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        The Twin-Bond is broken, and two warriors are desperate to mend their souls. They just need the perfect woman to help them heal.

      

      

      Twin Kindred Burns Hot and Shines Bright are inseparable—not only are they best friends, but each has lost the sibling half of their natural pair-bond. Haunted by grief, they are determined to forge the rare, coveted Twin-Bond together and finally call a shared bride to complete their fractured existence.

      They find her on the Mother Ship: Noelle. A captivating, curvy, mature Elite running from a desperate past, she’s there to lecture on various Earth holidays. But when she agrees to accompany them to Therim Five to fulfill a prophecy—one that promises to fuse their bond and bring her into their lives forever—the stakes become lethally high.

      Noelle is over 40 and running from a cruel ex. She expected holiday cheer when she planned to spend Christmas on the Kindred Mother Ship. Instead, she got two fiercely possessive alien warriors who long to form a bond with each other...and with her. But as their journey ignites a desire she never imagined, their path is violently derailed. Captured by galactic pirates, all bets are off.

      Now, trapped in the darkest corners of the galaxy, the three of them must fight as one. Burns Hot and Shines Bright will have to prove they are worth risking everything for—or lose their chance at the Twin-Bond, their destiny, and the woman who belongs to both of them.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            NOELLE

          

        

      

    

    
      “Damn it! I can’t…quite…reach.” Noelle Rodriguez stood on her tiptoes on the step ladder, reaching far above her head to try and place the glittering gold star on the Christmas tree. She was almost there…the tip of the tree was in reach. Now if only she could manage to slip the bottom of the star over the spiky topmost branch…

      Suddenly her center of gravity shifted and she felt the rickety stepstool she was standing on tilting under her. Before she knew it, she was falling, heading straight for the hard metal floor below.

      “Madre de Dios!” she gasped, waving her arms frantically, as though she could suddenly learn to fly.

      The ground rushed up to meet her but at the last minute a pair of strong arms scooped her up and she found herself being cradled close to a broad, muscular chest.

      “Whoa there, my lady,” a masculine voice murmured, and a pair of hazel-green eyes looked down at her worriedly. “Are you all right?” the huge Kindred warrior asked.

      It was Shines Brightly—Bright for short. He was a Twin Kindred—a Light Twin to be exact—and he had the sandy brown hair and easy, open mannerisms to prove it. In fact, truth be told, Bright was kind of a flirt, which always made Noelle’s stomach flutter, even though she was sure he was just being nice.

      After all, why would a seven-foot tall, handsome, muscular warrior who was ten years younger than her want anything to do with an over-forty divorcee who wasn’t exactly thin? In fact, she was afraid she must be hurting his back, although he held her as though she weighed next to nothing.

      “I…I’m fine. Just clumsy, that’s all.” Noelle tried to laugh but it came out shaky and weak. She couldn’t help thinking she’d never been this close to the Light Twin before and up close, he smelled really good—like clean clothes and cedar and some kind of masculine spice that reminded her of the ocean.

      Also, he showed no interest in putting her down.

      “You’re not clumsy, that stool is too unstable,” he observed, frowning down at the stepstool, lying on its side on the floor as though it was a disobedient dog. “What were you doing up there, anyway?” he asked her. “You don’t need to stretch to reach the topmost branches—let Burn or I do it for you.”

      “Oh, you don’t have to⁠—”

      “Burn,” Bright called, before she could even finish her sentence. “Come here—we need you.”

      Burns Hot, another Twin Kindred, came over to them. He was a Dark Twin, which was easy to tell by his thick black hair and beard. His eyes were so dark they looked like endless pools of midnight. Noelle had never been close enough to the big Dark Twin to be able to tell if they were black or just really dark blue.

      To be honest, she found Burn rather intimidating. Even aboard the Kindred Mother Ship, which was filled with seven-foot-tall alien warriors, he stood out in a crowd. He was a head taller than every other male on the ship, for one thing. And there was something about his eyes—a kind of spark far back in their darkness that hinted at hidden violence. Also, he talked only rarely, in a deep, rumbling voice that seemed to resonate through Noelle’s whole body whenever he spoke to her—which wasn’t often. Burn was something of a silent giant—he also wasn’t Bright’s brother.

      Twin Kindred always came in pairs—they were together from womb to tomb, living in the same household all their life, sharing a wife and children, and often dying on the very same day. But neither Bright nor Burn had a twin…which was possibly why the two of them had formed such a close friendship, Noelle speculated. She almost never saw the two of them apart.

      She knew that Bright had lost his twin at birth but she wasn’t sure how Burn had lost his…and she was too intimidated by the huge warrior to ask him. Not that he talked much—Bright usually played the interpreter for his enormous best friend. He seemed to know what Burn was thinking and often answered questions for him.

      “What happened?” Burn asked now. The words seemed to be pulled out of him, as always, and his voice was a low rumble, like boulders rubbing together at the bottom of a riverbed.

      “Noelle nearly fell,” Bright explained. “She was trying to reach the top of the Christmas tree.” He looked down at her. “Why were you doing that, anyway? It looks fine to me.” He nodded at the strings of white twinkle lights and the many colorful ornaments that decorated the tree.

      “I was trying to put the star on top,” Noelle explained. She was still somehow clutching the star in one hand and she gestured with it. “It’s the finishing touch.”

      She told herself she wished that Bright would put her down…but deep down, she didn’t really want him to. She liked being close to him—he smelled so good. But she was probably hurting his back. “You should put me down,” she said to him. “I’m too heavy for you to keep holding me like this.”

      Bright looked offended.

      “Are you impugning my strength, my lady? Are you saying I’m not strong enough to hold a beautiful, curvy woman in my arms?”

      Noelle felt her cheeks getting hot.

      “Dios, I didn’t mean it like that!” she protested. “It’s just…I’m not exactly skinny. I don’t want to hurt your back.”

      “You couldn’t hurt me with your sweet, curvy body, my lady—no matter how hard you tried,” Bright murmured. His hazel-green eyes were suddenly half-lidded as he looked down at her.

      Noelle’s heart started pounding.

      “Oh…I…” she began, not sure what to say. “What…what do you mean by that?” she got out at last.

      “Bright means you’re an Elite,” Burn rumbled and his eyes were half-lidded as well. “A mature Elite.”

      “A…a what?” Noelle asked, looking up at both of them. She’d been living in the Mother Ship for the past month and a half, but she still didn’t get all of their references.

