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        One woman, determined to stay single for life…

        Meets two Kindred warriors looking for a mate.

        When they visit a famous alien artist looking for a Muse

        Will Lili end up Posing for Their Pleasure?

      

      

      Lili Trainer is living life on her own. A terrible marriage to a horrible husband has left her more than happy to stay single forever. But when she goes to a convention and gets chased through a dark ally, she finds herself in the arms of two huge Kindred warriors who just might change her mind.

      Fights Darkness and Treads Lightly—Dark and Light for short—are visiting Earth for the first time. Because emotions are punishable by death on their home world of Z4, they are just now starting to have feelings. And seeing Lili being chased by an attacker definitely brings up all kinds of new emotions—namely the desire to protect and possess her.

      Not wanting to let the curvy little human go, Light and Dark volunteer to take Lili on a trip to visit a famous alien art collector. But when the collector suggests that the three of them make some art together, will Lili end up…Posing for their Pleasure?
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        Daisy Kent for giving me the idea with the rosebuds

        And to:

        All the readers who, when I asked if they wanted to read about Twin Kindred or Dark Kindred replied,

        “Both!”

        Hugs and thanks for helping out my Muse!
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      Lilibet Trainer cast a swift glance over her shoulder to see if the man was still following her. To her relief, she saw nothing—just a dark street dimly lit by the orange glow of the sodium arc streetlights overhead.

      Her heart, which had been beating like a drum for the past three blocks, finally slowed its frantic pace. Good, she must have finally lost him! Or maybe he hadn’t been following her at all—maybe it was just her imagination running away with her.

      She took a deep breath as she tried to still her pounding heart. It was a ridiculous position to find herself in—a problem partially of her own making. She’d forgotten her cell phone in her hotel room and then had decided to try and find her way to the bar her colleagues had asked her to come to without it, because she was sure she could find it with no problem. After all, the directions she’d gotten were clear and she’d been all over Ybor City—the historic part of Tampa—earlier that day.

      During the daylight hours, Ybor seemed like a charming, if slightly dirty, tourist trap. An endless string of quaint little eateries interposed with souvenir shops and bars where you could get day drunk on bottomless Margaritas and two-for-one Daiquiris.

      But during the night, as Lili was finding out, it had a more sinister atmosphere. The bars and clubs and all-night tattoo parlors, advertised with glaring neon signs, attracted rowdy crowds of partiers who shoved and pushed and laughed and fought in the middle of the street.

      That was on the main strip of Ybor, however. Somehow Lili had gotten away from the crowded areas, which probably wasn’t a good idea since she was sure the man had been following her since she’d left her hotel.

      “But he’s gone now,” she muttered to herself. “And The Blind Turtle must be around here somewhere.”

      She peered around the darkened street. Up an alleyway to her left, she could hear the shouts and laughter of the drunken crowd. It was a weekend, which made things even crazier—at least according to the bartender at the hotel bar who had given her directions.

      It was at the bar that Lili had first noticed the man—he was big and burly—at least six foot four, and he probably outweighed her by a substantial amount, even though she was a curvy girl with a dress size in the double digits. He had sent Lili a glass of wine—which she had politely refused, telling the bartender that she was meeting friends and to please tell the man thanks but no thanks.

      But that hadn’t been the end of it. Instead of gracefully accepting that she didn’t want the wine he had sent her, the man had left his end of the bar and come to sit right beside her.

      “Hey, so is white wine not your thing, darlin’?” he asked, leering at her in what he must think was a flirtatious manner.

      “No, I’m just not drinking tonight,” Lili said stiffly. She wished the bartender would come back and tell the guy to leave her alone, but he was deep in conversation with another patron at the other end of the bar about what IPAs he had on tap.

      “Watching your weight, are you?” He looked her up and down. “Yeah, I can see why. I’m a personal trainer, you know. You’re a pretty solid seven but if you come work out with me, maybe drop some of that puppy-fat, I could get you up to an eight or nine, easy.”

      Lili had seldom been so offended.

