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      Newly-mated (and grudge-holding) Liz wants nothing more than to be away from the tribe that’s exiled her man. Raahosh wants to prove to Liz that he can be a good mate, even if he’s ugly.

      

      On a honeymoon, they can get to know each other better. Perfect, right?

      

      This story is an extended epilogue for book 2 of Ice Planet Barbarians — Barbarian Alien — and is for readers who want a little more of their favorite couple. Don’t start here! Start with book one, Ice Planet Barbarians.
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      LIZ

      “We’re totally going to do a honeymoon, too,” I tell Georgie as I add a fresh pouch of herbal tea to my carrying pack. “I love that idea.”

      “You are?” Georgie seems surprised at my declaration.

      “Sure, why not?” I consider the bag of tea in my hands. I’m raiding the storage room before Raahosh and I go out for our second round of “exile.” We came back to drop off some meat we’d hunted and some extra furs, and Raahosh is talking with Vektal while I rummage through the storage room. I told my guy I was just going to get some soap, but since I’m here, I’m helping myself to a little bit of everything.

      I mean, if they bitch about the tea, I’ll pick some leaves and replace them. But I’m part of this tribe, too, and if the tea’s for anyone, that means it’s for me as well as everyone sitting on their asses by the fire.

      If Georgie has a problem with my grabbiness, she doesn’t say anything. She just gives me a curious look. “I’m surprised you’re in such a good mood about having to leave again.”

      “Why?” I take the soap she hands me and sniff it, then wrinkle my nose. “We got anything that doesn’t smell like a salad? My pregnancy nose doesn’t like leafy smells.”

      She picks through another bundle and holds a pink-colored bar out to me and it smells like the soap-berry pulp that’s been used to make it. Better. “I don’t know, I just thought you’d be more upset…about everything. And at me.”

      “I admit I might have said a few choice words about everyone in the tribe once or twice.” Or twenty. “But then I woke up and realized that I’m with my guy, I’m doing what I love, and I don’t have to listen to Josie natter on by the fire about how many kids she wants to have if she ever resonates.”

      “She’s excited,” Georgie says gently. “And lonely.”

      “And talky.” I lift a hand and mime a chattering puppet. “But no, I’m over the anger. I don’t want to spend the next three years—or however long it takes for this baby to bake in my belly—full of anger. Which is why a honeymoon should be awesome. We’ll get some bonding time in, some sexy time, and we’ll connect so deep as a couple that bitches won’t be able to pry us apart ever. It’ll be great…even if you guys are wrong for exiling us.”

      She chuckles at my jab. “There it is.”

      I beam at her. “You knew I had to try. So, tell me what fun shit you two did on your honeymoon. Did you see anything cool? Do anything cool? Try anything kinky?”

      Her face tenses, and I’m surprised at her expression. She looks…guilty? Which is weird. “Just your usual honeymoon stuff.”

      “That’s a boring answer. Give me ideas,” I prompt. “I want to steal them to use on Raahosh.”

      “We were boring.” She shrugs, putting back the soap I rejected and then straightening the stack. “I wish I could tell you we did a million crazy things but we didn’t. It was just the two of us, alone, and…it was nice.” Her smile turns sweet. “It was nice to just be Vektal and Georgie and not chief and chief’s mate.”

      “Mmmhmm. That’s fine, keep your secrets. Your kinks will eventually be common knowledge.”

      “Bullshit they will.”

      I arch my brows at her. “Were we or were we not discussing how much Nora likes to be spanked not ten minutes ago? I mean, hello.”

      Her face flushes red even as I slide another pouch of something into my pack. “It’s because they’re so loud. We’re quiet.”

      “But you are kinky,” I tease, and her face goes even redder. “It’s cool, I won’t tell anyone but Raahosh.” I close my bag and drum my hands on it. “Sooo, give me ideas. Honeymoon stuff. Come on.”

      “You could go somewhere pretty?” Georgie spreads her hands helplessly. “Enjoy the scenery?”

      Enjoy the fucking scenery? It’s a honeymoon, not a sightseeing tour. “You suck at this, you know that?”

      She sticks her tongue out at me. “Okay then, how about giving each other sexy baths? Do a strip tease for him? Give him some tail play?”

      Ooo, perhaps Georgie’s not as vanilla as I thought. I tap the side of my head. “I like the way you think.”

      “Steal away.” She glances around at the storage cave. “Do you need anything else?”

      “Nah.” I pat my bag, which is now bulging with supplies. I can’t take too much, since we’re supposed to be helping re-stock the caves and not cleaning them out, but I also want to send a bit of a “fuck you” to everyone that exiled my man. So I’ve taken more than I should, and I don’t even care.

      Georgie gets to her feet, brushing off her leathers. “I think I hear the men anyhow.”

      I heft my pack onto my shoulder and head out of the supply cave with her, a calm smile on my face. It’s all for show. Raahosh knows that even though I say I’m fine with exile, I’m also ridiculously protective of him in my own way, and that means letting everyone in the tribe know what dicks they are for exiling him when all he wanted was to be with me.

      I mean, I was the one he kidnapped. If I’m fine with it, shouldn’t they be? But whatever. It just means me and Raahosh get a lot of quality alone time together.

      There are two big alien men standing at the large, triangular mouth of the cave, and my Raahosh is easy to recognize. It’s not just the one busted horn and the scars that cover one side of his face that give him a permanent scowl. It’s the way he carries himself, like he’s got a stick up his ass. His back is ramrod straight and his shoulders tight and set like he wants to fight anyone and everyone.

      It’s so fucking hot. I love that irritated little swish of his tail, the stiff way he holds himself, all of it.

      He turns as we approach and his gaze locks onto me with that possessive, overbearing way he has. Like he wants to snatch me up and shield me from anyone who dares look in my direction. Like he wants to devour me whole just so no one else can have me. Like he wants to throw me down on the cave floor and nut all over me just so everyone knows I’m claimed.

      Maybe it shouldn’t be so thrilling, but I fucking love that look in his eyes. Like I’m his everything. Like he’d become unhinged if anyone tried to separate us ever again.

      Even now, I approach and he holds his hand out to take my satchel. I offer it to him and he glances at it, noting how heavy it is, and then tosses it over his shoulder as if it weighs nothing. His tail goes around my thigh, curling possessively, and his mouth flattens even as he pulls me closer to him. He’s not good at showing affection, my Raahosh, but I don’t mind. I know how to read him. He’s frowning because he’s worried someone made me upset, or that I’m wanting to stay here without him.

      I just ignore his surliness and put my arm around his waist. “I’m ready to go whenever you are, babe.”

      He grunts and looks at Vektal, who stands nearby. He nods and lifts a hand in farewell, then heads back inside the cave. I kinda want to slap Vektal around for being so stubborn. I want to shake him and scream in his ear about how he’s hurting his best friend, but I know it’s all because he has to be the unbiased chief. Raahosh doesn’t hold it against him.

      It’s me that’s the grudgy bitch. I’ll be angry for him.

      But not today. Today, it’s sunny-ish and we’re heading out for our honeymoon. I stand obediently while Raahosh checks my leathers over like I’m a child that doesn’t know how to dress herself. He tightens straps on my boots, tucks my leathers closer to my body, and then tugs my cape down over my face. “You get red in the wind,” is all he says, voice gruff.

      So protective. If he knew how horny it made me he’d get all shy and weird, so I try not to let him know just how much it cranks me up when he’s fussy like this. “Are you ready for our honeymoon?”

      He straightens and offers his hand to me, his spear gripped in his other. I put my gloved fingers against his and squeeze, even as we head out of the cave and out to the muddy trail that winds away from the main dwelling of the sa-khui. When we’re far enough away that no one will overhear us, my grumpy mate says, “I do not see how this is different from any other hunting trip we will take together.”