      “An Elite is a woman the Goddess has blessed with extra full curves,” Bright murmured. “And a mature Elite is one the Goddess has also blessed with wisdom. Any warrior would be lucky to have a mature Elite as a mate.”

      “Oh, well…thank you, I guess.” Noelle wasn’t sure what else to say. The way the two of them were looking at her was making her heart pound like crazy. When was the last time a man had looked at her with such desire?

      Branson used to look at you a lot, whispered a little voice in her head.

      But her ex hadn’t looked at her with desire—he looked at her like she was something he owned that wasn’t working right. Like a toaster that always burned the toast or a car that wouldn’t start.

      That didn’t mean he wanted to get rid of her though—no, quite the opposite, Noelle thought with a shiver. He’d wanted to keep her around forever—or at least until he got tired enough of her to actually kill her—which could be any time he flew into a rage.

      “You’ll never get away from me,” she heard her ex’s snarling voice in her head. “No matter where you run, no matter where you hide, I’ll find you, babe. And then you’re going to be fucking sorry you tried to hide in the first place.”

      That was what Noelle was doing up here on the Kindred Mother Ship—hiding. She’d left the divorce papers on the kitchen table and taken a shuttle up to the Mother Ship, to get away from Branson’s wrath. The Mother Ship orbited around the Moon—roughly two hundred and fifty miles away—she just hoped that was far enough that her ex couldn’t find her.

      Unfortunately, this was only a temporary gig. Her best friend, Sylvia who was married to a Beast Kindred, had gotten her into a program where she was responsible for teaching Kindred warriors who had just come to the Mother Ship all about Earth holidays and traditions. But Christmas was coming up soon and after it was over, Noelle would have to exit the Mother Ship, December 24th on the dot.

      She was sorry she was going to have to leave—she’d enjoyed teaching the massive warriors all about Christmas, so they would be prepared when they called human brides from Earth. In fact, that was how she’d met Bright and Burn in the first place—they had been students in her class. Though honestly, she wasn’t sure how they were going to call brides for themselves since both of them were what the Twin Kindred called “loners.”

      One thing she’d found out, from asking around (in a discrete way of course) was that a loner Twin Kindred couldn’t call a bride by himself and couldn’t father children without his twin brother to help him. There had been one case where a twin had managed on his own, but from what she’d heard, it was incredibly rare and had something to do with the Kindred Goddess working some kind of miracle.

      I wonder if Burn and Bright could share a woman, even though they’re not really related—not really brothers? whispered a little voice in her head.

      The thought brought a vivid mental image with it—Noelle pictured herself being held between the two huge warriors as both of them touched her…tasted her…

      Stop it—what’s wrong with you, imagining things like that? she scolded herself. Neither of them would be interested in doing anything like that with you! They’re both way too young for you.

      Still, just the thought made her cheeks feel like they were on fire and she wished again that Bright would put her down.

      “Mmm, my lady, why are you blushing?” the Light Twin asked, giving her a knowing grin. “Are you having naughty thoughts?”

      “What? No! No, of course not!” she denied quickly. Could he somehow read her mind? But no—of course he couldn’t. “Why…why would you even say that?” she blurted.

      “Because you smell fucking hot,” Burn growled, his dark eyes traveling up and down her body.

      “I what?” Noelle put a hand to her chest indignantly. Unfortunately, she forgot she was holding the pointy star. She gave herself a nasty scratch and jerked her hand away. “Ouch!”

      “Are you hurt?” Bright asked, frowning.

      “No, I’m fine,” Noelle said quickly. “Look, maybe you should just put me down.”

      “Not until you get that star in the right place. Burn, you’re taller than me,” Bright said, looking up at his best friend. “Hell, you’re taller than anyone on the ship,” he added dryly. “Why don’t you help Noelle place the star?”

      “Sure,” the giant Dark Twin rumbled.

      And before Noelle quite knew what was happening, he was wrapping his huge hands around her waist and lifting her effortlessly so she could reach the top of the Christmas tree.

      She was so startled that, for a moment, she just hung there in his arms. Then, realizing she wasn’t getting down until she placed the star, she reached out with one trembling hand and somehow managed to get the bottom of the sparkly gold decoration into place on the topmost branch sticking up from the top of the tree.

      “There,” she said, trying not to sound breathless. “I…I got it. You can put me down now.”

      “As you wish,” Burn rumbled and set her with surprising gentleness on her feet.

      “Um, thank you.” Noelle was still flushed and panting. Dios, she’d never been so close to the Dark Twin—she could still smell his scent, which was wilder than Bright’s. He had a dark spice that reminded her of warm fur and campfires at night in the forest. Why did both of them smell so good?

      “Is there anything else we can do to help you decorate?” Bright asked, smiling down at her. “You know we stayed after class just so we could help—I guess that makes us the ‘teacher’s pets,’ as you humans say.”

      “Who said anything about being a pet?” Burn asked, frowning. “I thought we were staying to spend more time with Noelle?” He frowned at Bright. “Even though I told you a beautiful mature Elite probably wouldn’t be fucking interested in two males who can’t Bond with anyone.”

      Noelle’s mouth was suddenly dry. What was he saying? When Bright had volunteered the two of them to stay and help with the Christmas decorations in her temporary classroom, she’d thought they were just being polite. But could it be that the two massive warriors were actually interested in her? No—surely not, she told herself. That was crazy—right?

      “It’s just a human saying,” Bright murmured, speaking to Burn but never taking his eyes off Noelle. “It doesn’t mean anything. So…is there anything else we can do to help?” he asked her.

      Noelle swallowed hard, trying not to feel self-conscious with both sets of male eyes watching her so intently.

      “Well, I…I think the tree is all finished now,” she said tentatively.

      “What about the mistletoe?” Bright asked. “I thought I saw a sprig of it in your box of decorations. Isn’t it a human Christmas tradition to hang it somewhere for good luck?”

      “Oh, well…yes, I guess so.” Noelle nodded. She went back to her desk and got the sprig of mistletoe from the box. It was tied to a long green ribbon with some Sticksall—a strong but easily removable adhesive—on the end of it.

      Burn took it from her.

      “Where do you want it hung?” he rumbled, raising his eyebrows.

      Noelle looked around.

      “Well, it’s traditionally hung in doorways, but I wasn’t sure it wouldn’t get caught in the door—since it slides open and shut, you know,” she added.

      “I think we can make that work,” Bright said. “Why not hang it on the wall above the classroom door—that way it can’t get caught in the door when it opens or closes.” He nodded at Burn and the Dark Twin nodded.

