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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    Doctor Kayla Smith wished she was dead. 
 
    She was a renowned xenobiologist and chemist with several prestigious degrees to her name. She had a bright future, living and working on the Mother Ship, studying alien samples from the other planets the Kindred visited. As a member of an elite, three-person team, she was breaking all kinds of scientific boundaries and making amazing new discoveries every day. In short, she had everything she could want in her personal and professional life. 
 
    And right now, she wanted to die. 
 
    “Oh God, how could I let myself do that? How? How?” she whispered, pulling her knees up to her chest as hot water dripped down her nose. She was sitting in the shower stall in her suite in the Mother Ship, taking what had to be her twentieth shower in two days. She wished she had a bathing pool in her suite but those were only for mated couples and she most definitely was not mated. 
 
    She didn’t want to be mated, either, Kayla told herself. She wanted to stay single and be married to her work. Unlike a lot of single women who came up to the Mother Ship from Earth, she hadn’t come with the intention of finding a husband or earning her “Mrs. degree” as her Auntie Feenie jokingly put it. 
 
    “I’m a respected scientist,” Kayla whispered to herself, pushing one of her long black box braids behind her ear. Her hand was trembling as she did so—she hadn’t eaten in days. Not since…the incident. “Or I was a respected scientist, anyway.” 
 
    But it wasn’t the respect of the wider scientific community she was worried about losing—it was the respect of the other two members of her team. The two Kindred warriors she worked with. 
 
    Bron was a huge, muscular Beast Kindred with shaggy black hair and a black mustache and goatee he wore braided and bound with a silver band—a symbol of the wild tribe he had come from on his home planet of Rageron. He had the molten gold eyes of his kind and a deep, growling voice to match. What Kayla liked most about him was his loud, funny sense of humor and his tendency to say “fuck” a lot or curse in his native dialect when he got upset. He was also one of the finest microbiologists she had ever met. 
 
    Then there was Sorin, an award-winning virologist and the other member of their team. He was a Blood Kindred with sleek, silver-blonde hair and pale blue eyes that Kayla sometimes felt could see directly into her soul. She loved Sorin’s quiet, quick wit and his way of whispering sly comments to her and Bron when they were out in public that cracked them both up. He had been raised on Tranq Prime, the Blood Kindred home world, in what he dryly described as a “repressed family,” though he wouldn’t say much more about his past. 
 
    The two of them—Sorin and Bron—were best friends and had been long before Kayla had come along. But the moment she had walked into the Mother Ship’s science department Christmas party the year before, the three of them had just “clicked.” The two big males had fit her into their life and it wasn’t even a month before the three of them were working on a group project and sharing a private lab, just big enough for three. 
 
    That had been almost a year ago and since then, Kayla had grown closer to both Kindred. They ate meals together, went out to see movies and plays together, and of course, the weekly Wednesday night poker games at Bron’s suite were a must. They took trips to other alien worlds to collect specimens to study. Kayla had even taken the two of them back to Earth with her to give them a taste of Earth culture—and a little of her Auntie Feenie’s soul food. 
 
    “Girl, when are you going to pick one of those fine men and get me some great-grandbabies?” her aunt had demanded, after pulling her aside to talk in the kitchen. Since Kayla’s grandmother had passed on, Auntie Feenie—who was actually Kayla’s great aunt—had stepped in to take her place. 
 
    Kayla had shaken her head and laughed. 
 
    “Never, Auntie Feenie. These two are a matched set—I can’t break them up. Besides, we’re all just good friends and colleagues.” 
 
    “You might say that, Kay-kay,” but I see the way their eyes follow you around the room.” Auntie Feenie had made a two-fingered gesture towards her own eyes and nodded solemnly. “You might just be thinking of them as friends but they’re thinking a whole lot more about you than that. You better believe it.” 
 
    Kayla had felt her cheeks get warm. It was true that she had sometimes sensed her guys, as she thought of them, were watching her in a shall-we-say less than professional way. But she also knew that neither Sorin nor Bron would ever act on any kind of attraction they might have towards her. 
 
    Because if she started sleeping with one of them, the other would be excluded. Their perfect trio would become a duo and a single—unacceptable to any of them—especially Kayla. She respected their friendship too much to be their Yoko. But that didn’t stop her from enjoying her time with her guys. 
 
    “I see the way the three of you are around each other,” one of her friends aboard the Mother Ship had said. “You’re always fooling around and hugging and massaging each other—if those two were Twin Kindred, you’d all be mated by now.” 
 
    But they weren’t Twin Kindred, Kayla thought sadly. And everyone knew that Blood Kindred and most especially Beast Kindred didn’t share mates with anyone. Besides, Bron was as quick to pull Sorin into one of his crushing hugs as he was to hug Kayla and Sorin was just as willing to massage the kinks out of Bron’s thick neck and broad shoulders as he was to work his long-fingered magic on Kayla when she had a crick in her neck. 
 
    So the attraction between them remained unspoken and anything other than friendly physical affection—bear hugs from Bron or neck rubs from Sorin—stayed strictly in the realm of her often erotic dreams. 
 
    Until the incident. 
 
    “Don’t think of it,” Kayla ordered herself, pushing another long, black braid out of her face. She was shivering now, even though the water pouring down on her was still hot. Shivering and sick with shame and regret over what she’d done. But it had seemed like she couldn’t help it. At the time, it had seemed like she would die if she didn’t do it… 
 
    “Don’t think about it,” she said again…but then she went and did it anyway. She couldn’t help it. 
 
      
 
    It had been two days ago and the three of them had been working in the lab as usual, studying a specimen from Gaia, an Earth-like planet many light years away where the Kindred had a science outpost. The specimen had been a new kind of alien microbe that Kayla had never seen before—she had been showing it to Bron and Sorin when a strange, sweet scent started blowing from the ventilation shaft of their lab. 
 
    Kayla remembered thinking it smelled like the cotton candy her Daddy had used to buy her at the State Fair when it came around every year. The scent had made her feel dizzy and she had almost fallen but Sorin had grabbed one hand and Bron had grabbed the other. Between the two of them, they had lifted her to her feet and steadied her. 
 
    And that was when it had started, Kayla thought. Then—right there—when both of them had touched her at the same time. That was when the thirst began. 
 
    “Kayla, are you all right?” Sorin had sounded worried. 
 
    “Did you have a fainting spell, leelah?” Bron and Sorin both sometimes used the affectionate nickname which meant “small, cherished one” or “little lovely one” in the Kindred language because it sounded a bit like her name. 
 
    “I…I don’t know.” Kayla had looked up, from the sleek blond Blood Kindred to the shaggy, dark Beast Kindred. “I think it’s that sweet smell. It’s making me feel so…so thirsty.” 
 
    “I’ll get you some water,” Sorin said at once but Kayla had known even then it wasn’t water that she needed. 
 
    “No!” She gripped tightly to his hand, not wanting to let go—not wanting to let go of either of them. “No, don’t leave me,” she begged. “I don’t…don’t think it’s water I’m thirsty for.” 
 
    “Then what is it?” Bron rumbled, looking worried. “What the fuck is wrong with you, Kayla? Because I don’t mind telling you, you’re scaring the Seven Hells out of me.” 
 
    “I…I’m just so thirsty,” Kayla had whispered. Even then she knew what she wanted—what she craved—but it was so awful she could barely admit it to herself, let alone to the males she cared for and respected. 
 
    “What is it, you’re thirsty for, Kayla?” Sorin asked. “Whatever it is, it must be a response to this strange, sweet smell.” He frowned. “I wonder if it’s everywhere around the ship or just in our lab?” 
 
    “I…I…don’t know if I can tell you what…what I need.” Kayla bit her lip as her thirst intensified and a burst of pure lust ran through her body, setting her on fire. 
 
    I can’t do this, she was thinking as she gripped both big hands tightly. She tried to study them to take her mind off of the need growing inside her—noticing how Bron’s skin was a darker tan than Sorin’s pale gold but neither was as dark as her own deep mocha tones. She had always liked the contrast between them—and loved the fact that neither of her guys made any kind of deal about it. Kindred were raised without any kind of racism because they were genetic traders by birth. All life—especially all female life—was precious to them, regardless of race, ethnicity, or color. All life— 
 
    Oh God, this isn’t working, Kayla thought as the thirst inside her became a burning need. She was beginning, in a strange way, to feel like you do right before you throw up. 
 
    At first, the idea of being sick in front of everyone—especially people whose good opinion matters to you—seems like the worst, most unimaginable thing in the world. You push back the urge and try to think of something else to take your mind off your rolling stomach. But gradually, as the need to throw up worsens, the biological urges of the body overtake the shame and reluctance of the mind. At last, the impulse overwhelms everything else and, in that second, you no longer care about what anyone thinks of you—you just have to go with your body’s urges because they are beyond your control. 
 
    That was how Kayla felt now. Her body was demanding that she do things she normally would never consider but she couldn’t fight it anymore. Letting go of Sorin’s hand, she sank to the floor and fumbled for the fastening of his black trousers instead. 
 
    “Kayla!” Sorin had taken a quick step back, his pale blue eyes going wide. “What are you doing?” 
 
    Kayla wanted to cry—wanted to stop herself from doing anything else to repulse her friend and colleague. But the thirst was on her—driving her like a harsh master—demanding she do things that were completely against her nature. 
 
    “Don’t push her away, Sorin.” Bron had knelt beside her, putting a muscular arm comfortingly around her shoulders. “What is it, small one?” he murmured gently. “What is it you need?” 
 
    “I need…I need this,” Kayla had somehow managed to get out. She reached over and plucked ineffectually at the fastening of the Beast Kindred’s trousers. “Please, Bron…so thirsty.” 
 
    “For what? For seed?” Sorin sounded like he couldn’t believe it. Kayla wanted to tell him she couldn’t believe it herself, but the thirst was riding her and she couldn’t get the words out. Her body was aching—throbbing with need. Her nipples were tight little points at the end of her breasts and her pussy felt liquid with desire. But the thirst overrode even her sudden, intense desire—or maybe it was causing the desire. Kayla didn’t know—she only knew what she needed and she needed it desperately—needed to drink from her men. 
 
    “Please,” she whispered again, resting her hand over the bulge in Bron’s trousers—the thick ridge of his shaft. 
 
    “You’re serious? This is what you need? What you want?” Bron had looked down at her, his golden eyes narrowed. “Because I don’t want to offend or assault you, leelah. You mean too fucking much to me—to both of us.” 
 
    “Not…assault. I need…please, so thirsty,” Kayla whispered. She felt like a woman who had been out in the Sahara at high noon. Her mouth and throat were parched and her whole body ached with desire—she needed this so damn badly. 
 
    “This can’t be right,” Sorin objected, even as Bron unfastened his trousers and let the largest shaft Kayla had ever seen spring free. “This must be a reaction to that strange smell. Bron, if you do this, she’ll never forgive you.” 
 
    “I can’t see her hurting and not help,” Bron growled. “What the fuck am I supposed to do, Sorin?” 
 
    “Go get help! That’s what I’m going to do.” 
 
    The Blood Kindred had made as though to leave their lab but Kayla had cried out as a sense of wrongness filled her. 
 
    “No!” She had reached for Sorin even as she got closer to Bron. “No, please…need…need you too, Sorin.” 
 
    “It appears to be Bron that you need, Kayla.” There was a new coldness in the Blood Kindred’s voice and Kayla realized what was happening. Sorin thought she was finally making her choice between them—the unspoken choice that none of them had ever dared to mention. How could she explain that she needed them both—needed them so desperately she felt like she might die if either one of them left her? 
 
    “Stay, Sorin,” Bron’s voice was deep with authority. “She needs us—both of us.” 
 
    “I don’t see how I can help what’s about to happen.” Sorin’s voice had still been unhappy but it had, at least, thawed a little. 
 
    “I don’t either but Kayla seems to want you,” Bron growled. 
 
    “Not as much as she apparently wants you.” But Sorin had settled reluctantly down beside her and Bron on the lab floor. Blindly, Kayla had reached for his hand. She didn’t know why, but she knew she had to be touching them both. 
 
    Both at once—both at the same time, whispered a little voice in the back of her head. Sorin’s touch was reluctant but gentle. She felt his long fingers at the back of her neck, cool and soothing. 
 
    That was good but it wasn’t enough. 
 
    Kayla pulled the Blood Kindred’s hand down and around until he was cupping her breast. Sorin tried to pull back but she wouldn’t let him. Instead, she fumbled for the buttons of her neat, professional button-down blouse and popped them open. Then she pulled down her bra and thrust her bare breasts into the Blood Kindred’s hand. 
 
    Stop this—what are you doing? Don’t do this! What will they think of you? whispered a little voice in her head. But the thirst and desire were too great to ignore or contain. Kayla needed them—needed both her guys—and she couldn’t stop herself from taking what she needed. 
 
    “I don’t understand why you want this, Kayla,” Sorin’s voice was rough and unhappy but he didn’t try to pull his hand away again. Instead, he plucked gently at her nipples, sending sparks of pleasure through her entire body and making Kayla groan as the thirst grew even worse. 
 
    “I don’t think she understands either,” Bron rumbled. “But just go with it, Sorin—give her what she needs.” 
 
    As the two big Kindred held her between them, Kayla smelled their bonding scents for the first time. Bron’s was dark and spicy—for some reason it reminded her of the forest at night. Sorin’s scent was fresh and crisp, like an icy day. Both of them surrounded her at once, mixing together and filling her senses, soothing and calming her. 
 
    Feeling comforted, but still thirsty out of her mind, Kayla reached for Bron’s exposed shaft which was thick and dark with a single pulsing vein running up the middle of it. The thick bulge of his mating fist sat at the base. Good God, it was huge—she was certain she would barely be able to fit the head in her mouth but that was really all she needed. She felt her mouth begin to water and she swallowed with a dry click. 
 
    On the broad crown was a single droplet of precum. To Kayla, it looked like an oasis in the desert. With a little cry of pure need, she put out her tongue and lapped it up. 
 
    Chocolate, she thought ravenously. He tastes like dark chocolate. 
 
    And then she was sucking hungrily, trying to get more of the nourishing liquid, rubbing Bron’s thick shaft eagerly as she waited for him to flood her mouth and slake her thirst. 
 
    “Goddess, what is she doing? Why is she doing this?” Sorin’s voice sounded uncertain and slightly horrified but his fingers continued to tease her nipples gently as Kayla sucked and stroked. 
 
    “I don’t know but she seems to need it. Need it fucking bad,” Bron growled, his deep voice sounding strained. “Here, small one—this doesn’t have to turn into a scene from a porno-vid. I’ll stroke it for you—you just wait.” 
 
    He had taken over stroking his shaft and soon, to Kayla’s relief, he was panting and keeping a steady rhythm. 
 
    “Get ready, Kayla,” he growled and she felt the hard muscles of his thigh stiffening under her cheek. “Get ready—going to come. If this is really what you want, come and get it. If not, get back.” 
 
    Kayla had crowded forward eagerly, taking even more of his thick cock between her lips. Finally she was rewarded with a hot spurt of cum as Bron came directly in her mouth. And then another and another—Kindred tended to produce a lot more seed than human males. But it was exactly what Kayla needed. The creamy seed—which again, tasted like dark chocolate—poured down her throat, easing the thirst and soothing the parched dryness like a sudden drenching flood in the desert. Paired with the delicious feeling of Sorin stroking her bare breasts, it seemed to ease some of the desperate need she felt. 
 
    And as she sucked him, Bron stroked her many long braids and her forehead soothingly and Sorin cupped and caressed her breasts. 
 
    “All right, small one,” the Beast Kindred rumbled. “All right, take what you need. It’s all right.” 
 
    He had given her all he could but to Kayla’s shame, it hadn’t slaked the thirst—not nearly. After she finished with Bron, she sat up, her bare breasts still spilling out of her blouse, and turned to Sorin to look up at him appealingly. 
 
    “Sorin,” she whispered. “Please…” 
 
    “This is wrong.” He shook his head. “My people believe that three should not touch as one sexually.” 
 
    “And mine believe a male shouldn’t share a female with another male because it makes him weak—subservient,” Bron growled. “But Kayla needs to suck you too and do you see me trying to stop you?” 
 
    Sorin looked wracked with indecision. 
 
    “We…we have already done much more than we should,” he said, looking at Kayla. “Now you want more?” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” Kayla wanted to cry—wanted to stop—but the thirst and desire rose up in her again and wouldn’t let her. “Not want,” she whispered, putting a hand over his crotch. “Need. Sorin, please, I need you.” 
 
    “Really? This is really what you need?” Sorin looked at down at her hand incredulously. 
 
    “Didn’t you just see her suck me fucking dry?” Bron growled. “Whatever’s in the air, it’s given her a need—a hunger. You have to help me feed her, Sorin. She’d do the same for us if this damn sweet scent had given us the need for pussy honey.” 
 
    His words had caused an instant picture to form in Kayla’s mind—the two of them taking turns between her thighs, lapping her naked pussy as she moaned and begged for more… Just the thought made her throb and the desire and thirst seemed to grow worse than it had been before she had sucked Bron. Helpless to stop herself, she had reached again for the fastening of Sorin’s trousers. 
 
    This time the Blood Kindred didn’t shy away but he did knock her hands gently aside and do the job himself. 
 
    “I don’t understand this,” he murmured as he unfastened his trousers for her and took out a long, throbbing shaft. Though he clearly wouldn’t admit it, seeing Kayla suck his best friend while he stroked her naked breasts had obviously affected him. “I don’t understand any of it.” 
 
    “You don’t have to understand—just pump your fucking shaft and let Kayla drink from you,” Bron had ordered, his voice a growl. 
 
    As she had done with Sorin, Kayla reached for the Beast Kindred’s hand. 
 
    “Please,” she whispered and put it on her bare breasts. 
 
    “Of course, small one,” he growled softly. “If this is what you need.” 
 
    “It is,” Kayla nodded. 
 
    Only when she felt Bron’s thick fingers squeezing and tugging her sensitive buds was she able to reach for what Sorin was offering her. 
 
    “Just take the head in your mouth, Kayla,” he murmured to her. “As Bron said, there’s no need for this to be a porno vid. I’ll do the stroking.” 
 
    Kayla lay against him obediently, her head pillowed on the Blood Kindred’s washboard abs as she nursed the flaring crown of his cock. His precum tasted like almonds, she decided—like the marzipan candy she had loved as a child. It was sweet and good and nourishing and she was thirsty for more of it…so much more. 
 
    “Gods, look at her suck you,” Bron rumbled as he stroked her breasts. “Fucking incredible, Sorin.” 
 
    “I can’t look at anything else,” the Blood Kindred admitted with a low groan. “Gods, leelah—your mouth feels so sweet on me!” 
 
    “And your breasts fill my hands so perfectly,” Bron growled in her ear. “Never dreamed of being able to touch you like this—you’re beautiful, Kayla.” 
 
    “She is. So Goddess-damned beautiful it hurts,” Sorin groaned. And then he began to come. When he pumped his seed into her mouth, he groaned her name aloud. “Gods, Kayla!” he gasped and his hips bucked, sending even more of his long shaft down her throat. 
 
    Kayla took him gladly, sucking the sweet almond cum from his cock, trying to quench the seemingly unquenchable thirst and desire that had risen inside her. 
 
    But even two loads of their seed in her belly wasn’t enough for that. After she was done with Sorin, she had turned to Bron again, a mute pleading in her eyes. 
 
    “Again, small one?” he had asked her gently. 
 
    “And I suppose you need me to stroke your breasts while you suck him,” Sorin murmured. 
 
    Unable to help herself, Kayla had nodded. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I can’t explain it. I just need…need both of you. So badly.” 
 
    “All right then,” the Beast Kindred rumbled and Sorin had nodded as well. 
 
    As the Blood Kindred stroked her breasts, Bron had pumped his cock for her again, giving her another load of his seed. Stroking her cheek, he murmured as she drank it, “That’s right, small one—that’s right, leelah. Take what you need. Sorin and I are here to give you whatever you need.” 
 
    And Kayla had needed so much. Later she recalled with shame how she had sucked and swallowed, sucked and swallowed for what seemed like hours, lying there on the floor of the lab with her two best friends and colleagues as they touched and stroked her bare breasts and came down her throat… 
 
      
 
    Friends she could never look in the eye again, she told herself as the water rushed over her, pounding on her head like rain. 
 
    “How could I let myself do that? How can they ever respect me again?” she whispered to herself. “I wish I was dead. My career is going to be dead, anyway. If this gets out…” 
 
    Not that she thought Bron and Sorin would tell anyone. But just having to look them in the face after she had gotten down on her knees and begged to suck their cocks and swallow their cum while they touched her made her feel hot and humiliated all over. 
 
    “It’s no good,” she whispered. “I’ll have to go back down to Earth and try to get a job somewhere else.” 
 
    Maybe she could get someone to fly her down without telling anyone she was going. That way Bron and Sorin wouldn’t know where she had gone and they couldn’t follow her. Several times they had come knocking at her door but Kayla had ignored them and gone to take another shower every time. So maybe if she just— 
 
    A firm knock on her bathroom door made her nearly jump out of her skin. The door to her suite was locked! So who could have gotten in to knock on the door? Who—? 
 
    “Kayla?” came a familiar voice. “It’s Sorin and Bron.” 
 
    “You can’t ignore us anymore,” Bron growled. “You have to come out and talk—we have news.” 
 
    “And we’re not leaving until you talk to us,” Sorin added. “So come on, Kayla—we’re waiting.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    “She’s been in there too long.” Sorin paced the floor in front of the large, Kindred-sized couch where his best friend was sprawled. 
 
    “Give her time,” Bron rumbled. “Females take a while in the shower.” 
 
    “She’s been avoiding us for two days since the needing started,” Sorin pointed out. “Ever since…we helped her. The three of us need to talk.” 
 
    “And we will…when she’s ready,” Bron said. 
 
    Sorin eyed him, wishing he had his friend’s patience. 
 
    Bron had all the grace of a lazy cat—a panther from Earth, he thought. The Beast Kindred never bestirred himself unless there was real trouble but then he would explode into action in a display of the most terrifying burst of berserker rage imaginable. Sorin had seen it in battle several times. Because though the two of them were scientists, all Kindred were always warriors first. 
 
    Sorin had met his best friend on his first night aboard the Mother Ship in the Unmated Males area. He had been looking for someone to play Xan with—a sort of Kindred form of three-dimensional chess. He’d had several challengers among the other Blood Kindred, who tended to be the most academically-minded among the Kindred warriors, and had beaten them handily. Then he had taken on a Beast Kindred who hadn’t taken kindly to losing. 
 
    The other male had wanted to beat Sorin to a pulp—which wouldn’t have been easy since Sorin was as big as any of the warriors and easily able to take care of himself. Still, he preferred to keep things non-violent. So when yet another Beast Kindred came up—this one the biggest male Sorin had ever seen—he had been certain he was in for a fight. 
 
    But this male—it was Bron of course—had offered his fellow Beast Kindred a deal. 
 
    “Let me play him,” he’d said. “I will challenge him for the honor of our kind and your loss will be avenged.” 
 
    Sorin had been more than a little apprehensive at playing opposite the huge male but to his surprise, Bron had given him a good match—and had ended by beating him in a surprise maneuver he had never seen before. 
 
    “No one has beaten me at Xan since I was twelve cycles old,” he told Bron. 
 
    The big Beast Kindred stood up from the game board, laughing. “And no one’s beaten me since I was fucking eleven! Come on, Brother—I like you!” 
 
    His laughter was contagious and Sorin had found himself laughing along. He didn’t mind being bested at the game—in fact, he welcomed it. It was good to find another male with an analytical brain in his head here aboard the Mother Ship. In fact, that had been his motivation in bringing out the Xan board in the first place. 
 
    When he rose and offered his arm for a warrior’s clasp, Bron had pulled him into a rough embrace instead. For a moment Sorin had frozen…and then he had hugged back. It was the first embrace he’d had from another male since he was nine cycles old and his father—who had never been very demonstrative—had stopped giving him the cold, decorous hugs he bestowed before bed every night. 
 
    His mother still hugged him carefully, once in a great while, but it was an empty gesture—devoid of feeling and usually only made for show in front of visiting family. His parents had never been very affectionate. 
 
    At the rough touch of the other male, something had seemed to open in Sorin’s heart—something that had been locked up tight for years. He found himself hugging the big Beast Kindred back and then he and Bron went off to get a drink together and had stayed up half the night discussing particle physics, the fourth dimension, and their respective fields of microbiology and virology. It had been a perfect fit—a friendship made by the Goddess herself and nothing had ever even come close to breaking it. 
 
    Until now, Sorin thought with a sigh, eyeing Bron. Until Kayla. 
 
    They had both loved her, right from the start. Both wanted her for a mate, he knew it even though they never talked about it. Her creamy brown skin, her large, luminous dark eyes, her full breasts and ass and hips were incredibly attractive. Add her brilliant mind to the mix and she was everything Sorin had ever dreamed of in a female…and everything Bron had dreamed of too. 
 
    They never spoke of it—never spoke of her in other than friendly terms—but they both stopped visiting the Pairing House around the time she came into their lives. Sorin thought it seemed wrong, somehow, to get his sexual needs met elsewhere when the female he wanted was right in front of him every day. It seemed like cheating. Bron probably felt the same but again, they were careful not to mention it to each other. 
 
    It’s like the three of us live in a big glass bubble and we think if we walk softly enough and never talk about what everyone is thinking about we’ll never break it, Sorin thought. Well, it’s shattered all to hell now. That’s for damn sure. 
 
    He couldn’t get the memory of Kayla sucking him out of his head. He knew she hadn’t been acting from her own desire but rather the blind need forced on her by the lust chemical, Xi-46. The compound had had been painted on all the air vents in the Mother Ship by a terrorist who hated the Kindred and it affected all females of mate-able age with uncontrollable lust. But even knowing all that, Sorin still couldn’t forget the sight of her lush lips wrapped around the head of his cock or the feel of her plump breasts filling his hands… 
 
    But I have to forget, he told himself. Because she’s over it now and hopefully she’ll never have another needing incident again. If she hasn’t in the past two days, odds are good she was one of the rare females who had a single reaction to the compound and she won’t ever need to repeat what the three of us did together in the lab. 
 
    He felt a stab of shame. The three of them. They had been sexual together—no matter how good their excuse was, the fact was he and Bron had both touched Kayla while she was touching and sucking them. 
 
    Three shall not touch as one, whispered a voice in his head that sounded suspiciously like his father’s. Sorin pushed it away. 
 
    If Kayla was one of the rare females who only had a single attack, it was a damn good thing since otherwise she would have to choose between him and Bron. And that, Sorin was very much afraid, would be the death of his friendship with the big Beast Kindred—the best and closest relationship he’d ever had in his life. 
 
    He didn’t want to see it end. As much as he secretly loved Kayla, he didn’t want to lose Bron for her. But neither did he want to lose Kayla for Bron. 
 
    If only I could keep them both. 
 
    But that was the worst, most shameful idea of all. It shouldn’t even have entered his head. 
 
    Though once it was there, Sorin found it very…very hard to get rid of it. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    Don’t want to fucking lose him—either of them, Bron thought as he watched Sorin pace in front of the couch while the two of them waited for Kayla. 
 
    Sorin was the best friend he’d ever had—the kind of brother he’d wished for as a child growing up in the Hursk Tribe on Rageron. 
 
    The Hursk were a violent tribe with a long tradition of infighting and feuding. Bron had grown up in a house full of anger and shouting—of punches and blows. He had been ridiculed by his father and older brothers for his love of learning, and most of all for his interest in science. 
 
    Only his mother had encouraged him in his interests. It was she who had sent him off-world to attend secondary schools that emphasized academics instead of blood sports—she who taught him a man was defined by his interests and his intellect—not by how hard he could punch or how many enemies he could kill in battle. 
 
    Bron had cried like a baby the night she died. And then he had taken himself to the Mother Ship to start a new life…and that was where he’d found Sorin—a friend of his heart sent by the Goddess herself. 
 
    He loved the Blood Kindred for his quiet grace and dry wit and above all, his devotion to logic. As he watched him pace, Bron reflected that Sorin reminded him of a falcon with his hawk-like profile and sleek, silver-blond hair. He walked with his arms clasped behind his back, his broad shoulders tense. He wasn’t quite as muscular as Bron but then, not many were. 
 
    The Blood Kindred was more lean and lanky than broad and bulky but he carried himself well in a fight and Bron couldn’t think of anyone else he’d rather have at his back in battle. Sorin never wasted a move—he was as fast as lightning and just as deadly when he struck. The enemy didn’t even see him coming before he killed them—Sorin was just that quick. 
 
    He was also the opposite of everything Bron had been raised with. Instead of blustering and loud, he was quiet and soft-spoken. Instead of always spoiling for a fight, Sorin was cool under pressure. His logic was impeccable and his sarcasm could flay a male to the bone—Bron admired him immensely. 
 
    But he also wanted Kayla intensely, just as he knew Sorin did. He ached for her when he remembered her soft lips around the head of his cock and the way her warm, brown breasts had filled his hands while she sucked Sorin. And it had been fucking hot to watch his best friend stroke and fondle those same breasts while Kayla had sucked his own shaft. 
 
    Too bad we can’t share her, whispered a voice in his head but Bron pushed it away. Sharing a female made a male look weak—made him willing to act like one of those hapless males caught by the Yonnie Six Mistresses who did whatever they were told. 
 
    A true male never shares a female with another, growled a voice in his head that sounded very like his father, Broud. It was a universally acknowledged truth in their tribe. Which meant that no matter how much he wanted Kayla, he must never think of sharing her with his friend. 
 
    Put away the wanting, Bron told himself, as he had from the beginning. Hopefully she won’t have to choose one of us. If the Goddess is good, she’ll be one of the rare females who only had the one single reaction to that fucking lust chemical. Maybe we can just put what happened in the lab behind us and go back to the way things were before. 
 
    But he had an uneasy feeling in his gut that wasn’t going to happen… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Kayla blotted her box braids dry and wrapped herself in a pink silk robe Auntie Feenie had given her for Christmas last year. 
 
    It’s almost Christmas again, she thought dully. Last year this time I was just getting to know Bron and Sorin and thinking what great guys they were. 
 
    Well, she still thought they were great guys but she could imagine what they thought of her now. After what she’d done…the way she’d put their hands on her breasts and begged to suck them and swallowed all they gave her… 
 
    Just the thought made her feel sick. She’d acted like some kind of porn actress begging for their seed. 
 
    “Forget my PhD in xenobiology, just cast me in Cum Sluts Two, a Double Mouthful and I can have a whole new career,” she muttered bitterly as she belted the robe. The pink silky material clung to her damp skin but Kayla didn’t care. After the way she’d acted, dressing provocatively around her two best friends was kind of an afterthought. If she wanted them to think she was a good, respectable girl who didn’t double-team her coworkers, well…that ship had sailed. 
 
    Besides, she wasn’t going to talk to them for very long. Obviously after what had happened, the three of them couldn’t work together any longer so this was going to be a good-bye-have-a-nice-life speech. After that, she would start searching for a job on Earth and leave the Mother Ship behind forever. 
 
    Outside in her small living area she heard the deep rumble of male voices. Once it had been a sound that delighted her. She loved spending time with her guys and hearing them laugh and talk together was a pleasure. She had never met any two Kindred more in sync than Bron and Sorin except maybe Twin Kindred. But they were born to be together and share a mate—Beast and Blood Kindred most definitely were not. 
 
    They’re not my guys any longer, Kayla reminded herself sadly. Time to go and say goodbye. 
 
    She took a deep breath and squared her shoulders. She’d been avoiding them for days and now it was time to face the music. 
 
    I just hope I can do this without crying. Be strong, Kayla—you’ve got this. 
 
    Lifting her chin, she opened the bathroom door and stepped out into the living area. Bron and Sorin had been arguing about something—probably about whether they should break down the bathroom door and see what was taking her so long. But the moment she came out in a puff of fragrant steam, they both stopped in mid-sentence and stared at her. 
 
    Sorin spoke first. 
 
    “Hello, Kayla,” he said quietly. “We’ve been worried about you. How are you doing?” 
 
    “You mean after the way I acted the last time we saw each other? The way I begged the two of you to touch me and let me…let me suck you?” Kayla demanded. She wasn’t going to avoid the issue, she told herself. Wasn’t going to dance around it. She was a grown-ass woman and she took responsibility for her actions. 
 
    “Surely you know that wasn’t your fault,” Bron rumbled softly. 
 
    “I did it, didn’t I?” She lifted her chin. “If you’re here to slut-shame me, don’t bother. I’ve been shaming myself ever since it happened. I don’t know why I did what I did but—” 
 
    “Kayla, no one’s here to shame you! Why would you think that?” Sorin interrupted. He gave her an intense look. “And surely you know why it happened? You’ve been reading the communications Bron and I have been sending, haven’t you?” 
 
    Kayla bit her lip. Actually, she had been actively avoiding any contact with the outside world—especially the electronic communications and face-vids from her guys. She’d deleted every one without opening any of them. 
 
    “Well…no,” she admitted at last. “I was too upset. I just haven’t been myself since…since the lab.” 
 
    Bron and Sorin exchanged an incredulous look and Sorin sat down on the couch beside his friend. Leaning forward, he rested his elbows on his knees. 
 
    “You mean you don’t know about any of it?” he demanded. “The terrorist? The Xi-46? The Great Needing? None of it?” 
 
    “What? What are you talking about?” Kayla demanded, crossing her arms over her chest. “What needing? What terrorist? And what’s Xi-46?” 
 
    “There’s a half-Kindred named Zar’ren—apparently the High Council’s been tracking him for a while because he holds a grudge against the Mother Ship and his own kind,” Bron rumbled. “He’s the terrorist.” 
 
    “He somehow managed to get an aphrodisiac-type compound placed in the cleaning fluid that the service droids use to clean the vents,” Sorin continued his friend’s thought. “At a pre-set time it activated all over the ship and Xi-46 was released into the air.” 
 
    “That was the sweet scent we all smelled in the lab,” Bron said. “And believe me, small one, you were not the only female affected. Females of mating age all over the ship went fucking crazy with lust and need.” 
 
    “They…they did?” Kayla could scarcely believe it. 
 
    She’d had some idea that the strange, sweet smell had had something to do with the way she’d behaved but she hadn’t let herself use it as an excuse. She’d felt she had to take responsibility for her actions but now, to hear that she’d been drugged…that it really hadn’t been her fault and other women had acted in the same way she had…it was almost too good to be true. 
 
    “Really?” she asked again, needing reassurance. 
 
    Both Bron and Sorin were nodding. 
 
    “They’re calling it The Great Needing and it’s still going on,” Sorin told her. 
 
    “It’s been a fucking mess,” Bron growled. “Nobody can get anything done because it’s not limited to one attack. All over the Mother Ship females are having attacks of needing which forces them to stop what they’re doing…” 
 
    “And then their males have to stop whatever they’re doing in order to go service them,” Sorin finished for him. 
 
    “I…I can’t believe it.” Kayla put a hand to her forehead in shock. 
 
    “Believe it,” Bron said bluntly. “The whole damn ship has been sucking and fucking non-stop for the past two days. There’s probably going to be a damn baby-boom a year from now.” 
 
    “Then the way I acted…the things I did…they really weren’t my fault?” Kayla had promised herself she wouldn’t cry—had promised herself to stay strong. But it was such a relief to know that her outrageous actions could be blamed on an outside force rather than some depraved craving in her own soul that had been hidden, even from her, she couldn’t help it. Tears rose to her eyes and started to roll down her cheeks. “It wasn’t my fault,” she whispered. “It really wasn’t.” 
 
    “Of course it wasn’t!” Bron rumbled. “Come here, small one. I can’t see you in pain this way.” 
 
    Kayla wanted to go to them but she held back, still feeling awkward. 
 
    “Come on,” Sorin urged her quietly. “Let us comfort you, leelah.” 
 
    The way both sets of eyes were looking at her—molten gold and ice-blue—seemed to break something inside Kayla. She went to them and allowed herself to be drawn down to sit between her guys. It was a tight fit since she didn’t have a three-person couch like the kind allotted to Twin Kindred, but they made it work. Before she knew it, Bron’s burly arm was around both her shoulders and Sorin’s and Sorin’s arm was around her waist. Their muscular biceps made a surprisingly comfortable support and Kayla felt cradled in warmth and affection. 
 
    Then she really couldn’t help herself and the sobs overwhelmed her. 
 
    “I thought…I didn’t know why I acted like that,” she cried. “And I thought you’d both think I was…was some kind of awful—” 
 
    “We could never think you were awful, Kayla,” Sorin said earnestly. 
 
    “You’re perfect to us,” Bron assured her. “Strong, intelligent, beautiful…” 
 
    Kayla made an effort to quiet her tears. 
 
    “I thought…was afraid you wouldn’t respect me anymore,” she whispered, swiping at her eyes with the back of her hand. 
 
    “Of course we respect you!” Sorin sounded indignant. “Why wouldn’t we? After all, we were all involved. Why would Bron and I think any less of you for what happened between us?” 
 
    Kayla sniffed and looked up at them. 
 
    “If I had done something like…like what I did with the two of you back on Earth, the guys I did it with would never have looked at me the same way,” she explained. “I would have lost all credibility—all respect. It wouldn’t matter how many degrees I have behind my name—to them I would just be ‘that slut who sucked us both off that time,’ forever afterwards.” 
 
    She made her voice low and rough, imitating the frat-boy language she’d heard so often in college. The problem was, on the inside, most human guys never really got past that frat-boy mentality. But from the looks Bron and Sorin were giving her, she could tell they felt differently. 
 
    “First of all, if anyone ever dares to call you a ‘slut,’ I’ll shove my fucking fist down his throat,” Bron growled. 
 
    “And second, nothing we did together could ever alter the high regard we have for your intelligence and knowledge,” Sorin told her. He squeezed Kayla’s hand tightly. “Is this why you’ve been avoiding us these past two days? Because you were afraid we would…what did you call it? Slut-shame you?” 
 
    Kayla nodded. “I…I’ve never done anything like that before. The way I acted—” 
 
    “Was the way every other female of mating age has been acting on the ship for the past two days,” Bron said firmly. “Some more than others, depending on how the Xi-46 affected them.” 
 
    “You said that it can cause multiple attacks of, uh…needing?” Kayla asked, frowning. 
 
    Sorin nodded. “That’s one reason we’ve been so worried about you. We didn’t want you to be holed up in here by yourself in pain with no one to help you. You haven’t had another, uh, attack, have you?” 
 
    Kayla shook her head. “No, thank God. Just…” She cleared her throat. “Just the one.” 
 
    A strange look came into both their faces—relief mingled with regret. 
 
    “That’s good then,” Bron rumbled. “Maybe we can put this all behind us and work on solving the problem and finding an antidote.” 
 
    “How are we going to find an antidote?” Kayla asked. “Have you done a chemical analysis of this Xi-46?” 
 
    “We scraped some of the residue off the vent in the lab and did some rudimentary tests,” Sorin said. “Xi-46 has both chemical and biological components. The vector that carries the compound is a microbe.” 
 
    “But once inside its host, it acts like a virus,” Bron rumbled. “It invades the host’s cells and hijacks some of them to make more viruses—replicates itself over and over, but not all at once.” 
 
    “The ‘lust virus’—as Bron and I have been calling it—can lie dormant for hours or days at a time,” Sorin said. “Just waiting inside the host’s cells. Then it will suddenly replicate itself and spread throughout the body again, causing another attack.” 
 
    “The fact that it can go dormant is going to make finding an antidote fucking difficult,” Bron added, frowning. “But we think we can do it if we get a fresh sample of the plant it’s derived from.” 
 
    “And what plant is that?” Kayla asked. 
 
    “It comes from the Lust Blossom that grows only on Carnal Four,” Sorin told her. “Commander Sylvan, head of the High Council, has authorized a mission for the three of us to go and collect it.” 
 
    “And find out how the native culture deals with it,” Bron added. “Which should be interesting.” 
 
    “All three of us?” Kayla looked at them doubtfully. “You want me to come too?” 
 
    “Of course we do—you’re part of the team, Kayla,” Sorin exclaimed. 
 
    “We fucking need you,” Bron growled. “Who’s the xenobiologist here, anyway? You are.” 
 
    “Besides…” Sorin cleared his throat. “We hope it won’t happen but if, Goddess forbid, you have another attack…” 
 
    “You have to be by at least one of us so we can help you,” Bron finished. An unreadable look passed between him and Sorin—some unspoken thought or threat. A feeling neither of them wanted to voice aloud. 
 
    God, if it happens again, I’ll have to choose between them! It will spoil our friendship forever and ruin their relationship too. Please don’t let it happen again—please! Kayla thought fervently. 
 
    “I’m not going to have another attack,” she said firmly, hoping that she was speaking truth into reality. “It was a one-off so I think we need to put it all behind us and just…just work on the problem. It’s time to get down to business, boys.” 
 
    A broad white grin broke over Bron’s dark face. 
 
    “She’s back!” he rumbled. He leaned down to give Kayla a smacking kiss on the cheek. 
 
    “Good to have you back on the team, leelah,” Sorin murmured, smiling as he leaned down to kiss the other cheek at the exact same time. 
 
    They were, as always, in perfect sync. Kayla grinned and gave a sigh of relief. The past two days had been so full of stress and shame and self-doubt. Having that emotional burden lifted made her feel light as a feather. She was almost dizzy with happiness. 
 
    “So tell me more about this Xi-46,” she said. “What did you find when you analyzed it?” 
 
    They spent several minutes in intense discussion about the chemical makeup of the drug and Kayla frowned, absorbing everything Sorin and Bron said. She really had been out of the loop these last two days. Now she felt ashamed for being selfish and hiding herself away when she ought to have been helping them work on this problem. 
 
    “So what other…” She cleared her throat. “What other symptoms does this cause? Is it just…just the one I had or—” 
 
    “The two most common effects of Xi-46 are the thirst for male seed and breast inflation,” Sorin said seriously. 
 
    “What?” Kayla looked at him in disbelief. “Breast inflation?” 
 
    Sorin’s pale blue eyes flicked lightly over the points of her nipples pressing against the thin pink silk of her robe but came back to her face almost at once. 
 
    “The viruses released into the bloodstream cause the milk ducts in a female’s breasts to start working overtime, almost as though she was lactating,” he explained. 
 
    “But instead of milk, the breasts fill with a sweet, sticky amber-colored nectar,” Bron explained. “It’s supposed to taste a little like honey, from what I’ve heard some males say.” 
 
    “And how would they know how it tastes?” Kayla demanded. 
 
    Sorin shifted beside her and Bron cleared his throat. 
 
    “Well, the nectar is extremely thick and viscous, unlike regular breast milk,” Sorin said. “So the only way to get it out—” 
 
    “Is by sucking,” Bron said flatly. “The males have to suck their female’s nipples to draw it out. Otherwise it can cause permanent damage and pain.” His golden eyes made the same journey Sorin’s had earlier, lingering for a moment on the erect points of Kayla’s nipples pressing against her thin robe. 
 
    Kayla shivered, wishing that she’d worn something less revealing. Though her guys were obviously making an effort not to look, the subject matter of their conversation was definitely making things awkward. She wondered if they were remembering how it felt for one of them to palm her breasts while she sucked the other. Then she pushed the embarrassing thought away quickly. 
 
    “Thank goodness I didn’t have that symptom,” she said as lightly as she could. “Is that all?” 
 
    “Nope, afraid not.” Bron growled. 
 
    “The breast inflation sometimes comes with a feeling of emptiness,” Sorin went on. “A need to be filled so intense it can be painful.” 
 
    “Filled with?” Kayla lifted an eyebrow. 
 
    “Cock, of course,” Bron said bluntly. “Sorry, but it’s true, Brother,” he added, seeing Sorin frown. “It doesn’t always happen but it’s not uncommon. That symptom has been the cause of a lot of recent bondings, by the way. It’s really reduced the number of unmated males aboard the Mother Ship.” 
 
    “I’m sure it has,” Kayla murmured. For a moment she had a mental picture—of herself with full breasts and an aching pussy, needing to be filled and emptied at the same time. Sorin was sucking the nectar out of her ripe nipples while Bron was filling her, his thick shaft stretching the inner walls of her pussy to the limit… 
 
    No! Stop that! she told herself. Where had such a thought come from, anyway? She needed to get her mind out of the gutter and back to business. 
 
    “So that must be all, right?” she asked, trying to cover her confusion by asking further questions. “I mean, there can’t possibly be more.” 
 
    Bron and Sorin exchanged a look and Bron shook his head. 
 
    “Some females also experience the need to have their pussies licked,” he growled. 
 
    Sorin frowned again at his friend’s blunt choice of words. 
 
    “They experience a sharp pain that only male saliva can soothe,” he explained to Kayla. “Which means their males need to spend a long time between their female’s thighs, soothing the ache away with their tongues.” 
 
    Kayla had another mental image—lying on her back with her legs spread while Bron and Sorin took turns tasting her as she moaned and opened herself to them… 
 
    No! She really had to stop thinking this way! What was wrong with her? 
 
    “Not that the males in question are complaining,” Bron remarked. “Since Kindred need to lick pussy anyway.” 
 
    “Bron…” Sorin frowned at him. 
 
    “Well, it’s true,” Bron growled defensively. “I’m not saying anything Kayla doesn’t already know. It’s a biological need for most Kindred to spend quality time between their female’s thighs.” 
 
    “Actually, I didn’t know that.” Kayla pressed her thighs together even more tightly. “Why is that a biological need?” 
 
    Sorin shrugged. “No one really knows. But some people speculate that we evolved that way to help tie a woman to us when we bond with her.” 
 
    “A happy female with a well-licked pussy probably isn’t going anywhere,” Bron pointed out. 
 
    This time Kayla and Sorin both exclaimed, “Bron!” 
 
    “Sorry, but you know it’s true,” he growled. His eyes flicked down between Kayla’s thighs—which were tightly crossed—and he cleared his throat and looked away. 
 
    “I think we’re getting off topic,” Sorin remarked. “Of course, lots of females experience combinations of symptoms—they have different needs at different times and with differing frequencies.” 
 
    “Which means we’re all pretty much fucked,” Bron said. 
 
    “Literally,” Sorin added dryly, which caused the big Beast Kindred to bellow laughter. 
 
    Kayla laughed too but inside she felt a deep apprehension. What if the lust attack she’d experienced—the “needing” as Bron and Sorin were calling it—wasn’t just a one-off? What if she had another one and had to choose which of them she wanted to help her? 
 
    It would be tantamount to choosing one to mate with over the other, she thought, feeling like a cold hand was closing over her heart. Which would be the end of our friendship. Oh, please don’t let me have another attack! 
 
    “So what we need to do next is—” Sorin began but he was interrupted by a loud gurgle from Kayla’s stomach. 
 
    “Oh my God.” She put her hand to her abdomen, her cheeks hot with embarrassment. “I’m so sorry! I just…haven’t eaten in two days. Ever since we…” She trailed off, still blushing. 
 
    “Haven’t eaten in two days?” Bron demanded. “What are you trying to do—starve yourself to death?” 
 
    “Why would you punish yourself like that, leelah?” Sorin asked quietly. “Because of what happened in the lab?” 
 
    Kaylah bit her lip. 
 
    “I just…wasn’t hungry. Besides, guys—it’s not like I’m going to fade away to nothing anytime soon.” She made a gesture that took in her full hips, large breasts, and big behind. She was always meaning to lose some weight but somehow it never quite seemed to happen. “I have too much junk in the trunk all ready.” 
 
    “If you’re trying to say you’re too big, stop right there because it’s not fucking true—you’re just right,” Bron growled, frowning. 
 
    “You’re what the Twin Kindred call an ‘elite,’ Kayla,” Sorin explained. “You shouldn’t try to change that.” 
 
    Kayla had heard this term thrown around from time to time but she didn’t really know the Kindred meaning. 
 
    “What’s an elite?” she asked, frowning. 
 
    “A female with full, luscious curves given to her by the Goddess.” Bron made a gesture in the air, describing an over-full hourglass with his hands. “In other words, fucking gorgeous.” 
 
    “I have to agree,” Sorin remarked. “Elites are uniquely beautiful females.” 
 
    Kayla arched an eyebrow at the two of them. 
 
    “Hey—you two never felt free to comment on my, uh, assets before.” 
 
    “Well, you never tried to starve yourself to death before!” Bron exclaimed. “Come on, Sorin—let’s fix her something to eat before we get her packed.” 
 
    Kayla put a hand on her hip. 
 
    “I can do my own cooking and my own packing, thank you very much.” 
 
    But when she stood up, she nearly fell over, she was so dizzy with hunger. Her stomach growled again and Bron frowned at her. 
 
    “Looks like at least part of you disagrees with that,” he remarked. He and Sorin stood, looming over her on either side. 
 
    Kayla reflected, not for the first time, that she wished she could have known some Kindred in high school. Back then she was too tall and couldn’t find a date among her shrimpy senior class for prom. But Bron and Sorin made her feel positively petite. 
 
    “Come on, Kayla,” Sorin remarked, smiling at her. “I’ll cook for you. Do you have any unfertilized avian embryos in your cold unit?” 
 
    Kayla burst out laughing. “You mean chicken eggs? Yes, I think I have some.” 
 
    “Make some for me too.” Bron put a hand to his rippling abdominals, which were visible through the thick, silky crimson uniform shirt he wore. “I’m starving.” 
 
    “You’re always starving, you ox,” Sorin said, but he was grinning when he said it. 
 
    “How do you know ‘ox’ but not ‘chicken’?” Kayla demanded, laughing. She could feel the lightness in the room—the return to their normal friendly, teasing routine. It made her so happy she could almost cry again. 
 
    “And I’m not a male bovine,” Bron put in. 
 
    “No, you just eat like one,” Sorin snapped back. 
 
    “Oh, you two!” Kayla laughed again and reached up to smack Bron playfully on the back of his thick neck which was exposed, since he had pulled his shaggy hair into a loose knot at his nape. 
 
    But the moment her fingers made contact with his skin, a feeling like a painful, electrical shock went through her. Kayla gasped and jerked her hand away, feeling like she’d accidentally put her fingers in a light socket. 
 
    What the hell was going on? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    “Kayla?” Bron turned to her at once. “What’s wrong, small one?” 
 
    “Didn’t you feel that?” She was holding her hurt hand to her chest, nursing her wounded fingers. “You just gave me one hell of a shock!” She tried to smile. “Must be static electricity built up in your pretty hair or something.” 
 
    “Hey, I like my fucking hair this way,” the Beast Kindred growled, grinning a little. “You were probably just shocked by my blinding good looks.” 
 
    “Or not,” Sorin said dryly. “Come on, leelah,” he said, reaching for her hand. “Let’s get you sitting at the table.” 
 
    But the moment his long, pale tan fingers touched Kayla’s mocha ones, another shock ran through her. This one almost stronger than the last. 
 
    “Ow!” Kayla yanked away from him. “What the hell is going on?” 
 
    “Shocked again?” Sorin asked anxiously. He looked at his hand and shook his head. Clearly he hadn’t felt the intensely painful sensation. 
 
    “Feels like I grabbed an electric fence,” Kayla said. “Seriously, it really hurt. Do you think it’s static electricity building up with your boots on the carpet?” She nodded at the tall, black boots that both males wore which were a standard part of the Kindred uniform. 
 
    “Could be, I guess. Here, Sorin—let’s test it out.” Bron shuffled his feet in the deep maroon carpet and held out a hand to his friend. 
 
    Sorin hesitated a moment, then shrugged. 
 
    “All right.” He, too, shuffled his feet on the carpet and then reached for Bron’s big paw. 
 
    The two males clasped hands and looked, first at each other—then at Kayla. 
 
    She raised her eyebrows. “Nothing? Nothing at all?” 
 
    “Afraid not.” Bron shrugged and let go of Sorin’s hand. 
 
    “I didn’t feel anything either,” the Blood Kindred remarked. “Maybe it’s just you?” 
 
