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The chrysalis twitches. I drop my tablet, watching hairline cracks spread across the dark surface. Reminding me of lightning frozen in obsidian. In six months of monitoring, which has turned to whispering, caressing, and, more recently, dreaming about the leathery, ovoid object as tall as a man and then some, it's never moved like that.

It’s never moved at all.

Yet something always draws me back to this specimen over the others in my lab. Some of them were found and cataloged by our own people. Others, like the chrysalis, were “liberated” from rival factions.

It jerks violently and urgently, almost like something fighting to get out.

I press my palm against the reinforced glass housing and feel my pulse quicken in a way not unlike the first flutter of sexual attraction. The thing pulses under my touch, faint at first, but faster now that I’m closer. Much faster with each passing second.

The scientist within me knows I should be recording my own responses to the object. But my human side is all too painfully aware of the psychological evaluation I’ll be inviting if I do.

"Easy," I whisper, as though speaking to a lover, dragging my fingers over the glass containment shield, the sound sending a shiver through me. I know it shouldn’t be able to hear me. I like to think it can, anyway. "When you’re ready to show yourself, I’ll be here."

The lab around me hums with the steady drone of containment units. Each one houses months of fieldwork. There are fruit flies suspended in amber resin and beetle larvae curled in synthetic soil that cost more than my rent. But this specimen, this anomaly brought here from the Black Meridian research center our people infiltrated half a year ago, has become my obsession.

I jump as the radio crackles. “Dr. Chen? Come in, Dr. Chen.” I recognize Dr. Niles Braddock’s voice immediately. My immediate superior, who works from an office in New York, instead of this isolated facility.

Picking up the receiver, I press the button on the side. “This is Chen.”

“Sarah, you need to get out.” The use of my first name puts me immediately on edge. Our relationship has always been strictly professional and strictly at arm’s length. “Our people will be with you in fifteen minutes. Emergency protocol. Take whatever research you can carry and be ready for the evacuation squad.”

“My specimens—”

“There isn’t the time to prepare them or the space to carry them. You know the rules.”

“But—”

His voice is hard and final. “Follow the emergency protocol. Now. Your life is more valuable than the research.”

The radio goes silent as I put the receiver aside and look around the lab. Emergency protocol. The faded red button on the control panel, with its little plastic cover, taunts me from the opposite side of the room. One press, and the countdown will begin. The self-destruct system that will torch this entire room and everything in it.

I feel sick to my stomach at the research that will be lost. The eight months I’ve spent cooped up in here with my specimens, the two years my predecessor spent monitoring and recording every change for our corporate overlords.

But I’d do it. I’d press the button. I’d burn the lot if it wasn’t for my personal pet project, my private, guilty obsession.

One glance at the tall, strange shell, and I know I have to find another way. But what kind of emergency am I being evacuated from? And how can I rescue a seven-foot-tall chrysalis in a specially-reinforced, climate-controlled housing that weighs more than a family car?

As I stare defiantly at the containment shield, thinking through my limited options, the sound of helicopter blades slices through the morning air outside, making the building shudder. My coffee mug vibrates across the lab bench as the rotors beat overhead. They’re too close, too loud.

The thick forest and scattered snowfall out here on top of the mountain deaden the sound, meaning that supply runs often take me by surprise. But it’s been barely three minutes. Did Braddock get the timing wrong?

I move to the window in time to see four men in black tactical gear pouring from the white and gray camouflaged chopper. The leader points directly at my lab. My body goes numb, and my feet might as well be cemented to the floor.

Black Meridian.

Not only does their demeanor scream corporate mercenaries, but I recognize the dark sunburst logo sewn to the breast of each uniform jacket. The same logo that was stamped on the chrysalis’s housing when it got here.

Heavy boot steps echo in the main corridor. They get closer, coming straight for my lab. I rip my research drives from the desk drawer, shoving them into my coat pockets. The fire exit is twenty feet away, the safety of my panic room a sixty-second dash through the icy cold, and I’ll be exposed to gunfire the whole way if they decide to remove me as a witness.

And I can’t leave. I can’t walk away, not from it.

The lab door explodes inward, a blast of cold air scattering snow in the doorway.

"Dr. Chen," a deep, commanding voice says.

The man fills the doorway, his assault rifle slung casually across his chest. Behind him, his team spreads through my lab like a virus. One targets my specimen freezers, and another heads straight for the computer terminals.

"Stop! You can't—" I scream, reaching forward as if I have any hope of stopping them.

I’m shoved back by the leading mercenary, stumbling into the container housing the chrysalis. Glass shatters as my fruit fly colonies, six months of genetic sequencing, splash across the floor in a puddle of preservatives. The man closest to my moth collection raises his boot.

"No!" I lunge forward, overcome with the need to save the creatures I’ve spent so long researching.

The leader catches my wrist, fingers digging into bone. Coolly, he says, "We’re taking the chrysalis, Dr. Chen. And my orders are to bring you with us. We’ve heard good things. If Black Meridian is impressed with your research, you just might live through this."

My blood freezes.

Sparks shower from the main power coupling as someone's knife finds the right cables. Warning lights strobe red. Temperature alarms shriek as my climate control dies.

The chrysalis convulses.

Cracks spread like a spider’s web across its surface. I watch six months of careful monitoring shatter as roughly gloved hands attach cables to the containment housing, ready to winch it outside.

My gut lurches. I don’t even care about myself or my safety. All I care about is what’s inside that housing.

"You’re stressing it!" I wrench against the leader's grip but get nowhere. "You're killing it!"

The soldier readying my specimen for transportation grunts. The tiny fractures across the surface get deeper. It’s barely held together now. Then, something inside pushes against the shell with desperate strength.

The emergency strobes paint everything blood-red as a taloned, three-digit claw the size of a shovel blade punches through the chrysalis wall.

My breath stutters as another appears.

What emerges makes the armed men step backward like frightened children. Eight feet of alien grace unfolds in my destroyed lab. Its triangular head tilts with predatory curiosity as it turns to look in my direction, mandibles clicking on either side of a soft inner mouth. Its compound eyes reflect the strobes like fractured starlight, and I see my own reflection in their depths, as beautiful as it is terrifying.

Silver, armored carapace plates hum as they shift against each other, the creature drawing itself upright to full height on two digitigrade legs, heels raised to place his weight on elongated feet. Thick, plated thighs narrow to agile calves, and above them sit a thin waist and long torso, like the thorax of a wasp.

Above the curiously humanoid lower set of arms, raptorial, spear-like limbs longer than I am tall, flex once, testing their strength.

Those unblinking eyes fix on mine across the wreckage, and I feel my body pulse with the echo of shameful, half-remembered dirty dreams. Recognition flickers between us, intimate, as though we share a secret, before he turns on the soldiers.

"She’s mine," it says with a clicking, alien voice, the sound thrumming through my chest. "All who touch her will die."
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The leading soldier reaches for his weapon. His eyes flit between me and the creature, his orders to capture both of us alive clearly warring with his utter terror at what he’s facing. Finally, he turns on the being that I looked after for so many months.

The creature moves faster than my eyes can comprehend. One moment, the man is fumbling with his rifle strap. The next, one of those lance-like upper arms protrudes from the back of his uniform, slick with blood. He chokes, but the sound is drowned out by an ear-piercing screech from the insectoid monster as it rips its natural weapon from the soldier’s torso and turns on the next mercenary.