      “Puppy-fat?” she had demanded, turning to face him. “What is that supposed to mean? Are you a personal trainer or a dog trainer?”

      “Depends on who I’m training, darlin’.” He gave her a lascivious look that made Lili’s skin crawl. “You want to come back to my room and be my sweet little bitch?”

      Lili had given him a disgusted look. Part of her was screaming that she ought to be careful—that this man might be dangerous. But she had never been good at keeping her thoughts to herself.

      “Does that line ever work? I can’t imagine it would unless the woman you’re using it on has absolutely no self esteem,” she said flatly.

      “Yeah? Well a fat bitch like you shouldn’t have any self-esteem!” His face had taken an ugly look and he leaned closer to her, forcing Lili to lean away from him. “Look at you—you’re fucking disgusting! Don’t know why I ever wasted my time, you fat fucking pig!”

      Then he had stormed out of the hotel bar, apparently without paying his tab because the bartender called after him, shouting for him to come back. The man ignored him, however and Lili was left alone at last.

      She had tried to keep her chin up, though it was horribly embarrassing to be shouted at and called a “fat bitch” and a “fucking pig” in front of a bar full of people. It was true, she wasn’t thin but she owned her curves. It wasn’t her fault she’d been built like a statue of an ancient fertility goddess or a painting by Rubens and she wasn’t going to starve herself to please some man—especially not a man like that.

      Before the embarrassing incident, she’d been planning to go back up to her room and get her phone so she could be sure she was going the right direction. However, the unpleasantness of being hit on and then belittled and shouted at in public drove that thought out of her mind. She had left her hotel and headed in what she thought was the direction of The Blind Turtle. She’d been two blocks away before she realized she didn’t have her phone.

      Lili had started to turn back for it…and that was when she’d seen the man from the bar. He had an ugly look on his face and he was walking swiftly towards her. His legs were much longer than hers and he was gaining on her. When he caught her eye, he gave her an ugly grin and mouthed, “Fat bitch!” at her.

      Since he was between her and the hotel, Lili had no choice but to keep going in the direction she’d already been headed. She had walked faster, but so had he. And so she had started moving even faster. At last, she was almost running—which wasn’t easy in the four-inch heels she was wearing to bolster her meager height of five foot four. She was dressed for a night on the town with colleagues—not a run for her life.

      Feeling desperate, she had dived into a crowd of drunk college students and tried to get lost among them. Then she had darted down an alleyway, turned a corner, and found herself in the dark street where she was now.

      “He’s gone now,” she told herself—whispering because even the sound of her own voice seemed too loud in the darkness. “Just keep going, Lili—that damn Blind Turtle place has to be around here somewhere!”

      She wished she had never accepted the invitation of the other girls in her group to meet at the remote bar. Why couldn’t they have just stayed at the hotel bar? It was right there. But Cheryl, a bossy woman with a PhD in Xenobiology or something like that, had been to Tampa before. She insisted that The Blind Turtle was “just a hoot!”

      “It has an island theme—palm trees and tropical atmosphere and everything! Plus, it’s ladies night and the cocktails are to die for!”

      It occurred to Lili that she really might die trying to get one of the famous Blind Turtle cocktails, but she pushed the grim thought away. The man from the hotel bar was gone now—she could find her way in peace. Or maybe just go back to her hotel—if she could find it now that she was all turned around. She’d never had a very strong sense of direction and this was her first time in Tampa.

      She had come down for a conference that was being hosted by the Kindred at the Tampa Human/Kindred Relations building for Women in Academia. The alien race of seven-foot-tall warriors were known for being feminists—they honestly believed that males and females were equals—which was a breath of fresh air, considering how most human men treated women.

      The Kindred often sponsored academic research done by women which was wonderful, since often getting funding and grants could be difficult on Earth, where men mostly controlled the purse strings.

      Lili had an extra edge—one of her best friends, Rachel Durant, was already married to a Beast Kindred warrior and living aboard the Kindred Mother Ship. Through her, Lili had been able to start a correspondence with one of the most elusive alien art collectors in the galaxy. Their name was f’loon and they were renowned for their massive collection of extraterrestrial art.

