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The pollen came in waves.

Kael Thorne registered it first through his antennae—two pale filaments that curved from his temples like question marks, sensitive enough to taste the molecular signature of a compound before his nose had any chance of catching up. The compound was complex. Sweet in the way that certain toxins were sweet, layered under the top note of something almost floral with a low, warm bass of something his biology flagged as *significant*. His antennae twitched and he suppressed a grimace, forcing his attention back to his tricorder and the readout scrolling across its small screen.

Zelara IV's canopy stretched fifty meters overhead, a vault of interlocking fronds that pulsed with their own cold light—blue-green near the roots, shifting to deep amber where the blooms clustered. The orchid-like flowers were enormous, each one wide as a cargo panel, their petals translucent and threaded with bioluminescent veins that fired in slow, rhythmic sequences, like something breathing. The pollen they shed was visible in the heavy air: a drifting gold haze, thick enough that Kael's beacon light caught individual motes spiraling past his shoulder.

"Concentration's higher than the probe data suggested," he said, mostly to himself.

Behind him, boots crunched softly over the mossy ground as the rest of the four-person away team spread out in a loose formation. To his left, Ensign Mira Lang kept pace, her own tricorder held up and angled at a bloom the size of a dining table. She had a way of cataloguing that was almost meditative—unhurried, methodical, her lips moving slightly as she sub-vocalized notes. Kael had noticed it before on other surveys. He noticed it again now, and then noticed the color in her cheeks, which was new.

The humidity was doing that, he told himself. It was thirty-eight degrees Celsius and the moisture sat on the skin like a second layer of clothing. Anyone would flush.

His antennae twitched again.

Mira reached out and touched the edge of a petal—a quick, careful brush of her gloved fingertip—and something in her posture shifted after. A small thing: a slow exhale, a slight softening of her shoulders. Her eyes didn't leave her tricorder, but her free hand came up and pressed briefly against her sternum, fingers spread, as though feeling for a heartbeat.

"The cellular structure is extraordinary," she said. Her voice was professional, even. "Vacuolated layers with what looks like bioluminescent protein matrices. This whole bloom is essentially one enormous light-emitting organ." She paused. "It's beautiful."

Kael did not look at the bloom.

He logged a waypoint and pointed the team northeast, toward the ridge where the probe had detected the largest concentration of specimens. His antennae stayed at a low, constant pulse—background noise, he told himself, nothing more than the environmental chemistry registering as sensation. He was a science officer. He had spent eleven years cataloguing alien biomes. He was not going to be undone by a flower.

The storm hit eight minutes later.

There was no meteorological precursor his instruments had flagged, which meant it wasn't meteorological. The bioluminescent storm was something more like a biological event—a coordinated discharge from the canopy flora, triggered by some mechanism his tricorder was still trying to identify when the light went white and the air filled with a sound like a thousand tuning forks vibrating at once. The team scattered on instinct. Someone called his name on the comm channel—static swallowed it. The gold pollen surged in a dense, blinding wall, and for several disorienting seconds Kael couldn't see more than half a meter in any direction.

He grabbed Mira's arm.

She grabbed back.

They ran.

The grotto was not on any of their survey maps, which was not surprising—it was small and half-hidden behind a curtain of hanging vines, each vine studded with tiny clusters of light that swung and swayed in the charged air. The entrance was low; Kael ducked through it and pulled Mira in after him, and the vines fell back into place behind them with a sound like rain.

Inside, the light was amber. The stone walls curved inward smoothly, almost organic in their contours, and the floor was carpeted in a dense soft moss that gave slightly underfoot, like a mattress. The pollen was here too—of course it was—but now it had nowhere to go. It hung in the enclosed space like smoke, the concentration something his tricorder's atmosphere sensor flagged immediately with a small, insistent alarm.

*Elevated aromatic compound levels. Biological effects: undetermined.*

His antennae pulsed. Hard enough that he felt it behind his eyes.

He silenced the alarm and tried his comm. Static. He tried the team channel. More static—the storm was still active, its electromagnetic component interfering with their frequencies. He lowered the device and made himself take inventory: one grotto, one colleague, viable shelter, temporary situation. The storm would pass. All bioluminescent discharge events in recorded xenobotanical literature had been temporary.

He would wait. He would be fine.

Mira had her back to him, trying her own comm. He watched the line of her shoulders, the way the amber light caught the fine hairs at the nape of her neck. His antennae curved forward by a centimeter before he caught them and stilled them with a firm act of will that left his temples aching.