The lifeless corpse of the squad leader crumples to the ground as his colleague scrambles away with horror written across his features, before being grabbed in a hand-like claw and raised off the ground.

I flinch as the sound of automatic gunfire echoes from outside, and glance at the window to see another helicopter coming in from the east. My rescuers, I assume. The ones sent here by Dr. Braddock.

I can see a Black Meridian soldier manning a fixed machine gun through the open door of their chopper as it lifts off, joined by another above the lab. Orion Applied Sciences, my employers, are well funded, but I doubt they’ve sent more than one helicopter for my evacuation. My experience and expertise might be valuable, but they won’t fight for me against well-armed attackers.

As I turn back to the scene inside the laboratory, the soldier's boots are dangling six inches off the floor, and his tactical vest creaks under the pressure. With effort, he raises his assault rifle, aims, and fires. I cry out in shock, but the bullets glance off the creature’s natural armor plates, ricocheting into the control box with a pop and fizz of electric sparks.

“Main power supply damaged,” a robotic voice announces. “Switching to emergency backup. This issue has been reported to maintenance. Have a good day.”

The insect-man’s outer mouth pinches in some sort of grimace.

Slowly, he grabs the gun from his opponent, and I hear the grinding of metal as his claws twist the weapon into scrap, before he throws it and the soldier to the floor.

He fixes all three remaining mercenaries with a hard stare, making them flinch as he steps forward.

"Leave," he vocalizes in that snapping, choppy, inhuman voice. Even so, the word tightens something inside my chest. “Leave with your lives, or stay and die like him.”

The now-weaponless man's face goes gray as his teammates scramble for the door, stalling just before they exit with their eyes scanning the room, sticking on the giant creature they were here to steal. Their confident swagger is replaced by survival instinct.

"This isn’t... isn't over," the unarmed soldier stammers, stumbling back toward the exit.

That triangular head tilts with slow precision, and I sense amusement. Another clicking single word leaves his inhuman inner lips. "Run."

The mercenaries don’t need another warning.

Their boot steps retreat down the corridor as they obey his eerie order. The firefight outside won, the Black Meridian helicopter returns to evacuate their personnel before the lab door stops swinging. The building shudders once again, and within minutes, the aircraft vanishes beyond the tree line.

I'm alone with eight feet of impossible biology. And I’m pissed.

“Why did you let them go? They’ll be back, and they’ll be prepared!”

Massive chitinous shoulder joints straighten, and I have to crane my neck back to follow the movement. The lighting carves shadows across his armored, inhuman frame. Except he’s not quite insect either. The merger of insect and human anatomy shouldn't work, so why are my ovaries suddenly have a mind of their own?

The smaller, clawed secondary arms fold against his torso with mechanical grace, leaving the upper lances free. The joints whisper as they move. His primary limbs could skewer me without effort.

“I’m not at my full strength,” he says, voice clicking on the hard syllables. He points a spear-limb at the dead mercenary. “It took too much effort to pierce his armor, and that caused me pain.” He points at the destroyed assault rifle. “When they return, I’ll also be better prepared. I will not let harm come to you.”

Something in his mirrored, unblinking eyes makes me falter.

Not at full strength. He’s barely hatched, and I’m demanding he kill for me? And what about those bullets? He took them for me, too.

Without a second thought, he faced a squad of highly-trained killers to save my life.

Heat surges through my body, my center aching for him. My fingertips itch to reach out and touch him. I step closer, drawn by the same nameless need that’s haunted my dreams of late. Glass crunches under my shoes.

"Are you hurt?" I ask softly, using the same cadence I did when I spoke to him from the other side of the containment unit.

My hands hover near his chest, searching for damage. Compound eyes track my movement with predatory focus, but I don’t feel like prey. They catch the strobing light like black mirrors.

I’m enchanted by them, wanting to examine each inch. My interest is far more than academic. The roil and heat in my belly make that clear, even as I try to ignore the tugging in my core.

"No," he says simply, his voice resonating in frequencies I feel more than hear.

But I can see a thin line of clear fluid along his armored shoulder. Without thinking, I reach out to touch it. My fingertip comes away wet and warm. The fluid is thicker than blood and slightly sweet-smelling.

He goes perfectly still under my touch. His exoskeleton radiates heat like sun-warmed stone. I run my fingertips over the rigid structure. It’s strong, but I can sense the strength underneath, too. The desire to map out each peak and valley of his body burns in my palms.

“It’s nothing,” he enunciates the words more carefully than before, taking more care to sound somewhat human. “You kept me safe when I was vul-ner-ab-le. You are loyal to me, and I am loyal to you, my queen.”

The last word seems to tangle on a ribbon-like dark tongue that lashes out around the mandibles of his mouth. Long and forked at the end, covered in rough skin. Something about that tongue makes me shiver.

My breath catches. I have been devoted to him since he was brought to me. Some might even say I’m obsessed. I've spent more time talking to his chrysalis than to any human in years.

His eyes catch the strobing lights, little galaxies exploding in them. They fracture my reflection into dozens of tiny versions. When he speaks again, the sound takes on a deeper tone, and I feel the vibration in my bones.

“You have been my constant companion,” he says. “To those people, I was nothing but an experiment. But you are different. Because of you, I was never lonely. Though in there, I was very alone.”

My face burns, thinking of all those mornings just me, my mug of mushroom coffee and the glass. I haven’t missed a day. Sometimes it was just to feel the faint vibration of life within. The glass was always warm under my palm, the energy it took to shift the creature’s form into what is standing in front of me now must have been enormous.

I glance down between us, taking in every single detail of his physique. From the triangular head with its mandibles and double mouth, to the thorax and multi-jointed legs. Those long, thin, clawed feet, with the weight distributed to the toes, seem to have found clear spaces between the broken glass with surprising precision.

My eyes catch on a drive I missed earlier. I need it now more than ever. The thought of losing my work to those Black Meridian soldiers, who would try to weaponize the creature or scrape his DNA for some military research, doesn’t bear thinking about.

When I bend to retrieve the data drive, his shadow falls over me.

When I straighten, I catch his scent. Musky and fresh, and something not of this earth. He exudes pheromones my human brain can't categorize. But my body responds to them anyway.

My mouth waters. My core tightens.

His chest radiates heat against mine through the freezing air. The temperature difference makes my skin prickle with goosebumps. We’re already so close, but the urge to press against him is strong.

Those mirrored, segmented eyes study my face with unsettling thoroughness as his chest expands with clicking, heaving breathing sounds as the plates of chitinous armor rub against each other. A flush spreads down my throat. I see the reflection of my pupils dilating in his gaze as my breathing goes shallow.

I have to tip my head back to maintain eye contact as he practically presses the two of us together. I feel delicate next to him. I feel protected as well.

“I’ve known you so long,” he looms over me. “I dreamed of you. In there. But I don’t know what to call you.”

One of his secondary, more human arms rises slowly, the joints moving with oiled precision. Instead of reaching past me, his trio of clawed fingertips trace along my jaw. They’re sharp, and I feel the controlled power, but he remains gentle. The touch sends electricity straight down my spine.

"Sarah," I swallow around my name, forcing steadiness into my voice. I’m not scared, though. Adrenaline laced with sharp desire is coursing through me. “Sarah Chen.”

My heart hammers against my ribs as those dark, multifaceted eyes stare right into my soul.