      Lili held a unique degree—a PhD in Xeno-Art History. It was an academic study which had only become possible after the Kindred had come to Earth some fifteen years ago. They had opened whole new worlds of study by allowing humans to access alien races.

      Being a curious person who loved to learn and see new things and places, Lili was eager to travel off-world and meet some of the alien artists she’d been studying for most of her academic career. So when the Kindred had offered this conference, she’d been eager to go. Her best friend, Rachel, had promised to get her a meeting with Commander Sylvan—the head of the Kindred High Council—so she could ask about going to meet f’loon in person.

      It would be amazing to get to study their vast collection up close instead of just reading about it and seeing the few pieces they had allowed to be photographed and recorded on-line, Lili thought as she made her way down the dark alley towards the next lighted street. She could write papers about it for the rest of her life—in academia it was always “publish or perish” and she was hoping that such groundbreaking work might finally earn her tenure at the small, liberal arts college she taught at. She⁠—

      “Got you, bitch!”

      A big hand wrapped around her arm, pinching so hard it hurt and suddenly the big, burly man from the bar was leering at her from the darkness.

      “Hey! Let me go!” Lili gasped, trying to pull away from him. She could see the lights of the main Ybor strip, just a few yards away! If she could just get loose…

      “Don’t think so. Uppity bitches like you need to get taught a lesson and I think I’m just the one to teach you.”

      The man started dragging her away from the light, towards the deeper shadow cast by an open dumpster. Lili could smell the sour stench of rotting food and garbage—it turned her stomach. Her impractical shoes slid over the dirty asphalt as she fought and struggled.

      “Let me go!” she gasped again. “My…my boyfriend is looking for me! He’ll be here any second!”

      “Yeah, right,” her attacker sneered. “You nasty bitches always say you have a boyfriend. Stop lying and take what’s coming to you!”

      Lili gave up trying to reason with him.

      “Help! Help!” she shouted as loudly as she could. “Help me—someone help me!”

      “Scream all you want—nobody’s gonna hear you, bitch.” Her attacker leered at her. “In fact, I kind of like it when they scream—so go ahead, knock yourself out.”

      Lili felt sick—from the way he talked, it was clear this man was a predator, maybe even a serial rapist. Or worse, a serial killer! She was horribly afraid he was right about her screaming being useless. Just a few meters away in the lighted street she could hear a bunch of drunken partiers shouting and whooping—nobody was going to hear her over all that noise!

      They say that when faced with danger there are three possible responses—flight, fight, or freeze. You don’t really have a choice in how you react when attacked—it’s completely involuntary. Luckily, Lili fell squarely into the middle classification.

      She stopped struggling and turned to face her attacker. Aiming a kick right at his crotch, she managed to nail him squarely with the pointed toe of her impractical but extremely sharp stiletto.

      “Arrgh! You bitch!” the man gasped and for just an instant his punishing grip on her arm loosened as he grabbed for his crotch.

      Lili pulled free of him and ran for the light, her heels clattering frantically on the asphalt. Her heart was drumming in her chest as she finally reached the lighted street and plunged into the crowd gathered outside a rowdy nightclub.

      But though the crowd of drunken revelers offered some camouflage, it also slowed her down.

      “Excuse me…excuse me…pardon me,” Lili chanted as she pushed her way through the laughing, shouting people.

      When she finally got free of them, she cast a glance over her shoulder. To her dismay, she saw the man who had attacked her was still coming. He had an angry scowl on his face and he was also pushing his way through the crowd, just as she had done. But he was moving much faster than she had been able to go, due to his huge size and the fact that he could just shove people out of the way.

      “Hey, man—watch it!” she heard someone say as he pushed roughly past them.

      Lili felt her stomach drop to her toes. God, wouldn’t he ever stop? It was like being chased by the freaking Terminator!

