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Glossary of Terms

	Alashar: Planet Name

	Nasha: Means treasured and protected. What a sub is to them 

	Ahna: Means protector who leads his Nasha. What a Dom is

	Rahna: High Commander

	Arn: Commander

	Saran: Warrior

	Sha Sha Ar: The Soul Healer

	Orshana: Slave

	Orshana Rah: Slave Merchant 

	Shar: Love (as in soul match love) 

	Sharna: Love (non-soul match)

	Haro: Cock

	Nall: Supreme Commander (king)

	Sahn: Consort (male or female)

	Hashor: Soul Match pardon. Can only be used one time 

	Shano: Good 

	Battlecraft, warring version of the hovercraft: Battleship

	Sharlon: A large songbird native to Alashar 

	Nor: The Alasharian’s most precious metal 

	Basha: A bison-like animal that their leather products are made from, and from which they get meat

	Shor juice: A drink that’s a staple of the Alasharian diet and is also a health tonic

	Lomaya: A food paste

	Non: Crackers

	Ora: A berry that’s fermented to make spirits

	Olar: Popular flower with swirling petals

	Roash: Plant used to make rope

	Rya: Flowering Tree

	Aran: Flats or Plains

	 

	 

	Alasharian sayings or descriptions:

	 

	Keeper of fears: One of the duties of an Ahna’s role for their Nasha.

	Parcel of time: Different increments of time. 

	Daybreak meal: Breakfast.

	Alashar revolution: A year.

	Dearest heavens: An exclamation.

	Blessings of the Stars: Well-wishes/good luck

	Doctor of Systems: Scientist.

	Doctor of Medicine: Doctor.

	Brother (or sister) through match: Brother-in-law/Sister-in-law

	Swaying: agitation

	Punching fist to chest: Protecting heart (emotional, spirit)

	Memory images: Pictures

	Illuminators: Flashlight

	Cooling box: Refrigerator

	Pinchers: Clamps

	




Chapter 1

	Morgan lounged in a cushy chair located in his newly adopted bedroom at Chris and his mates’ luxury hotel suite. He’d dragged it to the window so he could gaze at the city that had once been Palm Springs. The panorama was almost as good as television. From the twentieth floor, he had an excellent view of the busy comings and goings of the aliens who had taken over Earth.

	The Alasharians.

	He hadn’t sneered to himself that time. If he was being completely honest, he would have to admit that the twinge in his gut, the pull, had been because of the kindness and bravery that Chris’ alien mates had shown him. If it hadn’t been for Nary, one of Chris’ soul matches, he would’ve been killed when the rogue humans had bombed the pleasure party.

	Morgan shuddered. Pleasure? It had been a horrific, violent gathering that had managed to reveal some surprising things to him about the aliens who had taken over Earth a month and a half before. The beings were simultaneously more evil—and more wonderful—than he could’ve imagined. Of course, it depended on which of their factions he was referring to at the time. Nary and Lasar, Chris’ mates, were wonderful. The Alasharian leader, the Nall—along with several party-goers—had shown themselves to be the epitome of evil.

	So, now what?

	It had become obvious after the bombing at the party by the unknown group of humans, that their actions had set events in motion that would likely be far worse for their own race than they’d anticipated. What if the Nall determined that keeping any human alive, sex slave or not, wasn’t worth the risk?

	Hallosh won’t let anyone hurt me.

	Morgan jerked up in his chair, the unexpected errant thought shocking him even as it came to mind. His heart thundered, his breathing accelerated at the memory of Hallosh’s touch. The alien’s tentative hold had nevertheless been strong and comforting. When Hallosh had lifted him out of the rubble, he’d instinctively snuggled closer before catching himself. The sudden tension in Hallosh’s body had alerted him to his bizarre reaction to the hunky alien.

	Was it bizarre?