      “The difference is that this one is our honeymoon,” I say, emphasizing the word as if that explains everything. “It’s about romance and sex and learning about each other and more sex and bonding.”

      “And this is what you talked to Shorshie about.”

      “Some girl stuff,” I agree. “I wanted romance ideas.” I’m admittedly not the most romantic woman in the world, so I figured Georgie might be better at this sort of thing than me. I like her suggestions, too. Sexy bathing? Sexy stripping? Sexy tail play? All of that sounds fun.

      Raahosh just grunts, stepping ahead of me and then lifting me over a muddy iced-over puddle in the middle of the trail. “It should not be all mating.”

      “Have you suddenly decided you’re not a fan of mating, then?” I tease. “Because I seem to remember some things you were yelling out when my mouth was on your cock—”

      “If we want to bond we should learn about each other through talking and sharing.” He won’t look at me, and the stick is back in his ass.

      “I would think you can learn a lot about a person by putting your tongue on their cock but maybe that’s just me.”

      He says nothing. I peek at his face while trying not to be obvious about it and he’s definitely flushed at the base of his horns. My Raahosh is shy, and it makes me want to fucking pounce on him.

      Actually, pretty much everything makes me want to pounce on him.

      “I could learn to use your weapon,” Raahosh says, distracting me from my dirty thoughts. “The bow. You are very skilled and I would like to learn it. You can teach me if this is our honeymoon.”

      Oh. A hot rush of pleasure moves through me. He admires my archery? He wants to learn from me? This man knows just what to say to make me happy. I squeeze his bigger hand. “I would love to show you. And you can teach me some hunting stuff too.”

      He thinks for a moment. “You already know how to do more than most of the humans. You know how to make a fire, how to lay a trap, how to track…” Raahosh continues to think. “You could learn to be quiet.”

      I blink. The fuck did he just say?

      It’s like he knows he messed up. He looks over at me and sees my expression, and his changes. “Not like that,” he amends with a scowl. “Though you could learn that, too. I meant I could teach you how to be quieter when you are on the trail. Your feet are noisy.”

      I pat his arm. “It’s our honeymoon and I’m going to pretend like you didn’t just insult me because I love you and I know you love me. I’m sure you’ll think of something awesome to teach me and we’ll learn from each other.” I grin up at him. “And also have lots of incredibly filthy sex because it’s our honeymoon and that’s what you do.”

      His horns flush again.
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      RAAHOSH

      I do not know how I came to be so lucky in my khui’s choice of mates. When I first saw the humans, I thought they were skinny and pale, and Liz was the loudest and stubbornest of all of them. I knew she was mine the moment I resonated, but I did not realize what that meant until I was exiled and Liz stood up for me. She tried to take on the entire tribe and make them miserable so they knew they were wrong in exiling me. Even now, she fills her pack with things we do not need just so she can silently protest.

      Liz is loud, yes. And pale. And skinny.

      But she is strong, and graceful, and lovely. She is free with her kisses, looks at me with lust in her gaze, and is utterly loyal to me and me alone.

      I never thought I would experience the joy of a mate in my life. I am ugly and scarred and quiet. But every day with Liz is a gift, and every time I look at her, I am filled with such a deep ache of pleasure and longing both. She has captured my withered heart into her slim hands and I want to spend the rest of my days making her realize how precious she is to me. How much I “love” her, even though the human word is strange on my tongue, it means a lot to Liz.

      I knew she wished this “honey moon.” She spoke of it yesterday after we arrived in the cave, and spoke of it again last night in our furs.

      A trip, but one for love and bonding between a newly mated pair.

      I am good at hunting. I am good at tracking. Good with a spear and with making weapons. I am passable with nets and fast on my feet…but I do not know how to give a mate “romance.” I do not know how to do “more” for her to show her my pleasure.

      I do not even know where to begin.

      Liz holds my hand as we walk, chatting about Georgie and the healer and the chief’s kit which Georgie will not be having for many, many moons yet. I should be listening to her, but instead, I think of the conversation I had with Zennek this morning, while my mate was asleep.

      I sat by the fire, stitching thicker soles onto Liz’s boots so the snows would not make her feet so cold. It was very early, but it was hard for me to sleep. We bedded down with the rest of the hunters, and while Liz is unbothered by this, I cannot sleep next to all of them and just hold her. Not when she presses her body to mine and makes delicious little sighs as she moves closer.

      It is too distracting.

      So I worked on her boots instead, and Zennek came to the fire and crouched by me. He seemed…happy. Content. His neck is covered in deep blue welts, though, and I cannot help but point that out. “Did something bite you?”

      He is confused, and when I gesture at his neck, his smile changes to a slow one of satisfaction. “My mate.”

      Ah yes. The fierce Mar-lenn. Of all the females, I have heard she is the boldest, and she seems quite eager to lead Zennek around by his cock. He would know what to do on a honey moon, I realize. Zennek is quiet like me, but where I am quiet because I am awkward and ugly and a loner, Zennek is just silent in nature. That has not changed since he took a mate, I noticed. Mar-lenn is just as content as he is to stand apart from the group. They need no one but each other.

      I envy that serenity.

      Even so, Zennek is a good one to ask. “My mate wants me to give her romance on our next hunting trip,” I say, feeling foolish. I shove my awl through the leather of Liz’s boot, hoping Zennek does not see how awkward I feel. “I am open to ideas.”

      His mouth curls with amusement. “You are asking me how you should woo your mate?”

      “I know how to woo her,” I snap. “I am asking for new ideas. Things to surprise her. Things that humans like that I have not thought of.”

      Zennek looks thoughtful even as I stab the boot in my hands. “I see. You ask me because Mar-lenn is not shy about such things.” When I nod, he rubs his jaw, thinking hard. “The easiest thing to do is pleasure a female, but you know that.”

      “I do.” I take a calmer stitch. “I had no mate before Liz. I…want her to be happy.” And I am ugly and an outcast and I do not know if I can keep her satisfied. I keep those terrible thoughts to myself.

      He considers this. “Mar-lenn likes words,” he says after a time.

      “Words?”

      Zennek nods. “Strong words. Bold words. I tell her what I am going to do to her and how, and I say these as I touch her. It makes her excited.”

      Interesting. Do I speak to my Liz when we mate? I try to picture myself telling her “I am going to put my cock inside you now” and cannot imagine how that will arouse a female. But Zennek’s mate looks well pleased. I eye him, curious because of all our tribe, Zennek is the quietest.

      Yet if his mate wants words, she must be happy to give those welts to him.

      I think about those welts on his neck as I walk with Liz’s hand in mine. Words. Bold words as I touch her. I might need to practice this.

      So as we walk, I think about what words I will say to Liz and how.

      This is harder than it sounds.
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      We walk for most of the afternoon. Liz is stronger than a lot of the females, but her legs are shorter than mine and I clip my strides to keep pace with her. We do not get as far as I would on my own, but when we near a hunter cave, I steer her toward it. “We will stop here for the night.”

      “Finally,” she says dramatically. “I’m exhausted.”

      I cup her face in my hands, noticing that her eyelids are heavy. She smiles up at me, leaning into my touch. “You did not tell me you were tired,” I say, my voice accusing.

      “I didn’t want to slow us down.” She yawns.

      “Liz,” I say, frustrated. “We are in no hurry. We will be exiled for a long time. There is no rush to go anywhere. I do not want you to walk until you are so tired that your eyes cannot stay open.” I stroke her soft cheek. All my thoughts of tonight and mating with her as I describe it in great detail are gone. She is tired and needs her feet rubbed and to be tucked into warm furs by the fire. “Come,” I say, and lean in to press a kiss to the tip of her cold red nose. “I will make a fire and warm you up.”