"I'm Tkk’ae’rrhst’kk’tk," he says, his sharp claw continuing to explore my jaw and cheek. “That’s what my brothers and sisters called me when we were larvae. Before…” He falls silent, and I sense the anger and pain of the memory as a change in pheromones in the air. “It means the smallest.”

“T’k’ai…” I try to wrap my inadequate human tongue around the series of clicks and hard syllables. Heat rises to my face when I can’t form the next sound. I want to please him so badly.

“We can shorten it to Tkk’ae’rr. It means tiny.”

“Or… What about Kai?” I suggest. “I could call you Kai.”

“K’ae. This is a good, strong name,” he says after a moment, his clicking voice adding his own alien accent to the name. “Though I don’t know what it means.”

I shake my head. “Me neither. But it has to be better than the smallest or tiny.” I offer a smile. “You’re kinda huge.”

His secondary arms shift closer to my waist. The sound is like silk rustling, then there’s the soft snapping under each movement.

I shiver as another blast of chill air from outside drops the temperature a couple of degrees. My breath fogs in the air between us. Kai's free hand settles at the small of my back, finally shifting me closer to his plated chest. His warmth envelops me completely.

The contrast makes me dizzy with want.

The heating system chooses that moment to give its final wheeze. A mechanical death rattle echoes through the ruined room.

“Heating system offline,” the robotic voice announces cheerfully. “This issue has been reported to maintenance. Have a good day.”

The emergency power won't last long, and the temperature has already dropped to nearly freezing.

I glance around my destroyed lab. Years of work are scattered like the snow on the ground outside. Equipment sparks where the soldiers' knives found vital cables. The acrid smell of burning plastic fills the air.

But none of it matters anymore. Not with Kai's arms around me.

My hands find his firm chest, my fingers spreading against the warm armor plating of his exoskeleton, shaped like human-looking pectorals. Each plate is smooth and curved, with only a hair’s breadth between each one. It steadies me to touch him like this, to feel the power and toughness of his body. His claws trace gentle patterns along my spine, sending shivers down it that have nothing to do with cold.

His triangular head turns toward the window.

"They'll return," he murmurs against my hair. “What about your own people?”

“Orion? They’ll assume I’m dead. Standard protocol in the event of an attack is to wait twenty-four hours for contact, then blast the site to erase all evidence in case there’s a government investigation. But if we let them know we survived, they’ll take you away. Or destroy you themselves.”

"The ones who attacked us will know about this standard protocol?”

“Definitely. My employers aren’t as well-equipped as Meridian.”

“So. They will come back tonight or tomorrow. When they do, we can’t be in this room. That’s what they’ll expect, and I need to take them by surprise to protect you, my queen."

The way he says it makes my skin prickle with awareness. Those black, mirrored eyes fix on me again. I see hunger flicker in their depths. It’s raw and undisguised.

His large hands slide down to my hips, his claw-like fingers spanning my waist completely.

"My cabin doubles as a panic room…" I feel the confusion in the way he looks at me. “An armored room. Though I don’t know how safe it will be against armed mercenaries.”

“From now on, Sarah Chen, I am your armor,” he says. “I will allow no harm to come to you.”

The heat in his voice suggests safety isn't the only thing he's offering. My pulse pounds as he lifts me effortlessly, pulling me fully into his body, sharing his radiating warmth. Every inch of him is unforgiving, but I sense only love and reverence. The smoothness of him is unreal. The silver plates that cover his thorax press against the softness of my chest, crushing my breasts as he pulls my waist in tight. I wrap my arms around his neck, and lie my head on what passes for his shoulder above those spear-like upper arms.

He’s unreal, so unlike me that my brain can’t quite comprehend the contrast. Beneath his tough exterior, I can feel his muscles flexing. There’s nothing but strength and controlled power there.

"I believe you," I breathe, giving in to the urge to lean my whole body heavily against him. To feel safe in his arms.

He stands to full height, head brushing the roof of the lab as he lifts me and starts toward the doorway. “Tell me where, and I will carry you, my queen.”
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Kai carries me with care that seems contradictory to his power. His massive, claw-like feet ring against the snow-covered iron walkway as he takes me away from the destroyed lab. My body is molded against his chest. The emergency lights flicker behind us as we leave the wreckage.

Every step sends vibrations through the plates covering his body into mine. The rhythm is hypnotic as he carries me across the small compound. My legs are wrapped uselessly around his narrow waist. His arms keep me pressed firmly against him.

Already, I can feel something building between us. It’s electric and inevitable.

Cold air slices through my clothes as snow crunches under his massive feet with each step. I’m steady in his hold, unjostled as he moves fluidly.

"There. The cabin with the blue door," I manage through chattering teeth.

The cold is sharp, but the heat building inside me from his touch is sharper. I miss him when he puts me on the ground so I can punch in the code that will let us in, but he keeps me sheltered beneath his massive body, protecting me from the elements.

Warmth radiates from his arm around my waist as I fumble with the keypad. The metal feels like ice against my frozen fingers. When the lock finally clicks back and the door opens, warm air caresses my cheeks.

My little cabin feels impossibly small with Kai filling the doorway. His presence presses against me. He’s so close that it makes breathing difficult.

"This is where you've been alone," he says.

I feel his voice as much as I hear it. It’s a rumble that settles deep in my chest as he takes in my unmade bed. His eyes catch on the single coffee mug on the counter. Then he takes in the books stacked beside the fireplace. Heat floods my face because he's seeing everything, every sign of my isolation laid bare.

"Not anymore," I say, the word slipping out before I can stop it.

"No. Not anymore," he agrees. The certainty in his voice makes my knees weak.

Before I can process what's happening, heat radiates against my back as his massive frame creates a pocket of warmth around me. When I turn, the intensity rolling off him in waves makes my breath catch.

I should be afraid. Any rational person would be terrified.

Instead, my body betrays me with a rush of liquid fire running through me. It radiates out from my abdomen all the way to the top of my head. It’s like my entire being is crying out for him.

A single, heavy footstep vibrates through the floorboards as Kai closes the last bit of distance between us with calculated precision. My heart hammers so hard, the pulse pounds in my ears. The only thing I can hear is the ragged inhale and exhale of my lungs.

The whisper of claws against the fabric of my lab coat makes me shiver. I can't breathe, can't think. He consumes all of my senses with his otherworldly presence.

"May I?" he asks in a register that makes my bones vibrate.

I nod, not trusting my voice.

Cool air kisses my shoulders as my lab coat slides away, pooling at my feet. The loss of the barrier between us makes me dizzy, and his predatory gaze makes the world around us spin. Fabric brushes against my raised arms as my sweater is lifted and disappears, flung away before his claws scrape lightly over my sensitive flesh.

Every inch of exposed skin tingles with awareness of his proximity.

I should cover myself. I should feel embarrassed. Instead, I find myself arching slightly. My body seeks his attention without my permission. But, God, I want him. I want to know what it’s like to be his.

The weight of his gaze travels over my bare flesh. It’s so heavy that it might as well be a physical caress. Hunger radiates from him, making my core clench with sudden, sharp need.

Heat blooms across my chest. It spreads down from my throat, nearly reaching my belly. I feel him drinking in every inch of flushed skin.

A single claw traces along my bra strap, the sharp edge barely touching me but sending electricity racing down my spine. He tugs it over my shoulder, and the cup goes loose as I lick my lips, barely holding onto reality when he pulls the fabric away to expose one breast, the nipple a hard, sensitive point.

