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Chapter 1



The bartender eyed him suspiciously as Kalien slipped on the barstool. 

“Something I can get you?”

Kalien thought about it. He had plans for later that evening, but they were for later. He had time, so he might as well order something since his expected company wasn’t there yet.

“How about Aurelian juice?”

The bartender nodded. “Coming right up.”

The glass filled with slightly blue liquid, materialized in front of him in a matter of seconds. Kalien took a sip. It had a nice, crisp, slightly bitter taste to it. His raised his eyebrows, then nodded at the bartender.

The drink was good. He shouldn’t have been surprised, despite the fact that the place looked like another low dive in a crowded spaceport. After all, he was here to meet someone, and that someone was notoriously picky about her drinks.

“Haven’t seen you here before,” the bartender added in an offhanded way, busily wiping the bar.

“I haven’t been here before.”

Not that Kalien was a stranger to bars. It’s just that he usually frequented the worst ones. 


“Oh?” The bartender’s tone managed to convey polite inquiry. Kalien smiled into his drink. “I’m meeting someone.”

The guy appeared to be satisfied with that. He retreated into the shadows behind the counter, and Kalien returned to his drink.

“Well, well, look who we have here.”

Kalien froze. He knew that voice and wasn’t overjoyed with hearing it again. He had promised his partner that he wouldn’t get into trouble tonight. Governor Carver took a dim view of that, and damn it, he had plans for tonight. They didn’t include a free-for-all fight and eluding a planet’s security force. With a sigh, Kalien set his drink down and turned to face his opponent.

“Not again.”

“Surprised to see me?”

Rand grinned at Kalien, showing all his teeth in a manner that he undoubtedly believed was menacing. His two friends, thugs by the looks of them, were busy leering at Kalien. Neither of them appeared to pay any attention to the bartender, who, Kalien observed from the corner of his eye, was reaching for something under the counter, and he would bet it wasn’t another wiping rag. The buzz of conversation had quieted down. He would bet that every eye in the room was trained on them, no doubt anticipating some late-night fun.

He smiled back. “I beat you last time. Why do you think this is gonna be different?”

“Ah, but your lover isn’t here this time.”

That much was true. But Rand was assuming Kalien was helpless on his own, which was decidedly not true, and Damian would probably have found them if Kalien ended up hurt. And Damian was dangerous.

“No, but I am.” The voice came from behind his back. It was silky and caressing. Kalien smiled, his muscles relaxing. He knew that voice, too.

Rand didn’t. But he wasn’t stupid enough to miss out on all that menace neatly packaged into the five-foot-ten body in its don’t-mess-with-me leather gear. It was actually a rather nice body, Kalien mused, if one were able to look past the badass attitude. Alana preferred it the other way.

Rand scowled at her.

“Who the hell are you?”

The heat on his back and the scent of hot sand, which he learned to associate with his friend, told him Alana was now standing right behind him. She nuzzled his neck, her arms wrapping around him. A gust of hot air teased his collarbone. Kalien shivered. He was pretty sure Alana hadn’t been aiming for that kind of reaction. He leaned into her, not taking his eyes off of Rand and his cohorts.

“His girlfriend.” 

“Really? I thought he had a boyfriend.”

Rand’s tone was nasty, and he looked smug, no doubt hoping to make some trouble for Kalien. Kalien winced. He wasn’t good at diffusing situations. That was more Damian’s forte. Kalien arched his eyebrow at Rand, trying to look casual, but stayed ready. This confrontation wasn’t over yet, and it could turn ugly in a moment.

Alana’s hand came to rest on his thigh suggestively. It didn’t help Kalien’s concentration any. Alana was putting on the show.

“He does. I have them both,” she purred, plastering herself all over Kalien.

Rand’s smile slipped then all the color drained from his face, and he backed up a step. Alana must have smiled, baring her teeth. She had once said to Kalien, “Nothing like a mouthful of fangs to make a man change his opinion.” And she meant it in more ways than one. Privately, Kalien thought her taste in men sucked. Kalien had more than one erotic dream featuring those fangs nibbling at his skin. 

Shaking his head, he turned around to face her. Rand and his friends were hastily backing away from the scene. Alana seated herself on the stool next to him and waved to the bartender.

“You are incorrigible.” 

“Thanks. I try,” she said in a dry voice. The soft gray leather she wore molded to her body like a second skin. Kalien watched it tighten when she leaned over to pick up her drinks.

“Why do you always get in this kind of situation? Where someone is hell-bent on thrashing you?” 

Kalien gave a sheepish shrug. 

“It’s a talent.”

“And it’s one you have in abundance. Try to curb it a little, will you? I like this place. I don’t want to end up banned from it.”

She sipped at her drink and sighed in appreciation. The bartender winked at her. Kalien rolled his eyes. It was not like she was one to talk. They had met in a tavern when some idiots concluded that Alana was a safe target to pick. Needless to say, Alana quickly disabused them of that notion. Kalien watched with stunned disbelief then with growing respect as she wiped the floor with them. He joined her for a drink. Alana was wary at first, but she thawed quickly. As she had said, she had to admire the balls of a man who would flirt with a woman who just beat the hell out of two bigger and stronger males.

Like he and Damian, Alana was a mercenary. A rather good and dangerous one, actually. They found out they had quite a lot of shared interests. For instance, they both adored the same so-called Ginsaku plays. Kalien loved them. Damian was totally uninterested in them, which was why he and Alana usually ended up going to them together.

Now they were meeting whenever they happened to be in the same spaceport at the same time. Alana was the one who called him for this one, actually. She had tickets for a play at one of their favorite theaters.

Alana was Andraxi, one of the most infamous predatory races. Half-Andraxi, actually. She never said what the other half was, although Kalien had his suspicions. She had a long, lean body, with pale, milky skin and shoulder-length hair that was an
unusual gray color. She was Andraxi trained, which meant that even Kalien couldn’t always beat her in a fight. Why she wasn’t with Andraxi Fleet was another question altogether. She had once confessed to Kalien that she needed to prove herself. She was only half-Andraxi, and they considered every other race below them. They didn’t think she could possibly be as good as they. Alana set out to prove they were wrong. 

Alana took another swallow of her drink, licking her lips when she was done, her fangs peeking out beneath full lips. They weren’t so noticeable, being smaller than the usual Andraxi’s, probably because of her mixed blood. Kalien had many fantasies about those fangs nipping on his skin. He sighed, bringing his glass to his lips. Admittedly, he had the hots for Alana for an awfully long time. Hell, who could blame him? He let out a long-suffering sigh. He didn’t know who would kill him first if he acted on that impulse, she or Damian. For Kalien, sex wasn’t complicated. It was supposed to be fun. He certainly wouldn’t mind having them both at the same time. He shifted to accommodate the growing length between his legs. He was painfully hard in seconds, just thinking about Alana covered only with Damian’s deep red hair. He hastily swallowed his drink. No need to go there now. 

“I see that Damian let you go alone.”

Alana was always polite enough to include his partner in whatever invitation she sent his way. 

Kalien bristled. “You say that like I need a babysitter.” 

He could have sworn she was laughing at him. “Occasionally, you do. Witness what almost happened tonight.”

“That wasn’t my fault!”

Kalien hesitated before murmuring in his drink, “And he knew I was going to meet with you.”

In other words, Damian did think he needed a babysitter. Damian also wasn’t exactly pleased to hear whom he was meeting. Kalien wouldn’t have risked his relationship with a lie like that, but he never actually got around to telling his lover how he felt about Alana,
which
was good since Damian and Alana hadn’t really hit it off. Actually, they were usually at each other’s throats, which was why he didn’t pressure Damian into accompanying him tonight.

Somewhat wistfully, he stared at his drink. He was probably never going to act on those fantasies of his. His brain knew it. His cock, though, refused to receive the message. 

“We should go, then.” Alana nodded at the bartender, not bothering to put credits on the counter, which probably meant they knew her here. The alien just nodded, his gaze encompassing Kalien, too. He slid off his seat, ready to follow her. 

“Lead on.”

















Chapter 2



“That play was awesome.”

Once the show was over, they both headed back to the spaceport, where both their ships resided. It was an interesting play, and they had both enjoyed the evening so much that neither of them was willing to call it a night. They decided to have a drink, but Alana refused to follow him to another bar. Kalien winced and offered a compromise, which was why they were now sitting in the living chambers of Kalien’s and Damian’s ship, Red Star. 

Alana stretched with fluid, catlike movements, settling herself more comfortably on the couch. She pushed a stray lock of hair back behind her ear and eyed her half-filled glass. In the dim light of the room, it looked golden and translucent.

“Yeah, thanks for going out with me.”

“Are you kidding?” Kalien flopped down on the couch next to her. “I enjoyed that. God, I can’t possibly go to sleep right now.” 

“Me, either. Do you think...” Her voice trailed off.

“Hmm?” Kalien turned his head to see what was wrong.

Damian was leaning on the doorframe, a big, menacing presence. Kalien blinked. It looked like his partner was pissed off big time. The trouble was he didn’t know what caused this. Damian wasn’t in the best mood when he left, but certainly it wasn’t this black.

“Damian,” he said, surprise obvious in his tone.

“I see you two are enjoying yourselves.” He sounded sullen. He ignored Kalien totally, instead crossing his gaze with Alana’s.

“Something like that.” Alana raised one pale eyebrow at him. “Want to join us?” Her voice was awfully sweet. 

His good mood evaporating, Kalien sighed. Great. Fucking great. Did they always have to bait each other this way?

Damian slowly removed himself from the frame and crossed into the room. “Why not?”

That was surprising. He expected Damian to exchange a couple of scathing retorts with Alana and go away.

What was not so surprising, Kalien noted with annoyance, was that Damian went to stand just behind him. He pushed his hand into Kalien’s open collar and started massaging his neck. 

Alana leaned back into the couch, watching them both intently. Her lips paused on the rim of her glass.

Suddenly uncomfortable, Kalien shifted. 

“Stop that.”

“Why? Think your friend would mind?” 

Damian’s grip tightened until it became painful. Frowning, Kalien tried to get away, but Damian was having none of it.

“I mind,” Kalien hissed through clenched teeth. 

Damian was still staring at Alana.

“Do you really?” He eased over the couch to kiss Kalien. His fingers clawed at Kalien’s skin until his head tipped and his mouth opened under Damian’s. There was nothing gentle or loving in that kiss. Kalien moaned into Damian’s mouth, desire punching into his belly. He jerked back, pulling out from Damian’s grip.

“I said stop it, and I meant it.”

He glanced at Alana, but his friend appeared unperturbed. 

“You are jealous.”

Damian snorted, leaning on the back of the couch.

“What, are you going to tell me you don’t want to fuck him?” 

Kalien’s cheeks heated in embarrassment.

Alana gave him a thoughtful once-over. She pursed her lips. “You are right about that. I certainly do.”

Kalien’s head snapped up. She did?

“But,” Alana continued, seemingly unaware of his reaction and still smiling, “I also want to fuck you, too, and watch you two fucking each other.”

Kalien’s mouth went suddenly dry. After the erotic images that were plaguing him off and on during the whole evening, that one sentence was enough to kick his arousal into overdrive. Alana had never said something like that. They are both mine. That was what she had said in the bar to Rand while practically groping him in front of everyone. But that was just to make Rand back down. Wasn’t it? Or had she really thought that?

Next to him, Damian moved a little, drawing his attention. His jaw dropped in shock. 

His lover’s breathing was slightly accelerated, and his fingers were digging into the couch’s back cover. It wasn’t that obvious for someone who didn’t know him well. Damian prided himself on his self-control, his every movement carefully executed. His lips curved in a wicked smile. Now who would have thought that?

“Hey,” he said in a soft voice. Damian turned his head to look at him. Kalien rose on his knees so he could put one hand on the back of his neck, pulling him close enough for a kiss. Their breaths mingled. He inhaled Damian’s scent before crushing his mouth against Damian’s. He didn’t hurry, though, letting himself linger on those sweet lips. His tongue slipped in, exploring Damian’s mouth. It was a familiar taste, one that never failed to make him want for more. However, this time he was acutely aware of Alana’s presence next to them. He savored the kiss, prolonging it deliberately.

They were both breathless when Kalien finally broke the kiss. Kalien caressed his lover’s neck.

“Looks like you were keeping secrets from me,” he murmured against Damian’s lips. Damian looked stunned as he stared at Kalien. Kalien smiled. And lunged for him.

Since there was a couch between them, Kalien was somewhat at a disadvantage. But Damian didn’t expect an attack, so his reaction was somewhat slower. They were both trained to fight, and it wasn’t the first time they went one against the other. Kalien evaded Damian’s grip and then pulled him forward, causing Damian to lose his balance. It was sudden and quick. It ended with Damian sprawled on the couch and Kalien standing at the foot of it, above Damian’s head, pinning his wrists on either side of his head.

Alana had gotten up on her knees but otherwise avoided getting into their fight. Now, however, Kalien called to her.

“Alana. Hold him, please.”

He glanced up to see if she was going to obey him. She did. She climbed over Damian, straddling his legs and using her whole weight to hold him still. His heartbeat sped up. This evening promised to end on a much more pleasant note than it started. 

“What now?” Alana’s speculative gaze rested on Damian. He knew what she saw. A strong, lean body with long limbs and muscles obvious under the dark suit. Strands of dark hair, dampened with sweat, escaped the prison of his long braid during the fight. They were plastered to his neck, and his green eyes glittered dangerously. 

“You are asking me? I thought you were dominant.” 

“I am, but you know him better.” 

“Hmm.” Kalien looked at Damian. 

“Let go of me!” Damian twisted, trying to shake them off.

Kalien’s eyes narrowed. 

“No. You deserve it. Every time Alana is with us, you just can’t keep your hands off of me. Hell, I think you have done everything short of fucking me in front of her.”

“You are mine, no sharing.” 

“Really? How come you are hard as a rock if you were only teasing before?”

Damian’s lips tightened.

“Alana. Strip him.” 

He watched as Alana unbuckled Damian’s belt then tugged his pants down his hips. As usual, Damian wasn’t wearing anything under them. His cock sprang free, angry and red. Kalien licked his lips. It was unusual for Damian to get this hard so early in the game. How long had he wanted this? He watched as Alana’s palm swept down the rigid length. Damian moaned, hips bucking upward. Kalien pressed his wrists back into the couch. 

“Well?” 