      She just gives me a tired smile, her eyes soft. “Idiots think it’s some sort of punishment to send us away together. Big dummies. Little do they know I love being with you like this.”

      My heart squeezes painfully. My perfect mate. I want to clutch her to my chest and fight the world to keep her safe. I caress her cheek again and then go first into the cave to make sure that it is unoccupied. When all is well, Liz enters and then gasps.

      “This cave is so big! And warm!” She frowns, confused. “Why is it warm?”

      I kneel beside the firepit. “There is a hot pool in the back of the cave. If you want to bathe, we can.”

      “Oh my god, a hot bath? Can we make this our new home?” Her eyes light up with enthusiasm.

      I snort. “The roof of the cave is low and the floor uneven to walk upon. You would get tired of it after a few days, but it will serve well enough for tonight.”

      “Party pooper,” she teases, saying human words that make no sense but still carry affection. “Fine, we’ll enjoy the bath tonight and then move on in the morning, then?”

      I nod and finish making the fire, then put on a pouch of clean snow and sprinkle herbs in for hot tea. Liz unrolls the bedding and makes a nest of furs for us while I am busy, but her movements are slow and lethargic, and when the bed is unrolled, she flops down onto her back and closes her eyes.

      I move over to her and begin to take her boots off. “You should sleep.”

      “Fuck that,” she says sleepily. “I want a bath first.”

      “Then come and bathe.” I pull her boots off and then help her to her feet, stripping her tunic and leggings off of her slender human body. She is small and lean everywhere except her teats, which are quite large and jiggly for one her size. The sight of them always makes my breathing quicken and my cock harden. She has nipples like a sa-khui female, but hers are soft even when taut and such a pale pink that they astound me.

      I want to lick these.

      The words spring to my mind but I push them back. Liz wants a bath and then she needs to sleep. I will not push my mate—my pregnant mate—into mating, even if it is all I thought about all day long. My needs can wait.

      The ceiling of the cave lowers as we approach the back and the air thickens with moisture. The pool itself is not much larger than a few handspans across, but steamy and clear, and Liz lets out a moan of sheer pleasure at the sight of it. Her hand squeezes mine. “I got soap in my bag, babe. We can wash our hair and everything.”

      I grunt and take her hand. “You bathe. I will get your soap.”

      “You’ll join me when you come back?” she asks hopefully.

      As if I could stay away. I help her into the water, and then go to retrieve her soap. When I return, I slide carefully into the pool next to her, and then pull her into my lap. The water is not deep, and I have to fold my legs to sink down to my shoulders, but there is just enough room for me to hold my mate against me.

      She relaxes against my body, closing her eyes and sighing with bliss. “This is now my new favorite cave.”

      I smile at that. There is a large heated pool for bathing at the main tribal cave, but it is also crowded…and we are exiled anyhow. “Then I am glad we are here.”

      “I’m happy to be wherever you are,” Liz says softly, tucking her head against my neck. “So far? Not hating exile.”

      Me either. Having her with me makes this all bearable. When I first heard my fate, I thought I would end up as my father, miserable and alone…but Liz has surprised me. She has fought for me every step of the way and now she wishes to be at my side constantly. Truly, I am the luckiest of males to have such a fierce, beautiful mate.

      I wet the soap and lift her arm, then rub the cake of it down her soft skin, bathing her. “You must tell me when you grow tired, though. We are in no hurry and I will not have you wearing yourself out.”

      “I won’t slow you down,” she promises me with another sleepy yawn, lifting her other arm so I can wash it. Her eyelids are so heavy that it looks as if she struggles to stay awake. “That was part of the deal, you know? I go with you, but I have to keep up.”

      I grunt. I made no such deal. I just wanted my mate at my side. And she wanted a honey moon but now she is too tired for anything but sleeping. Even now, she makes no effort to bathe herself, letting me take care of her. Not that I mind. I run the soap over her front, gently rubbing her teats and belly and she makes a soft noise of pleasure in her throat that sends a jolt through my cock.

      Not tonight, I tell it. No honeymoon this eve. My mate is too tired.

      “Sit up,” I say gently, and she leans forward. I run a few handfuls of water over her mane and then soap it, burying my fingers in the soft yellow strands. She moans, and I stiffen but do not stop what I am doing. Tired, I remind myself. She is tired. She always makes noises when she is tired.

      “Where are we going?” Liz asks, drowsy.

      I continue to work the soap through her tangled mane, making sure to get all of it clean. I know she likes her mane to smell nice, so I do my best for her. “To bed.”

      “No, I mean in general. We’re going hunting, yes? Where to? Anywhere in particular?” She turns to look at me over her shoulder.

      “Ah.” I think for a moment, then rub her scalp. “We are going very far into the mountains. We will work on filling some of the farther-flung caches, since we must be out and others would rather stay home with their mates.”

      “Lazy bastards.” A tired smile curls her mouth. She does not sound upset, though, just amused.

      I grunt. “Perhaps. Let us rinse your mane and get you to the furs. You need to rest.”

      “You act like I’m so fragile.”

      I lean in and rub my mouth against her ear. “To me, you are.”

      She shivers.

      Once my Liz is clean, I help her back out of the water. I would carry her to the furs but the ceiling is so low in this cave that I cannot stand properly. I keep my hands on her hips, even so, and she shuffles towards the furs, yawning. “I hate that I’m so tired for the first night of our honeymoon.”

      I can hear the disappointment in her voice. “Why?”

      “I don’t know. I wanted to make this special.” She rubs a drying-fur on her wet mane to dry it and then tosses it aside. Once she slides her legs under the blankets, she lies down and then looks up at me. “I wanted to make you think ‘hot damn’ when I touched you.”

      I quickly dry the dripping water off of my body, noticing that she watches me as I do. I slide into the furs next to her, and put a hand to her waist, pulling her close. I lie on my side so she is tucked half-under me, and our gazes meet. “Every day is special with you, my Liz. Every day is ‘hot damn.’”

      She smiles, her arms going lazily around my neck. “Do you even know what hot damn means?”

      “It means I have the most beautiful, gorgeous mate in the entire cave. It means that she is insatiable. It means that even though she has an ugly male for a mate, she makes him feel as if he is a chief in the furs.” I nip lightly at her chin, her cheek, her nose, her brow, her ear.

      “A chief in the furs,” she giggles. “What exactly does a chief in the furs do?”

      “Whatever he wants,” I mock-growl and move lower, pressing my mouth down her smooth skin, past her prominent teats and down the slim length of her belly.

      A sleepy moan escapes her throat and her hands brush over my mane. “I like where this is going.”

      “Do you?” I lick her navel, then lower, and lower still. I lick the tuft of fur between her thighs, and when she drags her legs apart, I move between them and settle in. This is my favorite place to be, I have decided. I love to bury my mouth between my mate’s thighs and lick her until she coats my tongue with her arousal, until her cunt is clenching and needy, and she claws at my mane as if she will come apart. I put my hands on her hips and take a long, slow taste, savoring her.

      “Oh,” she moans, and for once, sharp words do not fall from her lips. She is soft and open, as soft and open as her cunt before my tongue. “Oh, baby, you’re so good at that.”

      I growl with pleasure, teasing the third nipple that peeks out from between her folds. I love when she gets breathless, when her hips buck against my mouth as if she can encourage my tongue even more. I love her whimpers of distress when I lift my mouth, and I love the way my khui hums and sings low in my chest, pleased that I am claiming my mate.

      Liz is breathless with need, squirming under me and digging her heels into the furs—and my back—as she gets closer to her climax. “Inside me,” she pants. “Want you inside me, Raahosh.”