"No signal," she said, lowering her arm. She turned, and he could see that the flush in her cheeks had deepened to something past exertion. Her eyes were very bright. "The pollen concentration in here is—" She stopped. Pressed her hand to her chest again, and this time it stayed there. "It's different. Enclosed like this." She exhaled slowly through parted lips. "It feels like—" Another pause. "I don't know how to describe it clinically. It feels like the air is touching me. Like every nerve ending I have just woke up simultaneously."

Her voice was level. She was still being professional about it, still trying to turn it into data. He recognized the attempt because he was making the same one, and his was failing.

The antennae at his temples pulsed again—hot, involuntary, a frequency he associated with one thing and one thing only—and Kael Thorne, science officer, eleven-year veteran of deep-range survey missions, stood in a grotto on Zelara IV and understood with sudden, clear-eyed certainty that this was not going to be a matter of waiting it out.



He moved to step back from her—a deliberate choice, the kind a rational being made—and his antennae moved forward.

They did not consult him about it.

The tip of the left one brushed Mira's cheek, just below her cheekbone, the contact so light it should have registered as nothing. It registered as everything. Kael felt the jolt run from the antenna's nerve cluster straight down his spine and pool low and insistent in his gut, and from the way Mira's breath punched out of her in a sharp, involuntary sound, she felt something comparable. Her eyes went wide. Her free hand, the one not pressing to her chest, came up—and then stopped, hovering near his antenna without touching it, trembling slightly.

"Thorne," she said.

"I know." His voice came out lower than he intended.

The antennae were still forward. He could retract them—could, physically, with effort and focus. He had done it in diplomatic settings when certain species found the appendages unsettling. He focused now. His temples ached with the effort. The antennae stayed exactly where they were, vibrating at a frequency just below audible, the tips less than two centimeters from Mira's face, reading the warmth that radiated off her skin like it was data he couldn't afford to stop collecting.

"The pollen," he said. He heard himself trying to reconstruct the clinical frame and pressed forward with it anyway, because it was what he had. "Andorian mating biology has specific chemical triggers. We evolved alongside a pollinator flora not dissimilar, structurally, to what's in this grotto. The compound profile here is—" He stopped. The antenna tips curved, almost helplessly, toward her jaw. "I've been suppressing the response for years. Biochemically. There are protocols. But the concentration in here is beyond what the protocols account for, and I want you to know that I'm aware of what's happening and I'm—" He exhaled hard. "I'm trying."

Mira looked at him for a long moment. The amber light carved shadows under her cheekbones and turned her flushed skin to something that looked almost luminous, and his antennae pulsed once, hard, reading her in ways he couldn't fully translate into language—heat and scent and something beneath the scent that was layered and complex and made his whole nervous system contract with want.

"Don't," she said.

He blinked.

"Don't try." She lowered her hand. Her voice was still steady, but there was something underneath it now—something she'd apparently decided to stop hiding. "I've thought about this. Not—not *this* specifically, not you specifically—except maybe you specifically, and I'm going to blame the pollen for that admission later. But the idea of it. Being claimed like that. Completely. No holding back on either side." Her jaw was set, her eyes direct. "I've never wanted anything halfway. I don't know how."

The last of his resistance wasn't so much overcome as simply dissolved, the way salt dissolves in warm water—not a dramatic thing, just an ending.

He crossed the two steps between them and pressed her gently back against the grotto wall. Gently, because she was smaller than him and he was aware, with a sudden vivid clarity, of every centimeter of difference in their frames—but firmly enough that she would know this was not accidental. The stone curved at her back, smooth and cool against the thin fabric of her uniform. She didn't flinch. Her chin came up.

His antennae slid forward, unhurried now, no longer fighting themselves. The left one traced the line of her neck from just below her ear down to the hollow at the base of her throat, a motion he experienced as both touch and taste—the salt of her sweat, the slight chemical shift of arousal that his biology read as clearly as text. The right curled along her collarbone, following the ridge of bone with a delicate, exploratory pressure that made her shiver visibly.

"I can feel your pulse," he said, low. "Here—" The antenna tip pressed gently to the side of her throat. "And here—" The other, against her collarbone. "Your heart rate has elevated significantly."

"Yes," she managed. "I'm aware."

His hands found the front of her uniform tunic. The Starfleet fastening system was designed to be opened with one hand in an emergency, which this arguably was. He pulled it apart with both hands anyway, in one motion, the magnetic seals giving way with a series of small clicks that sounded very loud in the enclosed space. The tunic fell open. He pushed it off her shoulders and she let him, arms dropping back, and he took a moment just to look at her in the amber light—the curve of her shoulders, the dark fabric of her undershirt clinging to the heat of her skin, the rapid shallow movement of her chest.