I gulp, not trusting my voice, as he hesitates for only a moment before pulling the bra away completely, snapping the fastening at my back, and discarding it as cool air rushes over my bare breasts.

Being so exposed like this makes the warmth in my stomach turn molten. I feel like I’m moments away from it consuming me whole.

"Beautiful," Kai murmurs, all of his attention focused on the curves of my body. The tip of his claw slides over the swell of my chest, making me shudder and lean in closer.

No one has ever looked at me the way he's looking at me now, like I'm something precious, like I’m something he needs.

Suddenly, I'm weightless. His more human lower arms lift me and pin me against the wall in one fluid motion. There is no warning, and there was no indication that he was about to pick me up. Every single nerve in my body is alight, and wetness starts to collect between my legs at this show of strength.

The stone is cold against my back, but there’s blazing heat at my front. I'm completely surrounded by his strength. He has me caged in a way that makes me feel utterly safe and desperately aroused all at once.

His warm breath ghosts across my collarbone as he speaks. I have to swallow down a whimper. He’s so close, but it’s still not enough.

"I've listened to you for months, dreamed of you for months, wanted you for months. My Sarah Chen. My queen."

His confession sends another sharp wave of desire straight to my core. I can't think past the admission. All those mornings I spoke to his chrysalis, he was listening, wanting. The dreams I had, he had too. The thought makes me clench with a desperate, aching need.

Kai’s strange double mouth moves closer to mine. The mandibles around his outer lips grip onto my cheeks, keeping me firmly in place. They’re like fingers, gripping my face as he leans forward. Hard carapace bumps against my nose, and he draws back.

“Sorry, Sarah Chen. I…”

I laugh. I can’t help it. Then I turn my head sideways. “Try it like this.”

He moves forward again, the mandibles gripping as his outer mouth slides past mine, and his inner mouth connects with my lips.

Strange. His inner mouth is so human. He kisses me with a kind of confidence that steals away all of my senses. His lips are thin and warm, the skin there softer than his tough exoskeleton. The only thing that I can focus on is him, the alien curve of his features, the galactic strength lying just below the plates that protect his body.

His ribbon-like tongue glances mine, the forked tip tasting my lips and teeth as I explore his mouth. It’s a good kiss, and when he pulls away, it leaves me gasping.

Then his triangular head dips lower. His tongue finds the hollow of my throat, the forked tip lapping against my pulse point. The pincers tickle the sensitive parts of my neck. It’s wet and warm, each place he touches tingling, the sensations spreading through my entire being.

I arch into the contact, a soft moan escaping my lips. It’s so good. But still, it’s not enough. My desire for him is so all-consuming that I won’t be satisfied until he gives me everything.

Kai's response comes quickly. A low growl rumbles through his chest as his mouth trails lower, his strong secondary arms bruising where they pin me hard against the wall as he licks over my collarbone and down the slope of my breast. When his human-like inner mouth closes around my nipple, his mandibles gripping firmly onto the swell of my breast, I cry out desperately.

The sensation is unlike anything I've ever experienced. I can't help the sounds that escape from my throat. His tongue is longer than a human tongue and more textured.

Every stroke sends pangs of toe-curling pleasure through every inch of my body. When teeth graze gently against the sensitive peak of my nipple, I think I might die from desire.

My fingers desperately seek purchase against the smooth surface of his head. I need something to hold onto, something to keep me anchored to this moment. Every stroke of his incredible tongue makes me wetter and more desperate.

Kai switches to my other breast, and I don’t even get the chance to whimper at the loss. I gasp harshly as he gives it the same devastating attention. That long tongue caresses the hardened nub of my nipple. His mandibles squeeze hard, reminding me of the power he possesses. He lets out a satisfied noise that amplifies all the sensations.

By the time he pulls away, I'm panting and aching. I feel so empty I could cry. My pussy clenches around nothing, begging for attention as my legs dangle three feet off the ground, my whole body held up against the wall by those claw-like secondary appendages.

"More," I breathe, the word torn from somewhere deep inside me. I don’t even sound like myself.

I cry out as one claw adds extra pressure to hold me in place, the other sweeping down. It’s cold against my belly as it slides under the waistband of my jeans, and I whimper before I hear them tear and feel the fabric rip apart. That those same claws are only bruising my torso speaks of such control that my mind reels, and I throw my head back against the wall to moan into the sky and beg for more.

The second claw returns to pin me in place. I’m so vulnerable in his hold, my strength nothing compared to the power that Kai holds. I should be terrified, but I’m not. His worship and adoration bolsters my confidence, and deepens my desire.

He positions himself between my thighs, lifting me up higher, so my head nearly hits the ceiling. His ribbon-like, forked tongue darts out to taste the air around my sex, before the rough surface drags along my pussy through my drenched panties. He mumbles dark appreciation as his mouth and mandibles caress the sensitive skin. Anticipation builds as his hot breath flits across my opening.

“You’ve soaked these,” he clicks. “I like the scent. I wish to keep them, Sarah Chen.”

I nod. What else can I do? The thought of him taking pleasure from them later is intoxicating as he drags the material down with his mandibles, over my thighs, knees, and off my feet. I’m completely exposed to this insect-man, and all I can do is watch in awe as he places my wet panties aside.

Then pleasure beyond comprehension engulfs me. He presses his head between my legs, his rough, long tongue tasting every inch that he can find. Then, finally, the warm and wet tip of it slides through my folds.

He makes a satisfied noise, like he’s just tasted the most delicious meal of his life.

“Kai!” I cry out as he moves in closer. Nothing could have prepared me for this. His tongue continues pushing forward, the tip of it finding my G-spot.

As if it’s an instinct, he targets that spot. The warm wetness of his mouth stimulates each of my nerves, making my thighs shake and tighten around his head.

I can barely breathe, can barely think. He’s so far inside of me that I can feel him against my stomach. Stars dot the edges of my vision as he continues his exploration of my sex. The slight protrusion of his triangular face brushes against my clit, and I nearly lose consciousness from how all-consuming this is.

His dark eyes watch each and every one of my reactions.

Cold stone scrapes against my palms as I slam my hands against the wall, desperate for something solid. He continues driving into me, tilting my entire world off its axis. The feeling of his mouth between my legs is unlike anything I’ve ever felt, anything I’ve ever imagined.

This is madness. This is everything I never knew I needed.

The pleasure builds to impossible heights. Each lick is more intense than the last, reaching deeper and deeper. I can't stop the sounds falling from my lips. I can't control the way my body responds. I can't do anything but surrender to the sensation consuming me whole.

When the final flick of his tongue sends me over the edge, my voice breaks on his name.

The orgasm tears through me with devastating force. Wave after wave crashes over me, making me shake in his hold. I clench around the intrusion, my body convulsing as pleasure rips through me. Kai keeps going, working his mouth over spots that only make the feelings of absolute delight more overwhelming.

The climax seems to last forever. Each tiny movement of his lips and his tongue draws it out further until I'm sobbing with the depth of his enthusiasm.

When I finally collapse, I feel boneless. Kai’s strong arms hold me effortlessly, but instead of satisfaction, I feel empty and aching. I’m desperate for something more. The taste of him lingers on my lips where he kissed me, and I can't form words.

"Now I mate you, my queen," he says against my ear, the possessive words wrapping around me. It feels impossible, but it only makes me want him more. “My queen.”