      I can refuse her nothing. I move over her, claiming her mouth in a hot kiss. Her legs go around my hips and I fit my cock at the entrance to her core and then push deep. She moans into my mouth, and I start a slow, steady pace, thrusting into her with languid, teasing movements. I take her slow and gentle, kissing her soft mouth with every thrust even if it means I must hunch my back to make our bodies line up.

      She comes quickly, her cunt clenching hard around me, and a little gasp escapes her even as her body tightens, squeezing me. When I release inside her, it is with a growl, and we slowly come down, our bodies twined together.

      For a long moment, we do nothing but breathe, content to lie in a tangle of limbs. “So far, I like this honeymoon,” I tell my mate in a low voice.

      Liz snores, already asleep.

      I bite back a smirk of amusement and press a kiss to my mate’s brow. Humans. So fragile and easily tired, even when they say they are not.
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        * * *

      

      The next day as we hike through one of the snowy valleys, my thoughts are full of Liz and her honeymoon ideas. Last night she was too tired for play, but tonight I vow that we will make camp early. Perhaps tonight I will tell her about my cock as I put it inside her. I want this honey moon thing to be good for her. I want her to be pleased she is my mate.

      “I think I see someone up ahead,” Liz says, shielding her eyes.

      “Eh?” Startled—and a little annoyed I was too distracted to notice first—I look up and spot a familiar shape. It is indeed a hunter, heading back to the main tribal cave. He has heavy packs on his shoulders and I study the horns, trying to decipher who it is.

      Then I bite back a groan of dismay as I realize it is Vaza.

      Vaza is one of the elders in the tribe, a widower whose mate died long ago. Normally Vaza is easygoing, but since the human females arrived, he has been irritating in his eagerness to show what a good provider he is. He wants a human female for himself, and I know he is lonely.

      It still irritates me.

      It irritates me even more because now we are going to have to talk to him and he is going to stare too hard at my Liz.

      I eye his distant form, wondering if it is too late for us to hide when Vaza raises a hand in the air and waves. “Ho!”

      Liz looks over at me, and there is far too much amusement in her gaze. “Hey buddy,” she calls cheerily, and then pokes my side. “Smile.”

      “Why? It is Vaza.”

      She snorts. “Be nice.”

      “I am always nice,” I grit out as he jogs toward us.

      Vaza beams a smile at us as he approaches, then claps his hands together as if so very pleased to see us. “What a joy to see the two of you out here.”

      “Right?” Liz murmurs. “So surprising. How are you, Vaza?”

      “Very hearty!” He claps a hand on his stomach, then slaps his arm as if to show off his muscles. “I am bringing back much fresh meat for our fragile new females.”

      “Oh boy,” Liz says, and I can hear the slight souring in her tone. “Aren’t you just the biggest chauvinist.”

      “A what?”

      “A hero,” she amends sweetly. “You must not know that word yet.”

      He grins and taps his tongue. “It is because the human language is so ridiculous.”

      “So very.”

      I bite the inside of my cheek, because I recognize Liz’s accommodating tone. It is a very dangerous tone indeed and Vaza does not realize it.

      “We head out to the far reaches,” I say, and put my arm around Liz’s shoulders, squeezing. If I must be polite, she must be, too.

      “Freshly mated and off to the far reaches!” Vaza rubs his hands and looks so pleased you would think he was the one who was “freshly mated.” “You will be very alone out there. Of course, that might be exactly what you wish.” And he gives me a knowing look.

      “Gosh, you know what? I think I’m going to go see what’s up ahead on that rise,” Liz says, sliding out of my grasp.

      “You should stay close,” Vaza adds with a frown. “Humans are fragile—”

      “And this one’s about to puke.” She smiles tightly at both of us. “Baby stuff, you know.”

      She walks away and makes a face behind his back and a throat cutting motion. I know what that means—end the conversation.

      Vaza just gives me a knowing look. “Fragile.”

      “Yes, well, we cannot stay to talk for long,” I begin lamely.

      “Because you wish to spend an early evening with your mate?” He grins, utterly pleased. “I understand this. It is a wonderful feeling, a fresh resonance and an eager mate.” He leans in close. “Do you need…advice?”

      “Advice?”

      “On how to please a mate? I have much experience in the furs. I can share what I know.” He taps his chest. “This elder has seen much in his day.”

      Oh. I hesitate, because I am not sure if Vaza is the one I wish to ask for such things. Yet, he is here, and he is offering, and more than anything, I want to make my Liz wild with need. “I want to surprise her,” I admit, thinking of the bow lessons she has promised to give me. “To do something special, just for her.”

      “Ahhh.” He rubs his hands again and looks thrilled. “I know how to do that.”

      “You do?”

      “Yes. You surprise them in the furs. Do things they do not expect.” He leans in close, grinning. “A finger in the hole, a bit of tail play, that sort of thing.”

      “Finger in the hole?” I echo. “Which hole?”

      “The last one.”

      I stare at him in surprise. “They like that?”

      Vaza shrugs. “I do.”

      Is this an entirely different area I have not even considered, then? I think of my Liz and how she put her mouth all over my cock in ways that stunned me. Before she did that, it did not occur to me that females would do such things to their males. It stands to reason that perhaps she would like a finger in her back hole. “I will think on this.”

      He claps my shoulder. “Trust me. Your mate will be beside herself with excitement.”

      Perhaps so. I grunt acknowledgement, but even as I mull Vaza’s advice, I feel…terrible. Are there entire areas of my mate I have not pleasured simply because it did not occur to me?

      Am I…lacking as a partner?

      The thought is hard to stomach.
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      LIZ

      The cave we stop at that evening is in a lovely little valley with a sea of sashrem trees nearby and a burbling hot stream not too far away. It’s perfect. The cave is large and full of supplies, and while it doesn’t have the hot tub that the other one did, it’s comfortable.

      “We could stay here for a few days,” I tell Raahosh excitedly. “Maybe start your bow lessons?”

      He grunts and picks up a few fallen tree branches to use as firewood, not commenting. He’s been like this all afternoon, and at first I just thought it was him and his usual taciturn self, but whenever I ask him questions, I get monosyllabic responses or no response at all, and that’s wearing thin.

      I put my hands on my hips and study him as he picks up another branch and shakes the snow off. “Did something crawl up your ass?”

      Raahosh looks surprised and turns as if looking at the back of his pants. His tail flicks over his backside. “No…?”

      “I meant that you’re in a bad mood. Is something wrong?”

      “Nothing.”

      His answer makes me grit my teeth in frustration. Aren’t we too early in our relationship for this passive-aggressive bullshit? It’s not like Raahosh. If he’s unhappy with something, he’s quick to let me know it. He wouldn’t just stew on it to force me to pry it out of him. Therefore…it must be something that’s truly bothering him that he doesn’t want to share. “I can tell it’s something.” I move forward and lightly stroke his arm. “We’re mates, aren’t we? You need to talk to me. Tell me what’s on your mind.”

      Raahosh doesn’t look me in the eye. He doesn’t pull away, either, and after a long moment, he admits, “I am…thinking of pleasuring you.” The base of his horns flushes a deep blue.

      He’s thinking about sex? Aww. Why does that make my insides all gooey and warm? “Nothing wrong with that,” I tease, leaning forward and lightly nipping at his bare bicep with my teeth. “I think about it a lot, too. So when do we stop for the evening so we can turn our thoughts into deeds?”

      The look he gives me is full of a mixture of emotions—relief that I’m not teasing him, need, and amusement. “Whenever you like.”

      “I vote the next cave we run across is our evening stop. I don’t care how early it is. We need our strength for our honeymoon.” And I give him the least subtle wink ever.

