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The stars blurred into streaks of light as The Crimson Dagger shot through hyperspace. KayT leaned against the rail of the crew’s observation deck, staring out at the swirling colours. The hum of the engines was soothing, but it couldn’t mask the simmering anticipation thrumming through her body. They were approaching Vaylax, the final leg of a mission that promised riches and power beyond imagination.

The Heart of Vaylax. She had heard rumours of it for years, the whispers growing louder with each job she and the crew took. Some said it was a weapon; others believed it held the key to controlling entire star systems. But to KayT, it was an opportunity, a priceless prize she would get her hands on, no matter the cost.

Her reflection stared back at her from the glass bright green eyes that always carried a flicker of mischief, full lips that could curve into a sultry smile or twist in amusement. The black jumpsuit she wore clung to her body, accentuating the curves she had never hesitated to use to her advantage. Her long auburn hair cascaded over one shoulder, a tangle of seduction waiting to be unleashed.

“KayT, Captain wants to see you in the briefing room,” a voice called behind her. It was Jyn, the ship’s first mate and electronics wiz. Tall, dark-haired, and ever-so-serious. KayT had teased him more than once, but Jyn knew better than to mix business with pleasure at least, for now.

“Thanks, darling,” KayT replied, a sly smile tugging at her lips as she pushed off the rail and sauntered past him. “Don’t wait up.”

Jyn rolled his eyes, though KayT could see the way his gaze lingered on her as she walked away. He wasn’t the first man or woman on the ship to fall under her spell. But Jyn was a professional, and that made him predictable. Predictable wasn’t useful to her right now.

The door to the briefing room slid open with a hiss. Inside, Captain Rex Blackthorn stood by the holomap, studying the layout of Vaylax’s planetary defences. He didn’t look up when she entered, but she could sense the tension in the air. Blackthorn was always like that cold, calculated, and infuriatingly aloof. He was the only one who didn’t seem affected by her charm, and that made him a puzzle KayT was determined to solve one day.

“KayT,” Blackthorn said, his voice rough but controlled. “We’re about to enter Vaylax airspace. I assume you’re ready?”

KayT sauntered over to the table, sliding her fingers across its surface as she circled around him. “Always ready, Captain,” she purred. “The question is are you ready for what comes next?”

His dark eyes finally met hers, a spark of something. Irritation? Interest? flashing across his face before he turned back to the holomap. “This isn’t a game, KayT. We’re walking into Consortium-controlled territory. One misstep, and we’re dead.”

KayT leaned against the table, arms crossed, a slow grin spreading across her face. “You worry too much, Blackthorn. That’s what I’m here for, remember? To make sure things go smoothly.”

He snorted. “Smooth isn’t the word I’d use to describe you.”

“Oh, come now. You know I’m your best shot at getting the chip,” KayT said, stepping closer until she was standing just a little too close for comfort. “Captain Vero’s expecting a meeting with a ‘smuggler liaison.’ He’ll have no idea what hit him.” Her voice dropped to a husky whisper. “Or who.”

Blackthorn’s jaw tightened. “Just make sure it doesn’t get messy.”

KayT flashed him a wicked smile, leaning back just as provocatively. “Oh, I always clean up my messes, Captain. You can count on that.”

Without another word, she turned and left, a soft laugh escaping her lips. She could feel Blackthorn’s eyes on her back, the tension in the air palpable. He tried to act like he was immune to her charms, but everyone had their breaking point. She knew it was only a matter of time before his composure cracked. But that was a game for another day.

For now, she had a different captain to seduce and an artefact to steal.

The planet Vaylax loomed in the viewports as The Crimson Dagger descended through its atmosphere. The city of Vaylax, imaginatively named after the planet, stretched out below them, a sprawling metropolis of glittering spires and neon lights, all under the tight control of the Galactic Consortium. Somewhere beneath that facade of wealth and power was the key to finding the Heart of Vaylax, locked away in a vault only Captain Lex Vero had access to.

KayT stood in the airlock, checking her appearance one last time. Her jumpsuit had been replaced by a sleek, low-cut dress that left just enough to the imagination. Her hair fell in waves, framing her face perfectly. She looked every bit the part of a high-class smuggler ready to negotiate.

The hatch hissed open, and she stepped onto the landing platform, the cool night air of Vaylax brushing against her skin. A Consortium officer was waiting, his eyes widening slightly as he took her in. Good. She wanted them off-balance from the start.

“Captain Vero is waiting for you, miss,” the officer stammered, trying to maintain his composure. KayT smiled sweetly and followed him through the corridors of the fortress.