He pulled the undershirt up and over her head.

She wasn't wearing anything beneath it. He hadn't expected—he hadn't thought that far ahead, had been operating on something below thought—and the sight of her arrested him for a moment: the weight and warmth of her, the specific softness of her, her nipples already hardening in the cooler air of the grotto.

The antennae moved without permission again. One coiled—slowly, carefully—around her left breast, its length wrapping the full curve of her, the tip flicking upward against her nipple in a motion that was half instinct and half something else. The sound she made went straight through him. He watched the antenna's tip brush and flick and felt everything it felt, pressure and warmth and the delicate texture of her, and had to brace one forearm against the wall beside her head to keep himself from pressing into her immediately.

The right antenna wound around her other breast, mirroring the motion, and Mira's head fell back against the stone with her eyes shut and her lips parted and both hands pressed flat against the wall behind her as though she needed something to hold onto.

Below his waist, the situation had progressed to the point of genuine discomfort. His cock strained thick against the fabric of his uniform pants—Andorian physiology ran warmer than human standard, the erection already flushed deeper blue than his usual skin tone, the tip wet against the fabric. He was fully, painfully hard and had been for longer than he'd admitted to himself.

He leaned down and put his mouth near her ear.

"My biology doesn't choose the way yours does," he said, his voice very quiet. "It doesn't choose at all, most of the time. It waits. I've waited eleven years on this assignment." The antennae pulsed against her breasts, in rhythm with his heartbeat. "It's you. Whatever mechanism decides these things—it chose you."

Mira's exhale was ragged.

"Then stop waiting," she said.



He did not make her ask again.

Her boots first—he knelt for them, which was not a submissive gesture but felt like one, felt like the beginning of something deliberate, and when he looked up at her from the grotto floor she was watching him with an expression he couldn't fully read in the amber light. Then the uniform pants, which slid down the length of her legs and left her standing bare on the glowing moss with her hair loose and tangled and her skin everywhere, all of it, the whole continuous fact of her.

He stood. Stripped off his own tunic, his own underlayer, his antennae forward and reading her ceaselessly, cataloguing data he had no intention of writing up in any report.

He laid her down on the moss with both hands under her shoulders, lowering her carefully. The moss was dense and soft and gave to her weight like something breathing. She settled into it and the bioluminescent vines overhead threw moving amber patterns across her stomach, her breasts, the lines of her collarbones. She looked, Kael thought, like something Zelara IV had grown specifically to place here.

The four antennae moved with a clarity of intention that felt more like instinct than decision. The upper two swept forward and coiled around her wrists—once, twice—and drew her arms up above her head with a slow, inexorable pressure, anchoring them against the moss. She made a sound that was not protest. Her fingers curled into the soft growth and held on. The lower two trailed down the plane of her stomach, and when they reached the inside of her thighs she parted for them without being asked, because by now her body was making its own assessments.

He felt her heat before he felt anything else—the antennae registering warmth in a cone that widened as he moved them closer. Then the slick of her, unmistakable, already evident before either of the lower antennae had done more than brush against the soft skin of her inner thighs. His jaw tightened. The data was unambiguous. She wanted this as badly as biology was making him want it, and the combination of those two facts hit him somewhere between the chest and the gut and stayed there, heavy and warm.

He settled between her thighs.

She was spread open for him—held by his own antennae, her wrists pinned, her legs open, her cunt wet and flushed in the amber light—and he took a long moment just to exist with the sight of her, because some things deserved a moment. Then he lowered his head and put his tongue to her.

Andorian tongues were not identical to human standards. He was aware of this, had been aware of it in an abstract, biological-differences-noted-for-the-record way for his entire career. He was aware of it now in the specific concrete sense of feeling her entire body jerk when the ridged surface of it dragged along her folds for the first time. The ridges were subtle—not serrations, nothing harsh, just a textured variation that meant every movement registered as more than a single sensation. He worked slowly, methodically, the way he did most things, and paid attention to what made her hips push upward and what made her gasp at a higher pitch and catalogued all of it with the same precision he brought to xenobotanical analysis and considerably more investment.

The lower antennae meanwhile had found her entrance. He felt her warmth and her wetness around the tip of one, a concentrated flush of data—softness and heat and the involuntary flutter of her muscles—and pressed inward slowly. She made a sound against her own forearm. The antenna advanced, curling slightly to find the angles, and he felt everything it found: the smooth interior walls, the particular responsiveness of certain spots over others. The second joined the first, the two moving in a gentle counterpoint, spreading and pressing and exploring while his tongue worked at her clit in slow, deliberate circles.

