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Bonus Chapter – Found By The Alien Fire Prince – Lindsey Devin 

 

I pressed myself against Bask’s back, absorbing the heat that radiated from his skin. It was 

second nature to accept this gift from him now. Second nature and really attractive that he 

could provide such care and protection to me—and he did it willingly. He always had.  

Right from the first moment I’d woken up in his arms, his focus had been on warming me, 

restoring me to health. 

I laughed softly as I rested my cheek against his shoulder, and he half turned his head 

toward me as he always did when we were moving through the snow but he wanted to hear my 

words. 

“What’s funny back there.” 

“Oh.” I stroked my hand over his hair, snagging my fingers gently in the ends. “I’m just 

remembering how angry I was when I first woke up to find you running your fire over me.” 

He shrugged. “You didn’t understand. It’s okay.” 

I lifted up as far as I could and kissed his neck, lingering against his warm skin. “I 

understand it all now.” I traced my tongue along one of the markings that disappeared into this 

clothing, grinning as it darkened under my attention, and I lowered my voice to a whisper. 

“And I like it.” 

“Kenna,” he grumbled. “We’re going to find a warm spring.” 

“I know.” I answered with fake casualness as I redirected my focus to touching his skin, 

brushing my fingertips over anywhere I could reach.  

“Then why are you distracting me?” His words rumbled from him, less a grumble now than 

a plea.  

“Surely you’re not this easy to distract, Your Majesty?” I dipped a finger beneath his collar, 

and his step faltered before he found his pace again.  

He matched his breaths to each stride across the landscape, and snow crunched beneath his 

feet. “I’ll make you walk,” he warned.  

“Would you really?” My tone held only idle curiosity. 

He blew out a sigh as I clung a little tighter, aligning our bodies completely. “No, I 

wouldn’t.”  

I could hear his smile.  

“You know I wouldn’t,” he confirmed even though I didn’t need to hear the words. 



I did know that, and I was completely secure in his love. Those early days when I was 

scared of the control of another male were a long way behind me. Bask was my mate in every 

single way, and I trusted him and his motives implicitly. Completely.  

“I wasn’t just scared of you, though. I mean, when I woke up that first time.” I stroked his 

cheek again, and he tilted his head. 

“You weren’t?” 

“I woke up feeling so horny.” I laughed. I’d just accidentally dosed myself—overdosed, 

really—with sex pheromone. “I was scared of what I might allow you to do to me.” 

“Really?” His voice deepened, the note almost dangerous as it vibrated along each of my 

nerves and stoked heat between my thighs. “And what would you allow me to do to you now?” 

“We’re going to find a warm spring.” It was my turn to remind him, and hopefully he 

couldn’t hear the slight strain in my voice.  

But of course he could—that much was evident in the way he laughed and the promise the 

sound held. “Are you still scared?” His question was so low I almost didn’t hear the words, but 

they tightened something deep inside me, and my breasts tingled. 

I shook my head. “No. Never.”  

He remained quiet for a few moments, and I watched the white drifts of snow as we passed 

by them. It was like being in a huge frigid desert. Every landmark was white. Bask used them to 

navigate just fine, but each peak and trough looked pretty much the same to me.  

Stars glittered in the dark night sky, but somehow the view of space didn’t seem as cold and 

distant as it had from Earth. I felt connected now, and comforted. Protected by a black sky that 

enclosed us like soft velvet.  

Bask slowed his steps then stopped. “We’re here,” he announced, and I peered over his 

shoulder, recognizing a thinner patch of ice only from the soft glow of one of the brashowt that 

both illuminated the spring and warmed it like some kind of natural heating system.  

I slid from Bask’s back, and he grasped my wrist, drawing me around him before pulling 

me against his front and dipping his head. Lifting onto my tiptoes, I met his kiss, parting my 

lips before his tongue even sought entrance to my mouth. 

He was gentle and thorough, and his hand at the small of my back both held me to him and 

treasured me.  

When he drew away, we both breathed deeper, our chests rising and falling at the heat and 

need that always seemed to flow between us. 

“Swim?” He motioned to the barely covered spring, and I nodded. 



“That’s why we came.” But a tiny thread of regret spiraled through me. It suddenly seemed 

a waste of a night when we had no other responsibilities. 

Akosua had chased us out of our home with promises that everything would be fine before 

she shut the door firmly and slid the bolt on the inside. Bask had laughed and lowered himself 

for me to climb onto his back, and here we were. 

Well, here I was, anyway. Aroused and about to go for a night swim. 

“Bask.” I whispered his name, and it was the sound of need. 