      “Got it.” He walked over to the doorway and reached high above his head to stick the end of the green velvet ribbon to the wall. When he finished, the sprig of mistletoe was dangling just above the entryway but wasn’t in danger of being caught in the sliding door.

      “Oh—that’s perfect.” Noelle smiled up at him. “Thanks for your help.”

      “Does this mean I’m your pet now, teacher?” Burn asked, his dark eyes going half-lidded again.

      “What? No!” She laughed uncertainly. Why were the two of them being so flirty today? Was it because her job was ending soon and they knew she had to go back to Earth?

      “It’s not a bad thing to be the teacher’s pet,” Bright murmured. “It’s supposed to get you preferential treatment—isn’t it?”

      “What…what kind of treatment do you want from me?” Noelle’s heart was pounding again. The way both of them were looking at her was making her feel nervous but in a good way. She wasn’t sure why at first. Then she realized that it was just because it had been years since a man—or men—looked at her with desire. Her ex, Branson, had made her feel ugly and fat all the time, but Bright and Burn had lazy looks of lust in their eyes.

      “Hmm…preferential treatment.” Bright made a show of thinking it over. “I guess I might ask if we could perform an Earth holiday tradition together—one you, as our teacher, wouldn’t normally perform with a student,” he suggested.

      Noelle took a deep breath, trying to slow her rapid pulse. Dios, she was reading too much into this. She had to stop thinking crazy things, like that the two huge warriors wanted her or desired her. They were just being a little flirty—that was all.

      “What…what tradition is that?” she asked, trying to sound calm.

      “Well—isn’t it true that when you stand under the mistletoe, you’re supposed to kiss the one you find attractive for good luck?” Bright asked.

      “Oh, well…” Noelle trailed off, biting her lip. “I…I don’t know if that would be appropriate,” she said at last.

      “Why? Do you not find Bright and me attractive?” Burn asked, raising his eyebrows.

      “No! I mean, of course I do,” she exclaimed, feeling her cheeks getting hot again. Dios, these two were making her crazy! Had they plotted this together—staying after class just to tease her? “I mean, of course you’re attractive—you’re both so big and muscular and…and…” She trailed off, not sure what to say.

      “Then why can’t we kiss you?” Bright asked reasonably. “Not on the mouth—just on your cheeks. Both of us at the same time,” he added.

      “Oh…just on the cheeks?” Noelle felt a little less nervous. She’d been picturing kissing both warriors on the mouth…and wondering what it might feel like. Which was definitely very unprofessional of her, seeing that she was their teacher. But just letting them kiss her on the cheeks wasn’t so bad. Why did they want to do it at the same time, though?

      Maybe they want to see what it feels like to have a woman between them, whispered a little voice in her head. They are Twin Kindred, after all—they probably long for everything other Twin Kindred have, but neither of them has a twin to share a woman with.

      She had a sudden mental image of being sandwiched between the two huge warriors while all three of them were naked…and quickly pushed the thought away.

      “I…I guess it would be okay for you to kiss me—as long as it’s just on the cheek. For luck, I mean,” she added.

      “Mmm, thank you, my lady. You honor us,” Bright murmured. He took Noelle by the hand. “Come on…let’s try it now.”

      He led Noelle right under the mistletoe and Burn came to stand on her other side. The two of them were so tall, she felt like a child standing between two adults for a moment—but that analogy didn’t work, since she was older than both of them, she decided.

      “All right,” she said, trying to sound unbothered by the strange situation. “I’m ready—go ahead and kiss me.”

      The two big warriors shared a look over her head and then, without speaking, both leaned down to kiss her on the cheek.

      At first, it felt fine—both of their lips were soft and she could feel the slight prickle of Burn’s beard and mustache. Also, she had time to notice that their masculine scents—while very different from each other—seemed to mingle perfectly to make a fragrance that would put any high-end men’s cologne to shame.

      But then, something strange started to happen.

      A tingling sensation started where their lips were touching her cheeks. At first, Noelle thought she was imagining it. But it got stronger and turned into something more—a kind of pleasurable warmth.

      The warm wave of sensation rushed down from her cheeks and spread through her whole body. Barely a second later, she felt her nipples tingling and then her pussy started to get hot and wet. The tingling reached her clit and it almost felt like a warm set of lips had molded around her aching button and was licking and sucking gently but firmly.

      What is wrong with me? Noelle thought frantically. Oh my God, if this doesn’t stop, I’m going to come!

      She’d never been so instantly turned on before—was it just because Burn and Bright were kissing her? But why would a kiss on the cheek make her so crazy? Her whole body was lit up like a Christmas tree with pleasure and desire!

      I have to stop this—I have to pull away! she told herself urgently.

      But before she could make a move to step away from the two big warriors, she felt her body betraying her. She tried to hold still and stifle her exclamation but as an incredibly strong orgasm rolled through her, she felt her legs giving way and suddenly she was sinking to the ground.

      “Madre de Dios!” she gasped, and then the world went gray and everything around her seemed to fade.
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      “Fuck—now look what we did! We broke her!” Burn growled as the curvy little Elite suddenly collapsed. He reached for her and caught her before her head hit the floor—no easy task considering he was coming at the same time.

      “Gods! Is she all right?” Bright was panting and his face was red. It was pretty clear he was in the same situation Burn was.

      “I think she just fainted—probably from the overload,” Burn growled, cradling her to his chest. “She’ll be okay in a minute—just give her some time.”

      He looked down at Noelle anxiously. Her cheeks were flushed and her chest was rising and falling rapidly. Her eyes were still closed.

      She looked fucking gorgeous, he couldn’t help thinking—with her wide hips and big breasts and thick thighs, all draped in the beautiful red dress that wrapped around her body like the wrapping paper the humans used to conceal gifts. They had learned about that a few days ago when Noelle had taught them all how to wrap a present.

      She’s not your fucking present—she’s a gorgeous mature Elite who would never be interested in you and Bright, he told himself sternly. Neither of you can ever hope to Bond a female to you—not alone and especially not together, since you don’t have a real Twin-Bond.

      But his best friend seemed to have other ideas. Now that he was sure Noelle was still breathing and didn’t appear to be in distress, he looked up at Burn excitedly.

      “Did you feel that? Did you feel it?” he exclaimed. “I mean, you came in your leathers, right? Just like I did. And I’m pretty sure Noelle came too!”

      “Yeah, so?” Burn demanded.