Inside, the opulence was undeniable crystal chandeliers, marble floors, and guards posted at every turn. But KayT wasn’t here to admire the scenery. She had a job to do.

The doors to Vero’s private quarters slid open, and there he was tall, broad-shouldered, and impossibly handsome. His uniform was crisp, his expression unreadable. But KayT could see the hunger in his eyes the moment he saw her.

“KayT,” he said, his voice smooth and dangerous. “I’ve been expecting you.”

She smiled, stepping into the room with a graceful sway. “Captain Vero,” she purred. “I’m sure we can come to an arrangement that benefits both of us.”

As the doors closed behind her, KayT knew the game had begun. And she always played to win.
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The door slid shut with a soft hiss, sealing KayT inside Captain Lex Vero’s private quarters. The room was dimly lit, with the soft glow of neon lights from the city below casting a blue hue across the sleek furniture and glass walls. Vero stood at the far end of the room, a drink in his hand, his eyes never leaving her.

KayT felt the tension in the air, a delicious mixture of anticipation and danger. She was playing with fire, and she loved every moment of it.

“Would you care for a drink?” Vero asked, his voice smooth but laced with control. He was trying to keep the upper hand, but KayT knew better. Men like Vero always thought they were in charge, right until the moment they realised they weren’t.

She glided across the room with the grace of a dancer, her hips swaying slightly as she moved. “That depends,” she replied, her voice soft and teasing. “What are we drinking to?”

Vero’s lips curved into a small smile. “To business, of course.”

KayT laughed lightly, taking the glass he offered her. She made sure their fingers brushed, a subtle touch, but enough to send a current between them. Vero’s gaze flickered to hers, his composure slipping ever so slightly.

“Business,” she mused, swirling the amber liquid in the glass. “It’s always business with men like you, isn’t it?”

Vero’s eyes darkened as he stepped closer, his towering frame making her look almost delicate in comparison. “You didn’t come all this way to flirt, KayT. You want something.”

She took a slow sip of her drink, her eyes never leaving his. “Maybe I want a lot of things.”

Vero’s jaw tightened, his patience thinning. He reached out, gripping her wrist gently but firmly. “You think you can seduce your way to what you want? I’ve dealt with smugglers before.”

KayT leaned in, her breath warm against his skin. “I’m not just any smuggler, Captain,” she whispered, her voice a sultry purr. “I always get what I want.”

Vero’s grip on her wrist tightened for a moment, and she could feel the pulse of his desire mingling with the conflict in his mind. He was trying to resist, to maintain control, but KayT had played this game long enough to know when she had someone on the edge.

“I’ll tell you what I want,” she continued, her lips brushing against his ear. “The Heart of Vaylax. Tell me where it is, and maybe we can both get what we want.”

Vero stiffened, his body taut with tension. For a moment, the only sound in the room was the quiet hum of the city outside. Then, with a sharp tug, he pulled her closer, his breath hot against her neck.

“You think I’d just hand over the most valuable treasure in the galaxy because you batted your eyelashes and whispered sweet words?” he growled, his voice low and dangerous.

KayT smiled, feeling the heat radiating between them. “No,” she said, her voice as soft as silk. “I think you’ll hand it over because, deep down, you know this isn’t just about the Heart.”

Vero’s lips were inches from hers now, his control unravelling as his desire took over. His hands moved to her waist, pulling her flush against him. For a moment, they were locked in a tense, electric silence.

And then he kissed her hard, possessive, and full of the frustration he’d been holding back since she walked into the room. KayT melted into him, her arms winding around his neck as she deepened the kiss, her body pressing against his. She could feel his pulse quicken, his resistance crumbling beneath her touch.

But KayT wasn’t here for pleasure alone. Even as she let herself be consumed by the heat of the moment, her mind was working, calculating. Every kiss, every touch was a step closer to her goal.

Vero pulled back, his breath ragged as he looked down at her with a mixture of lust and suspicion. “You’re playing a dangerous game, KayT,” he warned, his voice thick with desire.

She smiled, tracing a finger along his jawline. “I’ve always liked danger,” she purred. “And besides, you’re not exactly pulling away, are you?”

He didn’t respond, but his grip on her tightened, his eyes dark with want. KayT knew she had him hook, line, and sinker.

“Tell me where the Heart is,” she whispered against his lips, her voice soft and sweet. “Let’s both win.”

For a moment, she thought he might give in completely, but then his expression hardened, and he pulled away slightly, a calculating glint in his eyes.