Alana was letting him lead. That excited him. Damian was his only lover for years, and Damian disliked taking orders, especially in bed. Kalien usually had to coax him into doing what he wanted. Now, Damian was at his mercy. He spread his legs more to accommodate the growing length in his pants, thinking about the available options.

“I want him to come, but I don’t think it’s a good idea to let him fuck you.” 

Alana cocked her head. “He is probably going to bolt as soon as we release him.” Her fingers idly played on Damian’s flushed skin. Her feathery touches must have been driving his lover crazy. “But if I get on top…” 

Now that was an intriguing possibility. Still, it wasn’t very practical. He shook his head regretfully. 

“No. Alana, you didn’t have any foreplay. In case you didn’t notice,” he said, sparing a glance at Damian’s erect cock, “he is very big. He is going to hurt you, and I am not going to be able to stop him. Not in this position.” 

“I am going to hurt the both of you!” Damian snapped. 

“Is that a promise?” Alana asked, her tone suggestive. Both men looked at her.

Kalien had to grin. “Don’t tell me. You like pain.” 

Alana shrugged. 

“How did I end up with both of you?” Kalien muttered to himself in mock exasperation. He looked down at his lover to see what effect Alana’s proclamation had on him. “Never mind that. I think you are going to have to suck him. After that, we let him go, and then we’ll see.” He grinned at Damian, who was suspiciously quiet. 

Alana blinked. “You want me to go down on him?” She sounded odd. Kalien glanced up.

“You don’t want it?”

“I didn’t say that. It’s just that…I haven’t done it before. My previous lovers were reluctant to allow me…” She grimaced. “Or my fangs, to be precise.” 

The cock in her hand jumped. Kalien tightly smiled.

“Be careful and don’t hurt him, then.” He paused. “Much.”



* * * *

 

Lowering her head down, Alana glanced at Kalien. 

“Oh. Right. Did I mention Damian also likes pain?”

Damian squeezed his eyes shut. He should have expected Kalien to say something like that. Wet lips closed around his cock. He could feel silver hardness. Her fangs rubbed against the sensitive head of his dick. Her slippery tongue played on his damp skin. His back arched, pushing into that heavenly mouth. 

“Shh. Careful. Be still,” Kalien warned him. “Fangs, remember? We don’t want to damage you. I have some other plans for the three of us.”

His head was inches away from Damian’s, his hair falling down on Damian’s shoulders.

“I can’t believe you are letting her do this to me,” Damian whispered, his voice catching. His lover shrugged.

“Why not? I get to watch you come.” 

His words and Alana’s lips had Damian arching in their grip. 

“Relax.” 

“I can’t!” 

Kalien cocked his head to watch. “She is good. Do you think she lied about her experience?”

Pinned under their weight, Damian fought overwhelming heat. Kalien, with his legs pulled apart and the bulge in his pants inches above Damian’s, wasn’t a comforting sight, and Alana…His pleasure-riddled brain refused to think. 

“Don’t lick him, just suck. He is much more sensitive to that,” Kalien’s voice instructed, coming through his pleasurable haze.

What?

Alana obeyed. 

Fuck!

He must have said that aloud because Kalien smiled at him. “Not just yet.”

Damian was clearly fighting a losing battle. Kalien loved to watch him this way, an inch from total surrender. His control shattered, and he came, his body going slack in Kalien’s arms.

Kalien gripped his wrists tighter, acutely aware of the moment when his lover finished. He sunk into the couch, sweating and breathing hard. Kalien leaned down to kiss him. Damian’s lips opened without resistance. He moaned.



* * * *



Alana wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, watching Kalien kiss Damian before releasing him. Taking that as a signal, she shifted, moving between his legs to let him get up. Damian sat up slowly, his movement sluggish from recent pleasure. He was still wearing his shirt, although now it was damp from sweat and plastered over his chest, mirroring every muscle under it.

She didn’t see Damian move. Suddenly, he was at her side, his powerful body leaning into her, trapping her between him and the couch.

Damian’s eyes narrowed.

“Kalien!”

Kalien chuckled, lifting Alana on his lap, kissing her hungrily, his erection pressing into her ass. She yelped. 

“Don’t worry. I’ll let you watch.”

Her insides clenched as her blood heated with anticipation.

The entire ship rocked, almost throwing them all on the floor. Alana swiftly turned, reaching for her discarded weapons. She knew cannon blasts when she heard them.

“Whoever it is, their timing sucks!” Kalien shouted. Another hit shook the ship. Damian was already out of the door, zipping up his pants. Alana followed. Kalien, too.

Soon enough they were on the bridge, alarm lights flashing over their faces. 

“Who did you piss off?” Alana shouted, taking position next to Damian. His fingers flew over the console. “Whoever they are, they are packing some serious power.”

“Yeah, no kidding,” Kalien replied. “Shields are still holding up, but it won’t last long.”

“I have got a visual—Shit,” Alana cursed aloud. Damian followed her gaze. “Governor Carver Security.”

They exchanged looks.

“Can you lift it?”

Damian nodded, and Alana watched him adjust commands on the console. The ship mewled, creaked, and then moved.

“Accelerating. They are following.”

“Just get us out of the atmosphere. They won’t come further.”

















Chapter 3



It was hours later when Kalien, who was in the pilot’s chair, announced in a strained voice, “We are clear.” Alana glanced at him, then let herself relax, stretching her arms above her head.

“That was close,” she commented. She caught Damian’s glance. They both looked at Kalien.

He gave them an innocent gaze. “What?”

Damian wasn’t amused by that, either, Alana noted. She pointed her finger at Kalien. 

“You have to be more careful, Kalien.” 

“Me?” Kalien sounded offended. She heard Damian snort. 

“They could have come for you, you know,” Kalien said, the picture of wounded innocence.

“What, on Red Star?” Alana asked, raising her eyebrows. “I don’t think so.”

Kalien crossed his arms over his chest. 

“Fine, fine! Not for you, but they would come for Damian.” 

“Damian wouldn’t be so stupid to get on Governor Carver’s bad side.” 

“And I would?”

“You would.” This from Damian. 

“I would not!” Kalien protested then shrunk back when they both glared at him. 

He smiled sheepishly. Alana rolled her eyes. She didn’t know what he did, but it was obvious that he did do something. Something bad.

Knowing Kalien, it was probably something fun, too. She turned to Damian.

“Perhaps we should strangle him.” 

“It crossed my mind more than a few times.” 

“You sure you love him?”

Damian inspected the damage on his console. “Sorry,” he replied absently, “can’t get rid of it.”

“Hey!” Kalien protested. “Knock it off, you two.” 

“Kalien, what possessed you to go and do something that would anger Carver? You know as well as I do that Cetra is one of few places where we are safe. They won’t hand us over, no matter how much money they are offered. If I recall correctly, you happen to be worth some serious money to law enforcement on some planets.”

“I didn’t do it on purpose.” 

“You never do.” 

Kalien huffed. “We got away, didn’t we?”

“That is not the point. I can placate Carver, but probably not right away. In the meantime, what’s Alana supposed to do? Her ship and all her stuff is there. And no,” he added before his lover could say anything, “we are not getting back.”

“She could stay with us?” Kalien offered.

“Thanks, Kalien. But,” Alana cocked her head and gave him a bemused glance, continuing, “I thought this was Damian’s ship?”

Kalien grinned at her. 

“Yeah, but you just helped save it. Besides,” he said, leering at Damian, “I do sleep with its owner. Should be useful for something.” 

He stood up and strode over to Damian’s chair. He clasped his lover’s shoulder.

“Come on, Damian. You enjoyed it.”

His voice dropped suggestively. Alana shivered. She raised one shoulder, the movement obviously catching Damian’s glance. Unwavering, his green gaze studied her. Something flickered in those green depths, pulling at something deep inside her.

“Yeah. I most certainly enjoyed it.”

He shrugged his lover’s hand off and turned to his console. 

“Go on and play, then. I’ll catch you later.”



* * * *



Kalien led Alana back to their living quarters. She absently noticed that the rest was nice. Very nice, actually. Someone had expensive taste. They went past the living room to the ones designed for the ship’s crew.

Alana plucked at her suit and grimaced with distaste. The adrenaline-packed fight had taken its toll. She stank.

“Can I shower first?”

“Can I join you?”

Alana folded her arms. “No.”

Kalien grinned. 

“Spoilsport. Fine. Have it your way.” He leaned in for a kiss, his breath tickling her skin. Her lips parted. His tongue bathed her fangs. She shuddered. He backed off. 

“I will wait for you in bed. Bath is here.” He opened the door on his right side and left.

Alana followed him with her gaze until he disappeared. Damn, but that man had one very fine ass. She shook her head and stepped into the bath. Once inside, she quickly stripped and entered the shower. Cold water wrapped over her, cooling her bruises and wiping down the sweat. She raised her head toward the spray and let it slide down her body. She felt better once she was clean. With a sigh of relief, she turned the taps off. She winced when her bare feet landed on the cool tiles. There was a cabinet directly above her head. She opened the doors and rummaged through it. There were big, fluffy towels neatly folded inside. She grabbed one and ferociously rubbed herself off until she was completely dry. She eyed it with distaste. After some quick thinking, she tossed it aside and reached for another one. It was true that she didn’t plan to wear it very long,
but still… 

A flash of color caught her eye. Under the towels were two robes, one atop the other. Curious, Alana unwrapped them both. One was red, the other one silver. Alana draped the first one over herself and sighed in contentment. Silk hummed over her body. It was a nice feeling. 

“Are you done yet?”

She rolled her eyes. Patience obviously wasn’t Kalien’s strong suit.

Not that she complained. It was nice to be wanted.

“I am coming!”

She left the bathroom and cursed. She had no idea where to go. She hadn’t exactly paid attention when Kalien led her here. She would have to memorize the layout soon. 

“Alana!” Kalien’s voice called.

Oh, yeah, a handsome, naked male was waiting for her. She found out where the voice was coming from and followed it. She hadn’t been raised with the famous hunting race, Andraxi, for nothing.

Gloriously naked, Kalien lay sprawled over a huge bed. Her gaze skimmed over his toned, muscled chest, narrow hips, very nice cock he was absently fisting, and long legs. She licked her lips. Nice. And that bed was big enough for…Alana blinked. Her jaw fell open. 

It was a monstrously big bed. 

Kalien rose up on his elbows, his golden hair trailing behind him on emerald-green pillows. He obviously knew what she was thinking, as his next words proved.

“Like it? I tricked Damian into buying it,” he said smugly.

Alana made a mental note to ask Damian what the hell he was thinking. 

The heat in Kalien’s eyes was inviting. “Come here.”

She climbed up, shuddering when silk whispered against her skin.

Kalien reached to grab her wrist and pull her onto him. His dick pressed into her belly. He was smiling.

“It’s big enough to hold all three of us.” 

It was big enough for an orgy. Two orgies. Kalien’s body pressed against her, demanded all her attention. Rational thoughts evaporated. 

“Why? You have some plans along that line?”

The expression on his face was feral. “I most definitely do.”

Kalien raised her chin to kiss her, kissing her hungrily. It was reminiscent of the way Damian had kissed him for the first time that evening. Her stomach fluttered. She could recognize possessiveness when she saw it. And especially when it was aimed at her. Breath left her lungs in a rush. Kalien’s hand stroked her leg, inching its way under silk. 

“You are wearing my robe.” 

Alana blinked at him. “Yours?”

His lips slid down to caress her neck. His tongue pressed against her pulse point. “The other one is Damian’s.” 

An image of two men, one wearing red, the other silver silk, with their hair loose and spilling on emerald-green sheets, seared her brain. Alana groaned. It was simply too much. 

Kalien’s hand parted her robe and closed over one breast. Warm fingers circled and tugged, exploring her. Well, if we are going to play that way…Alana let the robe fall down her shoulders. 

His gaze went down, leaving a trail of fire down her body. She watched with satisfaction as his eyes widened in shock. “You are...” 

Alana smiled, pleased with his reaction. “I am only half-Andraxi, remember?” Her tongue sneaked past her lips. She shifted over him, giving him a nice, unobstructed view. She may not have big breasts, but she was damn proud of what she did have. Senhani females, a lesser-known race known for its hedonistic approach to life, had one distinctive trait. One of their breasts was slightly smaller than the other. That one had a purple nipple.

Kalien’s mouth closed over the other one, but his gaze remained locked on that one. 

Alana lifted her hand and touched it. Kalien sucked harder
then suddenly left her and toppled backward, pulling her on top. 

Alana settled, straddling his waist. His shaft found his way between her legs and pushed forth. Alana leaned over him, feeling him parting her damp folds. 

“Good and deep,” murmured Kalien beneath her, rolling his hips. “You are more than ready.” 

She panted, struggling to accommodate his length. He felt good inside her. Her pussy greedily sucked him in. She lifted just to sink back again. “After that play with Damian? Are you kidding?” 

He laughed then his hands went from her waist to settle on her breasts. Her nipples peaked into his palms. His fingers dug into the soft mounds. He squeezed gently. Both her nipples, one still damp from his sucking, eagerly welcomed his attention. Kalien’s gaze fastened on them. She rocked, only to discover that he had raised one leg and bent it at the knee, effectively trapping her. She could still move, but it wasn’t enough, not for the need coursing through her body. She growled, hair falling over her face. Kalien only smiled.

“You will have to ask me nicely,” he said, pinching one nipple. Delicious pain bit into her flesh. Her eyes narrowed. He gently massaged her other breast, making her clench in anticipation, but didn’t do anything more.

Oh, hell. She could kill him later.

“Kalien, please.” 

“Please, what?”

Alana’s fist found and wrapped into strands of golden hair spilled over the pillows. She tugged at them. 

“Please fuck me.”

His teeth flashed. He snarled, raising his hips and slamming into her mercilessly.

“Yes,” she hissed, ferocious pleasure shooting up her spine. Her thighs clenched, heat exploding in her belly. She heard Kalien’s gasp and felt him arch and tense under her.

They shouted and came together. 

 

* * * *



Dressed and showered again, Alana went in search of Damian. They needed to talk.

Her body was still pleasantly sore. She ignored it. She was going to need all her wits for the upcoming conversation.

And after that conversation, well, it was not to say that she wouldn’t be satisfied if it was only Kalien sharing her bed. But if there was a possibility Damian could join them, she was certainly not going to miss it.