      “Don’t you see?” Bright was practically vibrating with excitement. “It’s the prophecy—the one the old blind Seer gave us back on Therim Five! Don’t you remember?” he demanded. “She said we would find a third—a woman who could help us bond as Twins instead of just friends! And that pleasure would guide the way. I don’t know about you, Burn, but that kiss…” he shook his head. “I’ve never felt anything like it. Noelle has to be the one.”

      “You’re fucked up in the head,” Burn growled. “I don’t care what that old Seer said—there’s nobody and nothing that can form a Twin-Bond between two males who aren’t even related.”

      He knew how badly Bright wanted a brother and a Twin-Bond and he wished he could be the male that fulfilled those wishes for his friend. But he didn’t believe it could really happen. Not that he could get through to the other male.

      “You have to believe,” Bright told him earnestly. “You have to have faith, Burn.”

      Burn only grunted. He didn’t have faith in much of anything—and he didn’t share his best friend’s bright and shiny worldview. Bright had been raised by two loving parents that kept him safe as a child. Burn hadn’t had that safety and security—well, he he’d had it but only until he was twelve. After that…

      But he didn’t want to remember what had happened after that.

      “Stop talking foolishness and come on,” he said to Bright. “We need to take Noelle to the Med Center—she fucking fainted.”

      Even as he spoke, however, Noelle stirred in his arms and moaned softly.

      “She’s all right,” Bright said. “Look, our suite isn’t far from here at all. Let’s bring her there and we can talk to her when she wakes up.” He made a face. “And both of us can change our trousers.”

      Burn had to agree that would be good—Kindred males always made a lot of seed and his undergarments felt fucking sticky and uncomfortable right about now.

      “All right,” he growled. “But don’t scare her with your wild talk.”

      “I won’t scare her—I’m just going to ask her,” Bright told him. “Come on—hurry.”

      And he led the way out of the classroom, while Burn followed, still cradling Noelle in his arms.
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      Bright couldn’t understand why his best friend was so reluctant to believe in the prophecy they’d received back on Therim Five. The Seer who had given it to them was well known as a wise-woman and one who was touched by the Goddess. She’d even displayed the green-on-green eyes and had green streaks in her long gray hair, just like the Priestesses who lived in the Sacred Grove.

      Neither of them had been looking for any kind of wisdom or seeking a reading of their future on the day of the prophecy. They’d simply been in the remote mountain village on a distant planet, doing a job. It had been a little after noon and he and Burn were going to find something to eat for their Midday meal when she’d walked right up to them on the street and taken Bright by the hand.

      “Excuse me, old Mother,” he’d said politely. “Do you need some help?”

      She’d shaken her head, her blind eyes staring over his shoulder.

      “No—it is I who must help you,” she’d said in a surprisingly strong voice. “For I know what you seek.” Her other hand—gnarled with age—had shot out and grabbed Burn, who was standing beside him. “I know what both of you seek!”

      Bright had been surprised but intrigued. He could tell she couldn’t see—how did she know the two of them were there in the street in the first place?

      Burn, who was naturally more suspicious than Bright was, had scowled.

      “What kind of trick is this?” he growled.

      But the old Seer only shook her head.

      “No trick. I know the two of you are loners—twinless in a world where every other male has a twin. And I know you wish to be bound together by a bond stronger than friendship.”

      Her words had rocked Bright to his core.

      “How…how could you possibly know that?” he’d asked, feeling all the blood drain from his face.

      “It’s some kind of trick,” Burn had insisted. “Or somebody told her about us. Come on—let’s go.”

      “No—not until we hear what she has to say,” Bright told him. “Please, old Mother—what words of wisdom do you have for us?” he’d asked.

      “Hear the words of the Goddess—and obey,” she said. Then her eyes, which had been milky white up until then, suddenly turned green—both the whites and the irises, Bright saw, as he stared at her in fascination—and she began to prophesy.

      
        
        
        “Two who wish to live as one

        Must find their center,

        Find their sun

        When at last they find their third

        A bond will form

        In soul and word.

        Pleasure bright will show the way.

        When they come,

        Then let them stay.”

      

      

      

      Her words didn’t make sense to Bright at first and he could tell that Burn didn’t quite get it either.

      “Please, old Mother—find our third? What do you mean?” he asked her.

      “I mean you must find the woman who brings the two of you together—only by her touch may you bind yourselves and form the Twin-Bond both of you crave.”

      Bright’s heart had started pounding.

      “You mean it’s possible to form a bond even though the two of us are just friends—not even brothers?” he asked.

      She nodded and he saw that her eyes were still green-on-green.

      “You’ll know her when you find her—the three of you will feel pleasure when you touch her both at once. When that happens, you’ll know she’s the one.”

      “What must we do when that happens?” Bright asked.

      “Bring her here to me—Mother Reeva, they call me,” the old Seer told him. “I’ll be able to tell you what to do next—but I must touch her first to know what the Goddess wills.”

      “We’ll do it,” Bright promised her—and he’d meant it.

      He had a strong belief in fate and destiny—he’d known the first minute he met Burn that the two of them ought to have been twins. As different as the two males were, Burn felt like a brother—the two of them just “clicked” as the humans said.

      They’d even talked about trying to find a woman who was willing to let them share her—but the only time they’d tried, it had been unsuccessful. Mainly because when a Twin Kindred touched a woman alone, without his twin, he often received a low-level shock which was painful and not pleasurable at all.

      When Bright and Burn had found a female who said she’d let them share her, as Twin Kindred did, that painful shock was still present, even when he and Burn were both touching her at once.

      To finally find the woman who gave them pleasure when they touched her instead of pain felt like a revelation to Bright. He’d had a feeling that Noelle was the one. The minute he’d seen the beautiful mature Elite, he’d felt drawn to her. And Burn was drawn to her as well, though he didn’t like to admit it. Still, when Bright had suggested that the two of them sign up for her class on Earth holidays, he hadn’t protested. And when Bright had stayed after class to ask questions and get to know their lovely human teacher better, he’d stayed behind as well, though he let Bright do most of the speaking.

      Noelle is the one—she has to be! Bright thought, as he watched Burn lay her carefully on the couch in the suite he and Burn shared.

      They’d been best friends back on Twin Moons. Once they moved to the Mother Ship, they’d become roommates as well. But sleeping in the same big bed still somehow felt empty, even with the two of them in it, because there was no woman to hold between them.

      Maybe there would be one to share soon—if only Noelle would agree to come with them to see Mother Reeva on Therim Five. If she did, they could hopefully find a way to form the elusive Twin-Bond he was certain the two of them were meant to have.