“The Heart of Vaylax is more than just a treasure,” he said slowly, as if weighing his words. “It’s power. Power that you can’t even begin to understand.”

KayT arched an eyebrow, intrigued. “Power that I want,” she corrected. “And power that you can help me get.”

Vero looked at her for a long moment, his expression unreadable. Then, with a sigh, he stepped back, his hand running through his dark hair. “You’re a dangerous woman, KayT.”

She smiled, stepping closer again, her fingers brushing against his chest. “And you like it.”

He let out a low chuckle, but his eyes were still guarded. “You’ll have to do more than just kiss me to get what you want.”

KayT’s smile widened, a wicked gleam in her eyes. “Oh, Captain,” she said softly, her voice a seductive whisper. “I’m just getting started.”
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The cool air in Captain Vero’s quarters crackled with tension, the dim light casting long shadows across the room. KayT stood in the middle of it all, a predator watching her prey, while Vero eyed her like a man teetering on the edge of a dangerous cliff. She could see it in his eyes, desire warring with suspicion, a lust he couldn’t quite shake, no matter how much he wanted to stay in control.

KayT closed the distance between them with slow, deliberate steps. She moved like liquid, her body language a promise of things to come. When she was close enough, her fingers traced a line up his arm, light and teasing, as though she were merely exploring. Vero’s breath caught, and KayT smiled inwardly he was almost hers.

“I told you,” Vero growled, his voice low, “you’re playing a dangerous game.”

KayT’s lips curled into a wicked smile. “I’m not playing, Captain. I know exactly what I’m doing.”

Before he could respond, KayT’s hands moved to the front of his uniform, her fingers deftly undoing the buttons, one by one. She maintained eye contact, watching the conflict play out in his dark eyes. He wanted to resist, she could tell, but his body betrayed him; he wasn't stopping her.

Her lips hovered inches from his as she whispered, “Let me show you how this can be a win for both of us.”

That was all it took. Vero’s hands shot out, grabbing her waist and pulling her against him, his lips crashing into hers with a hunger that had been building since the moment she stepped into his quarters. KayT kissed him back fiercely, her hands sliding up to his chest, feeling the heat of his body through the thin fabric of his shirt.

It was a dance of dominance, a game of give and take, but KayT had the upper hand. She always did.

They stumbled toward the bed, their movements hurried and desperate. Vero’s hands roamed her body, but KayT’s mind remained sharp, calculating. Every kiss, every touch was a distraction, a means to an end. She had a job to do, and she wasn’t about to let lust cloud her purpose.

He reached up and undid the clasp at her neck, pulling the dress down slowly to reveal her bare skin beneath. As it fell away from her shoulders, he let out a low growl of satisfaction. 

As they fell onto the bed, KayT let herself be consumed by the moment, her body arching beneath him as the rest of their clothes disappeared piece by piece. The heat between them was electric, their bodies moving in a rhythm that was both primal and precise. Vero was strong, his touch rough and demanding, but KayT kept control, guiding him where she wanted him, leading him deeper into her web.

Their bodies were entwined in a dance of passion, their movements fueled by desire and lust. Vero's hands roamed over KayT's body, exploring every inch of her flesh as if it was his personal playground. He kissed her neck, her breasts, her stomach, leaving a trail of sparks wherever he went. This may have been business but god, business felt good. 

His fingers brushed against her skin, sending shivers down her spine. When, finally, he slid his cock inside her, filling her completely. She gasped at the sensation, feeling him stretch her walls apart.

He kissed her deeply again, their bodies moving together in perfect sync. Each stroke sent waves of pleasure through her body, making her knees weak and her heart race. 

And then, finally, it happened. He thrust harder, faster, until she couldn't take anymore. She climaxed around him, her walls clenching tightly around his cock. The pleasure was intense, overwhelming, making her scream out loud.

KayTs screams drove Vero wild. He took her and exploded inside her, filling her completely. Her walls contracted around him, milking every last drop of his seed from his cock. 

When it was over, Vero collapsed beside her, his breath heavy, his body slick with sweat. KayT lay still for a moment, her head resting against his chest, listening to the steady thrum of his heartbeat. He was asleep within minutes, his body spent and sated. Just as she had planned.

KayT smiled to herself, slowly disentangling from his embrace. She moved with the grace of a shadow, careful not to disturb him as she slipped off the bed and padded across the room. Her dress lay crumpled on the floor, but she ignored it, reaching for the small toolkit hidden in her boots instead.