      She must have only struck him a glancing blow with her kick, she thought. She wished now that she would have managed to kick him with the sharp heel of her shoe instead of just the toe—skewering his balls might have slowed him down more.

      But there was nothing to do but try to get away again. Where would she be safe from him, though? From the angry look on his face, he was prepared to follow her anywhere. And if she ducked into a crowded club or bar and he grabbed her there, would anyone even notice or care? Everyone she saw on the street seemed to be drunk or high—would they even bother to look in her direction if she got dragged away?

      Then she saw something ahead that gave her hope. Standing in a line waiting to get into a club up ahead were two huge Kindred warriors.

      Lili felt sure they were Kindred for several reasons—first, the one on the left was at least seven feet tall. The one standing beside him was even taller and both were extremely muscular. Second, their skin was a kind of golden purple.

      The taller one on the right had black hair and wore a strange kind of jacket that left only one arm bare, showing a muscular bicep tattooed with curving, golden lines. The sleeve on the other side had a metallic glint to it.

      The Kindred on the left, who had silver hair, was wearing a long-sleeved uniform shirt that was black. Both of them were wearing tight black trousers and tall black boots. She could only see the side of their faces, but they both had strong, angular features and the dark one had a beard.

      Only aliens would have that skin color, she thought. And only Kindred warriors would be that size. They must be down here on leave from the Mother Ship, which orbited the Earth’s moon for some reason.

      Lili trusted the Kindred. She had met several of them at her best friend’s wedding and she knew that no matter how big and imposing the alien warriors might look, they were extremely protective of women. As a race that was ninety-five percent male, they believed that female lives were precious. They also worshipped a Goddess who was served exclusively by priestesses. So even though Lili didn’t know the big warriors standing in line to get into the club, she was almost sure they would help her.

      Turning her head again, she saw that the man from the bar had gotten through the drunken crowd and was gaining on her. The nasty look on his face said he intended to finish what he had started in the alley.

      There was no time to lose—her heart pounding in her throat, Lili ran towards the Kindred. She just hoped they would be willing to keep her safe. If not, she didn’t know what she was going to do!
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      “Please pretend you’re my boyfriend!”

      Treads Lightly looked down in mild surprise at the human female clinging to his arm. She was a tiny little thing—despite the impractically high heels strapped to her feet, the top of her head didn’t even come up to his shoulder.

      She had a full, curvy, Elite figure which was pleasing to look at, though Light had learned that most human males didn’t think so. For some reason, they preferred women who were extremely thin, which was much less aesthetically pleasing, at least in his estimation.

      “What is it?” His twin brother, Fights Darkness, looked around him to see what was going on.

      “I don’t know—this little Elite seems distressed.” Light felt his heart contract at the idea. He had only had his emotion damper removed a short while ago, but he was already feeling many things he never had before. Seeing the little human female looking so anxious troubled him in a way it never would have before he had the device taken out of his neck.

      “Please help me!” the little female pleaded again. “If you pretend you’re my boyfriend, he might leave me alone!”

      She had big brown eyes and tousled, golden-brown hair that tumbled around her shoulders in loose waves. She also had those tiny spots of pigment that humans called “feckles” dotted over her petite nose—at least, that was what Light thought they were called.

      But it wasn’t her appearance—pleasing though it might be—that attracted Light’s attention—it was the fear in her big brown eyes. As Dark Kindred whose DNA was part Ash’anti, he and his brother had been raised without emotions, so Light had never felt fear himself. But he knew the signs of it—the way the girl was trembling and clinging to him and the way her eyes widened in distress as she looked up at him made her emotions clear. Also, the sharp scent of her terror filled his nose.

      “What’s wrong? How can we help you?” He leaned down to get closer to her.

      “There’s a man—he followed me from my hotel and grabbed me in the alley. I barely got away from him. Please—he’s coming right now!”

      She cast a glance over her shoulder and then clutched his arm even harder, her sharp little nails digging into his flesh.