She grinned to herself. Maybe there was more Senhani in her, after all. She found out that she didn’t have any problems lusting after two men simultaneously. Two men that were involved, at that.

And it seemed she wasn’t the only one prepared to use the situation they found themselves in to the maximum.

She found Damian, still on the bridge. He appeared absorbed in whatever he was doing. Alana glanced at the monitor. Things seemed to be under control, or well on their way to it. She dropped into the chair next to him. Red Star was a fabulous ship, and both Damian and Kalien were very good at what they were doing. 

“What’s our status?” she asked, lounging negligently.

Damian barely glanced at her. “No pursuers...for now.” His gaze flicked over her. She smiled. She had no doubt what he was thinking about.

Her hand dropped on her thigh. 

“Do you really mind sharing Kalien that much?”

A cool smile stretched his lips. 

“What, now you are asking me? Don’t you think it’s a little...late?”

She answered it with one of her own. 

“Ah, but I am still asking you.”

Damian snorted. He turned in his chair to face her. He raised one booted foot to rest on the knee of his other leg. The black clothes he wore were plastered against him.

Alana felt a small twitch low in her belly.

“Did Kalien ever tell you how the two of us met?” 

Now that was an unexpected comment. She frowned. 

“He told me it was on a shared assignment.” 

Damian chuckled. “It was. When he got me into that contract, he promised he wouldn’t try to get me into his bed. You see, he was chasing me for some time before. It was a good job, so I took him at his word.” His tone was rueful.

“Let me guess. He lied.” Alana wasn’t surprised. She would. 

Damian cleared his throat. He suddenly blushed. “Actually, no. Not really.” 

“How do you mean that?”

“He, ah, failed to mention the fact that there are many places on this ship...that are not a bed.” She incomprehensively stared at him. Then what he said finally sunk in. She blinked, surprised at the immediate surge of lust that accompanied that image.

“Well, well. Took him a bit literally, did you? And how had that slipped your notice?”

It was the stroke of a genius. Get close to your prey. Lull it into sense of false security. Pounce. She must remember to congratulate Kalien later. She planned to be as sneaky and ruthless in getting Damian into her own bed.

Damian grimaced, apparently unaware of her train of thought. 

“I assure you, it did. It didn’t occur to me up until the point Kalien had me in his hands, literally and figuratively.” 

“Oh.”

“When we completed that contract, the bed was the only place where we hadn’t done that.”

Yep. That sounded like Kalien, all right. Alana’s gaze shot to the console. She raised a speculative eyebrow at Damian. He sighed. “Yes, that, too.”

She allowed herself a smile. 

“Right there, hmm? I would never have thought that about you.” 

“Me, either. Not before Kalien, anyway,” he muttered, raising his head as the object of their conversation joined them.

Kalien dropped a quick kiss on the top of her head. He went over to Damian and put a hand on his shoulder, effectively invading the other man’s personal space.

Alana fidgeted in her seat. After what they were just discussing, she didn’t need to see that. She was getting embarrassingly wet.

“Fond memories?”

Damian snorted. “You wish.”

Kalien’s voice dropped an octave. “Very much, like always.”

Damian wasn’t impressed. “I spoke with some of my contacts.” Damian turned to Alana. 

“It seems Hoyden is willing to cut us loose. We can even go back after an appropriate amount of time has passed if we are willing to guarantee Kalien won’t steal his new ship for a pleasure ride.”

Kalien immediately assumed an air of offended innocence. “I got it back! He didn’t even know it was missing.” 

Alana ignored him. Instead, she concentrated on Damian’s statement.

“We? We are willing to guarantee? You and I?” Did Damian mean it? He expected her to stay on the ship, with him and Kalien? She held her breath.

The deep emerald gaze held hers. “Yes. You and me,” he added, realizing what she wanted to ask.

Relief flooded her senses. Well. That was easier than she expected. “So now we are a threesome?”

Damian leaned back in his chair. 

“Looks that way.” 



* * * *



“Watch it. You are going to wake her up.”

Alana blinked as the soft whisper pulled her out of sleep. She was lying facedown on the big bed, her fingers curled into the soft sheets. Her body was sprawled comfortably across the big bed in the living quarters. She cracked one eye open, moving her cheek across the cool sheets.

The room was still in comfortable darkness. However, now there was light coming from the open doorway. She could see two figures against a backdrop of light. They were only a foot or so from the bed.

Kalien was closer. He was also only wearing loose drawstring pants. He was holding on to Damian, who was still in his day gear.

Kalien chuckled. 

“Now that sounds like a good idea.”

Clothes rustled, and the bed trembled as someone was pushed onto it.

“Kalien! Watch it!” Damian hissed.

There was light peppering on the golden hair of Kalien’s chest gleaming in the dim light. Hands on his hips, head cocked to one side, and his lips pursed, he contemplated Damian, who was by now half lying on the bed, leaning back on his elbows. She didn’t have to see his face to figure out he was glaring at Kalien. Kalien must have been used to it because he didn’t seem perturbed by it. He knelt in front of his lover.

“Your leg,” he prompted. He tugged on one boot then repeated the process with Damian’s other foot. There was a soft thud as both boots were discarded. Kalien got up and straddled his still-dressed lover.

“There. That’s better,” he murmured, settling himself comfortably. 

Damian’s breath quickened. Alana twisted a little, trying to ignore the sudden tug of desire in her belly. Neither of the men noticed it.

Kalien widened his eyes and gave Damian an innocent look. “What? I only want to undress you. You mind?”

He unbuttoned Damian’s jacket then pulled the shirt under it over Damian’s head. 

“Wait.”

His hand reached behind Damian. Alana frowned, still watching them covertly. What was he doing? Dark hair spilled over Damian’s nude back, its ends teasing Alana’s ankle. Kalien must have taken down the band that was holding it.

Alana drew a quick intake of breath.

Dark hair now half-shielded Damian from her look, but for once, she didn’t mind. She had pegged him for a brunette. It seemed she wasn’t right. That glorious mane of hair was a very, very dark, deep red. She had never seen something like that. She longed to see him in full light, betting that mass of hair would look spectacular. 

A zipper hissed. Alana licked her lips. She couldn’t see what
Kalien was doing now, but she could very well imagine it. Her body tensed, thrumming with delighted anticipation. She remembered how Damian had looked when she was the one doing the undressing. Would Kalien shift from his lap? She peered cautiously at them.

Definitely not. 

And she was starting to develop some definite voyeuristic tendencies. She couldn’t believe how hot she was.

“There, I am finished.” A playful swat sounded. Kalien pulled back, taking Damian’s pants with him. He tossed them carelessly aside before climbing back into bed.

Alana squeezed her eyes shut, going absolutely still. Hot breath fanned her shoulder as a warm body tucked itself against her side. Seconds later, she was sandwiched between them. Someone’s arm circled her waist. Her palm rested on one satin chest. 

They settled, their breathing evening out.

Warmth burst in her belly. Which one was behind her, and which one was in front? She was sorely tempted to open her eyes then decided it didn’t matter. Who cared? They both felt so wonderfully close to her.















Chapter 4



Sounds of water running woke her up. Alana grumbled and buried her nose in the pillow. It didn’t help. 

“Both of you, get up.” That was Kalien’s voice, and he sounded unbelievably cheerful for so early in the morning. Alana groaned. That’s all she needed, a lover who was an early bird. Shit, fuck, crap. 

“I said get up.” 

“Go away,” insisted Damian, his voice muffled with sleep. She snuggled closer to him. Oh, nice. She opened one eye to see Kalien standing on one side of the bed, completely dressed and looking bemused.

And determined. 

Kalien rolled his eyes. “First he doesn’t want to go to bed, now he doesn’t want to leave it.”

“I hate your bed. It’s too big. It’s something that could be found in a bordello.” Damian was obviously still more than half asleep.

“Then get up!”

Something clasped her ankle and pulled. Alana jumped, scrambling for purchase among bunched bedsheets. She wasn’t the only one. Both she and Damian glared at Kalien, who only smiled, releasing them.

“Breakfast is ready.” 

He tossed two robes at them. Alana’s fell over her head. She scrambled to get it off. Grumbling, she started to get up. She had to pick up the robe then wrapped it around her body and busied herself with the sash. Damian had already risen and was standing next to her, offering her a hand. 

“Thanks.” She allowed him to haul her up on her feet. She yawned, raising her eyes. Up until that moment, the way he looked didn’t register with her sleep-fogged brain. Now the impact kicked in full force. 

Kalien was leaning against the wall in his silver robe, identical to the one he gave her. His golden hair was tied up. The robe covered him up from his neck to his toes. His long fingers were the only naked skin she could see. 

Mmm, yum. Her stomach made a happy dance. She quickly averted her gaze, only to find Damian beside her. 

That was really not an improvement. 

Damian’s hair was still tousled from sleep, and his emerald gaze was unfocused. She didn’t mistake it last night. His hair was an incredible deep red, almost like wine. His scarlet robe was partially open and revealed a triangle of fine, masculine chest. 

Her limp fingers dropped the silver sash. 

Her stomach was now dancing a jig.

Damian frowned and caught the sash before it slid on the floor. “Here, let me.” He tugged her closer to him. 

Then he, too, froze. 

Alana didn’t have to look to know her robe was now parted and Damian could see her breast. 

And her Senhani purple nipple. His hungry gaze was burning her skin. 

Senhani were legendary for their sexual accomplishments. Damian was reacting as any healthy, red-blooded male who had seen a naked Senhani woman would. 

Of course, she wasn’t full-blooded Senhani and wasn’t raised like one, learning how to pleasure her bed partners. 

Judging by Damian’s expression, he didn’t really care. 

“Surprise, surprise.” Kalien’s merry voice reached them, breaking the tension between the two of them. Damian finished tying her sash and tugged at the hem of her robe. 

“Yes.” He turned to his lover. “You mentioned breakfast?”

Her breast safely tucked beneath silk, Alana followed them into the next room. There were three plates and three chairs. Kalien didn’t joke when he said there was breakfast. They took their places. Alana absently picked at her food.

Damian and Kalien were speaking, but she couldn’t seem to concentrate on what they were saying. Finally, she gave up. Looking directly at Damian, she blurted, “I didn’t know you were a redhead.” Both men turned to stare at her. She flushed.“Sorry!”

Damian blushed, and Kalien grinned, obviously unperturbed. He leaned toward Damian, who was sitting next to him. 

His fingers fastened in that abundant auburn hair. “Rather nice, don’t you agree? I personally adore it. Guess you’ve never seen something like that? Andraxi are mostly blond.”

She hadn’t.

Damian glanced first at him then at her. He shrugged, letting the other man pet him. 

“It’s natural, too. Do you want to see?” Kalien suggested, smiling wickedly.

Damian’s hand flew to his chest and grabbed his scarlet robe, clutching it tightly. 

Kalien patted his head. “Relax, I am only teasing you.” He let his hand fall down.

“We will leave that for after breakfast.” Unperturbed, Kalien returned to his food. 



* * * *



Alana inspected the scarred piece of metal. She pursed her lips, crouching over the damaged wall. The computer above them was beeping softly. This part of the ship had taken the worst beating. It wasn’t un-repairable, and it wasn’t very serious, but it would be certainly better if they could fix it as fast as they could.

Standing over her, Damian tapped her shoulder. 

“What do you think?”

“I can definitely patch it. However, it will slightly hinder our maneuvering ability.” 

Her own ship wasn’t as big as Red Star. It was made for one. This one was something else. Kalien was a top-notch pilot. He could pilot anything you gave him. Judging by the way he took them out of the way of Carver’s enforcers, who were no slouches by any stretch of the imagination, this must be his special baby.

“Kalien? You hear that?”

“Yes.”

Alana frowned at his tone. Something was off with Kalien. Damian must have sensed it, too, because he twisted to stare at his partner.

“What’s wrong with you?”

“Nothing.”

Something clicked. Kalien must be doing his part inspecting the ship. 

“Something is eating you.”

“Nothing.” More clicking. Then a thump. “I just remembered I am mad at you.” 

“Me? Why?”

Damian sounded honestly baffled. Alana shifted on her knees until she was looking at him. She was leaning on Damian’s legs. Kalien was standing opposite them, about four feet away. He lowered the hand holding the sensor and glared at his lover. His hair was unbound and tumbled down his back.

He folded his arms across his chest, a clear sign of annoyance.

“Fact one. I wanted Alana. Fact two. You wanted her, too. Fact three. You never mentioned it.” 

His eyes narrowed.

Damian blinked. 

“Nothing to say?” Kalien asked in a poisonous tone.

“What do you want me to say?”

Kalien curled his lip in disgust. Damian had no clue. “You are so paying me for that.” 

He was obviously angry, and Damian as obviously didn’t get it. Bad for Damian, since Kalien could be extremely creative when it came to revenge. And this was his lover, so he could do all kinds of interesting thi...Alana suddenly choked as a thought occurred to her. Not the smartest thing she could have done because it shifted Kalien’s attention, and his anger, on her. 

“What was that?” he demanded.

She cleared her throat. 

“Nothing.” She tried for casual and failed. 

“Alana…” he warned.

Alana squared her shoulders before looking at him. “He is your lover, and you are mad at him. Most people in your situation...” She couldn’t help it. She swallowed laughter again. 

“I am listening.” 

“You are going to deny him sex?” The last word was a high-pitched squeak.

Both men blinked. They looked at her, then at each other. Alana couldn’t resist anymore. She completely lost it, howling with laughter.

“Well…that was...” Damian sounded like he, too, was trying not to laugh. Seconds later, he doubled over. He was holding his stomach, shaking with laughter. 

“It’s not funny!”

Damian had to put a hand on Alana’s shoulder to steady himself. “Sorry,” he choked out. “It was just…the thought of you...not having sex.” He tried to swallow his amusement unsuccessfully. “Sorry.” 

Kalien glared at them both.

 

* * * *



Dataru was a small planet whose spaceport had a relatively bad reputation. There was also a satisfying, not too big and not too small, distance between it and Governor Carver’s planet. Alana had been here only once or twice, but Damian and Kalien were frequent visitors. Once they docked, they immediately contacted the repair team. Kalien was currently with them, as he was the one most knowledgeable about the ship’s specifications.

Alana was frowning at her personal communicator when Damian entered the room. He was wearing a long black coat over his usual clothes. She raised her eyebrows at him.