As the claim resonates through me, I open my eyes to an impossible sight. A massive protrusion splits the carapace plates between his legs, his cock emerging between them as if from an armored foreskin. And, Jesus Christ, Tiny would have been a ridiculous name for him.

The whole thing slides against my thigh, achingly hard and as long as my arm.

Suddenly, the need to touch him overwhelms everything else. My hands slide down his chest, and when my searching fingers reach the head, his entire body goes rigid.

"Sarah," he warns, his voice rough with the strain of holding himself back.

I look up at him, seeing myself reflected in those compound eyes. “Fuck me,” The words crack in my throat as a violent need erupts inside me. “I want it inside me.”
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He's magnificent. His length is alien, thick and long, curving upward toward his abdomen. Along the sides, bulbous, pulsating nubs secrete lubricant that dribbles down my thighs, preparing his cock to slide inside of me. The color matches his silver-gray skin, but the head is darker and leaking. When I caress him with my fingers, I realize that the entire thing is ribbed.

For her pleasure, my mind supplies.

The length between his legs twitches as though it’s reaching out for me, and I jerk it hard, even as he holds me pinned against the wall.

"Fuck me," I demand again. “Fuck your queen.”

Something wild flashes in his eyes. His control snaps in an instant. I turn into his prey, and fear mixes with the bone-deep desire I feel for him.

He repositions me against the wall, bringing my body up so we’re face to face. My legs wrap around his waist instinctively. I can feel the rounded head of his length pressing against me for the first time.

The tip is thick, so big I have no idea how he’ll fit it inside me. But I know he will, I know I can take him. The lubrication dripping from the nubs along the sides will help. I whimper as I clench with anticipation. He’s going to split me in two, and I’ve never wanted anything as much as I want this.

"Hold on," he rumbles.

He presses in slowly, shushing me as he leans in for another kiss. My body stretches so far that it’s almost painful, each ridge catching along my opening in a way that nothing else ever has, sending sparks of painful pleasure like bolts of electricity through my spine. But when the tip brushes against my sweet spot, it immediately morphs into ecstasy.

I squeal, my head falling back against the stone as he continues pushing in inch after inch. He's so much bigger than anything I've ever taken. His insectoid tongue brushes my throat and collarbone as he fills me completely, in a way I never knew I needed. I feel every rib of his alien cock inside me, filling me, reaching so deep I’m sure my organs have had to move out of the way to accommodate him.

Kai goes perfectly still, but he’s not completely sheathed in my warmth. "Does it hurt, my queen?"

Fuck, yes, my mind complains, but my body has found Nirvana being mated by this giant mantis.

"More," I gasp, squeezing my pussy around him, grabbing onto his upper shoulders with as much strength as I can muster, the spear-like primary arms folded back away from me. "Please."

He pulls out slowly, keeping his eyes on me. Then he thrusts deeper than before, so far up he may as well be in my lungs. Sparks explode behind my eyelids as my body contorts to accommodate him, letting him carve out a space in my very being.

The pleasure and pressure blend, twisting in my mind. They mingle with each other until I can't tell the difference.

Kai begins slowly, holding onto me with his clawed hands like I might break. His secondary arms hold me steady now, their length adding stability to my precarious position. Each moan that slips past my lips seems to give him confidence that I can take all of him, that I was made for him.

His pace builds gradually as he becomes more and more sure of my strength. Each thrust sends shockwaves through me. I can feel him from the top of my head all the way down to the soles of my feet. The angle is perfect, and he hits spots inside me I didn't know existed, spots that I know only he can reach.

His primary arms lance into the wall on either side of my head, while the secondary arms hold onto my waist tightly. He cages me completely, making sure that my attention can’t waver from him. His compound eyes watch my face as his mouth and tongue devour me, cataloging every expression. He seems to react to every gasp.

"You're perfect," he growls as he dips his triangular head against my throat. "Made for me."

The words push me closer to the edge, sending electric sparks of delight straight to my core. My nails scrape against his armored shoulders, setting my teeth on edge as the pressure builds low in my abdomen, getting more and more intense, harder to deny. Everything tightens, my muscles coiling as something massive approaches.

Kai's thrusts become deeper and more desperate. His breathing stutters, and I can practically feel his heartbeat against my chest. I slide a hand between us, finding my clit as he pistons in and out of me. I nearly forget to breathe as my climax draws near.

I reach my orgasm with a scream that echoes off the cabin walls. My body clenches around him, strangling his length and willing him to plunge even further inside. Rippling pleasure tears through me. Each undulation of my center begs him for more, tries to milk pleasure out of him.

He doesn't stop, even as my whines and moans reach ear-shattering volume. If anything, his pace increases, driving me higher up the wall as the aftershocks still ripple through me.

"Again," he commands, continuing his wild ministrations.

I shake my head frantically. I can't. It's too much. The bumps and ridges of his length are unforgiving against my sensitive sex. Already, my pleasure and pain are boiling over into spine-twisting overstimulation.

My body betrays me, though. It listens to Kai’s command, wants to give him whatever he asks for. The second orgasm builds faster, the coiling in my gut coaxed by his thrusts.

When it hits, I sob his name. As my toes curl and my legs tighten around his waist, my nails dig into his thick skin, and my throat feels raw from my screams. He soothes it with strange, rough-tongued kisses, pincers tickling my sensitive throat as his cock stills inside me, and the anticipation lasts only a moment.

Kai follows me over the edge, filling my insides with thick, warm ejaculate that I swear I can taste, it’s so deep inside me. I smell the mix of our release, salty and sweet on the air, and hear his grunt as he buries himself deep, a low growl vibrating through his chest into mine. His entire body goes rigid as he gives me every last drop he has.

We stay locked together when the last dregs of our pleasure wane, breathing hard against one another. My legs feel like water. If it weren’t for his claw-like arms tightly around me, I'd collapse.

He’s huge and terrifying, and stronger than any other creature on this planet, yet he’s so gentle with me.

"Mine," he murmurs between kisses. "My perfect mate. My queen."

The possessive words should frighten me. Instead, they comfort me. Because I’m his, I have nothing to fear. Kai will take care of me. There isn’t a doubt in my mind.

When he finally carries me to the bed, I'm boneless and sated. He lays me down, stroking my hair gently. I’m completely his. Owned and mated, filled with his strange, alien cum, and safe in his insectoid arms.
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Sarah sleeps in my arms, soft and warm against my chest. I can feel her heartbeat rather than hearing it like I have over the past months. It’s steady and strong, and the rhythm provides me comfort. She’s here with me, alive and breathing, not merely a dream I had while my body transformed into what it is.

The soldiers who came were like the ones who killed my siblings. I was preserved, because I was the “best candidate” for whatever they intended to come next. But I will make them pay for what happened. I will avenge every death, and I will protect my queen, my mate, my Sarah Chen.

For six months, I was trapped in that chrysalis, aware but unable to do anything but listen to her voice every day. She spoke to me like I was already real to her, already important. She talked like I was more than just an experiment.

My eyes adjust to the darkness, scanning every corner of her small cabin. Everything here smells like her. It’s all soap and coffee, interspersed with the faint trace of chemicals from her lab. But underneath it all, there’s something new that belongs to both of us now.

The scent of our mating.