As she worked she could feel some small trials of cum slide down her leg as she crouched naked retrieving her tool kit. The feeling thrilled her but she could not focus on it now. She had work to do.

Vero’s private safe was hidden behind a false panel in the wall, something she had noticed during their heated exchange earlier. She had always been good at reading a room, and this one had been no different. KayT approached the safe with quiet precision, pulling out a small device from her toolkit and attaching it to the keypad.

The device hummed softly as it worked to override the security system. KayT glanced over her shoulder to ensure Vero was still fast asleep. He lay sprawled across the bed, his chest rising and falling in the steady rhythm of deep slumber. Perfect.

With a soft beep, the safe clicked open. KayT grinned, her fingers slipping inside to retrieve the contents. There, nestled among various data drives and documents, was what she had been searching for: a small, unassuming black data chip. The key to finding the Heart of Vaylax.

KayT carefully pocketed the chip, her heart racing with excitement. This was it. The piece of the puzzle she needed to outmanoeuvre not only Vero, but anyone else who thought they could stand in her way. She quietly closed the safe, wiping down the keypad to remove any trace of her tampering.

Turning back toward the bed, KayT took one last look at Vero. He slept soundly, completely unaware of how thoroughly he had been played. She almost felt a pang of guilt, but it passed quickly. After all, it wasn’t personal. He was just another obstacle between her and the Heart and no one, not even a handsome, dangerous captain, was going to stand in her way.

KayT dressed quickly, her movements swift and practised. Once her boots were on and her hair smoothed back into place, she slipped out of the room as silently as she had entered.

The corridor outside was quiet, the fortress still asleep in the dead of night. KayT moved like a shadow, making her way through the labyrinth of hallways and guards without a sound. She knew The Crimson Dagger was waiting for her just outside the city, ready to pick her up the moment she sent the signal.

As she reached the exit, she tapped the small communicator hidden in her earring. “Rook,” she whispered, “I’ve got it. Let me know where you can meet me”

Jyn’s voice crackled through the device. “Copy that. We’ll be there in ten.”

KayT smirked as she slipped out into the cool night air. The city of Vaylax stretched out before her, glittering and vast. She had the key to the most powerful artefact in the galaxy in her pocket, and no one knew but her.
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The night air on Vaylax was crisp as KayT stepped through the fortress gates and into the shadows of the sprawling city. Her heart raced with adrenaline, but her steps were measured and calm. She knew better than to rush it was in the moments after a job like this that mistakes were most often made.

The narrow streets of Vaylax buzzed with activity, even in the middle of the night. Neon lights flickered overhead, illuminating a crowd of off-world traders, street performers, and Consortium patrols. KayT pulled up the hood of her cloak, blending into the flow of foot traffic as she made her way toward the rendezvous point.

Her fingers brushed the small data chip tucked safely inside her coat pocket, and a sly smile tugged at her lips. The Heart of Vaylax was within reach now. All she needed was time to decrypt the information on the chip and figure out exactly where the artefact was hidden. But there was no doubt in her mind: whatever secrets the chip held, they were worth every bit of risk she’d taken.

A soft chime in her ear brought her out of her thoughts. It was Jyn.

“KayT, we’re in position. Slipstream Alley. You know the spot,” he said in his usual curt, efficient tone. Even though he wasn’t the captain, Jyn Rook had a way of making everything sound like a mission briefing. No-nonsense, all business. That was part of the reason she enjoyed teasing him so much.

“Copy that, Rook. On my way,” she replied, her voice smooth and confident. She cut through a side street, ducking between vendor stalls and keeping her head low as she moved closer to the edge of the city.

Slipstream Alley was a forgotten part of Vaylax, an abandoned strip where the towering buildings of the metropolis cast long, jagged shadows, and left surprising large areas open which unreputable spacecraft could use, if they were careful. The alley was known for being a hub of smuggling and illicit deals, which made it the perfect place for a pirate crew like hers to operate under the radar.

As KayT rounded the corner, she spotted The Crimson Dagger hovering low, its sleek metallic hull reflecting the faint neon glow from the city. The ship was a marvel of engineering, sleek, fast, and armed to the teeth. Captain Blackthorn had spared no expense when it came to outfitting his prized vessel.

Jyn was waiting near the open loading bay, his arms crossed and his eyes scanning the dark streets for any sign of trouble. KayT could see his frown even in the dim light he was always frowning when she got back from solo missions.

“You’re late,” he said as she approached, his voice tight with disapproval.

KayT grinned and sauntered up to him. “Miss me that much, Rook? You know I like to make an entrance.”