	Morgan curled in on himself, pulling the shawl he’d been wrapped in the night before more tightly around him. He’d told Chris over and over how perplexed he was by his cousin’s strong attraction to the Alasharian males and he’d meant it. Morgan had been terrified of the species from the moment they’d invaded Earth. That terror had turned to revulsion once he’d been captured and learned they would be taken by the aliens as sex slaves. His initial anger toward Chris when he’d discovered that he’d fallen for his captors had now been replaced by a measure of understanding given their obvious love for, and devotion to, his cousin.

	So maybe I understand even more of it?

	He swallowed, his throat much too dry. He could never… Could I? He frowned, irritated with himself for even considering such a ridiculous thing. And anyway, Hallosh had behaved as if he didn’t want anything to do with him the rest of the night. Other than his inexplicable insistence that Chris make sure Morgan’s few scratches had been cleaned and bandaged, he’d made certain to stay away from Morgan after they’d all returned to the hotel. 

	Morgan sighed, wiggling in the chair, annoyed at the sensation of a low hum of electricity skittering just beneath his skin. 

	What the hell is wrong with me? He wanted to escape the confines of the small bedroom he’d stayed in for the past two days, but he didn’t want to bother Chris or Nary. Nary was in bed in the main area of the suite recovering from his injuries and Chris was busy taking care of him. Other than a quick foray to the kitchen to grab some juice and some sort of Alasharian breakfast roll that Chris had told him was safe to eat, he’d stayed out of the way.

	I wish I had my books with me. Or my notebook. Everything Chris and his mates had given him to alleviate the unrelenting boredom of his circumstances had been left behind in the suite that had become his makeshift prison. Once they’d hastily returned to the hotel, they’d had more pressing concerns. After it had been decided that Morgan should stay with them until Rama arrived—the alien who would take charge of him—there had been no mention of retrieving the few items he owned that Nary had been responsible for bringing to him.

	Tears burned in his eyes. Nary had been so kind to him from the beginning but Morgan had been too filled with hate to realize it. Then Nary had almost lost his life because of the way Morgan had run away at the party. He sniffed. I’ll never treat Chris’ mates badly again. He’d even promised himself to remain open to the possibility that Rama, since Lasar was friends with him, might be a good being. He wouldn’t judge all the Alasharians as evil just because some of them were.

	A light knock sounded, then the door opened. He angled his body around to see Chris peeking into the room. 

	“Hey. You doing okay in here?”

	Morgan drew his eyebrows together. “I’m fine.” He didn’t want Chris worrying over him when his mate needed his attention. “How about Nary? Is he feeling better?” He swallowed after he’d said it, a flush of heat blooming under his skin.

	“Knock it off, dude.” Chris frowned as he stepped into the room, shutting the door behind him. “Your guilt isn’t welcome here.”

	Morgan sighed then returned to gazing out the window. Chris dragged the matching chair over until he’d placed it next to Morgan’s. Chris plopped down on it.

	“Morgan?”

	He turned to Chris who regarded him intently. Something about his cousin was different. At first, he’d thought it had something to do with Chris’ raging hormones since he’d finally had his cherry popped by his alien matches. But it wasn’t that. Sometimes, a thought would form in Morgan’s mind as to what it might be, but then he would try to articulate it and it would be gone. It’s driving me nuts.

	“Give me a while, okay, Chris? It’s not just the other night, although that was pretty epic what Nary did. It’s all the other times too.” Morgan lowered his head. He couldn’t maintain his gaze with Chris. “All the horrible things I said to you about your mates.” He winced. “And what I know Nary heard me say.”

	Chris let out an aggravated sigh. “Okay, you’re right. You were a total asshole.”

	“Hey!” Morgan whipped around to glare at Chris. “You don’t have to be mean about it.”

	Chris laughed. “Oh, my God. Your face. Look, I needed to get your attention. But can we move past all of that now? You’ve apologized and you had every right to question things. If it hadn’t been happening to me, I never would’ve believed it.”

	Morgan nodded. “You’re right. I’ll shut up about it now and just show you guys by how I act that I don’t feel that way anymore.”