The nerve clusters in Andorian antennae were, he had once read in a xenobiological text, some of the most densely innervated tissue in the known humanoid phyla. He had read it as information. He understood it now as *experience*—the doubled sensation of touching and being-touched collapsed into a single overwhelming signal, what she felt and what he felt arriving simultaneously in his nervous system like two signals on the same frequency, harmonizing into something that made his whole body hum.

"Kael—" Her voice broke on his name.

He didn't stop.

"I've never—" She stopped again. Started over. "I've never felt like this. Like someone actually—like I matter to this." Her hips moved against his face, against the antennae inside her, chasing sensation with an honesty he found almost more intimate than anything else happening in this grotto. "Like I'm *wanted*. Like all of me is being—" She couldn't finish. He felt her inner walls flutter around the antennae and knew she was getting close.

He lifted his head just enough to speak.

"You are." His voice was wrecked and he didn't care. "Every reading I have says you're perfect for this. Perfect for me." He pressed his tongue flat against her clit and felt her gasp. "Your cunt is—" He searched for clinical language and couldn't find it. "You're made for this. Made to take Andorian seed. I've known it since the moment we entered this grotto and your scent changed and my antennae couldn't stop themselves." He drew back. "You're mine, Mira. Whatever that means after tonight, in whatever context we're allowed—you are mine."

The antennae inside her began to vibrate.

It was not something he had done consciously before—had not done it with any other partner, any other time, had not known he could do it with the same deliberate control he had now. The frequency was low, felt more than heard, and he aimed it with focused precision at the spot inside her that the antennae had mapped, the ridge of dense tissue that made her hips buck hard the first time he found it.

She lasted approximately eight seconds.

The orgasm hit her like a structural event—her whole body arching off the moss, her wrists pulling taut against the restraining antennae, her thighs trying to close and finding his shoulders in the way. The sounds she made had no pretense of decorum left in them. He felt her clench and spasm around his antennae in waves, felt the wet surge of her release against his tongue and chin and the front of his jaw, felt her inner walls gripping in rhythmic pulses that his nervous system read as *yes* in every language his biology knew.

He kept the vibration going through all of it. Every aftershock. Every subsiding clench and shudder.

When she finally went limp, her chest heaving, her body soft and open and glistening in the amber light, she turned her head toward him and there was something in her eyes that was past embarrassment and past professionalism, something raw and undefended.

"Please," she said, barely above a whisper. "Please. I need—all of you. I need you to claim me. I don't care that we're on an alien planet or that there's a team somewhere trying to find us or that this isn't—" She swallowed. "Breed me. Right here. I want to feel it."

His antennae pulsed in unison against the walls of her, and the last remnant of restraint he'd been holding somewhere in the back of his chest quietly let go.



He turned her over without speaking.

It was a fluid thing, both hands at her hips, and she understood the motion before he completed it—went with it, rolled onto her hands and knees in the soft moss with her spine arching down in an instinctive offering of herself that made his antennae flare wide and his breath go shallow. She was still wet from her orgasm, still trembling slightly in the long muscles of her thighs, and she tilted her hips back toward him with a patience that was really the opposite of patience, a held breath that wanted to be a sound.

The antennae bracketed her hips. Not gripping, not restraining—just there, coiled lightly at the prominent angles of her iliac crests, pressing warm and alive against her skin, feeling her pulse in the femoral vessels below the surface. He was everywhere at once: behind her, around her, reading her through four separate sensory streams that all fed back into the same overwhelmed nervous system. He had never done this with a human. He had never done this with anyone in eleven years, and some part of him that still had language noted this and went quiet.

He freed himself from what remained of his uniform pants with one hand. He was fully hard, had been fully hard so long that it had moved from urgency into something almost geological—just a fact of this grotto, like the moss and the light. He was thick and ridged along the underside, the ridges subtle but present, and he was flushed a deeper blue than his skin, the tip slick. He lined up against her entrance and felt her heat before he touched her, the same cone of warmth the antennae had catalogued, but different now—direct, immediate, the specific warm wet of her opening against the head of his cock.

He pushed in.

One stroke. To the root.

The sound she made was half her name for a god and half something beyond language, and he felt her clench around him immediately—the involuntary grip of her body adjusting to his size, the ridges of his cock catching at her inner walls in a way that his nervous system rendered as unbearably, precisely good. He stayed fully seated for a moment, forehead dropping between her shoulder blades, his hands gripping her hips with a force he tried to modulate and didn't entirely manage.

"You're mine now, Mira." His voice came from somewhere low and unavoidable. "Take every inch. Let my seed flood your womb—let it bind us. Whatever comes after this—whatever the ship says, whatever protocols we're supposed to follow—you carry my claim now." He lifted his head. "And you wanted it."

