dwell on the words he spoke to you the last time you were here. He has missed you greatly. It is time, my son, to repair the precious brotherly bond between you.”

“I will try,” I say.

He takes a sip of his drink, the conversation over. Father was not always this way with us. Once, he had been warm and affectionate, just like most fathers in our world. Then his mate, our mother, passed to the other world when I was sixteen sun rotations old. We all miss her, but father most of all. It is as if a light has gone out with him. He continues with his everyday work and does his duty by us, but always there is a distance. I do not hold it against him, for I know he loves us. This is another reason why Poljar is mad at me. He believes, perhaps rightly, that we should not desert our sad and lonely father. I wish I could make him understand though, the pull that drives my thirst for travel. It is like a compulsion that I cannot ignore.

I turn and make my way up the stairs in quick, long strides. The room I share with Poljar is situated at the far end of the corridor. I enter it now and drop my bag on the floor. In the attached ablution room, I take off my military uniform and drop it into the laundry chute, then wash my body under the rainmaker. Once dry, I rummage in my part of the closet for some casual clothes, picking out a dark brown pair of pants and a pale blue tunic. Looking at the time dial on my communicator, I realize it is time to eat. Hastily arranging my damp hair into a messy topknot, I swoop down the stairs to the dining area, not wanting to keep father waiting.

The circular table, made of wood from our land, is laden with my favorite foods—roast prot, a selection of freshly steamed vegetables from our fields, and of course, the kroot I love so much. I know father has requested these foods from our cook just for me. I feel a painful tightening of my heart. Before sitting, I go to him, placing my hand on his wizened cheek and communicating my silent thanks. He grips my hand to him for a moment. No need for thanks. I love you, son.

I transmit my response. “I love you too, father.”

Then I sit, and we begin our meal.

Sometime later, once we are replete, he asks, “So, my son. Where will you be going to next?”

Having graduated from the military academy with honors, I started as a lowly cadet in the space defense program. Initially, I served on the Itar, the ship that patrols the Utar belt, ensuring the safety of our dorenium colony there. Dorenium is a valuable mineral that we use as an energy source to power our spaceships as well as power some of our industrial production facilities. However, I have recently been promoted.

I smile at father. “Commander Senlar was so impressed with me that he has recommended me to be part of a new mission to explore planets in our galaxy. I will be a junior navigator on the Phtar, a brand new ship that will be under the command of the Kran’s son.”

“Explore new planets. Hmm. That is what you have always wanted, is it not?”

I grin. “Yes, father. I cannot wait.”

“Then I am pleased for you, although it pains me greatly to see you go.”

The smile leaves my face. “I am sorry for that, father. It pains me too.”

He puts his hand on top of mine. “I know, my son, I know.” He stands and stretches his tall body. “It is time to rest these tired bones. I will bid you goodnight.”

“Goodnight, father.”

I watch him walk out of the room and ponder what to do. The evening is still young. Perhaps I can go down to the griv enclosure and say hello to my animal friends, and one of them in particular. I stand and quickly make my way out of the house, down the steps towards the first outbuilding. Gently opening the door, I walk inside the darkened space and whisper, “Sonla.”

I hear a pleased whinny, and a moment later, Sonla is at my side, nuzzling my cheek. “Oh my sweet girl, it is good to see you,” I say, stroking her silky smooth head.

She looms several feet above me as I run a hand along her rich, brown flank, and the feathery soft wings tucked beneath.

“I know it is late, but how about a ride around the estate before the sun sets?”

She regards me with intelligent brown eyes and whinnies her agreement. Without any further instructions, she struts to the open door. I grab a saddle and head outside to where she waits for me, crouched down. With the efficiency of having done this task thousands of times, I saddle her up quickly, then swing my leg astride her. My griv rises majestically, and on the click of my tongue, begins to trot. We gather speed, riding past field after field on our estate. I smell the familiar scent of the land as the wind whips my face. I grin in delight. I have missed this.

There is also something else I have missed. I give a short whistle, and Sonla unfurls her great wings. Moments later, we’re soaring up into the orange sky of the setting sun. We zoom past the house and out over to the preon orchards, where my brother and some farm hands have been working. I see the wagon laden with the harvested fruit being driven towards our storage shed, ready for distribution to the markets of Torbreg first thing in the morning. We fly on towards the outer limits of our land, before turning back towards the house. We land with light thud, our gallop slowing down to a gentle trot as we approach the griv enclosure. Sonla stops and kneels to the ground, letting me climb down. I unsaddle her swiftly and kiss her sweaty neck. “Thank you, dear girl.”

She whinnies in response and turns to go into the enclosure. I open the door for her, putting away the saddle and ensuring the trough is filled with water to quench her thirst after our ride. I quickly rub her down, then pat her back. “Goodnight, Sonla,” I murmur, before shutting the door behind me.