    “Maybe…I don’t know.” Kayla was tempted to shrug it off but something felt strange about the situation. Something felt…off. “Come on.” She beckoned for both of them, heading to the kitchen where there was tile instead of carpet. “Let’s try again in here,” she said, her bare feet planted firmly on the cool ceramic tiles. 
 
    Bron and Sorin exchanged one of their looks and then shrugged. 
 
    “Sure, if it’ll make you happy,” Bron said. He reached for her. “Want me to touch you?” 
 
    “No, no!” Kayla backed up a step hastily. “Let me touch you. Both of you hold out your hands.” 
 
    Shrugging again, both men did as she asked. 
 
    Kayla approached them carefully. She wasn’t eager to repeat the painful shock she’d just gotten twice in a row but her gut told her something strange was going on and she had to know what it was. 
 
    Gingerly, she put out one finger and tapped the back of Bron’s big hand. 
 
    “Ouch! I got zapped again!” she gasped. 
 
    “Really? Then maybe we shouldn’t do this.” Sorin started to withdraw his own hand but Kayla shook her head. 
 
    “No, I need to try this—need to know.” 
 
    She extended her finger again—a different one this time—and tapped the back of Sorin’s hand, as she’d tapped the back of Bron’s. 
 
    A sharp electrical jolt ran up her arm, making her pull back and hiss with pain. 
 
    “Ow! What the hell is going on? Why can’t I touch you guys, now? We were all just now sitting on the couch together with no problem!” 
 
    Bron looked puzzled but Sorin’s sharp blue eyes had a thoughtful expression in them. 
 
    “You’re right—we were sitting on the couch together.” 
 
    “Maybe it didn’t hurt her because we weren’t making skin-to-skin contact,” Bron rumbled. 
 
    “No, we did make contact,” Sorin countered. “We both kissed her on the cheek.” 
 
    “At the exact same time,” Kayla said. “I remember thinking the two of you were as much in sync as ever.” She frowned. “Is this some kind of weird side-effect of that damn lust drug? I thought you guys told me it made a woman want to be touched more, not less!” 
 
    “I haven’t heard of anyone else having this problem with the males who, er, helped them during their needing,” Bron said, frowning. 
 
    “I want to try something,” Sorin announced. He still had that sharp expression in his pale blue eyes that he got sometimes right before making a breakthrough. 
 
    “Try what?” Kayla asked warily. She had been shocked just about enough for one day, thank you very much. 
 
    “I think Bron and I should try touching you at the exact same time.” The Blood Kindred raised one silvery-blond eyebrow. “All right?” 
 
    Kayla shuffled nervously but she could see the point of the experiment. 
 
    “All right,” she said at last. “But only touch me with your fingertips. Here.” She held out her hands, palm-up, offering one to each of them. 
 
    Bron and Sorin looked at each other and raised their hands in unison. They really were incredibly attuned to each other, Kayla couldn’t help thinking. It was amazing how well they meshed together. They… 
 
    Were about to touch her. 
 
    She squinted her eyes nearly closed as she watched their hands descending at the same time. At the exact same time both of their fingertips touched her palms and… 
 
    Nothing happened. 
 
    “Hey!” Kayla opened her eyes and looked down at where they were all three touching. “It didn’t shock me this time.” 
 
    “Now what happens if I do this?” Sorin took his finger away. 
 
    Immediately a jolt of pain went through her hand where Bron was still touching her. 
 
    “Ouch!” Kayla gasped and pulled away. “Hey, that hurt.” 
 
    Bron shook his head, his dark brows pulled low over his golden eyes. 
 
    “I don’t fucking understand what’s happening here.” 
 
    “I think…I might,” Sorin said slowly. “You say you’re getting a low-level electrical shock when one of us touches you by himself?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t exactly call it ‘low-level’ but yeah, something like that.” Kayla nodded. 
 
    “But it’s fine when we touch you at the same time,” Bron mused. “Fucking weird. Like a reverse Twin Kindred thing.” 
 
    “How do you mean?” Kayla asked. 
 
    “It’s painful for Twin Kindred to touch their mate unless their twin is also touching her,” Sorin explained. “They describe the sensation as a ‘low-level electrical shock.’ It’s why neither male can make love to their mate without his brother.” 
 
    “But you guys aren’t Twin Kindred!” Kayla protested. I only wish you were and then I wouldn’t have to choose! 
 
    “No, but Bron is right—what you’re experiencing when only one of us touches you is what Twin Kindred feel when one of them touches their female without his brother,” Sorin pointed out. “You asked if it might be a side-effect of being exposed to the Xi-46. I’m beginning to think that maybe it is.” 
 
    “How so?” Now Kayla was interested on a professional as well as a personal level. She was fascinated by the perplexing mystery of the lust compound while at the same time feeling victimized by it. 
 
    “Think of it—both of us touched you while you were…during your needing.” Sorin was clearly trying to be tactful. 
 
    “What are you talking about? I sucked you one at a time,” Kayla said bluntly. She was about over all the damn shame she’d been feeling for what she’d done since she now knew she’d been drugged at the time. 
 
    “Yes, but when you were, uh, sucking one of us, you wanted the other one touching you,” Sorin pointed out. “Remember? I wanted to leave to go try and find some help but you made me stay. You wanted me to touch you while Bron gave you his seed.” 
 
    “And you wanted me touching you when you took Sorin in your mouth,” Bron rumbled. He, too, looked thoughtful now. 
 
    Kayla shook her head. “I don’t understand. What does that have to do with anything?” 
 
    “It’s one of the aspects of the Xi-46 we’re still exploring,” Sorin explained. “We wanted to know why an unmated female would end up with a particular male when the compound started affecting them.” 
 
    “Especially if she was in a crowded area,” Bron went on. “Why pick one and not another?” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll bite—why?” Kayla asked. 
 
    “It turned out that whatever male she was touching at the time she inhaled the Xi-46 was the one she asked to help her with her needing,” Sorin said. 
 
    “And usually the one she bonded with soon after,” Bron went on, giving his friend a significant look. “But If Kayla was touching us both at the same time she inhaled the compound—” 
 
    “And she was! Remember, she stumbled and we both grabbed for her to keep her from falling,” Sorin exclaimed. “And then we both helped her through her needing but she wanted both of us touching her the whole time.” 
 
    “Oh my God…” The full implications of what was going on were beginning to get through to Kayla’s numb brain. “What are you saying? That if I had another attack—” 
 
    “We would both have to help you again,” Bron rumbled. He frowned. “And if you picked one of us to bond with—” 
 
    “That’s the thing—I don’t think she could. Pick just one of us, I mean,” Sorin said. “Not if touching one of us without the other results in such severe pain.” 
 
    Bron glared at his friend. “Beast Kindred don’t share.” 
 
    “So you pointed out to me earlier at the High Council meeting,” Sorin replied icily. “And I believe I told you that Blood Kindred are also not in the habit of sharing mates.” 
 
    “Stop it!” Kayla put up her hands. God, this was exactly what she’d been afraid would happen if she ever tried to pick one of them. 
 
    “But Bron is right—neither Blood nor Beast Kindred share mates like Twin Kindred,” Sorin pointed out. 
 
    “Who said I was going to pick one of you?” Kayla demanded. “We’re all just good friends, remember?” 
 
    “Small one…I think you know that time is past.” There was sorrow in Bron’s deep, harsh voice. “I wish it wasn’t but…” 
 
    “But nothing!” Kayla insisted. “You two are good together. And you were together a long time before I came around. I’m not about to break up your friendship—I refuse to be your Yoko!” 
 
    “What?” A look of confusion spread over Bron’s strong features. But Sorin, who was something of a connoisseur of Earth music, got it. 
 
    “She’s making a reference to a band that was extremely popular on Earth in the 1960’s,” he told the Beast Kindred. “They were called The Beagles and they were broken up when one of the members of the band fell in love with a female who ruined their group dynamic.” 
 
    “It was the Beatles,” Kayla snapped. “But otherwise, you got it right. I’m not going to break the two of you up.” 
 
    “That’s a noble sentiment, Kayla, but at some point I think you’re going to have to choose between—” Bron began. 
 
    “Oh my God, this is too much for me.” Kayla walked away from them both, heading for the door that led from the kitchen to the hallway and her bedroom. “Look,” she said, turning around in the doorway. “This is a non-issue because I am fine. So neither one of you is going to have to help me ever again the way you, uh, helped me in the lab. So we’re going to drop this right now and never talk about it again. Understand?” 
 
    Both of them looked a little shocked, she thought. She usually was soft-spoken and easy-going with her guys. But this was serious business and she could stand up for herself when she had to. 
 
    “Well, since you haven’t had another attack,” Sorin said slowly. “I guess you’re right—it’s a non-issue.” 
 
    “Other than the fact that she can’t touch one of us without the other unless she wants to experience severe pain,” Bron growled. 
 
    “And why would she need to touch us?” Sorin demanded. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” Bron frowned. “You touch people you care about—hug them, hold them…it’s what you do. It’s what my people do, anyway.” 
 
    “Not mine.” There was a cold remoteness in Sorin’s voice that Kayla hadn’t heard before. She remembered the way he always said he came from a “repressed” family but he would never elaborate on it. 
 
    “All right, Bron has a point,” she said reluctantly. “The three of us do touch each other a lot. Bron is always hugging you or me, or both of us together, Sorin. And you’re always giving him or me neck-rubs. And I like being close to both of you.” 
 
    “True,” Sorin admitted stiffly. “I…enjoy our contact as well.” 
 
    “I’m going to miss it,” Kayla said wistfully. 
 
    “Why should you?” Bron asked, frowning. “We can still touch each other—we just have to be careful and be sure both of us are touching you at the same time.” 
 
    “That sounds like a lot of coordination for a hug or a neck-rub,” Sorin pointed out, frowning. 
 
    “Fine.” Bron glowered at him. “Would you rather go without? Just stop touching each other altogether?” 
 
    “I didn’t say that,” Sorin said, crossing his arms over his chest. “I just said—” 
 
    “Look, the two of you are going to have to figure this out on your own,” Kayla snapped. “I’ll go along with whatever you decide but I will not be fought over like a bone between two dogs. Got it?” 
 
    Bron gave her a lazy salute. “Yes, Ma’am!” he rumbled. 
 
    Sorin said quietly, “Agreed.” 
 
    “All right, good.” Kayla nodded at both of them. “Now I’m going to go grab myself a protein bar and pack. We need to go find an antidote to this damn lust potion ASAP so I can get cured and we can get back to our normal lives!” 
 
    Then she turned on her heel and stalked out of the kitchen. But inside she was wondering if anything would ever be normal again. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    “Well that was a fucking mess,” Bron rumbled, frowning as they watched Kayla exit the food prep area in what could only be described as a state of high dudgeon. 
 
    “It wouldn’t have been if you hadn’t tried to force her to choose between us,” Sorin snarled. He didn’t know what hurt the worse—the fact that his best friend had finally shattered the glass ball of camaraderie the three of them had lived in so long or that he had shown more interest in bonding Kayla to him than in keeping their friendship, which Sorin has regarded as the best one of his life. 
 
    “Damn it, Sorin—she’ll have to choose eventually,” the Beast Kindred growled. “Don’t pretend you don’t know that. We’ve both wanted her from the minute she first walked into our lives.” 
 
    “I never—” Sorin began. 
 
    “Don’t say you haven’t wanted her from day one,” Bron interrupted. “Don’t you remember? You bit your lip because your fucking fangs suddenly got so sharp—you know as well as I that a Blood Kindred’s fangs don’t get sharp until he meets the female he wants to mate.” He sighed. “And I wanted her too. The moment I saw her and heard her sweet voice, the mating fist at the base of my shaft began to ache. We both know it—Kayla’s fucking perfect for us.” 
 
    “Don’t you mean perfect for you?” Sorin asked coldly. 
 
    “No, I mean us,” Bron said, frowning. “Because like it or fucking not, she can’t touch one of us alone. We have to both be touching her at the same time or we can’t touch her at all.” 
 
    “I choose the second option,” Sorin informed him. “No touching is fine with me.” 
 
    “No, it’s not.” Bron’s voice was suddenly soft. “Sorin…when I first met you, you were aching for touch. So fucking lonely I could feel it coming off you in waves.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” Sorin demanded, but his voice wavered just a little. Bron shouldn’t be talking about this—it was unspoken between them but never expressed aloud. It felt like his friend was breaking the rules. 
 
    “It’s true,” Bron said, still speaking quietly. “I saw how your parents act when you took me home to Tranq Prime for the star-blossom festival or whatever the fuck it was. They barely ever touch each other—let alone you. That couldn’t have been an easy way to grow up.” 
 
    “Oh, and your family is so much better?” Sorin glared at him. 
 
    “My family is loud, angry, rude and crude and they’d punch you in the face as soon as look at you,” Bron admitted. “But there’s never been a lack of physical affection. They hand out hugs as easily as punches. It’s in their nature—my nature—to be physical and affectionate.” 
 
    “What are you saying?” Sorin raised an eyebrow at him. “Could you get to the point, please?” 
 
    “I’m saying don’t cut yourself off from something you need—something we all need, Kayla included,” Bron said. “You may not feel like hugging me now—you’d probably rather fucking punch me. But eventually you’ll get over that and need a hug. Everybody needs a hug sometimes.” He looked meaningfully at Sorin. “And I want to be able to give you one when you do. And to hug Kayla too.” 
 
    Sorin pinched the bridge of his nose, trying to push back the tension headache that threatened. Only Bron would be so upfront about his desire for physical affection—his need to hug and be hugged. He was the kind of male who wore his emotions on his sleeve and didn’t give a damn who saw them. Probably because he was big enough and scary enough that no one would ever dare make fun of him for it. 
 
    Sorin just wasn’t like that. He hadn’t grown up in a demonstrative family and though he was comfortable enough to enjoy being enveloped in one of his friend’s bone-crushing hugs, he most definitely wasn’t comfortable enough to talk about it. 
 
    “I…need to go,” he said at last. “I need to pack. We have to outfit one of the shuttles with the right equipment.” 
 
    “Fine, go.” Bron shook his head. “But know this, Brother—we’ll have to deal with this sooner of fucking later. If Kayla has another episode of needing, she’s going to need both of us to get her through it.” 
 
    “She’s not going to have another episode,” Sorin snapped. “What happened in the lab was a one-off. She said so herself.” 
 
    “You know damn good and well that just because she’s only had one episode so far doesn’t mean she won’t have another,” Bron growled. “This damn virus can lay dormant for days before it comes back even stronger that the first time. Kayla isn’t safe from having another episode until we find an antidote for it.” 
 
    “Then let’s find an antidote!” Sorin snarled. “Until then, I think it’s better if we keep our distance.” 
 
    Without waiting for Bron’s reply, he turned and left Kayla’s apartment. It was the first time he had ever turned his back on his best friend in anger and it made him feel sick inside. 
 
    But not as sick as Bron’s insistence that eventually Kayla would have to choose between them. 
 
    Because then, he thought, I’ll lose them both. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    I’m going to lose them both, Bron thought as he watched Sorin stride angrily away. Gods, how had everything gotten so thoroughly fucked so fast? 
 
    Maybe he shouldn’t have pointed out the obvious—that eventually Kayla would have to choose one of them. It had been an unspoken issue between them from the moment the curvy little elite had walked into their lives but all three of them had been ignoring it as hard as they could and pretending they were all just good friends. 
 
    Friends who want to fuck each other, Bron thought grimly. But not just fuck—bond. He wanted to tie Kayla to him for life…but he didn’t want to lose Sorin in the process. 
 
    Unbidden, the image of the three of them in the lab together came to his mind. He felt an erotic charge when he remembered her lying in his lap, sucking the head of his cock while he gave her his cream. But when he remembered watching and touching her as she did the same for Sorin, his shaft surged again, as strongly as it had before when he’d remembered her sweet lips wrapped around the head of his own cock. 
 
    Bron frowned and for the first time realized that what had happened between the three of them in the lab wasn’t quite right. He shouldn’t have been willing to stand by and watch the female he wanted to Claim sucking another male’s cock—even his best friend’s. His Beast Kindred nature should have asserted itself and made the sight intolerable. He should have wanted to kill the interloper—the male who was trying to take his prospective mate. 
 
    Instead I watched while Kayla sucked him. Not only that, I took fucking pleasure in the sight. Hell, it made me hard and ready to let her suck me again, stroking her beautiful breasts and watching while she took his shaft down her throat. And Sorin did the same. He was angry at first, thinking she had chosen me. But when it became clear she needed to suck him too, he was more than willing to share. We both were. 
 
    Bron frowned. That wasn’t natural—wasn’t normal. Blood Kindred and Beast Kindred did not share their females. The very thought ought to send them both into Rage. Instead, they had sat down on the lab floor with Kayla and given her what she needed—not just once but many times. Gods, it had been sweet—the three of them so intimately connected, watching as she took Sorin’s shaft and then his own deep into her soft, hot mouth… 
 
    No! Bron pushed the memory away uneasily. What was happening to him? Why wasn’t he angry when he thought of how another male had been intimate with the female he wanted for his own? For that matter, why hadn’t Sorin been angry when it happened either? 
 
    Is it the Xi-46? Does it affect males too in some way? Make them more willing to share? 
 
    But in their survey of the Mother Ship, he and Sorin hadn’t found a single other case like theirs. With the exception of unmated females who had ended up with Twin Kindred, the women who were affected by the lust compound had chosen one male exclusively to help with their needing. 
 
    So what was going on with him and Sorin? And which of them would Kayla choose if and when they found an antidote for the Xi-46? 
 
    Bron had no answers and for now, it seemed, no friends. The rift in his relationship with Sorin and Kayla lay heavy on him as he went to see to the packing of the equipment for their upcoming mission. 
 
    It’s going to be a fucking awful mission if none of us is talking to each other and Sorin and I can’t touch Kayla without shocking her, he thought morosely. What a fucking mess! 
 
    But there was nothing he could do about it except send a swift prayer to the Goddess that everything would be resolved soon and go pack. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    The trip to Carnal Four was grimly silent, made worse by the fact that because of the way the planet was situated in its orbit, they were unable to fold space directly to it. The fold created by the Mother Ship—which looked like a red gash in the blackness of space—spat them out at the edge of the Carnal solar system. Which meant they had hours to fly together before they got to their destination. 
 
    Bron was piloting while Sorin sat in the passenger seat and silently researched the culture of the planet they were going to. They had requisitioned a Twin Kindred shuttle since there were three of them—which they often did when they took trips together. Kayla was sitting in the center seat, between the pilot and passenger but she had to be careful not to touch either of them for fear that she’d get another of those awful, electrical shocks. 
 
    It was miserable and Kayla couldn’t help comparing it to other trips they’d taken. The laughing and camaraderie—the casual touching and jostling against each other if Bron banked too sharply, making them all fall together with Kayla giggling and insisting she was being squeezed to death between the two big lugs… 
 
    I miss it, she thought sadly, looking from Bron to Sorin and back again. Both had serious, stern expressions on their faces without an ounce of humor. Having heard a little of their conversation after she left the room, Kayla knew why. 
 
    They’re fighting over me. Hating each other because of me. Just the way I always knew they would if I tried to choose between them. 
 
    Which was ridiculous since she literally couldn’t choose between them right now, since she couldn’t touch one without the other. But it didn’t matter—the fact that they both wanted her had finally been brought out into the open. And it wasn’t going away again. 
 
    The silence was deafening—apparently her guys weren’t talking to each other and, as a consequence of that, they weren’t talking to her either. In desperation, Kayla tried to make conversation. 
 
    “Hey, guys,” she began brightly, speaking to both of them. “Remember that weekend trip we took to Primus Six because there was a microbe there Bron wanted to collect and study? Remember how we didn’t realize until we got there the entire planet was composed of males only?” 
 
    “Who reproduced asexually,” Bron remarked, joining in the conversation. His golden eyes crinkled thoughtfully at the corners. “They thought females were cursed—bad luck.” 
 
    “So I had to put on one of Sorin’s shirts and put my braids up and pretend to be male,” Kayla went on, encouraged that maybe they were beginning to talk. 
 
    “And the males of the planet believed you were male, because none of them had ever actually even seen a female before,” Sorin remarked, looking up from the research on his holo link. 
 
    “Fucking idiots,” Bron remarked. “But the food was really good. Remember that horvath cheese we tried?” 
 
    “Don’t forget the groon’up bugs,” Sorin said, a reluctant smile twitching the corner of his mouth. “Kayla loved their meat until she caught sight of what they looked like.” 
 
    “Like giant Dalmatian-sized cockroaches!” Kayla shivered at the memory. “Horrible!” 
 
    “They tasted good,” Bron protested. “Who cares what they looked like?” 
 
    “I care!” Kayla exclaimed. “And remember that dinky little room they put us up in for the night at the inn?” 
 
    Bron grunted. “Hardly enough room to turn around in and only one bed.” 
 
    “Which we shared,” Sorin said quietly. “With Kayla between us.” 
 
    “I remember that.” Bron’s voice was uncharacteristically soft. 
 
    Kayla bit her lip as both sets of eyes—the gold and the ice blue—turned in her direction. She hadn’t been thinking of that particular aspect of their trip when she’d begun—she had just wanted to get her guys talking to her and to each other again. 
 
    Well, it worked—it got them talking, she thought. Talking about all the wrong things. 
 
    Still, she didn’t want to give up on the conversation just because it had gotten awkward—it was still better than silence. 
 
    “What I remember is the way Bron snored and Sorin talked in his sleep,” she said, grinning at both of them. “I thought I’d never get any shut-eye that night.” 
 
    “He only snores until you turn him on his side,” Sorin said, unexpectedly coming to the Beast Kindred’s defense. “And I usually only talk in my sleep when I’m restless.” 
 
    “Once the three of us all settled down on our sides like spoons in a drawer, we were fine,” Bron remarked. He looked at Kayla. “I hadn’t thought of that in a while, small one. I guess that time in the lab wasn’t the only time Sorin and I have had you between us.” 
 
    “But…we didn’t do anything, uh, sexual on that trip,” Kayla protested, feeling her cheeks get hot. “We were just having fun.” 
 
    “Not overtly sexual,” Sorin remarked. “But I remember my shaft getting hard when you pressed your sweet ass against me, leelah.” 
 
    “Mine was fucking hard too when I felt her soft breasts against my back,” Bron rumbled. He looked at Kayla. “Did it affect you at all? Being between us like that? Did it make you aroused?” 
 
    “I…I don’t…” For the life of her, Kayla couldn’t understand how the innocent conversation she’d started had gotten so off-track. 
 
    “Why are you asking her that?” Sorin said, frowning. “Can’t you see you’re making her uncomfortable?” 
 
    “You’re the one who pointed out that we both got aroused having her between us,” Bron growled. “Besides, the two of us have been acting like arrogant fucking idiots, talking about making her choose between us. Maybe she doesn’t want to choose because she doesn’t have sexual feelings for either one of us. Maybe she only acted as she did in the lab because of the Xi-46. Did you ever think of that?” 
 
    “No, I didn’t.” Sorin sounded subdued. “I guess we have been pretty arrogant.” He looked at Kayla. “Do you have sexual desire for either or both of us, Kayla?” 
 
    Kayla’s mouth was dry and her lips felt numb. 
 
    “How…how can you ask me that?” she finally managed to get out. She sometimes thought she would never get over the way her guys just came out and said things. Things human guys would never have been willing to say because they related to emotional matters that most human guys weren’t comfortable talking about. 
 
    Well, I’m not comfortable talking about it either! she thought. 
 
    Sorin shrugged. “I just thought as long as Bron and I are no longer pretending that we don’t want you, we might as well get everything out into the open.” 
 
    “Sorin’s right,” Bron growled. “We should talk about it—about which of us you want.” 
 
    But Kayla wasn’t about to sit still for this. 
 
    “I told you,” she snapped, “I’m not having the two of you fight over me like two mangy mutts fighting over a bone!” 
 
    With a glare at both of them, she got up and left the front of the shuttle, going back to the living quarters where she could be alone. 
 
    She stormed into the bedroom, which was mostly taken up with the huge, 3-person Twin Kindred bed, and began to pace back and forth in the limited space between the bed and the wall. 
 
    What the hell is wrong with them? Now that they finally admitted their feelings they’ve turned into a couple of jerks! 
 
    But she couldn’t help thinking of what Sorin had asked her, “Do you have sexual feelings for either or both of us?” And Bron had asked if she had gotten aroused sleeping between them. 
 
    Of course you were aroused, whispered a guilty little voice in the back of her head. Don’t you remember? You waited until they both fell asleep and then you got off like crazy. 
 
    Though she tried to repress it, Kayla couldn’t quiet push the memory to the back of her mind. Couldn’t forget waiting for the men on either side of her to sleep and then, when their breathing was deep and even, slipping her fingers between her thighs and starting to stroke. 
 
    She even remembered what she’d fantasized about. Lying in bed between them and letting them touch her—touch her all over. Their big hands roving over her naked flesh…teasing the stiff peaks of her nipples…sliding over her breasts and belly and flanks…Bron would be growling his desire, deep in his throat and Sorin would be whispering that she should just relax and open herself…open herself to both of them… 
 
    I never came so hard in my life, Kayla admitted to herself. Lying there between them, fantasizing about both of them while I touched myself… 
 
    The memory seemed to bring a kind of pleasurable ache to her body that centered in her breasts and between her thighs. What had made her silent, middle of the night self-pleasuring session even hotter was knowing that her guys would be able to detect her scent and know that she was aroused later. 
 
    Kayla remembered how they had inhaled deeply the next morning and had looked at her and exchanged looks with each other. Then Sorin had made some excuse to kiss her hand—the one she’d touched herself with. And Bron had licked govan-berry jam that she’d spilled off her fingers at breakfast. Kayla remembered seeing the bulges in both their trousers and knowing they were for her. 
 
    But she hadn’t said anything because none of them ever said anything. It was the unspoken attraction between them—all three of them. And all the while they just went on and on, pretending they were only friends and— 
 
    “Ouch!” Kayla exclaimed involuntarily as a sharp pain lanced through her. Though her breasts to be exact. “What the hell?” she muttered, looking down at herself. What was going on now? 
 
    To her shock and horror, she saw that her already-full breasts were getting even fuller and her nipples were poking sharply out under the professional white silk blouse she wore. As she watched, a tiny stain of moisture bloomed over one nipple and then began to spread to the rest of her blouse. Then the same thing happened on the other side. At the same time, another pain hit her—a desperate emptiness between her legs that made her squeeze her thighs together and double over. 
 
    Oh God, what was she going to do? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    Her guys must have been extremely attuned to her because it was scarcely a minute after her pains started that both of them came bursting in the bedroom door looking worried. 
 
    “What is it?” Bron asked, his golden eyes flashing. “We heard you cry out.” 
 
    “Are you well?” Sorin asked. “Is something wrong?” 
 
    Kayla bit her lip. She wanted in the worst way to deny that there was anything wrong with her. The two of them were already fighting over her—she didn’t need any more of their emotional mess to deal with. But the pain in her breasts—which she had covered with her arms when she heard them coming in—was getting worse by the second. And the pain between her legs was worsening too. 
 
    “I…um…” she began and then didn’t know how to go on. 
 
    “Kayla, drop your arms.” Bron’s deep voice was stern. 
 
    Kayla frowned stubbornly. “I don’t want to.” 
 
    “We need to see what’s wrong with you,” Sorin said, sounding no less stern than Bron. “It’s your breasts, isn’t it? Have they filled with nectar?” 
 
    “Of course they fucking have—why else would she be holding them that way?” Bron growled. “Come on, small one—let us see. We need to be able to help you.” 
 
    “Maybe I don’t want your help—did you think of that?” Kayla burst out. “You two are already fighting over me. I don’t need to add fuel to the fire by asking…asking you to…” 
 
    “Asking us to suck your nipples?” Sorin said softly. 
 
    “Well…yes.” Kayla glared at both of them defiantly. “Maybe…maybe I should just deal with this on my own.” 
 
    “You can’t.” Bron frowned at her. “Didn’t you hear what we told you earlier when we explained the symptoms Xi-45 causes? You could end up with permanent damage if you don’t get help.” 
 
    “Bron is right—why don’t you want us to help you?” Sorin asked. “Is it because you’re ashamed? Because you don’t have to be. Your body is simply reacting to the lust virus caused by the Xi-46. Nothing you do at this time is your fault.” 
 
    “It’s not just that, although it is damn embarrassing,” Kayla said tightly. “It’s that…look, we’ve all been such good friends for so long. But ever since we threw sex into the mix, our friendship is going down the drain. I don’t want to do that, guys—I don’t want to throw away the best friends I ever had just for a few minutes of sexual gratification.” 
 
    “My people don’t believe that three should touch as one sexually, either,” Sorin said in a low voice. “But…what if it wasn’t sexual?” 
 
    Bron raised an eyebrow at his friend. “We’re going to be sucking her sweet nipples, Sorin. I don’t see how that isn’t sexual.” 
 
    “I have to agree with Bron on that,” Kayla said, frowning. “Ouch!” she moaned as another surge of pain went through her breasts—they were getting really full. 
 
    “It’s only sexual if we make it sexual,” Sorin argued stubbornly. “Look, we aren’t doing this for our own gratification—not even for Kayla’s. We’d be doing it to ease her pain and help her get over her needing. We can keep things…businesslike if that makes her feel better.” 
 
    “Businesslike, hmm?” Bron still sounded skeptical. Kayla wasn’t too sure about it herself. 
 
    “I don’t know—” she began but Sorin cut her off. 
 
    “I’m not saying it has to be completely impersonal,” he clarified. “I just meant Bron and I can do this together the way we work together on a project in the lab. We can help you without letting our feelings get in the way.” 
 
    Kayla looked at both of them uncertainly. 
 
    “Do you really think so? You can…can help me without fighting over me? Because I have to tell you, this is getting pretty painful.” 
 
    “Let us help you,” Bron rumbled. “I swear no more will be said about you choosing between us. Sorin and I will work as a team to ease your pain.” 
 
    “You promise?” Kayla looked at both of them. The sleek blond head and the shaggy dark one nodded in perfect unison. 
 
    “You have our word,” Sorin swore. “Now please, leelah, let us see where you hurt so we can help you.” 
 
    Biting her lip again in embarrassment and need, Kayla moved her arms, revealing the fact that her lovely white silk blouse was completely ruined. Amber-colored stains had spread out from her nipples to discolor the fabric which meant that her bra was probably soaked through as well. 
 
    “Take off your blouse, Kayla,” Sorin said softly. “You know we cannot help you with it on.” 
 
    Kayla fumbled with the buttons, feeling like her fingers were all thumbs. Was she really going to open her shirt and peel off her bra to show the two huge Kindred her bare breasts just as she had in the lab? She supposed that she was but God, this was embarrassing! 
 
    What? More embarrassing than giving them both multiple blow jobs? whispered a little voice in her head. 
 
    Well, probably not, Kayla admitted to herself. But still, this wasn’t the way a woman acted with her coworkers or friends. 
 
    No, this is the way a woman acts with her lover—in this case, lovers, plural, the little voice remarked snarkily. 
 
    Shut up, Kayla told it as she opened her blouse, revealing a bra that used to be white but which was now dark gold with the nectar she had leaked. God, she must be going like a fountain under there! It was more embarrassing than ever and for a moment, she was afraid to take off her bra and find out. 
 
    “And your undergarments, small one,” Bron rumbled, motioning to her bra. “Take those off as well. Sorin and I need to be able to get to you.” 
 
    “God…” Kayla whispered. Her cheeks were so hot she felt like her forehead might catch on fire soon. But her throbbing nipples and over-full breasts wouldn’t let her stop. Slowly, with trembling fingers, she unhooked the clasp at the front of her bra and peeled it open. 
 
    The three of them were greeted to the sight of her bare breasts, much larger than normal and obviously swollen and over-full. Her nipples were berry-dark and so tight they hurt. They were leaking the amber nectar which flowed freely from her jutting peaks to make sticky trails down the undersides of her breasts. 
 
    “Goddess,” Bron growled hoarsely at the same time Sorin breathed, 
 
    “Mother of All Life!” 
 
    “You’re beautiful, Kayla,” Bron murmured. “But that’s got to fucking hurt.” 
 
    “It does,” Kayla whispered in a small, tight voice. “It really does. Can…can you help me?” 
 
    “Of course we can—and we will.” Sorin made a motion. “Why don’t you get in the middle of the bed? Bron and I can lie on either side of you and, uh, help you out.” 
 
    “Okay—just make sure you touch me at the same time,” Kayla warned him, climbing onto the vast, Twin Kindred-sized bed and settling herself in the middle. “This isn’t a place I want to be shocked.” 
 
    “We’ll be careful,” Sorin promised. 
 
    “We would never hurt you,” Bron murmured. 
 
    Both of them climbed onto the bed on either side of her—Bron on her right and Sorin on her left. They looked at each other and a silent signal seemed to past between them. Without a word, they both reached for Kayla and touched her at the same time, Bron cupping her right breast and Sorin her left. 
 
    Kayla had tensed herself up but their touch was gentle and there was no electrical shock this time. With a sigh, she relaxed, letting some of the tension drain from her limbs. She was still a little nervous about letting her guys suck her nipples though. For the moment, they seemed to just be looking at her. 
 
    “Gods, small one—so beautiful,” Bron growled hoarsely. “I love how dark and tight your nipples are.” 
 
    “I love them too,” Sorin confessed. “We have no one with skin your lovely brown color on Tranq Prime. I love how ripe your peaks are, leelah.” 
 
    “Th-thank you,” Kayla stuttered. She was feeling a strange mixture of arousal and embarrassment. “But, well, they really hurt.” She hurt between her thighs too, but she wasn’t about to mention that. That would be even worse than asking them to suck her breasts—she wasn’t up for that kind of mortification. 
 
    “Let us ease your ache, then,” Bron murmured. He looked across at Sorin. “As one?” 
 
    “As one,” the Blood Kindred agreed. 
 
    Bending their heads, they took Kayla’s nipples into their mouths at the same time and began to suck, their bonding scents rising around her and filling her senses. Bron’s dark, spicy aroma mixed with Sorin’s sharp, icy scent and somehow the two of them made her feel comforted…made her feel whole. 
 
    Kayla gasped and threw back her head as the growing tension in her breasts finally eased. Oh God, that felt good! She hadn’t realized how much pain she’d been in until it finally began to dissipate. 
 
    The tight fullness in her breasts began to go away as Bron and Sorin sucked and swallowed diligently, draining the sweet, sticky nectar from her nipples and sending sparks of pleasure from her taut peaks straight down to the spot between her legs where she felt so empty. 
 
    She looked down at them—the dark head and the light. Her guys, working together to ease her pain and bring her pleasure. For a moment she was overcome with love for them. True to their word, they were doing this as a team—as one—just as they worked together in the lab on some shared project. 
 
    Only I’m the shared project now, she admitted to herself. And I never thought I’d be in this position between them, letting both of them suck my nipples at the same time. 
 
    Of course she’d fantasized about it, if she was honest with herself—even dreamed about it once or twice. But she’d never dreamed it might be possible to let her guys share her sexually in any way. Beast Kindred were too savage and Blood Kindred too vengeful to ever share a female the way Twin Kindred were born to do. But Bron and Sorin were doing this together, both touching her, both sucking her tender peaks and neither growling or angry at the other as they sought to ease her pain. 
 
    Don’t get too used to it, Kayla told herself grimly. You know it’s only temporary. As soon as they finish, they’ll be back to scrapping over you like dogs with a bone. 
 
    But for now she just wanted to enjoy the feeling of two hot mouths on her nipples, two sets of hands massaging her breasts to coax the sticky nectar to their lips. 
 
    But as the pain in her breasts eased, the emptiness and ache in her pussy grew. Kayla tried to ignore it but it got worse and worse—as though her body, once satiated in one way, had to complain in another way that she was in pain. 
 
    She shifted and crossed her legs, then crossed them again the other way. She squeezed her thighs together tightly. 
 
    Ignore it, she told herself sternly. Don’t mention it—don’t even think about it. If you do, they’ll fight over who gets to fill you—to fuck you and bond you. And one of them will have to be left out and everything will be ruined. So don’t say a word! 
 
    But all her shifting around and pressing her thighs together got Sorin’s attention. He looked up at her, letting her dark nipple slide from between his lips. 
 
    “What is it, leelah?” he murmured, making sure to keep his hand on her breast so she wouldn’t get a shock while Bron still sucked on the other side. “What’s bothering you now?” 
 
    “Nothing,” Kayla lied uneasily. “I…I’m fine.” 
 
    Bron let her right nipple go with a last, sucking kiss. 
 
    “Bullshit,” he said flatly. “I can smell how hot your pussy is, Kayla. You have the emptiness too, don’t you?” 
 
    “No!” Kayla said quickly. “No, really I don’t!” 
 
    “Why are you lying to us?” Sorin frowned at her. “My nose is as good as Bron’s—I can tell he’s right.” 
 
    Both of them looked at her—the golden eyes and the ice-blue ones completely implacable. 
 
    “I just…I don’t want you fighting over who gets to…to fill me and bond me,” Kayla burst out at last. “I refuse to split you up that way—to split us up. I’d rather be in pain that do that.” 
 
    “I can see you don’t want to choose between us but it doesn’t have to be our shafts that fill you.” Bron sounded thoughtful. 
 
    “It…it doesn’t?” Kayla asked doubtfully. 
 
    “No, it doesn’t,” Sorin said. “There were a few cases we studied after the Xi-46 was released, where the unmated females didn’t know the males that helped them at all—they were complete strangers.” 
 
    “Obviously they were fucking reluctant to have sex with a male they didn’t even know,” Bron continued for his friend. “It’s not that the emptiness is demanding that you take a male shaft inside you—anything long enough and thick enough for your pussy to grip onto will work.” 
 
    “What do you mean by anything?” Kayla demanded breathlessly. “What…what are you planning on using?” 
 
    Wordlessly, Bron held up a hand, showing her two thick fingers. 
 
    “That might work,” Sorin acknowledged, his voice thick with lust. Kayla could see how sharp and long his fangs had grown as he sucked her but though she had felt them bracketing her nipple, he hadn’t even scratched her with them once. “You should enter her, Bron. Fill her sweet pussy with your fingers and ease her pain.” 
 
    “She needs both of us touching her, though,” Bron protested. “While I slip my fingers into her, you ought to stroke her clit.” 
 
    “Wait a minute,” Kayla objected, panting a little. “Why…why would you need to do that?” 
 
    “In most of the needing cases we studied from the original attack, the females affected with the emptiness had to come in order to get over it,” Sorin murmured, letting one long-fingered hand slide down to gently squeeze her thigh. “If you let me tease and pleasure your pussy while Bron fills you with his fingers, you should be able to come and end the needing sooner.” 
 
    Oh God, yet again Kayla couldn’t believe she was doing this! It was so exactly like her fantasy and yet she couldn’t believe it was coming true. 
 
    “All…all right,” she agreed at last. “You can…can do it. But only because this stupid lust virus is making me let you. In other circumstances I would never act this way.” 
 
    “Neither would we, small one,” Bron reminded her. “Because we wouldn’t be sharing you.” 
 
    “Both our peoples thing sharing is wrong, but this is a special case,” Sorin said. “We have to work together to ease your ache.” He gave her an intent look, his ice-blue eyes seeming to burn right into her soul. “Spread your legs for us, leelah. Give us access to your pussy and let us help you feel better.” 
 
    Moaning, Kayla did as he asked. She had a distracted little thought which whispered that it was a good thing she’d worn a skirt today and then her simple black pencil skirt was bunched up around her hips and Bron was twining his thick fingers in her lacy white panties and pulling them down. 
 
    “Gods, look how wet she is,” he growled thickly when her recently-shaved mound was revealed. “Spread your thighs, baby—let me look at your sweet, wet pussy.” 
 
    “I…I don’t know.” Kayla trembled uncertainly but when Bron put one big hand on her right thigh and Sorin put a hand on her left, she allowed them to spread her open, baring her pussy more fully. 
 
    She was swollen and wet with need, her outer pussy lips puffy and opening on their own to show her berry-dark inner folds. Both men drew in a deep breath of admiration and Sorin murmured, “So beautiful,” in a soft, hoarse voice. 
 
    “And such a sweet scent!” Bron growled. He looked at Kayla. “Are you nervous, small one? Would you like Sorin to spread your petals and stroke you gently for a while before I enter you?” 
 
    Kayla shifted her hips. Her pussy was throbbing with need but she couldn’t help feeling nervous about what was about to happen. 
 
    “I guess,” she whispered at last. “I think that might help.” 
 
    “Gently, then,” Sorin murmured. “Bron, keep sucking her breasts as I stroke her. Make sure she has stimulation on both ends. It will help her come.” 
 
    “My pleasure.” With a growl of pure lust, the big Beast Kindred leaned over and nipped lightly at one of Kayla’s tight peaks before taking it into his mouth again and running his tongue around and around the stem of her nipple. 
 
    Sorin watched for a moment, as though fascinated by the sight of his best friend pleasuring the woman they both wanted. Then he covered her pussy with one hand and for a moment, just cupped her. 
 
    “I want you to get used to my touch before I spread you open and stroke you, sweetheart,” he murmured in her ear. “I don’t want you to be shy or frightened. Bron and I would never hurt you.” 
 
    “I know,” Kayla assured him. His gentle touch on her pussy seemed to start a fire inside her. Almost without her will, her hips bucked up, trying to get more of his hand on her. “Please, Sorin, I need…need you now.” 
 
    “Gently, then,” the Blood Kindred murmured. Then he spread open her outer lips with his index and ring finger and dipped his long middle finger into the liquid center of her pussy. 
 
    Kayla couldn’t hold back the moan that rose in her throat as Sorin stroked lightly and teasingly all around the swollen bud of her clit. He was building the fire that had already started inside her, making her want him—want both of them—so badly she could barely breathe. 
 
    She watched as Sorin stroked lightly over her inner folds and Bron sucked and lapped and teased her nipples—moving back and forth from the right to the left, sending sparks of pleasure all through her. 
 
    “Oh,” she couldn’t help moaning. “Oh god, that feels so good! Love to have your hands and mouth on me—both of you!” 
 
    “You like it, leelah?” Sorin murmured in her ear. “You like to let Bron suck your nipples while I pet your sweet pussy? While I stroke your clit to make you come?” 
 
    “Yes!” Kayla nearly sobbed. Oh God, she was right on the edge now but she couldn’t quite get to where she needed to be. Her pussy was clenching hungrily, looking for something to clasp onto and the emptiness inside her was almost unbearable. “Please,” she gasped, bucking her hips again. “Please, Bron, I think…think I’m ready to have you in me now. Your fingers, I mean.” 
 
    Bron released the nipple he was sucking and looked up at her. 
 
    “You ready to get fucked, baby?” he growled, his golden eyes flashing with lust. “Ready to spread your thighs wide and let me finger-fuck that sweet little cunt of yours?” 
 
    “Yes! Please, yes.” Kayla was aware that she was begging shamelessly, but she couldn’t seem to stop it—didn’t want to stop it. She just wanted this moment to never end—wanted to feel both of her men touching her at once…tasting her…pleasuring her…for always 
 
    She didn’t have long to wait. Even as Sorin’s long, nimble fingers continued to slip teasingly around her clit, Bron’s thick digits invaded her. Kayla gasped as he thrust in roughly, deep and hard until he was touching the end of her channel. 
 
    Kayla threw back her head and gasped as her hips bucked upward and her pussy finally had something to grab onto. She moaned aloud as she felt her inner walls squeeze Bron’s fingers tight, even as Sorin continued to stroke her swollen clit. 
 
    “Gods, she’s got a good grip,” Bron growled, looking up at Sorin. “And her pussy is so wet and tight inside. Wish you could feel it, Brother.” 
 
    “Maybe I can. Is there room for another?” Sorin asked, looking at the place where Bron’s thick fingers were filling her. 
 
    It was Kayla who answered. 
 
    “Yes,” she moaned, wanting more—wanting both of them inside her, even if it was only their fingers. “Yes, I need more inside me. Go…go ahead, Sorin. You fill me too. Put…put your fingers in with Bron’s.” 
 
    “I think you have your answer,” Bron growled, looking up at his best friend. “Gently, though—she’s fucking tight.” 
 
    “Gently,” Sorin agreed. His long fingers left off stroking her clit and slipped down to her slippery entrance where Bron’s fingers were deep inside her. Using two fingers, just as the Beast Kindred had, he slipped in beside Bron, sliding his long digits into Kayla’s hungry pussy and filling her to the limit. 
 
    Suddenly it seemed that she had exactly what she needed—there was finally enough for her pussy to grip onto—enough to stretch her inner walls. With a low moan that sounded like both their names, Kayla felt herself tipping over the edge and coming…coming so hard she saw stars flash in front of her eyes as her pussy contracted again and again around the thick invaders. 
 
    “Gods, feel that?” Bron’s deep voice was awed and filled with desire. “She took us both, Brother and what a grip! Wonder what it would feel like around your cock?” 
 
    “Amazing, I’m sure,” Sorin murmured, his own voice thick with lust. “That’s right, Kayla,” he told her, pressing his fingers in deeper. “That’s right—come for us. Come for both of us while Bron and I fill you.” 
 
    Kayla had no choice in the matter—her body was wracked with the strongest orgasm she’d ever had in her life as both of her men filled her pussy to the limit. 
 
    And this is only their fingers, she thought deliriously as her inner walls squeezed them tight and her hips bucked up towards the pleasure. What would it feel like if they filled me with their cocks? 
 
    Those two long, thick shafts she had sucked over and over that day in the lab. The taste of Bron’s dark chocolate seed and Sorin’s sweet almond cream…suddenly she wanted to suck them again—but together this time. She wanted the flavors to mingle in her mouth and spurt across her tongue at the same time. 
 
    Is it the thirst again? she wondered. But no—her throat wasn’t dry and parched as it had been last time. Maybe it was just pure lust wanting to taste them that way. But Kayla couldn’t deny it—she didn’t even want to try. Part of her told her she might regret this later—might feel guilty for it. But hell, she’d already done it once, she reasoned. And she could always blame her wanton desire on the lust virus the Xi-46 had given her. 
 
    “Please,” she moaned as her intense orgasm finally began to wind down. “Want…need to suck you again. Both of you.” She looked up at them pleadingly. 
 
    “Now, leelah?” Sorin asked, his pale blue eyes half-lidded with lust. “You’re sure you don’t need to come again first?” 
 
    “We can touch you this way—fill your pussy—as long as you need us to,” Bron assured her thickly. 
 
    “Now,” Kayla insisted. “Need to taste you—taste your cum. Please.” 
 
    “As our lady wishes,” Sorin murmured. Withdrawing his fingers, he licked them clean, clearly savoring the taste of her honey. “Gods, you’re delicious, sweetheart.” 
 
    “I want a taste of that.” Bron withdrew as well. Sucking his fingers into his mouth, he gave a low growl of appreciation. “You weren’t lying, Sorin—our lady’s pussy is delicious.” 
 
    Kayla couldn’t miss the fact that he had called her “our” lady—in fact both of them had, since Sorin had said something similar a moment before. Could it be that this was bringing them together, rather than pulling them apart? It seemed almost too good to be true but they had been working in perfect unison to bring her pleasure and ease her pain and she hadn’t seen a spark of jealousy or anger from either of them. 
 
    This is good for them—good for us, she thought, looking up at her guys with renewed pleasure and lust. It’s bringing us closer than we’ve ever been before. 
 
    The thought gave her a new idea—one she wasn’t sure if she dared to try. But she couldn’t help herself—she wanted to test the boundaries of what her guys were willing to do for her…wanted to see if they would push some of their limits as she was certainly pushing hers for them. 
 
    Bron unfastened his trousers and pulled out his thick, throbbing cock and Sorin did the same with his long shaft and both of them looked at her expectantly. 
 
    “Who do you want first, leelah?” Sorin asked softly. “Me or Bron?” 
 
    “Both of you,” Kayla said impulsively, wanting to put her idea to the test. She looked at them, from the golden eyes to the ice-blue. “Both at once. Please?” 
 
    “Both at once?” Bron looked uncertain about that. “How in the Seven Hells are we supposed to do that?” 
 
    “I’ll show you,” Kayla told them. “Here, let’s get up and the two of you stand by the end of the bed.” 
 
    They did as she asked without question even though Kayla could see them shooting each other doubtful glances. 
 
    “Now, like this…” She sat up, not bothering to close her blouse or pull down her skirt. She was still feeling wanton and sexy and she liked the way their eyes roved over her body…her ripe nipples and open pussy. 
 
    Scooting to sit on the edge of the bed so that both their shafts were at the level of her mouth, Kayla put one of her hands on each of their hips. 
 
    “Come on,” she murmured, pushing them together. “Just angle in, guys, so I can taste you at the same time.” 
 
    It was Sorin who balked first. 
 
    “If we get any closer our shafts will touch,” he protested. “Males do not touch shafts with other males.” 
 
    “Twin Kindred do,” Bron growled softly. “They have to in order to merge their shafts and enter their lady at the same time for bonding and breeding.” 
 
    “But we are not Twin Kindred,” Sorin protested. Even so, he allowed Kayla to push him just a little closer to the big Beast Kindred. 
 
    “No, we’re not but we need to give our lady what she needs,” Bron pointed out. “The thirst rides her, Brother—just as it did in the lab. If she needs our seed together we should give it to her together.” 
 
    Kayla felt a little guilty at that point because it wasn’t really the thirst that was making her do this. But it felt right somehow—almost like something she was supposed to do, although she couldn’t explain why. She needed to get her guys together to bring the three of them closer and besides, Bron honestly didn’t seem to mind. Sorin was still wavering but he was inching closer as she urged him with one hand on his hip. 
 
    “Just a little closer,” she coaxed. “You don’t have to be right up against each other. I just need your, uh, heads to align so I can taste you both at once.” 
 
    They shifted a little closer, their big bodies angled inwards towards each other, but they still weren’t quite touching. Wanting to ease them into this, Kayla gripped them both at once—Bron’s thick shaft in her right hand and Sorin’s long cock in her left. 
 
    Leaning forward, she placed a soft, sucking kiss on the broad crown of the Beast Kindred’s cock. 
 
    “Did you know your cum tastes like dark chocolate, Bron?” she murmured, looking up at him. 
 
    “No, baby, I didn’t.” His voice was a low, lustful growl. Kayla found she liked the sweet new nicknames her guys had for her. “Small on” and “leelah” were nice but “baby” and “sweetheart” when the three of them were being intimate together gave her the warm fuzzies. 
 
    “And you…” Kayla placed a hot kiss on the plum-shaped head of Sorin’s shaft as well. “Your cum reminds me of marzipan—sweet almond candy,” she told him. “I love it.” She looked up at Bron. “And I love dark chocolate. So will the two of you please get closer so I can taste both at once? Please, Bron? Please, Sorin?” 
 
    At last, their resistance seemed to be worn away. 
 
    “Come, Sorin…” Bron threw an arm over the Blood Kindred’s shoulders. “Let us give our lady what she wants…what she needs.” 
 
    At last Sorin nodded. 
 
    “I would not do this with any other male or for any other female,” he muttered, but allowed Kayla to position him so at last the head of his cock was pressed side to side against Bron’s. 
 
    Kayla knew this was a major concession for both of them but she couldn’t help stopping to admire the sight of the two long, thick shafts nestled so snugly together. Their pure, masculine beauty made her ache…and made her thirsty again for their seed. Maybe the thirst was motivating her—she couldn’t tell anymore. All she knew was that she needed to taste them—taste both of them at once—and now she finally had the opportunity. 
 
    “Is this what you need, baby?” Bron asked her. “The two of us touching?” 
 
    “It’s perfect,” Kayla assured him, her voice coming out in a low, throaty purr. “Just hold still now and let me taste the two of you.” 
 
    It went without saying that she couldn’t get both of their shafts in her mouth at once, but with the broad crowns of their cocks pressing firmly together, she was able to get a surprising amount of the heads between her lips as she lapped and sucked the two of them together. 
 