"Yes," she said, immediate and unambiguous. "Don't stop."

He didn't stop.

He pulled back and thrust forward and felt the ridges drag along her walls in both directions, felt her internal temperature and the specific topography of her, and the antennae were still there—still reading her, the doubled data stream singing in his skull. He set a pace that was not yet brutal because he wanted her to feel every individual stroke before he stopped letting her count them. She felt every one. He knew because the antennae told him—the way her walls fluttered and gripped with each forward thrust, the way the small sounds she was making were climbing steadily higher in pitch and frequency.

The antennae at her hips migrated. Two slid upward, tracing the lines of her ribs, finding her breasts where they hung heavy and swaying with the motion of his hips, and coiled around them again—just as before, but different now, the context different, the tips flicking her nipples with a rhythm that synced itself to his thrusts without any deliberate effort on his part. The other two moved forward. One traced the line of her collarbone and then settled at the base of her throat, not squeezing—never that—but wrapping once, a single coil of warm pressure against her pulse point, and he felt her swallow against it and felt the vibration of her moan in his antenna's nerve cluster like a struck chord.

Her hips had begun to push back against his. She'd stopped being a passive recipient of pace and started making demands of her own, her body articulating preferences in the universal language of where she moved and when, and he responded to all of it—angle, depth, the specific pressure of his lower abdomen against the curve of her ass at the bottom of each stroke—because his antennae were telling him everything she needed and he had the biological motivation to use the information.

The pace went brutal.

It happened the way weather happened—an escalation that had been building so long it felt sudden when it arrived. His hips drove into her in hard, heavy strokes, the sound of it filling the grotto, and she braced herself on shaking arms and took it, took all of it, her back arching further and further with each thrust until her shoulder blades were sharp peaks aimed at the hanging vines.

"Kael—" His name again, but this time it was a warning. Her walls were tightening around him in a way that was less flutter and more grip, building toward something, and the antennae at her breasts felt her nipples go hard as stones and the one at her throat felt her pulse jackhammer and he knew, through the antennae if not the cry itself, the exact moment her second orgasm broke over her.

She screamed.

The clench of her around him was extraordinary—rhythmic, powerful contractions that ran the full length of his cock in waves, and the antennae inside her from the previous scene were gone but her body remembered them, was responding as though something deeper than muscle was answering the claim he'd already put inside her. He felt her come and kept thrusting and felt her come again, a second smaller peak chasing the first, her arms finally giving way so that her chest dropped to the moss and her hips stayed up, anchored by his hands and his antennae, and he was not going to last.

The orgasm hit him from the base of his spine and the tips of every antenna simultaneously.

He buried himself to the hilt and stayed there, and felt the first jet of cum leave him in a pulse so strong it registered as pain at the threshold of pleasure—thick and hot and several seconds of continuous release that surged into her in waves he could feel and count, each one another pulse of the antennae at her hips, each one accompanied by a sound from somewhere in his chest that he would not have been able to reproduce deliberately if asked. He felt himself overflow—felt the heat of it running back against him where he was lodged inside her, felt it track down the inside of her thighs and drip onto the moss in a way that satisfied something ancient and wordless in his biology.

He stayed inside.

His antennae pulsed in a slow, even rhythm—his resting heartbeat, the post-crisis regulation his nervous system defaulted to. He gathered her against him without withdrawing, one arm wrapping her waist, and she let herself be gathered, her hands coming up to grip the forearm around her with both of hers, and they breathed together in the amber light while the moss held their weight and the hanging vines swayed.

"You carry it now," he said quietly, against her hair. "My claim. Whatever that means in our world—it's there."

She pressed her mouth against his forearm, warm and deliberate.

The grotto hummed around them.

Then, from the communicator clipped to Kael's discarded uniform tunic three meters away, a burst of static resolved itself into a voice—the team's medic, efficient and slightly worried. "—Thorne, Lang, come in. Storm has cleared, we have your position, do you read?"

Kael looked at the tunic. At the communicator. At the soft line of Mira's shoulder blade, where the amber light was already fading as the bioluminescent vines returned to their baseline glow.

He reached past her and picked up the communicator.

"Thorne here," he said, his voice entirely level. "We read. Shelter in place during the storm event. No injuries." He paused for exactly one beat. "En route to your position now."

He clipped the communicator to his wrist and looked at Mira, who had turned to look back at him over her shoulder, her hair loose and her eyes steady.

Neither of them said anything. Neither of them needed to.

Outside, Zelara IV continued its slow bioluminescent breathing, utterly indifferent to what had just been decided.
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