Jyn’s eyes narrowed, but KayT saw the flicker of relief beneath the frustration. “Let’s just get you on board before you get us into more trouble,” he muttered, stepping aside to let her through.

KayT paused for a moment, tilting her head as she brushed past him. “Oh, Jyn, you worry too much. You know I’m always careful.”

“Careful isn’t the word I’d use,” Jyn muttered, following her up the ramp into the ship.

Inside, the low hum of The Crimson Dagger’s engines was a comforting sound. KayT made her way to the bridge, where Captain Blackthorn was waiting, his hands resting on the navigation console. His piercing gaze locked onto her the moment she entered, his expression unreadable.

“Well?” he asked, his voice as cold and sharp as always.

KayT pulled the data chip from her pocket and held it up between two fingers. “Told you I’d get it.”

Blackthorn raised an eyebrow but said nothing as she tossed the chip to him. He caught it effortlessly, inspecting it briefly before tucking it away into a compartment on the console.

“So this is it? The key to the Heart of Vaylax?” he asked, his tone sceptical.

KayT shrugged, leaning against the wall with a smirk. “It’s the information we need. Once we decrypt it, we’ll know exactly where the artefact is. That’s when the fun really begins.”

Blackthorn’s dark eyes lingered on her for a moment, as if he were trying to read her mind. KayT returned his gaze with her usual air of confidence, unbothered by his scrutiny.

“We’ll see,” he said finally, turning back to the console. “For now, we lay low. The Consortium won’t take kindly to you stealing from their Captain Vero. We can’t risk an immediate move until we know exactly what we’re dealing with.”

KayT’s smile faltered slightly. She’d been hoping for more action, but Blackthorn was always cautious. It was his nature to wait, to plan, to strike when the odds were entirely in his favour. He hadn’t risen to the rank of captain without that careful approach, but sometimes it grated on her. She was ready to take what was hers, now.

As if sensing her frustration, Jyn spoke up from the doorway. “He’s right. We need time to decrypt that chip and assess the situation. Vaylax is swarming with Consortium forces, they’ll be on high alert now that Vero’s safe has been compromised.”

KayT pushed off the wall, her playful demeanour returning. “Oh, come on, boys. Don’t tell me you’re afraid of a few Consortium lackeys.”

Jyn shot her a withering look, but before he could respond, a sharp beeping sound came from the console. Blackthorn straightened, his fingers moving swiftly over the controls.

“Damn it,” he muttered under his breath. “We’ve got a signal coming through. A distress beacon.”

KayT frowned, moving to stand beside him. “From who?”

Blackthorn’s jaw clenched as he read the incoming transmission. “It’s from Captain Vero. He knows.”

KayT’s heart skipped a beat. She had been careful Vero had been asleep, completely unaware of her theft. How had he figured it out so soon?

Jyn moved to stand on the other side of the console, his brow furrowed. “What’s his message?”

Blackthorn’s lips pressed into a thin line as he read the transmission aloud. “‘I know what you’ve taken. You’re not as clever as you think. The Heart is more than a prize, it's a curse. You’ve opened the door to something you can’t control. Return key before it’s too late, or we’ll all pay the price.’”

The bridge fell silent.

KayT’s mind raced. Vero was bluffing. He had to be. This was a desperate attempt to scare them off, to get the data chip back before she and her crew could claim the Heart for themselves. Still, a cold knot of unease began to form in her stomach.

Blackthorn turned to her, his expression hard. “You didn’t mention anything about curses, KayT.”

She raised an eyebrow, her voice steady despite the sudden tension in the room. “Because he’s lying. He’s trying to get inside our heads. Don’t let him.”

Jyn glanced at Blackthorn, clearly uncertain. “What if he’s telling the truth?”

KayT scoffed, crossing her arms. “Since when do you believe in curses, Jyn? This is Vero trying to play a game with us. He’s just mad I outsmarted him.”

Blackthorn studied her, his eyes narrowing. “Maybe. But we proceed with caution. I don’t like being blindsided, and this feels off.”

KayT bit back a sigh, forcing a smile. “Captain, trust me. We’ve got the upper hand. The Heart is as good as ours.”

Blackthorn didn’t answer immediately. Instead, he turned back to the console and began entering commands. “Let’s hope you’re right. We move forward, but if this ‘curse’ turns out to be more than just Vero’s attempt to spook us, I’ll hold you responsible.”

KayT’s smirk faltered, just for a second. The weight of his words hung heavy in the air. The game wasn’t over yet, but the stakes had just been raised.
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