	Chris squeezed his arm quickly, then drew it back. Morgan frowned again at Chris’ touch.

	“What about you, Chris? Your hand felt really hot. Are you coming down with something?”

	Chris’ eyes widened and he seemed to go even paler than normal. “I’m not sick. I’m…” He chewed at his lip. “I came in here to bring you up to speed on a couple things.” 

	Morgan picked again at the fringe decorating the shawl that was wrapped around him. He wondered about the Alasharian it had belonged to. Had they survived the blast? Had they been one of the spectators egging on the rapes of the humans or had they been ones who’d been aghast at the horrific display? 

	Morgan forced his thoughts away from the upsetting events of the night before last as he waited for Chris to seemingly gather his own thoughts. It was fine. He wasn’t sure he wanted to be brought up to speed. He worried the shawl some more, wishing he had one of the small robes that Lasar and Nary had gotten for Chris to wear. Even though he’d been forced into continuous nudity in front of the aliens since being captured, it seemed weirder in front of Chris’ mates. He shuddered. Despite knowing there wasn’t anything else that could’ve been done, and even though Chris had been there, it had still been an awful moment when Nary had attached the cock ring to his dick. 

	And touched me. 

	He’d been fantasizing about being touched, being fondled and stroked by someone else for quite a while. However, being forced, and being touched by an alien, had robbed that fantasy from him. 

	Chris shook his head and sighed. “Sorry. I seem to drift off a lot lately.” He inhaled a deep breath then locked his eyes on Morgan. “Lasar has been gone all day with his troops, hunting for the renegade humans who are responsible for the bombing, and we have no idea when he’ll be back or what might come of it. At the very least, it’s even less safe for humans than it was before.” Chris grunted. “If you can even imagine that. Anyway, Rahna Rama, Lasar’s friend, well, he’s been called back here to help from the territory he was assigned as a commanding warrior, or a…” Chris furrowed his brow. “Or whatever his position of leadership is.”

	Morgan’s stomach clenched and he chewed his bottom lip. “Oh. I see.”

	Morgan had been told that Rama didn’t want him as a sex slave, that Rama was only taking Morgan on as a favor, but he couldn’t deny how much having to go live with the alien scared him. Rama might be a good being, might be as caring and decent as Lasar and Nary were, but Morgan had no idea what to expect. What would his future be like living with the alien? Would he become Rama’s servant? Would they have any type of relationship at all, or would he simply be ignored? Morgan wasn’t certain which scenario he preferred.

	“Come on, dude. You knew it was inevitable.” 

	Chris’ words held a sympathetic tone, but it didn’t make him feel any better.

	“I know. I guess I thought I’d have a chance to get more adjusted to the idea, that’s all. You know, a warning when he was on his way.”

	Chris snorted. “Consider this your warning.”

	Morgan smirked at his cousin. Yeah, he’d been acting a little off recently, but he was still the same smart-ass he’d always been. Morgan squirmed in his chair.

	“Do you have any idea how I should behave with him? I mean, do I call him ‘Sir’ or one of those other titles you give your mates?”

	Chris shrugged. “I’d steer away from ‘hey you’, but other than that, I don’t think you need to call him anything in particular. Maybe Rahna Rama. Keep it basic.”

	Morgan frowned at him. “Chris, seriously. Some compassion here?”

	Chris raked his fingers through his long blond hair. “Yeah, okay. Sorry. I’m kind of flipped out about Nary being hurt and Lasar on this mysterious, potentially human-annihilating quest. Then there was the dream…” Chris pressed his lips together, his face flushing. 

	“Wait, what? What dream?” Morgan stomach dropped.

	“Uh…” Chris gave a nervous chuckle.

	Morgan regarded him with concern. His cousin had talked about a lot of weird stuff ever since he’d been captured, such as instinctively knowing that he was supposed to be mated to Lasar and Nary and being able to sense their feelings as if they were all linked telepathically somehow. What must that be like? 

	“Chris? You can’t leave me hanging like that. You’re freaking me out.”