“Yes?” He sounded completely unaffected now as he lifted a curious eyebrow, but desire 

shimmered in his eyes, flickering and dancing like flame. He wanted the exact same as me. 

I placed a hand on his chest. “Did you really bring me here to swim?” 

A corner of his lips quirked, and looked out to the horizon, taking in a quick breath before 

he nodded. “What else?” He gave a slight lift of his shoulders. “Might catch some tuppress if I 

see any down there.” 

I nodded. “Huh.” Okay then.  

He nodded in return, his eyes still full of that desire he seemed to be ignoring, and he 

grinned after he pressed a horrifyingly chaste kiss to my lips and stepped back. “Let me melt 

some ice. Don’t get undressed while you wait—you could get too cold.” 

But his words sparked the first thoughts of a plan. Apparently, I needed to seduce my 

husband. “Why don’t you start a fire here as well? We can use it to warm up after we get out.” 

“I’ll warm you. Don’t worry.” He tossed the words over his shoulder as he bent and placed 

his palms on the thinner ice. 

I waited until he was smoothing the edges of the hole he’d created, rounding them so the 

ice didn’t scrape or cut me as I lowered myself into the water, before I started taking my clothes 

off. He had a point about not getting too cold—not that he’d ever allow that to happen—but he 

was rarely immune to the sight of me naked.  

My nipples hardened immediately in the cold air, but as I watched Bask work, I warmed in 

all the right places. His competence was very arousing. And he’d stripped his shirt off, so my 

gaze lingered on the way his muscles bunched and shifted. I had a very attractive husband. A 

totally devoted, very attractive husband, and I meant to show him just how much he meant to 

me and that I knew how lucky I was.  

“Bask?” 

He turned. “Oh, you’re ready. Come and get in before you get too cold.” He beckoned for 

me to join him.  



I toyed with the idea of sashaying seductively in his direction, but he was right. The air was 

cold and the water was warm. His skin was also warm, so I just needed to be next to him 

without delay.  

But he took off the remainder of his clothing while facing away and slipped into the water 

then turned to face me. “Hurry up, Kenna.” His smile softened his words, and he reached up 

to help me in.” 

I tried to slide against him as I entered the water, but he held himself back from me.  

“I think I will catch some tuppress after all,” he said and dove beneath the water in search 

of the giant, flying fish. 

I stayed at the surface for a moment before following him, but my limits were far shallower 

than his. I couldn’t dive as deep not hold my breath as long. Still, I could follow the small 

schools of fish as they darted between the long tendrils of water weed growing toward the 

surface.  

The brashowt heated the water, and later I floated on my back, as close to it as comfortable, 

watching the sky in the same way it turned its large eyes upward. Unless Bask cleared enough 

ice, the brashowt always had a view obscured by a thin layer of ice even it couldn’t quite melt, 

so Bask made a point always to allow it to see. That was probably his way off offering 

appreciation for the spring the brashowt created We’d enjoyed these heated pools before.  

I turned at a splash at the edge as Bask surfaced. He threw three tuppress onto the hard ice 

with enough force they were temporarily rendered senseless. He’d refined his technique from 

the days when he first caught them to keep us alive after we crash landed on Phyrria.  

Sometimes, I missed those days, when we just discovering each other, when we were alone. 

I missed having my husband all to myself. I hadn’t valued the time enough before. If I could 

do it over again, I’d have started our relationship differently. I laughed a little. Maye I’d have 

even let him warm me that first time I woke up. I’d wanted him to do so much more. But I’d 

been scared.  

After escaping James, the last thing I wanted was another man close enough to hurt me. 

But Bask would never hurt me. 

My gaze lingered on him as he strode from the edge of the pool, dragging the three tuppress 

behind him. He always killed them out of my view.  

As if he sensed me watching, he glanced over his shoulder. “I won’t be long,” he said.  

I nodded as my mind filled with ideas of how I might occupy his time after he climbed back 

into the spring with me, and my hand drifted to my breast to toy with my nipple. More than 

simply wanting Bask, I needed him. How long had it been since we’d taken the time to enjoy 



each other slowly? These days, everything was more rushed under the joint pressures of family 

and his increased responsibility as a king. 

But he was so much more whole, now, like a piece of him had been fixed when the warrior 

queens had revoked his exile.    

I drifted, closing my eyes, lost to sensation, and imagining Bask’s touch on me. Water filled 

my ears as I arched my back a little, offering more of my breast to my waiting hand. Then I 

gasped as a warm hand covered mine. Bask drew me to his chest and I opened my eyes to 

watch him through the kaleidoscope of water droplets gathered on my eyelashes. 