    “Gods, I’ve never seen anything like this,” Sorin said unsteadily as she stroked both their cocks in unison and kissed and licked their joined crowns. 
 
    “A female sucking two males at once, you mean?” Bron asked in a low growl. “Have you never watched Twin Kindred porn vids then?” 
 
    “Maybe once but it didn’t…didn’t attract me at the time,” Sorin admitted. “Such vids are forbidden in my home grotto. But I never knew the sight could be so…erotic.”’ 
 
    “It’s fucking erotic because it’s Kayla who’s sucking us,” Bron pointed out. “But in order to meet her need, we have to come together. Are you close, Sorin?” 
 
    “I’m right on the edge,” the Blood Kindred admitted. “Sucking Kayla’s sweet nipples and fingering her tight pussy made me harder than plasti-steel.” 
 
    “I’m right there with you,” Bron growled. He looked down at Kayla, who was enjoying herself although even a week ago she never would have dreamed of doing the things she was doing now. “Are you ready, small one? Ready to feel us spurt on your tongue and swallow our seed?” 
 
    Kayla looked up. “Yes,” she murmured. She felt the need growing inside her again—and the sense of rightness. 
 
    We belong together like this, she thought as she pumped them both eagerly. The three of us together—just like this. 
 
    “Yes,” she said again, looking at both of them. “Yes Sorin…yes, Bron…I’m ready. Come for me—both of you.” 
 
    She pushed them even closer together and wrapped her lips around the tips of both broad heads. Bron groaned and Sorin sighed and then she felt both shafts getting even harder in her hands. There was a pulsing sensation and then they were coming—coming in perfect unison as they did everything else and spurting in her mouth over and over as Kayla sucked and swallowed eagerly. 
 
    And as the flavors of dark chocolate and sweet almond merged on her tongue, she felt a connection between the three of them that was close to perfect. 
 
    It felt like coming home. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    Can’t believe we did that. Can’t believe I was involved in a sexual sharing, even if it was with Bron and Kayla. It’s wrong—I know it’s wrong but I did it anyway. 
 
    Kayla’s needing was over and the three of them had gotten dressed again and were back in their original places in the front of the shuttle. 
 
    Sorin was looking at his holo-link once more, trying to get a general sense of the culture on Carnal Four and how they should go about getting the Lust Blossom. But soon he realized he’d read the same sentence four times—his mind was still filled with the erotic things the three of them had just done together. 
 
    In a way, it seemed like a dream. For only in a dream would a Blood Kindred and a Beast Kindred share a female. 
 
    But we weren’t really sharing Kayla, Sorin argued to himself. We were just working together to help her get through her needing. Surely that’s not so bad, is it? 
 
    In truth, the sharing hadn’t bothered him as he would have expected it would—which really bothered him now. He’d been able to rationalize it at first, telling himself and the others that they would keep things “businesslike” but he couldn’t kid himself anymore. Though he had Bron had shared Kayla at first only to ease her pain, at the last, when she had sucked them both together, it had been pure pleasure for all three of them. 
 
    Is this something that I want from them? That I need from them? Sorin asked himself, shooting a sidelong glance, first and Kayla and then at the big Beast Kindred. He remembered Bron’s words from their argument earlier… 
 
    “…when I first met you, you were aching for touch. So fucking lonely I could feel it coming off you in waves.” 
 
    Which was possibly true, he admitted reluctantly to himself. And he enjoyed it when Bron hugged him and Kayla together and the playful way the three of them wrestled sometimes, though it seemed they always ended up in a tangle of body parts—usually with Bron on top of him and Kayla. Sorin was bigger and stronger than many warriors but Bron was built like a tank—there was just no stopping him. 
 
    Not that Sorin minded. 
 
    I like it when we all touch together, he thought, frowning. But it’s never been sexual before. It’s just…a comfort thing. 
 
    Which was honestly true. From the very beginning of their friendship when Sorin felt down or discouraged about something, Bron always seemed to sense it. How often had he put a consoling arm around Sorin’s shoulders or just given him one of his long, hard bear hugs that seemed to squeeze the sadness right out somehow? And when Kayla had joined their twosome and made it a threesome, the comfort and touching had become even more intense. 
 
    Intense and pleasurable, Sorin admitted to himself. They had even shared a bed before, on several occasions when they had gone on expeditions to alien worlds together. There was always more to find—more to discover and since their interests and fields of study matched so perfectly, they would often be at their field work all day long and then fall into bed exhausted at night. 
 
    And if the bed they happened to fall into was the same one because the inn they were staying at was full or the locals were hostile and they had to share the bed on their shuttle, well, none of them minded and nothing ever came of it. 
 
    Sorin had woken up more than once with his head pillowed on Kayla soft breast while Bron rested on the other, or to feel her soft body cupped around his own, while Bron curled around her on the other side—the three of them like three spoons in a drawer. It had never bothered him a bit…but now he started to wonder about himself. Did he feel more for his friends—both of them—than a male ought to? 
 
    Surely not, he told himself uneasily. It’s Kayla I want—Kayla we both want. We don’t all want to be together—that would be wrong. Unnatural. 
 
    Which was true, he was sure. It was just that when they helped her with her needing together—when they shared her—things got…hazy. Lines got blurred. The pleasure of touching her when Bron was also touching her seemed to bring down barriers inside himself that Sorin had believed were unassailable. 
 
    It was strange and troubling and yet the experience they’d just had together, the three of them, had been the most erotic sexual act of his life. And they hadn’t even had sex! They’d only helped Kayla with her needing. 
 
    Sorin shook his head. He would have to think about this later. Right now, they needed information on how to proceed on Carnal Four and the entire Mother Ship was counting on their success. He forced his mind back to the matter at hand and looked at the holo-link again. What else could he do? 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    Can’t believe we fucking did it again, Bron was thinking, as he piloted the ship closer to the center of the Carnal solar system. We shared Kayla between us—like we were fucking Twin Kindred. And neither of us seemed to feel any anger or went into Rage at all. Why the fuck did we do that? What in the Seven Hells is wrong with us? 
 
    This unnatural behavior on the part of himself and his best friend concerned him far more than the fact that he and Sorin had touched shafts. Touching was natural to Bron—the act of seeking physical comfort or giving physical love to someone you cared for just seemed right. And Sorin was the friend of his heart—he had no problem sharing pleasure with the other male. 
 
    You also apparently have no problem sharing a female with him, whispered a disapproving voice in his head. What would his father and his older brothers think of him if they knew he had allowed himself to become a cuckold—a male whose female is cheating on him sexually with another? Cheating was extremely rare in Kindred culture but not in the cultures they mixed with and Bron knew that was how his act of sharing Kayla with another male would be perceived by his male relatives. He would look weak to them—submissive for allowing Sorin to touch and pleasure the female he wanted. 
 
    His mother might have understood—she had always told him to follow his heart—but his father would disown him if he found that his youngest son was doing such a thing. Not that he cared that much what his family thought, Bron told himself uneasily. He rarely got home to Rageron more than once a year, mostly during festival time. 
 
    Once he had brought Sorin with him but the constant loud celebration hadn’t been to his friend’s tastes much. It was better when they struck out together—or even better, with Kayla—to explore someplace new and different and find samples of alien microbes and viruses to bring back to their lab. 
 
    Just like we’re together now, Bron told himself. It’s just another fucking trip—think of it like that. And after we get the antidote to that damn Xi-46, Kayla will take it and either choose one of us or things will go back to normal. 
 
    He honestly didn’t know which outcome he was hoping for. Having tasted Kayla’s sweet nipples and fingered her hot, wet pussy, he wanted to bond her to him more badly than ever. But at the same time, he didn’t want to lose Sorin, which he surely would if Kayla chose one of them over the other. 
 
    If only we could keep sharing her, Bron found himself thinking and then pushed the thought quickly away. Beast Kindred didn’t share—ever. And he wasn’t going to start now, he told himself. It wasn’t natural or right. 
 
    With that idea firmly in place, he got back to piloting. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    I can’t believe I acted that way, Kayla was thinking as she sat between them. She was wearing another one of her prim and proper business blouses although she knew before they went down to the planet’s surface, Sorin would synthesize culture-appropriate clothing for all of them on the portable clothing pattern replicator. Still, having on a long-sleeved blouse which was buttoned up to her neck and another slimming skirt which went down to her knees made her feel better somehow. Less…slutty. 
 
    No, don’t go there, Kayla told herself firmly. It’s not like I was being slutty with a couple of strangers I met on the street. My two best friends were helping me get over a chemical reaction to an illegal aphrodisiac drug which it was not my fault I was exposed to. 
 
    It sounded so much nicer that way—so much less guilt-inducing. But it couldn’t completely clear away the lingering shame she felt or the worry that came with it. The three of them were getting deeper and deeper into this new aspect of their relationship and so far Bron and Sorin had been willing to work together to help her—to share her. But Kayla knew that wouldn’t last. The minute she got the antidote and was cured of her sexual needing, they would expect her to pick one of them for good. 
 
    And that’s going to break my heart, she thought sadly. It will break up our threesome—end our perfect friendship. 
 
    And more than anything, she didn’t want that. She wished the three of them could keep living and laughing and loving and working together forever. Looking from one to the other of her guys, Kayla gave a soft sigh. Oh, why couldn’t they have been Twin Kindred? 
 
    She knew some girls whose families were shocked and scandalized when they brought home two husbands instead of one. But her Auntie Feenie was surprisingly open-minded and her sister would have laughed and congratulated her. Everything would have been perfect if Sorin and Bron were the type of Kindred who shared…instead of the kind who fought to death over a female if they both wanted her. 
 
    Oh please, Kayla half thought/half prayed, although she had no idea who she was praying to. Please—there has to be a way to keep us together. I don’t want to lose either one of them—I love them both so much! 
 
    “We’re here.” Bron’s deep, rumbling voice pulled her out of her silent reflection. 
 
    Kayla looked on the viewscreen and saw a wild-looking, rainbow colored world spinning in space beneath them. It looked like a huge, glittering disco ball with every color imaginable swirling over its surface. 
 
    “Whoa,” she breathed, leaning forward. “What the hell?” 
 
    “The coloration is due to harmless pigments in their atmosphere,” Sorin reported. “Apparently they have a mild aphrodisiac effect.” 
 
    “What?” Kayla demanded. “Damn it, I’m already under the influence of one aphrodisiac—I don’t need anything else on top of the Xi-46!” 
 
    “The effects are supposed to be extremely mild,” Sorin assured her. “They don’t really make anyone aroused. They just…help lower inhibitions.” 
 
    “Good to know I won’t be walking around with a fucking hard-on the whole time we’re down there,” Bron growled. 
 
    “That’s debatable, knowing you,” Sorin said dryly, which made Bron and Kayla laugh. “Anyway,” he went on, “The chemicals in the atmosphere are one reason Carnal Four has a huge tourism industry.” He looked at Kayla. “It’s what you humans might call ‘a party planet.’” 
 
    “That actually sounds really interesting,” Kayla remarked. “I wish we were here on one of our regular weekend trips instead of on a life and death mission with the entire Mother Ship depending on us.” 
 
    “I don’t know that it’s life and death, exactly,” Bron rumbled thoughtfully. “I mean, what happens if we don’t find an antidote? Everybody on the Mother Ship just keeps fucking and sucking their brains out—what’s so bad about that?” 
 
    “Bron!” Kayla and Sorin said together. 
 
    He shrugged. “What? Tell me I’m fucking wrong.” 
 
    “It’s more serious than just everybody having a lot of sex and you know it,” Kayla said, frowning. “Think about all the unmated girls like me who are going through confusing, extremely stressful experiences because they ended up with a guy they basically didn’t even know—or maybe only barely knew or just worked with. I’m lucky I had the two of you to help me—what would I have done if I had been out in the common area near the Unmated Males section when the Xi-46 hit?” 
 
    “You mean if you’d had to turn to another male besides Bron and me to help with your needing?” Sorin sounded extremely disturbed at the thought and a low growl rose in Bron’s thick throat. 
 
    “If any other male laid a finger on you, small one, Sorin and I would rip him limb from limb,” he promised thickly. 
 
    “I would have torn his throat out with my fangs.” Sorin’s voice was quiet but intense and his pale blue eyes flashed with emotion. “While Bron broke both his legs. That’s a promise.” 
 
    “Damn, it just got dark in here!” Kayla shivered at their bloodthirsty words. “That’s pretty rough, guys.” 
 
    “Can’t help it,” Bron muttered. “Just the thought of you with another male, baby…it makes me fucking crazy.” 
 
    “I feel the same,” Sorin admitted. “You shouldn’t be with anyone else but Bron or me.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t want to be with anyone else except the two of you,” Kayla exclaimed. “We’re getting way off topic here, though. I was just trying to point out that the crisis on the Mother Ship—‘The Great Needing’—is serious business. We cannot fail. And not just because I need the antidote too.” 
 
    Sorin sighed heavily. “I suppose when you get it and you’re cured of your needings, then you’ll have to make your choice.” 
 
    “Of course she will,” Bron growled irritably. “What else can she do?” 
 
    “Oh no, you don’t!” Kayla raised one finger warningly. “Don’t be starting that up again. You two worked together perfectly to…” She cleared her throat, her cheeks getting hot. “To help me just now. And I want you to keep working together until we see this through. No more talk about me choosing—not one word, okay?” 
 
    Sorin nodded reluctantly. “All right.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Bron said, frowning. “Look, if we’re finished talking, I’m going to call for clearance to land.” 
 
    “And I need to get some native costumes ready for us to wear,” Sorin said, folding away his holo-link and getting up. “Apparently their solstice festival is going on in the region where the Lust Blossoms grow—their version of your human Christmas,” he added, speaking to Kayla. 
 
    She sighed. “I wonder if the three of us will get home for Christmas? It’s coming up soon, you know. So is the anniversary of our first meeting—at the Science Department Christmas party, remember?” 
 
    “Of course we remember the moment you walked into our lives, sweetheart,” Sorin murmured. “You were so beautiful—I think both our hearts stopped.” He looked at Bron, who nodded. 
 
    “Fucking thud—the minute I saw you, baby.” 
 
    Kayla wasn’t sure what to say so she decided to be honest. 
 
    “I was attracted to you guys right away too,” she admitted in a low voice. “But I could tell you were a matched set. I didn’t want to break up the team.” 
 
    “You’re not, Kayla. Not yet, anyway. And I wish…not ever.” Sorin reached for her hand, then pulled back and looked at Bron. “Bron, I’d like to kiss our lady’s hand. Would you take her other so I don’t shock her?” 
 
    “Of course.” In sync as always, they both reached for her at once. Bron took her left hand and Sorin her right. 
 
    “Leelah,” he murmured and pressed her fingers to his lips, as he was fond of doing. Bron gave her a sweet, soft kiss on her palm—his whiskers tickled her and Kayla felt her heart swell for both of them. 
 
    “You two are going to make me cry,” she accused them, hearing the hitch in her voice. 
 
    “No crying before an expedition!” Bron exclaimed jovially. “It’s time to land and get ready to meet the natives.” 
 
    “I wonder if they’ll all be high or horny?” Kayla said, smiling. 
 
    “Let’s hope for both,” Sorin said dryly. “It will be much easier to get what we’re looking for if we don’t encounter too much resistance.” 
 
    “Here’s hoping for drug-impaired, emotionally-open people,” Kayla laughed. 
 
    “From your lips to the Goddess’s ears,” Bron growled. “Landing now—Sorin, you’d better get our new clothes ready.” 
 
    “On it.” The two of them dropped her hands at the exact same moment and Kayla watched as the multicolored planet grew larger in the viewscreen. 
 
    Carnal Four, here we come! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    “How come you guys get to be decently covered and I have to dress like this?” Kayla complained, looking from one to the other of her guys and then back down at herself. 
 
    She was wearing a strange looking contraption made of thin, gold metal wires that spiraled over her bare breasts, hiding approximately nothing. It was like someone had put her boobs in a cage so everyone could look at them. The wire was cold which made her nipples stick out and with only a thin loop of wire around each one, they were clearly visible. 
 
    At least I’m not leaking that damn nectar stuff anymore, Kayla thought. But it was still damn embarrassing. 
 
    Below the gold metal boob-cage was a long skirt made of gold lame-type material which rode low on her hips and was split both in front and back—all the way up. Which meant that the tiny golden panties Sorin had synthesized for her were clearly visible with every step. Her shoes were loopy golden Roman-type sandals that laced all the way to the knees. They were comfortable enough but certainly wouldn’t provide much protection for her toes if they went someplace crowded. 
 
    In contrast Bron and Sorin were wearing black trousers not unlike the flight leathers they always wore except for the fact that they had on some kind of short, black loincloth-looking things hanging over their crotches. They were shirtless but each of them had feathers in his hair—scarlet for Bron and pale blue for Sorin. Also, Sorin had a short, stubby black pencil in one hand and he was attempting to outline Bron’s golden eyes with it. 
 
    “You think we’re decent, huh?” the big Beast Kindred growled, glaring at her. “Well, have a look at this.” 
 
    He twitched the black loincloth to one side and Kayla saw that the trousers he had on were crotchless. His thick shaft and heavy balls were completely on display the moment the cloth was moved. 
 
    “And I’m wearing the same thing,” Sorin assured her as Bron smoothed the loincloth back into place. “Will you hold still, Bron? How am I supposed to get the khol on your eyes without smearing if you keep moving?” 
 
    Kayla bit back a laugh. 
 
    “I take it back—none of us is decent. I look like She-rah, queen of the sex kittens and you guys look like two of the Village People.” 
 
    “The who?” Bron growled. He was obviously having a hard time holding still while Sorin worked on him. 
 
    “A group of musicians from the 1970s, I believe,” the Blood Kindred said, as he made another attempt to line Bron’s right eye. “They all dressed flamboyantly and, uh…sang about the joys of having sexual relations with other males.” 
 
    “What?” Bron demanded irritably. “Ouch! You poked me in the fucking eye, Sorin!” 
 
    “Here, let me help.” Kayla came over and took the liner pencil from the Blood Kindred. “Now sit down,” she told Bron, pushing him down to the side of the bed. “I can’t reach you otherwise. And Sorin, touch me while I do this so I don’t get shocked.” 
 
    Grumbling, Bron submitted to her ministrations as Sorin obligingly sat on the floor behind her and looped one hand casually around her calf. 
 
    “At least I have a good view from here,” the Beast Kindred remarked, eyeing the metal contraption around her breasts and her clearly displayed nipples. “Damn, Kayla—you’re going to turn this stupid cloth I’m wearing into a fucking tent.” 
 
    “Bron!” Kayla protested as she carefully lined both his golden eyes. 
 
    “Sorry, baby. It’s just, you look so damn gorgeous in that get-up. Makes me fucking hard.” Bron shifted on the bed, adjusting his thick shaft beneath the black loincloth. 
 
    Kayla had to admit that her guys looked pretty amazing in their outfits too. Their broad, muscular chests were mouth-watering to look at and the black liner around their eyes made them look wild and fierce. 
 
    She made Sorin sit down while Bron kept one big hand on her hip and touched up his liner as well. 
 
    “Do I have to put some on too?” she asked as she finished. 
 
    “No—only males wear the khol,” Sorin answered, blinking rapidly, as though he was trying to get used to the makeup around his eyes. “It’s supposed to give them sharper vision to find a female to mate with.” He frowned. “I don’t say bond with because there is no bonding in the Carnal culture. They are a poly-amorous society with fluidly shifting groups of sexual partners called ‘pods’. Individuals drift in and out of these pods as the mood suits them.” 
 
    Bron made a face. “Sounds fucking awful,” he declared, frowning. “One male and one female—that’s the way the Goddess intended it. Except for Twin Kindred, of course.” 
 
    “Still, we should fit right in,” Kayla remarked. “If they have uh, groups of partners there. Since there are three of us, I mean.” 
 
    “True.” Sorin nodded. “There can be as few as three sexual partners in a pod or as many as twenty and from what I’ve read, the number is always changing.” 
 
    “How do you get into a pod in the first place?” Kayla asked curiously. “I mean, do you just walk up and decide to join? Or do the other pod-members have to vote to let someone in or what?” 
 
    Sorin cleared his throat. “I believe the person wishing to enter a pod has to have sexual relations with every other member of that pod—male and female—and after that, they form a consensus as to whether the applicant is acceptable to the group.” 
 
    “What? Sex with twenty people just to get into a relationship that won’t even last?” Bron shook his head. “Sounds fucking crazy to me.” 
 
    “Well, that’s Carnal culture.” Sorin shrugged his broad shoulders. “I suggest we stay together and tell others we are a pod of three.” 
 
    “And that we’re not looking to let anyone else join,” Kayla added. She looked at her two guys possessively. “I’m not sharing you two with anyone.” 
 
    “We feel the same about you, leelah,” Sorin said and Bron growled an assent. 
 
    “All right then.” Sorin slapped his knees in a gesture of finality and stood up. “We need to get going. The Lust Blossom is supposedly outlawed because of its unpredictable effects so I’m afraid we’ll have to take a walk on the wild side of town to find someplace to buy it.” 
 
    “The wild side is more interesting than the tame side, anyway,” Bron remarked. “Do you have a place picked out that seems likely to sell the Blossom?” 
 
    “I do.” Sorin nodded. “A club called The Fallen Angel. I read several reviews that seemed to indicate less than legal drugs and experiences were available there.” 
 
    “All right—let’s go.” Bron stood up too and the two Kindred started for the door. Kayla, however, hung back. 
 
    “What’s wrong, leelah?” Sorin asked, looking back at her. “Don’t you want to go? You’re always so excited to see a new planet.” 
 
    “I know but…” Kayla shuffled uncomfortably in her new sandals. “It’s just that usually when we got out I’m not so…so exposed.” 
 
    Bron frowned. “Are you ashamed to let us see your beautiful breasts? We just spent half the afternoon sucking and tasting them, you know,” he pointed out. “It’s not like we’re strangers to each other bodies.” 
 
    “Yes, I know…” Kayla’s cheeks were even hotter. “But I don’t like the idea of people I don’t even know seeing me like this. And what if I have another one of those awful needing attacks again? What if my breasts fill up with nectar and I start dripping all over the place? That’s so damn embarrassing.” 
 
    “If you have a needing attack, the three of us will simply find a private place and Bron and I will help you,” Sorin said calmly. “Look here…” 
 
    Stepping forward, he did something to the spiral of golden rings that covered her left breast and suddenly it swung open, as though on a hidden hinge, revealing the dark bud of her exposed nipple. 
 
    “And here,” he murmured, opening the other side as well, so that both her nipples poked out like ripe berries. 
 
    “Oh…” Kayla whispered, feeling more exposed than ever and yet extremely turned on as well. She had to admit she liked the way Bron and Sorin were looking at her—liked the hot intensity of their eyes as they traveled over her body. “I…I didn’t know it opened like that,” she said at last. 
 
    “I made it that way in case of another attack,” Sorin murmured. “In case your breasts fill with nectar again.” He looked up at Bron. “Are you certain we got all of the nectar from her last attack out? It would be bad if there were any left—we wouldn’t want our lady to be in a messy situation.” 
 
    Bron frowned. “Both of us drank from her and then I sucked her some more while you fingered her pussy. But I suppose there might be some left.” 
 
    Sorin looked at Kayla, his blue eyes half-lidded with lust. “Perhaps we ought to make certain there is no nectar left. Would you like that, sweetheart?” 
 
    Kayla bit her lip, her heart suddenly pounding triple time. She knew what Sorin was asking and she also knew she wanted it—badly. 
 
    “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, please—maybe…maybe you’d better make sure.” 
 
    “With pleasure,” Bron growled. He stepped up beside Sorin and the two of them bent at the same time and placed hot, sucking kisses on her exposed nipples. 
 
    “Oh,” Kayla moaned and couldn’t help thrusting out her breasts to give them better access. They sucked harder in response and she buried her hands in their hair—one hand in Sorin’s sleek blond locks and the other in Bron’s dark, tangled mane. Their mouths were hot and wet and sparks of pleasure flooded through her, straight from her tight nipples to her sensitive pussy, barely concealed beneath the thin golden panties. Their bonding scents surrounded her, making her feel complete. 
 
    Part of her was whispering that this was wrong—that she couldn’t even blame the Xi-46 this time because she wasn’t actually having an attack. She was just doing what felt good with her guys and she had no excuse for it. But somehow she couldn’t stop—didn’t want to stop even though she knew she probably should. 
 
    There had always been casual touching between the three of them during their friendship but it had been just that—casual. Friendly and respectful. Neither Bron nor Sorin was the kind of male to try and cop a feel. Now, however, they seemed to have moved past that stage of their relationship and into an entirely different phase—a phase where both of the big warriors could touch her intimately and Kayla would let them without complaint. 
 
    I can touch them too, if I want—as long as I touch them together, she reminded herself. I can stroke them and suck them and let them come in my mouth…we’re doing all the things I think we always wanted to do but didn’t dare to before that day in the lab. 
 
    As if by mutual consent, both Kindred sucked harder and her thoughts got chaotic and blurry. God, it felt amazing, letting her guys suck her sensitive buds just because they wanted to and she wanted to let them! Instead of trying to pull away as she knew she ought to, she pressed forward, giving herself completely to the pleasure of their hot, wet mouths. 
 
    At last, by some silent signal between them Kayla couldn’t see, the two Kindred drew back as one, letting her nipples slip from their mouths, though both kept a hand on her bare skin so the three of them were still in contact. 
 
    “I think you’ll be all right.” Bron’s deep voice was thick with lust and beneath the black loincloth Kayla could see that he was most definitely erect and ready for action. “And if you feel the emptiness again, Sorin and I are more than happy to fill your sweet little cunt with our fingers.” 
 
    “Or our tongues if you feel the need,” Sorin offered quietly. “Don’t hesitate to ask, Kayla. It would be our pleasure to lap your soft little pussy. The panties I synthesized to go with your outfit are very small and stretchy…” 
 
    He demonstrated by reaching between her thighs and tugging at the stretchy top border of the gold panties, which just barely covered her shaved mound. Sorin tugged them down easily, revealing her bare pussy and Kayla was ashamed to see that she was wet again, her outer lips spreading to reveal the tight, aching bud of her clit. 
 
    Bron made a wordless growl of lust and Kayla whispered, 
 
    “Oh they…they are stretchy.” 
 
    “I made them that way on purpose…in case one or both of us needs to slip our tongue or fingers into your pussy and ease your need,” Sorin told her softly. “You see how easy it would be? I could spread your pussy lips open…like this…” He demonstrated by placing two long fingers on her swollen outer lips and spreading them to reveal her wet inner folds completely. “And then Bron could reach down and slip his fingers deep in your pussy.” 
 
    For a moment Kayla was certain the big Beast Kindred would do just that—would cup her open pussy in his big hand and slide his thick fingers deep inside and fingerfuck her, as he had earlier while the two of them were trying to ease the feeling of emptiness between her thighs. 
 
    But he didn’t. 
 
    “Or I could get on my knees before you and lap your sweet little cunt,” he rumbled instead. The Beast Kindred dropped to his knees, his hands on her thighs as he looked up at her. Kayla could feel his hot breath on her spread pussy and for a moment she was certain he would lick her, just as he had said. 
 
    “We…we shouldn’t,” she stammered, hardly knowing what she was saying. 
 
    “We’re just showing you what we’ll do to help ease you if you have another attack of needing,” Sorin promised softly. “Bron won’t actually lap your pussy right now—although he might want to give you a kiss for luck. Don’t we always do that before we go out on a mission?” 
 
    Kayla bit her lip. It was true that before the three of them disembarked from their shuttle and stepped onto an alien world, both Bron and Sorin would each give her a kiss on the cheek—a kiss for luck—which Bron said was a tradition in his home tribe. But it was most definitely not her cheek that the big Kindred was prepared to kiss—it was her open pussy. 
 
    She opened her mouth to say no but Bron spoke before she could. 
 
    “You know we can’t go out without our luck kiss, baby,” he rumbled. “I swear I won’t lap your sweet pussy if you don’t want me to. But let me give you one kiss, like we always do.” 
 
    God, shouldn’t do this…really shouldn’t do this… 
 
    But somehow she found herself nodding her head. 
 
    “All right. As long as it’s just a kiss,” she whispered. “And…and no licking. Just kissing.” 
 
    “Very good, small one.” Bron looked up at Sorin. “Keep her spread wide for me, Brother. If I only get one kiss, I want to make it count.” 
 
    “Of course,” Sorin murmured. He was half behind her now, reaching around to keep her panties low and her pussy spread wide for his friend. 
 
    Kayla thought she had never felt so exposed…or so hot. She held her breath, her heart pounding in her ears, as Bron’s surprisingly soft lips made contact with her inner folds. The big Beast Kindred lingered for a long moment, laying a hot, sucking kiss right over her throbbing clit, his eyes turned up to hers so he could watch her as he kissed her. 
 
    “Oh…” Kayla whispered as he pulled back and licked his lips. 
 
    “Gods, you don’t know how hard it was to stop at just one kiss, baby,” he growled hoarsely. “Your pussy tastes so sweet and delicious—like a ripe berry.” 
 
    “Did you like the way it felt to let Bron kiss you, sweetheart?” Sorin murmured in her ear. “Did it feel good to let me spread you open while he kissed your inner pussy?” 
 
    “Yes,” Kayla whispered—she couldn’t deny it. Didn’t even want to try to deny it. 
 
    “And you liked it best when he kissed you here?” One long finger slipped into her wet folds as Sorin traced her aching clit with light, teasing strokes, just as he had earlier while Bron had been filling her with his fingers. 
 
    “Yes,” Kayla whispered again, melting back against him. “Oh God, yes.” 
 
    “Good.” Sorin withdrew his finger and sucked it clean with obvious enjoyment. “Then we know what to do if your needing comes again—we know how to help you.” 
 
    Kayla thought he might want a turn too—might want to kiss her pussy as Bron had. Instead he and the Beast Kindred stared hungrily at her slippery folds for a moment longer before the Blood Kindred withdrew his hand and pulled her panties back up to cover her mound. 
 
    “If you need us, it will be just that easy,” he murmured. “So don’t worry, Kayla.” He placed a sweet kiss on her cheek. “For luck,” he murmured in her ear. 
 
    “We have you covered, baby,” Bron rumbled in agreement. He stood up and reached down to adjust the loincloth over his thick shaft again as he spoke. As he had predicted, there was a very obvious tent in the black material. 
 
    “Thank…thank you,” Kayla managed to say. Her whole body was throbbing with desire but she tried not to show it. 
 
    “You’ll be fine,” Sorin promised. He, too, was sporting a long, hard bulge beneath his black loincloth and Kayla had the sudden urge to drop to her knees and suck them both off again, tasting their delicious chocolate/almond seed as they spurted in her mouth. 
 
    Stop it, she scolded herself. We’ll never find the Lust Blossom if we stay in here together all day tasting and touching each other. We have to get out there and get what we need to find an antidote for the Mother Ship! 
 
    “Come on,” she made herself say, as she snapped the golden wires back in place over her breasts. “Let’s go before I have another damn attack.” 
 
    “If you do, Bron and I stand ready to help you,” Sorin told her as they filed out of the bedroom. 
 
    “I know.” Kayla nodded. She took a deep breath, trying to get control of herself. “And I appreciate it but it would be better if it didn’t happen in public on an alien world.” 
 
    “Public or private—alien or home, Sorin and I will always be there for you,” Bron growled. 
 
    Until we get the antidote, Kayla thought sadly, but didn’t say. 
 
    Some things didn’t bear speaking aloud. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    There was definitely a party atmosphere in the street of Pazzz, the capital city of the L’dyw district where the Lust Blossom grew. Everywhere they went, the Carnalians were out in force, laughing and shouting, their arms around each other as they moved through the crowded streets in threesomes, foursomes, and moresomes. 
 
    The people here were as colorful as their planet, Kayla decided. They had brightly colored hair—crimson red, indigo blue, lime green, sunshine yellow… Kayla couldn’t tell if it was dyed or natural but she was betting natural because their skins were all different colors too. Most were some shade of pink or purple but there were green people, orange people, and other colors as well. A lot of them clashed terribly with themselves but none of them seemed to care. 
 
    Sorin had done a good job in synthesizing clothing that helped them fit in, Kayla thought. She had nothing to worry about—most of the women she saw had on even skimpier outfits than hers and all the men were bare-chested and had on loincloths like Bron and Sorin. Maybe the skimpy clothes were for practical purposes and not just fashion, she speculated. After all, if they were always leaving one pod and joining another where they had to have sex with every member before they could be accepted, easy-access clothes would be a must. 
 
    The Carnalians were generally humanoid, which was nice. She and Sorin and Bron had been to plenty of planets where the prevailing life forms were bug-like or had long tentacles or similar fascinating but off-putting characteristics. But aside from their vivid skin and hair color and the fact that they seemed to have seven fingers on each hand instead of five, Kayla thought the natives of Carnal Four weren’t that different from her people back on Earth…well, except for the fact that they seemed a whole lot happier and more relaxed. 
 
    The people in the crowded streets laughed and shouted and called to each other but no one seemed upset or unhappy at all. Maybe it was due to the pastel air currents that circulated through the crowd, which were presumably full of the mild aphrodisiac and anti-inhibitor agent Sorin had told them about. But for whatever reason, all the smiling faces and happy people made for a very pleasant sight. 
 
    As she walked arm-in-arm with her guys, Bron on the right and Sorin on the left, Kayla felt a mild sense of euphoria herself. She knew that eventually they would either find or make an antidote and expect her to choose between them but for now, everything seemed perfect. The two of them were working together and caring for each other and her—intent on giving her pleasure and easing her pain. And all three of them were happy and loving each other and expressing that love in a way they hadn’t dared to before. It was wonderful. 
 
    However, as they walked along the crowded road with shops and restaurants on either side of it, Kayla noticed that the street was growing narrower and the shops and businesses were growing shabbier and dirtier the further they went. The people still seemed happy, but their clothing wasn’t quite as nice. 
 
    We must be getting to the wild side of town, she thought, looking around them. I wonder where the club is? 
 
    “There it is,” Sorin said, just as she was wondering. “Look.” 
 
    He pointed to a building that didn’t seem to fit in with the businesses around it at all. For one thing it was bigger and newer than the shabby, run-down places around it. For another, instead of being painted swirling pastel colors like most of the other stores and shops on the street, The Fallen Angel was pitch black. There was an ominous air about it, Kayla thought. Maybe because there were no windows at all and only a single door, guarded by a huge, menacing bouncer with bright purple hair and lavender skin to match. 
 
    “Looks scary,” she remarked, eyeing it doubtfully. “Are you sure that’s the place, Sorin?” 
 
    “According to the underground reviews I read, this is the absolute best place in Pazzz to score any kind of illegal substance,” the Blood Kindred said with certainty. “I just hope—” 
 
    “Hey, the three of you aren’t from here, are you?” 
 
    A group of six Carnalians—three males and three females—had come up to them and all of them were eyeing Kayla and her guys speculatively. 
 
    It was the largest male who was speaking. He had pale pink skin and bright turquoise hair and was wearing a pair of blue trousers with a green loincloth. His male companions were similarly dressed and the girls had on what appeared to be silver mesh bikinis with plenty of pastel flesh showing. 
 
    “No, we’re not, friend. We’re visitors here and we’d like to get by.” Bron spoke mildly enough but there was a warning in his golden eyes—a warning the Carnalians either didn’t see, or chose to ignore. 
 
    “Just because you’re not from here doesn’t mean you can’t join our pod—at least temporarily,” one of the girls spoke up. She had baby blue skin and orange hair and her huge breasts were spilling out of her silver mesh top. She eyed Bron and Sorin hungrily, like a cat eyeing two plump and tasty mice, Kayla thought indignantly. 
 
    “You’re asking us to join your pod?” Sorin asked blankly. “But we don’t even know you.” 
 
    “That doesn’t matter.” The male with the turquoise hair shrugged. “You all three look hot. Which of us would you like to fuck first?” He nodded at his two male companions and the three girls, who giggled and whispered to each other. 
 
    “That’s a kind offer but we’re a closed pod,” Sorin said smoothly. 
 
    “Oh come on—I know how it is with you off-planet types,” one of the other males—a muscular guy with pale purple skin and orange hair said. “You’re all repressed and uptight on your own world so you want to come here to loosen up and have some fun. Come on, I’ll fuck you.” He gave Sorin a hot, intense look. “Or would you rather fuck me?” 
 
    “Sorry but I don’t have sex with other males,” the Blood Kindred said blandly. 
 
    “What about females then, honey? I’ll do you,” one of the girls said, winking at him. 
 
    “Hell, I’d do either one of them or both at once,” said the girl with baby blue skin and huge breasts. “How do you like that offer?” 
 
    “Not very much,” Kayla said, stepping forward with her arms crossed over her chest. “Look, you girls need to step off. These two men are mine and I do not share.” 
 
    “Mmm, a saucy one!” the male with turquoise hair exclaimed, looking Kayla up and down. He turned to Bron. “Is she brown all over? I’ve done pink and blue and orange and even green but I’ve never had a brown girl before.” 
 
    “That’s none of your fucking business.” The warning was back in the Beast Kindred’s voice and his eyes flashed dangerously but again, the other male chose to ignore it. 
 
    “What do you say we do a trade? Your girl for one of the females in our pod?” He eyed Kayla appreciatively. “I’d really like to part her pretty thighs and see the color of her pussy.” 
 
    “You what?” Bron’s golden eyes blazed red with Rage. In half a second he had the male with turquoise hair by the neck, lifting him off the ground as the Carnalian gasped and kicked and choked. “How fucking dare you talk that way about our lady?” he growled, shaking the other male. “You little fucker—I’ll kill you!” 
 
    “Easy, Bron—easy!” Sorin and Kayla were on either side of him, trying to get him to put the Carnalian down. 
 
    “It’s just their way here, Bron,” Sorin was trying to explain. “Remember I told you they leave and join pods all the time?” 
 
    “It’s not worth it,” Kayla yelled, both she and Sorin now pulling on the Beast Kindred’s muscular bicep, which felt like iron under her fingers. “We don’t need any trouble here, Bron! Let him down before you kill him!” 
 
    With a low growl, Bron finally dropped the Carnalian male who fell on his ass, grabbing for his throat, choking and wheezing. 
 
    “You’re…crazy,” he gasped, looking up at Bron. “Nearly killed me!” 
 
    “Be glad my lady wanted to spare your miserable life,” Bron growled back. “Come on Sorin, Kayla. Let’s go.” 
 
    “You can’t just leave like this! You’ve insulted the leader of our pod!” the girl with enormous baby blue breasts exclaimed. 
 
    “You want an apology?” Kayla put a hand on her hip. “Sorry, not sorry, honey. Sorin told you we were a closed pod.” Whatever the hell that meant. 
 
    “I tried to warn you,” Sorin said blandly. “You shouldn’t have ignored my warning.” 
 
    The three of them walked away with Bron still throwing angry looks over his broad shoulder at the pod of Carnalians. 
 
    “Well, that was a little adventure,” Kayla remarked. “Not the kind we usually have.” 
 
    “You’re going to have to tone it down if you don’t want to draw attention to us, Brother,” Sorin said to Bron. “I told you, these people are poly-amorous. If you try to kill everyone who asks us to join their pod, we’re going to have problems.” 
 
    “I know. Forgive me. But did you hear the way that male talked about Kayla?” Bron’s eyes flashed molten gold. “She’s ours, damn it, Sorin! I’m not going to fucking stand there and listen to some fucker insult her!” 
 
    “I feel the same,” Sorin said and for a moment his eyes gleamed red and Kayla saw his fangs. Then he took a deep breath and looked normal again. “But we can’t go into Rage every time someone admires our lady, Bron. Kayla is gorgeous—she’s bound to attract attention.” 
 
    “You were attracting plenty of attention yourself from Mrs. Chesty McBigTits,” Kayla observed, throwing a glance over her shoulder at the girl with baby blue skin. “Looked to me like she wanted to take a bite out of your hide, Sorin.” 
 
    “Chesty McBigTits?” Bron’s face lost its dark expression and broke into a grin. “Well, well—could it be that you’re jealous, small one?” he teased. 
 
    “If I’m yours then the two of you are mine,” Kayla pointed out. “I’m not sharing my guys with some strange ho in the street.” 
 
    “We feel the same way about you, leelah,” Sorin said, smiling. “But don’t worry—I had no interest in that female. Despite her massive blue mammaries,” he added dryly, which caused Bron to rumbled laughter and then Kayla joined in until by the time the three of them had crossed the street to the Fallen Angel, they were all laughing like crazy. 
 
    “Halt. Where do you think you’re going?” It was the bouncer with lavender skin and bright purple hair which was cut into a strange kind of double Mohawk-style. 
 
    “We’d like to enter The Fallen Angel,” Sorin said politely. “Is there a fee for entry?” 
 
    “You pay inside but you need to know what you’re getting into before you go,” the bouncer said, frowning. “I saw the trouble the three of you just got into—was that because you were asked to join a pod?” 
 
    “Those fuckers insulted our lady,” Bron growled, suddenly serious again. “There wouldn’t have been any trouble if they hadn’t done that.” 
 
    “We three are a closed pod,” Sorin explained. “We have no interest in joining another pod or letting anyone else into ours.” 
 
    “Then The Fallen Angel most definitely isn’t the club for you,” the bouncer said grimly. “We are a pod-free club.” 
 
    “Meaning what, exactly?” Kayla asked, frowning. 
 
    “Meaning that when people walk into The Fallen Angel, they leave their loyalties and pod affiliations at the door,” the bouncer answered. “Anything goes inside—anyone is free to find love with anyone else, regardless of their relationship status. Everyone is single and podless in here.” 
 
    “We’re really not here for the, uh, sexual scene,” Sorin explained. He leaned forward and spoke in a low voice. “We’re more interested in finding recreational substances, if you know what I mean. We can be in and out as soon as we find what we need.” 
 
    The bouncer eyed the three of them knowingly. 
 
    “Oh, I understand. Looking for some love-flower to open your female so you can both fit your shafts in her pussy at once, are you?” 
 
    Bron started to growl again but Sorin held him back with one hand on his friend’s bicep. 
 
    “Exactly,” he said smoothly. “And from the reviews I read, you have someone here who can, ah, supply that need.” 
 
    “His name is Y’ax and he’s usually in the back in the restricted section,” the bouncer said, nodding. “But if I let you in, you’ll have to wear clear markings that you’re not available sexually. And your lady will need to wear a feather-tail to keep her protected.” 
 
    A what? Kayla wanted to ask. But she could see that the bouncer was wavering about letting them in and since this was their best chance to find a source of the illegal Lust Blossoms, she couldn’t afford to be picky. 
 
    “We’ll do it,” she said quickly. “Just let us in—please.” 
 
    “All right. But no trouble!” 
 
    “You should find out what you’re agreeing to before you say you’ll do it,” Bron admonished her, as the bouncer stood aside and let them into the ominously dark doorway. 
 
    “How bad can it be?” Kayla hissed back. “You and Sorin are wearing feathers in your hair—so I’ll wear some too. So what?” 
 
    “Hopefully you’re right,” Sorin remarked. “But I don’t know—this club has quite a reputation.” 
 
    Before Kayla could ask him what he meant by that, the three of them were standing inside the dark club, in front of a thick, indigo-blue velvet curtain. At first, that seemed to be all there was and Kayla wondered if they should just push their way through. But then the curtain was swept aside and a Carnalian with the most extreme skin and hair combination she’d seen yet stepped through it. 
 
    “Welcome, guests, I am Tork, your host,” he said, bowing low and making sweeping gestures with his seven-fingered hand. Instead of pastel skin and bright hair, his epidermis was pasty white and his hair and eyes were a deep, midnight black. Kayla thought it made him look a little like a mime. 
 
    “Welcome,” he said again, “to The Fallen Angel where no debauchery is disallowed. Ah, here comes my assistant to help get you ready for entry.” 
 
    He nodded at the curtain which swept to one side again as another Carnalian with dramatic coloration came out. It was a curvy female, this time, with pitch black skin and hair and eyes as white as snow. Kayla thought the white eyes gave the strange effect of making her look blind but she made her way nimbly enough to Tork’s side. 
 
    “This is my sister, U’la,” their host proclaimed and proceeded to kiss her passionately on the mouth. U’la kissed him back with interest and for a moment it looked like their welcome might just devolve into a make-out session. 
 
    “Um…what?” Kayla said blankly, when they finally pulled apart. “Did you say she was your sister?” 
 
    “Yes, we are privileged to work together.” Tork put an arm around U’la’s slim waist and smiled happily. 
 
    “But…” Kayla shook her head and turned to Sorin. “Does ‘sister’ mean something different here? The way you Kindred always call each other ‘Brother’ even when you’re not related?” 
 
    “Most certainly not,” Tork exclaimed before Sorin could answer. “It means that U’la and I are brother and sister—we have the same parents. Who were also, brother and sister, by the way—it is a long family tradition. Hence, our distinctive coloration.” He nodded at himself and U’la who smiled at them with her white eyes. 
 
    “Wow,” Kayla murmured unsteadily. “Well that’s…different.” 
 
    “I told you no perversion is disallowed here,” Tork reminded them. “Speaking of which, let us get you outfitted for your visit to our club. Please come behind the privacy curtain and we can begin.” 
 
    Shrugging at each other, the three of them stepped behind the indigo velvet curtain and found themselves in a small, dimly lit alcove which had a counter located in front of yet another curtain, this one red velvet. 
 
    “Now, then…” Tork and U’la went to stand behind the counter. “What kind of sex are you interested in having?” he asked in a businesslike way. 
 
    “No sex at all,” Sorin said quickly. “We are a closed pod. We’re only here to see Y’ax.” 
 
    “Oh, I see…” Tork sized them up, just as the bouncer had done. “For some love-flower, no doubt.” 
 
    “Yes, exactly,” Kayla said. “So can we just go back and get some from, uh, Y’ax really quick? We can be in and out in five minutes.” 
 
    Tork’s midnight-black eyes widened. 
 
    “By no means!” he exclaimed. “If you are a closed pod and do not wish to have carnal relations with anyone, you must be clearly marked as abstainers. Also you…” He pointed at Kayla. “Must wear a feather-tail. It’s the only way to protect your holes.” 
 
    “Uh…what?” Kayla frowned but Tork was already turning to his sister. 
 
    “U’la—be a darling and go find a feather-tail that matches our guest’s outfit,” he ordered. 
 
    She kissed him on the mouth and ran off. 
 
    Tork turned to them and smiled. 
 
    “She is so affectionate, my sister-wife. Now, then—let us get you marked as abstainers.” 
 
    He reached behind the counter and pulled out a large, round blue jar. Unscrewing the lid, he presented it to them with a flourish. 
 
    “What’s that?” Bron asked flatly, staring at the sparkling white cream that filled the jar. To Kayla, it looked like cold cream someone had sprinkled liberally with tiny pieces of iridescent glitter. 
 
    “Marking cream, of course.” Tork spoke as though everyone knew what marking cream was. 
 
    “Okay, but what are we supposed to do with it? What’s it for?” Kayla asked. 
 
    “Rub it on the areas of your body you do not wish to have touched by strangers, obviously, so they will show up as off-limits.” Tork raised an eyebrow. “Have none of you been to Carnal Four before? This is fairly standard procedure.” 
 
    “This is our first trip,” Sorin said. “But how does rubbing cream on our bodies keep us from being, uh, molested by strangers?” 
 
    “Maybe it is better to show you than to try and explain. Look.” 
 
    Stepping out from behind the counter, Tork drew back the red velvet curtain and let them get a look at the room beyond. 
 
    The curtain must have had sound muffling properties because the minute it was drawn back, loud, techno-type music could be heard blaring from hidden speakers. Kayla saw a dimly lit dance floor filled with all kinds of people, most of them wearing next to nothing. They were all moving and gyrating together in a mass only…She squinted. What were they doing out there? 
 
    “That’s not dancing,” Sorin remarked. 
 
    “No, of course not—they’re copulating,” Tork said cheerfully. “Fucking if you want to be crude. And anyone who steps onto the copulation floor without markings on is fair game. See, there?” 
 
    He pointed to a girl with long hair and big breasts who was wearing nothing but a silver belly chain around her waist. She seemed to be coming from another area in the club but the moment she stepped foot on the dance floor—No, copulation floor, Kayla reminded herself—two men suddenly appeared and grabbed her. 
 
    Without even asking if she was interested or bothering to introduce themselves, the two of them forced the girl to her hands and knees. One knelt behind her and spread her thighs before roughly shoving his cock inside her pussy. The other grabbed her long hair and forced her mouth open, pushing his thick shaft down her throat. 
 
    “Oh my God—they’re raping her!” Kayla exclaimed angrily. “Do something about that!” 
 
    “By no means!” Tork exclaimed. “She is not wearing any of the marking cream to show that she is an abstainer—which means that she is fair game to anyone the moment she steps on the copulation floor.” 
 
    “And you’re saying we have to get through that in order to find this, uh—what was his name, Sorin?” Bron asked. 
 
    “Y’ax,” the Blood Kindred supplied. 
 
    “Thanks. We have to get through all that in order to find Y’ax?” Bron motioned to the writhing mass of flesh out on the darkened floor. 
 
    Kayla shivered at the thought. It was absolutely jammed out there with everyone fucking everyone else in every possible combination and position. As she watched, seven or eight of the Carnalian men formed a daisy-chain, all thrusting into each other from behind. The male in the front, who was getting pumped hard, nevertheless managed to grab a passing woman and drag her down. Getting her flat on her back, he proceeded to bury his face between her thighs and began lapping her pussy. She, in turn, reached up and grabbed another passing male and pulled him down to suck his shaft. It was like the never-ending orgy from hell. 
 
    “Isn’t there some other way around that…mess?” Sorin asked. 
 
    “I’m afraid not.” Tork remarked. “Do you want to see Y’ax or not?” 
 
    “Yes. Yes, of course we do.” Sorin blew out a breath in frustration. 
 
    “Well then, I suggest you rub the marking cream wherever you do not wish to be touched and dive in. After we get your lady fitted for a tail, of course—which U’la will be bringing shortly. But for now, the cream!” he shut the curtain and reached for the jar. “Now, who shall I tend to first? You cannot put the cream on yourself—it is ineffective unless applied by another’s hand.” 
 
    “You don’t have to tend to any of us,” Kayla said quickly. “That is, we can tend to each other. Right, boys?” 
 
    “Damn straight,” Bron growled, giving Tork an angry glare. 
 
    “Very well, but be aware that your lady must remove her breast shield and all three of you must remove your undergarments and loincloths.” 
 
    “What? Why?” Kayla demanded. 
 
    “Rules of the club,” Tork said breezily. “You must not hide your genitals when you step onto the copulation floor. I’ll just go see what’s taking U’la so long with that tail.” 
 
    He left the counter, leaving the blue tub of marking ointment and the three of them staring at each other. 
 
    “Is he serious with this fucked-up shit?” Bron growled. “Are we really supposed to take off our clothes and rub this cream all over ourselves?” 
 
    “Everywhere we don’t want to be touched, apparently.” Sorin was already removing his loincloth. 
 
    “Which is everywhere on my damn body, for me,” Kayla said with a shudder. “Did you see that mess out there? I don’t want any part of that.” She was still remembering the hapless woman who had been pulled into an uninvited three-way with the two strange men the moment she stepped on the floor. Of course, that might not be so bad with her guys but with complete strangers? No. The idea repulsed her. 
 
    But the thought of being between her guys wouldn’t leave her head and suddenly she had another idea which was much more interesting. 
 
    “Here,” she said, taking the cream just as Sorin was reaching for it. “We’d better get started and do each other.” 
 
    “Do each other?” Bron raised his eyebrows suggestively at her and Kayla laughed. 
 
    “Bron! You know what I mean. Here—I’ll get Sorin’s chest and you do his back—okay?” 
 
    The big Beast Kindred shrugged. “Sure.” 
 