“Since we are already here, I thought I may ask around if there is a job for us,” he explained. “We should be done soon, and Cetra is still too hot for us to go back.”

“I see what you mean.” She turned off the small unit. “I am assuming you know where to go.”

He nodded. “Do you want to go with me?”

Alana blinked. “Do I need to?”

“You don’t have to, but if you are going to work for us, it’s the easiest way to spread the word.”

That sounded logical. “Okay. Give me a second.”



* * * *



“Where are we going?” she asked once they were outside the web-like structure of the spaceport. A cautious glance around didn’t show any difference between this place and Cetra. Same low-level bars, tacky shops. Okay, there was one big difference. Cetra was way more upscale than this dump, Governor Carver having some standards even when it was about which mercenaries and pirates he allowed on his planets.

“Tosee Dis.”

She racked her brains for the name. “I heard of him. Trebolian, right? He is known for backing up some shady deals. There were also rumors that he screwed up some mercenaries.”

“You have got it. He is not the ideal choice, but he is the one that is likely to offer the most money. Besides,” Damian’s eyes flashed as he continued, “he should know better than to try and screw with me.”

Alana slowly nodded. That should be enough initiative. A yelling Asanti, his four limbs flailing in the air, stomped past them in pursuit of a running Dageru, who was clutching something to his chest. They had to pause when there was a loud bang from their left side, and seconds later, a man flew through the door, landing at their feet.

Damian neatly sidestepped him. “Now you know why we don’t visit very often.”

“I’ll say,” Alana muttered, positioning herself behind him. His bigger size and dangerous air made it easy for him to find his way through the crowd.

They entered a bar that looked pretty much like the ones they passed. It was a little less than half full, but its patrons were a much quieter bunch. There was an Asanti behind the bar. 

Alana’s gaze went to the bottles stacked behind him. Her brows rose. She whistled. 

“Expensive stuff.”

“Like I said, Dis is known for brokering big-moneyed jobs,” Damian commented, crossing over to the shank.

“Hi, Lilt. Is Dis upstairs?”

The guy’s black eyes stared coldly at them. “I don’t know. Who asks?”

“Red Star.”

The guy’s manner thawed an inch. 

“Go upstairs, then. He should be free.”

Damian nodded, pulling Alana behind him. She let him do all the talking, drinking in their surroundings. Predictably, they were thoroughly frisked and scanned before they were allowed to go to the big boss.

Once they were inside the opulent room, a pretty nondescript guy came to greet them.

“Damian. Good to see you again. You haven’t been around.”

Damian shrugged. “You know how it is.”

“Come on and sit. I happen to have something you would be interested in.”

“Oh?” Damian’s voice was cool. He followed their host to sit on the velvet-upholstered couch across from him. There was a low coffee table between them. Seemingly relaxed, Dis resumed his position on the other couch. Alana idly wondered where the cameras were hidden. Dis had to have a way to contact his bodyguard outside if his business partners became violent.

Or if he needed to dispose of a body. There were at least four concealed stun guns. She settled next to Damian, putting enough distance between them so that they both should be able to stand up and fight.

“Let’s hear it then.”

Dis’s gaze went to Alana. 

“Lovely choice, Damian. Do you want to leave her with my men? I can understand not wanting to leave her downstairs, but she will be safe with Dakar.”

Alana kept her mild expression. She was seething inside. The idiot mistook her for a piece of fluff.

Damian gave her a warning glance. 

“That won’t be necessary, though I thank you for your offer. But, you see, there is no need for that. She is with me.” He put enough emphasis on the last words for Dis to understand the implications.

Dis frowned. He had obviously picked up on Damian’s meaning but didn’t appear to be happy with it.

Damian’s smile vanished.

“Come on, Dis. You don’t care how we accomplish our job, only that it is accomplished. Correct?”

“That is…true. Although,” Dis’s gaze sharpened as he continued,

“what’s with the Senhani? You and Kalien splitting up?”

Dis dealt in information. Any information, and considering both Damian’s and Kalien’s reputations in the business, this one could actually have a pretty high price.

Still, it rankled to be dismissed as a brainless piece of candy.

Senhani were not stupid. Oh, sure, they were free and inventive with sex, more so than many races. But they had long ago learned to sell it successfully, choosing partners among the most influential or capable persons. And they could afford to be choosy about whom to sell to.

She smiled sweetly at Dis, careful not to show teeth. She leaned over Damian, practically falling into his lap, and purring, she gave his earlobe a long, sensuous lick. Fangs flashed. 

Dis flinched. It was a very satisfying reaction, Alana thought smugly. She pressed her breast into Damian.

“She isn’t Senhani, not fully.”

Crap. Damian was interfering with her fun. She pouted.

Dis obviously knew enough to put together pieces of the puzzle. 

“That’s Smoke?” Smoke was the codename Alana used, the one she was going by as a mercenary. It was a widely known name. The name of a dangerous woman.

“Yes.” 

Dis relaxed. His gaze turned speculative. “That’s something else. You didn’t warn me about her.”

“I didn’t get a warning, either,” Damian mumbled under his breath. “You will get three of us, so it’s not like you can complain. I’ll even keep the same price.” 

It was more than generous since Alana certainly drove their usual price up. It made her raise her eyebrows at Damian. Dis must be paying very well. 

She playfully nipped at his ear. “You will have to compensate me for that.” She purred. 

“I am sure I’ll think of something.”















Chapter 5



Her communicator beeped. She snatched it from her belt then checked the caller ID. 

“Kalien?”

“It’s me.” 

Kalien’s voice was muffled. “I was wondering where the two of you are?”

Alana glanced at her surroundings. 

“We are still at the bar. We are done with negotiating, but Damian met someone. They are still talking.”

“You will be back soon?”

Alana craned her neck to check on Damian. He appeared to be in the middle of conversation, but he would probably warn her if he planned to stay longer, instead of just sending her for a drink. “Hard to say. I think so.”

Kalien disconnected.

Alana put her communicator back and turned back to her drink. She ordered Borelian Blue, something Andraxi usually drank. Alana appreciated the beverage, but it wasn’t easy to find, which was why she decided to order it. However, once she took her first sip, she regretted it. It had a damn funny taste. She frowned at it. What the…

Her stomach suddenly queasy, she bolted for the back door. Her vision blurred. The slap of cold air outside brought her temporary relief.

“Gods.” She groaned, leaning back on the building’s wall. 

“Hello, pretty girl.” 

Her head snapped up. She narrowed her glance at three men who were blocking her exit.

“Whatever you are thinking, don’t do it.”

“Relax. We are not going to hurt you.”

She rolled her eyes. The guy was big and obviously stupid. 

“Of course not.” She wasn’t going to let them.

She crouched, hissing at them, a typical battle stance for Andraxi.

“She is not fully Senhani.”

“She is close enough.”

That did it. She launched herself at the shortest one, the one who was standing somewhat on her left side.

Her sudden attack managed to take him down. She hit him twice, hard, in parting before rolling away. The remaining two closed in on her. She kicked, hitting one of them between his legs, which meant he was effectively out for the count. Now there was only one, though the first one was staggering to his feet. 

Alana smirked. When she tried to hit him, he caught her wrist. She jumped, avoiding his fist, but he was still holding her fast. She scowled. Yanked.

The trick worked since he lost his balance, but not entirely. He took her with him. They both landed in a heap on the hard ground.

“Fuck.” Her head was spinning. That was not good.

A shadow fell over her. She tensed, readying herself for the attack.

“Back down, pal. We saw her first.”

“You are wrong.”

Damian. She closed her eyes in relief. When she opened them again, it was to the sight of emerald eyes staring at her. Damian was crouching next to her. He frowned at her expression. “Are you all right?”

Something in her belly twisted. 

“I am going to be sick,” she warned, and rising on all fours, she was.

“Shh.” Damian’s hand massaged her neck, taking her hair from her face.

“What was that?”

“I didn’t like that drink.”

“It was probably spiked. They wanted to capture a Senhani. Heard the price for one is pretty steep.”

“It is. But the government usually frowns at kidnapping Senhani from their soil. It has nasty political consequences.”

Alana had personally participated in extracting Senhani from buyers more than once. It usually ended in an unpleasant way for the buyer. Senhani’s most lucrative exporting goods were their people. They frowned on others stealing their merchandise.

Damian pulled her up. She gasped then leaned heavily on him. Her legs were wobbly.

“Let’s go back to the ship.”

Alana was too miserable to nod. “That’s the best thing I’ve heard this evening.”

She felt herself being lifted and let her head fall on Damian’s shoulder.

“I have got you,” Damian said, his voice soft. Alana let herself be lulled into sleep by the sound of his heartbeat. His arms tightened protectively around her. She felt utterly relaxed and comfortable in his arms.

A loud beep roused her from sleep. She blinked sleepily, recognizing the hallways of Red Star. So they were back on the ship.

“You can put me down now.”

“I don’t think so.” Damian retorted. Lights flared in the room. Kalien showed in the doorway. 

“I was wondering where the heck the two of you were…” He cut himself off. “What happened?”

Alana was struggling to stay awake. “I ate something that didn’t agree with me,” she muttered. The room was spinning in front of her eyes. Dimly, she was aware of Kalien standing next to her. She was lowered to her feet and had to grab Kalien to steady herself. “Oops,” she muttered sheepishly. Kalien frowned at her then looked at Damian. 

Damian snorted. “You could say that,” he agreed dryly.

He wrapped an arm around her waist. Seconds later, Kalien’s arm joined her. Their fingers intertwined. Warmth spilled into her chest. She sighed.

Both men looked at her in concern.

“Are you all right?” Kalien asked, peering at her face.

She nodded, inhaling their mixed scent. “I need a shower. Other than that, it will pass.”

Her eyelids were drooping. She was ready to pass out. She heard Damian mutter something and barely suppressed sounds of protest when his warmth disappeared.

“Here. You hold her,” Damian said in a tense voice. 

“What?” She forced her eyes open only to see Damian disappear through the door.

“Come here.” Kalien tugged at her. She followed him without resistance. Then they were in the bathroom. Damian had discarded his coat and boots and now was turning water on in the shower stall. “She is right. I honestly think she will feel better after this.”

Alana didn’t object when they stripped off her clothes. She was handed to Damian, Kalien pausing outside the shower stall to get rid of his own clothes before joining his lovers under the spray. He gasped.

“That’s hot.”

“She likes it,” she heard Damian answer. He was carefully holding Alana under the cascade of water. She was snuggled down happily against him.

“So, what happened?” Kalien’s hand carefully pulled her hair to one side.

“Someone recognized what she is.”

Kalien frowned, reaching for a soap bottle. “Andraxi.”

“You wish,” Alana mumbled. “The other me.”

Kalien looked to Damian, one eyebrow raised in question for clarification.

“Senhani are very expensive in the slave market. A group of guys tried to get her. They must have had an accomplice in Dis’s place since I haven’t seen them outside, and they put something in her drink.”

Alana sighed. Kalien’s hands, slicked with scented soap, caressed her skin. His thumb pressed into her tensed muscles, making slow circles. She felt her body relax. Her eyes closed from their own volition.

“That’s nice,” she commented happily. “Don’t stop yet.”

“Kalien is very good at this.”

She opened one eye to peer at Damian. “You would know.”

Kalien pinched her butt.

“Ow! What was that for?”

“No talking about me like I am not here. Turn her around, Damian,” Kalien admonished.

Damian complied, making her pivot to face Kalien. Warm hands encircled her waist. She felt him drop a quick kiss on her bare shoulder. 

“How bad was that drink?”

“I think it was a mixture of everything. They didn’t have time to come up with a good plan.”

Alana struggled to concentrate.

“Something to incapacitate her and to make her pliant.”

That spiked another wave of indignation.

“They fed me an aphrodisiac!”

She was still seething from the way Dis treated her, even after he recognized her. That was one reason she preferred to work only with people who knew her well. They didn’t care how she looked, only what she did.

There was a pause, filled only with the soft thrumming of running water. Alana closed her eyes.

“They did?” Kalien’s voice. He stopped his ministrations. Damian chuckled behind her, the sound vibrating through his body. She shivered. 

“Don’t get your hopes up. Senhani are immune to aphrodisiacs.” 

“They are? You are?” This was obviously a new piece of information for Kalien. Not for Damian, though. She briefly wondered how, when, and why Damian got it in his possession. After all, you couldn’t accidentally stumble onto the fact that most aphrodisiacs wouldn’t work on Senhani. 

“Disappointed?” she asked playfully. The chemicals were wearing off. She felt more like herself.

Kalien grinned. 

“A little. Aphrodisiacs can be fun. How am I to get you in bed?” 

“I would like to point out that you didn’t have any problems to date.”

“Oh. Right. I was just making sure.”

“Feel better?” 

Kalien pulled back, letting her rinse. She whimpered when Damian did the same.

“Shh, we are here.” Kalien soothed her, taking Damian’s place. She buried her face in his chest, taking a deep breath of his scent. He smelled clean, masculine, familiar.

“Damian. Come here.” Kalien spoke up. Seconds later, she was trapped between the two of them. It was oddly comforting. 

“Yes, that’s nice. Stay like this,” she murmured, melding her body to theirs. In the back of her mind, she realized she truly meant it, and not just right now. She wanted to stay. Not with one, but with both of them. Not for a short time, or for any finite time. She wanted them always. Her dark and her light. Her two loves.

She closed her eyes and retreated into the blissful warmth.















Chapter 6



Alana wasn’t willing to accompany Damian to pick up their assignment the next day. Instead, she stayed with Kalien while he prepared the ship for takeoff.

“All clear,” Kalien reported, looking over his console. He frowned at his watch. 

“Damian is late.”

“Don’t fret. I am here.” Damian showed up in the hallway that led to the command room of the ship. He shrugged out of his coat, depositing it on his seat. 

“Is that it?” Alana asked, staring curiously at the brightly colored, sealed tube. The mercenary ships were sometimes contracted to carry cargo or passengers. Sometimes, though, they dealt in information. A hard copy would be sealed into the tube and loaded onto the ship. It was primitive but effective since those who pursued it didn’t feel compelled to ransack the ship or torture couriers. This was business. Personally, Alana avoided either carrying or retrieving information. If something was valuable enough to be transported this way, chances were someone was willing to go quite far to get it. Carrying cargo, live or dead, was a much simpler, though inelegant, way of doing business.

Damian shrugged. “That’s it. We are taking it to Celestra.”