“What sweet temptation is this?” he murmured while his legs worked, treading water, as he 

lowered his head and captured my nipple in his mouth. His tongue swirled gently around it as 

he sucked, and he rolled his eyes to meet mine, allowing me a full view of the ferocity of his 

desire.  

Heat flooded to my core, and I drew in rapid breaths as I tangled my fingers into his wet 

hair, holding him to me, rubbing my thumb over one of the nubs on his head that would 

become a horn. 

He lost his concentration and bobbed lower for a moment then chuckled as he eased away. 

“Keep teasing me like that and I won’t stay afloat. I think this would be easier outside the 

spring.” He wrapped an arm around my waist and pressed me to him, his arousal jutting against 

me. “Will you let me make you ready for me, Kenna?” 

I nodded. He didn’t even need to touch me. I was so ready. My whole body hummed with 

readiness. “Yes, please.” 

He nodded, his eyes serious for a moment. “I’ve got something to show you.” 

“I think I’ve seen it before.” I teased my fingertips along the length of his cock and he 

closed his eyes, hissing out a breath.  

Then he grinned. “Oh, you’ve definitely seen it before, but it’s bigger and better now. Come 

with me.” He helped me out of the spring and collected our clothes from the pile we’d left 

them in before tucking me against his side as we walked farther from the warm water.  

I shivered a little as the cool air kissed against my exposed skin, and Bask ran his hand 

down my arm, flame flickering gently in his palm.  

We rounded a corner, and I laughed. “The snow cave?” I didn’t recognize much in this 

environment but that hole Glib and Vale had emerged from—right as Glib revealed every 

embarrassing word I’d just spoken to Bask—was forever burned into my memory. 

“New and improved,” Bask confirmed. 



I walked inside, peering into the old room where Vale and Glib had created little bunks 

with ice bricks surrounding each one for warmth and privacy—but Bask and I had never slept 

there. My skin heated with the memory that we’d preferred the common room floor, in front 

of the fire, although we’d been the ones melting the ice floor to slush with the heat of our 

desire.  

My nipples hardened again, and I half swallowed a moan. 

“Are you all right?” Bask’s gaze turned concerned.  

“I just really want you right now,” I whispered. 

He laughed. “Right now?” 

I nodded. “Right now,” I confirmed.  

“Hmm…” Thought brought a small crease between his eyebrows as he swung me into his 

arms. “We might have to do something about that then.”  

I traced one of the swirling marks that led from his neck onto his chest, and his nipple 

puckered as I grazed it.  

When he stopped moving, I looked up, expecting to see the small sitting room where we’d 

had quiet sex while his friends slept in the other part of the snow cave, but although the funny 

ice sofa was exactly as we’d left it, someone had constructed a full fireplace that currently 

boasted a roaring fire of Bask’s magic flame, and a real bed complete with luxurious furs had 

been installed in the corner.  

“Do you like it?”  

“Like it?” I turned back to the room to take it all in again before focusing on Bask once 

more.  

He looked uncertain, his lips twisted to the side as he studied my face, and I lifted my hand 

to his cheek. He leaned into my touch. 

“I love it. Thank you.” 

He smiled then and walked us to the bed. “Want to try it out?”  

I laughed as he laid me on the furs and drew others lightly across me. “I’m not sure I’ve 

ever wanted anything more than you, right here, right now.” 

He climbed onto the bed beside me, and I reached out and brushed his heavy cock as it 

bobbed in front of him.  

“Looks like you might feel the same.” 

He grinned and it was almost shy. “Kenna?” 

“Hmm?” I ran my thumb over the tip of his cock, focused on the bead of precum as I 

smeared it across his soft skin.  



He inhaled sharply, and I looked at him, taking in his closed eyes as he pressed himself 

toward me—an offering. Maybe a wish for me to grasp him, to stroke him. 

“Will you kiss me?” He didn’t even open his eyes, and my lips twitched.  

Kiss him… Bask didn’t mean on his mouth. He hadn’t been at all sure the first time I 

sucked his cock, but he’d enjoyed it—almost in spite of himself. 

I resisted the urge to snap my teeth together because watching such a big man ask for 

something he wanted but was still uncertain about flooded me with love for him. 

I leaned forward and pressed my lips to his upper thigh. The large muscle twitched under 

my mouth, and his hand rested on my head.  

“Here?” I whispered. Then I kissed a little higher, just below his balls. “Here?”  