    Sorin looked uncertain about the whole thing but Kayla was already dipping her fingers into the cool, sparkly white cream and smearing it over the Blood Kindred’s broad chest. Bron did the same and started working on his best friend’s back, smearing the marking cream in long strokes down Sorin’s spine. 
 
    Kayla took her time, rubbing Sorin’s smooth, muscular chest, broad shoulders, and sculpted abs as she had often fantasized about doing. Aside from giving him hugs and the occasional neck rubs, she had never been able to indulge this particular fantasy back when the three of them were just friends. 
 
    For his part, Sorin seemed to slowly relax under their hands. His eyes fluttered closed as Kayla worked on his front and Bron did his back and the tensions leaked visibly from his broad shoulders. 
 
    “That feels…nice,” he murmured after a moment. “Your hands on me—both your hands.” 
 
    “Of course it does,” Bron said, matter-of-factly. “The touch of the ones you care for is healing, or so my people believe.” 
 
    “I believe it too,” Kayla remarked. “But I’m done with your chest now, Sorin. Should I, uh…” She cleared her throat and nodded down at his thick shaft. “Should I go lower?” 
 
    “I could do it myself,” the Blood Kindred said, his voice low and his eyes heavy-lidded as he looked at her. 
 
    “No, you can’t,” Bron rumbled. “Didn’t you hear the fucked-up counter man? He said the cream is ineffective unless it’s applied by the hand of another.” 
 
    Sorin shrugged. “I prefer to have Kayla do it anyway.” 
 
    “My pleasure,” Kayla purred, smiling up at him. She scooped more of the cream into her hand and rubbed it between her fingertips before gripping the long shaft that jutted from between his thighs and beginning to spread the cream up and down his considerable length. 
 
    “Gods!” Sorin threw back his head and groaned softly as she massaged him. 
 
    “Feels good?” Kayla asked him and he nodded. 
 
    “To have your sweet hands on me? You know it does.” 
 
    “Good. Then while I’m working on your front, Bron can do your backside.” 
 
    “What?” Sorin’s eyes flew open. “I don’t think—” 
 
    “Relax, Brother,” Bron rumbled, sounding amused. “Letting another male touch your ass isn’t going to kill you. Here, small one—give me some more cream.” 
 
    Kayla paused what she was doing for a moment to hold out the jar to the Beast Kindred, who scooped a generous amount into his palm. 
 
    “I don’t know about this—the two of you touching me so…intimately at the same time,” Sorin protested as Bron began matter-of-factly rubbing the cream over his friend’s ass with his big, powerful hands. Kayla couldn’t help noticing that Sorin’s erection had wilted somewhat, as though he wasn’t certain about how to feel. 
 
    Once again she felt guilty about pushing his boundaries but part of her whispered that this was right—that she needed to bring the three of them together and this was the way to do it. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she said soothingly as she stroked his shaft and reached below to cup his heavy balls. “Do our hands feel bad on you?” 
 
    “Well…no,” Sorin admitted, frowning. “In fact they feel…good.” 
 
    “Of course it feels good. The people who care for you are touching you,” Bron rumbled. “Relax, Sorin—let yourself enjoy being touched.” 
 
    “I don’t understand how you’re so easy with this,” Sorin said, turning his head to look over his shoulder at his best friend. “You don’t…” He cleared his throat. “Don’t mind Kayla touching me while you touch me as well?” 
 
    “I suppose I should…” Bron paused, as though thinking it though. “But we’re all in this together and I care for you—you’re the friend of my heart, Brother. Touching you while Kayla touches you too…it doesn’t seem wrong to me. The three of us are close.” He frowned. “Perhaps closer than we should be.” 
 
    “I thought this didn’t bother you?” Kayla remarked. “Touching Sorin while I touch him too, I mean.” 
 
    “It doesn’t,” Bron said. “But seeing him touch you or you touch him should bother me. I’m a Beast Kindred and we don’t—” 
 
    “Don’t share. We know,” Sorin said, frowning. “So you’re fine with rubbing my ass but you don’t want to see me rubbing Kayla’s?” 
 
    “No, that’s not what I’m fucking saying,” Bron said, a growl of frustration in his deep voice. “I should be angry and upset when I see you touch her but…” 
 
    “But what?” Kayla asked softly. 
 
    “But…I’m not.” Bron looked both confused and discomforted by the idea. Sorin seemed to sense what his friend was feeling too. 
 
    “Now you know how I feel when I let you touch my ass while Kayla strokes my shaft,” he remarked, turning his head and raising an eyebrow. “I know it ought to feel wrong but it feels good instead. Which is damn confusing.” 
 
    “Seven Hells,” Bron growled. “What’s so wrong about some touching between friends?” 
 
    “My point exactly,” Sorin said dryly. “But I suppose it depends on which friends are doing the touching.” He sighed. “Look, I think I’m completely covered by now. It should be Bron’s turn.” 
 
    “All right—let’s switch,” Kayla said. She had been being quiet on purpose while they talked, letting them sort through some of the feelings they’d had bubbling below the surface out in what she hoped was a constructive way. Now she was interested to see if Sorin would be as willing for them to touch Bron together as the Beast Kindred had been for the two of them to touch Sorin. 
 
    They switched places and Kayla got to work on the big Beast Kindred’s chest, enjoying herself as she rubbed the silky cream over his muscular body. She liked the small patch of black curls between the flat, copper disks of his nipples and the way his tan skin felt like satin under her fingers. 
 
    Sorin started on his friend’s neck, which was safe territory for him as he was always giving Bron or herself neck rubs. 
 
    “Mmm, feels good,” Bron growled in unabashed pleasure. 
 
    “What I’m doing or what Kayla is doing?” Sorin inquired. 
 
    “Both. I love to have our lady’s hands on me. But you always give the best neck rubs, Brother,” Bron rumbled happily. Clearly he was completely at ease with being touched by both of them. 
 
    Kayla wondered if she would have to prompt the Blood Kindred to work on his friend’s back as well but after a moment Sorin took another handful of cream and began rubbing lower, stroking up and down the strong lines of the Beast Kindred’s spine and shoulder blades. 
 
    After making certain Bron’s entire chest and arms were covered, Kayla reached for his shaft. It was already standing at attention for her and as she grasped its thickness, she couldn’t help remembering how delicious his seed was. 
 
    “Gods, baby,” Bron groaned as she touched him, stroking the cream up and down his hard length. “Feels fucking amazing to have your soft little hands on me there.” 
 
    “What about my hands here?” Sorin asked, taking another scoop of the cream and rubbing it over his friend’s backside. “This doesn’t detract from your pleasure? Having me touch your ass while Kayla strokes your shaft? Having the two of us touching you together?” 
 
    “Why should it?” Bron demanded. “I told you—the touch of people who care for you is healing…soothing. Fucking pleasurable. I don’t give a damn where you touch me as long as you fucking touch me, Sorin. Both of you.” 
 
    “Our people must have more differing views on this than I thought,” the Blood Kindred remarked, still rubbing, though with less uncertainty, Kayla saw. “My father would die of shame if he saw me touch another male so while the female we both cared for touched him too. He would think the three of us disgusting and perverted.” 
 
    “And mine would rip my head off for being weak and submissive if he saw me sharing a female with another male,” Bron countered. “But we’re doing both for now—at least until we can develop an antidote for Kayla and the rest of the Mother Ship.” 
 
    “In other words, shut up and rub,” Sorin said dryly. 
 
    Kayla laughed. “I think that about covers it. Literally and figuratively.” She released her hold on Bron’s thick shaft and stepped back. 
 
    “But you didn’t do my hrakas,” the Beast Kindred complained. “I know you did Sorin’s—I watched you over his shoulder.” 
 
    “Your what?” Kayla frowned at him. 
 
    Sorin gave a soft laugh. 
 
    “You didn’t put the cream on his testicles—hrakas is Beast Kindred slang for testicles.” 
 
    “Oh, right.” Kayla began to step forward again but just then U’la came hurrying back with a huge, elaborate feathered contraption. 
 
    The Carnalian female nodded mutely at the thing in her hands and beckoned for Kayla. 
 
    “Oh wait, boys—I think she wants me,” she said to them. 
 
    “But what about me?” Bron’s deep voice was plaintive. “Are you really going to leave me hanging, Kayla?” 
 
    Kayla had a sudden idea. 
 
    “Of course not,” she said briskly. “Sorin can do it.” 
 
    “What?” Both male heads jerked up and they frowned at her. 
 
    “What did you say?” Sorin asked. 
 
    “I said maybe you can help your best friend be certain nobody on that damn perverted dance floor rips his nuts off,” Kayla said tartly. “Can you do that for him?” 
 
    “I have never touched another male there,” Sorin protested. 
 
    “And I have never had another male touch me there,” Bron said. He frowned and added, “Though if I must, I would rather have you do it than any other, Sorin.” 
 
    “This really doesn’t bother you?” Sorin demanded, frowning. 
 
    “It’s…a step further than I would normally go, even with you,” Bron admitted. “But I don’t find the idea unwelcome. Just…unexpected.” 
 
    “You boys get to it,” Kayla said as she marched over to U’la who was still gesturing expressively with her white eyes. 
 
    Was the girl mute? It seemed so because she had yet to utter a sound that Kayla had heard. She stepped up to the counter where U’la was waiting but then made a little motion to her with one hand. 
 
    “Wait a minute,” she whispered to the other girl. “I want to see this.” 
 
    U’la seemed to understand because she nodded and laid the thing—which had gold and white and silver feathers sprouting from it—quietly on the counter. 
 
    Kayla turned her head and watched her guys surreptitiously from the corner of her eye. Would they really go through with this? For some reason she couldn’t explain, it seemed important that they did—important to bring them closer together in this way. Although why that was, she couldn’t say. 
 
    “Well…” Sorin took a deep breath and dipped his fingers into the cream. “Here goes.” 
 
    “Do it.” Bron was standing perfectly still, his legs parted. He wasn’t as completely relaxed as he had been, though, Kayla noticed. There was tension in the set of his broad shoulders as though he wasn’t completely sure about this. His cock hadn’t gone down any though—it was still standing at attention, just as it had been while she’d been rubbing him with the cream. 
 
    Sorin reached below his friend’s thick shaft and carefully—almost tenderly—cupped the Beast Kindred’s heavy sack. 
 
    “Gods!” The exclamation exploded from Bron’s lips. “Not so lightly, Sorin—that fucking tickles,” he growled. “Touch me like you’d touch yourself.” 
 
    “All right, then.” Sorin took a firmer grip—though he was still being careful, Kayla noticed—and massaged the cream into the sensitive area. “How’s that?” he asked as he worked. 
 
    Bron shrugged, some of the tension leaving his shoulders. 
 
    “Feels good,” he admitted. “Not as good as when Kayla touches me, but still pleasurable.” He gave Sorin a look, his golden eyes sleepy with pleasure. “Does it bother you to do it?” 
 
    “Not as much as I thought it would,” Sorin admitted. “There—I think I got you all, er, covered,” he added, withdrawing his hand. 
 
    Bron nodded. “Thanks, Brother.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” Sorin nodded. “But you know, we still haven’t rubbed the cream on Kayla—she needs more protection than either of us.” 
 
    “True…” Bron eyed her speculatively, his golden eyes hot. “I’ll be more than happy to rub her soft little body all over.” 
 
    “I’m rather looking forward to it myself,” Sorin murmured. 
 
    Kayla turned her head to them, as though she’d just caught what they said. 
 
    “In a minute, guys,” she told them, though the idea of having both sets of big, male hands rubbing her body made her feel hot all over. “First U’la here has to explain how to wear this uh, contraption.” 
 
    “What is it? Is that the feather-tail?” Sorin asked, as he and Bron approached the counter to examine the strange thing. “It’s certainly beautiful but how does it work?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” Kayla turned back to the Carnalian girl. “Can you explain it to me?” she asked, frowning. 
 
    U’la tapped her throat and shook her head. 
 
    “You can’t speak?” Kayla asked and U’la nodded. So the girl was mute. Kayla couldn’t help wondering if that was a consequence of the fact that her parents were so closely related. But U’la seemed nice enough and there was intelligence in her white eyes. 
 
    “Okay, just show me then,” she said. “How does it work?” 
 
    U’la picked up the thing and turned it over and around so that Kayla could see the underside of it. There was a curving piece of metal which seemed to be what the feathers were sprouting from in the first place. Attached to it were two black rubber wands, placed one above the other with one being considerably slimmer than the other. Both were about six or seven inches long and the thicker one was about as big around as a good-sized dildo, Kayla thought. Then she frowned. Wait…surely not… 
 
    But sure enough, U’la was gesturing at the feather-tail and then pointing between her own legs and then pointing at Kayla. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Kayla whispered, finally getting it. “I think it’s supposed to go—” 
 
    “Inside you,” Sorin finished for her. 
 
    “Looks like it’s built for double penetration, too,” Bron rumbled thoughtfully. “I guess the thicker shaft goes into your pussy and the thinner one goes in your ass.” 
 
    “But…but I don’t want to wear this!” Kayla exclaimed, her cheeks going hot with embarrassment. “It’s one thing to go out in public half naked but this is crazy!” She looked at U’la indignantly. “I shouldn’t have to put this in, just to cross the dance, er, copulation floor!” 
 
    But the Carnalian girl had a stubborn look on her face. She pointed at the tail and then pointed at Kayla again with a stiff finger. 
 
    “But my guys can protect me from anybody who tries to grab me!” Kayla protested. 
 
    “Damn right, we can,” Bron growled. “Anyone who tries to touch our female will end up with his head twisted around backwards.” 
 
    “Which is exactly what we are trying to avoid by having your female wear the feather-tail,” Tork said, suddenly appearing from behind the red velvet curtain. “We’ll have no brawling here at The Fallen Angel—we have a strict no-violence policy.” 
 
    “What if we rub the cream all over Kayla’s entire body?” Sorin asked reasonably. “Won’t that let everyone out there know that she’s not interested?” 
 
    “Normally, yes but your female is…exotic.” Tork eyed her with interest which made Kayla want to cover her breasts. “Males on the copulation floor have been known to get carried away when they see a rare beauty, even one wearing the marking cream. Beautiful girls, even those with the cream smeared all over their bodies, may still be unable to get through the crowd without at least a load or two of seed filling their pussies.” 
 
    “Do people know this when they come here?” Kayla demanded, incensed. “That’s sexual assault!” 
 
    Tork shrugged. “Of course they know—this is Carnal Four, after all. It’s a risk most are willing to take. Some girls even wear the cream on purpose to attract attention from the kind of male who would ignore it in the first place.” 
 
    “That’s awful,” Kayla exclaimed. “Where I come from, no means no!” 
 
    “Well, not on Carnal Four,” Tork said blandly. “Here, no means quite possibly yes. Or maybe a better concept would be, no means why not?” 
 
    “So the cream is not a complete deterrent,” Sorin said flatly. 
 
    “Unfortunately, no, although it still must be worn to mark you as an abstainer.” Tork raised one finger. “But with a feather-tail in place, there can be no mistaking your female’s obvious wish to abstain from the mating frenzy. And even if someone should try to, ahem, take liberties with her, the tail will be firmly in place, blocking their path to success, so to say.” 
 
    “I still don’t like it,” Bron growled. “But I’m beginning to think that it’s fucking necessary.” 
 
    “If you wish to get to Y’ax, yes it is. Now, if you’ll excuse me, U’la and I have something to attend to.” Tork gave his sister-wife a lascivious look and took her by the hand. “Please finish putting on the cream and the tail before you venture out onto the copulation floor,” he called over his shoulder and then the two of them disappeared behind the red velvet curtain again, letting in the thumping beat of the music for a brief moment as they left. 
 
    “Well…” Kayla looked at the feather-tail uneasily. “This is…weird. We’ve taken a lot of trips, guys, but never one like this.” 
 
    “Meaning we’ve never been somewhere they demanded we strip and rub each other with cream and put foreign objects in our orifices?” Sorin said, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    “Very funny.” Kayla sighed unhappily. God, this was going to be embarrassing and uncomfortable, if not downright painful. 
 
    “It’s Kayla’s orifices that are going to get filled,” Bron pointed out. “And if we’re going to fill them, we ought to get going.” 
 
    “Bron!” Kayla and Sorin said at the same time. 
 
    “Well, it’s true,” he rumbled defensively. “The sooner we get this done, the sooner we can get out of this fucked-up place.” 
 
    Kayla sighed again. “Well, you’re right about that.” She bit her lip. “I’m just…really nervous about having that thing up inside me.” 
 
    “Let’s use the cream on you first,” Sorin suggested. “That might get you warmed up for the, uh, tail.” 
 
    “Yes—let us get you relaxed enough to take the shafts inside you,” Bron rumbled. “But I think you’re supposed to take off your breast plate first.” 
 
    “All right.” Feeling suddenly shy, Kayla took off the curving golden rings that covered her bare breasts. She laid the breast plate on the counter, beside the feather-tail and the half-empty pot of marking cream and looked at the two of them. “I’m ready.” 
 
    “No, you’re not,” Bron rumbled. “You have to take off your panties, too—remember? Just as Sorin and I had to take off our loincloths.” 
 
    “Oh, right…” Kayla started to reach into the slit in her gold skirt but Sorin stopped her. 
 
    “Let me,” he murmured. Dropping to his knees before her, he reached up and hooked his fingers into the thin sides of the golden panties and drew them down her legs. Kayla stepped out of them and Sorin stood, his blue eyes half-lidded with lust. “All right, now that your breasts and pussy are bare, I think we can use the cream,” he said, his voice thick with lust. 
 
    “You take the front and I’ll take the back,” Bron growled as they both dipped their fingers in the marking cream. “I’ve always wanted to fill my hands with Kayla’s lush ass—I love how full it is.” 
 
    “And I’ll stroke her thighs and make sure her sweet pussy is nice and creamy,” Sorin murmured. “After all, we have to be certain she’s protected everywhere.” 
 
    “Hey, now…” Kayla protested weakly but her words were cut off as four large, warm male hands began rubbing all over her body. 
 
    Bron reached around to cup her breasts, sliding his big hands over them and then tugging at her tight nipples to send sparks of pleasure straight to the spot between her thighs. 
 
    “Bron…” she gasped as he continued his gentle nipple torture. 
 
    “Sorry, baby,” he growled in her ear. “Just want to be sure your nipples are covered in the cream so everyone knows you’re off limits except to me and Sorin.” 
 
    The Blood Kindred had been running his big, warm hands up her inner thighs but now he stopped and looked at her. 
 
    “I think it’s best to make certain your pussy is covered too, don’t you, sweetheart?” he asked teasingly. “Don’t worry, I’ll only do the outside.” And he proceeded to dip into the pot again and rub the cool cream on her heated outer pussy lips and mound. 
 
    Kayla moaned and squirmed against his hand. Bron had finished with her breasts by now and he was kneading her ass cheeks with his big hands, rubbing and spreading them in a way that caused her pussy to spread as well. Since Sorin was still cupping her mound and rubbing the cream into her pussy lips, this meant that his long fingers slipped inside her heated folds and his fingertips found their way to her clit. 
 
    “Now look what you made me do, Bron,” he said, frowning at the big Breast Kindred, who still had Kayla’s ass spread wide. “I promised Kayla I would only coat the outside of her soft little pussy with the cream but with all your rubbing, you opened our lady’s pussy and my fingers slipped deep inside her.” 
 
    “What a shame,” Bron growled. “But I notice you haven’t pulled your fingers out of the honey-pot yet, Sorin. Maybe you should apologize to our lady and go back to stroking the outside of her pussy.” 
 
    “An excellent idea.” Sorin’s pale blue eyes were heavy-lidded with lust as he looked at her. “Forgive me, leelah, for stroking the inside of your sweet pussy when I promised not to.” As he spoke, his long fingers bracketed her swollen clit, rubbing slowly up and down…up and down, as he caressed her inner folds. 
 
    “It…it’s all right,” Kayla managed to moan. “I…I don’t mind, Sorin.” 
 
    “Then you won’t mind if I test to see how wet you are? If I do this…” Here the two long fingers slid deeply into her pussy. “To make sure you’re wet enough to wear the tail?” 
 
    “Ah!” Kayla threw back her head. “Oh, God!” 
 
    “Is she wet enough, Brother?” Bron growled from behind her, his big hands still massaging her ass cheeks restlessly. 
 
    “I was able to slide my fingers inside her with no problem. Her pussy is ready—no question.” Sorin nodded. 
 
    “That…that’s not the part I’m worried about,” Kayla managed to gasp as the Blood Kindred continued to fuck her slowly with his long fingers. 
 
    “What is it then, baby?” Bron rumbled. “What are you afraid of?” 
 
    “That…that stupid tail thing has two parts,” Kayla somehow managed to get out. “And I can’t…I’ve never had…had anything in my, uh, backside before. I just…I don’t go there.” 
 
    “Hmm…” Sorin sounded thoughtful as he continued his slow, gentle stroking into her wet depths. “Are you afraid you’ll be too tight to take it deep in your ass?” 
 
    “That’s exactly what I’m afraid of.” Kayla nodded. “I’m afraid it’s going to hurt!” Her whole body got tight with fear as she said it—she really didn’t want to have to have anything up there! 
 
    “Poor leelah…” Sorin kissed her very gently on the mouth. “I can feel your pussy tighten up when you talk about it.” He looked over her shoulder. “She’s really scared, Bron—we have to help her.” 
 
    “And how do you propose we do that?” the Beast Kindred rumbled. “We’ve already gotten her pussy all hot and wet. What else should we do?” 
 
    “Think about it,” Sorin said. “You’re a Beast Kindred—you have compounds in your precum and cum that can help a female loosen up so she can take your mating fist inside her.” 
 
    “What?” Kayla was suddenly on high alert. “What are you talking about? What are you saying?” she demanded, tightening up even more. 
 
    “Take it easy, sweetheart,” Sorin soothed. “I’m not suggesting that you let Bron fill your ass completely—all he has to do is rub the head of his shaft against your rosebud until you loosen up a little.” 
 
    “That’s all?” Kayla still felt uncertain about this. Though the two of them had put their shafts in her mouth multiple times by now and touched her all over with their hands, neither of their thick cocks had gotten anywhere near her ass or pussy. That seemed like dangerous territory to her. Because if either Bron or Sorin got inside her and she wound up having bonding sex with the one in question…that would leave the other out and break up their beautiful friendship forever. 
 
    “It’s all right, baby,” Bron rumbled, rubbing his big, warm hands up and down the small of her back soothingly. “I know how tight a virgin rosebud can be. I promise to be gentle.” 
 
    “Well…” Kayla wavered. It was actually a pretty good idea because Beast Kindred did have agents in their precum and cum to help a mate loosen up. But she still felt nervous about actually bending over and letting Bron put the broad head of his cock against her ass. 
 
    Sorin seemed to understand how she was feeling. 
 
    “It’s going to be okay, Kayla,” he murmured. “Here, lean against me. I’ll hold you and support you while Bron does what is necessary.” 
 
    He withdrew his fingers and braced himself back against the counter, holding Kayla in his arms and letting her bury her face in his broad chest. 
 
    “You surprise me, Brother,” Bron remarked as she felt him get into position behind her. “You don’t mind seeing me put my shaft this close to our lady’s pussy? You feel no jealousy at all?” 
 
    “I might if you were going to put it in her pussy and bond her to you,” Sorin said carefully. “In fact, I’m sure I would. But you can’t bond her just by rubbing against her rosebud.” 
 
    “What if I have to come in her?” There was a slight challenge in Bron’s deep voice. “What if her back passage is too tight and I have to press just the tip of my shaft inside her to fill her with my seed?” 
 
    Kayla moaned softly at his words—she hadn’t considered this possibility—though she guessed she could see how it might be necessary for the big Beast Kindred to shoot his cream directly into her rosebud. 
 
    “As long as you don’t enter her and come in her pussy,” was Sorin’s reply. “Just don’t leave me out, Bron. Don’t forget that, at least for now, Kayla is ours.” 
 
    “I won’t.” Bron spread her thighs and Kayla gasped again as she felt the broad head of his cock brush against her inner thighs. “But I might have to rub against her pussy just a little—to get wet enough to open her rosebud.” He stroked Kayla’s trembling back and shoulders again. “Would that be all right, baby? If I just rubbed the head of my shaft against your open pussy for a moment?” 
 
    Kayla bit her lip. It seemed they were going further and further here but somehow she didn’t know how to stop—didn’t want to stop. 
 
    “I guess as long…as long as you don’t put it inside me,” she said. 
 
    “Sorin?” Bron looked up at the Blood Kindred, clearly wanting permission from both of them. 
 
    “As Kayla says—you can slide the head of your shaft against her open pussy as long as you don’t thrust inside her,” the Blood Kindred said. “It’s all right, sweetheart,” he murmured, leaning down and dropping a soft kiss on Kayla’s cheek. “I’ll hold you while Bron rubs against your pussy and your rosebud. You won’t be hurt.” 
 
    “All right,” Kayla whispered, trying to relax. She tightened her grip around Sorin’s lean waist and pressed her cheek to his broad chest. “Go…go ahead. I trust you—both of you.” 
 
    “Thank you, leelah,” Sorin murmured. 
 
    “You honor us with your trust, small one,” Bron rumbled. “Now spread your thighs wide for me so I can gather plenty of your pussy honey on my cock.” 
 
    Trembling, Kayla did as he said, opening her thighs wider until she felt her pussy lips spreading even more than they had when Bron had been rubbing her ass. 
 
    Bron gave a low groan of appreciation. 
 
    “Gods, Brother, I wish you could see this sight,” he told Sorin. “Our lady all spread open from behind with her pussy and rosebud bare and exposed. Fucking beautiful.” 
 
    “I don’t know how I’d feel about watching you rub your shaft against her pussy,” Sorin said honestly. 
 
    “You probably wouldn’t like it any more than I’d like watching you do the same,” Bron admitted. “But should I tell you exactly what I’m doing so Kayla knows what to expect?” 
 
    “Yes,” Sorin murmured. “Let our lady know, Bron. And be very, very gentle with her.” 
 
    “Of course—always. Very well then—first I’m going to spread her pussy lips with the head of my shaft.” Bron’s big hands gripped her hips firmly and then Kayla felt the broad, blunt head of his cock sliding between her outer pussy lips to rub against her aching clit. 
 
    “Oh!” she moaned softly and couldn’t help spreading her thighs a little wider. The compounds in Bron’s precum that helped a female open to him seemed to act like warming fluid because everywhere he rubbed, her pussy felt hot and needy. 
 
    “Does it feel good, Kayla?” Sorin murmured. “Does it feel good to spread yourself and let Bron rub your inner pussy with his cock?” 
 
    “Yes,” Kayla had to admit. “Yes, it…it does.” 
 
    “Feels fucking amazing to me too, baby,” Bron rumbled. “You don’t know how many times I fantasized about this. But there’s a problem—I’m not getting enough honey.” 
 
    “She’s not wet enough?” Sorin frowned. 
 
    “Not on the outside,” Bron said. “But I can tell her inner pussy channel is soaked.” 
 
    “What are you asking?” Sorin demanded, his voice tense. “Are you saying you want to thrust your shaft inside our lady’s pussy when you just promised you wouldn’t?” 
 
    “Not the entire shaft,” Bron promised. “Just the head—I just need to get it wet enough to press against her rosebud.” 
 
    “Kayla, how do you feel about this?” Sorin asked her. “About taking the head of Bron’s shaft in your pussy?” 
 
    “I…” Kayla bit her lip. “I want it,” she admitted at last. “I just…don’t want him to go too far. I don’t want to be bonded to just one of you.” 
 
    “Then you’d like to be bonded to us both?” Bron sounded incredulous. “That would be the day—a Beast Kindred and a Blood Kindred sharing a mate!” 
 
    “It would be impossible,” Sorin admitted. “But for now, we have to do what is possible—we need to help Kayla open for the feather-tail.” He looked at Bron. “You have your answer, Brother. Our lady has given you permission to slide just the head of your cock into her pussy.” 
 
    “Only the head,” Bron promised, his deep voice hoarse with lust. “Hold still, Kayla and spread wide for me.” 
 
    Moaning softly again, Kayla widened her stance. Sorin murmured soothingly and reached down palm her ripe breasts and tug gently at her nipples as she felt the broad, blunt head of the Beast Kindred’s cock come to rest at the mouth of her pussy. Then, with a slow, gentle thrust, Bron breached her entrance, stopping, as he had promised, when just the entire, thick head of his cock was buried inside her. 
 
    “Oh!” Kayla cried softly and couldn’t stop her inner muscles from squeezing down on the thick invader. 
 
    “Gods, that feels good!” Bron groaned. “Your pussy is so tight, baby.” 
 
    “And have you collected enough pussy honey yet to try and breach her rosebud?” Sorin asked, his voice a strange mixture of lust and resentment. 
 
    “I think so. Going to pull out of you now, Kayla,” he informed her. But for a moment, it almost felt as though he was nudging deeper into her. Kayla bit her lip as she felt her inner walls stretch as another thick inch of the Beast Kindred’s cock found its way into her pussy. 
 
    Her inner walls clenched around him instinctively—she was unable to help milking him as he slid deeper into her. God, was he going to fill her after all? Was he going to thrust his thick cock to the root in her unprotected pussy? Kayla knew there was nothing she could do to stop him. Nothing she could do but spread her thighs wide and let him fill her unprotected pussy completely with his thick cock. 
 
    But after a moment, very reluctantly she thought, Bron withdrew his shaft, letting it slide free of her hungry pussy. 
 
    Kayla nearly wanted to cry with sexual frustration but the next minute she had another reason to gasp because she felt the slick, blunt head press directly against her rosebud. 
 
    “All right now, small one,” Bron rumbled softly as he stroked her back. “Just try to relax. Your pussy honey and my precum should make me slippery enough to slip just the tip of my shaft inside you. Once you’re open enough, I’ll shoot my seed deep in your rosebud which should help you loosen up enough to take the feather-tail. All right?” 
 
    “Will…will it hurt?” Kayla whispered, squeezing Sorin’s muscular waist tighter. 
 
    “Did it hurt when I entered your pussy?” Bron asked. 
 
    “N…no,” she admitted. God, she had never felt so hot and yet so frightened at the same time. 
 
    “And this won’t hurt either,” the big Beast Kindred promised. “The compounds in my precum will help your rosebud open to me.” 
 
    Kayla felt him push against her back entrance and nearly gasped in fear. But, true to his word, the big Beast Kindred didn’t even try to get the whole head in her this time. There was a slight stretching sensation and then she felt herself opening to him so that just the tip of his shaft was lodged inside her. 
 
    “Stroke yourself,” Sorin murmured as he held Kayla tight. “She’s trembling like a leaf, Bron. Come inside her and finish this.” 
 
    “Trying…” Kayla felt the rhythmic movement which must be the big Beast Kindred stroking his shaft. It pressed the tip of his cock ever so slightly deeper into her, though he still didn’t have the entire head in. Still, she was open enough to feel the hot, wet jets of his seed as he gave a low groan and shot inside her. 
 
    “Coming now, small one,” he groaned hoarsely. “Coming inside your sweet ass, just like I promised.” 
 
    “It’s all right, leelah,” Sorin reassured her, hugging her. “Just open yourself to Bron…relax and let him fill you with his seed.” 
 
    “I’m trying,” Kayla gasped. Her pussy was throbbing with need and she felt more vulnerable than she ever had in her life as Sorin held her and Bron pumped rope after rope of his cum into her body but somehow that was all right. 
 
    She felt safe between them—loved, protected. And though they were handling her body so intimately, she still felt respected. Either one of the two huge Kindred could have broken her in half with a single blow. Instead, they were careful of her…tender, even. It made her feel incredibly close to both of them. 
 
    At last Bron sighed and withdrew. 
 
    “All right, Brother—that should do it. If you’re going to fit her with the tail it should be now.” 
 
    “Are you ready, Kayla?” Sorin asked, looking down at her. “Ready for me to put in the tail?” 
 
    “I guess so.” Kayla felt lost in a haze of lust but she made an effort to come back to herself. “I mean, yes…I think we should…should do it now.” 
 
    “All right then. Let go of me and prop your arms on the counter,” Sorin instructed her. 
 
    Kayla did as he ordered, spreading her thighs instinctively without having to be asked. She could feel some of Bron’s hot cum running out of her and sliding down her thighs and into her open pussy but that was all right—hopefully it would help make her even more open. 
 
    “Come around the counter and hold our lady’s hands, Brother,” Sorin said to Bron. “Give her comfort while I fill her as I gave her comfort while you did.” 
 
    “Of course.” Bron came around to the other side of the counter and put his big hands over Kayla’s much smaller ones. “It’s all right, baby,” he rumbled, looking at her earnestly. “You’re full of my seed now so you should be ready to open. Just relax and let Sorin put this damn thing in you so we can finish up in here.” 
 
    “All right.” Kayla nodded and gripped his hands as she looked into his golden eyes. 
 
    Behind her, Sorin picked up the tail with its wild array of gold and silver and white feathers and positioned the twin shafts sticking out of it carefully against Kayla’s entrances. She felt the cool black material—kind of like a cross between rubber and velvet—pressing into her and then with one smooth thrust, both of them entered her at once. 
 
    “Oh!” She closed her eyes and threw back her head, almost overwhelmed by the sensation of being filled so completely in both places at once. 
 
    “All right, small one?” Bron asked her anxiously. “Did it hurt? Are you well?” 
 
    “I’m…okay, I think.” Kayla wiggled experimentally, feeling the shafts of the tail shift inside her pussy and ass, which drew a soft moan from her lips. 
 
    “Walk around a little,” Sorin suggested. “Can you move with it inside you?” 
 
    “Yes, I…I can move.” Kayla took a few experimental steps. “Just feels like…like I’m getting fucked with every step,” she said candidly, looking at the two of them. 
 
    “You look fucking amazing, wearing that fucking thing,” Bron growled. “Makes me want to come all over again.” 
 
    “Maybe later,” Sorin said dryly. “For now, we need to get across the copulation floor and find Y’ax. With any luck we’ll have the Lust Blossoms and be on our way home by nightfall.” 
 
    Kayla didn’t know if she would feel lucky about that or not. True, she needed to get an antidote to stop the needing attacks and to help everyone aboard the Mother Ship. But she didn’t want this time with her guys to end. The way they were so gentle with her and worked together to keep her safe and protected and pleasured wasn’t something she wanted to give up. 
 
    Not for the first time she wished they were Twin Kindred but there was no time for regrets now. 
 
    “Come on,” she said to both of them. “Let’s go get what we came for.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
    The minute they stepped past the velvet curtain and into the dimness of the copulation room, Sorin saw the point of the marking cream. Though it had sparkled only dimly in the antechamber where they had put it on, under the strange blue-black lighting of the copulation floor, the glittering specks in it lit up, making their skin look like a map of the galaxy filled with stars. 
 
    Kayla was especially well covered, he saw with satisfaction—her creamy brown skin sparkled and glowed from head to foot, making her even more beautiful. But then, she was always beautiful to him, even with Bron’s seed running out of her as he had just seen her when he fitted her for the tail. 
 
    Especially with his seed running out of her, whispered a little voice in his head. Admit it, Sorin, it made you fucking hard to see your best friend filling her. You’re sharing Kayla with Bron the same way Twin Kindred share their mates and it’s turning you on. 
 
    Which was true, but somehow it just didn’t bother him as it should. After all, he was doing a lot of things he’d never done before—and never dreamed he would do. 
 
    Like cupping my best friend’s hrakas in my hand, he thought and felt a stab of uncertainty. He shouldn’t have done that—should have demanded that Kayla come and tend to the big Beast Kindred instead. But Bron hadn’t seemed to mind. It had been…Sorin searched in his mind for the words. It had been a moment of friendship—a very intimate moment, true—but it was Bron, the friend of his heart he was protecting and supporting by making sure his sensitive areas were covered in the marking cream. 
 
    Still shouldn’t have done it, whispered that voice in his head. Just like you shouldn’t be sharing Kayla. Three must not be as one because if they are, the males will touch in a wrong and perverted way. It’s a slippery slope you’re on, Sorin. Be careful you don’t slide any further. 
 
    Well for now he would have to be careful crossing the copulation floor. The space was vast—almost as big as a Soccer field back on Earth. And every square inch of it seemed to be covered with writhing bodies. It was going to be a challenge to get themselves—and Kayla—across without any of them getting molested in some way. 
 
    Goddess, he thought. I just hope we’re up to the challenge! 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “Well this is a fucking mess,” Bron growled, glaring at the teaming copulation floor. The three of them had yet to step up onto the slightly raised surface where all the action was going on but he could already tell it was going to be a pain in the ass to get across it. 
 
    “At least all three of us are sparkly all over so people can tell we’re not interested in, uh, getting in on the action,” Kayla offered. 
 
    “Agreed, small one.” Bron thought she still looked a little shaken by the intense experience the three of them had shared while getting the feather-tail inside her. At least he and Sorin had been able to help her get the damn thing in, but it had taken some doing. 
 
    What you were doing was sharing her, whispered a little voice in his head. Sharing her as no true Beast Kindred should share a female. Not only that—you denied your natural instincts to claim her! 
 
    It was true—the moment he’d pressed his shaft into her soft, tight channel and felt her pussy sucking so sweetly at the head of his cock, he’d felt the need to thrust all the way in until his mating fist swelled within her so he could Claim her for his own. He had even begun to press deeper into her and Kayla had given a little moan but hadn’t tried to stop him. In fact, it almost seemed as though she spread wider, welcoming him in. 
 
    What had stopped him were Sorin’s words, “Remember she’s ours,” his best friend had said. Bron had forced himself to remember and had fought the instinct, to Claim…to bond. Fought it and pulled out though it was the last thing he wanted to do at that moment. What would his father and brothers have thought of that? 
 
    Bron didn’t even want to consider it. Sharing the female he loved with another male was wrong and he knew it. It made him weak…subservient to another male which wasn’t good, even if that other male was Sorin. But for now, it was all he could do—at least until they got the Lust Blossoms and developed an antidote. 
 
    Well, we’re never going to do that just standing here watching all these people fucking each other, he told himself. 
 
    “Come on,” he said aloud to Sorin and Kayla. “Let’s get this done and get out of this fucking place.” 
 
    “Agreed.” Sorin took a deep breath. “I think the best way would be to keep Kayla between us with one arm around her and one arm free to push through the crowd.” 
 
    “Good idea.” Bron nodded and took what was beginning to be his usual place at Kayla’s right side. Sorin took up his place on her left and together they put their arms around her slim shoulders and supple waist. Bron had his right arm free and Sorin his left so they had good leverage to push through the crowd and hopefully keep everyone away from their lady. 
 
    “This is good,” Sorin said. He looked at Bron. “Ready?” 
 
    “As I’ll ever fucking be,” Bron growled, eyeing the mass of writhing bodies out on the floor. 
 
    “And you, leelah?” Sorin asked Kayla. 
 
    Her eyes were very wide but she nodded, a short, sharp jerk of her head that made Bron think she was nerving herself up for this. 
 
    “I’m ready,” she said in a low voice. “Let’s go as quick as we can. Look—there seems to be an opening on the right side, here.” 
 
    She pointed and Bron saw a slightly clearer spot on the crowded copulation floor. 
 
    “Looks good,” he growled feeling like the three of them were about to go into enemy fire. “Let’s go for it before it closes up again.” 
 
    “On three,” Sorin said. 
 
    He counted them down and then the three of them plunged into the crowd. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    At least the marking cream lets people know we’re not interested, Kayla thought as they ran forward. But then, from the corner of her eye she saw a girl with long green hair enter the crowd. Her pussy lips and large breasts were clearly covered in the sparkling cream which showed up so well in the blue-black lighting. 
 
    The minute the girl stepped onto the copulation floor, a man walked up to her and casually grabbed her breast. Then another came up behind her and reached around to cup her pussy. The girl laughed and shook her head, pointing at the sparkly markings on her skin but that didn’t appear to deter her two pursuers at all. As the first man continued to play with her breasts, the second bent her over and entered her from behind, thrusting deep into her pussy so that she gasped and moaned loudly enough for Kayla to hear her over the pounding music. 
 
    Then the sight was gone, swept away as they went deeper into the crowd but Kayla couldn’t get it out of her head. 
 
    This damn marking cream isn’t any good at all! she thought indignantly. It’s probably just a liability thing—so the club can claim it’s not their fault if a customer gets more than they bargained for! 
 
    It made her feel a lot less comfortable about wearing the cream all over herself and she was doubly glad for her guys on either side of her. Thank goodness she didn’t have to cross this crazy floor on her own! Without Bron and Sorin to run interference for her, she would surely have been swallowed whole by the howling, writhing mass of bodies and might never have found her way out again. 
 
    Even with the two huge Kindred pushing everyone out of the way with their free arms, there were still people who were either too high or too stupid to see the threat they posed. One woman with orange skin and bright yellow hair tried to rub against Sorin, purring that she wanted to suck his cock. The Blood Kindred pushed past her without even looking. 
 
    Then a man almost as big as Bron came up to them. Ducking past both Bron and Sorin, he reached in to grab Kayla by the breast. 
 
    “Hey, get off me, you asshole!” she shouted in his face. 
 
    “Leave our lady alone!” Sorin hissed, his fangs bared. 
 
    “Fucker!” Bron punched the man in the jaw and Sorin kicked him for good measure as he went down. Then they were past him, still pushing their way through the crowd. 
 
    “You all right, Kayla?” Sorin asked, looking down and raising his voice to be heard over the driving beat of the music. 
 
    “I…I think so.” 
 
    Kayla couldn’t deny she felt shaken. Looking down, she could still see the strange man’s hand-print like a dark mark on her breast, outlined in the sparkly marking cream. God, it was horrible in here! She wished they could get out but there were naked, humping bodies as far as the eye could see. 
 
    “I thought we were supposed to keep things non-violent,” she added, looking up at the two of them. 
 
    “Fuck that,” Bron growled. “They touch you, they’re dead meat, baby.” 
 
    “I couldn’t agree more.” Sorin’s fangs still looked long and sharp and his pale blue eyes glittered with fury. 
 
    “Over halfway there now,” Bron called to them, his deep voice cutting through the noise of the crowd. Being the tallest of them, he could clearly see over everyone’s heads. “We’ll be through in a moment—just hold on.” 
 
    They kept forging ahead and Kayla thought they were going to get through without another incident until suddenly she felt something pulling on the twin shafts of the feather-tail buried inside her. 
 
    “Hey!” she gasped as a sharp tug of her tail feathers nearly jerked her off her feet. Only Bron and Sorin’s arms around her back and waist saved her from flying backwards. 
 
    “What’s wrong, Kayla?” Sorin asked, frowning. 
 
    “Something…someone…I think someone’s pulling on the tail,” Kayla yelled above the music. 
 
    The tugging sensation on the tail was getting stronger and it really hurt because instead of sliding out of her, the twin shafts of the feather-tail stayed stubbornly in place, which made it feel like someone was trying to pull her insides out. 
 
    She gasped out a cry of pain again as another hard jerk nearly pulled her backwards, despite her guys’ arms around her. 
 
    “What in the Seven Hells?” Bron growled as he and Sorin turned their heads. Kayla looked too and saw three men, all as big as her guys, pulling hard on the feather-tail. 
 
    “Let go of our female,” Sorin snarled at them. “We are a closed pod and want no part of you.” 
 
    “You can’t bring an exotic beauty like that on the copulation floor and not let us have a taste,” one of the men shouted back. Closed pod or no, you have to share.” 
 
    “The fuck we do,” Bron roared. “Get your hands off her now or I’ll fuck all three of you sideways!” 
 
    “Come on then—you look as fuckable as your female, off-worlder.” The other male grinned at him fearlessly. “We’ll take on you and your podmates and fuck you all!” 
 
    Bron turned his head and Kayla saw that his eyes had gone crimson—a sure sign of a Kindred warrior going into Rage to protect his female. 
 
    “Get out of here, Sorin,” he growled as he seemed to grow bigger somehow. “Get Kayla to safety. I’m going to make these fuckers sorry they were ever born.” 
 
    “Bron, no!” Kayla was worried about the big Beast Kindred but Sorin gave a short, sharp nod of his head and then began pushing through the crowd again. “We can’t leave him!” Kayla protested. “He’ll get hurt—they’re as big as he is!” 
 
    But the Blood Kindred kept going, shoving his way through the crowd by sheer force and fending off several other attempts to grab Kayla. She tried to look back but she couldn’t see anything through the press of bodies. She heard a lot of shouting though, and what sounded like growling coming from the spot they had left. Oh God, was Bron all right? Would the big Beast Kindred be able to take on all three of those awful Carnalian males in a fight? What would happen to him? 
 
    By the time they finally reached the other end of the copulation floor and stepped off into safe territory, her eyes were burning with tears. She couldn’t lose either one of her guys—she couldn’t! Bron was as dear to her as Sorin was—she needed them both. 
 
    “Leelah, what is it, why are you crying?” Sorin asked. 
 
    “Because I’m worried about Bron!” she burst out, glaring up at him. “How could we just leave him like that?” 
 
    “We had to, Kayla.” The Blood Kindred’s voice was low and reasonable. “That was a trap. Two of the males engage myself and Bron in a fight and then the third grabs you and does…” He frowned, his eyes blazing like two blue stars. “Well, you know what they would have done.” 
 
    Raped me, Kayla thought numbly. They would have raped me. 
 
    “A trap?” she repeated, trying to hold back a sob. “You’re sure?’ 
 
    “Bron knew it too—that’s why he sent us on ahead,” Sorin told her. 
 
    “But he could be hurt right now! Bleeding or…” But she couldn’t make herself say the word “dead.” She just couldn’t. 
 
    Sorin shook his head. 
 
    “You haven’t seen him in battle,” he told Kayla. “I’ve seen him fight off twice as many as that—and all armed to the teeth. He loves it—brings out the berserker in him.” 
 
    “I still don’t see how—” Kayla began but just then a huge, dark form came bursting through the edge of the crowd and Bron was standing before them panting and bloody but grinning fiercely from ear to ear. 
 
    “Fuckers didn’t know who they were fucking with,” he announced cheerfully. “They’re sorry now!” 
 
    “I bet they are.” Sorin stepped forward and grabbed the other warrior in a hug which told Kayla that maybe he had been a little more worried than he’d been letting on. “Glad you’re all right, Brother.” 
 
    “But he’s bleeding!” Kayla protested, coming forward to hug him as well, making sure to put an arm around Sorin at the same time so they were all three connected. 
 
    “A few cuts and scrapes,” Bron said dismissively as he hugged them back. “I’ll be fine—Kindred are fast healers.” 
 
    Just then there was a siren-type wailing out on the copulation floor and Kayla saw some red flashing lights cutting through the blue-black gloom. 
 
    “Uh-oh,” Sorin muttered. “I think maybe we might have broken their no-violence policy a little too thoroughly. We’d better get out of here.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Bron said. “But where are we going?” 
 
    “There!” Kayla pointed at a doorway outlined in bright green light that was off to their left. “That must be it—where the dealer guy is.” 
 
    She hoped, anyway. 
 
    Bron and Sorin looked at the doorway, looked at each other and shrugged. 
 
    “Let’s go,” Sorin said and the three of them took off again—holding hands this time as they ran for the door. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
    “Well that was fucking interesting,” Bron growled as they ducked into the green lighted doorway and behind yet another velvet curtain. There was a long, dark corridor leading away to their right but for the moment they all just put their backs to the wall and stood there, panting. 
 
    “Is that what you call it?” Sorin blew out a breath. “I thought it was a mess.” He looked at his friend. “Are you really all right, Brother? I hated like all the Seven Hells to leave you back there.” 
 
    “You had to—that was a trap and we both knew it,” Bron replied reasonably. “Besides, I haven’t had the chance to brawl like that in a while—it was fucking enjoyable.” 
 
    Kayla shivered. “I guess there aren’t many ‘brawling’ opportunities when we’re all working in the lab together,” she remarked dryly. 
 
    “For which we are thankful to the Goddess.” Sorin shook his head and grinned at the Beast Kindred. “I know you feel all right but I want to check you and Kayla both over for wounds and abrasions when we get back to the ship.” 
 
    “You’ve already handled my hrakas once tonight, Brother,” Bron rumbled. “But if you really feel the need to do it again—” 
 
    “Bron!” Kayla and Sorin both exclaimed. 
 
    “Sorry!” The Beast Kindred’s golden eyes crinkled with laughter. “I just couldn’t resist.” 
 
    “Enough teasing for now,” Kayla said with mock severity. “Right now let’s hope the dealer guy—Y’ax—is down that long hallway. I don’t know what we’ll do if we have to go back into that awful orgy-crowd.” 
 
    Bron cracked his bloody knuckles. 
 
    “Probably bust some more skulls,” he growled. “But since it looks like I’m the only one who would enjoy that, let’s go.” 
 
    “It’s dark, though.” Sorin put up a hand in warning. “And I hear some strange noises down at the far end. I’ll go first, then Kayla. Bron, you take up the rear.” 
 
    The Beast Kindred gave her a look and Kayla was certain he would make a joke about how he had done that earlier. But somehow Bron restrained himself and just nodded. 
 
    “All right, Brother—lead the way,” he rumbled. 
 
    Sorin did, leading them slowly into the dark tunnel that twisted and turned and seemed to go on and on. As they left the cacophony of the copulation floor with its blaring music behind, Kayla began to hear the strange sounds Sorin had talked about. They grew louder and louder until she began to make out a kind of melody. 
 
    “Hey, that sounds like some kind of classical music,” she remarked, as they walked. 
 
    “It sounds like a cello being played,” Sorin agreed. “It’s very soothing.” 
 
    “I think we’re about due for some soothing after everything that happened in that damn fuck-club,” Bron growled. “Not that I minded pounding those assholes.” 
 
    “Shhh…” Sorin held up a hand for silence and Kayla realized they had finally reached the end of the tunnel. There was yet another velvet curtain hanging in the doorway and a pale pink glow was coming from under its hem. 
 
    “Be careful,” she whispered to the big Blood Kindred. Sorin only nodded and then pushed back the curtain, making certain to keep his body between Kayla and the entrance. The music stopped abruptly. 
 
    “Well, hello esteemed customers!” piped a high, squeaky voice. Kayla couldn’t see the owner of the voice because Sorin was too tall to see over but it didn’t sound very threatening. 
 
    “Are you Y’ax, the dealer of controlled substances?” Sorin asked. 
 
    “I am,” the squeaky voice announced. “Why do you not come into my parlor that we may conduct business which is mutually beneficial to us all?” 
 
    “All right.” They all filed in and Kayla was finally able to see the owner of the voice. 
 
    She had been expecting another one of the Carnalians with pastel skin and brightly colored hair. Instead, Y’ax was a whole other kind of alien. He was about as tall as her but only, she saw, because he was standing on a kind of desk. In reality, he was probably no taller than a meter high—and squat, with rolls of greenish skin hanging off his body. His large bulging eyes were a muddy brown and he had a wide, lipless mouth and two slits for nostrils. 
 
    Altogether Kayla thought he looked like a very ugly cross between a toad and a Shar-Pei. 
 
    “Welcome, honored guests,” he said, ushering them into a large, opulently furnished room which seemed to be decorated primarily in shades of green. He turned to another alien who looked like him but was much smaller and had gray skin, sitting in one corner of the room. “B’now, we have guests! Why have you stopped the music?” 
 
    “Forgive me, Y’ax,” the other alien murmured. 
 
    Kayla looked for some kind of musical instrument but there was none. Instead, B’now pursed his wide, lipless mouth and began to whistle—or that was what it looked like he was doing. But instead of a whistling sound, the beautiful, cello-like music resumed. It was extremely soothing after the pounding techno-type beat of the copulation floor. 
 
    “Lovely.” Y’ax nodded approvingly. “Now, please, do have a seat.” He indicated three chairs which seemed to be made for regular humanoid type people across from the green desk-type structure he was standing on. 
 
    Bron and Sorin sank down into two of the chairs but Kayla just stood there. 
 