	“Look, it’s…” Chris sighed. “It’s hard to explain. I don’t even understand what’s going on, okay?” Chris scrubbed his face with his hands. “I can tell you this much. It has to do with that Supreme Soul Healer I told you about.”

	Morgan’s eyes widened as he tensed. “Uh-oh. Was it a horrible vision? Are we all going to be killed by the Nall?” He’d had to work hard to keep the hysteria out of his voice.

	“Hey.” Chris reached over and grabbed Morgan’s hand, clutching it. “Nothing is for certain. That’s at least one thing I’ve managed to figure out in all of this. Yes, there’s a destiny aspect to everything that’s been happening, but it’s as if…” Chris frowned. “As if the choices I make could drastically skew the outcome one way or the other.”

	Morgan arched his eyebrows. Chris flushed and let go of his hand. 

	“Uh…wow.” Chris winced. “That didn’t quite come out the way I thought it would.” He snorted. “I swear I’m not that full of myself.”

	Morgan grunted. “Only mildly full of yourself, Oh Great One?”

	Chris’ blush deepened. “Cut it out. It’s that Healer guy. He keeps saying all this stuff to me that doesn’t make sense. Then last night, I’m having the weirdest dream…or vision, or out of body experience—I couldn’t tell—and he’s giving me dire warnings and hinting around that I’m like, one and the same with him.” Chris let out a low growl. “It’s flipping me the fuck out.”

	He’s lost it. “Okay…” Morgan cleared his throat. “Maybe you’re not getting enough rest. You know, because you’ve been taking care of Nary, and all the stress from our new circumstances, the situation with your mom and sisters—”

	“They’re under Hallosh’s protection.”

	Morgan gave a slight shake of his head. “Yeah. I know. You told me, remember?”

	“There are many who will be on the side of the humans, who will defend them. We all need to unite. You must allow yourself to become a part of the destiny.”

	“Uh…” Something with Chris wasn’t right and it filled Morgan with a sense of dread. It wasn’t only his words. The flat tone Chris had used as he’d spoken, the way he’d stared through him rather than at him with glazed-over eyes terrified Morgan. He swallowed hard. 

	“Chris, stop it. You’re scaring me.” 

	Chris blinked, but remained still. It didn’t appear as if he’d heard Morgan speak.

	“Chris!” Morgan shook him by his shoulders.

	His cousin shuddered, his eyes fluttering before they focused back on Morgan. “Huh?”

	“What happened just then?” Morgan couldn’t keep the trembling from his voice.

	Chris drew his eyebrows together. “Happened?”

	Oh God. “You were lost in your head or something. It was like you weren’t even seeing me, but you told me stuff about Hallosh, aliens uniting with us and something about allowing myself to be a part of the destiny.”

	Chris’ eyes rounded. “Holy shit.” He pressed his lips together, shaking his head. “I fucking knew what happened last night was going to mess with me. What I can’t figure out is if he’s doing it on purpose, or if it’s part of the destiny thing and he’s just as caught up in it as I am.”

	“What the actual fuck are you talking about? Who’s doing what on purpose?” Morgan let out a sound akin to a whimper. I wish Hallosh was here. Morgan gasped. No I don’t. He jumped from the chair, his nerves so jacked up he didn’t know what to do other than to pace back and forth on the plush carpet like a restless, caged animal.

	“Hey, Morgan. Stop.” Chris grabbed his arm, abruptly halting him. He hadn’t even noticed him rising from the chair.

	“I can’t handle this, Chris. I’m not strong like you, remember? I keep telling you that.”

	Chris let out an aggravated sigh. “I don’t think you’re giving yourself credit, dude. And I believe you’ll play an important part in whatever the events are that are headed our way, so you can’t come unglued.”

	“You mean, if I allow myself to be a part of the destiny?” He’d said it with no small measure of irony.

	Chris shrugged as he released Morgan’s arm. “Apparently. But that was probably my intuition speaking just then. I swear I don’t remember saying all that other stuff. How do you suppose that feels?” Chris wrapped his arms around himself. “Not gonna lie. It’s pretty creepy.”