A groan rumbled through his chest, and I chanced a quick flick of my tongue over his 

ballsack. “Here, maybe?” 

His fingers tightened in my hair, and I lifted myself higher so I could reach him while he 

kneeled in front of me. I kissed the base of his shaft, and he moaned softly before I trailed my 

lips up, not breaking the contact but not giving him anymore than that. 

“Please, Kenna.” He exhaled the words as I reached the head, and I closed my mouth 

around him, giving him what he wanted…  

What I wanted to give him.   

He groaned as I bobbed my head, taking him deeper on each pass, using my tongue against 

his shaft, using my hands to cup his balls.  

He tugged softly on my hair. “Only you, Kenna, only you.” Then he repeated my name 

until it became a litany, and he moved against me, with me, setting a rhythm. 

He was hot in my mouth, and I loved it. This strong man who used every part of himself 

and his body to care for me, totally at my mercy as I kissed him in the most intimate way. 

“Kenna.” He ground my name out and held himself still. 

“Mm?” 

He shuddered as I hummed against him. “I want to touch you. I want to be inside you. Will 

you share your body with me?” 

I released him with a pop and his cock sprang back to bump gently against his abs. Shit, his 

questions had made me wet for him. And I answered the only way I could. 

“Yes. Any time and every time. All the ways you want, Bask. I love you.” 

He grinned as he pressed me to lie down then lay next to me. His mouth was so soft on 

mine. Soft yet demanding and completely in control as he took everything he wanted. He 



possessed me with his tongue and he skimmed a hand over my breasts and down to my hip, 

and I parted my legs for him. I was ready, and I was greedy for his touch. 

I tangled my hands into his hair, running my fingers over his emerging horns, stroking them, 

and he gasped into my mouth as his hips pressed forward.  

“Only for you, Kenna.” 

And I grinned as the horns filled my lightly clenched fists, the smooth surfaces warm and 

hard as I stroked them. They grew longer and he gasped again.  

I widened my legs and his cock nudged against me.  

He sighed against my neck as he probed my entrance. “I’ve missed you, Kenna. Us. This.” 

The fire crackled a little in the background, and I arched toward him. 

“Let’s do it more often then.” 

He pressed his mouth against mine and wrapped an arm around my back as he thrust 

himself inside me, the motion fluid and hard as he took me as his. I sucked on his tongue, and 

breathed his breath as he began to move drawing his cock in and out of my body, brushing it 

over me in ways that made me tingle and gasp.  

I moved my hands from his horns, to his cheeks and his shoulders, then to his ass, so I 

could press him harder, pushing him deeper inside me. It would never be enough. His rhythm 

changed, growing quicker, more urgent, and he thrust quickly with his tongue, too, owning me 

and possessing me completely. 

I surrendered to him as desire tightened my body around him and his cock seemed to 

swell, filling me completely and stretching me to accommodate him. 

Then it was all too much. I couldn’t breathe and my body was wound as tight as it would go. 

I hung for a moment, chasing that feeling of completeness before everything released and I 

pulsed around Bask’s shaft, and he groaned my name as he pressed into me one last time, 

fighting my tightening body to reach his goal. 

After his release, he didn’t withdraw but rested lightly on me as he kissed along my jaw, 

peppering his soft nibbles with words of appreciation that heated my skin. Surely no one could 

think I was so perfect? 

But he did. I knew he did because I felt the exact same way about him. When he kissed me 

again, taking my mouth long and slow, I offered all of myself to him in my kiss.  

There would never be anyone else for me. Never really had been. I just hadn’t known it.  

I ran my hands over his warm skin and met his gaze as he broke the kiss. 

“Happy?” he asked. 

I nodded. “When I’m with you, always. But if we could just try that last part again…?” 



He laughed and kissed me, still hard inside me. “We can try anything you like, as often as 

you like.” 

We stayed awake most of the night, trying everything we hadn’t had time for in recent 

months, finally falling asleep hand in hand, legs entwined, in a nest of the furs, Bask’s warm 

body really all I needed. His heartbeat calmed me I rested my ear against his chest. 

But I woke with a start, my first thought on my babies as Bask prepared a familiar meal of 

tuppress for us.  

“Relax.” He stood up from the fireplace and walked toward me, already knowing what I was 

thinking. “Akosua had already planned to stay the night.” 

“She did?” My skin heated a little at the idea our friend knew exactly what we were doing 

on our evening trip to a warm spring. 

He met my gaze, grinned, and shrugged. “She’ll stay the whole week if we need her to.” 

Then he reached for me and drew me into his arms. 

Maybe not even a week of this would be enough. 

 