Kalien whistled. “That’s a long way from here.”

“Precisely. That’s why they pay us so much.”

“A long trip means more chances for us to be attacked.”

“True. I don’t think it’s anything we can’t handle, though.” Damian snorted, disappearing into the next room to return with a steaming mug in his hand. He took a sip. “Moreover, I don’t think Dis would have given us this if he didn’t think the same. We don’t deliver the goods, he isn’t going to get paid.”

Kalien picked the tube up and weighted it in his hand.

“I wonder what’s inside,” he commented, casting a hopeful glance at Alana. She was puzzled. Damian seemed to know what Kalien wanted. His expression grew alarmed. He quickly got up, his drink sloshing, and snatched the tube from Kalien’s hands. 

“Leave that thing alone!” He grimaced at his dampened sleeve. “Damn it.” He tossed the tube at Alana. 

“Keep it away from him.”


“Aw, Damian.” Kalien pouted. It was a very attractive pout. Damian was unmoved. 


“You are not reading it.” 

“Why not?”

“Because that way it’s safer for us. We take that thing to Celestra, leave it there, hopefully get paid, and get lost. No one is taking us because they didn’t get information.”

“I know that, Damian.”

“Good.” Damian picked up his mug again.

“How are they going to know?”

Damian choked on his tea.



* * * *



Alana scowled at the offending piece of machinery. “There. It should work now.”

She backed out of the narrow passageway, dropping down on the floor. Damian, looking no better than she did, punched in the activating code in the control panel. There was a pause then the satisfying hum of a working engine.

He let out a deep breath then seated himself next to her. “Yep. It’s done.”

It was the second week of their journey. The ship had already taken a beating. Alana had a bad feeling about this. More ships were chasing them than was normal. After all, technically, it took some work to find out they were the ones who took the job.

So why, now, did everybody and his brother want to capture them?

“Do you,” she started, then hesitated. “Are you feeling paranoid?”

“No, not really.” His green gaze found and stayed on her. “By now, I do have good reason to think something isn’t right.”

She felt relieved. “Oh. I was wondering about that, too.”

She rubbed her face then grimaced once she realized there was a smudge on her hand, and now it was probably on her face. “Crap.”

“I said that Dis should be smarter than to try and screw me. However, I may have…” Damian paused, obviously lost in thought. “I may have underestimated him.”

“He could be totally uninvolved,” Alana pointed out.

Damian thought it over. “Yes. You are right.”

“But you don’t think so.”

“I don’t have anything against a good fight, but I am not an idiot. This is over the top.”

They sat in silence.

“When I brought it over, when I said it was bound for Celestra, you cringed. It was subtle, but it was there. You knew something about that.”

Alana gave him an admiring glance. “You are good.”

“I try to be. So what do you know?”

“There is political unrest on Celestra.”

Damian frowned. “I thought they were a stable planet. They export flowers, right? The whole planet is one big plantation.”

“Correct. However, they developed a plant that had amazing medical properties. It accelerates healing. Now everybody wants it. And Celestra.”

“I didn’t know about it. What’s the big picture?”

“There are a couple of major powers that are fighting for influence over Celestra. Andraxi Empire is one of them. That’s where I got my information.”

“That would explain it. If what we have is important for the outcome, then everyone is going to try and get their hands on it. Dis didn’t mention it.” Judging by his thunderous expression, he no doubt planned excruciating details for his next meeting with the creep. Having seen the way he fought—they were boarded once during the last week, a mercenary outfit from Eola—Kalien had gone and disabled a gravitational tool that held them locked to the other ship. Alana went with him as backup. Damian was a distraction. He cleared the ship. The whole thing went without a hitch. It raised some bells in Alana’s head. She was worried about Damian when they left. The Eolans were big, eight-foot-tall, furry humanoids with claws…and teeth. Even an Andraxi hunter would be loath to tackle one of them. Alana used her stun gun to incapacitate them. Damian had his weapons. Still, judging by the mess he left, he must have gone up close and personal with at least some of them. And there were four Eolans.

Kalien didn’t seem to think this was such an unusual occurrence. Alana kept quiet. After all, she wasn’t entitled to all his secrets.

And, well, the way they used to let off the steam once they were free from their pursuers was enough to buy her silence...for now.

She stretched her legs, resolutely getting her mind back on track.

“You know, if Andraxi are involved, this is liable to get ugly. I always took care not to stumble into their playground.”

“Probably a smart decision.” Damian still seemed far away. Then he suddenly turned his head and gave her a sharp glance. “Kalien said your father was a powerful Andraxi diplomat. And considering that his mate is Senhani, he must be very, very good. So why aren’t you belonging to their ranks? You are good enough. And it would cut down on misunderstandings like the one that happened on Dataru.”

“He is. My father, I mean. And they did offer. It’s just that,” she began, taking a deep breath, “I don’t look like Andraxi. Everyone knew I was half Senhani. They taught me how to fight, not because they thought I would be good for it, but because I wanted it, and they indulged me.”

“And it simplified things when someone tried to grab Senhani.”

“That, too, but that almost didn’t happen. My father took care of that. Everyone thought I was just ornamental. Something pretty and breakable that needed to be protected. I hated it. There is more to me than my looks.” 

“I noticed,” Damian said in a dry voice. “If I remember correctly, that was what Kalien said when he met you.”

“What?”

“That despite your delicate looks—”

“Delicate!” Alana was indignant. She may have been only five foot ten and blonde, but she was most assuredly not delicate.

“Simmer down. I haven’t finished. Despite your delicate looks, you are a real ballbuster.”

“Oh. I suppose that was a compliment.”

“It was. I’ll endorse it.” 

He stood up, offering her a hand. “We should probably go and see how Kalien is doing.”

She did the same, reluctantly. Her muscles protested vehemently. She cringed. “Maybe I should tap my cousin for more information.”

“That probably wouldn’t be a bad idea.” 



* * * *



“We are staying here?” Kalien demanded suspiciously, eyeing the approaching planet on their main monitor with something akin to dislike.

“Devana has a very famous marketplace. It should be crowded enough for us to lose any remaining chasers,” Damian answered, not looking at him.

“If we get in trouble here, we are going to land in jail. And our contract will be forfeited,” Kalien pointed out.

“Perhaps. But we do need a break, and this place is our best bet. If we go out to any of our usual hangouts, we will probably be taken.” Damian obviously didn’t want to discuss this.

Kalien cursed. “So you think we have been made?”

“I am pretty sure we are. I need to check.”

Kalien theatrically showed a growing picture on the screen. “Here.”

Damian’s lips twitched. “Appearances can be deceiving.”

“If you say so.” Kalien slumped back in his chair. “You are not complaining?” he asked, looking at Alana.

“This place is probably good as any others. And…” She hesitated. “I can call my cousins from there. But if I call them, they are likely to butt in.”

“And then they are going to want what we carry,” Kalien finished instead of her. He and Damian exchanged glances. Damian shrugged.

“I am afraid so.”

“Your call,” Kalien said to Damian.

“We will risk it.”

Kalien frowned, obviously not expecting such an answer. “You sure about that?” 

Damian’s eyes narrowed, his teeth flashing in a tight smile. “Oh, yes. I am very sure.”















Chapter 7



Like most women Kalien knew, Alana liked to shop. Luckily for her, Kalien didn’t object to carrying parcels. Much.

“I can’t believe you found a weapons dealer on this market.” Kalien grumbled. “I thought they only sold fripperies down there.”

“Live and learn, then. Someone recommended me that dealer. And you have to confess, the knives are first-rate workmanship. You can’t find that good of merchandise anywhere. And I wasn’t the only one that bought from him.”

The guns needed recharging. Knives were easier to hide. Some mercs wore only knives. Alana preferred to carry both.

“I know,” Kalien conceded. He had to move aside to avoid bumping into someone. He checked his watch.

“We should go back. Damian said not to stay long. I am still surprised he let us outside at all. He doesn’t usually do that.”

Alana smiled, letting her fangs show. “That’s because I was with you. I can understand not wanting to let you loose among unsuspecting natives.”

“That’s not fair. You are the one that got in trouble last time.”

“I was trying to look nice and friendly. Didn’t have my weapons exposed. You will notice no one leered at me this time.”

“Excluding me.”

“That doesn’t count. You have permission to leer. Leer away.” 

Kalien gave her a droll look. She was dressed head to toe in formfitting gray leather, her usual attire for the job. At least a dozen different weapons were strategically positioned over her outfit. Alana considered it practical. He considered it sexy as hell, minus the weapons. Or at least some of them.

“Anyway, my point is I can take care of myself. Usually. You can get into trouble faster than anyone I know. I still haven’t forgiven you for that incident with that bald Ionese merchant.”

Kalien winced. He remembered the incident, all right. 

“It wasn’t my fault. How was I to know?”

“Hah! If Damian hadn’t shown up to bail us out, we would still be in jail. On Iona. Let me tell you, that would be no picnic.”

Damian was pissed off because of that one, too. Kalien remembered. 

“You know, the two of you are sometimes no fun at all.” 

“We are not?” The look she gave him was downright evil. “What if I share that little bit of wisdom with Damian? Want to sleep on the couch for the next month?”

They would do that. Kalien cringed. “No.” As aggravating as those two may be, there were compensations.

“Good.” 

“I don’t believe how short tempered you two can be. Am I not your partner?”

“Mhmm. Our pet,” Alana answered absently, her attention diverted by the market stall on their right. She started to go for it, but not fast enough to not have caught the brief flicker of something on Kalien’s face. It looked suspiciously like hurt. It was gone in a second.

“Kalien. What’s wrong?”

He shrugged. 

“Nothing. Why do you ask?” 

“Come on, don’t give me that. Did I say something wrong?”

“You didn’t. It’s just…” He sighed, dropping his gaze. 

“It’s something of a sore spot with me.”

“What?”

He rolled his eyes. “Come on, Alana, you’ve seen how Damian is.”

“Well, yeah, he can be an ass.” She paused to think about it. “What is it that’s bothering you?”

Kalien shrugged. “Nothing specifically. It’s just that…Damian sees me as submissive to him. I’m not. I enjoy doing it, but I am not adverse to...a little role reversal. It’s different for you. You are as dominant as him, and he knows it.”

She snorted. 

“You manage to get your own way regardless.”

“That’s something else.”

“The outcome is the same. Besides, you like that about him. You were the one that chased after him. You told me yourself.” 

“I was. I got more than I bargained for,” Kalien muttered, apparently not mollified. 

Alana grinned. “That’s bad?”

He laughed then wrapped an arm around her waist, pulling her closer, and kissed her. The packets jammed into her ribs, but she was too busy enjoying the kiss to mind.

Dazed, she had to lean on him to keep her balance. Even her toes were tingling.

“That was…wow.”

“It was sort of what I was aiming for.”

“Show-off.” She punched him in the shoulder. 

“You know, it just occurred to me that I never saw Damian let you top him.” 

“He doesn’t.” 

“Why not?”

Kalien snorted. “It’s not like you let me fuck your ass.” 

“Do you want it?” she asked with a straight face.

Kalien blinked. “No.” He grinned. “I like watching your tits while we fuck.” 

She had to roll her eyes at that. “Gee, thanks. You are such a flatterer.” 

“You want pretty words, you ask Damian for that. I am more of an action kind of guy.” 

Talk about a one-track mind.

“Did you ask him?”

“For flattery?”

The crowd thinned as they approached the edge of the market. They picked up their pace. Soon they were moving under the shadow of the spaceport dome. They were now close to the ship.

“No, you idiot, to ride him.” 

Kalien stilled, his blue eyes becoming impossibly wide. He flushed, licking his lips unconsciously. “He will never let me.” 

“Have you tried?”

Kalien shook his head. “Once, when we had just gotten together, he thought I was. He warned me not to try.”

Alana frowned. As far as she knew, they had been together for years, and Kalien was fond of…experimenting. “Didn’t you want it? You aren’t dominant like him, but you do like to have him at your mercy. At least in bed.” 

Kalien snorted, dumping the packets inside the ship. He climbed up to it then turned around to give her a hand. Alana winced as she was unceremoniously hauled up. Both Damian and Kalien were tall enough not to be bothered by this. She, however, was not. She would have to convince them to invest in some stairs. She squirmed in her suit. Some things didn’t like to stay where they were after movements like this. Kalien activated the sensor for closing the doors.

“I like it just fine as it is. You know he is amazingly good.” 

“I’ll second that.” 

“But you want to watch me fuck him?”

“I watch him fuck you, so I really don’t see the difference.” 

“You got really hot from that, too.” 

She fluttered her eyelashes at him. “You know me so well.” 

Kalien laughed. “Seriously, though, he won’t let me do that.”

Alana snorted. “He won’t let you think he is letting you. And he is certainly interested when you are fucking me. I don’t think he needs more than a little push.”

“You mean, the added incentive of you watching.”

“Maybe doing more than watching. It’s not a question of his wanting it, it’s a question of his pride. He hates not being in control.” 

Alana shrugged. “Of course, if you don’t want it…”

“I didn’t say that.” Kalien smiled at her, a hungry, anticipatory smile. “What did you have in mind?”



* * * *



Damian sighed and pulled his cock out of Kalien’s mouth, feeling deliciously sated. He groaned when Alana’s arms wrapped around him from behind, her teeth grazing his shoulder, sending tingles over his skin. Tiny sparks of desire flared up again.

“You two are going to kill me.” Obligingly, he tilted his head to allow Alana better access. 

Kalien sounded like he was suppressing laughter, his blue eyes twinkling as he scooted closer to him. “At least you will die happy.”

“Mmm.”

Kalien’s body pressed closer to his, forcing him to move. He allowed it, letting them turn him so he was now facing Alana, kneeling between her spread thighs. Her breasts lightly brushed his chest, his cock resting on her belly. Kalien was now behind him, the hands of both of his lovers on his back. 

“I certainly will.” He absorbed their shared heat. He let his head drop on Alana’s shoulder, clasping his hands behind her back, just above the round curve of her ass. 

Kalien’s fingertips ghosted over his skin. They followed the line of his spine, pausing to rest at his tailbone.

He jerked. 

“Hey!” He tried to pull out from Alana’s embrace, but her hands fastened on his wrists. He twisted his head to glare at Kalien. 

“This better be not what I think it is.”

His good mood was starting to evaporate. Fear, mingled with anticipation, swamped him. 