My body still thrums with satisfaction at the way her soft, human cunt felt around my mating member. No carapace on my Sarah, no hard shell to break through. Just pliant flesh and gentle curves. Her sheath felt warm and comfortable, stretching beautifully around my cock like she was made specifically for my anatomy. The sounds she made when I filled her completely still ring against the eardrum in my thorax. The way she clenched around me when she reached her climax still ghosts over my length.

The way I feel around her is more than just physical satisfaction. She is my mate, a being destined to find me. That she was there when I emerged from my chrysalis is more than just coincidence. It’s fate.

She's here. She's mine. The claiming is complete.

She shifts against me, making a soft sound in her sleep. My secondary arms move automatically to adjust her position. I have to ensure she's comfortable. The protective instinct is overwhelming, more powerful than anything I felt even during metamorphosis.

I will protect her no matter what. I will gladly lay down my life for her. She is my reason for being.

As I stroke her hair, watching the rise and fall of her chest, I catch it. There’s a scent on the wind that doesn't belong, a low, whirring sound on the air.

My entire body goes rigid. So, the corporate soldiers are returning, just as we knew they would. I can smell aggression on them. It’s undercut with violence and anger that I already bested them once.

They want me, and they want what's mine.

The predator in me surfaces immediately. I lift my head and gaze out the window. My eyes are designed for combat, and to me, the darkness is as clear as daylight. The flying machine moves in slow motion, and Sarah stirs beside me.

“What is it?”

“They’re back, my queen. Stay here, and let me protect you.”

I stroke her head one more time, then lean in and kiss her soft, full lips. My mandibles caress her cheeks, and I say a silent apology as I let them pierce her skin. She winces, then goes slack as the neurotoxin spreads through her system. Just a little. Enough to protect her from the violence I’m about to wreak.

I rise and move to the door, using the noise of the rotor blades to cover the hard thud of my feet on the floor. I am not made for stealth, and that’s their advantage, but in every other way, I outmatch our enemy.

My segmented eyes process movement at an incredible rate, and I track three soldiers as they pour out of the machine that lands on the large, clear space at the end of the walkway. Their armor is heavier now, their weapons large and cumbersome. They think they are prepared for what they face.

They're wrong.

The protective instinct I’ve felt since I first heard Sarah’s voice inside my cocoon has crystallized now that I’ve seen her, touched her, mated her. It’s more primal, something that human men could never understand. These humans threatened her and destroyed her life's work. They made her afraid.

That cannot stand. It will not stand.

My body has hardened since leaving my chrysalis. I am the killing machine I was always meant to be, and they are about to understand exactly what that means.

Carefully, I extract myself from Sarah’s embrace, settling her against the pillows. Softly, she murmurs something unintelligible before nestling herself further into the sheets, one soft, round breast spilling out to entice me, but there will be time for that later. She's exhausted from our first mating. As she should be.

I took her thoroughly and claimed every inch of her body until she was completely mine. But claiming her was only the beginning.

Now I have to protect her.

I step outside as the intruders approach the laboratory, one moving ahead of the others. If they hear me, they make no reaction as they fan out, cutting off escape routes.

They still think they're hunting a helpless scientist and a mindless predator.

They have no idea what they're really facing.

The first soldier reaches the porch. I can hear his elevated heartbeat and smell his sweat and adrenaline. He's nervous as he tosses a round object into the laboratory building.

A heartbeat passes before a blinding flash and a boom like thunder tears through the night.

The leading soldier rushes inside behind the flashbang, and I use the moment of noise and confusion to take out the first straggler.

The soldier hears me pounding over the walkway and has just enough time to turn, registering my presence with a look of horror before I spear him with my sharp, weaponized primary limbs. The hard, bone-like points tear through the tough armor covering his chest, destroying the soft organs beneath. I scream my battle cry as his body goes limp, and I drop him to the ground, not caring if he’s dead or merely dying..

No hesitation. No mercy.

None of these men would extend that courtesy to Sarah or me. They’re here, trying to take us both in the middle of the night. To return me for their experiments, and use my queen for her knowledge and intelligence. They’re cowards, and they deserve everything I’m giving them.

The next soldier converges on my position, drawn by my screech of rage. His weapon is raised, and I hear the shots ring out as the muzzle flashes.

Bullets ricochet off my toughened exoskeleton, scratching the surface but not penetrating the hard shell.

I take him out efficiently, rushing forward, the metal clanging beneath my feet as I close my claws on his neck and hear spine and throat snap beneath my strength. A choked, bubbling scream escapes his lips as blood pours from his mouth and nose, and I toss him aside to topple over the edge of the walkway and disappear among the trees.

“Hey, bug brain!” A voice comes from behind me, and I turn to find the last of the mercenaries standing outside the cabin.

Fury floods through me. How he got behind me, I don’t know, but the door is open, and his weapon is threatening my queen.

“Yeah, you understand me, don’t you? They never should have mixed human DNA with insect biology, but at least it means you know what’s about to happen. Girl pretty, bug like.” He laughs at his own joke as I take a step forward, then another. “Uh-uh, that’s close enough. I might not be able to kill you, but I can kill her. Just turn around, get into the helicopter, and she gets to live.”

I take another step forward, not saying a word. Let him think I’m a mindless monster. Let him think he has the upper hand.

“What, are you stupid? Turn the fuck around.” He raises the weapon, pointing it vaguely at Sarah.

I pause, as if not understanding his meaning, and he sighs, bringing the weapon up to point at my face.

And it’s the last mistake he ever makes.

In one huge leap, I cover the distance between us, screaming as I raise my lance-arms high and point them forward. His bullets ring out, but they’re as ineffective as his comrade’s, bouncing off my carapace harmlessly as I land on top of him, throwing his body back with my weight as I punch my arms into either side of his head.

His skull splinters apart as his eyes, which never should have been allowed to look at my mate, pop bloodily from their sockets. As his body spasms, I rip my limbs up and out through his brain, then throw him aside and turn on the machine that brought them here.

As I advance, my footsteps echoing loudly on the metal floor, I hear the voice of whoever is inside.

“Shit. It… It killed all of them. I’m getting out. Repeat, the team is dead. I’m evacuating. Let Orion deal with their own fucking mess, I’m not paid enough for this.”

The rotor blades start up, and the machine is in the air moments before I reach it. I grab for the metal struts below, but miss, and let it leave. They know they’re beaten.

When the place is quiet again, I drag the unconscious forms of the two dead soldiers away from Sarah's sanctuary and drop them over the walkway to the forest below, to join the first one I killed.

Wild animals can find them. The least these low-lifes can do is provide for the lesser apex predators of this forest. By the time anyone thinks to come looking for them, only picked-over bones will remain.

When I get back inside, I find her stirring, the small dose of neurotoxin starting to wear off. She’s reaching for me in her sleep. Her small hands trail over the sheets and squeeze the pillow at her side.

"Kai?" she whispers into the darkness. Her voice is soft and vulnerable.

"I'm here," I reply, settling beside her again. I pull her back into my arms, tucking her against my chest, my mating member starting to stir at the feel of her warmth, the scent of her inviting little pussy.

She curls against me immediately, trusting in a way that makes my chest tight with unfamiliar emotion. This is what I was made for. I wasn’t put here simply to kill. I was born to protect her and provide for her. It’s my purpose to ensure she never wants for anything again.

"You said they were back," she murmurs against my plated chest without opening her eyes. “Are we… Do we need to go?”

"They’re dealt with," I assure her. I stroke the back of a claw over her hair, marveling at the way it catches the moonlight. "Sleep, my queen."