      Raahosh snorts, sounding more like himself. He puts a big hand on my shoulder, his thumb rubbing over my layers of clothing as if he can touch the skin underneath. “There is a cave not too far from here. Not over the next ridge, but the one after that.”

      So maybe an hour of walking? I can deal with that. I stick my hand out, hoping he’ll take it in his, and I’m pleased when he does. “Let’s just hope Vaza doesn’t turn around and decide to hang out with us.”

      “If he does, he will find my boot on his backside,” Raahosh growls.

      Damn, that is sexy. I love it when he gets all possessive.
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      We’re both quiet as we make our way to the cave. I am dying to know exactly what Raahosh was thinking about sex-wise, but he still gets incredibly shy and awkward around me, the big virgin (well, no longer), so I have to be careful not to make him feel uncomfortable. It’s a rather silent walk, but his cootie hums and purrs low, telling me that he’s thinking about sex, which makes me think about sex, too, and my cootie revs up. Strangely enough, the lack of conversation between us is almost erotic, as if we’re holding everything back so we can explode our hormones all over the cave once we get there.

      By the time we arrive, I’m practically squirming with need, as if the journey itself was a strange form of foreplay. I wait as Raahosh inspects the cave to ensure no “visitors” have arrived, then he calls my name. When I enter, he’s making a fire in the firepit, crumbling one of the poo cakes that are used for fuel.

      “I’ll take care of making the bed,” I tell him. “You finish that and then wash your hands.”

      He grunts acknowledgment, and then we both get to work.

      I finish before he does, of course, so I poke around, digging through the baskets of supplies as if they interest me, and trying not to watch him too closely. Of course, that’s an impossible task because I want to follow every one of his movements, right down to the graceful way that he washes his hands with water from one of our skins and then soaps them up, then rinses them at the front of the cave. I never thought hands were sexy, but the way he slides his fingers over his palms in that briskly efficient way?

      It’s better than porn by a long shot.

      Raahosh turns around and he must notice the look in my eyes, because he stalks toward me, all predator, and I get to my feet, full of need and yearning. He pulls me against him, his hands going to my hair and then he tilts my head back and gives me the sexiest, deepest kiss ever. His mouth moves over mine, hot and claiming, and I moan with need even as he tears my outer layers off of me.

      “Naked,” he says between breathless kisses. “Need you naked.”

      Oh god, I absolutely want to be naked. I let him work the laces on my tunic even as I touch him all over, teasing my hands up and down his hard stomach and flat pectorals. I graze over the plated spots with my fingers, learning them as he tugs at my clothing, and when he grunts, I obediently lift my arms so he can pull my leathers over my head.

      Then I’m wearing nothing but a breastband, leggings, and boots, and I drop to the floor to take care of the footwear. He groans, still looming over me as his tail skims up my spine, as if he has to touch me now, and I love that light caress. I finally kick my boots off and then reach for his, undoing the cords that crisscross up and down his muscular legs. Even here he’s fine as fuck. Who would have thought that man-calves were hot? But I want to lick them as I pull his leathers off. “God, I am so horny.”

      “Hurry up so I can make you come,” he growls.

      Like I need any encouragement? I slide my hand up his thigh, heading for his loincloth, and he bats my hand away in the sexiest fucking move and then moves low, pushing me back onto the furs with a hand on my shoulder. He practically rips my pants off and pushes my thighs apart—as if they needed urging—and then dives between my legs.

      I make a choked sound of pleasure as his hot, textured tongue finds my clit and he begins to lap at it, looking for the rhythm that will make me shiver and come. He teases my folds, moving up and down and licking me everywhere before returning to my clit and nuzzling. His hands grip my thighs tight, and I can feel his tail sliding around one of my ankles, tightening, and even that turns me on.

      “Raahosh,” I moan, burying my fingers in his thick hair. “Let me—”

      “No,” he growls against my skin, and swipes his tongue over my clit almost angrily. “I have waited all day for this. This is mine.”

      I shudder. Like I can argue with that? I squirm as his tongue grows more determined, more invasive, and the heat in my body ramps up. I want him to stop. I want him to keep going forever. I want him to lick me fast, then slow. I want all of him. And when he thrusts a finger deep inside my core, I arch and press against his mouth like I’m dying.

      Sometimes I think I must be easy to please. That because I’ve never had a ton of great experiences with oral pre-Raahosh that that’s the reason why I explode like the Fourth of July the moment he gets to work. Or maybe it’s the ridged tongue. Maybe it’s his eagerness and the clear pleasure he gets out of licking all of my most secret parts. Whatever it is, it never fails to make me spontaneously combust into a climax so hard that my entire body quakes with the response and I can feel my pussy clenching around his finger, as if desperately trying to trap him inside me. All the while, my amazing mate licks and sucks and teases as if it’s his life goal to get me off. He continues to work my clit even after I climax, sweeping his ridged tongue around the sides of the sensitive bud and forcing me toward yet another orgasm. His finger pumps into me again, and then teases at the entrance to my core, toying with my juices.

      “Oh, Raahosh,” I say, loud and breathless and full of need. I love how he uses his mouth. Another moan builds in my throat. I love—

      My moan turns into a screech of shock as he takes his finger—that glorious, wonderful finger—and pushes it into my butt.

      The party train stops and the orgasm I was chasing dies a quick death. I clamp my legs shut with a yelp, accidentally slamming them around his ears. He groans and quickly moves backward even as I skitter away on the blankets, shocked.

      “What the fuck was that?” I cry out, shocked. I mean, I’m not totally averse to butt play, but warn a girl first. It’s one of those things I have to be coaxed into doing, and I’m sure not a fan of a surprise unlubed finger in my no-no places. “You never go backdoor without permission first!”

      He rubs a hand over his ear, scowling. His eyes are so bright they look furious and he stares at me for a long moment, panting. He’s still flushed from going down on me, his horns deep blue at the base, and when he sits up, I can see his cock is hard as a rock, gleaming with wetness on the tip. His shoulders are stiff with anger, though, and his mouth flattens as he stares at me.

      I stare back, because what the fuck.

      I wait for him to say something, but he remains quiet. Our staredown continues a moment longer, and then Raahosh gets to his feet and storms away to the back of the cave, where all the supplies are kept.

      He’s mad. That much is obvious. I recognize that angry twitch in his tail and the ramrod-straight way he holds his shoulders. Good, I’m mad too. I know we’re still new to being mated, but damn, warn a girl before you go into her butthole. I rub my backside, still shocked at what just happened. That totally isn’t like Raahosh to try something like that.

      Man, he is acting so weird lately.

      I’m actually a little worried. He’s acting strange and it’s like something’s bothering him, and that concerns me. I get to my feet and head after him when he doesn’t come back right away. When I get into the next chamber, it’s dark without the fire going but I can see that Raahosh is kneeling on the floor, unrolling several of the furs. “What are you doing?”

      He doesn’t look over at me. “Unrolling furs so I can sleep in here.”

      Sleep in here? Without me?

      I sputter. “We’re not going to talk about this? You’re just going to get pissy and retreat in here without bothering to tell me why you thought shoving your knuckle into my ass was a good call?”

      I didn’t think it was possible, but his shoulders get even stiffer. His tail slaps the ground angrily. He doesn’t look at me, just continues to unroll the furs with jerky, angry motions.

      “Well?” I prompt. “You might not want to talk, but this isn’t like you, and it worries me, so I’m going to just guess. Stop me if I hit on the right topic.” I cross my arms and study his back. “You…stuck a finger up my butt because you got lost, right?”

      Raahosh says nothing, simply ignores me.

      “You…thought if you reached hard enough, you could pull a tail out of there and we’d match?”

      His tail flicks, even though he’s doing his damnedest to ignore me.