“Problem?” Kalien’s arm twined around him until his palm rested on his chest. 

He wondered if Kalien could hear his heart thudding. He tried to move away. 

“Damn it, you know I am not letting you do that!” He slanted a burning glance on Alana. He had no doubt who masterminded this. “She should know it, too.” 

Alana just pushed him back into Kalien, seemingly unconcerned. Her lips nibbled on his earlobe. She gently caught it between her fangs. 

“He is good, I swear it,” she whispered, her voice husky. 

An erotic image of Kalien and Alana bloomed in his mind. He squeezed his eyes shut to avoid it. 

“That’s not the point. “ 

Kalien’s fingers opened him, eased into him. Damian shuddered. “Stop it!” Alana’s grip on him was iron. 

“You want it.” 

“I don’t.”

Dark desire was building inside him. He resisted it.

Alana snorted. 

“You watch him with me. Don’t tell me you never think about how it is being with him.” 

She grinned, her fangs flashing. 

“But I do have you both.” 

“Kalien.” Damian snarled. 

Kalien hesitated, the fingers inside him stopping, letting him think, even as his body mourned the lack of stimulation.

“No, he is only pretending. He is as hard as a rock.” Alana’s voice was smug. 

Damian cringed. He was. Damn them both. Kalien peeked over his shoulder, but Alana’s body shielded Damian. Instead, he reached for Damian with his hand, still wet with the lube he was using to prepare him. Damian swallowed as questing fingers wrapped around his cock.

Kalien chuckled.

“Spread your legs. Now.”

A hand slapped his butt. It wasn’t totally painless. 

Damian complied, gritting his teeth. 

Kalien’s cock rubbed against his ass. 

“Calm down.” Kalien kissed his shoulder soothingly. “You are acting as frightened as a virgin.” 

Damian wanted to hit him. 

“But he is.” 

Trust Alana not to pass up on that. 

He felt Kalien enter, his thick cock sliding slowly into him. 


“Don’t go all the way at once,” Alana warned. Kalien stopped. Damian let out a heavy breath, his ass burning. 


“You are big,” he said in a strained voice.

It sounded stupid even to him. Of course he knew Kalien was big. 

Slowly, Kalien eased back. Damian sighed in relief. 

Kalien thrust back, deeper this time. The burning intensified, mixed with dark pleasure. Damian cursed. 

“Don’t fight it. He is being very careful with you.” Alana was still holding him. 

He was, but that didn’t stop that big dick from stretching him further, not quite hurting him. Damian clutched at Alana. Kalien’s balls pressed against his ass.

“I am in.” Kalien panted, his warm breath touching Damian’s ear. 

“Tight, so tight. No wonder you like this.” He sounded very pleased with himself. 

Damian groaned. He still couldn’t believe he was letting them do this. 

“I am going to fuck you,” Kalien’s voice said in his ear. “Can Alana release you, or are you going to resist?”

The fullness in his ass was becoming painful. 

“You wouldn’t do this without her, so let her stay.” 

“True,” Kalien answered, unabashed. “But I got you where I wanted you, so what’s the point?” He punctuated his words with a slow grind of his hips.

Damian swallowed a moan. He turned his head to glare at Kalien.

“You are not doing this again.”

“We will see about that. Now, I’m going to fuck you until you are sore.” He started to move with increasing speed and ruthless determination, slamming his hips against Damian’s ass. The edge of pain crested Damian’s pleasure. His back bowed.

“Yes, yes, you are good,” he whispered, mercilessly pounding Damian’s butt. “Too bad I won’t be able to last.” He thrust forward, rubbing against a sensitive spot. It was more than Damian could bear. He screamed. His cock twitched, and he spilled his release on Alana’s belly. Kalien took him once more, so violently that he almost toppled them both over. Alana plastered her palms against Damian’s chest, keeping him still and in position as Kalien pumped his seed into his ass. His head fell on her shoulder. His mouth opened, fangs popping out. He bit. 



* * * *



Alana screamed, their pleasure searing through her. Kalien was inches away, his head thrown back, a groan escaping his throat. Her lips parted. She sank her fangs into the sensitive flesh of Kalien’s neck, mirroring what Damian did to her. 

Climax grabbed them once more, sizzling within the ring of their bodies. They collapsed.

Gulping the air nosily, Alana opened her eyes. Damian was laying half on her, half on tangled sheets. One arm still draped over Damian, Kalien was stretched beside her. Both men were breathing hard. 

Alana blinked. Her muscles felt like jelly. 

She had shared their ecstasy. How had that happened?

A trickle of blood appeared on Kalien’s neck. There was a metal taste in her mouth.

“Kalien? Did I bite you?”

Kalien blinked. His shaking hand reached to tentatively touch his neck. 

“I think you did.” 

He got up, his cock leaving Damian’s body. Groans escaped both men. Desire pooled in her belly, but Alana shook it off. Kalien was watching her, a puzzled expression on his face. “You climaxed with us. I didn’t think you could do that.”

She wiggled out from under Damian. She grimaced, trying to sit up. 

“I can’t. I couldn’t.” 

“What happened, then? Not that I’m complaining.”

Kalien rubbed the puncture marks on his neck. Mirroring his movements, Alana felt her own neck. Blood smeared her fingers.

She looked at Damian, still on his belly between them and suspiciously quiet. Kalien followed her gaze. His eyes narrowed. He grabbed Damian, turning him over. Startled, Damian growled.

“Open up your mouth,” Kalien demanded, obviously pissed. His thumb pressed at Damian’s lips. Damian snapped at him. 

Alarmed, Alana grabbed Kalien’s hand. “Don’t.” 

But the fangs were very visible. Kalien glared at his longtime lover. 

“Now you, too, have fangs?”

Damian’s gaze shifted. 

“Yes.” His voice was very soft.

“Great. How come you never shared that with us?”

Alana winced. Kalien had said “us,” but what he’d meant was “me.” After all, Damian had been his lover much longer than hers. And she had an inkling of what Damian was.

A berserker, someone who could call battle rage. They were virtually indestructible. 

“It wasn’t something I wanted to share.”

“Why not? You wanted to fuck me but didn’t want to mention that?”

“Wait, Kalien. It wasn’t like that,” Alana said, rolling over until she was between the two men. 

“You are not hiding your fangs. “

“I can’t hide mine. His are retractable,” she pointed out reasonably. 

“I know what their abilities are. I want to know why he never…”

From the corner of her eye, Alana saw a shadow of hurt cross Damian’s face.

Kalien saw it, too. He broke off. They reached for him simultaneously. 

“No, my love, don’t. I am sorry. You surprised me, that’s all,” Kalien crooned, wrapping both arms around Damian while Alana crawled on top of him, effectively stopping his struggles. His body was still warm and smelled of both of them.

“Us,” she added, letting her head rest on his chest. Kalien’s hand touched her hair.

“I didn’t mean to…” Damian tried, then stopped. He tried again. “I know I should have told you. I just…Alana seemed to have figured it out, and she obviously didn’t mind. And I wasn’t sure how to tell you, not once we started sleeping together.”

Kalien slanted a glance at her. 

“You knew?”

“I suspected. It wasn’t my secret to tell.”

“The way you fought,” Kalien mused aloud, “I suppose I should have figured it out. You are...strange after we fight.” 

Alana felt Damian tense under her.

“I can’t control myself when I am in that state. I hate it. I am sure I will rip apart even you two.” 

Alana snorted, snuggling against him comfortingly. 

“You would probably want to fuck us. I am sure we wouldn’t mind.” 

Kalien’s eyes widened. “He would?”

“As far as I know, battle rage calls on basic instinct. That’s one of them.” 

“Hmm...” Kalien’s voice sounded speculative. 

“What’s with the teeth, then? Why get them now? “

Damian frowned. 

“I was a little...distracted. They don’t usually just pop up.” 

“I was that good, eh? You should have let me do that years before.” Alana had to bite her lips not to laugh at the obvious satisfaction in Kalien’s voice. His previous annoyance seemed to be entirely forgotten. 

Damian rolled his eyes. 

“You know, I hear that the Senhani bite could be orgasmic. Yours, too, then?”

Alana pricked her ears. She wanted to hear the answer to that question, too. 

“Something like that. I bit Alana, and she shared my pleasure. Then she bit you and transferred part of what I injected into her to you.” 

“Hey, that has possibilities.” 

“Forget it. I am not biting anyone in the middle of sex.” Damian waved his hand dismissively. 

“You do.”

“Not in that way.” 

Alana angled her head to look up at him. 

“What, never?”

Damian blushed. 

“You bit me? I never had any bite marks!” Kalien said, incensed.

“Ah, but were you looking there?” Alana was grinning. 

Kalien blanched. “You wouldn’t...” 

“Oh, yes, he would.”

“Damn it, Damian! You bit me while sucking me off?” Now Kalien sounded offended.

Damian’s lips curved. “You never complained.”

“I didn’t know.” 

“You know now.” 

Watching Kalien’s face, Alana had to laugh. His eyes got a lost, dreamy look. He licked his lips.

“If you were to go down on him right this minute,” she whispered in Damian’s ear, her voice suggestive. 

Kalien cringed, then shifted, his cock twitching eagerly. 

Both Alana and Damian laughed. Alana patted it comfortingly.

Kalien blushed. He muttered something under his breath.

There was a silence. 

“Damian?” she heard him ask.

“Yes?”

“How is your butt?”

Alana stifled a laugh. Kalien was incorrigible. 

Damian sighed. “Still sore, if that’s what you’re asking.”

“Good.”

“But you are not doing that again.”

Kalien made a noncommittal noise.



* * * *

 

“What the hell?” The ship jerked violently, and the force threw Alana against the wall. Only quick reflexes and detailed training saved her from a nasty fall. She cursed. The ship’s lights blinked then dimmed. Alarm flashed through her. She ran toward the command room, barely avoiding clashing into Damian, who showed up from her left. They both skidded to a halt. Damian grabbed her, holding her steady.

“Kalien! What was that?”

Their lover was strapped into his console, the ship swaying under his commands. It made a sharp turn that almost spilled them onto the floor. Alana threw herself into her console. From the corner of her eye, she saw Damian doing the same.

“There is a ship on our left!”

Or that could be the right. Kalien was still moving them.

“Why do you think it’s after us?” she asked reasonably.

The ship chose that moment to turn its nose slowly, unmistakably aiming for them before speeding up.

“It’s after us, all right,” Kalien replied, turning them swiftly.

“That’s a mighty big ship for a mercenary company. It’s hard to believe it’s interested in little old us. Wait…”

Damian pulled the picture on the screen, magnifying it. There were telltale marks on the ship’s left side, two blue marks and one silver mark, intertwined. Andraxi’s Imperium. Damian threw a quick glance at Alana.

“Someone you know?”

She looked a little green. Her throat was suddenly dry. She swallowed, gripping Damian’s shoulder. She felt lightheaded, and it wasn’t just from the way Kalien was driving. 

“I don’t know. It might be,” she answered truthfully.

Damian turned to Kalien. 

“Slow down and let them get us.”

“What?”

“Just do it. Let’s see what this is about.”

Once her stomach satisfied itself with staying down, Alana was able to focus on the intruding ship. As Damian said, it was big, and it was Andraxi. Actually, it was a class A-7 dreadnought, one of the ships with the most firepower in the Andraxi fleet. Kalien was leading them toward its docking bay, still looking miffed with Damian. There was no incoming communication from the ship, just eerie silence as the blackness of space narrowed down to the gleaming metal insides of the ship.

“You armed?” she asked Damian, standing up. She was still a little wobbly but getting over it fast.

He raised one eyebrow in inquiry.

“That may be our guest. However, a show of force won’t come amiss. After all,” she added in grim tone, “those are Andraxi.”

















Chapter 8



“You did it on purpose!” Alana yelled. Her cousin, Bellian An-Tiaran, member of the Andraxi intelligence force and de facto highest-ranking person on the ship, looked unimpressed. 

“You called me.”

“One, I didn’t call for you specifically. Two, why didn’t you identify yourself? We could have shot at you.”

“I assumed you were too smart for that.”

“Not necessarily,” Kalien commented in his coolest voice. “If you had caught me, I would have waited to be towed as close as possible before opening fire from all weapons. Most likely, your ship’s shields would have been down. You wouldn’t have expected an attack, and from such a close range, there would likely be significant damage. In the ensuing confusion, we may have been able to slip away.”

The Andraxi wearing the captain’s uniform winced. Alana didn’t know him, but to get a command of this ship, he must have been good. Of course, he also must have screwed something big to get tasked with babysitting her cousin. 

“Good plan. Thanks for containing yourself.”

Bellian shrugged. “Be that as it may, Alana, you are in trouble. Dis sold you out, but I’m guessing you already figured it out.”

“What was his deal?”

“He needed to get information on Celestra. Since there are a lot of people trying to get it, he used one courier for sending it. The second one was a ruse.” 

Damian’s mouth twisted. “That’s not unusual. However, usually the courier that’s used as cover is informed of it beforehand. It ups the price.”

“I’m guessing that Dis didn’t bother informing you.” 

“No. He did not.”

His tone sent shivers down Alana’s spine.

“Oh. That sounds unlucky for Dis.” Bellian smiled, showing his fangs. He studied Damian with an intensity that made Alana nervous. What was her devious cousin planning now?

“But it could be,” Damian continued, “that I know who has the real one.”

Bellian’s smile widened. “That’s welcome news. You wouldn’t mind staying with my guests, then?”

“Not really. Great ship. Should scare the piss out of everybody with an ounce of sense.”

Kalien gave his lover a suspicious look. He didn’t seem thrilled with the way things progressed. Privately, Alana shared his feelings.

“Good, then. I am sure my friend will be more than glad to help you settle.”

His friend looked more than glad to escape his company. 

“Gentlemen, follow me, please,” he cheerfully announced, opening the door. The hallway beyond them was suspiciously empty of guards. Kalien hesitated. None too gently, Damian pushed him forward. He and Alana exchanged glances. She moved her head subtly, indicating she was going to join them later. Damian appeared to pick up her meaning immediately. He nodded, then disappeared.

Alana was left alone with Bellian. She put both hands on his desk, leaning over until their noses were practically touching. 

“Now, I want to hear what this is about.”

“Alana? You called us.”

“I wanted information. I didn’t expect you, and I especially didn’t expect you in the ship that can wipe out a small planet system.”