She does, almost immediately. This is what complete trust looks like.

I remain awake, watching over her as the night deepens. Tomorrow, she'll have questions about what happens next, about us and the life we'll build together.

But tonight, it's enough that she's here. That she’s safe. That she’s mine.

I have found my mate. And I will never let her go.
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Three months later, I watch as Kai returns from his morning hunt with a whole deer skewered on one long, lance-like primary arm. He fills the cave entrance, darkening the interior as his digitigrade legs plant heavily on the rock floor, powerful talons finding purchase on the hard stone.

Our new home, nestled in the mountains, suits us perfectly. It’s spacious enough for his size and hidden from the outside world. Together, we’ve made it warm and comfortable.

We’ve built everything together to accommodate both of us. There’s a raised sleeping platform covered in the softest furs, and a kitchen area carved into the stone where I can cook the game he brings. I even have a small lab space, with my rescued laptop computer and a few small specimens in carefully-controlled containers, where I can continue my research.

"Successful morning hunting?" I ask, rising from my makeshift desk.

Kai's mirrored, alien eyes find me immediately, that familiar heat flashing in their depths. "Always successful when I return to you."

Three months, and he still looks at me like I'm the most precious thing in his world. I don’t think he’ll ever stop taking my breath away.

He lets the deer fall from his weapon-arm, and approaches with that predatory grace that never fails to make my pulse quicken. His large claw-arms span my waist, lifting me until we're eye level. I know the danger and strength in those appendages, but he’s only grown gentler with me as he adjusts to my human fragility.

Heat prickles over every inch of my body. Shows of strength like this always make my insides boil.

A thrill of what’s to come surges through me.

"I missed you," he rumbles against my throat, nipping at the sensitive skin there with his mandibles and sending shivers through me.

"You were gone for barely two hours," I point out, leaning my head back to give him better access.

"Too long," he complains as his ribbon-tongue glances along my throat, its rough surface sending thrills through my nerves.

I laugh, but it turns into a gasp as his inner mouth finds that sensitive spot below my ear. My hands tighten on the firm ridge of his shoulder as his long, forked tongue caresses the area. The way he can light my entire body on fire with a single touch is remarkable.

"The deer needs to be dressed," I manage to say weakly, a whimper slipping past my lips as he begins to bring his attention down my neck once again.

"Later," he says, seemingly unconcerned with anything that isn’t me.

I feel his cock against my entrance before I glance down to see it, protruding from the carapace plates at his midsection, already leaking its natural lubricant as it tries to get at me through my pants.

I made them myself, cleaning bloodstains from camouflage uniforms he brought back from one of his hunting trips. I didn’t ask too many questions, but I’ll be damned if I let him ruin them with his overeager need to be inside me.

“Let me down, Kai,” I order, slamming my palms ineffectually against his secondary arms.

When he does, I drop to my knees and wrap my hands around his massive alien cock. I lick my lips, wondering if this will even work, then stretch my mouth around the bulbous head.

I hear him chittering as I lick the crown, his body swaying slightly as I try to suck. I can’t fit much inside my mouth, but as I try to give him head, I unfasten my pants and wriggle my hips to shed them.

My moans start as I bob my head a little. I know he must have balls somewhere, but I’ve yet to see any evidence of them. Instead, once my pants are around my ankles, I wrap my hands around his shaft and start to pull on it, stroking as I suck and getting into the rhythm.

“My queen,” he growls, a wordless groan following as he thrusts a little, making my eyes water. “Stop. You know what happens next. My cum is too thick for your throat, Sarah, it might drown you.”

I chuckle, imagining it. One day, I’d like to try it, but for today, my distraction has worked, and I’ve proven a point to myself… I am able to give my insect-man head.

When he carries me to our sleeping platform, I go willingly, eagerly. I hum into his mouth when he kisses me again, then feel my heart skip a beat when he turns me around. He’s hard against my rear, his enormous, bulging length already aching for me.

“You won’t cum in my mouth, but you think that thing is going to fit inside me that way?”

“We’ll see,” he says, and I can’t help but laugh.

I guess I’m finding out that my body is more pliant than I ever believed.

My tits are crushed against the underbrush mattress as he clambers on top of me, his enormous weight held on the spear-like primary limbs so that he doesn’t crush me completely.

His mouth connects to mine again as I turn my head, his long, forked tongue exploring each inch, mandibles holding onto my chin tightly. Whimpers and whines slip past my lips, and he swallows each of them down eagerly. Wetness collects between my legs, and I lift my hips up, spreading my ass cheeks, silently asking for more.

His cock presses against my tight hole, one of the nubs secreting lubricating fluid that dribbles warm into the puckered entrance. As he ravages my mouth, he drags the tip around my sensitive skin, leaving a trail of precum. The claws at the end of his raptorial arms caress my back and neck.

“Tell me you trust me, Sarah,” he says as he presses the head of his length against my opening.

“I trust you,” I tell him. “You have me.”

“Mine,” he says as he starts to push into me.

It’s excruciating and deliciously taboo to be taken this way. The pain mixes with pleasure as he splits me apart. I feel him everywhere, all through my ass, all through my pussy as I’m stretched to accommodate that massive appendage that passes for his cock.

Slowly, he carves out a place. My body has become more accustomed to the enormous stretch and toe-curling bumps over the past few months, but this way, the pressure is mindblowing. My fingers curl into the mattress as he holds me steady and impales me on his massive dick.

When he’s as far inside as my body can take, he nips at the soft skin of my neck and shoulders. His name falls from my lips, and I moan as he thrusts against me. I’m addicted to his enormous cock. I can’t get enough of the way that it makes me feel.

“Please, Kai,” I say, my chest heaving.

“Let me enjoy how tight you are around me like this,” he says as he pulls back slowly. “But I can’t deny you anything when you ask like that.”

I cry out desperately, pleasure dancing over each of my nerves. As he starts to piston into me steadily, I try to wiggle away, overwhelmed with the intensity of his attention. He uses those enormous claw-arms to keep me in place.

“You wanted this, Sarah,” he says, his voice reverberating in my bones. “Let me make you feel good. Take it for me.”

With a groan, I bite into the pillows we brought with us from my cabin before Orion blasted the place into dust. He chuckles, a low sound that he releases directly against my skin. Then, his long tongue unfurls, licking the shell of my ear and intensifying the heat in my gut.

Kai slams into me, reaching so deep and stretching me so wide I can do nothing but gasp for air and whimper his name. He takes delight in it, letting out an inhuman growl. His claw-hands are everywhere, running up my sides, pinching my nipples, scraping against my clit.

“Kai,” I gasp, feeling my climax approach ruthlessly. “Kai, I–”

“I can feel it,” he assures me, leaning back and cocking his triangular head to the side as he catalogs all of my reactions. “Let go.”

His command shocks my system, ricocheting between each point he’s touching. It only takes two more thrusts inside my ass, his cock reaching all of the spots inside me that drive me crazy, for me to fall over the edge.

My pussy squeezes as all of the air escapes my lungs. Kai connects our lips, his mandibles pinching my cheeks. He follows me to climax a few seconds later, filling me with toe-curling, thick, warm cum. His release dribbles out of me, but he pushes it deeper and deeper inside, not stopping until he’s given me everything he has.

“Mine,” he says, stroking my hair as he pulls out slowly. “All mine.”

“Yours,” I agree, my eyes getting heavy as sleep threatens to take me.