    “Leelah?” Sorin turned his head, frowning at her. “Why are you still standing?” 
 
    “Why do you think? I can’t exactly sit with this thing in me,” Kayla muttered, pointing to the tail she was still wearing. 
 
    “Sure you can. Here, Brother—move closer to me.” Bron moved his chair closer to Sorin’s so that their long thighs were touching. “There you go,” he said, indicating both of their broad knees. “Go ahead, small one. One cheek on my knee and one on Sorin’s. That should work.” 
 
    Kayla saw that he was probably right. Sitting in a regular chair would have shoved the elaborate feather-tail deeper into her but perching on their knees would keep the feathers and their harness out of the way. 
 
    “Thanks.” She sank down gratefully. Without speaking, Sorin and Bron each put a hand on her thighs—Sorin on the left and Bron on the right. It was beginning to feel really natural to have them in that position, she realized—it just seemed to be the way they all fit together. 
 
    “Ah, I see you have one of that bawdy club’s notoriously difficult to remove ‘tails’ in.” Y’ax sounded disapproving. 
 
    “Excuse me, what?” Kayla frowned. “What do you mean, ‘difficult to remove’?” 
 
    “No matter, no matter…” He waved one flat, flipper-like hand dismissively. “Now then, as you have braved that den of iniquity out front, I assume you are serious buyers. So what can I get for you? Perhaps some Love-Flower that both of you may fit into your lady’s orifices at once?” 
 
    “That’s not what we’re actually here for,” Sorin said, frowning. “In fact, we are Kindred and we have…our own methods of sharing a mate.” 
 
    “Not that our kinds of Kindred ever share,” Bron put in quickly. 
 
    “No, not that we do.” Sorin shot him an annoyed look. “But that is beside the point.” 
 
    “We need some Lust Blossoms,” Kayla said, cutting to the chase. “Can you help us out? We know they’re a controlled substance but it’s really important that we get some.” 
 
    “Lust Blossoms!” Y’ax shook his head in apparent horror. “Oh no, my dear—you don’t want those! The results are extremely unpredictable. Why, your breasts might swell with nectar one moment and the next your, ahem, your nether regions might feel like they are on fire and only a male with a patient and willing tongue can help you. Or worse, you could develop an insatiable thirst for male seed that is almost impossible to quench without debasing yourself with two or more partners.” He made a face. “Just as they do on that horrendous copulation floor out front.” 
 
    “We know all that,” Sorin said blandly. “Because it’s already happened—not just to us but to our entire ship.” 
 
    “All our females of mating age have been affected,” Bron rumbled. “Every fucking one of them.” 
 
    “What?” Y’ax looked startled. “But how can that be?” 
 
    “We had a kind of…terrorist attack,” Kayla explained. “Someone who hated our people made a substance called Xi-46 from the Lust Blossoms and had it painted on every air vent in the ship. When the vents began to blow…” 
 
    “We were all fucked,” Bron finished for her. 
 
    “Literally and figuratively,” Sorin said. 
 
    “My, my, my!” Y’ax looked most distressed—if an alien toad can look distressed, Kayla thought. He paced back and forth on his desk, shaking his head as the beautiful cello-whistling played on in the background. 
 
    “It’s a mess,” she confided to him. “But the three of us are scientists—although I know we really don’t look it right now.” She nodded at her own exposed breasts and Bron’s and Sorin’s exposed shafts. “But we’re here hoping to get some more of the Lust Blossoms so we can analyze them and try to develop an antidote.” 
 
    “Antidote? But there is no antidote!” Y’ax burst out. “At least, none that I have ever heard of. The Lust Blossom causes a kind of virus which is impossible to eradicate—it stays with the female it infects for life.” 
 
    Kayla felt her stomach drop at his words. 
 
    “Please,” she whispered. “That…that can’t be true.” 
 
    “Ah, I perceive that you are affected by it yourself, my dear.” Y’ax looked at her sympathetically. “My deepest condolences to you. I hope that these two males are willing to service you always in order to control the symptoms and the pain.” 
 
    “We’ll help Kayla as long as she needs us,” Bron growled. “But we don’t accept the idea that there’s no antidote.” 
 
    “Just let us have some of the blossoms ourselves,” Sorin said. “As Kayla said, we’re scientists. I’m sure we can find something.” 
 
    “Ah, if I could help you, I promise I would.” Y’ax looked so sad that Kayla thought he might cry and the cello-whistling the other alien was doing dipped in tone and tempo as well, becoming sweetly melancholy. 
 
    Her heart sank. “Don’t you have any here?” she asked. “We did a search and it said you had everything.” 
 
    “Oh, I do—I do!” he exclaimed. “Except for Lust Blossoms. Unfortunately, due to the danger posed by the blossoms to the general population, the Carnalian government has cracked down hard on their sales. If I was ever caught with even one blossom, I would be kicked off the planet. And since not that many people come looking for them, it simply isn’t worth my while to stock them.” 
 
    “Where can we find some, then?” Bron growled, sounding frustrated. “You don’t know the fucking mess we had to go through to get to you.” 
 
    “Oh, yes I do.” Y’ax looked disgusted. “I can’t stand that rabble and their noise but they do provide an effective deterrent to weed out buyers who aren’t serious.” 
 
    “It certainly would have weeded us out if we’d known you didn’t have the Lust Blossoms,” Sorin muttered. “Can you tell us where else we can find them?” 
 
    Y’ax shook his head sadly. 
 
    “I’m afraid I cannot. For I do not know of a single other person who still dares to sell them since the crack-down.” 
 
    Kayla felt like her heart had just sunk right down to her shoes. 
 
    “Seriously?” she begged. “No one has them? What are we going to do?” 
 
    “I do not know, my dear.” Y’ax sighed. “I would recommend you make a life with these two fine colleagues of yours so that whenever the virus caused by the blossoms flares up, you have someone to ease your need.” 
 
    The cello-whistling stopped abruptly. 
 
    “What about Mother Pain?” B’now piped up. “I’ve heard it said she has her own patch of Lust Blossoms—grows them herself and the authorities don’t dare to bother her for fear she’ll put the cruxx on them.” 
 
    “Hold your tongue and go back to your music, B’now,” Y’ax snapped. “These seem to be fine people—I will not bring them to their doom by sending them to Mother Pain!” 
 
    “Send us—send us!” Kayla said, sitting up eagerly, which caused the feather-tail to shift distractingly inside her. “We can deal with her, honestly!” 
 
    Y’ax shook his head. “You do not know what you are saying, my dear. Mother Pain is a witch. She always demands some kind of a sacrifice—something you do not wish to give. That is the reason for her name, you know.” 
 
    “We can handle ourselves,” Sorin assured the toad-like alien. 
 
    “Anything she can dish out, we can take,” Bron growled. “Just give us the location.” 
 
    “Ah, me…ah, me…” Y’ax mourned as B’now started whistling doleful music again that almost sounded like a cello crying. “How I wish you would not ask me such things!” 
 
    “We’re asking, though.” Kayla leaned forward again. “Please tell us—please?” 
 
    “Is it a matter of money—of credit?” Sorin asked. “Because we can pay you—” 
 
    “No-no!” Y’ax held up one flat, greenish-gray hand quickly. “Oh no—Y’tang the God of the dark between the stars would bind my soul in eternal torment if I accepted payment for giving you such dangerous knowledge.” He sighed deeply. “No, I will tell you how to find Mother Pain for free. Only I pray you will not curse my name in anguish when you have found her.” 
 
    This all seemed pretty melodramatic to Kayla but she couldn’t help feeling uneasy. Still, they had to get the Lust Blossoms and if visiting this “Mother Pain” was the only way to do it, they really had no choice. 
 
    “We thank you for your kindness,” Sorin said formally. 
 
    “Ah…do not call it kindness.” Y’ax put the back of his flippered-hand to his eyes. “For it is not that.” 
 
    “Enough of this shit—just tell us,” Bron growled, clearly out of patience. 
 
    “Bron!” Kayla and Sorin exclaimed but Y’ax didn’t seem to take offense. 
 
    “B’now will provide you with the coordinates,” he remarked. “She lives several zones away and it is dark there now. I do not recommend…” He paused and shivered. “I do not recommend that you visit her in the dark.” 
 
    All his dire warnings were beginning to give Kayla a serious case of the creeps. It seemed like there was something else the toad-alien had said that she needed to ask about but she couldn’t remember what it was and at that point, she just wanted to get out of there. 
 
    “Thank you so much for helping us,” she said, standing up, hoping to signal they were ready to go. “We really appreciate it. We’ll wait until daylight to contact, uh, Mother Pain.” 
 
    “Please do, for I do not want your deaths upon my head,” Y’ax said mournfully. “B’now—give them the coordinates please. I know our guests would like to leave now and spend their last night free of regret together.” 
 
    Still whistling his sad cello-sound, the other alien came towards them and handed Sorin a small, thin chip about the size of a coin. 
 
    “Her coordinates can be found on there, if you have a universal reader,” Y’ax said. 
 
    Sorin nodded. “We do—aboard our ship.” He and Bron rose as well. “There’s one more thing though—is there another way out of here? We really don’t want to have to cross the copulation floor again.” 
 
    “Oh, of course, of course.” Y’ax nodded. “B’now, show them to the back entrance.” He bowed deeply as they filed out. “And now, farewell. I would wish you good luck but I know it would be in vain.” 
 
    They thanked him again and filed out of a thick, green metal door which the diminutive B’now held open for them, still whistling the whole time. 
 
    “Well that was fucking weird,” Bron growled as soon as the door clanged shut behind them. “How bad can this ‘Mother Pain’ be anyway?” 
 
    “The fact that she has the name ‘Mother Pain’ in the first place should be a clue that she’s not to be taken lightly.” Sorin frowned. “I’ll do some research on my holo-link tonight so we’ll be prepared to meet her.” 
 
    “What do you think he meant by saying she always wants a sacrifice?” Kayla shivered. “It’s pretty damn creepy if you ask me.” 
 
    “I guess we’ll find out.” Sorin sighed. “Come on—it’s a long walk back to where the ship is parked and none of us is exactly dressed to go out in public.” 
 
    Looking at the way all three of them were exposed, Kayla had to agree. But since nobody on Carnal Four really seemed to care if you were flashing them and the only way to get their clothing back was to go back inside The Fallen Angel, she resigned herself to walking bare-breasted back to the ship. 
 
    Bron and Sorin seemed to feel the same way because without a word, the three of them turned and headed back. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t until Kayla was in the shower and trying to remove the by-now completely bedraggled feather-tail from her ass and pussy that she remembered Y’ax’s off-hand remark. 
 
    “Ah, I see you have one of that bawdy club’s notoriously difficult to remove ‘tails’ in.” 
 
    Damn it—that’s what I should have asked before we left! How could I have forgotten he said that? 
 
    But she’d been so freaked out by Y’ax’s talk about Mother Pain that she’d just wanted to leave. Now she was stuck with a big problem—literally. 
 
    “Difficult to remove” was turning out to be an understatement. Kayla pulled again on the metal handle that connected the two dildos inside her on one side and had the feathers sprouting from it on the other. The results were the same as the other fifteen times she’d tried—it hurt like hell and neither the slim black wand in her ass or the thicker one in her pussy moved so much as a millimeter. 
 
    She’d thought that getting into the shower and maybe using some soap for lube would help the damn things to slip out but now the soap was all gone and they weren’t budging. 
 
    “What am I going to do?” Kayla moaned to herself under her breath. “I can’t live like this! I have to get these damn things out of me!” 
 
    But how? Looking down at the awful contraption that had been so difficult to put in and was now proving impossible to get out, Kayla had no answers. 
 
    “Kayla?” Suddenly a knocking on the door of the bathroom—or the “fresher” as the Kindred called it—startled her. 
 
    “Uh, just give me a minute,” she called back nervously. “I’m, uh, almost done in here.” She didn’t want to admit her problem to her guys. It had been embarrassing enough getting the damn thing in—she didn’t want to have to ask them to help her take it out too! 
 
    “You can’t get it off, can you?” Sorin asked through the door. 
 
    Okay, apparently the jig was up. 
 
    Kayla shut off the water. 
 
    “Hang on,” she said and wrapped herself in a towel. 
 
    The Kindred technology—which often included modifying existing living organisms to suit their needs—meant that the towel was made of “thirsty” fabric which soaked all the water off her skin immediately. But the limp and water-logged gold and silver feathers of the tail held too much moisture even for the thirsty towel to absorb. They remained damp and draggled, the extra weight pulling painfully against the black shafts inside her. 
 
    Carefully and uncomfortably, Kayla made her way to the door and threw it open. Sorin was standing there, arms crossed over his muscular chest. Bron was right behind him with his hands on his hips. Both of them looked concerned and unhappy. 
 
    “Okay.” Kayla sighed. “What do you know about it?” 
 
    “We know you’ve been in the fresher for over an hour probably yanking on that fucking thing and hurting yourself when you should have asked for help,” Bron growled. 
 
    “And we know that the tail isn’t coming out unless all three of us work together,” Sorin said, frowning. “Come on, Kayla, take off the towel—let us get to you.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” Kayla asked, taking a step back. “You’re not going to yank it out by force are you? Because right now it feels like my insides might come with it if you tried that.” 
 
    “Of course not, small one—give us some credit,” Bron said, frowning. “Haven’t we told you we would never hurt you?” 
 
    “Yes, but in this case I’m already hurting,” Kayla protested. 
 
    “Just let us see it,” Sorin said. “According to the article I read on my holo-link, there might be a way to detach the base from the shafts inside you. It’ll be a lot easier to deal with the shafts without all the damn feathers in the way.” 
 
    Kayla had to agree with that. Still, it was embarrassing to lay face down on the bed with her legs spread while Bron and Sorin examined her. 
 
    “Here—I see a way. Let me go get the tool kit in the ship’s locker,” Bron exclaimed. He left and was back in a moment, holding a small orange case in his big hand. “All right now, Kayla, open your legs wide and Sorin, if you could spread her cheeks so I can work on her?” 
 
    “Of course,” Sorin said smoothly. 
 
    So Kayla had to open her legs as wide as she could and submit to having the Blood Kindred spread her ass cheeks as wide as possible while the big Beast Kindred worked on the mechanism that was thrust deep inside her. It was embarrassing but after everything the three of them had been through together, not quite as bad as it might have been. At least she didn’t feel like Sorin or Bron were judging her—they were just trying to help her. For which she was grateful since she never would have gotten the tail out on her own. 
 
    She heard Bron cursing behind her as his big fingers brushed her outer pussy lips, sending shivers down her spine. 
 
    “Damn fiddly little bits. Almost too small to see—let alone work with,” he growled. 
 
    “You know, you are a microbiologist, Brother,” Sorin pointed out dryly. “Too small to see is supposed to be your wheelhouse.” 
 
    “It’s different when you’re looking under a microscope,” Bron muttered. “It’s—ah! Got it!” 
 
    There was a motion behind her and then the large metal handle with the feathers sprouting out of it was suddenly removed. Kayla felt it go with relief but there was one problem. 
 
    “Um, guys,” she said, twisting her head around to look over her shoulder at them. “The, uh, wands—the shafts—are still inside me.” 
 
    “We know,” Sorin told her. “We just had to get the feathers and the handle out of the way so we could work on them.” 
 
    “Work on them? Work on them how?” Kayla demanded. 
 
    She became aware that she was still spread out and completely open on the bed. And now that the feathers and handle were no longer in the way. Sorin and Bron had a totally unobstructed view of her pussy and her rosebud—both of which were tightly stretched around the black bases of the shafts buried inside her. 
 
    “The article I read said you need a certain kind of lubricant to ease the shafts out of you,” Sorin murmured. As he spoke, he traced the round base of the black wand buried in her pussy with one gentle fingertip. 
 
    Kayla shivered as his finger brushed lightly over her clit. 
 
    “What…what kind of lubricant?” she said, her voice sounding a little shaky even to her. “I mean…can we get it here on Carnal Four?” 
 
    “Hell yes, we can get it here. In fact, we’ve already got it,” Bron growled softly. 
 
    “Then what—” Kayla started to ask but the words died in her throat when the big Beast Kindred leaned over her and traced the base of the shaft that was firmly lodged in her rosebud with his wet, warm tongue. “Ohhh…” she gasped, trying to wiggle away. “Bron what…what are you doing?” 
 
    “He’s licking you,” Sorin murmured. “Saliva—male saliva. That’s the only lubricant that can loosen the shafts inside you.” 
 
    Bron looked up. “Not true—I thought you said the article also said precum and cum could be used too.” 
 
    “You’ve already come in our lady’s ass once tonight, Bron, and it was a somewhat traumatic experience for her,” Sorin responded, frowning. “I thought we agreed that it would be much more gentle…and pleasurable for Kayla if we licked her instead.” 
 
    “I’m not complaining.” Bron held up his hands in a “don’t shoot” gesture. “I’ve been wanting to taste her ass and pussy pretty much from the first minute we met her. I’m just saying what the article said.” 
 
    Kayla had been laying there speechless as they argued but now she found her voice. 
 
    “You…you two want to…to lick me to get these things out?” 
 
    She couldn’t help the way her voice trembled and her heart started racing at the thought. 
 
    “Mmm, yes we do, baby.” Bron leaned over her spread bottom and lapped at her rosebud once more, eagerly, making Kayla shiver. 
 
    “Very much,” Sorin assured her. “But also, we need to. The article I read said that the longer the shafts stay in your pussy and ass, the more pain and irritation you’ll have when they finally come out.” 
 
    Kayla bit her lip. Even a week ago this kind of scenario would have been unthinkable except in her guilty fantasies. Now it seemed it was a necessity. 
 
    Well, at least I know I’m squeaky clean down there, she told herself. After an hour-long shower and using up all the soap trying to get the damn tail out, she could hardly be otherwise. 
 
    “All…all right,” she whispered at last. “I…I guess it’s okay.” 
 
    “If it makes you nervous, I can promise we’ll keep it as, uh, businesslike as possible,” Sorin told her. “Bron and I will just lick around the bases of the shafts…we won’t taste your clit or your inner folds if you don’t want us to.” 
 
    “It’s business, not pleasure,” Bron said. “We have to get those things out of you, small one.” 
 
    Kayla nodded, feeling a strange mixture of relief and regret. 
 
    “All right. But how…?” 
 
    “We thought it would be best if you stood between us while Bron and I sat on the floor at your feet,” Sorin said. “That way both of us can reach you at the same time.” 
 
    “You’ve, uh, really got this all planned out, huh?” Kayla asked shakily as they helped her to her feet. 
 
    “We had plenty of time to talk about it while you tried to deal with things yourself in the fresher without asking us for help.” Bron sounded reproachful. 
 
    “Sorry, guys.” Kayla tried to laugh but it came out sounding more nervous than funny. “I, uh, didn’t know I needed this kind of help.” 
 
    “This kind of help, as you put it, is a Kindred specialty,” Sorin reminded her as he led her to a clear spot on the bedroom floor. “We need to taste our lady’s pussy—remember?” 
 
    “And ass.” Bron sounded positively hungry. “But of course, we’ll keep it all business,” he added quickly. “Just like Sorin promised.” 
 
    The two of them had changed back into their regular tight black leather trousers but Kayla could see the thick bulges of their shafts straining against the tough fabric. Clearly helping her this way would be no hardship for them even if they did keep it businesslike, as they kept promising. 
 
    Which means I should try to relax, she told herself—but she felt too nervous. She hadn’t been with a man who actually wanted to go down in a long time—probably not since her under-grad years. And even then the guy in question hadn’t been very good at it. 
 
    Something told her that Bron and Sorin were experts. 
 
    “Here, hold onto this clothes-rack,” Sorin told her. Reaching to the ceiling, he pulled down a folding metal bar that looked a little like a trapeze. It must be for holding hanging clothes since there was no closet in the small bedroom, but it made a perfectly good place for Kayla to grip while her guys worked on her. 
 
    “Now…” Sorin and Bron both sat on the floor with Sorin in front and Bron behind her. Their height put their mouths at just the right level. 
 
    Just the right level to lick my pussy, Kayla thought, her heart skipping a beat. Oh my God, I can’t believe we’re doing this! 
 
    “Relax, sweetheart,” Sorin was in front of her, stroking her thighs with his big hands. “I know this is a necessity but we’ll be gentle. And as I promised, I won’t lap your sweet little clit.” 
 
    “You…you won’t?” Kayla reached up to grab the cold metal of the clothes-rack, incredibly aware of how naked and open she was between her guys. 
 
    “No.” Sorin frowned. “Not unless it’s absolutely necessary.” 
 
    Kayla wanted to ask why it would be necessary to lick and suck her throbbing clit when the shaft that was lodged in her was lower, in the entrance to her pussy. But before she could speak, Bron was already spreading her cheeks again with his big, warm hands. 
 
    “Gods, small one—you have an incredibly lush ass,” he rumbled. “Here, Sorin—we need to open her so I can get to her.” 
 
    “Of course, Brother. This way, leelah.” Sorin lifted Kayla’s left leg and hooked her thigh over one of his broad shoulders. This has the effect of spreading open her pussy and ass in a way that made her heart pound at her vulnerability. “Ready now,” he said to Bron. “As one?” 
 
    “As one,” the big Beast Kindred agreed and then they both pressed close to Kayla and two hot mouths were caressing her pussy entrance and her rosebud at the same time. 
 
    Kayla gasped and threw back her head as she felt her men tasting her. God, it felt incredible—two hot, wet tongues lapping at her most intimate flesh at once. As they did it, Bron was making animalistic growls of satisfaction and Sorin was making a low humming sound of what appeared to be pure pleasure. Clearly both of them were enjoying themselves. 
 
    The only problem was, it didn’t seem to be working. 
 
    Sorin was the first to notice. He pulled back, frowning and reached over to tap Bron on the shoulder. 
 
    “Mine’s not a bit loose, Brother—yours?” he asked, frowning at the base of the black shaft he was trying to pull from Kayla’s pussy. 
 
    “No,” Bron admitted. “But we can keep trying,” he added hungrily. “Kayla’s sweet ass is fucking amazing.” 
 
    “Eating her ass and pussy isn’t the point,” Sorin reminded him. “Getting these damn shafts out of her is.” 
 
    “Well maybe eating her—pleasuring her—should be the point,” Bron rumbled. “Fuck being businesslike. Didn’t the article say if the female has an orgasm that also helps to loosen the bond?” 
 
    “It did.” Sorin nodded thoughtfully. 
 
    “It…it did?” Kayla asked, her voice coming out in a breathless little whisper. 
 
    “I’m afraid so, leelah. I know we’ve pushed a lot of your boundaries tonight and I’m sorry for that,” Sorin murmured. “But I’m afraid you have no choice but to spread your pussy for me and let me lap your clit to make you come. It’s the only way this can work.” 
 
    “God!” His hot words and the way the big Blood Kindred was looking at her made Kayla feel like her heart was pounding in every part of her body. 
 
    “It’s all right, baby,” Bron murmured from behind her, caressing her ass cheeks lovingly. “Sorin will be gentle with you.” He looked at the Blood Kindred. “Mind your fangs, Brother.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about that,” Sorin assured him. “I can lap our lady’s pussy and make her come without putting so much as a scratch on her.” 
 
    “Do it then,” Kayla whispered, giving in completely at last, just as she had when she’d agreed to take the head of Bron’s cock first in her pussy and then in her ass at the club. “Do it, boys—make me come.” 
 
    Her words were all they needed. 
 
    With a hungry growl, she felt Bron spread her cheeks again and lap long and hot and wet over her trembling rosebud. Sorin, on the other hand, concentrated on her clit this time. 
 
    Sucking the throbbing button into his mouth, the Blood Kindred traced it slowly with the tip of his tongue. Though Kayla felt the sharp points of his fangs bracketing the sensitive little bump he was as good as his word and didn’t even scratch her with them. Instead he just kept up the long, slow licking, in stark contrast to Bron’s hard, hungry lapping. 
 
    Sparks of pleasure shot through her. She felt like she was being consumed…completely devoured by her men and it was the best feeling she’d ever had. Their bonding scents rose around her—Bron’s rich and dark and spicy and Sorin’s icy and fresh. They mixed together, filling her senses until she felt like she might explode from pleasure and need. 
 
    Suddenly it was too much. Kayla felt like they’d been teasing her for hours—starting before the three of them had even left for the club. She remembered Bron’s soft kiss on her pussy and Sorin’s gentle fingers spreading her and slipping deep inside her while he put the marking cream on her. Then bending over and letting Bron slip the broad head of his cock deep into her pussy before he pressed it to her rosebud and filled her with his hot seed. 
 
    The hot memories and the incredible sensations she was experiencing as both her guys lapped and sucked and tasted her overwhelmed Kayla and she found herself coming—coming so hard she saw stars dancing in front of her eyes as she cried out her pleasure. 
 
    “Bron…Sorin…oh God…oh yes!” she moaned. She lost her grip on the clothes rack and would have fallen but four strong hands held her up, keeping her from collapsing between them. 
 
    “Easy, small one—we’ve got you,” she heard Bron rumble. “I think she’s ready, Sorin.” 
 
    “Here too,” came the reply. “As one, Bron—pull them out.” 
 
    Kayla gave a little cry as the twin shafts at last came free of her rosebud and pussy and then Bron and Sorin were supporting her to the bed and laying her in the center to recover. 
 
    She lay on the firm mattress, naked and panting, feeling newly emptied and aching below as her guys spoke in low, concerned voices. 
 
    “That was rough on her,” she heard Sorin say, worry in his voice. 
 
    “I’ve never seen our lady come so hard,” Bron agreed. 
 
    “It was because the two of us were working on her at once.” Sorin’s voice was soft. “Neither one of us could have done this alone, Bron—she needed both of us.” 
 
    “If you’re talking about the way we’ve been sharing her, that’s a fucking necessity but only for now.” The Beast Kindred’s voice was a low growl. “As soon as we get those damn blossoms and make an antidote—” 
 
    “I know, you’ll want her to choose.” There was a note of bitterness in the Blood Kindred’s voice that tore at Kayla’s heart, despite the pain she was having between her legs. 
 
    “What did you think would happen—that we would mate her together?” Bron scoffed. “Think of it, Sorin—it wouldn’t just be like Twin Kindred sharing a female. It would be the two of us mated to her but to each other as well. Is that what you want, to be mated to another male?” 
 
    Sorin cleared his throat uncomfortably. “I—” 
 
    “Of course not,” Bron answered for him. “Your sire and mine would both shit a brick if we announced such a joining. Yours because your family is phobic about males being close to each other and mine because it’s wrong for Beast Kindred to share females. Tell me I’m wrong!” 
 
    “You’re not wrong,” Sorin said reluctantly. “Forgive me, I didn’t mean…” He sighed and ran a hand through his hair. “I don’t know what I meant.” 
 
    “As long as you know this arrangement is just temporary,” Bron growled. “I wouldn’t share Kayla with you or anyone if I had a choice.” 
 
    “I know that. I feel the same,” Sorin said, and sighed. “I just hate like all the Seven Hells that we’re going to lose each other.” 
 
    “We’ll still be friends.” But there was no certainty in Bron’s deep voice. 
 
    “If I wind up with Kayla and you have to watch the two of us together in the lab, knowing how badly you still want her, you think we’ll still be friends?” Sorin snapped. 
 
    “And who says you’ll end up with her?” Bron’s voice was a low, dangerous growl. “If she has to choose between us—” 
 
    Kayla interrupted them with a low groan. At once the bickering stopped and both the blond head and the dark turned toward her. 
 
    “Leelah are you well?” Sorin asked anxiously. 
 
    “Small one, are you all right? What’s wrong?” Bron rumbled. 
 
    Kayla moaned again. 
 
    “Hurts,” she whispered and pointed to the spot between her thighs where she had so recently been filled. “Hurts so much…” 
 
    As they had been arguing over her, the aching left by the two black handles of the feather-tail had been growing inside her. It had been getting worse and worse until now she felt like she could hardly stand it. 
 
    I wish they would have left the damn things in if this is what taking them out does to me, she thought miserably. It’s awful! 
 
    “She must be having the residual pains the article talked about,” Sorin said, frowning. 
 
    “How can we soothe her? Should we lick her again?” Bron asked anxiously. 
 
    “No,” Kayla moaned. It wasn’t that she didn’t love their mouths on her but she knew instinctively that wasn’t what she needed right now. 
 
    Besides the pain, she felt cold and naked and alone on the big bed as the two guys she loved most in the world argued and fought, making her feel frightened and sad. I don’t want the three of us to lose each other, she thought, feeling tears rise to burn her eyes. I don’t want to lose either of them! 
 
    “I need you,” she told them, motioning weakly with one arm. “I need both of you near me—please.” 
 
    They started to lay down on either side of her but when the leather of their trousers brushed her legs, Kayla moaned and pushed them away. She felt so sensitive and achy below the waist she didn’t think she could stand anything but their bare skin against hers. 
 
    “Take them off,” she ordered. “Both of you. And then get close—I’m cold.” 
 
    “Of course, leelah,” Sorin murmured and Bron rumbled an assent as the two of them stripped naked and then climbed back into the bed with her. 
 
    Kayla gave a little moan as the two big, male bodies came in contact with her own again. Bron was behind her, lying on his right side and she turned instinctively to fit her bottom into the curve of his big body. Sorin lay on his left side, facing her. Kayla reached for him and pulled him closer, giving a sigh of relief at the feeling of all four of their muscular arms enfolding her. 
 
    But something still wasn’t right—she needed more to ease the ache left by the black shafts. 
 
    She could feel Bron’s long, thick cock branding her ass as the Beast Kindred pressed against her from behind. Instinctively, she reached for him and, lifting one of her thighs, moved him down until his thickness was resting between her legs, nestled against her outer pussy lips. That felt good—felt right—but still, she needed more. 
 
    “Kayla, what are you doing?” Bron’s voice was hoarse but he made no move to stop her as Kayla held the shaft of his cock and rubbed the broad, flaring crown against her outer pussy lips. 
 
    “She’s doing what she needs to do,” Sorin murmured. “Just let her use you as she needs to, Bron. It’s the only way for her to feel better.” 
 
    “All right—do what you want with me, baby,” the Beast Kindred rumbled. “Anything you need, Sorin and I will give it to you.” 
 
    Kayla appreciated his words but right now she was having a hard time following the demands of her body and getting what she needed. She made a little sound of distress—lying on her side as she was and entangled with her guys, she couldn’t get her other hand free to part her pussy lips and feel the thick head against her inner folds. 
 
    “What is it, sweetheart? What do you need?” Sorin asked softly, stroking a long braid away from her face with infinite tenderness. 
 
    “Need…need to feel Bron against me,” Kayla whispered. The ache inside her seemed to have taken her words, making her nearly inarticulate with need but somehow she had to let them know what she wanted. 
 
    “Against your inner folds, you mean?” Sorin asked. 
 
    She nodded. Giving up on trying to press the Beast Kindred’s shaft between her pussy lips, she let him go and looked up pleadingly at Sorin. 
 
    “Please, Sorin—spread me—my pussy open—so I can rub Bron against me. Need…need to feel him pressing against my pussy.” 
 
    Sorin hesitated a moment. “I’m not sure how Bron would feel about that,” he said at last. “The two of us would be sharing you in a very sexual manner.” 
 
    “You said it yourself, give our lady what she needs,” Bron rumbled. 
 
    “You just said to me again that you didn’t want to share,” Sorin pointed out. 
 
    “That was before—Kayla needs us now.” He shifted restlessly. “Do it, Sorin—I don’t care as long as our lady gets what she needs.” 
 
    “All right.” Reaching between them, the Blood Kindred carefully spread the lips of Kayla’s pussy, baring her hot, slick interior for his friend’s cock. 
 
    Kayla grasped the Beast Kindred’s cock and moaned with relief as she felt the Bron’s warm, soothing precum spreading over her clit and inner folds. This was what she needed, she instinctively understood. This but also more. 
 
    “Is this good, leelah?” Sorin asked, watching as she stroked her inner pussy with his friend’s shaft. “Is this what you need?” 
 
    “Almost…” Kayla bit her lip. “I need…need you too, Sorin. Need you rubbing me at the same time as Bron.” 
 
    Again Sorin hesitated. “That’s almost the very definition of Three touching as One. And my people believe—” 
 
    “We already touched our shafts together once already while Kayla sucked us, remember?” Bron growled. “That didn’t kill us, did it? Do what our lady needs, Sorin. Believe me, I’ll be enjoying the feel of her sweet pussy rubbing against my cock a lot more than the feeling of your shaft rubbing against mine. Just concentrate on Kayla.” 
 
    “All right.” Sorin nodded and reached between the three of them. In another moment Kayla felt the blissful sensation of the Blood Kindred’s cock rubbing against her inner pussy right beside his friend’s. 
 
    “Ohh!” she moaned, throwing back her head to rest against Bron’s broad chest. “Oh yes…that feels good. Feels better…” 
 
    “Is this all you need, baby?” Bron asked, his deep voice rumbling through her. “Just the two of us rubbing against you?” 
 
    Kayla thought about it. 
 
    “No,” she said at last, shaking her head. “Almost but…could the two of you…” She bit her lip, feeling suddenly shy. 
 
    “What is it, Kayla?” Sorin urged. “Whatever it is, just ask us and Bron and I will do our best to give you want you need.” 
 
    “I need…I think I need your seed,” Kayla said in a low voice. “On me. Maybe even…maybe even inside me. I don’t mean I want you to put your, uh, shafts in me, though,” she added hastily. She’d had enough double penetration to last her for a while from that damn feather-tail, thank-you-very-much. But still, her body was crying out for both of them…for the soothing feel of their cum gushing against her most sensitive spots. 
 
    “What do you mean, then, small one?” Bron asked in her ear. “You want us to rub against you until we come on your pussy and rosebud?” 
 
    “Not just on me—in me,” Kayla clarified. 
 
    Sorin frowned. “But leelah, I thought you said you didn’t want our shafts inside you.” 
 
    “I don’t,” Kayla said. “You’re both so big and I’m so tender right now that idea…well, it’s really scary.” She shook her head. “But I can’t explain it, somehow I knew I need your seed inside me to make this aching go away. Couldn’t you just…” She swallowed hard. “Couldn’t you put just the head inside me, like Bron did at The Fallen Angel? But both of you at the same time?” 
 
    “And shoot our cream inside you, baby?” Bron rumbled. “Yes, I think we could manage that.” 
 
    “There’s only one thing,” Kayla said. “I…I know I probably should have said this earlier but I’m not on any kind of birth control. So whoever, uh, shoots in my pussy might end up a father.” 
 
    “No, that couldn’t happen unless you were bonded to us,” Sorin said with certainty. “Only after you have bonding sex with a Kindred can you get pregnant by him.” 
 
    “Imagine the three of us having bonding sex together,” Bron made it sound like a joke. “How would that even work? Two of us together inside Kayla’s sweet pussy—with my mating fist and your shaft too, how would we fit?” 
 
    “It’s a moot question since the three of us will never bond.” Sorin’s deep voice sounded sad, Kayla thought. “Right now, we just need to give our lady what she needs. Here.” 
 
    He propped Kayla’s top leg over his own, opening her pussy and ass more fully for both of them. They did some rearranging then and soon she found herself with the broad head of Bron’s shaft pressed against her rosebud and the plum-shaped crown of Sorin’s cock kissing the mouth of her open pussy. 
 
    Oh God, she thought. Can’t believe I’m doing this…can’t believe I’m in bed with both of them, about to let them shoot their cum inside me! But she couldn’t help it—it was what her body was crying out for. She knew instinctively there was no other way to ease the ache left by the feather-tail’s black shafts. 
 
    “All right, baby?” Bron rumbled in her ear. “Last time I did this I only put the tip of my shaft inside you. Are you sure you want the whole head in your sweet ass?” 
 
    Kayla bit her lip, her heart pounding. 
 
    “I need it, Bron,” she whispered pleadingly. “I know you won’t hurt me and I need…need to feel your cream inside me. Both of you.” 
 
    “All right, baby.” He stroked her back and shoulders soothingly. “I think I’m wet enough from rubbing against you to press inside your rosebud.” He looked over her shoulder at Sorin. “What about you, Brother—are you ready to enter our lady’s pussy?” 
 
    “I shouldn’t be but…yes—as long as it’s necessary to ease Kayla’s pain, I’m ready to do it. But I think a better question would be if you’re ready to have me do it?” Sorin said quietly. “How do you feel about me putting my cock in our lady’s sweet pussy and filling her with my cum, Bron? I know how you feel about sharing her this way.” 
 
    Behind her, the Beast Kindred shifted a little uneasily, Kayla thought. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what you told me at the club, Brother,” he said at last. “If you were thrusting your shaft to the hilt in her, I might have a problem with it. But as long as you hold back and don’t bond her to you, and as long as I don’t actually have to see you do it…” He cleared his throat. “Then I’ll have to deal with it, the way you did when I put my shaft in her pussy.” 
 
    “Then let’s give our lady what she needs,” Sorin murmured. Looking down at Kayla he asked, “Do you want us to enter you one at a time, leelah or both as one?” 
 
    “At the same time,” Kayla answered at once. She couldn’t explain it but this just felt right—felt like exactly what she needed right now. 
 
    “As one, then,” Sorin murmured. He looked up at Bron. “Ready, Brother?” 
 
    “To fill our lady’s pussy and ass and flood her with our seed? Hell yes,” Bron rumbled. “I can’t wait to feel her sweet rosebud gripping me again.” 
 
    “Now, then,” Sorin said and with a long, slow thrust Kayla felt both broad, pulsing heads press deep into her body. 
 
    “Oh!” she moaned as they entered her. God, had she ever been so full before? The black shafts of the feather-tail were nothing compared to the girth of her guys. It felt amazing to be stretched so wide and they were still only barely inside her! 
 
    “Did we hurt you?” Bron asked as both of them held perfectly still, letting her get used to be opened by them. 
 
    “No,” Kayla whispered. “No, just…just feels so good. But I still need…please, need your cream inside me. Both of you.” 
 
    “As my lady wishes,” Sorin murmured, his voice low and hoarse. “Gods, your little pussy is so sweet and tight. Bron, could you come now?” 
 
    “I’m trying but I came earlier so my need is less than yours,” was the deep reply. “I need a little friction, Sorin. I can’t just shoot on command.” 
 
    “What are you saying, Brother?” Sorin sounded disapproving. “Are you asking if you can fuck our lady when we promised we would only shoot our seed in her?” 
 
    Kayla shifted between them, feeling the broad heads of their cocks move inside her at the motion. 
 
    “It…it’s all right,” she said softly. “Maybe you could just…just thrust into me a little—a very little bit if you need to. Just so you can come. As long as you don’t go all the way inside me—I don’t think…don’t know if I could handle that,” she added, thinking of how thick they both were and of the big Beast Kindred’s mating fist. 
 
    “Just an inch or two, then,” Bron rumbled, speaking to both her and Sorin. “Nothing too deep—a very shallow fucking.” 
 
    “Very well,” Sorin murmured. “But tell us if we get too deep in you, leelah. I know how tender you must be right now—Bron and I would never want to cause you pain.” 
 
    “I know that.” Kayla tilted her head and kissed him gently on the mouth. Then she turned her head and Bron leaned down to kiss her as well. “I know you’re both trying to do your best for me,” she told them, feeling her heart swell with love for the two big males penetrating her body. “And I understand that…that you have to…to go a little deeper if you’re going to be able to shoot your cream inside me, where I need it. So go ahead, Sorin…Bron…go ahead and…and fuck me.” 
 
    Her soft words drew a low groan from Bron’s throat and a soft curse from Sorin’s. And then carefully, slowly, both of them began to move as one inside her. 
 
    They were careful, shallow thrusts, not filling her more than an inch or two. But as both broad shafts stretched her open, and their mating scents surrounded her, Kayla felt her pleasure building again. She knew that when they finally filled her with their seed, she would come, come hard with her pussy and ass clenching around them to milk their shafts and pull their healing cream deep inside her body exactly where she needed it to be. 
 
    “Gods, she’s so tight,” Sorin gasped to Bron as they both thrust carefully inside her. “And I can feel you, Brother—fucking her as I am—your shaft rubbing against mine with both of us inside her.” 
 
    “That’s the pleasure of touch between friends…and of pleasuring our lady,” Bron growled back. “Gods, baby,” he murmured to Kayla, “Love fucking you this way. Are you all right?” 
 
    “We’re not hurting you, are we?” Sorin asked anxiously. 
 
    “No.” Kayla bit her lip. “No but…but I really need your cream inside me. Are…are you going to come soon?” 
 
    “Yes, sweetheart it’s all right,” Sorin assured her. “Bron and I are about to come inside you—about to shoot our seed deep in your pussy and ass to help you feel better.” 
 
    “Are you ready to be filled, small one?” Bron growled softly. “Ready to feel our shafts pulsing inside you, filling you up with our seed?” 
 
    As he spoke, someone’s hand—Kayla wasn’t sure whose—somehow found its way between her legs. Long fingers spread her outer pussy lips and a blunt but gentle fingertip began massaging her throbbing clit. Someone else began to pinch and twist her nipples, tugging against her sensitive peaks to send sparks of need throughout her entire body. 
 
    “Oh!” she gasped as her pleasure began to peak. “Yes, Bron…yes, Sorin! Please…please come in me now!” 
 
    “As our lady wishes.” Sorin’s deep voice was tight with pleasure and need. “As one, Bron?” 
 
    “As one,” the Beast Kindred growled and then the two of them were pulsing inside her, filling her pussy and ass with hot jets of their seed as they spurted deep inside her over and over and over again. 
 
    Kayla felt her body contract around theirs, her inner walls pulling hard, milking the thick shafts inside her. Coming, she thought, feeling her breath catch in her throat as her heart pounded almost out of her chest. Coming so hard while both of them fill me up…both my guys…love them so much…! 
 
    “Gods, she’s coming again,” Bron growled. “I can feel her milking me.” 
 
    “Me as well,” Sorin admitted in a low gasp. He cursed softly. “How I wish I could sink my fangs into her now and bond her to me completely.” 
 
    “I wanted to sink my mating fist into her too, back at the club,” Bron reminded him in a breathless growl. “But I didn’t, Brother—restrain yourself.” 
 
    “I will.” Sorin sounded a little more in control. “I know we’re…sharing our lady for now. I just…want her so much! Oh, Kayla…leelah,” he murmured and bent to kiss her again. 
 
    Kayla kissed him back eagerly and then turned once more to get Bron’s kiss as well. 
 
    “Small one,” he murmured as he took her mouth. 
 
    Kayla stretched luxuriantly between them, kissing both in turn, going from one to the other as the two of them continued to fill her. Both male mouths on her own were hot and demanding, both filled with love and caring. 
 
    At last Sorin stroked her cheek. 
 
    “Do you feel better now, Kayla? Did our seed inside you ease the ache?” 
 
    “Yes,” Kayla told them. “Thank you…thank you both. I feel so much better now.” 
 
    “Then I guess it’s time we pulled out.” Bron sounded regretful. “Too damn bad because I love the feel of you wrapped around me, small one.” 
 
    “As do I,” Sorin murmured. 
 
    Kayla bit her lip. “Why…why do you have to pull out?” she asked them in a soft voice. She knew that Kindred didn’t get soft after sex like human men did. They were able to stay hard for hours if they wanted to and they were also capable of multiple orgasms. 
 
    “What are you asking?” Sorin said. “Do you want us to stay inside you, Kayla? To sleep this way, with our shafts filling your ass and pussy?” 
 
    “Could we?” Kayla asked them. “Would…would it be too uncomfortable for you guys?” 
 
    “I’m more concerned that it might be uncomfortable for you,” Sorin said. “Do you really feel so comfortable with the two of us inside you that you want to stay like this all night?” 
 
    “I know it sounds…unusual,” Kayla said picking her words carefully. “But, it actually feels really good. And I just feel really close to both of you right now and I don’t want you to leave me.” 
 
    “Of course we won’t leave you, baby,” Bron soothed, stroking her back. “Here…” He reached for one of the pillows near the headboard and used it to help support Kayla’s thigh, which was still propped over Sorin’s. His movements shifted his shaft inside her, sending it a little deeper into her ass but Kayla didn’t say anything. Now that their cream was filling her the ache left by the feather-tail was completely gone and the compounds in Bron’s precum and cum that helped a female open for him were in full effect. So though she felt incredibly stretched around his thick shaft, it didn’t hurt at all. 
 
    Sorin adjusted himself as well, though it was clear he was trying to get comfortable without moving deeper into her. 
 
    “It’s all right, Sorin…Bron,” Kayla told them both as the two of them shifted. “It doesn’t…doesn’t hurt like it did. If you’d be more comfortable sliding a little deeper inside me you can do it. I don’t…don’t mind.” 
 
    “Are you sure, leelah?” Sorin asked anxiously. “We don’t want to hurt you.” 
 
    “Feeling you inside me heals me,” Kayla told him, knowing it was true. “Both of you. So come on—go a little deeper. I don’t mind.” 
 
    “We won’t thrust completely into you,” Sorin promised. “But it would be more comfortable to have my shaft a little further inside your sweet pussy.” 
 
    “I feel the same,” Bron growled. 
 
    There was a little more shifting around and then both thick shafts slid about halfway into her. 
 
    Kayla wiggled between them, trying to get comfortable. 
 
    “A…a little deeper,” she urged them. “I want to feel you both in me while we all drift off to sleep.” 
 
    “A little deeper then,” Sorin murmured. “But still not all the way to the hilt, agreed, Brother?” 
 
    “Agreed,” Bron growled. They thrust forward again and then stopped, as though by mutual agreement with only about an inch of each long shaft still outside her pussy and ass. 
 
    Kayla moaned softly, shifting to get used to the new fullness. Bron’s thick shaft was stretching her rosebud to the limit and the head of Sorin’s cock was almost—but not quite—kissing the mouth of her womb. God, it felt so good. So completely right to be between them this way, being filled by both her men at once. 
 
    For a moment she wished she could have both of them in her to the hilt inside her and not one in front and one behind either—no, she wanted them both in her pussy, both filling her and fucking her…both coming in her and bonding her at the same time. 
 
    But that’s impossible, she told herself sadly. You heard them talking before you called them to the bed. You know how they feel about sharing you in the long run. This is only a temporary arrangement. 
 
    Well, if it was temporary, she ought to enjoy it while it lasted. Snuggling down between her men with her thighs propped comfortably open and both thick shafts still filling her pussy and ass, she sighed blissfully and closed her eyes. 
 
    “All right, leelah?” Sorin asked her. “Do you feel you could sleep now?” 
 
    Kayla reflected that if anyone had ever told her going to sleep like this—with two men filling her at once—could be more than pleasurable—that it could actually feel comforting and relaxing—she would have thought they were crazy. But that was exactly how she felt with her guys inside her. It probably had a lot to do with the compounds in Bron’s seed that helped her open to them but it was also the fact that she had never felt closer to both of them. 
 
    “I feel wonderful,” she told them honestly. “Are you guys comfortable too?” 
 
    “More than comfortable, small one,” Bron growled. “Although buried as we are in your sweet pussy and ass, I can’t promise I might not leave another load of seed in your soft little body.” 
 
    “I feel the same,” Sorin admitted. “Before we only had the heads of our shafts inside you. Now we are buried almost to the root in your sweet body, leelah.” 
 
    “It’s all right.” Kayla murmured and snuggled a little closer, feeling both thick shafts slip ever so slightly deeper into her as she did. “You can keep this up—keep, uh, filling me and coming in me as much as you want to. Just do it slowly and gently.” 
 
    “You want us to fuck you to sleep?” Bron’s deep voice was half lustful, half amused. 
 
    “More like I want the three of us to keep pleasuring each other until we drift off,” Kayla corrected him. “Does that make sense?” 
 
    “Perfect sense,” Sorin murmured. 
 
    “Good night, small one,” Bron growled. 
 
    Then one of them—she wasn’t sure who because she was already drifting to sleep, called for the lights to dim and plunged the bedroom into darkness. Kayla sighed contentedly as she felt their hard shafts filling her with slow, deep, gentle strokes as their big warm hands caressing her body soothingly in the dark. 
 
    At that moment she thought she had never felt so loved and cared for in her life. 
 
    She wished it would never end. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
    Sharing her—I’m sharing her with another male—with Sorin. I have my shaft almost to the hilt in her soft little ass and he’s buried in her pussy, Bron thought when he opened his eyes the next morning. We both made love to her and came in her together—that’s the fucking textbook definition of sharing a female. 
 
    He didn’t know whether to feel angry or ashamed of himself but to be honest, for right now, he was feeling too warm and comfortable with his shaft still inside his lady’s sweet ass to feel either. 
 
    Still, he should be upset about it—he knew that. I would be, he told himself defensively. If I’d had to actually watch Sorin’s shaft sliding into her pussy and know he was filling her to the hilt. No Beast Kindred could stand to watch another male take his female like that—it would incite me to Rage, I know it would. 
 
    Thank goodness, they were all pressed so close together he hadn’t been able to watch. Not that he wanted to watch, he told himself fiercely. And not that he’d wanted to share her with Sorin in the first place. But they’d had to do it—it was the only way to ease the ache in Kayla’s soft little pussy and ass. And then it seemed to make their lady feel so comforted to have them both inside her, he didn’t have the heart to pull out before they slept. 
 
    Right, you didn’t have the heart, sneered a little voice in his head. More like you didn’t have the balls. You didn’t pull out because you didn’t want to. How many loads of seed did you shoot in her last night? She must been filled to overflowing with your cum by now. 
 
    It was true, Bron had to acknowledge to himself. After Kayla had told them they could come in her as much as they wanted to, he had felt no compunction about letting the sweet tension of her tight little rosebud massage a few more loads of seed from his shaft while he fucked gently into her. He had felt Sorin thrusting and coming in her too but the pulsing of the other male’s cock against his, separated only by a thin membrane of skin, had only served to increase his pleasure. Even now he felt he could come again—he was always horny in the morning although he had never before had the good fortune to wake up with his morning hard-on buried in the female he loved. 
 
    Opening his eyes, he saw that Sorin was awake too and watching him. He wondered what the other male was thinking. 
 
    “Sorin?” he asked softly, keeping his voice low because Kayla was still sleeping soundly between them. 
 
    “Morning.” Sorin cleared his throat. “Well, this is quite a waking isn’t it?” 
 
    “We’ve slept in the same bed before,” Bron acknowledged. “But never inside the same female.” 
 
    “You mean with our shafts pressed together inside our sweet Kayla?” Sorin sounded uncomfortable, as though he felt shame for what they had done—but probably for a different reason than Bron. 
 
    “She’s beautiful, isn’t she?” he murmured, bending down carefully to place a kiss on the crown of her head. 
 
    “She’s perfect,” Sorin agreed. 
 
    Bron wondered if he ought to remind the other male again that this was only temporary but somehow he didn’t want to fight this morning. 
 
    “Are you going to come in her again?” he asked his friend instead. “She told us we could fill her as much as we liked as long as we were careful to be gentle,” he reminded Sorin. 
 
    “I…don’t know.” The Blood Kindred made an uncertain movement—a tiny, shallow thrust that Bron could feel against his own shaft. Kayla stirred a little but then sighed happily and seemed to go back to sleep. 
 
    “I can feel how hard you are,” Bron told him, matter-of-factly. “And I felt you coming in her last night. Why do you not fill her again if you need to?” 
 
    “I feel you against me as well.” Sorin sounded even more uncomfortable. “And…I felt you coming too.” 
 
    “Why don’t we come together then?” Bron asked reasonably. “Are you worried that our shafts are so close together? Remember we were rubbing against each other outside of Kayla last night before she asked us to enter her.” 
 
    “Yes, I…I know. We…shouldn’t have done that either.” Sorin’s voice was low and shamed. 
 
    “Shouldn’t have given our lady what she wanted…what she needed, you mean?” Bron demanded. “For the last time, Sorin, I don’t fucking understand why you have such a problem being close to me when we’re both close to Kayla. Especially since we’ve been friends for years.” 
 