      Light turned and scanned the street behind them. Sure enough, he saw a human male coming towards them. His eyes were narrowed and his mouth was curved downwards in an ugly sneer. Those were the signs of another emotion Light had never experienced—anger. Also, possibly the intent to harm—the human’s hands were clenched into fists at his sides and his shoulders were bunched with tension.

      He looks like he wants to hurt her—to break her bones or violate her!

      Light had heard that human males did such things to human females. As a Kindred, the idea of hurting a woman was incomprehensible to him. Though for most of his life, he’d had almost no emotional responses himself, the idea of harming a female brought with it a strong visceral reaction he found difficult to name—possibly disgust? Anger? Protectiveness?

      It was hard to say since he and his brother had never experienced such feelings before—or really any feelings—while they were living on Zeaga Four, the Dark Kindred home world. That was because emotions were disallowed there and punishable by death. There were even special canine units called “Sniffers” who were able to smell any kind of feelings coming from a person—the same way Light could smell the little female’s terror.

      As he watched the human man coming for the little female who was clinging to his arm, a strange sensation filled his chest. Light couldn’t put a name to it but it made him want to put the little female between himself and his brother and keep her safe—or else fight to keep the other male from touching her.

      “It’s all right,” he told the little female, wrapping an arm securely around her waist. “Dark and I won’t let him harm you.”

      “No, we fucking won’t,” Dark said. He was a male of few words, but now he took a step closer, closing ranks with Light and keeping the small female safely between them. He shot the human man a cold look through the retractable scope that covered one eye and put his arm around the girl’s trembling shoulders.

      “Thank you—both of you!” She nestled between them, but kept an eye out over her shoulder.

      Light kept an eye on the human male as well. When he saw Light and Dark put their arms around her, he muttered something that sounded like a curse and the angry scowl on his face deepened to a look of furious frustration. He almost looked like he might come try to take the female away from them!

      That would be a mistake on his part, Light thought grimly. He and his brother not only had Kindred size and strength, Dark also had a bio-mechanical arm which was capable of punching through plasti-steel or concrete. And Light had legs that were engineered to enable him to leap twenty feet in the air and land safely—or kick his way through a brick wall.

      They were just some of the many bio-mechanical enhancements the brothers had, which were mandatory on the Dark Kindred home world. It gave them a distinct edge in any combat situation.

      The human male looked like he might make a move anyway. But just at that moment the line moved and Light found that they were going into the club with the little human female still close between them.

      “Three?” the woman at the front booth asked, a bored look on her conventionally attractive face.

      “Yes, three.” Light nodded.

      “Oh, I can pay for myself!” the little female exclaimed.

      Light shook his head.

      “Negative—I am your friendboy—remember? Doesn’t that entail paying for your entrance to the venue?”

      “That’s boyfriend.” A little smile played around the corners of her lush mouth and for a minute Light saw how utterly lovely she would be when she wasn’t half frightened to death.

      For a moment, he found himself almost entranced by her—which was certainly not a sensation he’d gotten from looking at any other female. But then again, he wasn’t used to many emotions yet—though he enjoyed feeling them.

      “I’m also a friend who is a male,” Dark growled, looking down at her. “Let us pay for your entrance, little one. We need to get inside before I go back and pound that male who was frightening you.”

      Light looked at his twin in concern. They both had the same Twin Kindred and Ash’anti DNA, but the Tolleg surgeon who had concocted their genetic mixture had also included Re’thian Berserker genes in Dark’s mix. It was the reason the two of them were considered an “Imperfect Pair”—at least compared to the regular Twin Kindred who were born in the normal, biological way instead of being grown in Gestation Tanks.

      The Berserker DNA made Dark a deadly warrior—he had only to turn down his emotion damper to feel The Fury that burned like a constant flame inside him. The Fury made him the first to charge into a battle and the last one to leave it because once he started killing, he couldn’t stop until all his enemies were dead.

      But such an extreme reaction wasn’t warranted here—or anywhere but the battlefield, for that matter. In fact, Yipper—the Tolleg Surgeon who was overseeing their transition to the Mother Ship—had declined to remove Dark’s emotion damper yet.