Outside, snow begins to fall, sealing us away from the world. Winter here lasts for eight months of the year, and the other four aren’t much warmer. Nobody will disturb us. Nobody will find us.

It’s just him, me, and the rest of our lives.

Just the way I want it.
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Five years later

I'm cataloging samples when Kai's shadow falls across my workspace. I don't look up, I don't need to. After five years, I know that particular quality of stillness.

"You're supposed to be hunting," I say, making another notation.

This particular batch of fruit flies is growing at an exponential rate, and I’m trying not to show my excitement. It means they’re feeding on the plastic waste I’ve been feeding them. Specifically, microplastics.

That’s marketable research.

My contact doesn’t know who I am, or where I’m located, but the regular payments into my account, which I’ve been using to order supplies, proves that I can trust them.

"Hunt's over," he says with an air of finality.

"Already? You left an hour ago," I murmur, pulling my sample a little closer.

"Efficient today," he explains, his voice dropping to the register that makes my bones vibrate. "Food for us. And this."

The book lands on the desk beside me, only a little crushed by his claw-hands.

Now I look up. The heat in his compound eyes is unmistakable. Predatory and hungry in a way that has nothing to do with food. A shudder runs through me, my body responding before my brain does.

"Sarah," he says, using my name as a command.

After five years, I know better than to make him ask twice.

I set down my pen and turn to face him fully. He's already moving, closing the distance between us with that fluid grace that still takes my breath away. I spread my legs instinctually, inviting him in.

His enormous mating member is already prodding at my pussy as I pick up the book and study the cover. It’s frost damaged, but not beyond being readable. They turn up from time to time, out in the snow or in the abandoned village down the mountainside. Romance and sci-fi are our favorites, anything spicy or alien. This one is old, one of those bodice-rippers from the sixties or seventies, with heaving bosoms and dark-haired heroes.

“He’s hot,” I tease, but Kai never understands my sarcasm.

He laughs, a chirruping sound like crickets in a summer evening. “Puny humans with their puny mating members! How can such a tiny appendage ever pleasure his queen?”

“His might be big…” I try, then gasp as the head of my insect-man’s cock prods at my core.

“She will be left unsatisfied!” He announces. “She will wish that her mate had such an appendage as mine, Sarah Chen, but she will have to settle for his inadequate…”

A series of clicks and chirps as he searches for the word I must have read out to him a hundred times.

“Cock,” I supply.

“Yes, his inadequate cock. His half-filled, soft, puny balls. For she will never have what you have, my queen Sarah.”

I can’t help giggling as I press my face against his hard, chitinous pectorals and hear his heart thumping beneath. I love him so much. I love him for all his strangeness, I love that he enjoys these books as much as I do, if for a slightly different reason.

I love the home we’ve built together.

We moved deeper into the forest after the laboratory was destroyed, and I had to spend time setting up my equipment to contact the outside world. I still want to work, I want to research, and it’s useful to be able to have supplies dropped by helicopter for Kai to fetch. We’re careful, making sure the exact location is different each time, and that it doesn’t point to our home, but there’s nobody out there looking for us.

Orion and Black Meridian have been closed down. An anonymous tip-off led the government to the remains of a few black ops sites, as well as some that were still operational. The fallout was huge, and heads rolled. Those at the top ended up in prison.

The last thing they want to do is go looking for a probably-dead scientist and a failed genetic experiment.

“You want me to read it now?” I ask, gazing into those mirrored, multi-lensed eyes of his.

“No, Sarah Chen. It can wait. You still are not bred. I want you round and pregnant. I want it now.”

I spread my legs, biting my bottom lip at the mention of breeding. He’s been trying every day since we escaped, and honestly I’m surprised nothing has taken. From the testing I’ve done, there’s nothing technically incompatible in our genetics. Whatever Black Meridian did, it was clearly intended that he wouldn’t be the last of his line.

"Here?" I ask, even though I'm already reaching for him. “In my lab?”

"Here,” Kai confirms. “Now."

His hands are rough when he reaches me. He’s demanding, stripping away my clothes with practiced efficiency. Five years of this, and it never gets old, never loses its edge.

I'm bare in seconds. Then he presses me against my workbench. Kai's massive frame surrounds me completely, both sets of arms are on me, holding me steady. His mouth finds my throat, teeth grazing the sensitive skin there. His mandibles go directly for the places that drive me crazy.

“I could suck you,” I suggest. “I’m getting good at it—”

"Too good," he growls as he continues to give my neck unrelenting attention. “I will fill your mouth and throat, and there will be none for your pretty little pussy. You cannot be bred through your throat, Sarah Chen.”

That’s true enough.

Blowjobs have become my favorite though. I love practicing, trying to see how much deeper I can go each time. My record is getting my lips halfway down his shaft, and it felt like swallowing a torpedo whole.

There’s probably a limit, but I’m going to have fun finding it. And despite his worries about drowning me, I always swallow, never spit. His cum tastes good, and I secretly analyzed the contents only to find it’s basically a superfood.

Yummy and nutritional.

Five years, and his need for me hasn't dimmed. If anything, it's intensified. I feel exactly the same way. I know he likes the chase, the way I sometimes take on the role of his prey, running through the forest, ducking and weaving to avoid roots that try to trip me and branches that snag my clothes.

When he catches me, I’m always desperately fighting for breath, clothes in tatters and exposing all the flesh he likes to stroke and lick and look at. I’m wild-eyed. Ready to squeal. Fight or flight in full control.

And we both love those moments.

His hands roam my body with intimate knowledge. He easily finds every spot that makes me gasp. Every touch is purposeful, making me arch into him. He plays me like an instrument he's spent years perfecting. I suppose that there’s some truth to that.

When he lifts me onto the workbench, I wrap my legs around his waist automatically. It’s a perfect fit. We've done this dance so many times, we could do it in our sleep.

But it never feels routine. It never feels anything less than earth-shattering and mind-blowing.

He enters me in one smooth thrust, my body contorting around him. The stretch is familiar, but it still makes me cry out in delight. I’ll never get used to the ribbing along his length. The pressure consumes my entire being, and my eyes fall closed as I grab onto him so hard my fingertips hurt.

Five years, and he still overwhelms me completely.

"Mine," he says against my ear, the sound rumbling through me and intensifying the sensations bouncing around me as his mandibles explore my throat.

It settles in my core. My body tightens around him. He chirps at the feeling, pulling back before slamming back in with so much force the bench shakes.

"Yours," I gasp back, my hands scrambling over his back as pleasure threatens to pull me under. "Always yours."

The rhythm we fall into is frantic and desperate. We fuck like we haven't touched in weeks, instead of hours. That's how it’s always been between us. Nothing but constant need and endless hunger.

When my climax slams into me, my center contracts around him. I sob his name like it’s a prayer, like he’s the only thing keeping me tethered to the world. He follows immediately, only needing to thrust three more times before he’s filling me up even further.

We collapse together a few moments later. Both of us are breathing hard. We’re still tangled in each other, his multiple limbs caging my delicate, human body, and I think we’ll be here for a while. We might go another round once I recover. Kai’s refractory period is impressively short.

"I love our life," I whisper against his chest.

His arms tighten around me, all of them. He murmurs, "Our perfect life."

Outside, the forest is quiet and peaceful. Exactly the way we've made it.

And inside our cave, we have everything we'll ever need.

Each other.
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