      He just hoped she wasn’t too “freaked out” as the humans said, about the spontaneous orgasm the three of them had shared when they kissed her on the cheeks.
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      Noelle swam back to consciousness feeling like something very odd had happened to her. She’d had the strangest dream…all about how Bright and Burn had volunteered to stay after her last holiday class and help decorate the room for the Christmas party she was planning to throw for her students before she had to leave the Mother Ship.

      They kissed me and it made me come, she thought, still feeling woozy. But that couldn’t be right, could it? Nobody came just from getting kissed on the cheek—even if she was being kissed by two huge Kindred warriors at the same time, right?

      But her whole body still felt tingly and her pussy felt hot and wet. And when her eyelids fluttered open, she saw two male faces looking anxiously down at her. Hazel green eyes and midnight blue that was almost black—they could only belong to two people she knew—her students.

      “Burn…Bright?” she asked, putting a hand to her head. “What…where am I? What happened?”

      “You came when we kissed you,” Burn said bluntly.

      “Didn’t you?” Bright asked.

      “What?” Noelle’s cheeks immediately got hot with a blush. “How…how did you know that?” she demanded. Dios, what was going on here?

      “Don’t worry—we came too,” Bright assured her, as though that was supposed to make her feel better.

      “But you…we…you only kissed me!” Noelle gasped. She sat up and felt immediately dizzy. “Ohhh…”

      “Be easy, little one,” Burn rumbled sitting down beside her on the couch where she had been lying.

      “Yes, please don’t worry—it wasn’t your fault. It wasn’t anyone’s fault—it was the prophecy,” Bright said, sitting on the other side of her.

      “The prophecy?” Noelle frowned. “What prophecy? What are you talking about?” she asked faintly. At the same time, she was taking care not to touch either of them—what if what had happened under the mistletoe happened again?

      “It was given to us by a blind Seer on Therim Five…” Bright began. “And that’s why we need you to come with us to meet Mother Reeva,” he finished at last, several minutes later. “So will you come with us?” he asked anxiously.

      “We can pay you,” Burn added, unexpectedly. “We don’t expect you to come for free.”

      “Oh, um…” Noelle nibbled her lower lip. “You know I’m only here on the Mother Ship until December 24th, right? After that, my contract is up and I have to go back to Earth.”

      “We can get you to Therim Five and back again in time to celebrate Christmas Eve here aboard the Mother Ship,” Bright promised. “We’ll fold space to get there and back again—the travel is instantaneous.”

      “All right, but, um…what do I have to do once we get there?” Noelle’s mouth felt dry and her heart was pounding. “I mean, are the two of you expecting to…to share me or…” She trailed off, her face so hot she was sure her hair was about to catch on fire.

      “Why, do you want us to share you?” Bright’s eyes were suddenly half-lidded as he looked down at her.

      “You’re fucking scaring her,” Burn growled, frowning at his friend. “We couldn’t share you, Noelle,” he told her. “Twin Kindred can’t touch a female alone or with a male who isn’t their twin without experiencing a low-level shock.”

      “Oh, I think I heard that somewhere.” Noelle wasn’t sure if she was disappointed…or relieved.

      “Not that we wouldn’t want to share you if we could,” Burn went on, his own eyes going lazy with lust as well. “You’re a mature Elite—any male would want to share you with his twin.”

      “But that’s not what we’re asking,” Bright said quickly. “We just need you to come to Therim Five to meet Mother Reeva with us. That’s all.”

      “Well…” Noelle put a hand to one hot cheek. “I mean, you can’t blame me for asking after what happened under the mistletoe.”

      “I know—I’m sorry about that,” Bright said, sounding honestly contrite. “We had to be sure you were the one we were looking for.”

      “And we weren’t sure you’d be willing to let us kiss you knowing that might happen,” Burn growled.

      “Are you angry?” Bright asked. “Forgive us, my lady—we felt drawn to you the minute we saw you and knew you must be the one who could help us.”

      They both looked so earnest that Noelle didn’t see how she could get upset. And she couldn’t help feeling flattered that two hot, muscular younger warriors were so attracted to her.

      “All right,” she said at last. “I’ll go with you, as long as we’re back in time for me to go back to Earth on time.”

      Though to be honest, she wasn’t even sure what she would do when she got back home to her apartment. Probably try to hide as much as possible and hope that Branson wasn’t looking for her anymore.

      As for Christmas, she had plans to spend it with her abuela—her grandmother on her father’s side—who was living alone now that her husband of 49 years had died. Noelle still missed her abuelo and she knew her grandmother did too. It would be good to share the holiday together, even if it was just the two of them this year.

      “All right,” she said, smiling tentatively at the two big Kindred. “I’ll come with you as long as we don’t have to do…anything together.”

      “Mmm, I guess we’ll just have to dream about you, my lady,” Bright murmured. “But thank you for agreeing to accompany us to Therim Five.”

      “We’ll keep you safe and get you home in time for the Earth holidays,” Burn promised.

      “I know you will,” Noelle told them. She felt a little shiver run down her spine as she realized what she’d just promised to do—she was going to go on an interstellar adventure with the two huge warriors to see if she could help them bond together and call a bride. Of course, the bride wouldn’t be her—she was sure of that. No matter how flirty they were, the two of them clearly belonged with a younger woman—one who was their age at least.

      But it’s still going to be exciting, she thought. More exciting than hanging around the Mother Ship—which was nice enough, but she’d always wanted to travel.

      She had no idea what she’d just signed herself up for…or how wrong everything was going to go in a very short period of time.
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      The long-range shuttle was sleek, silver, and surprisingly roomy. Noelle hadn’t known what to expect when she agreed to travel with Bright and Burn to meet the mysterious Seer, but it certainly hadn’t been a private spacecraft with chrome accents, wide doors, and—of all things—a plush interior.

      “All the luggage is stowed in the rear cargo chamber,” Bright said, beaming as he led her up the ramp into the central cabin. “And welcome to our humble ride, my lady.”

      “‘Humble’?” Noelle echoed, stepping inside. The door whooshed shut behind her and sealed with a hiss. “This is nicer than my apartment on Earth.”

      “Well, it’s a long-range shuttle,” he said modestly. “So it’s built for comfort as well as travel. Come on—I’ll show you around before takeoff.”

      Burn was already up front, settling into the pilot’s seat. His deep voice drifted back from the cockpit.

      “You’ve got five minutes, Bright. The ship’s primed and the Fold’s already open.”

      Bright waved a hand. “Don’t worry. We’ll be strapped in before you can say ‘space-time fracture.’”