      “We’ll just leave it in for now, yes we will, yes we will,” he had said, nodding his head so that his long, furry ears flopped, when they had their consultation with him. “You can turn it down and see how you do for a while. If all goes well, we can take it out later. Experiencing emotions can be most distressing if you’re not used to it—yes it can, yes it can!”

      So Dark still had his emotion damper, though it was turned down at the moment. Light just hoped that it wasn’t turned so low that his twin would be seized by the Fury if the human male got too close.

      “Please—I don’t want a fight. I just want him to leave me alone!” the little Elite female pleaded.

      “Of course—it’s better to avoid conflict if possible—especially among the humans,” Light said, giving his brother a significant look. They’d had to beg Commander Sylvan for permission to go down to Earth in the first place and even when he granted it, he had specified that they should go someplace calm and relaxing. Like a library or the club they were currently at.

      Dark raised one eyebrow sarcastically.

      “Don’t worry, brother—I’ll only fuck him up if he gets too close. If he keeps his distance, he’s safe. I’m in control.”

      “Good.” Feeling relieved, Light pulled out the Earth money he had procured specifically for this trip. He looked down at the little Elite.

      “Friendboy, boyfriend—whatever you call it, it’s my understanding that the male pays for the female in your culture. Was I wrong?” he asked.

      “Well…no.” She nibbled her lower lip. “It’s okay then—go ahead and pay. But I can pay you guys back if you want me to—I still have my purse.” She nodded at a tiny bag swinging from her shoulder.

      “Fine—we can talk about it—but later,” Light agreed—mostly because he wanted to get the three of them into the club and away from the belligerent human male. Taking Dark down to Earth was a risk and if they caused a scene it would make trouble for the Kindred of the Mother Ship who had kindly allowed them to come live among them.

      Also, he wanted to get to know the little female. She was…interesting in a way no other human he had met—male or female—had been so far. He found himself wanting to spend time with her and he thought Dark might feel the same way.

      Light paid for their entrance and the three of them walked into the club. It was lit with blue lights and dotted with many small tables around a large open area where couples swayed together. Looking closer, Light saw a small stage at the far end of the club where a group of musicians were producing soft, calming music.

      “Oh, this must be a jazz club,” the little Elite said, looking around in surprise. “I didn’t know Tampa had a place like this!”

      “We were told it was a good place to observe human culture and that it wasn’t as loud or crowded as many other places open at night,” Light informed her. He had asked around ahead of time, looking for a place where Dark’s Berserker DNA wouldn’t be stirred up by loud noise or conflict.

      “It’s certainly nicer than most of the other places in Ybor,” she remarked. Then she cast a glance over her shoulder and her body went stiff again. “Oh, no—he followed us in!”

      Light looked as well. Sure enough, the human male had come into the club. He was still staring at the little human female with a clenched jaw and a furrowed brow. It appeared he was determined to get to her for some reason.

      On the other side of the little female, Dark began to growl. It was a low, rumbling sound that came from deep in his chest and vibrated his entire large frame. He bared his teeth at the human male and narrowed his eyes, which were beginning to glow with a reddish hue.

      Light was disconcerted to hear his twin growling—it was a sound he associated with the call to battle—not with a “fun night out on the town” as Commander Sylvan had called it, when he finally agreed to let the two of them to go experience Earth culture.

      His heart started pounding harder in his chest as he experienced yet another unfamiliar emotion—anxiety. He needed to do something quickly or all Seven Hells were going to break loose!
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      “Easy, Brother,” Light murmured, reaching around to put a calming hand on his arm. Dark shook it off. He was still looking at the fucking human—the one who wanted to hurt the little female who was shivering with fear between them. Dark wasn’t having that!

      “He must have a fucking death wish!” he rumbled, glaring at the human menacingly.

      “Or he doesn’t believe we’re a couple…er, or a throuple?” the little human said, looking up at Light again. “Quick—kiss me!”

      “What?” Light seemed taken aback. For that matter, so was Dark. Why would she ask such a thing?