    “Friends don’t usually—” 
 
    “Share a female?” Bron finished for him. 
 
    “No, I was going to say—” 
 
    “Are you two fighting again?” Kayla’s voice was sleepy but stern. “I told you, no more of that—all right?” 
 
    “Yes, small one.” Bron took a deep breath, trying to put his frustration away and watched as Sorin did the same. 
 
    “Mmm…” She stretched and then looked down at herself in apparent surprise. “Oh,” she said faintly. “You’re both…both still inside me. I…I thought it was a dream.” 
 
    “Do you wish it was a dream, leelah?” Sorin asked softly. 
 
    “Do you wish the two of us hadn’t fucked you last night?” Bron growled. 
 
    Kayla and Sorin both glared at him. “Bron!” 
 
    “Well, it’s true,” he pointed out with mock defensiveness. He enjoyed baiting the two of them and he was fairly certain they enjoyed it as well. His teasing, as he had intended, broke some of the tension between them. 
 
    Kayla sighed. “No, I don’t regret it,” she told them both. “It’s…way further than I ever thought the three of us would go together but it doesn’t feel wrong. Just…new.” 
 
    “It’s new for us too, sweetheart,” Sorin assured her. “Do you want us to pull out now?” 
 
    “I guess you’d better,” she told them. “But if what I felt last night was any indication, I’m pretty sure we’re going to ruin this bed when you do.” 
 
    “You felt us coming in you?” Bron asked, surprised. He’d been certain that after a while Kayla had drifted off to sleep. And he and Sorin had tried not to waken her. 
 
    Kayla’s creamy brown cheeks got a warm, pinkish glow. 
 
    “I know you guys were trying not to wake me up but I felt you, uh, sliding in me—in and out of me, I mean—off and on all night. And then, of course…” Her cheeks got even pinker. “Coming inside me. The two of you must have shot about a gallon of cream in me.” 
 
    “Forgive us, leelah,” Sorin murmured. “I assure you, we tried to be gentle.” 
 
    “You were. And it’s all right.” She smiled at both of them. “I asked you to stay inside me and told you that you could come in me again if you needed to. And actually, it didn’t bother me at all. I, um…” She cleared her throat. “I liked it.” 
 
    “We liked it too, baby,” Bron told her, feeling his shaft surge inside her. Sorin got harder at the same time and Kayla laughed, obviously feeling their renewed interest. 
 
    “Do you want to—need to—do it one more time?” she asked softly, looking up at both of them. “Come inside me, I mean, before we all, uh, separate?” 
 
    “If our lady wishes,” Sorin murmured, stroking her cheek. “Would you like that, sweetheart? Like to feel us filling you one more time?” 
 
    “Yes…” Kayla’s big brown eyes were filled with need and desire—desire for both of them, Bron realized. “Yes, fill me and this time…” Her cheeks got pink again as she spoke. “And this time you can…can thrust a little deeper than you did last night. If you need to…in order to come, I mean.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    Sorin was touched by Kayla’s trust in them and the love in her eyes as she opened her body yet again, offering herself to him and Bron. But he was still hesitant to thrust as deeply as he could. He was aware—extremely aware—of how filled her little pussy and ass were by their thick shafts and she was so small compared to his and Bron’s muscular bulk. They needed to be careful of her. 
 
    Also, he was worried about his own self-control in such a situation. If he thrust to the hilt inside her sweet, sucking pussy and filled her with his cum, would he be able to keep himself from sinking his fangs into her neck and bonding her to him at the same time? 
 
    Sorin wasn’t sure. 
 
    “I don’t dare thrust all the way inside you, leelah,” he told her regretfully. “I’m afraid I might want to bond you to me too badly to stop.” 
 
    “Then fucking pull out,” Bron growled. “Nobody’s bonding Kayla until she’s had the antidote and gets a chance to choose.” 
 
    “Don’t talk about choosing again,” Kayla said quickly. “You know I don’t like that kind of talk!” 
 
    “Sorry,” Bron rumbled. 
 
    “It’s all right.” Kayla sighed and turned to Sorin. “Just thrust halfway into me if you can’t stand to go all the way,” she murmured, reaching up to stroke his cheek. “I understand.” 
 
    “Very well—as my lady wishes,” Sorin nodded. “I promise the head of my shaft will not kiss the mouth of your womb.” 
 
    “And I’ll only thrust halfway as well—it’s only fair,” Bron rumbled in a show of solidarity. 
 
    Sorin smiled and nodded at his best friend, feeling the tension ease between them. Kayla was so good at making peace he thought, as he carefully drew almost all the way out and pressed only halfway into her sweet, sucking pussy. So good and kind and beautiful… 
 
    Then he got lost in her body and the gentle, careful rhythm of his best friend’s shaft moving in tandem with his own as both of them fucked and came in their lady once more. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    Well, I was right about ruining the bed. They’ll have to flip the mattress—if a Kindred mattress can be flipped. And look, it’s still dripping out of me! 
 
    Kayla looked down at herself as the hot water of the shower sprayed over her body. Sorin and Bron had wanted to shower with her but she’d told them she needed privacy. After sleeping so intimately connected all night, she was due for a little alone time. 
 
    What are we all doing together? she wondered as she watched rivulets of their creamy seed run down her thighs and down the drain. We all made love last night—multiple times and it felt right. More right than anything I’ve ever felt in my life. Are we forming some kind of a bond? 
 
    It seemed possible. Not in the way that Kindred usually bonded with their mates, where they formed a mental connection which allowed them to hear each other’s thoughts and sometimes feel each other’s emotions. But what they were doing was definitely bringing them all closer—not just physically but mentally too. 
 
    We’re all so in sync with each other, Kayla thought as she scrubbed her body with a Kindred bath mitt which emitted its own bubbles. She had to use it since she’d used all of the other soap the night before trying to get the feather-tail out. And I feel amazing. They’re both so big but I’m not even sore this morning—the compounds in Bron’s seed are as good as bonding fruit. 
 
    Or so she imagined, having only heard from friends about the effects of the Kindred aphrodisiac plant which allowed females to open for two Kindred warriors at once. Bonding fruit was one of those things you left strictly alone unless you really needed it. 
 
    I wonder if I would need it for both of them to fit in my pussy at once or if Bron’s compounds would do the job for us, she thought idly. If they could both get into me at the same time like that and come at the same time, could I bond with both of them, the way girls are able to bond with two Twin Kindred? 
 
    Then she reluctantly pushed the thought away. Her guys would never go for it. Bron because he was dead set against sharing in the long run and Sorin because it made him uncomfortable to be close to his best friend sexually. At least, that was what the whole “Three shall not touch as One” thing he kept bringing up seemed to be about—the fear that if the two of them shared her, they might get a little too close for comfort. Whereas Bron just seemed to think that sharing was wrong because it made a male weak. 
 
    Kayla thought both of them were being silly. Why shouldn’t a Beast Kindred share a mate with his best friend—“the friend of my heart,” as Kindred sometimes called their besties? And why should it be a big deal for all of them to take pleasure in each other’s bodies? Her men were gorgeous—sculpted muscles, rippling abs—not a spare ounce of flesh anywhere. Who could resist such masculine beauty? Kayla certainly couldn’t and, in her opinion, her guys should stop resisting too. 
 
    But with a sigh, she acknowledged it was never going to happen. Bron and Sorin were being surprisingly flexible in this situation but only because they both knew it was temporary. The moment they got their hands on the Lust Blossoms and were able to work up an antidote, reality would come crashing down on all three of them and tear them apart. 
 
    “I don’t want to think about that,” Kayla said aloud, turning off the water and reaching for a towel. “I’m not going to think about that. I’m just going to enjoy the time we have left.” 
 
    Sometimes she found that stating her intentions out loud helped her carry through on them and this was no exception. Taking a deep breath, she stepped out of the bathroom, determined to start her day right. 
 
    The bedroom was empty but she got dressed quickly and followed her nose to the small food-prep area which was just big enough for three. Bron was sitting at the folding table and Sorin was taking something out of the re-hydrator—a Kindred appliance that looked a little like a microwave. 
 
    “There she is,” Bron rumbled, looking up at her with a smile. “Good morning, baby. Are you all clean inside and out?” 
 
    Kayla blushed, thinking of the rivers of seed that had run out of her in the shower. 
 
    “I’m feeling fresh as a daisy,” she said, smiling at both of them. “What’s for breakfast—I’m starving!” 
 
    Which was completely true. Though she’d eaten several of the Kindred protein bars which delivered a full day’s worth of complete nutrition the day before, they were definitely all gone now. Her stomach twisted hungrily at the idea of something hot to eat. 
 
    “That depends on what you want,” Sorin said, opening a cabinet beside the re-hydrator to display hundreds of tiny white cubes. They looked like sugar cubes but Kayla knew that each one was actually a complete meal with plates, napkins, condiments, and cutlery included, all compressed with Kindred technology down to a tiny size. 
 
    “What are you guys having?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m having Krukle marrow stew with blood-bread,” Bron rumbled, pointing to the purplish stew with orange and yellow chunks floating in it sitting in front of him. He had a huge hunk of pure black bread that he was dipping into it with apparent pleasure. 
 
    “And I just made myself some Tazzen berry tarts with web-spinner butter,” Sorin said, setting a plate of adorable little pastries on the table. There was a tiny carafe of some kind of gray gravy or glaze—she couldn’t tell which—also included on his plate. 
 
    “Aww, those are so cute!” Kayla grinned. “But what is this stuff?” She pointed at the gray, viscous liquid which Sorin had begun to drizzle over the perfect little tarts. 
 
    “That’s the web-spinner butter,” Sorin told her. “As you know, my people live in grottos or caves underground on Tranq Prime. We have these large insects—about as big as my fist…” He made a fist to demonstrate. “With many long legs that spin webs and live in the corners of unused caves.” 
 
    “I’ve seen them,” Bron offered. “They look like a cross between an Earth spider and one of those snow crabs that taste so good.” He licked his lips and grinned. 
 
    Kayla shook her head. She had learned the hard way at an all-you-can-eat seafood buffet exactly how much the big Beast Kindred like crab legs. They had been asked to leave after Bron had cleaned the restaurant out. She and Sorin had scolded him but they couldn’t help laughing too. Everything about Bron was larger than life. Sorin, who was the constant voice of reason, was the perfect friend for him. And both of them together were perfect for her. 
 
    “Okay,” she said, still confused. “But these web-spinners…you milk them to make butter? How do you milk an insect?” 
 
    “Oh no—we catch them and pull off the legs—after we kill them of course,” Sorin answered. “The legs are tough but their bodies are surprisingly soft and full of fat and flavor.” 
 
    “So they mash them up into a paste and thin it out some with some kind of juice—I forget what,” Bron said, frowning. 
 
    “Tazzen berry juice,” Sorin told him. “That’s why the web-spinner butter is such a perfect compliment to the Tazzen berry tarts.” 
 
    He held out the plate of pastries, now drizzled with the gray butter—Spider butter, Kayla thought with a shiver—and offered some to her. 
 
    Kayla took a deep breath. Way back when she’d first made the decision to move to the Mother Ship, she had sworn to herself she would be open to new experiences. She had vowed to take risks and try everything that didn’t seem likely to kill her, even if she didn’t think she would like it. There was no point in moving to an alien spaceship, she told herself, if she didn’t embrace the culture of her new people completely. 
 
    “All right,” she said, smiling at both of them. “I want to try some of both your meals and then I’m going to pick something for myself.” 
 
    “Here—try the marrow stew first.” Bron held out a spoonful of the purple broth with some orange and yellow chunks in it. It smelled spicy and a little strange, but Kayla liked spicy food. Gamely, she opened her mouth and let Bron pop the bite in. 
 
    Immediately a variety of rich and complex flavors and textures exploded across her tongue. 
 
    “Mmm…mmm.” Kayla nodded as she chewed. “Tastes a little like a Thai green curry had a baby with some eggplant parmesan,” she decided at last. “I like the soft chunks in there but the squishy ones are kind of odd.” 
 
    “That’s the marrow,” Bron said happily. “My tribe back on Rageron goes on a Krukle hunt at least once a cycle. It’s a big beast—bigger than your Earth elephant—but dark blue all over. We kill it and roast the bones in a pit for forty days and nights before we scrape out the marrow.” 
 
    “So, not one of those easy-to-make thirty minutes or less meals I like to cook,” Kayla said, grinning a little. “Anything that takes forty days and nights to make better be damn amazing when you’re through.” 
 
    “It is,” Bron assured her. “Here, try a bite of the blood-bread. It comes from the Krukle too—we use every part of the animal.” 
 
    Kayla nibbled a bit of the black bread and found it surprisingly good. Like really sour sourdough, she thought and nodded at Bron. 
 
    “I like it!” 
 
    “Try a tart now,” Sorin urged. 
 
    This was a little more difficult for Kayla. She could more easily deal with eating blood and marrow than the idea of eating mashed up spiders. Still, she reminded herself of her vow and took a bite. 
 
    The pastry itself was delicate and flaky with a sweet-tart filling not unlike cherry pie if someone had added lots of cinnamon and a dash of salt to it. The web-spinner butter was surprising because it wasn’t sweet at all. Instead it had a rich, silky texture that seemed to melt on her tongue and leave a delicate, lingering aftertaste of something she couldn’t quite name but which was strangely delicious. 
 
    “Wow,” she said, taking another bite. “That’s…just…wow.” 
 
    “My mother used to make them,” Sorin told her. “Only on special occasions though—she said it was too much trouble to make them all the time. I still remember her sending me out to kill a web-spinner for the butter when I was only seven or eight cycles old.” 
 
    “She sent you out to kill fist-sized spiders when you were seven?” Kayla shivered. “That’s awful!” 
 
    “You forget, small one, that both Tranq Prime and Rageron are more savage worlds than your own home planet is,” Bron told her. “In my tribe, we have our manhood hunt at twelve cycles.” 
 
    “We do as well on Tranq Prime,” Sorin said. “Though we are hunting vranna in the frozen cold and Bron’s people hunt the xenox in their tropical jungles.” 
 
    “I’ve heard of vrannas,” Kayla said. “Aren’t they these big turquoise and purple polar-bear looking things?” 
 
    “Considerably bigger than a polar bear, but yes.” Sorin nodded. 
 
    “But what is a xenox?” Kayla asked. 
 
    “It’s kind of like a cross between a grizzly bear and a bobcat,” Bron put in. “If you kill it, you’re a man in the tribe from then on.” 
 
    “What if you don’t?” she said, frowning. 
 
    “Well, then, you’re dead.” Bron shrugged. “It happens from time to time but not as often as you’d think.” 
 
    “That’s awful!” Kayla exclaimed. “I wouldn’t want any son of mine to hunt either one of those animals.” 
 
    “Well it’s not exactly a tradition we can keep up aboard the Mother Ship,” Sorin said dryly. “Where would we keep all the xenoxes and vrannas?” 
 
    “And where would we hunt them even if we kept them?” Bron remarked. “In the common area by the Sacred Grove? I don’t think the priestesses would like that much.” He barked a laugh. 
 
    “All right, well thanks for letting me try your food, guys—now I’m going to get something from my home world to eat.” 
 
    Kayla searched through the cabinet until she found a little pile of Earth food cubes that were clearly labeled in the Kindred script. Luckily, the translation bacteria which she’d gotten when first coming aboard the Mother Ship allowed her to both speak and read alien languages she wouldn’t otherwise understand. Though there were always a few words that didn’t quite translate, the bacteria still made traveling to new worlds a hell of a lot easier than it would have been otherwise. 
 
    At last she found what she’d been hoping for and popped the cube into the rehydrator. 
 
    A minute later the little machine dinged and Kayla pulled out a plate piled high with bacon, scrambled eggs, and a fluffy stack of buttermilk pancakes. There was even fresh fruit, orange juice, and a little jug of syrup on the side. 
 
    “Potcakes!” Bron exclaimed enthusiastically. “I didn’t know we had those in there.” 
 
    “It’s pancakes and you can have a bite if you want,” Kayla said, smiling. When they were visiting on Earth, IHOP was pretty much Bron’s favorite place to eat other than her Auntie Feenie’s home cooking. 
 
    They all sat at the table eating and talking and it almost felt like any other weekend trip the three of them might take together to collect new samples on an alien world. But Kayla felt a new closeness to both of them as she sat between them—a new bond, however tenuous—seemed to have formed. The three of them finished each other’s sentences and laughed at each other’s jokes and everything felt perfect—as though they were three parts of the same person. 
 
    “I wonder if this is how Twin Kindred and their mates feel?” Kayla said thoughtfully after Bron had started a sentence, Sorin had continued it, and she had finished it—all without any effort on their part. 
 
    “What do you mean?” Bron’s dark face suddenly wore a guarded expression. 
 
    “Yes, what are you talking about?” Sorin asked, frowning. “The three of us are not bonded.” 
 
    “I know that. But I’ve never felt this….this attuned to each other.” Kayla waved a hand, trying to explain. “I know it’s crazy but I almost feel like…like we did bond in some way last night. Not like a traditional Kindred bond,” she hastened to say. “But there’s something there. I feel so close to both of you right now.” 
 
    “Maybe because we held you between us last night,” Sorin murmured. 
 
    “And filled your sweet pussy and ass with our shafts and our seed,” Bron rumbled. 
 
    Kayla could feel herself blushing. 
 
    “I know bonding is different for different kinds of Kindred,” she said. “But one main component of it is filling your mate and, uh, shooting your seed inside her. Correct?” 
 
    “Always.” Sorin nodded thoughtfully. “With some kinds of Kindred, that’s all it takes to form a bond, though with others, it takes more.” 
 
    “I would have to have my mating fist inside you while I came in your pussy to claim you,” Bron remarked, his golden eyes half-lidded at the thought. 
 
    “And I would need to bite you with my fangs and inject my essence into you as I came inside you to bond you to me,” Sorin remarked. His pale blue eyes, also, were half-lidded with desire, Kayla thought. 
 
    She was beginning to feel very warm sitting there between the two big, male bodies and she couldn’t help but think of how well the three of them had fit together the night before. But she wanted to continue the discussion. 
 
    “So think of it,” she said, trying to keep her voice level. “Filling your mate with your seed is a big component of bonding for Kindred and both of you, uh…” She cleared her throat, feeling embarrassed and hot at the same time. “…filled me with your seed multiple times last night.” 
 
    “Ten or twelve at least,” Sorin admitted. “I couldn’t resist your silky, tight pussy, sweetheart. You kept milking more out of me—even in your sleep.” 
 
    “Thirteen,” Bron said, grinning. “Your sweet little ass is incredibly tight, baby.” 
 
    “Well, thank you,” Kayla smiled and tried not to blush. “But my point is, don’t you think we might have formed some kind of a three-way bond last night?” 
 
    “I suppose it’s possible,” Sorin said thoughtfully “The three of us certainly seem to be very in sync with each other this morning.” 
 
    “But, Kayla, if you’re hoping for something beyond friendship that will last for the three of us long-term…” Bron shook his head. “I’m afraid that’s impossible.” 
 
    “Why?” Kayla demanded. “We care about each other, don’t we? You two are best friends and I love you both. So why does it have to be impossible?” 
 
    Both Kindred spoke at once. 
 
    “Because we—” 
 
    “We can’t just—” 
 
    “No—forget it.” Kayla raised both hands in a gesture for quiet. “Forget I asked. Forget I ever said anything at all.” She took a deep breath. “We shouldn’t even be talking about ourselves anyway. We need to be planning our next step and talking about Mother Pain.” 
 
    The strange name seemed to cast a pall over the bright little food-prep area, as though the sun had gone behind a cloud. To Kayla it felt like an opportunity had past—one that might not come again. The strange feeling made her sad but there was nothing she could do about it. Damn it, if only Kindred warriors weren’t so stubborn! 
 
    “Sorin?” Bron asked, his voice a subdued rumble. “You were the one doing the research while I plotted the course. What did you find?” 
 
    “Not much, other than the coordinates of her home,” Sorin admitted. “People seem to be almost afraid to talk about her. Any threads of conversation I found that mentioned her name ended abruptly. I do get the idea that she’s generally feared, though not exactly hated.” 
 
    “What?” Kayla frowned. “What does that mean?” 
 
    “People who talk about her at all—and there aren’t many of them—seem to think that she’s tough but fair in some way.” Sorin shook his head. “Or I could just be reading into things. All the references to her are oblique and round-about.” 
 
    “Tough on who? Fair to who?” Kayla demanded. 
 
    “To the people who seek her help,” Sorin said. “The…supplicants who come to her hoping she can solve a problem that can’t be solved any other way.” 
 
    “Y’ax did say she always asked for a sacrifice,” Bron said, sounding thoughtful. 
 
    “Something you don’t want to give, I believe is how he put it,” Sorin said. “But what could that be?” 
 
    “I guess we’ll find out.” Kayla got up. “Move you two, let’s clear the table and get going. I want to get this over with.” 
 
    “I have the coordinates in the nav-com,” Bron said, getting up from the table as well. “It won’t take long to get to her domicile.” 
 
    “There’s one more thing,” Sorin said, also rising as the three of them started to dispose of the dirty dishes. “In the coordinates on the disk Y’ax gave us was a single line of text—‘Beware illusions for nothing is as it seems with Mother Pain. You will see your own version of reality.’ So I think all of us should be extra careful about trusting our senses while we’re on this mission. Don’t just assume what you see it real—ask the other two what they see as well.” 
 
    “In other words, stick together,” Kayla said, nodding. 
 
    “Sounds like good advice. But don’t worry, we’ve got each other and we’ll keep close. As close as can be.” Bron put an arm around both of them at once and pulled all of them into a three-way hug. 
 
    “I don’t know about being this close but we’ll be all right as long as we’re together.” Kayla smiled and hugged them both back, loving the closeness of their little huddle—their three-person club—and wishing it could be like this forever. Standing on tiptoes, she kissed Sorin gently on the mouth and then turned to kiss Bron as well. 
 
    They both kissed her back hungrily and she had a sudden idea. 
 
    “Wait,” she said when she could feel they were about to break the hug. “Bron, you kiss Sorin too.” 
 
    “All right.” Shrugging, the big Beast Kindred gave his best friend a hearty kiss on the cheek. 
 
    “No, not like that,” Kayla protested. “Kiss him on the mouth—the way you just kissed me. Kiss each other the way you both kissed me.” 
 
    Bron raised an eyebrow. “I don’t mind but I don’t think Sorin will go for it. Brother?” he asked as he and Kayla both looked at the Blood Kindred. 
 
    “I don’t know about this…” Sorin looked immediately discomforted but Kayla was not going to be deterred. She had a feeling as she had the other night that this was important—that she needed to bring the two of them together, closer than they had ever been before—in order to bring all three of them into sync. 
 
    “Do it,” she insisted, looking at both of them. “Please, guys? We’re about to go into danger here—we need to all be together, all be strong in our love for each other.” She frowned at the Blood Kindred. “Why is it okay to show your love for me by kissing me but wrong to let Bron kiss you?” she demanded. “Don’t you care for him? Isn’t he the friend of your heart?” 
 
    “Of course he is.” Sorin sighed. “All right, leelah, if it means so much to you, I’ll let Bron kiss me.” 
 
    “Don’t do me any favors, Brother,” the Beast Kindred rumbled. “I don’t care to kiss someone who’s afraid to kiss back.” 
 
    The implied challenge lit up Sorin’s ice-blue eyes, making them blaze. 
 
    “I’m not afraid.” 
 
    “Come on, then,” Bron growled. Leaning forward, he took the Blood Kindred’s mouth in a harsh kiss. Sorin met him, clearly determined not to be outdone, and the two of them clashed together in a rough, luscious display that nearly took Kayla’s breath away. 
 
    When the two Kindred pulled back, Sorin was panting and Bron was bleeding from his lower lip. 
 
    “Think you scratched me with your fangs, Brother,” he growled, reaching up to dab at the bright droplet of crimson that welled from his lip. “Ouch—fucking hurts.” 
 
    “I…did I?” Sorin’s eyes widened and for a moment Kayla couldn’t understand what was wrong. Then she remembered that a Blood Kindred’s fangs didn’t get sharp enough to pierce flesh until he found the one he wanted to mate with forever. 
 
    Or in this case, maybe the ones, she couldn’t help thinking. 
 
    “You did,” Bron said, matter-of-factly. “Fangs as sharp as fucking razors. I would have been more careful if I’d known they’d be so sharp.” 
 
    “Kayla is here with us,” Sorin pointed out, sounding as though he was speaking to himself as much as to them. “I was just kissing her too—my fangs must have been sharp for that reason.” 
 
    “They were sharp when you kissed me—I could feel them,” Kayla acknowledged. But inside she was beginning to wonder again about a possible preliminary bond between the three of them. After all, as Bron had pointed out earlier, if the three of them were bonded, it wouldn’t just be that he and Sorin were both mated to her—it would mean that the two males were also mated to each other. Which was apparently a big problem for both of them. 
 
    But not for me, she thought. Watching her two guys kiss had taken her breath away and made her throb between her legs. Their pure, masculine beauty made her ache. 
 
    “You both love each other and I love you both,” she said, addressing the unspoken uncertainty that hung over them now. “We’re together and that’s how we need to stay to get through this mess.” 
 
    Sorin’s face cleared and he nodded. 
 
    “Agreed,” he murmured. 
 
    “Agreed,” Bron rumbled, nodding. “Come, Brother—let’s get the ship ready for take-off.” 
 
    “I hope I, er, didn’t hurt your lip too much with…with my fangs.” Sorin still sounded a little uncertain. 
 
    “Not nearly as much as I’ll hurt yours with my fist if we don’t get moving!” Bron pounded him genially on the back and grinned, which drew an answering grin from his friend. 
 
    “All right—let’s run the preflight sequence.” 
 
    Kayla watched the two of them go, laughing and joking as always and thought again how perfect they were together—and how perfect they were with her. 
 
    “Please,” she whispered under her breath, praying though she didn’t know who she was praying to. “Please let us get out of this in one piece. And please let us somehow stay together. All three of us. Forever.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
    “Well, this is it,” Sorin announced as the three of them disembarked and Bron made sure their shuttle was securely locked against interlopers. “It should be right over the top of that hill.” 
 
    He pointed to a featureless gray hill that stood in the center of a flat gray field under a cloudy gray sky. 
 
    “Why is everything so colorless here?” Bron growled, looking around with a frown. “The whole rest of the planet is fucking psychedelic and then we come here and it’s like…” 
 
    “Like someone sucked the color out of everything,” Kayla finished for him in a whisper. She couldn’t help whispering—there was sense of foreboding—almost of doom, hanging over the whole place. “This is creepy,” she said. “I don’t like it.” 
 
    “I don’t either but this is the only place on the whole damn planet we can get the Lust Blossoms,” Sorin said, frowning. “Come on—we’d better get climbing. Mother Pain’s domicile is supposed to be at the top.” 
 
    “Where, though?” Bron complained, frowning as they started the long descent up the steep hill. “I don’t see a fucking thing up there—just more grayness.” 
 
    “Even the grass is gray—if it is grass.” Kayla pointed at the short, stubby vegetation which covered the tall hill. “It’s just so weird—there aren’t even any of the colored winds blowing here like there were in Pazzz.” 
 
    “Well, everybody was fucking crazy in that fucked up city so I don’t know if that’s such a bad thing,” Bron growled. 
 
    “Yes, but—Oh!” The exclamation was drawn from Kayla’s lips when she looked up and saw that the top of the hill, which had formerly been completely bare, was now occupied by a house. 
 
    Not only that, it was a house she knew. 
 
    “The Haunted Mansion,” she whispered, her heart pounding in her chest. “Oh my God, it’s the Haunted Mansion from Disney World!” 
 
    “The what?” Bron frowned and looked up to where she was pointing. “Fuck!” he snarled and took a step back. He might have gone over backwards if Sorin hadn’t gripped his arm. 
 
    “What is it, Brother?” he asked. 
 
    “The fucking Ghost Tree,” Bron growled, pointing just as Kayla had. “It was a tree at the edge of our village where the spirits of the dead went after evil people died. As a boy my older brothers used to tell me if I walked by it at night, one of them would reach out and grab me.” He shook his head. “Scared the ever-living fuck out of me!” 
 
    “The Haunted Mansion scared me too,” Kayla admitted. “My uncle took me on that ride exactly once when I was four and I nearly shouted the house down! They had to close the ride and take me off.” Both of them looked at Sorin. 
 
    “What do you see, Brother?” Bron asked him quietly. 
 
    Sorin looked up at the crest of the hill and his face went pale. 
 
    “I see the Death Grotto,” he said, his voice very low. “It was a cave adjoining my home grotto where all the residents had gotten sick with the Blood Plague and most of them died. No one would live there afterwards—it was said to be cursed.” 
 
    “This must be what Y’ax meant about seeing your own reality,” Kayla said in a hushed voice. She couldn’t stop looking at the Haunted Mansion with its fake graves and black wrought iron fence. She knew it was foolish but just seeing the spooky ride still scared her, even now as an adult. Suddenly she realized the three of them were just standing there, not touching. “Here—I have an idea,” she said. “Let’s all hold hands.” 
 
    She held out her hands and Bron took her right and Sorin her left at the same time. 
 
    Immediately, everything changed. 
 
    “Oh!” Kayla gasped as the Haunted Mansion suddenly transformed itself from a spooky house to a lovely, stately Victorian with white, gingerbread trim. Instead of the short gray vegetation, the house was surrounded by a lush flower garden and shaded by several ancient, stately trees. Birds chirped in their branches and butterflies fluttered gently on the warm breeze that now caressed their skin. 
 
    “What do you see now, small one?” Bron asked, squinting his eyes as though he wasn’t sure. 
 
    “A gorgeous old Victorian mansion,” Kayla told him. “It’s green with white trim and a white picket fence and a garden.” 
 
    “I see a green house with white trim now, too.” Sorin sounded bewildered. 
 
    “Me as well,” Bron growled. “Where did the fucking Ghost Tree go? Why are we all seeing what Kayla sees?” 
 
    “Because she is the focus of your pod,” said a new voice. “The one who draws you all together and makes you a unit, not just three individuals wandering to the musings of their own will.” 
 
    Suddenly Kayla saw a nice-looking little old lady with gray hair walking down the path that meandered its way through the colorful garden. She would have sworn on a stack of Bibles there was no one there a moment before, but the old lady seemed so completely solid it was hard to believe she’d appeared out of thin air. 
 
    “Where did you come from?” Bron demanded. 
 
    “Are you Mother Pain?” Sorin asked. 
 
    “I come from everywhere and nowhere at once. And yes, I am the one the Carnalians call Mother Pain.” The old lady nodded her gray head graciously. “Since you are here to see me, I take it you have serious business to discuss. Should we go inside and talk about it over a nice cup of tea?” 
 
    Kayla suddenly had a very bad feeling—an even worse feeling than when she’d first looked up and saw that damn Haunted Mansion at the crest of the gray hill. 
 
    “We just need some Lust Blossoms,” she said quickly, squeezing her guys’ hands almost panicky-tight. “To cure an, uh, epidemic aboard the Kindred Mother Ship. We can pay you anything you want.” 
 
    “Anything?” The old lady raised one gray eyebrow at them and adjusted her spectacles to stare at Kayla sternly. 
 
    “Within reason,” Sorin said quickly. “We have deep financial resources—” 
 
    “Now, now, dear boy,” Mother Pain said, smiling at him in a way that sent chill bumps down Kayla’s spine. “I cannot believe that whoever gave you the location of my house didn’t tell you that I do not take my payments in credit or any kind of money or riches.” 
 
    “How do you take them, then?” Bron growled, glaring at her. 
 
    “To learn the answer to that, you must come into my house and have tea. Come…” She crooked a finger at them and turned to go back down the garden path towards the big old Victorian mansion. “I will not ask again,” she added, turned her head to look back at them. 
 
    Kayla wanted to hang back. As badly as they needed the Lust Blossoms, she felt in her bones that they would regret it if they entered that house. But when all three of them looked at each other, she knew without speaking that they had to go in. 
 
    Bron said what they were all thinking. 
 
    “We have to go. How the fuck else are we going to get the Lust Blossoms?” he demanded in a hoarse growl. 
 
    Sorin shook his head. “I can’t think of another way either.” 
 
    “All right.” Kayla tightened her grip on their hands. “Then we’re going in together. And no matter what happens, we won’t let ourselves be separated.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Sorin said and Bron nodded too. 
 
    “Okay, then—let’s go.” 
 
    And they followed Mother Pain into her house. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Sixteen 
 
      
 
    Once inside, Kayla expected the house to change again—maybe it would morph back into the Haunted Mansion or into Bron’s Ghost Tree or Sorin’s Death Grotto. But to her surprise, it appeared to be on the inside exactly what it appeared on the outside—a lovely old Victorian mansion filled with antique furniture and old-fashioned decorations. 
 
    They walked past a stately Grandfather clock, ticking away in the hallway and through a homey-looking kitchen with an old-fashioned refrigerator with rounded corners and what looked like a wood burning stove. There was a plateful of homemade oatmeal raisin cookies sitting on the broad kitchen table. Mother Pain swept them up and carried them with her as she led them deeper into the house. 
 
    They finally came to rest in a living room furnished with a big old sofa with a faded floral print across from a matching chair. There was a long oval coffee table between the couch and chair and on it was a teapot covered in what looked to be a hand-knitted cozy and three mismatched china teacups with saucers, napkins, and spoons. Sugar and milk in a china bowl and pitcher completed the set. 
 
    “Do have a seat, my dears and I’ll pour out.” Mother Pain sounded positively grandmotherly as she put down the plate of cookies and motioned to the couch. 
 
    The three of them sat gingerly on the faded print cushions—Kayla in the middle with Bron on her right and Sorin on her left. As Mother Pain poured the tea, Kayla couldn’t help thinking how strange this all was—and how completely opposite it was from what they had been expecting. 
 
    “Now, then,” Mother Pain said, when they all had a steaming cup of tea and one of the oatmeal cookies. “Tell me why you’re here and how you think I can help you.” 
 
    Sorin took point, explaining the terrorist attack against the Mother Ship, the effects of the Xi-46, and the way they were certain they could synthesize an antidote if only they had fresh samples of the Lust Blossom to work with. 
 
    “So now I hope you understand why it’s so urgent that we get some of the Lust Blossoms from you,” he said in conclusion. “We do not want them only for ourselves but for our people as well, all who are suffering from the unpredictable effects of the Xi-46.” 
 
    “Don’t want them for yourselves, hmm?” Mother Pain narrowed her faded brown eyes behind her spectacles. “Let me think about that. Drink up, please—go on, drink your tea. Hot tea is good for the soul,” she said, motioning to them. 
 
    Casting glances at each other, they raised their teacups to their lips. The tea smelled delicious—like warm honey and cinnamon and some other spice Kayla couldn’t name. But though Sorin took a big drink and Bron nearly drained his cup, she barely let the tea touch her own lips. She only took a tiny nibble of the cookie too, though she broke it up to make it look like she’d had more for politeness’ sake. Auntie Feenie always said, “Don’t take candy from strangers nor nothin’ else neither.” 
 
    Which was a lot of double negatives but Kayla tended to agree with it just the same. 
 
    “Hmm…” Mother Pain looked up at them after a moment and nodded agreeably. “Now tell me again why you want the blossoms so badly.” 
 
    “We told you that already,” Bron growled impatiently. “We want it because we fucking need to make an antidote so Kayla can choose between the two of us so she—” He stopped abruptly, frowning. “Hey, I didn’t mean to say that. I meant to say we need it for our people.” 
 
    “Which is a half-truth.” Mother Pain looked at him sharply. “Your first statement was the whole truth—you want the Lust Blossom for personal reasons. Worse, you want it to break up your pod. Now, why would I help you do that?” 
 
    “We’re not really in a pod, as your people put it,” Sorin said, frowning. 
 
    “Oh no?” Mother Pain raised one gray eyebrow at him. “Are you sure about that?” 
 
    “Of course we’re fucking sure,” Bron growled. 
 
    “Bron!” Kayla and Sorin both said and Kayla added, “Mind your manners!” 
 
    “Sorry, but these questions are fucking getting to me.” Bron put down his mostly empty teacup and tugged at the collar of his crimson uniform shirt as though he was getting overheated. 
 
    “Tell me this, Beast Kindred,” Mother Pain said, staring intently at him. “Do both of you love this woman you have between you?” 
 
    “Of course we do!” Bron said angrily. 
 
    “And do you love each other?” she inquired. “You and the Blood Kindred?” 
 
    Kayla wondered how she knew exactly what kind of Kindred Bron and Sorin were but she didn’t know if it would be wise to ask. 
 
    “Yes, we love each other,” Sorin answered for him. “Bron is the friend of my heart. Such a relationship only comes about once in a lifetime—and only then if a male is very lucky and blessed by the Goddess.” 
 
    “And you feel the same, Beast Kindred?” Mother Pain asked. 
 
    Bron nodded. “I would die for Sorin,” he said shortly. 
 
    “Then why do you wish so badly to break up this friendship—to end your pod?” she asked, frowning. 
 
    Kayla, who was staring at her as she spoke, had a sudden, strange vision. For just a moment instead of a little old lady sitting in the faded flower-print chair, she seemed to see a huge insect—something like a grasshopper or a praying mantis sitting there instead, bent forward in an attitude of listening with its strange, triangular head cocked to one side as it watched them with wide, black eyes. 
 
    Then the vision was gone but the after-image lingered in her mind’s eye like a brilliant flash of light lingers behind closed eyelids. 
 
    What the hell? she thought uneasily. What’s in this tea, anyway? I don’t think any of us ought to have drunk any of it at all! But it was too late now and she realized the conversation was going on without her. 
 
    “I ask you again, the two of you,” Mother Pain said, staring intently at both Bron and Sorin. “Why do you wish so badly to end the love between you and tear your pod apart when it is the best thing in your lives? Tell me the truth!” 
 
    Her voice cracked like sudden lightning in the small, cozy little room, making the small hairs on the back of Kayla’s neck stand up. Mother Pain stared directly at Bron. 
 
    “You,” she said. “Answer.” 
 
    “I…I…” The Beast Kindred’s mouth worked for a moment and then he seemed to speak almost against his will. “I don’t want to break up our relationship,” he said at last. “But I can’t share Kayla, either. A Beast Kindred doesn’t share.” 
 
    “Very good, now we’re getting somewhere.” Mother Pain nodded. “And what do you fear would happen if you did?” 
 
    “My…my sire would fucking disown me, for one,” Bron said, still seemingly speaking against his will. “It makes a male weak and subservient to the male he’s sharing the female he loves with. It’s just fucking wrong to share.” 
 
    “But does it feel wrong?” Mother Pain inquired. 
 
    “I…” He shook his head, unable to speak. His golden eyes narrowed with the effort. “It should feel wrong,” he said at last. 
 
    “And why is that?” 
 
    He opened his mouth to speak again but she raised a hand. 
 
    “Never mind. We will explore the root of this feeling shortly.” 
 
    “I don’t fucking see how—” Bron began but she was already speaking to Sorin. 
 
    “And you, Blood Kindred, why do you wish to end this relationship?” 
 
    “Because if the three of us were together—bonded—then I would be bonded to another male as well as Kayla.” 
 
    “And why is this disturbing to you?” Mother Pain inquired. 
 
    Sorin looked like he wanted to avoid the question. But just as Bron had done, he seemed to answer against his will. 
 
    “My people believe it is wrong for a male to be mated to another male,” he said. “We call it ‘Three touching as One.’ My sire would disown me as well.” 
 
    “Yes, but those are only fears about other people.” Mother Pain made a dismissive gesture as though such fears hardly counted. “What do you fear for yourself?” 
 
    “I fear…I fear…” Sorin licked his lips and swallowed hard. “I fear getting too close to another male. Even Bron. It would be…the wrongest thing I could do. And so, to avoid it, we must get the antidote and Kayla must choose between us.” 
 
    “And what would happen if you did touch another male—your friend, say—in that way?” Mother Pain purred. 
 
    “I would…I would hate it,” Sorin said quickly. “It would make me hate myself too.” 
 
    “Hmm…there is both truth and lie in that statement,” Mother Pain remarked. “Presently we shall delve deeper. And what about you, my dear?” She turned her sharp eyes on Kayla. “How do you feel about all of this?” 
 
    Kayla had the idea the other woman was trying to exert her will to make her tell the truth. Possibly she was aided by the tea they had all drunk, which must be some kind of truth serum. She had barely tasted the tea but she didn’t need any help to tell the truth about this. 
 
    “I don’t want us to break up our, uh, pod at all,” she told Mother Pain. “I love both Bron and Sorin equally and I don’t think I could ever choose between them. I want to bond with both of them and be together forever.” 
 
    “Very good, my dear.” Mother Pain smiled broadly at her, the corners of her faded brown eyes crinkling. “At least one of you has some sense!” She arched one gray eyebrow at Kayla. “And what do you most fear?” 
 
    “Losing them,” Kayla said quietly. “Losing them both because they want me to choose. I can’t do that—I’ve lost too many people I care about in my life already. I can’t lose my guys.” A lump rose in her throat at the thought and she had to swallow down tears. 
 
    “Ah…I perceive that your fear of loss is as deeply rooted as the fears of your males.” Mother Pain nodded wisely. “Yes, very well—we shall see…we shall see…” 
 
    She frowned at Bron and Sorin. 
 
    “Now as you know, I am not paid in money. What I do accept in payment is truth—which you have all given me in varying amounts—and emotion. Specifically, my kind lives on fear and pain.” 
 
    “What?” Kayla began to get a horrible tingling sensation, like cold fingers running down her spine. “Are you going to torture us now?” she demanded. “After giving us cookies and tea and everything?” 
 
    “Most certainly not—that would be uncivilized.” Mother Pain frowned at her severely. “No, it is my will that the three of you will torture yourselves. That is, you will face the root of your greatest fear and see what might happen if it comes to pass. It will either make you stronger…” Her voice grew low and ominous. “Or it will break you completely.” 
 
    “What?” Sorin demanded. 
 
    “How the fuck do you think we’re going to do that?” Bron growled. 
 
    Kayla opened her mouth to ask a question too but then the pleasant, old-fashioned living room melted and they found themselves somewhere else entirely. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Seventeen 
 
      
 
    “Where are we?” Kayla asked, looking around at the stone walls and roof that surrounded her. They appeared to be in some kind of furnished cave with a high roof and elaborate paintings on the smooth stone walls. 
 
    “My home grotto,” Sorin whispered, looking around. “Gods, how did we get here?” 
 
    “I think you know how.” Mother Pain’s voice startled them all and Kayla looked around but the strange old lady was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    “Where are you?” she asked aloud, speaking to the empty air. 
 
    “Watch,” the voice commanded. “See the root of the fear which lingers in the heart.” 
 
    Then she was quiet but Kayla had another flash—an image of that same, huge praying-mantis looking creature leaning forward and watching them from some unseen vantage point with a hungry light in its wide, alien black eyes. 
 
    “What are we supposed to do here?” Bron growled impatiently, turning around in place. 
 
    “She said to just watch,” Kayla said. “She—” 
 
    “Hush—do you hear them?” Sorin put up a hand for silence and after a moment, Kayla did hear something—voices speaking in low, passionate tones. Then one of the corners of the room which had been in shadow up until now lit up and two figures were visible. 
 
    Both were young men—young Kindred, she thought—Blood Kindred if their blond hair and pale blue eyes were any indication. They were speaking in hushed, urgent tones and holding hands as they looked into each other’s eyes. 
 
    “We can’t go on like this, Taurin, you know we can’t,” one said to the other. “It’s forbidden. You know what they’ll do if they catch us! We don’t even have Lurina here to act as a buffer between us.” 
 
    “I know! But I can’t stay away from you, Lurell,” the other whispered passionately. “My heart cries out for yours. I need you.” 
 
    The other male—the taller of the two—gave a low, amused chuckle and reached down to palm the hard shaft that was straining against his friend’s trousers. 
 
    “I think your heart isn’t the only thing that cries for me,” he murmured, stroking gently. 
 
    “Gods help me—I can’t resist you!” Taurin grabbed the other male by the nape of his neck and pulled him in for a rough, luscious kiss. 
 
    “What is this?” Bron muttered in a low voice, though somehow Kayla doubted the two men they were watching could hear them. This scene felt like something that had already happened somehow—something they were supposed to watch that was being brought back from the past for some reason. She looked to one side and saw that Sorin was standing there transfixed, his pale eyes wide and his jaw clenched. 
 
    “What is it, Sorin, honey?” she asked with concern. “Who are these people—do you know them?” 
 
    “They are my older brother Taurin and…” Sorin swallowed hard. “And his lover. One of them, anyway. They were both to be joined to a female of their own age—Lurina—but their lust for each other was as great or greater as their lust for her.” 
 
    “What?” Bron demanded. “You never told me you had a brother!” 
 
    “I don’t,” Sorin whispered. His throat worked convulsively as he swallowed hard. “Not anymore. Not for a long time.” 
 
    “But what—” Kayla began but just then a door opened and an elegant-looking middle aged woman stood there. She had upswept hair the same pale silver-blonde as Sorin’s. 
 
    “Taurin,” she said. “Last meal is on the table and—” 
 
    Then she appeared to see what was going on and stopped abruptly, her hand going to her mouth. 
 
    “No,” she breathed. “No!” 
 
    The two young men, who had been completely involved in their passionate embrace, heard her and their blond heads jerked up simultaneously. 
 
    “Mother!” Taurin’s gasp was full of horror and guilt. “It’s not…we weren’t…” 
 
    “Don’t try to lie to me, Taurin.” The shock left her face to be replaced by a grim, cold anger. “Your father and I feared this might be going on when you asked to share a mate. The two of you spend much too much time together. Half the time Lurina isn’t even with you.” 
 
    “Lurina loves us both—she wants us to be happy together,” Taurin said. 
 
    “But we’ll stop!” the other male—Lurell—exclaimed. “We’ll never see each other without her again.” 
 
    “I’m afraid it’s too late for that,” Sorin’s mother said, looking at her older son coldly. “This is what comes of Three touching as One. Your father must be told, Taurin. And after that, the Elders will decide what is to be done with you.” 
 
    “But we…we were only kissing,” Taurin begged. “No more than that, I swear, Mother. And you know what the Elders will say—what sentence they will pass. Please, Mother—do not condemn your own son this way!” 
 
    “You are no son of mine,” the blond woman said and Kayla thought that if her words were visible there would have been icicles hanging off them. Then she closed the door and left the two young men staring at each other in panic and pain. 
 
    Then the scene faded and Taurin and Lurell disappeared. The corner of the room was in shadows again and Kayla felt like her heart was in her throat. 
 
    “What… what happened to them?” she whispered, turning to Sorin who was still just standing there like a statue. 
 
    “See for yourselves,” Mother Pain’s voice hissed in their ears. 
 
    The shadowed corner lit up again and this time they saw a large stone full of people. At the head of that crowd were Taurin and Lurell, both bound, with their hands tied behind their backs. There was a girl with pale blonde hair standing beside them. Her face was hidden in her hands—her slim shoulders shaking with sobs. 
 
    She must be Lurina, Kayla thought, her heart going out to the girl. Poor girl—to lose both her men this way! She must be heartbroken. But what are they going to do to them? 
 
    Her question was soon answered. 
 
    As she and Bron and Sorin watched like silent spectators, a huge stone door was opened which clearly led to the outside. Kayla saw harsh sunlight shining into the huge cave—sunlight that was bouncing off a bleak and barren landscape covered in snow and ice. An icy wind whipped through the cavern, with a high, hollow, howling noise, making everyone shiver. 
 
    Suddenly a voice boomed out. 
 
    “It is the judgment of the Elders,” it said, “that these two males—Lurell Silverfield and Taurin Winterblade shall be cast out of the grotto for the unnatural acts which they have committed together in the sight of those who testified against them.” 
 
    “No!” Lurina cried, her voice high with despair. “No, please!” She reached for Taurin and Lurell but two older people, presumably her parents, came up and dragged her away from them. 
 
    “Oh my God!” Kayla whispered, looking at Sorin. “Did…did your parents testify against their own son?” 
 
    “They did.” Sorin spoke woodenly and his face looked like it was carved from stone, showing no emotion. But then Kayla saw a teenager of maybe fourteen or fifteen standing at the edge of the crowd. He looked like a much younger version of the Blood Kindred warrior she knew and there were tears standing in his ice blue eyes. As the young men were shoved out the door and into the cold, the teenaged Sorin turned away, his breath hitching in his throat, his face crumpling in pain. Then he ran, as though he was trying to get away from the sight of his brother being put out into the cold—ran and disappeared down a long, dark corridor until they couldn’t see him anymore. 
 
    That’s how he still feels inside, Kayla thought, looking up at the Blood Kindred. He’s just a little more able to hide it now. But this pain never healed—and the fear is still there too. Mother Pain was right. 
 
    “How could they do that?” she asked, as she watched the other members of the grotto—Sorin’s parents included—shut the heavy stone door, leaving the two young men outside to freeze. “It must be ten below out there and your brother and his, er, boyfriend aren’t even wearing coats or hats or anything!” 
 
    “That is why being cast from the grotto is a sentence of death.” Sorin’s voice was low and bleak. “They found them frozen in the snow the next day. They were…holding each other as though to try and comfort…” He shook his head, clearly unable to go on. 
 
    “That’s harsh, Brother.” Bron’s deep voice was gentle. 
 
    “I didn’t know the people of Tranq Prime were so homophobic,” Kayla whispered. 
 
    Sorin shrugged. “Not all are, but in my home grotto to love another male was death. That is why they do not favor two males sharing one female—they fear that Three touching as One will lead to the two males taking pleasure in each other rather than the female they share.” 
 
    “Sorin, I’m sorry,” Bron rumbled. “Why did you never tell me?” 
 
    “The pain…the shame were too great to share. And by the time I met you, I was used to never speaking of him. We never… never mentioned Taurin again after that day. Any pictures or holos we had of him were destroyed by my parents.” Sorin looked away, his sharp features a mask of misery. “This is the first time I have seen his face in nearly fifteen cycles. Gods…” 
 
    “Oh, Sorin!” Kayla wanted to hug him—to hold him and try to make everything better but she couldn’t do it without Bron. “Help me,” she said to the Beast Kindred. “Help me comfort him!” 
 
    “Of course, small one.” As one, she and Bron reached for Sorin, who seemed withdrawn into himself… But before they could touch him, Mother Pain’s voice sounded again. 
 
    “Your pain and fear are very deep, Blood Kindred,” she said. “Now let us see your friend’s.” 
 
    And then the scene changed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Eighteen 
 
      
 
    “Hey, what is this—some kind of a jungle? Why is it blue?” Kayla asked, looking around. 
 
    “This is Rageron,” Sorin said, his voice still tight with emotion. “I recognize it from my last trip here with Bron. But what is this place, Brother? Does it bear special significance to you?” 
 
    “You could say that, I guess.” The Beast Kindred’s voice was low and even harsher than usual. “This is where they found them. This is the clearing,” 
 
    “They?” Kayla asked, turning to him. “Who—?” 
 
    But just then a shadowy corner of the jungle clearing lit up just as the corner of the cave had lit up. 
 
    Like the stage in a play, Kayla thought. When the play is about to start. Then she heard voices again and three people appeared before them. 
 
    One was a woman with long, dark hair and full-figured curves. She was flanked on either side by two Beast Kindred males. Both had the golden eyes and black hair of their kind, but one was slightly larger, Kayla thought. The three of them had taken off their clothes and laid them on the grassy ground to form a kind of blanket and they were locked in a passionate embrace. 
 
    Kayla felt a sense of foreboding but she couldn’t help being transfixed by the sight of the three of them together. Was this what she and Sorin and Bron had looked like the night before? From where she and her guys were standing, she could see them clearly and there was a lot to see. Both of the males had their shafts deep in the female—one in her pussy and one in her rosebud—though neither had put their mating fist inside her. 
 