      Noelle followed him through the open central walkway, which led to a compact but stylish galley with glowing counters, a living room with a long, low couch facing a viewing screen for entertainment, a curved glass fresher door, and finally, a bedroom with one massive bed dominating the space.

      The bed was… enormous.

      Noelle stopped in the doorway, blinking.

      “Oh. That’s…really big,” she murmured.

      It had to be at least ten feet across, with an intricate headboard and silky navy sheets. There were three plush pillows, two on either side and one in the center. Her throat went a little dry.

      Bright grinned.

      “It’s made for three—so Twin Kindred can share their mate. Of course,” he added, his tone innocent, “We won’t be sleeping here unless our mission takes longer than a day and a night. But that probably won’t happen. Folding space will get us to Therim Five immediately.”

      “Right. Of course,” Noelle echoed.

      But her eyes were still locked on the bed.

      She couldn’t help it…as she stared at it, her mind started forming ideas…and images.

      Suddenly she wasn’t standing beside Bright in a Kindred shuttle. She was in that bed—between the two huge warriors.

      Bright would be all sunshine and teasing fingers, touching her gently, worshipfully, coaxing soft moans from her lips. His mouth would trail kisses over her neck, down to her breasts, maybe even lower…

      And Burn? He’d be behind her, solid and massive, the heat of his big body pressed against her back. She imagined him growling in that deep, hungry voice of his while his hands slid possessively around her waist… one rough palm cupping her full breast, the other slipping lower… cupping her pussy and stroking her clit while Bright sucked her nipples as she moaned and writhed between them…

      Dios.

      Her thighs clenched and she realized her panties were getting wet. She had to stop this!

      The image was so vivid it made her breath catch but she did her best to push it away. She squeezed her eyes shut and took a deep, calming breath.

      Stop it, Noelle. You are not going to be shared by two gorgeous alien warriors in a bed the size of a small moon. You’re going on a spiritual quest. With friends. That’s all they are—just friends, she lectured herself. Hot, muscular, too-young-for-you friends…

      Burn’s voice boomed from the cockpit, pulling her out of the fantasy.

      “If the two of you are finished with the grand tour, it’s time to take off. The Mother Ship already folded space for us and we need to get the fuck out of here.”

      Bright shrugged.

      “Guess that’s our cue.” He touched her elbow gently. “Come on, my lady—we need to get strapped in.”

      The cockpit had three seats arranged in a wide arc. Burn sat at the controls, all coiled power and focused intent, his big hands gripping the steering yoke like he was ready to tear space in half by sheer force of will.

      Bright gestured for Noelle to take the center chair—the “bride seat,” as he called it. Of course he did.

      “Right between us. You’ll be safest here,” he assured her.

      “Okay…” Noelle murmured, settling into the seat. The harness was complicated—five separate straps, all crossing between her thighs and over her chest. She fumbled awkwardly for a moment until Bright leaned in to help.

      “Let me,” he murmured.

      His hands were deft and careful, not lingering, but there was no way to ignore the heat of his fingers brushing her inner thighs while he adjusted the strap between her legs.

      Noelle shifted slightly, feeling embarrassed when she remembered her damp panties and wishing she’d worn jeans instead of a skirt. But to his credit, the Light Twin didn’t take advantage. He only did what was necessary to strap her in… though his smile said he knew exactly what she was thinking.

      “There,” he said. “All set.”

      He sat down beside her and clicked his own harness into place with quick, practiced moves.

      “All right, Burn—we’re ready.”

      “About fucking time,” Burn growled, not taking his eyes off the navigation panel. “You know it takes a fuck-load of power to fold space and the longer we wait, the more energy we waste.”

      Bright leaned over to whisper in Noelle’s ear, his breath warm against her skin.

      “Don’t worry about him—he’s just grumpy because he doesn’t believe this is really going to work. He thinks there’s no way we can actually form a Twin-Bond… but I have faith.”

      Noelle blinked in surprise. She turned to look at Burn, who kept his eyes forward.

      “I can hear you, you know,” he said flatly. “And you’re right—I don’t believe this is going to fucking work.”

      “Then why are we going?” she asked, honestly confused.

      Burn sighed, the sound low and rough.

      “Because Bright is my friend—the best one I’ve ever had. So if he wants to try something impossible, who am I to stop him?”

      The Dark Twin’s words hit her. Hard.

      So Burn didn’t believe in the prophecy or the mission—but he was still coming along. He was doing all this because he cared for Bright. That said something about Burn, who seemed so gruff and growly on the outside, and it made her heart ache in a way she hadn’t expected.

      But she didn’t have much time to think about it because then the ship shuddered softly and lifted off. The view through the front viewscreen shifted as they rose upwards in the Mother Ship and then out of the atmosphere bubble, going from metal hull to starry sky.

      Noelle gasped at what she saw.

      There was a horizontal slash in the blackness of space, wider than the Mother Ship itself and red as fresh blood. It shimmered like a wound in the universe—glowing…pulsing.

      “That’s the Fold,” Burn said, glancing at her. “The connection between this galaxy and the one where Therim Five orbits.”

      “It looks like…” Noelle couldn’t quite find the words. “Like someone tore the universe open.”

      “Don’t worry—it looks scary, but it’s painless to fold space,” Bright assured her.

      “Unless you’re pregnant,” Burn added, eyeing her sidelong. “You’re not, are you? Because folding space is bad for a baby.”

      “Pregnant?” Noelle nearly choked. “No—there’s no way I could be pregnant. I haven’t even had sex in…”

      She trailed off, her cheeks going crimson.

      “Since when, my lady?” Bright asked gently.

      “Never mind.” She shook her head, her cheeks heating with embarrassment. Why had she said such a thing? “There’s no chance I’m pregnant. Let’s just leave it at that.”

      What she didn’t say was that her ex had never wanted sex unless it hurt her. That was why she fantasized about something different…something gentle and slow. Branson had never wanted tenderness or connection—he wanted control and more than anything, he loved to make her cry. When he’d finally declared that she was “too fat and too old” to be desirable anymore and had stopped sleeping with her altogether, she’d been incredibly relieved.

      It had been over a year since she’d been forced to undergo sex with her ex and Noelle felt like she was starting to heal. At least her sexual desire seemed to have returned—it had been absent through most of her marriage.

      She was glad she’d never had any children with Branson—though he had claimed to want them and had even ordered her not to take birth control. (It went without saying that he wouldn’t wear a condom.)