      “You’re on your hunter version of your period, which means you’re hella moody. Or your midichlorian count is low and now you’ll never be a Jedi,” I add, throwing in a Star Wars joke for good measure.

      He clenches his jaw and looks over his shoulder at me. “Stop. Just…leave it be.”

      I move forward and grab his horn—the one that’s not twisted into a stump that lies unevenly against his head. I give it a yank. “I’m not going to stop, you big dummy, because I love you and I want to know what’s eating you. We’re going to talk about this.”

      I keep tugging on his horn, tilting his head back so he’s forced to look at me, and he just closes his eyes. After a long, stubborn moment, he sighs and brushes my hand away. “I…wanted to pleasure you.” His voice is gruff, tight.

      That makes my heart squeeze, and I put a hand on his shoulder. “You do pleasure me. Every time we’re in bed together.”

      Raahosh shakes his head, dismissing my words. “It has to be more. I must be more. You need a good mate, a worthy one. I know I am not kind, or easy to live with. I know I am not attractive. And now I am in exile. I do not want you to feel as if your khui has chosen poorly. I must do more to please you and keep you satisfied.”

      Oh.

      My poor, sweet alien.

      My heart aches for him. I drop to my knees behind him and wrap my arms around his chest, setting my cheek against his broad back and letting my breasts press against his skin. “How can you think that?” I ask softly, stroking my hands up and down his skin.

      He says nothing for a long moment, sagging against my touch. Then, finally, he admits, “My father…”

      “Say no more,” I murmur. I realize what this is about. The cootie makes sure we make a baby together, but not everyone’s thrilled at a mating. I remember Raahosh’s stories of how his mother hated his father and how miserable they both were. He probably thinks he has to be some amazing god in bed—like he’s not already?—in order to keep me satisfied. I guess that’s why he’s getting all weird on me.

      He worries he’s not enough.

      Just that sweetness makes me so happy. No man has ever worked so hard to make sure that I’m content in a relationship. It means so much to him that I’m his mate, that I’m at his side. For the first time, he’s envied by others because he has a human mate. He’s envied for his relationship, for his future, and even though he’s exiled, I know most of the other single men in the tribe would happily trade places with him if it meant getting a woman of their own.

      But my poor Raahosh just thinks he’s going to lose me.

      Maybe I should be frustrated with him, but I’m just filled with so much love for the big alien man. I stroke my hand up and down his chest, loving how he leans into my touch. His head tilts back and I carefully angle my face so he doesn’t stab me with his horn, and then lean in and kiss the side of his neck. I love his groan of response and the way his body shudders.

      “I love you,” I whisper to him. “I love all of you. I love looking at you. I love your scars and your unique horns. I love your scowl. I love that stiff way you hold yourself. I even love when you thump your tail all angry and pissy.”

      “Lies,” he says, the word thick on his lips. His tail thumps hard again, and I realize I’m straddling it, and it’s trapped between my thighs. I don’t move, though. I just let him realize I have him, and I continue to kiss and pet his beautiful blue-gray skin.

      “Truth,” I say back. “Why would I lie? I love your scars.” I lift one hand and trace along one of the more prominent ones. “They tell a story. Not a bad one, just a story about who you are and what you’ve overcome. They make you different from the others. And I don’t know if you noticed, but I like different.” I lean in and lightly bite at his earlobe.

      His breath catches when my teeth graze over his ear. I let my hands slide lower, playing along his hard abdomen and teasing at the ridges there. I’m so fascinated with petting and stroking him that I almost miss his softly murmured words. “I was not sure if I could keep a human happy. I have never had a mate of any kind…or a family. I asked others how I can please you.”

      Okay, well, some freak told him that a surprise exploration of my backside must have been the ticket. I suppose it’s karma getting me back for me telling Aehako that he needed to make Kira a dildo as a courting present. Even so, I’m still touched that Raahosh has been soliciting advice. It explains some of the furtive conversations he’s had that he didn’t want to tell me about, and why he’s been so lost in his thoughts. “You’ve really been asking everyone in the tribe how to please me?”

      “Some offer it without asking,” he admits, caressing my hand as I scratch my nails lightly over his hard pectorals. “You feel good pressed against me.”

      I smile, nibbling his ear again. “That’s because I love to touch you. I want to make you feel as good as you make me feel…” I lock my arm around his neck and lean in to his ear. “Now hold still while I stick my finger up your butt.”

      He stiffens. That tail thrashes between my thighs again.

      I giggle. “I’m not going to do that. I’m just teasing you. And for the future? I would be down with butt play as long as I know to expect it and all body parts are properly oiled up. Got it?”

      Raahosh nods.

      “And maybe don’t listen to whoever told you to do that.” I nip at his ear again. “If you want to try new things in bed, maybe run them past me first. I’ll tell you if they’re a good idea or not.”

      “Very well.” He pauses for a moment, enjoying my touch, then admits, “Are you displeased with how I pleasure you?”

      “Never.” I lick the cords of his throat and I love how he jerks against me ever so slightly. “I was just thinking to myself how amazing you were. I mean it when I say you make me crazy and I’d never want another, ever.”

      He doesn’t smile, but he takes my hand in his larger one and laces his fingers through mine, covering his heart. I can feel the low, satisfied hum of his khui, the song different now that we’ve fulfilled resonance.

      “So, what else did others recommend you try in bed?” I ask, curious.

      “Mm. Tail play?”

      I wish I could see his forehead to see if he’s blushing or not. “Tail play, huh? That could be exciting.” I think of the tail already trapped between my thighs. It wouldn’t take much for me to sink down on it and let it rub me in all the naughtiest of places. “Tell me more.”

      “I…guess it is using my tail on you.” After a moment, he adds, “In the furs.”

      I bite back a giggle. As if there were any question why he’d do that. “I might be into that,” I tell him, and ease down, spreading my thighs wider. It means I’m no longer able to reach his ear to nibble on him from behind. Instead, I slide up against him and press my stomach to his back, and my pussy—already slick with heat—grips his tail as I move against him. “Oooh. I definitely like this idea.”

      Raahosh groans, the sound low in the cavern, and I feel his tail press up against me. It twitches, as if trying to thump, but I just rub up and down against him instead. I slide my hands lower and grip his cock from behind. He’s still hard and aching, and when I stroke him, pre-cum soaks my hand.

      “You know what I like?” I tell him, pressing a kiss to his back.

      “What?” His voice is hoarse.

      “Dirty talk.” I let the fingers of one hand skate up and down the length of him as I grip the base of his cock with my other hand. “Filthy words.”

      I can feel him panting. “Filthy…words?”

      “Yes.” I flick my tongue against his back even as I rock my hips, rubbing up and down on his tail and letting it graze my clit. Oooh, god, I don’t know if this is what people had in mind when they said tail play, but I know I’m liking it. He’s thick at the base of his tail, and it’s like riding his cock and letting it glide through my folds without ever penetrating me. Fuck, it’s dirty and hot and I’m definitely a fan. “Like you’d tell me how you want to take this big fat cock and stuff it into my mouth.” I stroke his length, then squeeze lightly. “How you’d want to push it so far into my mouth that you’d hit the back of my throat. How you’d watch as you feed it between my lips and how it’s so big and thick that it makes me have to stretch my mouth open wide just to take it all—”

      His loud groan echoes around us. One big hand covers mine and then he’s using my hand to jerk off even as I ride the base of his tail, rocking against him. A few seconds later, the breath hisses between his teeth and then I feel his hot release splash over my fingers. I keep stroking, squeezing lightly to try and wring every ounce of pleasure out of his climax that I can. I love that he just came so hard. I grind down against his tail and my pussy clenches on nothing. I didn’t come again, but that’s okay.