Once back in the house, I head towards the great room where I see the light is on. It must be Poljar, back home. I tread wearily, not sure of my welcome. He is sitting at the table, eating a plate of leftover food. He looks up on hearing me enter, and continues munching on his food.

“It is good to see you, brother,” I begin. He ignores me and continues eating. “Are you not going to speak to me?”

He stops, taking a sip of refreshing ploh before replying, “What is there to say? You have made your choice, Laijar.”

“I have, but I am still your brother and I still love you.”

His eyes spark. “Then why leave?”

I shrug. “There are worlds beyond our farmstead, Poljar. I cannot confine my life to just being here, even though I love this place and all my kin.”

He shakes his head. “I cannot understand how you could turn your back on the beauty and richness of our land. There have been Jars here for generations. We belong here.”

“It is hard to explain,” I tell him. “It is as if something is pulling me away. I do not know why it is this way with me.”

“Are you happy?”

“Yes, I am, although I miss you and father greatly.”

He sighs. “Then so be it.”

I try to change the subject. “It looks like it was a good preon harvest.”

He nods. “Indeed, our yields have increased, without compromising the quality of the fruit.”

“I know much of this was due to your hard work, Poljar. I am proud of you.”

“I thank you.” His plate finished, he stands to leave. “I am weary, brother. You will excuse me.”

I smile. “Of course. Goodnight, Poljar.”

Alone once again in the great room, I contemplate my next move. I am not ready yet for slumber. Perhaps, I could pay a visit to the neighboring estate, home of the Sor family and my childhood friends Rivsor and Dransor. As we grew into adulthood, they also became my occasional lovers, though we never developed the kind of feelings that could lead to a mating. On nights when I wanted a good fucking in the ass or to suck a juicy cock, then Dransor was my man. Other times, when I wanted to sink my cock into a tight, wet cunt, then Rivsor, with her small but perfectly formed breasts, was the woman for me. Our easy familiarity meant that we could be intimate whenever the mood took us. I palm my hardening cock. The mood is definitely upon me now.

I call Rivsor on my communicator, and she answers immediately. “Laijar! It has been too long.”

“Indeed, Rivsor. Are you well?”

“Well enough but weary. You must know that the rotations are long in the harvesting season.”

“In that case,” I say, swallowing my disappointment, “I will leave you to rest, my dear. I had hoped to see you on this short visit.”

She chuckles. “I am not too weary for your delightful company, Laijar. In fact, I do believe it will rejuvenate all my tired joints.”

My hopes resurrected for an evening of passion, I reply, “In that case, I will come to you forthwith.”

“Please make haste,” she urges. “Come straight up to my chamber; I shall leave the house unlocked.”

“I am at your command, my dear. I will see you shortly.”

I end the call and stride out of the house to my waiting drone. In a short time, I am up in the air, heading towards the Sor farmhouse. The journey is not long, and soon I land in front of the large house that has been like a second home to me. I nimbly make my way to a side door that leads to the food preparation area, and from there to a rear staircase. I tiptoe up the steps, not wanting to wake the senior Sors. Fortunately, Rivsor’s chamber is at the other end from theirs, so I will not have to worry about making any noise once I am in there.

I open her chamber door gently. There is a soft light gleaming by her bedside with which I spy Rivsor reclining on the bed, naked. She smiles at me wickedly as she parts her legs. Her cunt is covered in hair as dark as that atop her head, curling seductively and beckoning to me. “Come and eat me, Laijar,” she drawls.

I need no second invitation. Quickly, I stride to the bed and reach for that lovely, wet cunt, running my tongue over its juicy goodness. I set myself to the pleasurable task of eating her thoroughly. I feel her quiver beneath me, and I know that she is about to climax. I increase my suction and slip two fingers into her tight channel. In moments, I feel her clench around my digits and hear her moan her release. I continue sucking her until I feel her go still beneath me.

Lifting my head, chin sodden with her delightful essence, I grin. “Well, Rivsor my dear, that is quite the welcome.”

She grins back. “I have missed you, Laijar. Come here and kiss me.”

Being of a gentlemanly disposition, I do as the lady instructs. I crawl up the bed towards her and take her into my arms, planting my lips firmly on hers. I feel her tongue sneak out to lick her own juices off my face, then bringing it back to my mouth so I can plunder it with my own tongue. We kiss for a long, satisfying time, stroking each other’s tongues and exchanging essences. She tastes of familiarity and nostalgia.

Eventually, I pull away and say, in a rough voice. “Are you ready to take my cock?”

“Mmm. Always.”

Without any further preliminaries, I take myself in hand and guide my shaft to her entrance, plunging deep into her with one powerful thrust. I feel her gasp beneath me. Was I too rough? I lower my forehead to hers to read her feelings. Oh yes. So good. Do not stop.


I comply, ploughing into her over and over, changing the angle of my thrusts so I am hitting the pleasure nub deep inside her channel. The feel of her cunt gripping my cock is driving me insane. On and on I thrust. With my forehead to hers, I transmit. “I am close. Are you?”
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