    “We should stop this, Yerx…Gaird.” the woman gasped as the three of them thrust against each other. “There’s been talk in the village. People are starting to notice that when the two of you go off hunting together, I’m quick to follow. They know you’re not just…helping each other out.” 
 
    She said the words with special significance which caught Kayla’s attention. 
 
    “Helping each other out?” she whispered to Bron, who was looking pointedly away from the graphic scene as though he couldn’t bear to watch. 
 
    “There’s a shortage of females on Rageron,” he explained in a low voice. “There always is, anywhere the Kindred have been established for more than a generation because our children are almost always male. So the need is great and it’s not like we have any fucking Pairing Puppets like they do on the Mother Ship.” He made a motion with one hand, still not looking at the passionate scene. “So often, two warriors who are friends will ease each other’s need. It’s not considered a big deal—mostly amounts to a handjob here or there. But it’s not permitted to do what they’re doing.” He nodded at the threesome in the clearing 
 
    “Sharing a female,” Sorin said softly. Unlike his friend, he seemed unable to stop watching. “It is barely acceptable in my society for the reason that it might lead to two males touching which is completely unacceptable.” 
 
    “Well it’s the other fucking way around on Rageron, all right?” Bron snarled. “Nobody much gives a damn about males helping each other out from time to time but sharing a female makes a male look weak…pathetic. It makes him less of a male.” 
 
    “Who are these people anyway, Bron?” Kayla asked. “Do you know them?” 
 
    “The female is my father’s sister—what you humans would call my ‘aunt’,” he said gruffly. 
 
    “Oh.” Kayla suddenly understood why he was looking away. Nobody wanted to see their relatives having sex. But still, since she didn’t know the people involved, the graphic but lovely scene drew her eyes. “They’re beautiful together,” she said softly. “It seems like she loves them both.” 
 
    “She did,” Bron said shortly. “They were Yerx and Gaird—two of the finest warriors in the tribe and friends of the heart to each other. Until they were found out.” 
 
    “Found out by who, Brother?” Sorin asked. 
 
    “By the worst person who could find out about them—the chief of our tribe. My sire.” 
 
    As Bron spoke, a loud, roaring voice filled the clearing. 
 
    “How dare you!” it bellowed. “I cannot believe the vile rumors are true!” 
 
    A big Beast Kindred—Bron’s size at least—came charging suddenly into the clearing. He was followed by more warriors—twelve or fifteen of them—and all, Kayla saw, were armed to the teeth with long spears and machete-like swords. 
 
    The three people lying in the clearing scrambled to get disentangled and grabbed for their clothes but it was too late—they were surrounded by a ring of angry warriors with Bron’s father in the lead. 
 
    “I heard rumors of this sickness between the three of you,” he snarled, glaring at them. “But I did not believe it. I did not believe that Eela, my own sister and two of my best warriors could be guilty of such a sin! How can you dare to share her? Why do you not fight for her as true males should instead of shaming and dishonoring her and debasing yourselves this way?” 
 
    “Forgive us, Broud!” Bron’s aunt gasped, doing her best to cover herself while both of the warriors tried to shield her as well. “We did not mean for it to happen. But…I was dreaming of them both and they of me and we just…came together.” 
 
    Kayla felt a little jolt at her words. Did Bron’s aunt mean she was Dream-sharing with both her men? She remembered the dreams she’d had of both Bron and Sorin. Could that have any significance to their relationship? 
 
    “You lie,” Bron’s father shouted. “A female does not Dream-share with two warriors at once! It is impossible—a sacrilege against the Goddess. And now the three of you will pay for both your lies and your actions.” 
 
    As Kayla and her men watched, Bron’s father forced the three of them to get up. They scrambled into their clothing, red-faced and ashamed and Bron’s aunt had tears in her eyes. 
 
    “Please, Broud, I—” she began but Bron’s father pushed her to the side. 
 
    “Rawl—hold her,” he ordered one of the warriors in the ring that surrounded the three forbidden lovers. “And now,” he announced, glaring at Yerx and Gaird. “As you have seen fit to debase yourselves and defile my sister, now you will pay the price and this wrong will be made right.” 
 
    “What would you have us do?” Yerx asked. “We cannot help that we both loved Eela. We wish to all be mated and live as one.” 
 
    “That will never happen in my tribe!” Broud roared, his face red with rage. “How dare you even suggest such a perversion?” 
 
    “Then cast us out,” shouted Gaird. “The three of us will leave and gladly. Then you need never see our faces again.” 
 
    “And let my sister become a fallen female with two mates? Fuck no,” Broud snarled. “That’s not going to happen either. No, we are going to make this right.” 
 
    “And how do you propose to do that?” Yerx asked. 
 
    A slow, angry grin spread over Broud’s face. 
 
    “You’ll fight for her,” he said, glaring at them both. “To the death. The winner gets to have her as a mate—by himself—which is the only respectable way. No fucking sharing!” 
 
    Yerx and Gaird both tried to protest and resist but Broud grabbed his sister and held his machete to her neck. 
 
    “Do you see this?” he demanded, glaring at both of them. “Do you want her to die? Fight or she will—she’s disgraced anyway. I’ll cut her fucking throat and let her bleed out right in front of you!” 
 
    Kayla was horrified by what she was seeing. 
 
    “This is awful!” she whispered. “I thought Kindred were feminists who always protected women!” 
 
    “There are…exceptions in some of the more savage tribes,” Bron said heavily. “We’re not a perfect fucking people, Kayla. It’s one reason my mother sent me to be schooled off-planet. She didn’t want me growing up like my sire.” He nodded at Broud, who was gesturing to the two warriors, who were now armed with machetes of their own and were circling each other warily. 
 
    “Fight!” he shouted, glaring at them. “Fight, damn you, or she dies!” 
 
    The two warriors came together, their machetes clashing but they both had looks of misery on their faces. 
 
    They love each other as much as they both love Eela. Each of them would rather hurt himself than the other, I think, Kayla thought as she watched. I think they— 
 
    But just then the battle came to an abrupt end. The next time the two warriors clashed together, Yerx threw himself deliberately onto the outstretched tip of Gaird’s machete. 
 
    Gaird’s eyes widened as he realized what had happened. 
 
    “Brother, no!” he gasped, grasping the other male’s shoulder to try and hold him up. 
 
    “It must be this way.” There was a line of crimson trickling from the corner of Yerx’s lips. “Only one of us can live and I love…love you and Eela both too much to lose you.” 
 
    “So you would have us lose you?” Gaird cried. “No—please!” 
 
    “Take care of…our lady,” Yerx gasped and then he slumped forward and stopped moving. 
 
    “No, no!” 
 
    Eela shook loose from the warrior who was holding her and ran into the center of the circle. Together she and Gaird embraced Yerx’s body, their shoulders shaking with grief. 
 
    Eyes streaming with tears, Eela looked up at her brother. 
 
    “You have killed us,” she whispered, her voice so filled with grief it hurt to listen to it. “You have killed us, Broud. We will never be one now.” 
 
    It was a cry of anguish straight from the heart and it pierced Kayla to the bone. 
 
    “Oh,” she whispered, blinking back tears. “Oh, Bron—your poor aunt!” 
 
    “What happened to them?” Sorin asked softly, looking at the Beast Kindred. 
 
    “The two of them—Gaird and Eela—had a joining ceremony. My father saw to that.” Bron sounded grim. “I guess it’s what they call a ‘shotgun wedding’ back on Earth.” 
 
    “So he forced them to bond?” Sorin asked. 
 
    Bron shook his head. “He forced them to have the joining ceremony but they were never able to properly bond. It was fucking awful—the two of them walked around like ghosts for the better part of a cycle. Then they…” 
 
    He stopped abruptly and Kayla saw that his big hands were clenched into fists and his jaw was working. 
 
    “They what, Bron?” she prompted gently. 
 
    “They were found in their domicile, both of them dead,” he growled. “They had…taken poison, I think. They died with their arms wrapped around each other but there was a look of peace on both their faces. I think they thought it was the only way they could be with Yerx again.” 
 
    “A look of peace on their faces? You weren’t allowed to see them, were you?” Kayla exclaimed. “How old were you when all this happened, anyway?” 
 
    “I was about ten cycles old I guess.” Bron looked away. “And I saw them because I was the one who fucking found them. My mother sent me to ask them to eat Last Meal with them. They didn’t come when I called at their door so I went in and…” 
 
    He broke off, his jaw clenching. 
 
    “Brother, I’m so sorry,” Sorin said quietly. “Just as I never told you of my old pain, you never told me of this either.” 
 
    “Well, it’s not exactly appropriate for light fucking dinner conversation, now is it?” Bron snarled. 
 
    “Seeing all that must have been awful,” Kayla said gently. “I’m so sorry, Bron. I want to hug you but I need Sorin’s help.” 
 
    She looked at the Blood Kindred who stepped forward with his arms outstretched but just then the scene switched again. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Nineteen 
 
      
 
    “Oh no. Oh, no, no, no.” Kayla only had to glance around the room they found themselves in for a second to know what was coming. 
 
    “I am sorry, my dear,” came Mother Pain’s voice, which had been mostly silent while they viewed Bron’s past. “But as you have seen the pain of your warriors, so they too must see your past pain to understand your fear.” 
 
    Kayla wanted to beg and plead to be taken out of the bad old memory she knew was coming. But she understood the truth of what Mother Pain said and the fairness of it too. She had seen some of the lowest points of Bron and Sorin’s life—it was only right they should see hers. 
 
    “All right,” she whispered, wrapping her arms around herself. “All right, I understand.” 
 
    “Kayla, are you well?” Bron asked, his deep voice still hoarse with emotion. 
 
    “Is there anything we can do for you, sweetheart?” Sorin said. 
 
    “Just…hold my hands.” Kayla put out a hand to each of them. Bron took her right and Sorin her left and she squeezed tight, trying to draw strength from them. “Just don’t let go,” she whispered. “Okay?” 
 
    “Of course we’ll stay by you,” Bron rumbled. “But what’s going to happen?” 
 
    Kayla only shook her head. “I can’t…can’t talk about it.” 
 
    “What is this? An Earth domicile?” Sorin asked, looking around at the familiar living room with its old brown sofa and the cuckoo clock her mother had loved so much on the wall. “I recognize some of the wall hangings from your Auntie Feenie’s place.” 
 
    “That’s because she took them when we cleaned out this house.” Kayla’s lips felt numb. 
 
    “But why did you—? Bron began but just then the doorbell rang. 
 
    “Coming…coming.” Her grandma, who had been dead for five years now, came bustling into the room, wiping her hands on an old-fashioned apron. She had been baking cookies in the kitchen. Kayla knew because she had been helping her. She and Shayla and Granny were having a girl’s day while her parents went Christmas shopping for her and her sister. 
 
    As she watched, younger version of herself and her sister—only eight and ten—came out of the kitchen to peer curiously at the front door as Granny reached for the handle. 
 
    Kayla wanted to grab the younger her and rush her away—tell her to go hide in bed until the worst was over so she wouldn’t have to see what she was about to see and hear what she was about to hear. But that was just it—the worst was never over. Could never be over and she had an idea she wouldn’t have been able to touch her younger self anyway. This was all a projection—a memory plucked with surgical precision from her mind by Mother Pain and brought back to life in horribly vivid color and detail. 
 
    She watched, squeezing her guys’ hands hard, while Granny opened the door. Standing outside on the step, just under the festive string of red and green and blue Christmas lights, were two sober-looking police officers. 
 
    Kayla saw her Granny blanch and her grip on the doorknob tightened. 
 
    “Yes, officers?” Her voice came out in a dry croak. “How can I help you?” 
 
    “Are you Mrs. Smith?” one of the officers asked. 
 
    “No.” Granny shook her head. “But my son-in-law’s last name is Smith. I’m Evelyn Crofter. Is…is everything all right?” 
 
    “Is your son-in-law Jaden Smith?” the first officer said, ignoring the question. “And his wife is Kiera Smith?” 
 
    “Yes.” Granny’s knuckles tightened on the doorknob she was still gripping. “Is…is there a problem?” 
 
    The officer took a deep breath. “Mrs. Crofter, maybe you’d better sit down. I’m afraid there’s been an accident…” 
 
    Kayla watched as her Granny refused to sit and demanded to know what was going on. When the officers told her, she sank down in the doorway as though the strength had suddenly left her legs. 
 
    “No.” Kayla heard her whisper of horror and disbelief, just as she had that day so many years ago. “Oh, Lord Jesus, no! Not my baby!” 
 
    “What is it?” Sorin asked in a low voice. “What’s happening, Kayla. I could not hear what the officers said.” 
 
    “My parents,” Kayla said numbly. “They were out shopping that day, looking for Christmas presents. They were driving on the freeway and there was this drunk driver…” 
 
    She shook her head, unable to go on. 
 
    “Oh, leelah,” Sorin murmured, putting an arm around her. 
 
    “Small one,” Bron rumbled, putting an arm around her from the other side. 
 
    Kayla felt a sob catch in her throat. “It was…just a few days before Christmas. I was only eight so I didn’t understand why…why Momma and Daddy weren’t coming home.” She tried to hold back her tears but they overflowed anyway. “Granny…raised us after that. And after she died, Auntie Feenie took over. But I’ve lost so many people.” She looked up at both of them. “I can’t lose you two, too. I can’t.” 
 
    “You won’t, baby,” Bron promised her. 
 
    “We’re here for you, no matter what,” Sorin said. 
 
    “No matter what, Blood Kindred? No matter what?” 
 
    The living room of Kayla’s old house disappeared and Mother Pain’s voice seemed to rise to almost a screech. Kayla winced and would have put her hands to her ears if she hadn’t been holding hands with Bron and Sorin. 
 
    Suddenly the room or space or whatever they were standing in went dark—completely black so that Kayla couldn’t even have seen her hand in front of her eyes if she’d tried. 
 
    They were standing in a void and she had no idea what was coming next. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Twenty 
 
      
 
    “Look well,” Mother Pain’s voice echoed in the darkness. “Watch what I am going to show you and know that at least one of these events will come to pass in the near future while the three of you remain together.” 
 
    A clear space lighted up in front of them and this time Kayla saw Bron as he was now. He was back on Rageron with Kayla on one side and Sorin on the other. The three of them were standing in front of his father, who was still a big, powerful male. Only the streaks of pure silver in his hair and beard showed that he was older than he had been in the first scene she had watched, with Bron’s aunt and her two lovers. 
 
    “What are you saying to me?” he growled at Bron—or the projection of Bron, anyway. “Do you dare to come here and tell me this? That you are in a in a perverted relationship—that you are sharing a mate with that…that Blood Kindred?” 
 
    He spat the words as though they were a curse, his eyes narrowed as he glared at Sorin. 
 
    “Yes.” Bron lifted his chin and stared his father in the eyes. “That’s exactly what I’m saying. I love both Sorin and Kayla and they are both my mates. And yes, Sorin and I share Kayla between us. It doesn’t make me less than Sorin to share with him—it makes me equal in our love of Kayla and each other. She dreamed of us both, just as Yerx and Gaird both dreamed of Eela.” 
 
    “How dare you mention my sister and her fucking twisted situation?” Broud demanded, glaring at him. “How dare you come here and tell me this after you saw first- hand what happened to her when you were young?” 
 
    “It is because of her that I came—in part, anyway,” Bron told him. “What you did to her was wrong—it colored my whole life and nearly made me miss out on my two true mates. I don’t want to lie to you—I want you to know the truth.” He took a deep breath. “I guess I was hoping you’d mellowed some, Father—that you could understand my situation. I’ve found the friend of my heart and the love of my life at the same time—I don’t want to give either of them up.” 
 
    “The only thing I understand is that you’ve come before me and admitted a fucking perversion and you seem to think I should be proud of you for it!” growled Broud. 
 
    “Father, I only thought—” 
 
    “If you were still a member of this tribe I’d have you put to death.” Broud interrupted. “But since you’re not, all I can do is banish you.” He pointed at Bron. “Go and take you mates with you! You are no longer my son. I disown you and disavow all knowledge of you. Your name will be wiped from the tablets of our ancestors and your initials will be scratched off the sacred tree. When you die—which I pray may be soon—your spirit will not be welcome here or anywhere on Rageron. I will never see you again.” 
 
    “But…” Bron’s strong features seemed to crumple. “But, Father…” 
 
    “Go! And never call me that again.” Broud pointed angrily. 
 
    With sagging shoulders, Bron turned. Sorin and Kayla put their arms around him and they walked away, leaving his unforgiving father behind. The look of misery and pain on the big Beast Kindred’s face was clear. 
 
    “Gods!” The exclamation came from the real Bron, who was watching with a set jaw. His big hand squeezed Kayla’s so hard it hurt. 
 
    “Are you truly surprised, Brother?” Sorin asked softly. “Could you think that such a meeting would go any other way?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” Bron shook his head. “I guess I fucking thought he might have mellowed some. But he’s still the same hard, cold son-of-a-bitch he ever was.” He looked at Sorin. “I know one thing though—I don’t want to be anything like him. I don’t want to cut myself off from something…someone…or two someones, I guess in this case, that are so important to me.” 
 
    Kayla’s heart caught in her throat. 
 
    “Does that mean you’re beginning to change your views on…sharing?” she asked, almost afraid to hope. 
 
    “I don’t know what it means,” Bron said evasively. “I just know I don’t want to lose you…either of you.” 
 
    “I feel the same,” Kayla said fervently. They both turned to Sorin. 
 
    “Brother?” Bron said quietly. 
 
    The Blood Kindred shifted uncomfortably. 
 
    “I—” he began. 
 
    “Attend!” Mother Pain’s voice echoed in the small space they seemed to be in as the projection of Bron and his father faded to darkness. “There is more and worse to come.” 
 
    “Worse than being disavowed by my Sire and cast from my tribe?” Bron growled. “What the fuck, lady?” 
 
    “Watch,” the disembodied voice commanded sternly. And then the darkness lit up again. 
 
    Kayla was in the scene this time and she was standing in the lab the three of them shared aboard the Mother Ship. She was wearing her favorite lab coat—the one with Dr. Smith stitched over the left pocket—that her sister had given her as a going away present when she first came to live and work on the Mother Ship. 
 
    She was at her work station, as though she was about to look at a new specimen in the microscope. In her hand she held a large, brilliant crimson flower with a black stem and an iridescent sheen to its glossy petals. But instead of working she was… 
 
    Weeping. Weeping as though her heart would break. As though it had already broken and the jagged shards of it were stabbing her from inside. 
 
    “Why are you crying, leelah?” Sorin murmured. 
 
    “I…I don’t know.” A lump rose in Kayla’s throat as she watched herself cry. What was wrong with her in this scene? What awful thing had made her mourn as though her very soul was broken? 
 
    “Listen—she’s saying something,” Bron rumbled. 
 
    The Kayla in the scene had her hands over her face now and her words were muffled but clearly understandable. 
 
    “I can’t believe they’re gone,” she was saying as she rocked back and forth, her grief almost too great to contain. “I’ll be alone forever—I can never love anyone again. I can’t believe I lost them. I can’t believe they’re gone…” 
 
    “No!” Kayla gasped, squeezing her guys’ hands tight. “No, stop this,” she begged Mother Pain. “Please don’t say this will happen—don’t say I lose them. Don’t say Bron and Sorin die—if they die, I want to die too!” 
 
    “Be silent, girl,” Mother Pain’s voice said and the scene abruptly faded. 
 
    “But is this true?” Sorin demanded. “Are you saying Bron and I will die?” 
 
    “I have said no such thing,” Mother Pain said coolly. “Remember I said at least one—possibly more—of these scenarios would come to pass. I did not say which ones will come true for that depends on your pod and the decisions you make together…or apart.” 
 
    “But—” Bron began but Mother Pain interrupted him. 
 
    “I have but one more possible future to show you,” she said. “Be still and see what may be.” 
 
    The darkness lit again to show the last scene and Kayla, who still had tears running down her cheeks, had to force herself to watch it. 
 
    Bron was in the scene again and this time, so was Sorin. They were back in the cave again, on Tranq Prime, Kayla thought. Bron was standing at the foot of a bed and the Blood Kindred was kneeling in front of him. Kayla was lying on the bed just watching the two of them with a half-lidded look of desire on her face. 
 
    “Are you sure you want to do this here?” Bron was asking with a frown. 
 
    “Here more than anywhere,” Sorin raised his hands and began unfastening the Beast Kindred’s trousers. “They drove my brother and his lover out into the cold for love and ruined the life of the female who loved them both—I want to show my love to you and Kayla here, to honor his memory.” 
 
    “Well, you won’t get any complaint from me,” Bron rumbled as Sorin got his trousers open and pulled out his long, thick shaft. “But what does our lady think of this little…tribute of yours?” 
 
    Both of them turned towards Kayla who waved at them with one hand. 
 
    “Go on, guys,” she murmured, her voice a throaty purr. “You know I think you’re beautiful together. It makes me so wet to watch the two of you love each other.” 
 
    “We’re just getting warmed up for you, leelah,” Sorin murmured, his voice thick with lust. “Soon we’ll hold you between us and bond you to us all over again. But first I want to show the friend of my heart what I think of him—how I care for him.” 
 
    “Sorin…” Bron reached down to cup his friend’s face, love shining in his golden eyes. “I feel the same for you, friend of my heart,” he murmured. And I’ll gladly take whatever you want to give. Only be fucking careful of your fangs,” he added with a grin. 
 
    Sorin gave him a lazy grin in reply. 
 
    “I can be careful when I need to—just ask Kayla.” 
 
    “He’s extremely good at kissing, uh, delicate areas without using his fangs,” Kayla confirmed from the bed. “Go on, Bron—you don’t have to be afraid to let Sorin show you how he feels. Let me watch him pleasure you.” 
 
    Bron gave her a lazy grin that matched Sorin’s own. 
 
    “Why, Brother, I do believe our lady wants to watch while you take me in your mouth.” 
 
    “You’re damn right, I want to watch,” Kayla told them. She pulled up her silky nightgown to expose herself. With a slow, lazy touch she began to stroke her bare pussy. “It’s sexy as hell when the two of you love each other. Makes me even hotter for both of you,” she purred. 
 
    “Gods, look at that wet little pussy,” Bron groaned. “I think we’re making our lady hot for us, Sorin.” 
 
    “In that case, let’s not delay any longer,” Sorin murmured. Grasping Bron’s thick shaft in his hand, he leaned forward to plant a hot, open-mouthed kiss on the broad head… 
 
    But just before he could, the stone door of the room smashed inward with a resounding crash. Standing in the doorway was a man who could only be Sorin’s father, Kayla thought. He had the same pale eyes as Sorin and his facial features had the same, sharp cast. 
 
    “Father!” Sorin jerked back from Bron and the Beast Kindred started hastily stuffing his thick shaft back in his trousers. Kayla pulled down her nightgown quickly and sat up as fast as she could. 
 
    “I feared this kind of perversion was going on between you and this ‘friend of your heart’ when you told me the two of you were sharing a female.” Sorin’s father spoke calmly and coldly but his pale blue eyes were filled with icy rage. “You use her as an excuse, do you not? A pretense that you are in a semi-normal relationship when in actuality you are bedding the Beast Kindred exclusively. Or…” A sneer of disgust overspread his features. “More likely letting him bed you.” 
 
    “That’s not true!” Kayla exclaimed. “All three of us love each other, both physically and emotionally. We’re all bonded to each other which means we all take pleasure in each other—there’s nothing wrong with that.” 
 
    Sorin’s father completely ignored her. His gaze was fixed on his son. Sorin’s cheeks had gone a dull red with shame but he kept his chin high. Both sets of pale blue eyes locked together and neither father nor son would look away. 
 
    “I had hoped to have at least one son to carry on our family name,” Sorin’s father said at last. “But it seems my hope was in vain.” 
 
    “What are you going to do to me, Father?” Sorin spat. “Disown me? Call me before the Elders? Have me banished from the grotto as you did to Taurin? Well go ahead—do it! We have a ship parked just outside. Throw us out and we’ll simply fly away and never come back. Then you can pretend you never had any children at all—pretend you didn’t kill one son and drive the other one out of your life forever through intolerance and hate.” 
 
    Sorin’s father didn’t answer—didn’t say a word. He simply stood there, grim-faced with his hands at his sides, clenching his fists. Or one fist anyway, Kayla saw. He seemed to be holding something in the other—something she couldn’t quite make out because his hand was hidden in shadows. But then he moved and… 
 
    “A gun!” she shouted, forgetting that what she was yelling at was only a projection of a possible future. “Oh my God, he’s got a gun! Duck! Run! Get out of there!” 
 
    At that moment, Sorin’s father raised the gun—no, it was a blaster, Kayla saw—and shot Sorin directly between the eyes. To Kayla’s horror, his head exploded in a horrible, bloody mess—vaporized to a fine red mist by the force of the beam that had hit him. Slowly, his body slumped and fell over, landing at Bron’s feet. 
 
    Bron’s eyes went wide. 
 
    “You son-of-a—” he began but that was as far as he got before Sorin’s father shot him too—right in the chest. A jagged, red hole opened where his heart and lungs should have been. 
 
    For a moment, the Beast Kindred just looked down at himself in apparent disbelief. Then he fell to his knees and crumpled to the ground, his body falling on top of Sorin’s. Neither moved. 
 
    Kayla on the bed was screaming—screaming and screaming and she couldn’t stop…couldn’t help it…wouldn’t stop…couldn’t bear to see this and yet couldn’t drag her eyes away. It was horrible…unbelievable. 
 
    Sorin’s father looked at her but didn’t raise his blaster again. He only shook his head and closed the door almost gently, leaving her there with her two dead men, leaving her alone for the rest of her life as she screamed and screamed and screamed… 
 
    “Kayla…baby, stop it—stop! It’s not real—it’s not real!” Bron was roaring at her and Kayla—the real Kayla—became aware that she was screaming every bit as loudly as her doppelganger on the bed. 
 
    As the scene faded she put her hands over her eyes, her screams fading to deep, gut-wrenching sobs. 
 
    “No!” she gasped, doubling over, unable to get out anything more than that. “No! No! No-no-no-no-no!” 
 
    “We’re here—we’re not dead, sweetheart” Sorin joined in at last, though he sounded shaken. “We’re here—right here with you.” 
 
    “Sorin is right—we’re here,” Bron rumbled. “And we’re both alive and just fine.” 
 
    “Just fine? Speak for yourself, Brother,” Sorin muttered. “That was…horrible.” 
 
    “You mean the fact that your Sire blew us both away just because he caught you sucking my shaft?” Bron demanded. “Yes, I’d say it was pretty fucking horrible.” 
 
    Sorin bristled. “I don’t care what that damn scene showed—I would never get on my knees to another male that way! No self-respecting male would.” 
 
    “Oh no?” There was a dangerous hint of a growl in Bron’s deep voice and a flash of fire in his golden eyes. “And what if I told you that I had done such a thing in the past. Then what would you say? Didn’t you hear me when I told you about how we dealt with the lack of females in my tribe?” 
 
    “You’re lying,” Sorin said flatly. “You said the way you ‘helped each other’ was just a…” His cheeks grew red. “Just a handjob.” 
 
    “I said that’s what it usually was. But I wasn’t opposed to using my mouth as well as my hand at times,” Bron shot back. “I would have done it for you if you’d ever asked. There were times before we met Kayla that I knew you wanted to ask but you didn’t dare.” 
 
    “What? Never!” Sorin exclaimed. “I would never debase myself that way—or ask you to either!” 
 
    “Liar,” Bron growled. “Both of us love and crave Kayla but you can’t deny that my touch brings you pleasure too, just as I won’t deny I enjoy yours.” 
 
    “Think what you like, Sorin said coldly. “But don’t attribute your perverse desires to me.” 
 
    “You sound exactly like your Sire!” Bron snarled. His voice was angry but there was real pain in his golden eyes. “The one who just blew your fucking head off and vaporized my guts—do you realize that?” 
 
    “It’s not true, though—it didn’t actually happen,” Sorin protested. 
 
    “But it could happen—it will happen if we try to stay together in this fucked-up trio,” Bron roared. “Which is why we have to end this, now!” 
 
    “I couldn’t agree more, Brother,” Sorin spoke coldly—as coldly as his parents in the awful scenes they had witnessed. “From now on, we will no longer share Kayla between us.” 
 
    “Agreed!” Bron growled and they both dropped Kayla’s hands at the same time. 
 
    Kayla bowed her head and wrapped her arms around herself, shaking with grief. One thought ran through her brain over and over again. 
 
    This is what I was afraid of—we should never have come here. Never, never, never but now it’s too late—too late! I’ve lost them. I’ve lost them both… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Twenty-one 
 
      
 
    “Wake, my dears—the dreaming is over.” 
 
    Mother Pain’s voice seemed to bring Sorin back to himself. He blinked and looked around to see that they were all three, once again, in the Earth-like domicile. He and Bron were sitting on either side of the couch with Kayla between them but none of them were nearly as composed as they had been when they first sat down. 
 
    There was an angry, hurt look on Bron’s strong features and Kayla had her face buried in her hands, sobbing quietly. Sorin couldn’t see his own face, of course, but he could feel the unhappy expression he was wearing—one he couldn’t seem to smooth away, no matter how hard he tried. 
 
    “So you have decided to dissolve your pod after all.” Mother Pain was sitting in her flowered chair again and her face was grave. 
 
    “Yes,” Bron growled. 
 
    “I don’t see that we have any choice,” Sorin said stiffly. “If we stay together as we are now, your visions seem to indicate that we will die—or at the very least, suffer crippling emotional pain.” 
 
    “My visions are always true…but you must be wary of how you interpret them, Warrior,” Mother Pain remarked. “However, it is not given to me to explain—only to show.” She sighed and stood up. “You may come with me now—by sacrificing your love for each other you have more than paid the price. I will allow you to pluck some of the Lust Blossoms from my garden to bring home and use as you please.” 
 
    “So our pain was enough to pay your fucking price?” Bron demanded. “Is that it?” 
 
    “Yes,” Mother Pain said coldly. “Are the three of you coming or not?” 
 
    “We’ll come.” Sorin looked down at Kayla, who still had her face buried in her hands. He wanted to comfort her—to help her up. But that would involve asking Bron for help. And at the moment he was fairly certain the big Beast Kindred would as soon punch him as help him. 
 
    He has a right to be angry, whispered a little voice in Sorin’s head. He made himself vulnerable—practically admitted he was willing to share Kayla and that he cared for you to. He offered you his heart and you threw it back in his face. 
 
    But how could he have accepted what Bron had been saying? How could he admit that he took pleasure in being near his friend, just as he took pleasure in being with Kayla? That wasn’t right—wasn’t normal. And if Mother Pain’s visions had any truth to them—and all the stories he had read in his searches of her seemed to indicate they did—it could be deadly. 
 
    No, Sorin told himself regretfully. As painful as it is, it’s better if the three of us go our separate ways. 
 
    “Kayla,” he said quietly. “It’s time to get up now. Come on—we have to get what we came for.” 
 
    “What we came for?” She looked up at him and Bron, who was standing there scowling with his arms crossed over his broad chest. “You mean the Lust Blossoms so we can make an antidote? Well, good—I can’t wait to take it.” She stood unsteadily and though Sorin and Bron held out a hand to steady her at the same time, she shied away from both of them. “I can’t wait to take it,” she repeated, glaring at them both. “But not so I can choose between the two of you—so I can be free of you both!” 
 
    Then she brushed past them and headed for the door, never looking back at either one of them. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “Well this is a fucked-up mess,” Bron growled as both he and Sorin watched Kayla walk away. He didn’t know when he’d felt so fucking angry…or so fucking hurt in his life. 
 
    Sorin’s words kept replaying over and over in his head…“Think what you like, but don’t attribute your perverse desires to me.” 
 
    Is that how he really feels? Bron wondered as he looked at the Blood Kindred who had been the friend of his heart for so long. Does he want no part of me at all…and no part of a relationship with me and Kayla? 
 
    Do you want a relationship with Sorin and Kayla? whispered a little voice in his head. What about the way Beast Kindred aren’t supposed to share? 
 
    Bron didn’t have an answer for that but he did know that watching the scenes from his childhood had brought home to him how very wrong his Sire had been to act the way he had. His Aunt Eela would still be alive and happy with her mates if Broud hadn’t been so determined to make her walk the straight and narrow. 
 
    Also, though Bron had tried to convince himself that sharing Kayla with another male would send him into Rage or make him feel less of a true male, it just didn’t seem to be true. Last night when he and Sorin had held their lady between them, both filling her over and over again, it had been a beautiful experience that brought the three of them closer. One he was even now longing to repeat. 
 
    Not that we ever will, he thought, glaring resentfully at Sorin. Since he can’t get over his fucking self long enough to see there are two other people in this with him. 
 
    Not anymore, there weren’t, though. Kayla had just announced her desire to get away from both of them. And who could fucking blame her? They had dissolved their relationship based on the crazy, frightening things they’d seen. Bron didn’t know if the fucked-up visions they had been shown would come true or not but he didn’t think they should just take the word of a spooky alien female none of them had even heard of a day ago and let it rule their lives. 
 
    Except we are, aren’t we? he thought unhappily as he followed Sorin and Kayla out of the house. I guess this is it for the three of us…and for my friendship with Sorin, The minute we get the Lust Blossoms and get back to the ship, we’ll probably never go near each other again. 
 
    Well, after they made the antidote, anyway, so Kayla could drink it and get away from them. Then the three of them could go their separate ways and try to forget they had ever known each other. 
 
    Bron couldn’t think of any future worse or more miserable than that…but it appeared to be coming true and there was nothing he could do about it. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “Behold, the Lust Blossoms.” Mother Pain pointed to an especially vivid section of the garden which held a riot of red flowers about as big as Kayla’s outstretched palm. They had black stems and leaves but there was an iridescent glow to their waxy petals that drew the eye—like a rainbow over the deep red hue. Their center was a deep blue that was almost black. 
 
    “They’re beautiful,” Kayla said dully. 
 
    “I’ll get some.” Sorin drew a micro-collapsing collection kit out of one of his pockets and expanded it until he had a sealable specimen collecting bag and safety gloves ready. Pulling on the gloves, he knelt by the patch of large, red blossoms. Looking up at Mother Pain he asked, “Is there anything we need to know about these before I take them aboard the ship? Will handling them or breathing in their fragrance cause another, er, lust attack?” 
 
    Mother Pain shook her head. 
 
    “By themselves they are harmless—their fragrance produces only a mild aphrodisiac effect. It is only when the blossoms are distilled that their potency becomes greatly and, in some cases, dangerously enhanced.” 
 
    “All right, thank you.” Sorin nodded and began plucking the flowers and storing them in the specimen bag. 
 
    As he worked, Kayla noticed a tiny, iridescent creature about as long as her pinky finger dart out from between the black stems of the plants. She stooped to examine it, fascinated by the way it seemed to be entirely see-through with a rainbow sheen to its clear skin. 
 
    Though her heart was broken, she couldn’t stop her natural curiosity about an alien creature—that was, after all—the reason she’d become a xenobiologist in the first place. She leaned closer and peered at the little animal, which reminded her a little of a tiny reptile with its long, pointed snout and long, snaky body with four, short, lizard-like legs. She could see right through it, she realized—its beating heart and pumping lungs were clearly on display. It was like a living X-ray. 
 
    She would have expected it to run away when she got close but instead it reared up and hissed at her, its open mouth revealing tiny, needle-sharp fangs. 
 
    “I would not get too close, my dear,” Mother Pain said dryly. “That is a glass dragon and they are among the most deadly creatures on the entirety of Carnal Four. One bite can kill a grown male in under five minutes.” 
 
    “Really?” Kayla drew back cautiously. “Is it venomous?” 
 
    “Extremely. The venom they inject is a paralytic—it acts on the extremities first and then moves inward to paralyze the heart and lungs. Death comes quickly after that.” 
 
    “Why do you keep something so poisonous in your fucking garden, then?” Bron demanded, frowning. 
 
    “Because nothing here is as dangerous as I am,” Mother Pain said. 
 
    Again Kayla had the vision of a huge Praying Mantis looming over the three of them. Then she blinked and it was gone. 
 
    That’s what she really is, she thought bitterly. Some kind of predator. Only she doesn’t kill her prey—she wounds them and feeds off their pain. We must have been like an all-you-can-eat buffet for her! 
 
    “You are wrong about me, my dear.” Mother Pain’s voice was surprisingly gentle as she looked at Kayla. 
 
    “What are you talking about—I didn’t say anything!” Kayla protested. 
 
    “I only show what it is given to show me. And remember, not everything I see and show comes true. It is up to you which of the visions I showed you becomes reality. Sometimes in trying to prevent a future, you bring it to pass.” 
 
    “You’ve shown us fucking enough,” Bron growled. “Enough to—” But he broke off abruptly and looked away. The pain in his golden eyes was almost palpable. For a moment Kayla wanted to go to him and comfort him but she couldn’t do that without Sorin—none of them could do anything without the other two. And since her guys now wanted nothing to do with each other, she could have nothing to do with either of them. 
 
    We’re stuck, she thought bitterly. Trapped by the past and the future both. And there’s not a damn thing we can do about it. 
 
    “I think I have enough.” Sorin’s voice brought her out of her bitter reflections and she looked up to see the Blood Kindred sealing the collection bag. “We can go,” he said shortly. “We’ll be home before we know it.” 
 
    “Home,” Bron muttered, still looking away. “Fucking great.” 
 
    Kayla said nothing at all. She simply rose and followed her guys down the hill. 
 
    Except they’re not my guys—not anymore, she thought. 
 
    As they turned to go, the huge Victorian mansion and the gardens surrounding it faded away to nothing, leaving only the barren rounded top of the hill and the gray, stunted vegetation that covered it. 
 
    Kayla stared for a minute. The bleak scene felt like looking into her soul. Empty… dead…abandoned… 
 
    Gone, she thought. All gone. 
 
    Then she turned and trudged down the hill, back to the waiting shuttle which would take her back to a loveless, lonely life aboard the Mother Ship. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Twenty-two 
 
      
 
    To her great relief, Kayla didn’t have any flare-ups from the lust virus still active in her blood on the way back home. She didn’t know how she could have dealt with them if she had, considering that Bron and Sorin weren’t talking to each other and she wasn’t talking to either of them. But luck was with her and she was able to get back to the Mother Ship without incident. 
 
    After the shuttle touched down in the Docking Bay, the three of them sat there silently for a moment. Kayla wondered if this was how people who had gone through a divorce acted when they were together. Silent…staring…nothing to say. 
 
    At last Sorin stirred and sighed. 
 
    “I need to go report to Commander Sylvan and debrief him and the Council about our journey.” 
 
    “He’ll expect me there as well,” Bron said heavily. 
 
    “If we’re both going before the Council I hope we can keep any…personal elements out of our report,” Sorin said. 
 
    Bron gave the Blood Kindred an unfriendly look. 
 
    “You think I can’t be fucking professional just because we’re not friends anymore? Give me some credit.” 
 
    “Apologies,” Sorin said blandly. “I just wanted to be certain we stick exclusively and scrupulously to the facts.” 
 
    Like the fact that you two made me fall for you and then dumped me and each other at the same time? Kayla thought but didn’t say. 
 
    “Fine,” she said aloud. “The two of you go talk to the High Council. I’ll go back to the lab and start working immediately.” 
 
    Sorin raised an eyebrow at her. 
 
    “You don’t want to take a little time to rest? It’s been a…stressful journey in more than one way, Kayla. If you want to have some time to yourself—” 
 
    “I want to make the damn antidote,” Kayla snapped at him. “I want to be able to take it before…before I have another attack. Because God knows I can’t count on either of you to help me if I do.” 
 
    “Small one—” 
 
    “Leelah—” they both started at once. 
 
    Kayla held up a hand to stop them. 
 
    “Don’t either one of you dare say a word to me,” she said through gritted teeth. “I am holding onto my temper with both hands here, as my Granny used to say. So don’t even start.” 
 
    Sorin looked like he wanted to protest but at last he just shook his head. 
 
    “Fine. You know where the specimen collection bag is. We’ll meet you in the lab after we debrief the Council.” 
 
    “Fine,” Kayla echoed him. She went to the back of the ship and picked up the dark gray bag which was made of heavy fabric and had a temperature and humidity controlled interior. Slinging it over one shoulder, she exited the shuttle before the guys could say anything else that might make her want to kill them…or hold them tight and never let them go. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “Oh hi, Dr. Smith! How are you?” 
 
    Kayla, who had been walking along the corridor leading from the Docking Bay, looked up to see Olivia—one of the head nurses in the med center—waving at her. She was walking with her friend, Kat—a lovely plus-sized girl with auburn hair. 
 
    Inwardly, Kayla winced. She didn’t feel like making small talk right now—all she wanted to do was get to the lab and get to work on the Lust Blossoms. But she couldn’t completely throw politeness and social convention to the wind just because she was feeling utterly horrible. 
 
    “Oh, hi, Liv,” she said, trying to smile at the blond girl. “Haven’t I told you to call me Kayla?” 
 
    “Sure, I know but I like to give credit where it’s due,” Liv said. “I mean, you earned a Doctorate in xenobiology and chemistry. That’s impressive.” 
 
    “Liv here tells me you and your two scientist buddies are going to find an antidote for the lust attacks we’ve all been having,” Kat said, looking at her hopefully. “Any luck with that?” 
 
    “I have some Lust Blossoms right here.” Kayla held up the gray specimen bag. “They’re what the Xi-46 that affected everyone is distilled from. We’re hoping to be able to find a cure using the fresh blossoms.” 
 
    “Oh, perfect!” Kat clapped her hands excitedly. “I am so glad to hear it. Not that I don’t love having lots of hot nookie with my two guys but it’s hard to get anything done when you have to drop everything to do the nasty every few hours.” 
 
    “At least you’ve got two to share the load,” Liv pointed out. “I’m wearing poor Baird out!” She turned to Kayla. “She’s lucky—mated to Twin Kindred,” she said. “And in this case, I think two is definitely better than one.” 
 
    “Oh, I…I see…” But suddenly Kayla couldn’t see very well. Her vision had doubled and then trebled and her eyes were stinging as something warm and wet rolled down her cheeks. 
 
    “Oh, honey!” Liv exclaimed, taking her by the arm. “What in the world is wrong?” 
 
    “Was it something we said?” Kat asked anxiously. 
 
    “I…I’m sorry,” Kayla sobbed, putting a hand to her face. “It’s just…when you were talking about having…having two mates. I just…” 
 
    But then she broke down completely and couldn’t go on. 
 
    “Oh, you poor thing!” Liv rubbed her shoulder. “It’s okay, Kayla—just let it out.” 
 
    “I can’t…can’t do this.” Kayla shook her head and swiped at her tears. “We’re in a public place. I can’t have a …a break down here.” 
 
    Liv took a quick look around the crowded corridor. 
 
    “Okay, we’ll go someplace private so you can cry,” she said quickly. “Kat, we’re not far from your place, are we?” 
 
    “Right this way—here, we can take a side corridor. It’s less crowded,” Kat said. 
 
    “No, no…” Kayla shook her head. “Just leave me be—I’ll be all right in a minute.” 
 
    “No you won’t until you’re able to talk this out,” Liv said, sounding stern and gentle at the same time. “Come on, hon, let’s go. You’ll be glad you got it off your chest.” 
 
    Before Kayla knew it, she was seated comfortably on Kat’s Twin-Kindred-sized couch between the two friends with a cup of hot tea and a plate of brownies in front of her. The place was deserted except for the three of them and she wondered if Kat had called ahead and asked her husbands to take their kids out for a little while. If so, it was very nice of her. She didn’t want to have a breakdown in front of strangers and since she couldn’t seem to stop crying, that was about what her emotional state amounted to. 
 
    “Okay, doll,” Kat said, rubbing soothingly between her shoulder blades. “Come on and spill—what’s going on that has you so upset?” 
 
    “I…I…hardly know how to talk about it,” Kayla sniffed and swiped at her eyes with some tissues that Liv had handed her. “I…I’m in love with my coworkers—both of them!” 
 
    “The other two scientists you work with, you mean?” Liv asked gently. “Oh dear—but isn’t one a Beast Kindred and one a—” 
 
    “Blood Kindred,” Kayla finished for her. “I was dreaming of them both and they both of them helped me with my…my needing.” She felt her cheeks getting hot as she spoke. “I touched them at the same time and then I found I couldn’t touch one without the other or I got a horrible shock. So both of them just…just kept on helping me. Every time I had an, er, attack.” 
 
    “Wow.” Kat looked at her wide-eyed. “And they put up with that? With sharing you?” 
 
    “I have to be honest,” Liv said. “I would have thought that they would have fought each other to the death rather than share a female they both love.” 
 
    “They didn’t like the idea of sharing but they’re best friends so they decided to do it, at least temporarily,” Kayla explained. “I love them both so much I kept hoping the temporary solution would become permanent—I didn’t want to lose either one of them. But now…now I’ve lost them both,” she finished, feeling desolate. 
 
    “Oh honey, surely not,” Liv exclaimed. “There must be some way to, uh, bring the three of you back together.” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” Kayla shook her head. “When we were hunting for the Lust Blossoms…” She held up the collection bag she was still clutching, “We were shown three possible futures if we stayed together and all of them were awful. It made my guys decide it was time to…to end things between the three of us once and for all.” 
 
    “And do you trust these futures you were shown?” Kat asked. 
 
    Kayla bit her lip, considering. “I do,” she said at last. “They felt…true. And we were told one or more of them would happen. It scared the living crap out of all of us and then my guys started fighting and before I knew it, the three of us had just…” She sniffed miserably. “Just fallen apart.” 
 
    “Oh, Kayla…” Liv put an arm around her shoulders and squeezed gently. “I don’t know how, my dear, but I’m sure the Goddess is going to work this out. You did say you were dreaming of them both, right?” 
 
    Kayla nodded. “Yes—a lot.” 
 
    “And did they dream about you?” Kat asked. 
 
    Kayla nodded. At certain times in the past both of her guys had said something like, “I had the weirdest dream about you and Sorin last night, Kayla,” or, “Kayla, you wouldn’t believe the dream I had of you and Bron.” The dreams weren’t sexual—or if they were, Bron and Sorin had been too tactful to say so. But still, it meant the three of them had been dreaming of each other. 
 
    “Well if the three of you were all Dream-sharing then you must belong together,” Liv said firmly. “Which means the Goddess is involved, which means it has to work out somehow even if it is a, uh, little unconventional.” 
 
    “I know it’s strange—the idea of a Blood Kindred and a Beast Kindred sharing a mate,” Kayla said. “But the two of them are such good friends. You ought to see how well they fit together! They finish each other’s sentences and they call each other ‘friend of the heart’ and everything.” 
 
    “Wow.” Kat looked surprised. “That’s a really strong friendship. Kindred usually reserve ‘friend of my heart’ for friends they’ve grown up with since childhood or someone who’s saved their life in battle. Was that the case with your guys?” 
 
    “I know they’ve been in battle together,” Kayla said frowning. “But they didn’t grow up together. They met when the two of them first came to the Mother Ship and to hear them tell it, they just clicked. They’ve been friends for years.” She choked back a sob. “And it only took me a couple of days to tear them apart!” 
 
    “Hey, now,” Liv said sternly. “You can’t think that way, Kayla! It sounds to me like it’s the guys who are being stubborn—not you!” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter who’s being stubborn though or who’s to blame,” Kayla whispered. “The point is, it’s over now between the three of us. When you met me, I was on the way to my lab to work on an antidote so I can get unhooked from both of them before I have another, uh, needing attack.” 
 
    “Maybe if you did have another attack, it would bring the three of you back together,” Kat suggested. But Kayla shook her head. 
 
    “I don’t want to do it like that. I don’t want them to have to get back together—I want them to want to be together with me and each other.” 
 
    “That would be nice, doll,” Kat said doubtfully. “But we all know how stubborn our guys can be. Sometimes they need a nudge in the right direction.” 
 
    “That’s true,” Liv agreed. “Maybe just keep it in mind as a kind of plan B, you know?” 
 
    Kayla sighed. “I don’t know anything right now but thank you so much for taking the time to talk to me. And thanks for the tea and brownie.” 
 
    She took a sip and a bite to be polite. Both were excellent but her emotions were still in such an uproar she could have been eating cardboard and drinking plain tap water, as much as the taste registered with her. 
 
    “You’re welcome, doll,” Kat said. “Those are a special batch of our friend Lauren’s double dark chocolate chunk devils food brownies. 
 
    “I wish I could enjoy them more. But the way I’m feeling now, I just can’t.” Taking a deep breath, Kayla stood up with and grabbed the specimen bag. “I really have to go. I’m not the only one who needs the antidote to this damn lust virus.” 
 
    “You can say that again,” Kat said fervently. “But listen, before you go, why don’t you let me give you some bonding fruit extract? It’s extremely concentrated and works really fast. It might, uh, come in handy if your guys change their minds and decide they want to share you after all.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t think that will be necessary,” Kayla said, blushing. “One thing we found out on the trip was that Bron’s, uh, compounds can make me stretchy enough to take just about anything.” 
 
    “What about two anythings, though?” Liv said skeptically. “I’ve never heard of a Kindred yet who wasn’t hung like a Clydesdale and the fact that one of them has a mating fist too could really complicate the issue.” 
 
    “Yeah, it sounds to me like you’ll be, uh, accommodating even more than someone mated to Twin Kindred,” Kat put in. “Better let me give you some.” 
 
    Kayla shook her head firmly. 
 
    “Thanks but it would be a waste to give it to me. The guys are set on separating and since I can’t choose between them, that means the three of us are never going to be together again after we finish this antidote.” She took a firm grip on the specimen bag and sighed. “Thanks again, girls but I really need to get to the lab now.” 
 
    “All right.” Liv and Kat stood up to see her to the door. Impulsively, Liv gave her a hug. “It’s going to be okay,” she whispered in Kayla’s ear. “The Goddess is going to work this out—I just know it.” 
 
    Kayla wished she could have such blind faith and absolute certainty but the fact was, though she believed the Kindred Goddess was real, she had never prayed to her or worshiped her. She liked to say, “Science is my religion.” Now she wished she had a little of Liv’s faith that things would turn out for the best. 
 
    “I hope you’re right,” she said stiffly. “But I just don’t think it’s likely.” 
 
    “Never mind about likely,” Liv said. “Just keep your eyes open and listen with your heart. When the time is right, you’ll know what to do.” 
 
    She hugged Kayla one last time and then she and Kat waved as Kayla left and headed back to the lab. 
 
    Kayla held her head high as she walked. She had to admit she felt, if not better, at least more in control of herself, for which she was grateful to the other two girls. She was going to have to work hard to control herself while she and Bron and Sorin were all in the lab together. It was going to hurt like hell to be with them and yet, be separate and distant at the same time. But she told herself there was no other choice and if she didn’t want to be dragged back into the never-ending cycle of anger and hurt, she had to keep it together. 
 
    “I can do this,” Kayla muttered to herself as she headed down the long corridor towards her lab. “I have to do this or I’ll never be free of them and they’ll never be free of me.” 
 
    Although God knew, free of Sorin and Bron was the last thing she wanted to be. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Twenty-three 
 
      
 
    The lab was quiet as death—so quiet that at first Kayla thought it was unoccupied. But then she saw Bron at one work station at one end of the lab and Sorin at a work station at the far opposite end. They were facing away from each other, each busy at his separate tasks and each completely ignoring the other. 
 
    Kayla tried to think if she’d ever come in and seen them being so cold and distant to each other and couldn’t come up with a single other time. They were always laughing and joking or sharing their findings with each other. The sight broke her heart and she felt tears rise to sting her eyes. 
 
    Grimly, she blinked them back and went to the counter closest to Bron. 
 
    “Here,” she said, setting down the specimen bag. 
 
    “There you are,” the Beast Kindred growled, frowning. “Was getting fucking worried about you. Where have you been?” 
 
    “That’s none of your business—not anymore,” Kayla told him, lifting her chin. “I’m here now so let’s get to work.” 
 