      I have no doubt that won’t be the case for long.

      Raahosh sags against me, his head falling back as he takes a deep breath. He shudders, and then lifts his hand from where he’s covering mine. “I came on your hands.”

      “I noticed.” I press a kiss to his back again. “I liked it. It was dirty and hot and I liked watching you lose control. I love watching you come.”

      Laughter rumbles in his chest. “I love watching you come, as well.” He moves forward, the motion making his tail slick through my folds and I suck in a breath. Mama like. But then Raahosh is wiping my fingers free of his release with a soft fur and tending to himself.

      I remain where I am, drowsy with contentment, my cheek pressed against his broad, rippling back. “I love you.”

      “I love you as well, my Liz.”

      “You know what I love best, though?”

      “What is that?”

      “I love that I can be me around you. I love you for who you are. I don’t want you to be anyone but Raahosh—my Raahosh. You can be as grumpy as you want, because I know I can be a pain in the ass.” I ignore his snort and continue, because I’m having a sappy moment, dammit. “I know I can go on far too long about Star Wars and I’ve never met a cussword I didn’t like, and I know I can be bossy. But I feel like that’s all okay with you and I love that. I don’t have to try to be someone else.” I snuggle up against him from behind, pleased. “And I’m not alone. You have no idea how alone I felt for so, so long.”

      He wraps his arms around mine, as if hugging me in that small way. “I no longer feel alone, either. It is the best feeling. Thank you, my mate. You know you have my heart.”

      “You have mine, too,” I tell him…and then add, “But not my butthole. That’s off limits without prior discussion.”

      He snorts with amusement.
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      RAAHOSH

      Liz sleeps next to me, curled up. Her bottom is pressed against my groin and my tail is between her legs, the tufted end gripped in her hand. Her head is propped up on my upper arm and her mouth is open, which means she is drooling a small river, but I do not wake her. Instead, I pull her closer to me and press my mouth to her pale shoulder.

      My fierce, determined mate.

      When I felt foolish, she did not let me retreat. She will not let us walk away from each other in anger, but keeps talking until I must acknowledge why I am angry or upset. When I first met Liz, I thought she would never cease her endless conversations, and it annoyed me. Now, I am glad for it. I kiss her skin again, thinking of all the bold things she said to me as she sat and rode my tail and stroked my cock from behind.

      I worried I would not be interesting enough for her. Now I am starting to think there is no one that can keep up with her wild, creative mind, and that pleases me.

      She can be the bold one. I will be the rock, the protector, the shield. She can be the arrow, launching itself forward. I will be the bow—the brace, the stability that the arrow needs to speed ahead.

      In this, we are a good pair.

      Liz smacks her lips and rolls onto her belly, releasing my numb, drool-covered arm and presenting me with her backside. I ease out of bed, though I am reluctant to leave her side. I want to curl up in the furs with her forever, but that will not stoke the fire or make warm tea for my frequently cold, thin-skinned female who needs heat. It will not put food in our bellies, and so I get up and tend to the fire, putting on a pouch of fresh snow to melt and heating cubes of frozen meat on a skewer until they sizzle and blacken at the edges, the way Liz likes them. She does not mind raw, but her favorite is the crispy bits, so I make sure she has the best bites of food.

      Once it is all ready and prepared, I pour a cup of tea, put the food in a bowl, and approach my mate where she is still curled in the furs of the storage area. She did not leave my side after I retreated last night, and we spent the nighttime hours mating with all the feverish intensity of first resonance.

      I move quietly into the storage area and then crouch by her side. I flick my tail against her hand to wake her, and she blinks up at me with a sleepy expression.

      “I made you food.” I set it down next to her and wait, feeling awkward. She is beaming up at me as if I am all good things in the world and it is…pleasurable. I do not know how to handle that.

      “Breakfast in bed? This honeymoon’s just getting better and better,” Liz says, sitting up and taking the bowl. “Oooh, and you crisped my meat. You are so getting laid again.”

      I snort, amused at her words. “There is a thick snowstorm today. You cannot see past your hand.”

      She nibbles on a chunk of meat with her small teeth. “So…does that mean no travel for you and me today?”

      I reach over and touch a lock of her soft yellow mane. “We stay here this day. Perhaps we will stay in the furs by the fire and you can tell me all about a Star War.”

      Liz giggles. “Oh my god, you are so cute.”

      The base of my horns grows hot. “I am a hunter. We are not cute. We are strong. Brave. Fearless. We—” I pause as she lifts her small foot into the air. “What are you doing?”

      “Can you rub my foot? It’s cold and your hands are warm.”

      I take her foot and begin to rub it, caressing the small whitish-pink toes and kneading the sole. “As I was saying—”

      She closes her eyes and shakes her head. “This is awesome. Just like this. You can rub my feet, I’ll eat in bed, and it’ll be the best honeymoon ever.”

      “It is already the best of honeymoon ever because I am here with you,” I admit to her. “I am thankful you are my mate and no one else’s.”

      Liz grins at me, wiggling her other foot into the air and I hold them both, massaging as she pops another piece of meat into her mouth. “I was going to give you bow lessons, though. I guess we can’t do that while it’s a blizzard outside. Are you disappointed? You’re not getting much out of this honeymoon and here I’m getting a massage and breakfast in bed.” She props her arm behind her head and looks up at me. “Is there something you want to do?”

      Other than drag her into the furs and rut into her like a wild beast? But Liz is always as eager for playing in the furs as I am. She means something else. I think in silence as I rub her feet, considering. “Are there certain things that are done while honeymoon?”

      Her lips twitch as if she wants to laugh again. “Most people go on a trip and do sightseeing. They look at old places, visit ruins, or just hang out at the beach and swim.”

      I consider this. “I guess we can go to the beach, but I do not think you will like it. It is on the far side of the mountains, in the opposite direction of where we are headed and you cannot swim. These pink toes will freeze.” And I nip at one, because I like seeing her eyes light up.

      “I will pass on the frozen beach, thank you.” Liz eats another piece of meat and gives me a hot look that tells me she is not thinking about beaches much at all. “It’s bonding time. What do you want to do? What would make this special for you? Something you wouldn’t want to do with anyone else?”

      Immediately, an idea springs to mind. I almost discard it, because it feels too open, too vulnerable. But she is looking at me with eager eyes, and I can refuse her nothing. “I would,” I say carefully, “like to go fishing.”

      “Fishing?” She gives me a look of confusion. “We’ve fished before, Raahosh.”

      I shake my head. “There is a place my father used to take me, back when he was alive. I remember that spot, and I would sit on the banks of the shore with him and we would wait for the fish to creep close. And we would just talk. It is my best memory I have with my father.”

      Her expression grows soft. “Then of course we’ll do that. I’d love to. Do you know how to get to the place?”

      “I do.” I have passed it many times since my father’s death, but I never approached. I never wanted to, because I wanted to keep those memories as they were. I wanted to see the place in my mind’s eye as a kit holding my father’s hand as we headed toward the lake with nets and fishing poles.

      But I want to share this with Liz. I want to make new memories with her. I am tired of living in the past.

      “I can’t wait,” she says, and puts her bowl aside, licking her lips. I offer her the cup but she shakes her head. “Not thirsty. Ok, so we’ll go fishing once the weather clears up, yes?”

      “Not today,” I agree. “Today is a day for staying in the furs.”

      “I’m glad you said that,” my mate tells me, breathless. “Because I’m totally thinking about sex right now. Raw, raunchy sex with you on top of me and my ankles on your shoulders.”