	A wave of shame filled him. Yeah, he was scared. But if he was going through what Chris was, he’d probably fall apart.

	“I’m sorry, Chris, you’re right. I’ll be better, I promise. I should be here for you to turn to, not just begging you for reassurance all the time.” Morgan stepped forward then gave him a one-armed hug. “I’m here for you and I’ll do my best to help, even if it’s only for you to have someone to tell things to.”

	Chris hugged him back before letting his arm fall to his side. He smirked at Morgan. “Even if I don’t remember saying them?”

	Morgan fought back tears. I need to knock it off. Accept that this is all happening and figure out how to move forward. Be there for Chris the way he’s been for me. 

	“Even if.”

	 

	 

	 

	 

	



Chapter 2

	 

	Chris gazed down at Nary as he slumbered. He still couldn’t wrap his brain around how much better his mate was. It’s only been three days since the attack, and he’s practically healed. Crazy. Of course, he had to admit that Nary’s speedy recovery was far from the craziest thing going on. The interaction with Morgan the day before still had him pretty unnerved, as well. 

	The moment he’d woken up after the vision with The Healer, he’d known something was different, that he was different. He just hadn’t wanted to admit it. The changes were subtle, but undeniably there. A new hum had begun to fill him at random moments. It wasn’t the same as the soul match hum, it had its own vibration. It reminded him of the unnerving one he’d experienced the first time he’d met The Healer. He also felt more of a compulsion to cast his spirit to the stars, craved it even. 

	Nary stirred in his sleep, drew closer to where Chris was propped up against some pillows. Lasar had returned so late from his hunt for humans the night before, they’d barely had time to do anything other than share some hugs and kisses before they’d all dropped off to sleep. He and Nary had discovered one interesting thing while Lasar had been gone all day, though. It turned out they did need their third in order to mate.

	They hadn’t planned on going so far—it had been borne of their need for closeness after almost losing each other. Chris had needed the comfort of Nary’s arms and Nary had responded whole-heartedly, telling Chris he was so grateful to be alive, to still have the opportunity to live his life with his mates. The soul match hum had carried them further and further until they’d both suddenly recoiled, weakness and nausea preventing them from continuing.

	I’d rather avoid experiencing that ever again.

	Chris trailed his fingers over Nary’s long braids and clumps of hair, fingering the various beads and other adornments that had had been woven into the locks. His mate, his Ahna, was spectacular. Both of his mates were. Even though it was a startling and unexpected union between the three of them, he loved Nary and Lasar so much it physically hurt to contemplate them ever being separated.

	That’s what I’m fighting for, that’s why I need to accept what’s happening to me. I’m fighting for love. 

	“Pet?” Nary’s deep voice rumbled with leftover sleepiness as he snaked an arm around Chris’ waist and tugged him closer. “You’re so warm.” He yawned loudly. “Feels good.”

	He still hadn’t opened his eyes, still lay on his belly, but he nuzzled Chris’ side. 

	“Hey, Sir. How are you feeling?”

	“Good. Much better.” Nary peered up at him. “How many parcels of time was I asleep?”

	Chris glanced at the clock. He still wasn’t sure he had the hang of the whole time-parcel thing, but he thought he could get it in the ballpark. “Uh, let’s see. About three…or so?”

	Nary rolled onto his back, but brought Chris with him until Chris was halfway sprawled over Nary’s chest.

	Chris tensed. “Sir, your injury!”

	“It’s healed up. Only a bit of tenderness left, barely worth mentioning. I’ve been through many battles with worse injuries but still fought with courage and strength.”

	Just the suggestion of such a thing made him cringe. “I hope that never happens again.”

	Nary rubbed Chris’ back as he spoke. “That I fight with an injury, or that I fight at all?”

	Chris understood that he was being unrealistic, but he couldn’t help it. They might feel protective over him, however, he had every right to feel that way about them too.