    She pulled her favorite lab jacket off its peg —the one with Dr. Smith stitched over the left pocket that her sister had given her as a going away present—and put it on. Then, unsealing the specimen bag, she reached in and pulled out one of the waxy, iridescent red blossoms. It was beautiful but looking at it reminded Kayla of all she had lost. A lump rose in her throat and she turned quickly away so Bron and Sorin wouldn’t see her cry. 
 
    Taking the red blossom with its black stem over to her own work station, she started to prepare it so she could take some cuttings and make some slides to examine under the scope. Instead she found herself just staring at it as slow tears ran down her cheeks. 
 
    She felt so lonely—so bereft—it was almost as though Sorin and Bron really had died. They were there in the lab with her but they weren’t present—not really. It was like being with the ghosts of the men she loved—she was able to see them but not touch them. She had lost them both and there was no getting them back. 
 
    “I can’t believe they’re gone,” she whispered, unable to help herself. She put her face in her hands as the sobs shook her. “I’ll be alone forever—I can never love anyone again. I can’t believe I lost them. I can’t believe they’re gone…” 
 
    “Kayla? Baby?” Bron had stopped in the act of pulling one of the Lust Blossoms out of the specimen back and was looking at her with worried golden eyes. 
 
    “Are you all right?” Sorin asked, turning away from his own work station to look at her. 
 
    “No, of course I’m not okay,” Kayla whispered, still looking at the Lust Blossom clutched tight in her hand. “None of us is okay in case you didn’t notice. And we’re never going to be okay again.” 
 
    “Now, small one—” Bron began. “We just—Ow! Goddess-fucking-damnit!” 
 
    The exclamation startled Kayla who jerked her head up just in time to see a tiny, iridescent creature run across the back of Bron’s hand and scurry back into the specimen collection bag. 
 
    At first her mind wouldn’t process what she’d seen but then Bron staggered, as though his legs didn’t want to hold him up. 
 
    “Wha- the fuck?” he slurred, as though his tongue was suddenly numb. “Fucker…bit me…” 
 
    Kayla rushed to him, her heart pounding. She grabbed his big hand to steady him but her hands fell on bare skin and she gave a muffled shriek and yanked her fingers away as an electric shock ran through her. She tried again, grabbing Bron by the arm and shoulder which was okay, since he was wearing a lab coat. But when he started to sway, she knew she couldn’t handle him by herself. The Beast Kindred was simply too big and muscular and heavy to manage on her own. 
 
    “Sorin!” she snapped at the Blood Kindred who was still standing by his work station, staring in incomprehension. “Get over here now and help me—he’s going down!” 
 
    Sorin rushed over to her and together they were able to lower the Beast Kindred to the floor of the lab. Bron’s breathing was becoming labored and he seemed to have lost all feeling in his arms and legs. 
 
    “Kay…la?” he managed weakly. “What…?” 
 
    “Lay still,” she ordered, though he could scarcely have done anything else. “I think…I think you were bitten by one of those glass dragons that Mother Pain had in her garden. One must have been hiding in the Lust Blossoms Sorin picked.” 
 
    “Gods, no!” The Blood Kindred looked horrified. “I thought I checked them over so carefully! Didn’t she say they were extremely venomous?” 
 
    Kayla nodded, her throat tight. 
 
    “And…and she said there was no cure.” 
 
    “That can’t be right!” Sorin exclaimed. “There must be something we can do to help him! We can’t just…just lose him!” 
 
    A bitter, sarcastic little voice in Kayla’s head suggested that the Blood Kindred hadn’t been nearly so concerned about losing his friend a moment ago but now wasn’t the time for that. Now they had to think of a way to save Bron. 
 
    But there’s no antidote—Mother Pain said so, she thought. And she said a bite from a glass dragon would cause death within five minutes. What are we going to do? 
 
    “Listen, daughter—you know what to do,” a strong, feminine voice suddenly spoke in her ear. 
 
    “What?” Kayla looked around wildly. Was she having auditory hallucinations brought on by stress? Under the circumstances, it wouldn’t be surprising. 
 
    “This is no hallucination, daughter,” the voice spoke in her ear again. Apparently Kayla was the only one who could hear it because Sorin wasn’t reacting to it at all. He was too busy patting Bron’s cheek and begging him to breathe, damnit, breathe. 
 
    “What should I do?” she asked out loud, hoping that the voice could hear her. 
 
    “Listen: I gave my children, the Blood Kindred, the ability to heal their mates with a bite,” the voice told her. “The Blood Kindred warrior must inject his essence into the Beast Kindred quickly or all will be lost. You must convince him to do it.” 
 
    Then the voice and the warm, feminine presence which had come with it, was gone as abruptly as it had appeared. But now Kayla knew what to do. 
 
    “Bite him,” she said to Sorin. 
 
    “What?” He looked up at her blankly, his face a mask of misery and fear for Bron. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Bite him—you have to bite him,” she repeated firmly. “You have to inject your essence into him and heal him—it’s the only way to save him.” 
 
    Sorin frowned. “I cannot bite another male! Short of entering him with my shaft, that is the most overtly sexual thing I could do!” 
 
    “I don’t give a damn!” Kayla exclaimed. “Bite him—do it now!” 
 
    “It wouldn’t do him any good even if I tried,” Sorin protested. “A Blood Kindred can only heal his mate with his bite—not another male.” 
 
    “Bron is your mate—we both are,” Kayla argued. “Don’t you remember we talked about forming a bond –at least a partial one—when the three of us were together the other night?” 
 
    Sorin looked uncomfortable. “Well, I guess it’s possible we might have some slight connection,” he conceded at last. 
 
    “It’s more than possible—it’s true!” Kayla exclaimed. “Look—he’s stopped breathing and his lips are turning blue. Please, Sorin—I know you don’t want to lose Bron anymore than I do. Bite him—please—at least try.” 
 
    At last Sorin nodded. 
 
    “All right, I’ll try. But I doubt it will help.” 
 
    Baring his fangs, he took Bron’s muscular forearm in his hand and, lifting it to his mouth, bit down on the thick blue vein running just under the surface of the Beast Kindred’s tan skin. 
 
    The effect was immediate. 
 
    Bron took a ragged, gasping breath and his eyes, which had drifted closed, popped open and blazed to life. 
 
    “What…” He choked, his deep voice hoarse. “What the fuck, Sorin?” he gasped at the Blood Kindred who still had his fangs buried in his friend’s arm. “What did you do to me? Feels like you gave me…a shot right to the shaft. I couldn’t breathe a minute ago and now I’m…” He coughed again. “Hard as a fucking rock.” 
 
    Kayla found she was laughing and crying at the same time. 
 
    “You saved him,” she said to Sorin, who had withdrawn his fangs and was smiling tentatively at the big Beast Kindred. “You did it, Sorin—your essence saved him!” 
 
    “I don’t understand how but I think you’re right,” the Blood Kindred said slowly. “Still, we should get him to the med center as quickly as possible.” 
 
    “And seal up that damn specimen bag,” Kayla said. “The glass dragon went back into it—I saw it. We don’t need it getting out again and biting anyone else.” 
 
    “Agreed.” Sorin nodded. “You seal the bag and I’ll call for help.” 
 
    “Wait,” Bron gripped his friend’s hand, keeping Sorin close to him. “Don’t…don’t go,” he said hoarsely. “Need…want…” 
 
    “Of course, friend of my heart.” Sorin’s voice was gentler than it had been in a long time, Kayla thought as she got up and carefully sealed the specimen bag. “I won’t leave you. I’ll stay right here until the med center transport gets to us.” He looked up at Kayla. “Leelah, could you—?” 
 
    “Already on it,” Kayla told him. Swiftly she grabbed a thin silver circlet of wire from its hook on the wall and jammed it down over her temples. 
 
    The think-me would allow her to communicate mentally with anyone on the ship, much like a Kindred’s bond with his mate allowed him to talk to her with mind-to-mind communication. 
 
    “Hello, Liv?” she said, speaking aloud as well as sending her thoughts for Sorin and Bron’s benefit. “This is Kayla. We’ve had an incident at the lab and we need transport for Bron to the med center STAT.” 
 
    Looking down at the two friends, who were still clasping hands on the lab floor, she felt her heart overflow with emotions—fear, relief, disbelief, uncertainty…Was Bron really all right? Had Sorin really been able to heal him? And what would happen to the three of them now? 
 
    She had no answers but she had one certainty—no matter what happened, they had to stay together—all three of them. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Twenty-four 
 
      
 
    “Well, I have good news and bad news,” Commander Sylvan said, drawing up a chair to sit beside Bron’s bedside. He held a vid-chart in one hand and he was consulting it as he talked. 
 
    “Bad news first,” Kayla said instantly. She and Sorin were standing, one on either side of the big Beast Kindred’s bed. They were holding Bron’s hands for moral support and for once it seemed that she didn’t have to be touching both of them to keep from being hurt. It seemed to be enough that the two warriors were touching each other skin-to-skin while she was touching one of them. 
 
    “Well…they’re mixed together,” Sylvan said, frowning. He looked at Sorin. “The good news, Dr. Sorin, is that it appears that the, ahem, bite you gave Dr. Bron, has helped to neutralize some of the toxins in the glass dragon venom.” His cheeks went dark red as he spoke and Kayla realized that he was somewhat embarrassed. Which made sense—biting and injecting essence was an extremely sexual act for the Blood Kindred. So it was almost like Sorin was discussing his patient’s bedroom technique. 
 
    Sorin seemed to pick up on it too. 
 
    “I know it’s…unconventional for a male to bite another male,” he said steadily, his own face going red as well, though he kept his chin lifted high. “But it was the only way to save Bron’s life—I would do it again.” 
 
    “You may have to,” Sylvan said seriously. “Because the bad news is, not all the venom has been neutralized and the toxins are still building up in Bron’s blood. He’s going to be very sick again in a day or so at the latest.” 
 
    “Really?” Kayla felt her heart drop. “But we were so sure he was all right—he opened his eyes and perked up the minute Sorin bit him!” 
 
    “His immune system isn’t strong enough to completely neutralize the toxins,” Sylvan said. “We see this sometimes with unmated males—things that a mated male could withstand or fight off, they succumb to. There are a lot of theories about it but the prevailing idea is that the soul bond a male forms with his mate helps strengthen him physically as well as emotionally.” 
 
    “What if he was mated and bonded?” Sorin asked quietly. “Would he be able to neutralize the toxins then?” 
 
    Sylvan nodded thoughtfully. 
 
    “That would probably help a great deal, yes. The soul bond would strengthen his immune system and help him” 
 
    “Then it’s settled.” Sorin took a deep breath. “Brother,” he said to Bron, “I want you and Kayla to be bonded. I renounce all claim on her and ask that the two of you be together.” 
 
    “What?” Kayla exclaimed at the same time Bron growled, 
 
    “No fucking way!” 
 
    “Listen to me,” Kayla said, glaring at the Blood Kindred. “I am not some object like your favorite microscope you can pass on to your best friend!” 
 
    “And there’s no way I’m bonding Kayla by myself,” Bron growled. “Not without you, friend of my heart.” 
 
    His words stunned Kayla and Sorin both to silence for a moment. Then Kayla looked at the big Beast Kindred uncertainly. 
 
    “Bron…did you just say what I thought you said? You want to…to share me with Sorin? Forever?” 
 
    “That’s how long a bonding lasts, doesn’t it?” Bron growled. “Yes, I fucking want to share.” He looked at Sorin. “Brother, being with Kayla without you just wouldn’t feel right…wouldn’t feel complete. You’re the third part of our pod, as those fucking Carnalians called it.” 
 
    “Bron is right,” Kayla chimed in. “We need you, Sorin! I don’t want to be with one of you without the other—please.” 
 
    “Well…” Sorin looked uncertain. “I’m not sure…” 
 
    “Is it the idea of us, uh, helping each other out, that’s holding you back?” Bron asked bluntly. “Because we don’t have to do that. It doesn’t have to be part of our relationship—we can just share Kayla.” 
 
    “It’s not that,” Sorin said stiffly, his cheeks going dark red. “In fact I think I like the idea of us, er, helping each other from time to time, to be honest, Bron.” He glanced at his best friend and then looked away. “Although I’ve never been able to admit it before I like…like being close to you.” 
 
    Bron gave him an easy smile. “I like being close to you too, Brother. And I love having Kayla between the two of us. But if it’s not the ‘helping’ holding you back, then what is it?” 
 
    “I don’t…” Sorin looked down to where he was gripping the big Beast Kindred’s hand tightly. “I don’t feel that I deserve the two of you. I was so quick to give up on us because of what Mother Pain showed us.” He looked at them seriously. “And I know the two of you felt the truth of her words as I did—if we do this, one or more of her predictions may still come true.” 
 
    “But one already did!” Bron exclaimed. “It was the one where Kayla was standing in the lab and crying while she held one of the Lust Blossoms in her hand—that’s what was happening right before that fucking glass dragon bit me.” 
 
    Sorin snapped his fingers. “You’re right! I remember thinking that she was wearing her favorite lab coat in that vision—and she was in the lab too, just before you collapsed.” 
 
    “But…” Kayla shook her head, feeling bewildered. “I thought those were things that were supposed to happen if we stayed together! The three of us were apart at that point!” 
 
    “Emotionally but not physically,” Sorin pointed out. “We were all—” 
 
    “In the lab together,” Bron finished for him. “Mother Pain must have been speaking literally—not figuratively.” 
 
    “Oh my God…” Kayla shook her head. “All that drama for nothing?” 
 
    “No—not for nothing,” Sorin said seriously. “It’s made me understand how much you mean to me—both of you.” He squeezed Bron’s hand and reached across the bed to take Kayla’s as well. “And you’re right—the three of us belong together.” 
 
    “So let’s make it happen,” Bron growled. He looked up at Sylvan, who had been standing in the background while they talked, a bemused expression on his face. “Hey, Commander Sylvan—how long before I can get out of here?” 
 
    “I’ll release you right away,” Sylvan said. “But if your…” He cleared his throat. “If your attempt at a cure doesn’t work, I’ll need you to come back to the med center at once.” 
 
    Kayla’s heart leapt into her throat. 
 
    “What do you mean if it doesn’t work?” she demanded. “Why wouldn’t it work?” 
 
    Sylvan held up his hands. 
 
    “It may—I hope it will, for all your sakes. But I have never heard of a female being able to bond with two Kindred at once except in the case of Twin Kindred. And they already have a bond between them, having been born with it.” 
 
    Kayla felt her stomach clench. 
 
    “So it might not work? Sorin and I might lose Bron after all? Or Bron and I might lose Sorin if we bond and he can’t join in?” 
 
    “I hope not,” Commander Sylvan said gently. “Please know that my thoughts and prayers are with you. What you will be attempting is certainly unconventional but I hope you can make it work.” 
 
    Kayla hoped so too—with all her heart. Because if the three of them couldn’t form a bond together, she was going to lose one or the other of her guys and she couldn’t stand that—she just couldn’t. 
 
    How are we going to manage this? she wondered uneasily. Can it actually be done? 
 
    She didn’t know but she was certain they had to try. 
 
    “All right, boys,” she said to the two of them. “Let’s get out of here. I don’t think we want to try this in a hospital bed. We need a little more, er, room.” Her cheeks got hot as she spoke but she held her head up. She didn’t care if it would look strange to everyone else for her to have one Beast Kindred and one Blood Kindred husband—she just wanted to keep both Bron and Sorin with her forever. 
 
    Oh please, she prayed. Let this work—let us stay together. She heard no answer but her heart lifted and she felt a renewed sense of determination. Somehow she would manage to bond with both of her men—she had to or she would lose them forever. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Twenty-five 
 
      
 
    “Hey, what’s this?” Sorin stooped down and picked up a small blue box with the words For Kayla, Just in Case, printed on it in curving, feminine handwriting. It had been sitting at the base of the door to Kayla’s suite, like a present waiting for her to open it. 
 
    “I don’t know.” Kayla took it from him as she let them all into her suite. She couldn’t help thinking about the last time the three of them had been in here—with the guys trying to get her to come out of the shower while she wanted to die because she felt like she’d been too sexual with them. 
 
    Now I want to do a whole lot more than we did during that first needing episode, she thought. Now we’re going all the way, as we used to say in high school. God, I hope it works! 
 
    “What’s in the box?” Bron asked as the door slid shut behind them. He looked a little pale, Kayla thought, but otherwise fine. It was hard to believe that he still had the glass dragon toxins building up in his system. 
 
    Don’t think about it, she ordered herself. We’re going to fix it—as soon as we all bond he’ll be strong enough to heal. 
 
    She hoped and prayed, anyway. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said lightly. “Let’s open it and see.” 
 
    She went to the couch and sat with her guys on either side of her. They watched with interest as she took the lid off the box and looked inside. 
 
    The contents weren’t immediately recognizable, though. 
 
    The first thing Kayla saw was a blue bottle with a stopper carved like a delicate flower. A note was tied around the neck of it with a string. Turning over the attached card, Kayla saw, Be careful! This stuff is strong. Just a sip or two will do the job, written in the same flowing, feminine script as the inscription on the box. 
 
    “What is that?” Sorin asked, frowning. “Some kind of liquor?” 
 
    “Who would send you something like that?” Bron asked, puzzled. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Kayla admitted. Taking the stopper off, she took a sniff. A warm, sweet fragrance drifted up to her nose. “Mmm! Smells like…peaches and…strawberries…and buttered popcorn?” She frowned. “Weird but delicious.” 
 
    “Let me smell that,” Bron held out his hand and she gave him the bottle. He took a sniff and nodded. “That’s what I thought—bonding fruit. This must be some kind of distillation or concentrate—it smells fucking strong.” 
 
    “Oh, now I know who it’s from—Kat!” Kayla exclaimed. “She’s kind of a friend of a friend,” she added, seeing her guys’ uncomprehending looks. “And she’s bonded to Twin Kindred. I ran into her on the way to the lab and she, uh, thought we might need this if…if you two ever came around.” 
 
    “Why would we need bonding fruit?” Sorin asked, sounding surprised. “The compounds in Bron’s seed have proved to be more than adequate up until now.” 
 
    “Yes, but Kayla’s about to have both of our shafts in her pussy at once as well as my mating fist,” Bron said. “We wouldn’t want to hurt her, Sorin. It might be a good idea for her to drink some just in case.” 
 
    “I’ll take some now, then,” Kayla decided. “No time like the present.” She took the bottle back from Bron and took a sip. “Mmm! That’s really good!” she exclaimed. 
 
    The bonding fruit juice tasted even better than it smelled. She took another swig of it and then another—it was practically addictive. She was just about to finish the bottle off when Sorin said, 
 
    “Leelah, didn’t that juice come with a warning?” 
 
    “I thought you were only supposed to drink a few sips,” Bron said, frowning. “Better watch out, baby—you’re going to be horny out of your fucking mind.” 
 
    “Oops—you’re right.” Quickly, Kayla put the stopper back in the bottle so she wouldn’t be tempted by the delicious fruity fragrance. “Let’s see what else is in here,” she said, turning back to the box Kat had left at her door. 
 
    The next thing she pulled out looked a little bit like doll furniture—but it was certainly very oddly shaped. It looked like a bench with high, padded ends. Attached to it with a piece of twine was a note and a tiny clear bottle with an eyedropper top. The note said, Two drops to re-size. 
 
    “This is just weird,” Kayla murmured, looking at the thing in her hand. “Why would she send me deformed doll furniture?” 
 
    “It’s not doll furniture—it’s just miniaturized,” Bron rumbled. “That’s the resizing liquid in the bottle there.” 
 
    “But what is it?” Kayla asked. “Even if we, uh, de-miniaturize it it’s still going to look weird. What’s the point of a bench with such high sides?” 
 
    “It’s a Breeding Bench,” Sorin said quietly. 
 
    “A what?” Bron and Kayla asked at the same time. 
 
    “A Breeding Bench. Twin Kindred use them sometimes when they’re trying to conceive with their female. It makes it easier for the two males to stay inside their mate longer and come many more times which increases the chances of her getting pregnant,” Sorin explained. His face looked red as he said it and Kayla studied him carefully. 
 
    “Hey, you know what this is because you’ve looked into it, haven’t you?” she asked the Blood Kindred. “Were you thinking of me and Bron when you researched it?” 
 
    “The thought of the three of us together did occur to me,” Sorin admitted, his face growing redder. “As you know, when Twin Kindred come together to penetrate their female, their shafts actually fuse together for the time they are inside her. With Bron and me…” He cleared his throat. “We will…have to be pressed tightly together and I thought that something like this…” He gestured at the miniaturized Breeding Bench. “Might make it easier.” 
 
    “I’d say you’re fucking right about that,” Bron growled. He grinned at Sorin. “But why are you blushing? Are you ashamed that our shafts will be touching when we enter our lady together?” 
 
    “Not ashamed exactly just…uncertain,” Sorin admitted. “You know…know what my people think of such things.” 
 
    “Yes, we certainly do!” Kayla shivered at the memory of the awful vision Mother Pain had shown them. “And I’m sorry, Sorin, but I don’t think we ought to visit your parents any time soon.” 
 
    “Or mine,” Bron said grimly. “If we do this, we’re going to have to renounce our families, Brother,” he told Sorin. 
 
    “It’s worth it,” the Blood Kindred said at once. “You know my parents have never been the warmest people and after being reminded of what they did to Taurin…” He shook his head. “I have no wish to see them again.” 
 
    “I’m thinking we should stay away from Rageron too,” Bron remarked. “My Sire always did like my older brothers better than me—he never approved of me getting so much education.” 
 
    “Well my family will love the two of you enough to make up for it,” Kayla promised them. “My Auntie Feenie has been asking since the first time she met you when I was bringing you home as more than just friends.” 
 
    “We’re all going to be a hell of a lot more than friends if this works,” Bron growled. 
 
    “We’ll be mates,” Sorin said quietly. He looked at Kayla and Bron. “And I want you to know, I want to be mated to you both.” 
 
    “I feel the same way,” Bron murmured. “We’re not complete without each other.” 
 
    “I love you both so much,” Kayla looked from one to the other with loving affection. “Thank you for agreeing to share me—there’s no way I could ever have chosen between you.” 
 
    “If this goes well, you won’t have to choose, leelah,” Sorin murmured. 
 
    “From your lips to the Goddess’s ears,” Bron growled. 
 
    Both of them gave her soft, lingering kisses—one on either cheek—and then Bron said, “Hey, what else is in there?” 
 
    Kayla looked down into the bottom of the box and saw where he was pointing. There was one more thing inside—something wrapped in the blue seal-all the Kindred used as a kind of cling wrap. 
 
    Picking up the thick package, she peeled back a corner of the seal-all and sniffed. She started to grin. 
 
    “Brownies! I knew I liked that girl!” 
 
    “Here’s a note that was under them,” Sorin picked it out and read, “For afterwards. You’re going to be really hungry.” 
 
    Kayla cracked up and her men rumbled laughter too. 
 
    “I don’t know this ‘Kat’ person but I’d like to fucking meet her,” Bron remarked. 
 
    “She seems to think of everything,” Sorin agreed. 
 
    “It was nice of her to send us a ready-made three-way sex kit,” Kayla said, still grinning a little. “With afterglow snacks included. In fact—oh!” 
 
    The exclamation was pulled from her by the tight, tingling sensation in her breasts and pussy. 
 
    “What is it?” Sorin asked at the same time Bron said, 
 
    “What’s wrong, baby?” 
 
    “I’m not exactly sure,” Kayla gasped. “But I think…I think maybe I’m having a, er, needing attack and the bonding fruit juice is kicking in at the same time!” 
 
    She looked down at herself and, sure enough, her breasts were beginning to swell with the sweet nectar again, just as they had on the shuttle on their trip to Carnal Four. At the same time, her pussy felt incredibly wet and sensitive and empty. 
 
    Oh my God, Kayla thought with a groan. Why did I ever take that Bonding fruit juice? Bron was right—I’m horny out of my mind. I’m getting so aroused it hurts! 
 
    It was true—the lust virus still in her system mixed with the properties of the Bonding Fruit was giving her severe problems. Her nipples ached to be sucked and her breasts felt full to overflowing. Her pussy was suddenly so hot and wet she had to part her legs to try and get some relief but that only made the emptiness worse. She needed to be filled and soon—filled by something big. 
 
    Or ‘two somethings’ to paraphrase Liv, she thought desperately. God, I need them—need them both! 
 
    “Please,” she gasped, gripping her guys’ legs—Bron on the right and Sorin on the left, as always. “Please, I need…need the two of you really soon.” 
 
    “We’ll be more than happy to help you, sweetheart” Sorin murmured. “Let me just tend to this…” 
 
    Standing up for a minute, he put down the miniaturized Breeding Bench between the fireplace and the couch and carefully squeezed two drops of the re-sizing liquid on either end of it. 
 
    Immediately the piece of Twin Kindred furniture began to grow. Kayla watched in surprise, forgetting her own pain and desire for a moment. The bench was made of some heavy black wood and upholstered in a deep red leather-like material which looked both tough and durable. It swelled bigger and bigger until it was about the size of a large love seat, just big enough for two if they sat facing each other. 
 
    Or three if the third person is sitting on their laps, Kayla thought and bit back a moan of frantic desire as her body reminded her of what she needed. 
 
    “Please, Sorin…Bron…” she begged softly. “I’m, uh, really having a problem here.” 
 
    “Told you not to drink so much of that Bonding Fruit juice,” Bron remarked. 
 
    “It’s clearly the lust virus at work too, not just the Bonding Fruit,” Sorin said as he sat back down on her left. “But before we can help her, Brother, we need to ease the pressure in her sweet breasts. We’ll have to take off her blouse.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Bron growled softly. “In fact, maybe it’s better if the three of us get completely naked. It’ll save time later.” 
 
    “That sounds good to me.” Sorin’s pale blue eyes were lazy with lust. “Kayla?” he murmured. 
 
    “Yes.” She nodded. “Yes, please—I want to touch you—both of you. I need to feel your skin against mine.” 
 
    “Our pleasure, small one,” Bron growled. The two of them worked on her clothes first—Sorin unbuttoning her blouse and pulling it off while Bron pulled down her skirt. Before Kayla knew it they had her down to her bra and panties. 
 
    “Mmm, looks like you’re leaking, leelah,” Sorin murmured, staring at the amber-colored stains beginning to spread across the white cups of Kayla’s bra. 
 
    “Better take off that lacy little undergarment before she ruins it,” Bron growled softly. 
 
    “I’d say you’re right about that, Brother,” Sorin said, giving the Beast Kindred a lazy grin. He unlatched Kayla’s front-hook bra and peeled it back, revealing her swollen breasts and berry-dark nipples which were so tight they hurt. 
 
    Kayla moaned breathlessly as they bared her, feeling both aroused and embarrassed. But there was no time for shame or embarrassment now—her body wouldn’t let there be time. Right now it was too interested in getting her needs met to worry about how they were met. 
 
    “Gods, your body is so lush,” Sorin breathed. 
 
    “Fucking beautiful,” Bron growled. He looked at the Blood Kindred. “Should we suck her sweet breasts and ease our lady’s pain?” 
 
    “I think that’s an excellent idea. As one?” 
 
    “As one,” Bron agreed. 
 
    Then two hot, wet mouths descended on her breasts at once and Kayla gasped as they sucked her deep and hard, draining the sweet nectar which had filled her breasts so quickly. Each hard, long suck on her tight peaks seemed to shoot electrical sparks of pure pleasure to her throbbing pussy. But as her breasts drained, the emptiness inside her grew so great that Kayla couldn’t help crying out and writhing between them. 
 
    “What is it, small one?” Bron asked, letting go of her right nipple. “Are we hurting you?” 
 
    “I’m in pain but it’s not…not because of you,” Kayla panted. “What you’re doing feels really good but I feel so empty inside, I’m about to go crazy!” 
 
    Sorin shot Bron a worried look. “We’d better take her to the Breeding Bench soon.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Bron rumbled. “But first the two of us need to get situated.” 
 
    “Just give us a minute, leelah,” Sorin told her. “Let us get ready for you.” 
 
    “All right.” Kayla bit her lip and told herself she had to wait. “I’ll be all right,” she said tightly. “Just…hurry, okay?” 
 
    “We will,” Bron promised as he finished getting undressed. When he was nude, he went to the bench with its high, padded ends. He straddled it and sat down with his broad back against one of them. Sitting with his legs spread, as he was, his thick shaft rose like an exclamation point from between his muscular thighs. He looked up at Sorin, who was also getting undressed, although a bit more slowly. “Well, friend of my heart—are you ready for this?” 
 
    “I think so.” Sorin took a deep breath as he stepped out of his clothes and went to straddle the bench as well. He sat down opposite Bron and though he still looked uncertain, Kayla saw that his cock rose high and tight to his flat abdomen, as hard and eager as his friend’s. 
 
    “You’re too far away,” Bron complained. “You’re going to have to get a hell of a lot closer than that if we’re both going to fit into our lady’s pussy at the same time.” 
 
    “Sorry.” The Blood Kindred cleared his throat. “I just feel…nervous about, uh…being so close.” 
 
    “Because you don’t want to?” Bron asked, frowning. 
 
    “No,” Sorin said quietly. “Because I do want to.” He scooted closer to Bron as he spoke. “Very much, friend of my heart.” 
 
    “Then come even closer,” Bron urged him. “Here, put your legs over mine like that…all right, now scoot just a little more forward and so will I…” 
 
    In a moment the two friends were almost as close as they could get. Despite the pain and emptiness she felt, Kayla couldn’t help but admire their masculine beauty as Bron’s thick shaft pressed against Sorin’s long one, length to length. 
 
    “Hey…” Sorin sounded surprised as he looked down. 
 
    “What’s wrong? Too close for you?” Bron inquired, lifting an eyebrow. 
 
    “No, it’s just…I thought your mating fist would get in the way of us…” Sorin cleared his throat. “Really getting close. But it’s not.” 
 
    “That’s because there’s a kind of, uh, notch in the center there, right where you’re pressed,” Bron admitted gruffly. “I used to feel fucking self-conscious about it but now…” He shrugged, his broad shoulders rolling. “It seems to have a purpose.” 
 
    “It lets me fit right against you.” Sorin’s voice was low and hushed. “We’ve never been this close except for when we filled our lady.” 
 
    “And this time there’s nothing between us,” Bron rumbled. “Gods, it feels good, friend of my heart—I like to feel you against me.” 
 
    “I like it too,” Sorin admitted. He looked at Kayla. “But we need to help our lady.” 
 
    “I’m okay,” Kayla told them. The throbbing emptiness had died down a little as she watched her men. “I can wait a little bit until you get situated—I like watching the two of you together.” 
 
    “Thank you, small one,” Bron murmured. He looked at Sorin. “I think we should try a few practice thrusts together so we know what we’re doing when we enter our lady. Agreed?” 
 
    “Agreed.” Sorin nodded. “Show me.” 
 
    “Like this…” Bron’s voice was a deep, sensual rumble. He put one big hand around their two shafts, encircling them easily and drawing them even more closely together. 
 
    Sorin, who was watching as his best friend gripped them both, let out a low groan. 
 
    “Gods, Bron that feels good,” he admitted hoarsely. 
 
    “Of course it feels good,” Bron growled. “It’s my shaft pressed to yours—you’re being touched by one who loves you. Now thrust with me, as one.” 
 
    “As one,” Sorin agreed breathlessly and, as if on some unspoken signal, the two of them thrust up, their shafts sliding through Bron’s fist as he held them close together. 
 
    “That’s the way,” Bron groaned as they both slid down again. “A few more, Brother, and we’ll be ready for Kayla to mount us.” 
 
    They thrust a few more times until the broad heads of both shafts were shiny with precum. Then they looked at her together. 
 
    “Come, leelah,” Sorin murmured hoarsely. “Come and let us fill you and bond you.” 
 
    “Let us fuck your sweet little pussy together, baby,” Bron growled. 
 
    Kayla needed no further invitation. With a little moan of need, she slipped off her panties and came to them. With a bit of help from both her guys, she was soon straddling the middle of the bench, facing Bron this time, with the heads of both large shafts pointing straight at her slippery entrance. 
 
    She couldn’t help thinking that without the bonding fruit juice and the lust virus, she would have been scared to death to see so much male equipment pointed in her direction and ready to penetrate her. Now she could barely wait to have them in her. 
 
    “All right,” she said with a deep breath. “All right, guys, I’m coming down now.” 
 
    “Come down, baby,” Bron murmured. “We’ll support you—just come down.” 
 
    True to his word, big,warm hands held her hips and thighs, helping to lower herself onto the waiting shafts At the last moment Kayla had an instant of doubt. Would they fit? Would the bonding fruit really help her stretch? Would… 
 
    And then she felt the two, blunt heads rubbing against her hot, inner pussy folds as one. She had a vague idea that Bron was still holding them together—holding them steady for her approach. But she was too involved in getting them both inside her to care. 
 
    “Ah,” she gasped as she felt the broad heads breach her entrance. Though she wouldn’t have believed it, her pussy stretched easily to take them both in—it was almost as though her body was welcoming them…inviting them to come deeper. 
 
    Kayla soon found that her legs weren’t quite strong enough to help her come down as slowly as she would have liked to. But Sorin’s warm hands slipped under her thighs and lowered her gently but firmly while Bron continued to hold both shafts together as he growled softly about how beautiful she was and how brave to take them both at once. 
 
    She felt her inner walls stretching as they had never stretched before and moaned, bracing her hands on Bron’s broad shoulders as they continued sliding into her. At last she felt both thick heads kiss the end of her channel and moaned softly loving the feeling of being so full…so utterly vulnerable and open to the men she loved. 
 
    In me, she thought. God, I can’t believe they’re both in me so deep… 
 
    “So beautiful, small one,” Bron told her. “Gods, Sorin—do you feel how tight her pussy is around both of us?” 
 
    “She’s amazing,” Sorin agreed. “And so warm and wet inside. It feels like she was made to take us both.” 
 
    “Maybe she was,” Bron murmured. “Just as the notch in the base of my mating fist was deliberately put there to let a partner—a mate—fit his shaft against mine.” 
 
    “Maybe so,” Sorin said, nodding. “But speaking of your mating fist, Brother—it’s yet outside our lady’s sweet pussy, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes.” Bron nodded. “But I thought I would let Kayla get used to having us inside her first.” Reaching up, he stroked her cheek. “How do you feel, small one? Do you think you could take a little more—think you could take my mating fist?” 
 
    Kayla bit her lip. Bron’s mating fist would add another two inches in diameter at least to the penetration and she was already full to bursting with the two of them inside her. 
 
    But this is the only way Beast Kindred can bond, she reminded herself. I have to take it. Hopefully the bonding fruit juice will help making stretchy enough. 
 
    “Kayla?” Sorin asked and she realized she hadn’t answered their question yet. She took a deep breath. “Are you ready to try?” 
 
    “Yes.” Kayla nodded firmly and took a firmer grip on Bron’s broad shoulders. “Okay, do it—push…push all the way inside me,” she told them. “I want you to.” 
 
    “Together,” Bron told Sorin. “We’re going all the way in and once my mating fist swells in our lady’s sweet pussy, we’ll be locked together for a long…long time.” 
 
    “Let’s do it,” Sorin groaned. “I want…want to feel you coming against me again, Bron—I want us to come together in our lady’s soft little pussy.” He stroked Kayla’s back. “Is that what you want, sweetheart? To feel us both filling you and coming deep in your pussy?” 
 
    Kayla moaned with need. 
 
    “Yes,” she whispered, squeezing them both with her inner muscles. “Yes, that’s exactly what I need! Please, Bron…Sorin…do it.” 
 
    With a final thrust and a deep groan from Sorin and Bron as well as a moan from Kayla, they entered her completely. She expected pain and was willing to bear it but to her surprise, she only felt a little more stretching and then Bron’s mating fist was seated all the way inside her. 
 
    “Oh, God!” Kayla threw back her head and cried her pleasure as she wriggled on their shafts, feeling them slide minimally out and then plunge back into her deeply. 
 
    “That’s right, Sorin,” Bron growled, looking over her shoulder. “We’ve got it now. Follow my rhythm and let’s fuck our lady together.” 
 
    Then the two big, male bodies began to move under her, into her, as four big, warm hands caressed her all over. Someone was cupping her breasts and twisting her nipples and someone else was sliding long fingers between her pussy lips to caress her aching clit. Kayla rose and fell, rose and fell between them…riding them both as she kissed first Bron and then turned her head to exchange kisses with Sorin. It felt so good…so right…she thought she was going to explode. And apparently she wasn’t the only one who felt that way. 
 
    “Gods, Brother,” Bron growled hoarsely as they continued to caress and fuck Kayla between them. “She’s so hot and tight—think I’m almost ready to come the first time. Can you join me? Can you help me seed our lady’s pussy and bond her to us?” 
 
    “More than ready,” Sorin admitted. “Are you ready, Kayla? Ready to have us fill you with our seed and make you ours forever?” 
 
    “Yes,” Kayla moaned, working her hips on the two thick cocks impaling her pussy over and over. “Yes, please—come in me! Fill me up!” 
 
    “As our lady commands,” Bron growled. “Come Sorin, as one.” 
 
    “As one,” the Blood Kindred echoed. 
 
    Then, with a deep, growling moan, they came. Kayla felt both of them spurting inside her—hot, hard jets of their cum filling her pussy to overflowing but none came out because of the tight seal that had formed between her pussy, Sorin’s cock, and the Beast Kindred’s mating fist. They were filling her completely and perfectly, making her theirs, making the three of them one. 
 
    The feeling of them coming inside her brought on her own orgasm and Kayla felt her inner muscles working, rippling with pleasure as her pussy milked the two shafts for all they had to offer. God, it felt good! She loved being between her men, she decided—loved being shared by them. This was exactly what she needed—what all three of them needed. 
 
    But apparently, Sorin needed more. 
 
    “Gods,” he growled hoarsely. “Need to bite you, Kayla—need to bond you to me. Lean back and let me.” 
 
    “Do it, baby,” Bron growled. “Let us bond you at the same time.” 
 
    “Yes,” Kayla whispered. She tilted her head back and shook her long braids away from her neck, giving Sorin access to the bared side of her throat. 
 
    The Blood Kindred gave her a long, sucking kiss on the side of the neck that sent shivers down Kayla’s spine. Then she felt two sharp points pierce her flesh. For a brief instant there was pain—then she started to feel amazing as pleasure shot through her, causing her nipples to get even harder and her pussy to clench around the two shafts still spurting inside her, as though she never wanted to let them go. 
 
    “Oh, God!” Her back arched and she stiffened as an orgasm like nothing she had ever felt crashed over her. “Oh…oh,” she moaned, unable to say any more—unable to put such a huge feeling into words. It was almost too much—she felt like she was drowning in pleasure—like a warm wave had rolled her over and she couldn’t get up—didn’t want to get up. 
 
    Then she heard Bron growl, “My turn, Sorin.” 
 
    Sorin released his hold on her neck and looked over her shoulder at the big Beast Kindred. 
 
    “What do you mean?” he asked hoarsely. 
 
    “I mean I want you to bite me too,” Bron growled. “Not on the arm like you did in the lab—on the fucking neck. Bond me to you. And bond Kayla above as my mating fist bonds the three of us together below. Do it, Sorin—bite me.” 
 
    “Lean closer, friend of my heart,” Sorin murmured. “It will be my pleasure.” 
 
    Bron leaned closer so that his chin was almost resting on Kayla’s shoulder and then she watched from the corner of her eye as Sorin leaned forward and sank his long, sharp fangs into his best friend’s throat. 
 
    The big Beast Kindred stiffened at once and then his cock, which had started to slow its coming, suddenly got even stiffer and began to spurt inside Kayla so deep and hard it made her squirm and cry out. 
 
    Sorin began to spurt harder too and soon all three of them were moaning and gasping and writhing together in the strongest and best orgasm any of them had ever experienced. Had Kayla thought the previous orgasm was like a warm wave? This one was a tidal wave, crashing over the three of them and destroying everything in its wake—remaking them in a whole new shape—the shape of one instead of three. 
 
    “Ahh,” Kayla gasped. “Oh God…yes!” 
 
    For a moment it seemed like she couldn’t breathe she was so filled with pleasure. 
 
    Feels so good…so incredible! she thought almost deliriously. 
 
    “Feels good to me too, baby. Gods, I love it when your pussy milks our shafts and Sorin bites me—never knew it could be so fucking pleasurable to let him sink his fangs into me.” 
 
    Kayla’s eyes flew wide—Bron’s voice was coming from inside her head. 
 
    “The bond!” she thought wildly. “We’ve bonded! But what about Sorin? We’re not complete without him!” 
 
    “Don’t worry, sweetheart,” another voice murmured in her head. “I’m here as well.” 
 
    “We’re both here,” Bron reassured her. “We’re all together now—we’re bonded.” 
 
    “So—the two of you can hear each other as well?” Kayla inquired anxiously. 
 
    “I can hear Bron thinking how soft and tight your pussy feels around us and how he likes the feeling of my shaft pressing to his,” Sorin murmured. 
 
    “And I can hear Sorin thinking that he should have bitten both of us a long time ago,” Bron said. “Which he could’ve if he’d gotten the stick out of his ass about being close to other males before now.” 
 
    “Bron!” both Kayla and Sorin protested mentally. Then Kayla laughed out loud. 
 
    “You two” she murmured, leaning forward to kiss Bron and then back to kiss Sorin. “I love you both so much—I can’t believe we did it!” 
 
    “We’re not done doing it yet, small one,” Bron rumbled. “My mating fist is going to be keeping the three of us close for a while yet.” 
 
    “We need to come inside you many more times to seal our bond,” Sorin murmured. “And I need to bite both of you and inject more of my essence.” 
 
    “You won’t hear any complaints from me about that,” Bron growled softly. “Feels fucking amazing when you bite us, friend of my heart. Makes me come so hard in our lady’s pussy.” 
 
    “It makes me come too,” Kayla confessed. 
 
    “In that case, the two of you lean towards me,” Sorin murmured. “I love biting you both.” 
 
    “And we love being bitten,” Kayla sent mentally. But what she loved the most was being together—and bonded—to both her guys. They might have an unconventional relationship but it worked for them and she could never remember being so happy in her life. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Epilogue 
 
      
 
    “This has got to be the most gorgeous Joining ceremony I’ve ever been to. Kat, you really outdid yourself with these decorations,” Liv murmured as she and Kat and Sophie and Lauren waited in the Sacred Grove for the ceremony to begin. There were white ribbons and twinkling lights woven through the branches of the trees with red carnations for accents. “And I love the idea of a Christmas evening wedding,” she added. “It’s so romantic.” 
 
    “Kayla kind of let me do whatever I wanted with the decorations,” Kat admitted, grinning. “She was very grateful for the little, ah, care package I sent the three of them. Apparently the Breeding Bench was very helpful.” 
 
    “I can’t imagine being mated to a Beast Kindred and a Blood Kindred at the same time,” Sophie murmured. “It must be exhausting.” 
 
    “Kayla doesn’t seem to mind,” Lauren murmured. “I saw her getting ready when I came to drop off the cake—she’s positively glowing.” 
 
    “I’m so happy everything worked out for them,” Liv said, sighing with satisfaction. “And to think, when this whole Needing business started and we heard what had happened between Kayla and her guys, we were afraid the two of them would tear her apart fighting over her!” 
 
    “Well, everything works out as the Goddess wills it,” Sophie murmured. 
 
    “I’m just glad they were able to make an antidote to the Xi-46 and cure lust attacks,” Kat said. She frowned. “Although I’ve heard it’s not one hundred percent effective for unmated girls.” 
 
    “Yup—they can still have flare-ups from time to time, poor things.” Lauren shook her head. “Although after The Great Needing, there really aren’t that many unmated women aboard the Mother Ship anymore. Almost everyone has paired off with a Kindred…or two…of her choice.” 
 
    “Like Kayla did,” Liv sighed happily. “In fact…” 
 
    But just then soft strains of music began and the girls all turned and craned their heads to see the grooms walking down the aisle. 
 
    Bron and Sorin were arm-in-arm, both wearing black tuxes with cream colored cravats and broad grins on their faces. 
 
    “Oh—why aren’t they dressed in their native clothing?” Sophie asked, disappointed. The Blood Kindred, especially, had an interesting native formal outfit—a furry kilt and fur boots—which looked extremely sexy with a bare, muscular chest. 
 
    “Both of the grooms are renouncing their home planets in favor of Kayla’s world,” Kat explained in a whisper. “Apparently neither set of parents approves of the match so they’re leaving their birth families and making their own little family here together.” 
 
    “That’s sad about their families not understanding but I think it’s wonderful that they’re making their way together,” Lauren murmured. 
 
    “Anyway, at least Kayla’s family approves,” Liv said. “Kayla told me her relatives love Bron and Sorin and they’re totally on board with them being a threesome.” 
 
    “Oh look,” Sophie whispered excitedly. “Here comes the bride!” 
 
    The two large Kindred had reached the front of the Grove, where a priestess with green streaks in her hair and green-on-green eyes was waiting quietly. They both turned in unison, their faces glowing with happiness, to watch as their bride came down the aisle. 
 
    Kayla was barefoot, as were all the guests since shoes were not allowed in the Sacred Grove. She had white flowers woven into her long braids and her cream lace dress was cut high in the front and low in the back, emphasizing her curves. 
 
    “Oh, she looks gorgeous!” Sophie whispered. “Did you help make the gown, Kat?” 
 
    Kat nodded. “But she picked the design.” 
 
    Kayla was walked down the aisle by her great aunt on one side and her older sister on the other. The three of them were wearing happy smiles as they made their way to the where the grooms were waiting. Then, Kayla’s sister and aunt each kissed her on the cheek and then left her standing before the priestess between Bron and Sorin. 
 
    The music died gently away and the priestess began to speak. 
 
    “Children of the Goddess,” she began, looking out over the assembled guests. “Today we have come to celebrate a beautiful new joining between these two males and this female. The Goddess loves her Children unconditionally, as you know,” she went on. “And sometimes they find each other in unconventional ways but their love is no less beautiful or worthy than any other. I am pleased to have them here today. Do we have the rings? Place them on each other’s fingers as you repeat the sacred words…” 
 
    One of Kayla’s little nephews was the ring bearer and he came forward with a little pillow holding three rings on it. Liv had rather expected that Kayla would put the rings on both her guys and then the two Kindred would put her ring on together. So she was surprised when instead, Bron put on Sorin’s ring and Sorin put on Kayla’s ring and then Kayla put on Bron’s ring after they had repeated the sacred words of the priestess. 
 
    “Now,” the priestess said, her green-on-green eyes glowing. “Bron and Sorin and Kayla have written some vows. They wish to declare their love to each other in the sight of all.” She nodded at Bron. “Proceed, please.” 
 
    The big Beast Kindred took both Kayla’s and Sorin’s hands in his. 
 
    “Sorin…Kayla,” he began, looking first at the other groom and then at their bride. “I…oh Goddess…” He sniffed loudly, his eyes suspiciously wet and tried again. “Kayla…” He shook his head. “Sorry, you’re just so fucking beautiful, baby.” 
 
    “Bron!” Kayla and Sorin chorused together and Kayla murmured, “You promised no swearing during the ceremony!” But Liv could see that they were smiling. 
 
    “Sorry,” the Beast Kindred said again. “Didn’t expect to get all choked up like this.” He sniffed again. “It’s just that I love you both so much. And I want to spend every day of the rest of my life working and living with you and loving both of you forever. I feel like the luckiest male in the universe to have found you both.” 
 
    “Oh, Bron!” There were tears in Kayla’s warm brown eyes and Sorin’s pale blue gaze looked suspiciously watery as well, Liv thought. 
 
    They must have worked out who would speak in what order because the Blood Kindred spoke next. 
 
    “Kayla,” he said, smiling at her as the three of them held hands. “From the moment Bron and I first met you at the Science Department Christmas party, we knew you were the one for us. Of course we didn’t know which one of us you would choose and we tried not to talk about it because we knew that you choosing would mean the end of our friendship.” He looked at Bron. “The best and most fulfilling friendship of our lives.” 
 
    Bron smiled and squeezed the other male’s hand. 
 
    Sorin turned back to Kayla. 
 
    “Thank you for refusing to choose, leelah. Thank you for showing us that we belonged together as more than friends.” He looked up at Bron again. “You are my mate,” he told the big Beast Kindred. “Not just the friend of my heart and not only the other male mated to the female I love. You are my mate as much as Kayla and I love you both…and I want to show you that every day for the rest of our lives.” 
 
    “Oh, Sorin!” Kayla was openly crying now and Bron was too, though his tears were more of a slow leak, Liv saw. 
 
    “Brother,” he said gruffly to the other male. “You’re my mate, too.” 
 
    “And mine,” Kayla said, sniffing and finally managing to get control of herself. “Sorin, Bron,” she said, smiling up at both of them. “The minute I met you, I knew you were a matched set. I knew you belonged together. But it wasn’t until the three of us were forced together that I realized I belonged between you. I’m so happy and grateful the two of you finally learned to share and I want to be with you forever. May our pod never be separated.” 
 
    Liv had no idea what a “pod” was but it seemed to hold a special significance for the three at the altar. 
 
    “Beautiful words of love and devotion beautifully spoken,” the priestess murmured. “I declare the three of you joined in the sight of the Goddess. And now, you may kiss your mates.” 
 
    Liv wondered again if they had decided who would kiss who first. For this part of the ceremony flowed as smoothly as the rest. Sorin leaned forward and kissed Kayla with warmth and passion and she responded wholeheartedly. Then Bron leaned in and kissed her and she kissed him back, as eagerly as she had kissed Sorin. 
 
    At that point, Liv thought the ceremony must be over but no one spoke. There was a breathless pause while the two big Kindred grooms looked at each other. Then Sorin put a hand to the Beast Kindred’s neck and pulled him down for a delicious-looking kiss while Kayla watched, beaming, as her men showed their love for each other. 
 
    Bron kissed back eagerly and then drew the other two into a rib-cracking bear hug that made them exclaim, “Bron!” in gasping voices. But Liv noticed both Sorin and Kayla were hugging him back as they exchanged more kisses in the sweetest three-way embrace she had seen since Kat’s wedding. 
 
    “That’s beautiful. They’re beautiful together!” Speaking of Kat, she was dabbing her eyes with a handkerchief and sniffing loudly. So were Sophie and Lauren and soon Liv realized her own eyes were leaking as well. In fact, there wasn’t a dry eye in the whole Sacred Grove—except perhaps for the priestess who looked on with a serene smile at the happy trio. 
 
    “May the Goddess bless your union,” she said. “Children of the Goddess, may I present to you these newly joined mates—Bron and Sorin and Kayla. Long may their love endure.” 
 
    And watching the three shining faces as they walked down the aisle arm-in-arm with Kayla between them, Liv was certain that it would. 
 
      
 
    The End? 
 
    Of course not! There are always new Kindred stories coming. I still need to let you know what happened to some of the other unmated women who were exposed to the Xi-46! Lizabeth and Lone are having a really Hard time (pun intended lol). Also, I need to write Malik's book, Kindred 23, and I have an idea for a new Giant Kindred novel idea as well. So there are many new books coming for the new year but also be sure to look for some of my older books—blasts from the past—coming exclusively to my new webstore, Aliens and Alphas. (You can find the link on my website.) There you can find books from my backlist that aren’t available anywhere else. So if you’ve read all the Kindred and my newer books and you’re looking for more to keep you occupied over the Christmas break, come check the store. I promise I have enough books to keep even the most voracious reader happy. You can also join my VIP newsletter to get special emails letting you know when new box sets, re-releases, and especially, exclusive pre-orders you can get at Aliens and Alphas before they’re available on any other sites, are available. 
 
    Hugs and have a Merry Christmas! 
 
    Evangeline 2018 
 
      
 
    ***If you have enjoyed Sharing a Mate, please consider leaving a review or a rating HERE. Good reviews are like gold for an author--they let other readers know it's okay to take a chance on a new series. Plus, they give me the Warm Fuzzies. Thanks for being such an awesome reader!  : ) Evangeline 
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