      Noelle had gone to a clinic in secret and gotten birth control pills, hiding them in an old vitamin bottle. She’d known—only months into their marriage—that she never wanted to bring his child into the world. Any baby she had with Branson would be another prisoner…another soul trapped under his thumb.

      But not anymore. Not today. Today she was free and about to go on an adventure with friends.

      Noelle pushed the bad memories away as she looked out at the crimson fold in space, feeling a jolt of excitement in her chest.

      This was a new life—a new start. She’d spent years living in fear—it was time to seize all the joy she could and hold onto it. She was flying into the unknown with two warriors who respected her, who made her feel needed, and who needed her in return to help them form a Twin-Bond. Everything was looking up.

      “Here we go,” Burn said.

      The ship surged forward.

      And together, the three of them dove into the crimson wound in space… and left the whole world behind.
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      Folding space was different for everyone.

      Some Kindred said time slowed down to a crawl—as though every second stretched into a long, shimmering thread you could pluck and twang like a Seribeth harp string.

      Others swore time sped up, rushing forward like a river in flood, dragging you with it, breathless and helpless.

      Still others claimed folding space felt like no time was passing at all… and at the same time like years, decades, entire eons were spinning past, brushing against your skin like ghostly fingers.

      Burn didn’t know what was true for most people. He only knew what it felt like for him—for him, folding space slowed time.

      As the long-range shuttle slid into the bleeding crimson slit in the fabric of the universe, Burn felt the world crystallize around him. Everything sharpened… everything came into focus. The roar of the engines became a low hum, and the sensation of plunging into the Fold became a weightless drift, as though they were suspended in warm, dark water.

      He turned his head — slowly, so slowly — to look at his companions.

      Noelle sat in the center seat, strapped securely between him and Bright. The soft glow from the navigation panel bathed her in faint gold light, highlighting her profile…the curve of her cheek…the long sweep of her eyelashes as she stared wide-eyed at the swirling red void outside the cockpit window.

      Her hair was loose today, spilling over her shoulders in thick, glossy waves. He could smell it from here — warm vanilla and wildflowers. Her full lips were parted just a little, breath catching as the sky outside fractured into shimmering crimson shards.

      Fuck, she’s so beautiful.

      She was tiny too — most human women were compared to the Kindred — but despite her diminutive size, her full curves made something primal inside him sit up and take notice. His gaze slid downward, tracing the shape of her body strapped in the five-point harness.

      Her breasts strained against the top of her red dress — perfect, heavy, ripe handfuls he longed to taste. Her waist dipped in gently before flaring out to wide, lush hips. And her thighs…

      Gods.

      Her skirt had slipped up a little during takeoff, molding itself to her luscious, thick thighs like a second skin. The thin fabric clung to every curve, outlining the softness Burn wanted to bite…kiss…mark. He imagined grabbing her hips and pulling her into his lap. He imagined sinking to his knees between her legs and burying his face in the hot, slick heat of her soft little pussy.

      I want her wrapped around my head. Want her thighs squeezing me while she rides my mouth, tasting like fucking heaven.

      He adjusted his grip on the steering yoke and wished he could adjust his cock in his leathers instead. He was getting hard just thinking of tasting the curvy, mature Elite.

      Burn frowned. This wasn’t helpful—this wasn’t the mission. They were taking Noelle to Therim Five because Bright believed in some stupid prophecy, not because Burn wanted to bend Noelle over the nearest surface and lick her until she screamed his name.

      His gaze slid to Bright.

      The Light Twin was looking at Noelle too — but with hope in his eyes. Bright had always been the hopeful one between them. Always the believer…always the one who could find a silver lining in the darkest storm. Bright still believed that miracles could happen—and would if they hoped and prayed hard enough.

      Burn wished he still had that. He wished the universe hadn’t beaten it out of him.

      You prayed for a miracle once, he reminded himself. When your parents and your twin were abducted. When they were⁠—

      No.

      No point going there. No point digging up bad memories.

      He tore his gaze away from Bright’s earnest expression and focused on the controls again. Bright believed this mission would work — believed that Noelle was the “third” the Seer had spoken of—the one who could bind the two of them together.

      Burn doubted it. He didn’t believe in miracles. Not anymore.

      Well, the worst thing that could happen was failure, he told himself. The old Seer was probably a fraud. There was no way she could forge a bond between two males who weren’t related. You were either born with a Twin-Bond or you weren’t—simple as that. There was no other way.

      But at least they’d get a trip with Noelle out of it. At least they’d get to be close to her. Maybe they’d even get to sleep with her between them, just for one night. Just once, before she had to go back to Earth. Maybe she’d even let them share her a little. Since they were able to touch her without the low-level shocking pain all Twin Kindred experienced when they touched a woman without their twin, it should be possible.

      The thought of sharing curled low in his belly, hot and hungry.

      He let himself imagine it — just for a moment.

      Noelle in that big bed at the back of the shuttle, lying on her back, her dark hair spread over the pillows like spilled ink… Her legs spread open for them, wide and welcoming…

      Bright would take one side, kissing her throat, whispering sweet, dirty things in her ear. Burn would take the other side — or maybe he’d kneel between her thighs, gripping them tightly as he lowered his mouth to her pussy.

      He imagined her taste—sweet, hot, and intoxicating…imagined her fingers gripping his hair, pulling him closer as he sucked her clit and slid his tongue inside her, devouring her like she was his last meal.

      Bright would be kissing her breasts at the same time, taking one nipple in his mouth and rolling the other between his fingers until she was gasping and arching, calling their names and begging for more.

      Burn’s cock throbbed at the thought.

      Then Bright would pull back, lick his lips, and grin at him — and they’d switch. Burn would take her nipple between his teeth, sucking gently, groaning at the feel of her body trembling under him, while Bright slid down and tasted her next — burying his tongue in her, making her moan for both of them.

      He imagined the two of them taking turns…tasting her…teasing her, dragging out her pleasure until she was begging them to take her. Begging to feel both of them inside her at once.

      Fuck, yes, he thought. Gods, I want that. I want her—want to share her with Bright!

      She would come hard — he could tell by the way she’d come for them when they were just kissing her cheeks under the mistletoe. She came like lightning— fast and blinding. And Burn bet he and Bright could coax multiple orgasms from her sweet, curvy body. Imagine how hard she’d come for them when they really put their mouths and hands on her…how she would feel gripping their shafts with her soft little pussy and ass…

      He was so deep in the fantasy he barely noticed the subtle shift in the shuttle’s vibration—barely noticed the hum of the engines change pitch.

      But he noticed when the red light outside the cockpit window flickered… then flickered again… then abruptly snapped back into normal black space and starlight.