	“Well, both.” He pouted a bit when he said it, but he didn’t think it counted since Nary couldn’t see it.

	Nary jostled him. “At the very least, you know another battle lies ahead. But I will do my best not to get wounded. I will protect myself for my mates.”

	Chris considered it. “Okay. See that you do.”

	Nary chuckled. “Have you heard anything from Lasar yet?”

	“Not a peep.” Chris worried his bottom lip. He was so new to the relationship thing in general—let alone being mated to aliens with the threat of battle looming over them—but making sure he was being fair with both his mates was something else entirely. However, there was too much at stake to be reticent. “Do you think there was more going on yesterday that Lasar didn’t want to tell us about?”

	“Yes, Nasha, I do.” Nary rubbed his back again. “But he is Ahna to us both, so he carries our worries and decides what’s best for us to know.”

	“Right…” How to put this? “Still, you have to admit that things are so different now because, you know, human plus two…And then there’s the whole Healer thing. My visions and stuff.” Chris cleared his throat. Hey, I never asked for this. And I wasn’t trying to sound all high and mighty to Morgan, either.

	“Your uncertainty is flowing through me, Chris. I still don’t think you understand that being Nasha doesn’t mean that you’re weak or don’t have a say. I know deep in my heart that you are one of the key players who will determine the fate of both our races, yet I also know that you will benefit by submitting yourself to your Ahnas.” Nary twisted his body then scooted down so he was gazing in Chris’ eyes. “It has been of great benefit to me. I know that submitting to my Ahna has made me a stronger and more confident warrior.”

	Chris considered his words. Nary is pretty bad-ass. He’d never seen him in battle, but even if Chris was big and tough like another Alasharian, he’d think twice before trying to cross him. “Huh. I hadn’t thought of it that way. Maybe that’s why you’re an Ahna to me, but a Nasha to Lasar. You know, to help me understand things quicker.” Chris sighed. “It’s not as if we have years and years to ponder all the nuances of this. It’s already on.”

	Nary cupped his cheek, placing a soft kiss on Chris’ mouth before drawing back. “My beautiful Nasha, my pet. We will care for one another throughout the trials ahead.”

	Chris startled and Nary sucked in a sharp breath. Lasar drew near, but his agitation was so strong it had Chris terrified. They both hurried to get out of bed, anxious to see their mate. It was the earliest he’d arrived home since the attack and they hoped that not only would he share more of what was going on, but they could be there to comfort him.

	Lasar entered the room with his head lowered as if deep in thought, but he snapped it up immediately. An exhausted smile greeted them and they both ran into his open arms, an unspoken request that they come to him instead of falling to the floor in the customary greeting. They all remained silent for a moment, the need to reconnect as three a seeming imperative.

	At last, Lasar sighed and loosened his hold. Chris and Nary stepped from his embrace, but led him by his hand to the big sofa in the main room of the suite. They sat, surrounding Lasar on either side as they gave their mate a moment to gather himself. Lasar kept physical contact with them, his arms draped around their shoulders, caressing them lightly. Chris snuggled to Lasar’s side and he noticed Nary do the same. He understood what Nary had explained about giving his worries to his Ahnas, but he couldn’t help but wish that there was something more he could do to reassure Lasar.

	He’s the one out there right now, facing the ugliness, putting on a show for the Nall while we get to stay safely here at the hotel.

	His mate had to be wrung dry.

	“My Nashas, forgive me, but I need a moment to wash off this day, have final meal. Then we must talk.”

	Not going to pester. Totally not going to pester.

	He and Nary exchanged glances and Chris sensed that Nary was concerned he might do just that. Chris indicated with a quick dip of his chin that he had himself under control.

	I hope.

	“Sure. I can run the bath. With some rya tree oil?” Chris made his smile as jolly as possible.

	Nary added, “And I can begin the meal preparation.”

	Lasar nodded wearily. “Thank you both.”

	He gave them each a quick kiss on the forehead then wandered into
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