“It’s a serious matter.”

Alana snorted.

“They make an impressive team, Alana. I have heard of Red Star.”

Alana kept her face impassive. “I am aware of that.”

“Maybe I just wanted to take a look at them. After all, you are my favorite cousin. I can safely say that you have an interesting taste in lovers.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment.”

“But it was one, Alana.” Bellian cocked his head. “You going to keep them?”

“Of course I am!” she snapped, then narrowed her eyes at him. “And that was what you wanted to hear.”

“Yes. Congratulations. ”

She ignored him, marching toward the door.



* * * *



When she found her way to the cabins that were designed for the three of them, only Kalien was inside. Damian was nowhere in sight.

“You are back.” 

Kalien faced her.

She sighed, dropping on the seat opposite him.

“Damian said that you were more likely to get more information from your friends if no one else was around.”

“I didn’t have any luck. I will have to try again.”

“The Captain has an interesting opinion of him.”

Leave it to Kalien to pump as much information as possible from any available source.

“Bellian doesn’t belong to his crew. He is a member of Nef-feru, Andraxi intelligence force. A very influential member.”

Kalien absorbed the information. 

“He is your cousin.”

“The blood tie is somewhat distant. But he is the one I am closest to. Bellian had…a birth defect. He is weaker and slower than Andraxi usually are. Naturally, we were put together and bonded quickly. He is very, very intelligent. Andraxi praise physical fitness, but they appreciate intelligence even more.”

“I know. That’s why they are one of the most dangerous warrior races.”

“Correct. In Bellian’s case, that means that he has some plans…convoluted plans, if I know him. And since he genuinely likes me, he is going to try and fix this. It’s just that what he thinks is best for me is not necessarily what I think is nice.”

“He liked Damian, I think.”

“He liked the way he thinks. That’s not a very good thing. Where is Damian, anyway?” 

Alana started unstrapping her weapons. She was safe now, at least.

“He said he wanted to look over the ship. The Captain didn’t have objections.”

Alana paused what she was doing. “You did warn him that Andraxi are likely to challenge him to a fight just to see how good he is? The fact that Bellian is related to me will only exacerbate things.”

“Captain said the same. Damian said it didn’t matter.” Unable to stay still, Kalien stood up and started picking over things that were delivered to them.

“Well, a berserker should be reasonably safe, even on a ship full of Andraxi,” Alana allowed. Kalien’s head shot up, but he avoided her gaze. Alana frowned. It appeared Kalien was still upset about Damian’s secret. 

“Are you really—” Her comcam beeped, interrupting her. She looked at it with annoyance. Bellian. She didn’t have time for him now, and anyway, she wasn’t really pleased with him at the moment.

The comcam beeped again. Kalien threw her a curious glance, coming over to stand beside her. “What’s up?”

“What?”

“Your boyfriend may be in trouble.” 

Alana scowled at the tiny box. Considering that Kalien was next to her, that meant only Damian. 

“He will manage.”

There was a pause from the other side, like Bellian was thinking about what to tell her.

“He probably will, but I am not so sure about others.” 

Kalien mouthed the question at her.

“How do you mean, others? What others?”

“Alana. Do you really want to discuss this now?”

Hell. He had a point. She gritted her teeth. 

“Fine. Tell me where you are. Then we are going to talk.” 



* * * *



The big circular room was filled with Andraxi. Fuming, Alana threw a pissed-off glance at Bellian, who stood somewhat on one side, looking undoubtedly smug. She reined in the impulse to slap his face.

Damian headed straight for a cluster of soldiers. Alana latched on to his belt and followed him. Andraxi were a tall race, and she couldn’t see where Damian was.

Damian was on the floor, scowling at the Andraxi pinned beneath him. He didn’t appear to have done him any lasting damage, but judging by his expression, it didn’t seem like she could count on it staying that way. She cursed silently. The rest of the soldiers nervously watched. Some were armed, but no one had shot at Damian yet.

“I didn’t expect that,” Bellian commented, approaching her.

“You planned it.”

“Not precisely. It was bound to happen. I’m not surprised he managed to toss the other two opponents away, but he seems to be especially pissed at Rathiel.”

“Knowing Rathiel, I am not surprised.”

Rathiel was a bully, but a vicious fighter. Damian had honed in on the most dangerous opponent.

“I gather you didn’t know he can go berserk,” Alana said in a scathing tone.

Bellian shrugged. “There were…indications.”

Oh. She should have guessed it. Bellian was notoriously good at gathering information. She looked at the frozen tableau again. He wouldn’t mourn Rathiel, that much was obvious.

She tugged at Kalien. “Is he in a rage?” she whispered, pulling him away from the rest of the spectators. Some of them were more than trigger happy. She needed to diffuse the situation quickly.

“I think he is, but he has been worse.”

Not a comforting thought.

“What, precisely, does that mean?” 

“The guy ain’t dead yet. That means he is in the mood to play.”

Why didn’t that make her feel better?

“He can’t kill him. We will be in trouble.”

Not very big trouble, but trouble nevertheless. Considering their current situation, she preferred not to owe anyone any favors.

“How big of trouble?” Kalien muttered. She pinched him.

“Ow. I get the point.”

“Any suggestions?”

“Look pretty and harmless, and beg.”

It would figure.

Kalien knelt, careful to stay in Damian’s line of sight. Alana hesitated before dropping into a similar position.

“Come on, Damian. It’s me,” Kalien coaxed, slowly getting closer to Damian. His emerald eyes glinted dangerously, but he obviously didn’t consider either of them a danger.

Kalien slid imperceptibly closer.

Damian’s hungry gaze fastened on him. Alana grinned. Okay. He knew who they were, all right.

Rathiel shifted. Damian growled at him, his fangs flashing. They were considerably longer than the ones Andraxi sported. She thought she heard someone take deep breath from the wall of soldiers behind her back.

That’s right, boys, there is a bigger monster in the room.

Said monster licked his lips, staring at her breasts. Alana inched closer, letting him take a good look.

She could almost touch him now. Kalien was in front of her and to her left.

And she was getting aroused.

“It’s only me,” she said, echoing Kalien.

He growled at her. 

“What!” she protested indignantly.

The growling subsided. Kalien snickered.

She gave him a dirty look. “Sorry,” he said. “But I got to say, please. You are dominant as him. He doesn’t buy that meek act from you.”

Good to know. Kalien had rolled onto his side, still talking to Damian softly. Damian appeared to lose interest in the captured Andraxi. She slowly straightened, putting a hand on Kalien’s leg.

“That’s right. Come and play with us.”

He was definitely interested. He looked at them, then at his prey.

Ugh. He was obviously thinking about killing it before the fun and games. 

“Damian, stop that right now!”

He glared at her then hissed, but he reluctantly let go of Rathiel. Exhaling a sigh of relief, Alana reached for him. Purring, Damian burrowed his nose in Kalien’s golden hair, letting his lover embrace him.

“That’s better,” Kalien whispered encouragingly. Damian twisted his head to stare at her as she carefully stood up. The look in his eyes was still feral.

“Can we take him back to our room now?”

“I think so,” Kalien whispered back. “Just don’t try to move.”

She wrapped one arm around Damian’s waist, helping Kalien get him back on his feet. Damian growled at onlookers.

“Watch it. We don’t want to set him off again.”

“Yes, whatever.”

Everyone scrambled to get out of their way.

Damian certainly appeared to have no objection to being sandwiched between the two of them. He was still purring when the doors closed behind them.

With a sigh, Kalien deposited his burden onto the cream-colored sheets on the big bed. Alana frowned at it. It was big enough for all three of them…courtesy of her cousin, she didn’t doubt.

“What was that?” Kalien demanded.

She rubbed her suddenly aching head. “I would say my cousin instigated it. He didn’t have to work hard at it since Andraxi would certainly try to see how good you were in a fight. But Bellian’s interference made it more dangerous, which was probably why Damian went berserk. Three Andraxi hunters that mean business are too much for him to handle in his normal state, however good he is.”

Kalien sat at the bed.

“You mean Bellian knew Damian could go in rage?”

Alana smiled without humor. “Most likely. Three Andraxi are somewhat of an overkill.”

Kalien muttered an expletive. Damian rolled over and climbed into his lap. Kalien absently shifted out of his reach.

“But why?”

She grimaced. “Recent business may have brought us to their attention, but I suspect it was more for Bellian. He knows me very well. He also wants me to get a position in the Andraxi diplomatic corps.”

“What does that have to do with us?”

“My chances are better with a good choice of partner.”

“You have been partnered before.”

“Not with someone like you or Damian. You two are…very impressive.”

Kalien frowned. “If your cousin had plans to partner you with someone else, he’d better think again. Neither I nor Damian is giving you up. You belong to us.”

Damian purred louder at the sound of his name. He knocked Kalien down on the bed, throwing a hungry glance at Alana. Her body heated.

Ah. That was one piece of business she had to attend to before she killed her cousin. She started to strip. Kalien’s eyes widened.

“Uh, Alana, what are you doing?”

She dumped her belt on the floor then continued to shimmy out of her clothes the rest of the way. 

“How much do you know about berserker races and how they go in battle?”

“Not a lot.”

“Trust me on this score. We need to take care of Damian first.” 

Kalien looked dubiously at his partner. 

“He seems fine.”

She snorted. 

“He is licking your palm.” 

Not quite right. Damian moved on, sucking one finger. A faint flush started to show on Kalien’s cheeks. 

“Alana?”

Completely naked, she climbed on the bed next to him and started to unzip his shirt. Kalien’s gaze slid to her breasts. Kalien hastily cleared his throat. Alana grinned at him.

“He got into battle rage. Remember what I said about that? We stopped him from killing, so the next thing he is going to want…”

Damian wasn’t really forthcoming about details, and neither of them wanted to distress him asking details, but Alana did remember a few facts about berserkers.

Hence the lack of clothes. She tossed Kalien’s shirt away. Damian made an appreciative noise. 

“He doesn’t look that way,” Kalien said reluctantly, looking down at Damian, who looked half asleep now, snuggling closer to both of them. 

Alana huffed. 

“Yeah, well don’t turn your back to him.” 

Damian didn’t resist being pulled away. His long body uncoiled, revealing the fact that he was very much aroused. His thigh bumped her.

She looked at Kalien over Damian’s body and cocked one eyebrow at him.

“You or me this time?”

“Remember the first time?” 

 “Yes. But…”

“Fine. We will do it that way, only now you and I are going to reverse positions.”

Alana considered it. “That should work.”

Kalien shifted, positioning himself between Damian’s spread legs. Alana crawled to his head, leaning down to hold his arms. She maneuvered herself so she could watch what Kalien was doing.

Kalien didn’t waste any time, his blond head coming to rest on Damian’s groin. He started to suck, bobbing gently up and down. A twinge of desire wrapped around her spine and tightened, making her breathe harder.

Kalien’s head lifted, his lips leaving the plump cock. 

“Is he purring?”

“Yep. Keep going.”

Obviously, Damian enjoyed this. His tongue peeked out to wet his lips. The faint purring noise emanating from his chest intensified as his hips lifted. He growled.

Kalien backed off. He was using one hand to hold Damian’s cock. The other one was resting on his hip, pressing him down and allowing Kalien to control the depth of penetration. Obviously, Damian was unhappy about it.

His emerald gaze shifted on her. The next second, he pulled himself out of her grip and reached for her. Alana yelped. She resisted, but he easily lifted and deposited her the way he wanted, her knees on either side of his head. His hands pressed her thighs.

Warm breath teased her wet folds. She hissed when his tongue lapped up her sensitive skin. A shudder went through her body. She moaned. His grip tightened. She felt him circle her clit, then his lips closed around it. He started sucking.

Her lungs constricted. Dazed, she wondered whether he was mirroring what Kalien was doing to him. The thought served only to spike her pleasure. Her nipples hardened in helpless want. She whimpered.

Kalien looked up, his lips swollen and wet, his gaze heated. 

“That’s nice.” 

“It’s not.” 

“Come on, you watched me sucking him. Why shouldn’t I reciprocate?”

Alana panted. 

“Same reason I got to hold him this time. He could bite.” 

“So? He has done that before.”

Alana shook her head. For some reason it was hard to think. 

“Not while still in battle rage. Who knows what kind of poison he could inject in you.”

Kalien looked intrigued. 

“I mean it!” 

“And you?”

“I am Andraxi. It won’t be so bad with me. Fuck!” Her eyes rolled back in her head.

“What?” 

Fierce pleasure speared her insides. With a gasp, she fell back, Damian’s grip slacking. She leaned back on the headboard, still shaking. She felt lightheaded.

“He bit me,” she exclaimed, feeling something hot invade her bloodstream.

“Bad?” 

“Not...really.”

She shuddered. 

Damian growled warningly, pushing his leaking organ into Kalien’s palm. Kalien’s mouth engulfed him again. The purr came back. Watching them, Alana moaned. Her fingers snuck up between her legs. The tiny puncture wounds were tender and more sensitive than before. She gritted her teeth. A wave of carnal longing hit her with a surprising force. She pressed her palm harder.

Damian’s back arched, his fists gripping the sheets. A fine sheen of sweat covered his skin. Alana stared. 

She had seen him and Kalien before, but Damian never was quite like this. Now he was more focused on his pleasure, more wanton, his body shifting hungrily. He watched Kalien through half-lidded eyes, his breaths coming out in short gasps. His head fell back on the bed, muscles twitching and shuddering with the force of his release. Her own body spasmed, her hunger climbing up one level.

Kalien pulled back, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. Wide-eyed, he stared at Damian. 

“He even tastes different.”

“Probably meant to get you ready for more of the same.” 

Her voice sounded breathless, even to her own ears.

“Oh, yeah. And what are you doing?” Kalien purred, suddenly looming over her. Desperate and wanting, she gripped his shoulders.

“I can’t get off! He got me all fired up, but now I can’t…” she wailed in frustration.

“Really? Let me see.” Kalien pushed her back, parting her legs and letting his fingers sink into her over-sensitized pussy. She whimpered. It was not nearly enough.

“Oh. You are...” His blue gaze focused on her. His hands went to his waist, fumbling with his belt. She writhed under him, the need eating at her. 

“Kalien! I need it!” 

He thrust in her, making her wonderfully full. She groaned. He let go of her wrists, cupping her breast. Alana bucked. He felt so good. 

“Harder! Please, Kalien!”