      Now I am thinking of this, too. I stop massaging her feet and place them on my shoulders even as I move into the furs to join her. “I think that is a fine idea.”
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        * * *

      

      It snows for two days straight, and I spend those days curled up in the furs with my mate. We mate. We play foolish word games. We discuss names for our kit. We talk of others in the tribe and who we think will resonate next. Sometimes we talk of nothing more than the weather, and even that is enjoyable. I like sharing everything with Liz, and I have never shared so much with another person before. Vektal is as a brother to me, and yet there are things I have never confessed to him that I readily tell my mate because I feel safe in telling her even the smallest of things.

      I am almost sad when the snows let up and the suns peek out from the thick cloud cover, because it means we must move on once more.

      “Fishing day!” Liz announces happily as we pack.

      Her excitement makes me less sad. With her, all things are enjoyable, and when we leave the cave behind, it is hand in hand, talking of the best kinds of birds to eat and what herbs to use when stuffing the cavity before roasting it. Silly things, but I just like hearing Liz talk.

      It takes maybe half a day of walking off of the familiar path before I see a familiar mountain peak, and a familiar purple-edged rock cliff. We are close. I hold Liz’s hand tightly as we head into the valley, and nestled amongst the cliffs I can see the lake. Warm water bubbles out of the rocky cliffs above and trickles down to the surface, but because it is so cold, it freezes before it makes it into the pond. The result is a glassy cascade of frozen strands that tumble down the rocks in a frozen waterfall to the tepid lake below. The edges of it are crusted with ice, but the interior is warm. And near the frozen waterfall itself, I spy my father’s favorite perch.

      “It’s all so pretty,” Liz breathes, clapping her gloved hands. “I’m glad we came here.”

      I point to the small overhang of rock. “My father and I would sit there. This is not a good lake for spear fishing, because the ice on the edges will not hold weight. So we would use something called a ‘pole’ and put a bit of meat on a barb to trap the fish into biting…why are you looking at me like that?” I scowl down at her, because as I speak, a mischievous grin crosses her face.

      She reaches up as high as she can and taps my chin. “You are so cute. Humans fish with poles, too, silly.”

      “Do they?” I grunt. “Perhaps you are not as primitive as I thought.” I keep my voice gruff, and love when she makes an outraged squawk.

      “We are not primitive!”

      “Says the people that burn their perfectly good meat.”

      Liz laughs and gives me a hard nudge. “You suck!”

      I smirk at her. “Come. Let us climb up and claim our seat.”

      I remember scaling the steep, icy cliffs as a young kit and the ease my father climbed with. It is different with my human mate at my side, though. She does not have the size I do, and her hands are covered to protect them from the cold so she cannot grip as she should. My heart thunders in my chest when she slips once, and I decide that I will carry her down.

      My hands go to her waist to help her to the top, but she slaps my grip away. “I can do it. I’m not fragile, Raahosh.”

      She thinks she is not fragile. I snort and keep my hands on her anyhow.

      Up at the top of the ridge, Liz puts her hands on her hips and draws a deep breath. “Wow, this is beautiful. I love the view.”

      I keep my hand on her arm and my tail wrapped around her leg. “Do not lean so close to the edge.”

      “You’ll catch me,” she says, and leans over the lip of the cliff. “Wow, we’re right above the water.”

      I pull her backward gently. “Sit. Let us prepare our fishing poles.”

      She sits obediently and I move closer to her than I probably should, and I keep my tail latched tightly to her leg, just in case. We are higher up than I remember as a kit, or perhaps I am just worrying about Liz and the kit in her belly. Either way, I will not get comfortable this day.

      Even so, it soothes my spirit to be here with her. She watches as I tie a long length of sinewed cord to one end of my spear and tie a bone hook on the other. Liz takes the hook and baits it with ease, making sure to work the barbs through the meat so it will not fall off once it hits the water, and it shows me she has done this before.

      “I used to go hunting with my dad,” she says when I glance over at her. “And sometimes fishing, though we mostly just caught turtles or snakes instead of actual fish. Do we need a weight of some kind attached to the line?”

      I toss the hunk of meat down into the water below and sure enough, it bobs on the surface and does not go further. “We can use a rock.” It is not a bad idea, and I am pleased she is so clever. “You are smart, Liz.”

      “Nah, just something I remember from before.”

      We adjust the lines with weights, tying a small oblong stone near the bait on the line to keep it under the water, and then drop one line into the water. I hand the “pole” to Liz while I work on my own. I watch her as I work on the line, the easy happiness in her face. I think of the other human females and try to imagine them out here with their mates and I cannot picture it. They do not like the wild. They would not be thrilled to be exiled with me.

      Truly, I am the luckiest to have Liz. She is perfect in every way.

      “You’re watching me,” she says, gazing down at the water.

      “I am thinking how happy I am,” I admit.

      Liz glances over at me and a shy smile curves her mouth. “Me too. This place is perfect…and you’re awesome. I didn’t think I could be so happy on an ice planet like this but…it’s amazing and I can’t imagine being anywhere else. I’m looking forward to the rest of our lives together.” Her hand brushes over her stomach, and I know she is thinking of our kit.

      Impulsively, I lean over and kiss the top of her head, then hold her closer to me, pulling her into my lap. I have a sudden vision of one of the large fish biting down and then pulling my mate off the ledge and into the water. “Perhaps we will fish together.”

      She chuckles. “All right, if you want.”

      “I do.” I settle her on my thighs as she holds the pole. “You can tell me another Star War.”

      “There’s only one,” Liz says, exasperated. “And I’ve told it to you already.”

      “But you love it, so tell it again.”

      Her eyes flare with pleasure as she glances back at me. “You want to hear it again? Really?”

      “I like the things you like,” I tell her simply, and hold her tight.

      “All right,” Liz says, leaning back against my chest. Her head fits just under my chin. Perfect, really. “A long time ago, there was this guy named Anakin, and he was the chosen one…”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Author’s Note

          

        

      

    

    
      Hello there!

      

      This author’s note will be short and sweet. I could babble on about Raahosh and Liz, but I just love them. I love Liz’s love of Star Wars and I love that Raahosh is moody and gruff. I thought a honeymoon would be a good time to show that even though he’s resonated, he still doesn’t entirely feel worthy of the gift that is Liz. ;) We’ve all been there, right? It was nice to delve in and explore them bonding a bit more, even if just for a little bit.

      I have two releases this month, thanks to the way the schedule falls. There’s this sweet little tale, and then there’s also WHEN SHE’S READY, which is up for preorder right now! If you listened to the Read Me Romance podcast, this is the story that was up in July, but with a quick bonus epilogue.

      I’m trying to do the Honeymoons in order of the books themselves, because that’s the least confusing all the way around, I think. It means that Kira & Aehako are up next. I’m not sure as to the date of that particular story because I save the honeymoons for when my schedule gets weird…or when I’m missing the characters and need to revisit. :)

      Right now I’m currently writing the next Icehome, for release at the beginning of October. It will be Thrand’s aka Ketchup’s book, and if you’ve followed along with the series, you can guess who his heroine is. After that, we’ll circle back around to the original tribe and Megan will finally get her full story told!

      <3

      Ruby

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            More Books, You Say?

          

        

      

    

    
      All of my books are in Kindle Unlimited and free to borrow with a subscription! Maybe you’re not sure what you’re in the mood for? I can help with that!

      
        
        What’s Liz & Raahosh’s first book again?

        Barbarian Alien

      

      

      
        
        I’m in the mood for some epic, slow-burn fantasy romance!

        Bound to the Battle God

      

      

      
        
        What about the other survivors they find later? I want to read that series!

        LAUREN’S BARBARIAN

        VERONICA’S DRAGON

        WILLA’S BEAST

      

        

      
        I want to read all of IPB again!

        Ice Planet Barbarians

        Barbarian Alien

        Barbarian Lover

        Barbarian Mine
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