      Burn jerked upright as time slammed back into place.

      “What the fuck?” he muttered.

      They had exited the Fold but the space in front of them wasn’t the peaceful starfield of Therim Five’s sector.

      Warning lights flashed…alarms began to blare.

      Bright stiffened in his seat and Noelle gasped, her eyes going wide.

      Burn’s heart dropped into his gut as the shuttle lurched violently to the left.

      Something was wrong. Very, very fucking wrong.

      He tightened his grip on the steering yoke just as a massive shadow loomed ahead of them…and the shuttle was caught in a crackling net of bright blue energy.

      “What the fuck?” he growled again.

      And then everything went sideways.
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      The moment they exited the Fold, Bright knew something was wrong.

      There was no sense of release…no smooth slide from the compressed stillness of the Fold into normal space…no gentle drift into open sky.

      Instead, the ship jolted, the forward momentum stalling like a bird hitting an invisible wall.

      The lights on the console flickered, the engines groaned, and the shuttle hung in space like a fly caught in a web.

      “What the fuck?” Burn muttered beside him, already adjusting the controls.

      Noelle made a soft sound—half gasp, half question—but Bright couldn’t look at her yet. His eyes were locked on the front viewscreen, where something impossible was wrapped across the viewscreen.

      Thin glowing lines—blue-white and sharp as lightning—crisscrossed the display in a tight lattice. They pulsed faintly, alive with electrical current. The pattern shifted and shivered as the ship strained against it, trying and failing to break free.

      Bright stared, his stomach sinking.

      “What in the Seven Hells is that?” he asked, pointing at the shimmering net.

      Burn’s face was grim, his jaw tight as he shoved the throttle forward.

      “That’s part of a Skowlian energy net,” he said. “We’ve got to break free of it or we’re all dead.”

      He did something to the console—something Bright didn’t understand—and then pushed the steering yoke forward.

      The engines screamed in protest and the shuttle surged forward—but only slightly. The front end pitched, then slammed back as though yanked by a leash. All three of them were thrown forward in their seats, though the harnesses kept them from slamming into the viewscreen or the control console. Alarms began to blare in sync with the rising whine of straining power cores.

      But no matter what Burn did, the net held firm.

      “What are the Skow doing here?” Bright demanded. “I thought they worked the Outer Fringe of the Gordrian system. What are they doing in the Therim corridor?”

      “Pirating,” Burn growled. “This isn’t a random net—we were targeted. Someone fucking knew we’d be coming through this Fold point.”

      Bright’s gut went cold. Could the Dark Twin be right? But how could the Skow—who were notorious pirates and slave traffickers—have known their location?

      “Are…are we going to be all right?” Noelle’s voice was thin and frightened, barely audible over the whine of the engines. She was still strapped in between them, small and tense, her hands gripping the arms of her seat hard enough to turn her knuckles white.

      She’s human, Bright thought. Tiny and breakable compared to us. We have to protect her. We have to⁠—

      A sudden, sharp jerk rocked the shuttle.

      Bright reached out instinctively, bracing a hand across Noelle’s chest to steady her. She gasped and looked at him, eyes wide with fear.

      “It’s all right,” he told her quickly. “We’ll get out of it. Just stay calm.”

      But the truth was, he wasn’t sure.

      He knew some about the Skow weapons—enough to avoid them. These nets were designed to trap small-to-medium class vessels. Once caught, the energy wrapped tighter and tighter, draining power from the engines while disabling weapons, shielding, and navigation. Within minutes, a ship would be dead in the water—completely at the mercy of whoever cast the net.

      And there was always someone waiting on the other end…usually the Skow.

      “Can we break through it?” Bright asked Burn, trying to keep his tone steady.

      “Not unless you’ve got a wormhole generator hidden in your boot,” Burn snapped. “The net’s siphoning all our power. If we don’t either break free soon, we’ll be dead in the water.”

      The lights in the cabin dimmed as the net leached more energy and Bright swore under his breath.

      Noelle was still quiet, but she was breathing hard, her eyes flicking from Burn to Bright and back again. He reached over again and gently wrapped his fingers around her much smaller hand.

      She twined her fingers with his and Bright squeezed gently.

      “Don’t worry, my lady,” he said quietly. “No matter what happens—we won’t let anyone hurt you.”

      Her eyes softened, just for a moment and she gave a short, jerky nod. She didn’t say she was scared—she didn’t need to. Bright felt her fear in the way she gripped his fingers and refused to let go.

      “Here they come,” Burn muttered.

      Bright looked up.

      A ship had appeared just ahead of them—black and jagged, with wide talons and glowing red engines. It resembled a spider crossed with a war-bird—the prow angular and sharp and its underside lined with docking tendrils that unfolded like claws.

      The com crackled and a voice came through, raspy and sibilant.

      “Unidentified Kindred vessel. You are caught in a Class-Five Skowlian net. Power down your engines and prepare to be boarded.”

      Burn didn’t answer. He just flicked a switch that sent the ship’s emergency beacon pulsing and pushed his chair back from the controls with a snarl of frustration.

      “Nothing else we can do,” he said grimly. “They’ve got us. Let’s get ready to fight.”

      Bright unclipped his harness, his mind spinning.

      Why here? Why now? Why this Fold point?

      And then he remembered something…a casual conversation from days earlier, back in the Docking Bay. He and Burn had been talking to another warrior—Jarin, a Beast Kindred friend of theirs.

      They’d mentioned their destination—Therim Five—and somehow the information had gotten to the Skow.

      Bright felt it in his bones. This wasn’t random—it was deliberate. But who could have told? Not Jarin—he was a true friend and besides, no Kindred warrior would ever betray another that way. But then who or how had the information gotten out?

      His speculation would have to wait however, because a moment later the ship rocked as the Skowlian vessel clamped onto them. Mechanical arms latched onto the hull, digging in with metallic screeches. A moment later, the emergency override kicked in and the shuttle vents hissed because the Skow were slicing their way inside.

      A rush of cold air filled the cabin.

      Bright rose, moving to put himself between Noelle and the breach. Burn stood beside him, tall and dangerous, fists already clenched, a blaster in one hand.

      They wouldn’t go quietly, Bright swore to himself—they wouldn’t go without a fight.

      But this wasn’t going to be a fight they could win. Not if even a fraction of what he’d heard about the Skow was true.

      Hold on, he thought grimly, glancing down at Noelle’s terrified face. We’ll find a way out of this—we have to.

      He just didn’t know how they were going to do it.
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