He obeyed, riding her faster. 

“Yess...” 

She was still sensitive from Damian’s bite. Kalien’s cock brushing against her clit and the tiny puncture wounds was driving her crazy. She thrashed. 

Kalien drove into her. 

She screamed. 

Damian had turned on his side and was watching them intently. Still pumping into her, Kalien reached for him, grabbing a handful of rich, deep red hair. Damian yelped, his lips parting when Kalien’s mouth crashed on his. Watching them, Alana arched off the bed, Damian’s red hair spilling over her breasts while the two men kissed each other. She gasped. Kalien’s body stiffened, but he refused to let go of Damian, devouring his lips while finishing inside Alana. 















Chapter 9



“Don’t even think you are going to escape this time.”

Alana tracked her prey to the captain’s ready room on the bridge. She had no problems getting to it, having glared down whoever had the misfortune to get in her way.

Bellian, the bastard, didn’t even wince.

“You know,” he said, eyeing her thoughtfully, “I thought sex was supposed to help one’s disposition.”

She narrowed her eyes at him. She pulled a chair opposite him and dropped into it.

“Details, Bellian.”

She was deliciously sated, completely relaxed, and energized enough to kick the asses of a whole squadron of Andraxi hunters. She wondered when the aftereffects of whatever Damian shared with her were going to wear off.

“It would appear,” Bellian leaned back into his own chair, “that your cargo was addressed to a diplomat from Celestra’s government.”

“So the cargo is legal.”

“It appears to be. It’s just that your friend has taken double payment. He spilled the beans about the three of you and sent another message by another courier, this one intended for someone else.”

“And he wanted it to look like he did his job. That’s why he’s hiring a serious team to bring the message down.”

Bellian inclined his head. “No matter how good you are, you would have folded down. It was never planned for you to reach Celestra.”

Alana’s brain was working furiously. She gave him a cold stare. “But we are going to land there.”

He grinned maliciously, his fangs flashing. “Oh, yes, you are. Separately from us, of course.”

“Then what?”

“Then we are going to wait and see who is going to take the bait.”

“One last contingency. If we do show up, they are going to try and take whoever that message was intended for.”

“Yes. You are going to make sure that doesn’t happen.”

“Lucky us,” Alana muttered.

He snorted. “Don’t make me laugh, cousin. You are going to enjoy this.”

Quite possibly.



* * * *



Once they were within Celestra’s system, Bellian’s ship, Artemis, had dumped them close to the planet, taking care not to be observed doing it. The Red Star was fixed by then. It was in as good of a state as it was when it started its journey, but looking and pretending to be considerably worse. Celestra didn’t have a planet-bound spaceport, being mostly an agrarian planet. There was a rundown station in its orbit, and they limped into it, trying to draw as much attention as possible. 

“People are avoiding us,” Kalien commented, leaning back onto the wall next to the communications bough where Damian had disappeared to contact their client. Alana accepted the bottle of water he passed her. She eyed people walking the hallway in front of them. Some of them appeared busy, some were not. All of them gave them a wide berth. Across from them, a wide window offered a backdrop of the blackness of space dotted with stars. This side of the station was turned away from the planet. A couple of smaller ships were sitting on the landing deck. This wasn’t a busy situation, although that looked to change. She took a sip of water and sighed in appreciation. Not recycled water, but imported from the planet.

“They may be farmers, but they aren’t stupid.”

All three of them were inconspicuously decked in their big, bad mercenary outfits. They wanted whoever was behind the hunt for them to come looking...and find them. Absently, Alana patted the small box tucked into her breast pocket, behind a vicious-looking knife. It was a small, state-of-the-art emitter. It broadcasted their location to Bellian, and if she knew her cousin, some other things as well, but she wasn’t willing to ask too many questions. The important thing was that Bellian, and the whole slew of Andraxi hunters, would be there when she called. Alana always operated under one rule, never refuse backup.

“Not all of them are farmers,” Kalien said, the movement of his head indicating the people in front of them. Alana acknowledged it. There were members of at least three species around, not including Andraxi, and neither of those species needed more wheat. More than likely, they were here to spy for their respective governments. 

“Times are changing for Celestra,” she muttered. 

Damian exited the booth, looking pissed. Both of them inched closer to him. “Well?” Kalien asked.

Damian shrugged, his green gaze surveying their surroundings.

“I put the call through. Apparently, they have been waiting for us. They said they will be here shortly.”

“They want the information.”

“We are late,” Damian explained. “They were worried.”

“What are the chances that whoever is meeting us wanted us gone?”

Damian shrugged, starting toward the half-empty café on their left side. They fell into step with him.

“Fifty-fifty, I would say. We will have to wait and see.”

He snatched the water bottle from Alana and took a long swig. She watched his throat as he drank and nudged Kalien. “You do know that he is on the verge of slipping into battle rage?”

“Hmm?” Kalien barely spared a glance for their lover. “More fun, then.”

Alana choked. Kalien had a one-track mind. 

“There you are!” called an unfamiliar voice behind them. They swiftly turned to face it, both Alana and Kalien reaching for their weapons and Damian dropping the bottle. The owner of the voice, a middle-aged man dressed in official-looking robe, blinked at them. His two attendants backed away immediately, all color draining from their faces. Damian’s eyes narrowed. They stared at each other in one long, tension-filled moment. 

Then Kalien said, “Undersecretary Corvin, from Celestra Ministry?”

“Well, yes. You called me.” Corvin cleared his throat, his gaze glued to the shiny knife Alana held in front of her. He raised one eyebrow. “I take it it was a long and fun-filled trip?”

Kalien laughed, dispelling the tension. Alana and Damian relaxed, both abandoning their battle stances.

Kalien stepped forward, offering Corvin his hand. “You will have to forgive us. As you said, it was a long trip. My associates are understandably nervous.”

Corvin snorted. “Quite understandably. Shall we move somewhere more private? My government frowns on its business becoming a free show.”

“Not to mention that any minute now, security is going to come to try and drag us away,” Kalien agreed. “However, let’s not choose a too-private place.”

Corvin nodded. “Of course. May I suggest that charming café across from us?”

Alana didn’t have to look to know what he was talking about. It was nestled along a public walkway and probably offered cheap food and even cheaper drink. It opened straight off the walkway, being no more than a row of replicators surrounded with tables and chairs.

“That’s acceptable.” Damian must have come to the same conclusion as she did.

They selected a table off at one end of the café, closest to the wall. Corvin and one of his people sat with them. Alana perched herself on a nearby table, somewhat behind Kalien, who was sitting across from Damian. She scowled at a curious passerby. He blanched, scurrying away.

“You have it, I assume?” Corvin went straight to business. Damian nodded, sliding the still-sealed tube toward him. Corvin sighed in obvious relief. “Thank the gods. Amiree.” He signaled to his other companion. “Call in Varais and tell him we have got it.”

Amiree nodded and pulled out a small gadget, presumably some kind of communications device. Alana surreptitiously glanced at it, wondering if that was all Amiree was going to be doing.

Damian’s hand curled around his wrist. “If you don’t mind,” he said, “our payment first.”

Startled, Corvin quickly gathered himself. “Of course. I didn’t forget, and you did your part. I have to confess, when you were late, we started to worry.”

“Naturally,” Kalien agreed, smoothly picking up the conversation. “You may transfer it to our account here at the station. Our ship will need some repairs before we are able to depart.”

“Rough journey, then? You may have figured out this is a sensitive piece of information. We asked that guy—what was his name—Dis to find the best team he could find. He assured us it would be done. He charged us for that, too.”

Damian’s shoulders twitched. 

“Dis knew his business. It’s a shame about him,” Kalien commented casually.

“Shame?” Corvin asked.

“Oh, yes. I heard he had an…accident recently,” Kalien continued with a perfectly straight face. 

Alana yawned, covering her mouth with her hand. 

“Interesting assortment of visitors you have here. I think we met some of their friends on the way here,” she commented, looking over the long hallway.

Corvin snorted. “No kidding. We have something they want. You may have gotten that much already.” He shook his head. “All kind of unsavory types, and you will appreciate what I am saying when I tell you that our best bet out of the bunch of them may be Andraxi. Never thought I would say that, too.”

“Oh, yes. They can be...interesting,” Alana agreed. She leaned forward, catching Kalien’s gaze. Corvin still seemed blissfully unaware of the danger. His companion, though, started to fidget.

“Stop there! Murderers!”

The shout echoed down the hallway. Alana heard a shriek, punctuated with the sound of blazing fire. They were ready, though. She tackled Amiree and brought them both down, out of the way of shots. Glancing up, she saw that Damian and Kalien were doing the same. Kalien had kicked the table and put it between themselves and their attackers. She saw Kalien leaning over the nervous little Celestrian. He looked grim. His knife flashed. Oh well. The guy probably wasn’t in much danger, but it was better to get him out of the way immediately. She cursed and tugged Amiree. The girl was tense but grasped the situation quickly. She wasn’t much of a problem to drag forward. They crawled over to the rest of them.

“This is station security! Give yourself up, and you will live!”

“I know someone who would not, though,” Kalien muttered, popping over their improvised shield to return fire. 

“Undersecretary, are you all right?”

Corvin was purple in the face. “They are trying to kill me, too!” he sputtered indignantly.

Alana raised her eyebrows. “Probably. They are trying to arrest us for murder, so someone other than us has to be dead.”

For a government official, Corvin could curse very well. He looked with distaste on the body of his fallen comrade. “They were waiting for you to show up.” Then he brightened. “Amiree, did you contact our friend?”

“I did, Undersecretary.”

“That’s good. He shall be able to get to the bottom of this, even if we end up dead.”

“If it’s all the same, I would prefer we don’t,” Kalien commented. “Damn it! They are too far away for me to get either of them.”

The lights above them blinked, went down, then came back, muted.

“Emergency light,” Alana muttered. “That should make things interesting.” Thanks to her Andraxi DNA, she could see better in the dark than the average human. Not as good as Damian, though. She reached to grab his arm. “No. We are not going to kill them. We need to find out who is giving them orders, and that will be easier if they are alive.”

Damian growled in displeasure. She squeezed harder. He subsided, though unwillingly. 

“Are you going to surrender?” The shout had almost, but not completely, masked the sound of running footsteps. Both Damian and Alana turned their heads to the left.

“I heard,” Damian whispered, “three of them.”

Alana nodded then unclipped her gun from her belt and poked Corvin with it.

“Take it.”

He looked shocked. “What…oh. Aren’t you going to need it?”

Alana grinned, feral. “Not for this, I am not.”

She went up on all fours and flattened herself against the wall, melting into the shadows. Damian was a breath away. She could feel his heat, but she couldn’t hear him. Adrenaline rushed through her veins, all her senses honing onto approaching intruders.

“Wh…” When the first one went down, his blaster fired, illuminating his body against the gray metal of the station. From the corner of her eye, Alana saw Damian lunging at the second one. That left only one for her. She jumped, hurling her whole weight on him. He tensed, landing with a thud. Alana growled, quickly relieving him of his weapons. His eyes widened as he saw her fangs. Grinning, she hit him with enough force to render him unconscious. She smiled nastily before hitting him with enough force to send him into unconsciousness. He went limp under her. A shadow formed before her. Gripping the fallen soldier’s rifle, she aimed it at the new danger. And lowered it again.

“That was very good, cousin.” 

Bellian was grinning at her. Alana snorted, accepting his help. Looking around, she saw more Andraxi wearing purple ribbons on their forearms, rounding the rest of the soldiers and babbling at bystanders.

“Perfect timing,” she answered, moving out of the way of two guys, probably medics, with a hovering stretcher in tow. They loaded her victim, avoiding her gaze.

Kalien was helping the undersecretary stand up. Corvin looked mightily annoyed, but otherwise, no worse for wear.

“Ma’am, if I can have that?”

Alana started then stared at the Corelean standing next to her shoulder. He coughed then looked at the rifle still in her hands. 

“Oh. Right.” She handed it over then frowned. “What? The rest of it is mine.”

He looked unconvinced but, as the undersecretary was bearing down at them, decided not to quibble.

“Have you got what you needed, Bellian?” Kalien asked, looking relaxed and unconcerned. He was offering Amiree a hand, and the girl didn’t look hurt enough to justify it. He grinned cheekily at Alana’s narrowed gaze. She relaxed, noticing he swept over both her and Damian with his gaze, probably to assure himself they were unharmed. Damian looked displeased, but not with Kalien. Probably with Bellian, then, for cutting his fun short.

“Consular Bellian,” Corvin said, addressing them. “Timely intervention, I have to admit.”

Bellian bowed. “We are pleased to be of service,” he said, keeping his face neutral.

Corvin huffed. “I suppose that you will use this to enforce the fact that we will need your help in the future, too.”

Bellian looked pointedly at the soldiers in uniform of the Station security that his men were restraining, then at an empty space behind Corvin’s shoulders.

“Yes, yes. I know.” Corvin sighed. “May I ask for the transport down the planet, then? My superiors are anxiously awaiting my report.”

“Of course,” Bellian agreed. He signaled to his men then stepped away.

Corvin nodded to them. “My thanks for your help, then,” he said.

“It was no trouble,” Kalien said smoothly. The diplomat nodded then departed, surrounded by Andraxi.



* * * *



Waving at Amiree, he didn’t miss Alana’s jealous stare. After all, Kalien was turned to his partners. He had to grin at the way they looked. He was a man, she was a woman, a redhead and a blonde, a whatever it was Damian was and a half-Andraxi. Dangerous, both of them. And of course, utterly delicious. He finally had them both where he wanted them, in his bed. Or almost there, he amended. He could work on that.

He patted them both on the back, grinning at their startled expressions. 

“We better go back to the Red Star, in case someone from security sees us and thinks we slipped from their hands and we shouldn’t have done so,” he offered innocently. 

“Probably a smart idea,” Alana agreed, heading in the direction of the landing bay. She twisted her fingers into Damian’s belt. Kalien snorted. They liked each other, despite all pains they went to make him believe otherwise.

Kalien followed them at some distance.

“Kalien? What’s taking you so long?”

He twitched at the impatience in Damian’s voice and picked up his step.

“Nothing. Just enjoying the view, really.”

Damian growled. 

“You can look at the space from our ship. Come on.”

Kalien sighed and did as he was told.

“I don’t think it was what he was looking at, Damian.” 

He paused.

“Oh.”







THE END
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