      “Everyone knows how protective Kindred warriors are of their women,” she said impatiently. “If he believes we’re really all together, maybe he’ll leave me alone! Now, kiss me!” And she put her arms around Light’s neck and pulled him down.

      Of course, Light could have resisted her—she was tiny and didn’t have even a fraction of his strength. But he appeared so shocked at her strange request and her insistence that he comply, that he allowed himself to be pulled down to her level.

      The human female pressed her lips to his and ran her fingers through his long, silver hair, making a show of kissing him passionately.

      After a moment, Light started kissing her back.

      Watching them gave Dark a tingling sensation that seemed to run through his entire body—even his enhanced arm. He knew that most Twin Kindred experienced pain when their twin touched a female sexually without them—it was a response that all normal Twin Kindred Pairs had due to their deep and intense bond.

      Because he and Light were Imperfect Twins, he didn’t feel pain when he and his brother touched a female separately. But he did feel something—the tingling sensation was actually quite pleasurable. He could feel his cock getting hard as he watched Light kiss the little Elite. He also had the urge to kiss her himself, though he had never felt any kind of desire to kiss anyone before.

      Probably because I have my fucking emotion damper turned down so I can feel things, he thought, enjoying the erotic sight of Light stroking the little female’s long, wavy brown hair as he kissed her back. The Light Twin had to bend almost double to get down to her level, but he didn’t seem to mind.

      At last the kiss broke and Light straightened up again, a stunned look on his face. He put his fingers to his lips, almost as though he wasn’t sure what had just happened to him.

      “So soft,” he murmured, looking dazed.

      Before Dark could say anything to him, the little Elite was turning her face up to him.

      “I guess I ought to kiss you, too,” she said, her cheeks getting pink. “I mean, so he thinks I’m with both of you. Unless you don’t want to?” she added uncertainly.

      Dark most certainly did want to. Leaning down, he gathered her into his arms and pulled her to him—carefully, though, because she was tiny and delicate.

      “Oh!” Her eyes widened in surprise but then she bravely pressed her mouth to his and reached up to put her arms around his neck.

      Dark was surprised at how much he liked the soft press of her lips to his. He and Light had gone to visit the Pairing Puppets—artificial fembots who serviced the sexual needs of Unmated warriors—which were located aboard the Mother Ship. They had tried all kinds of things which had been forbidden on their home world—including kissing, even though neither of them felt much desire to do it. But Light had insisted that they needed to see “what they had been missing” all these years under the strict rule of The Collective.

      Dark had found kissing a Pairing Puppet to be an unrewarding endeavor. To be honest, it was fucking boring, maybe because a Pairing Puppet didn’t really have any emotions and didn’t honestly care if you kissed it or not.

      He could tell the little human female cared about being kissed though—she was trembling in his arms and her lips were tentative but eager as she pressed them to his.

      To his surprise, Dark found what she was doing extremely pleasant. He also found that he was wrapping his arms around her and kissing her back as his cock got harder than it ever had in his uniform trousers.

      He got even harder as the kiss went on. The little human female had such soft lips and her scent was sweet and slightly floral. Her body was curved in all the right places as she pressed herself against him and her soft breasts rubbed against his chest which was extremely fucking pleasant.

      At last she drew back, panting.

      “There! That should give him something to think about. Come on.”

      And without waiting for an answer, she took both him and Light by their arms and tugged at them, pulling them over to one of the small tables near the back of the club.

      Dark shared a look over her head with his twin. Light simply shrugged, a slight smile playing around the corners of his mouth. Due to their Imperfect Twin Bond, Dark couldn’t hear his brother’s thoughts, but his expression spoke clearly. Why not?

      Why not, indeed.

      Bemused by the strange new adventure that was happening to them, seemingly at random, Dark went with the little female willingly. He and Light sat across from her at the small table, which was too short for them to fit their knees under it, and waited to see what might happen next.

      “All right—whew!” she sighed and mimed wiping sweat off her brow. Then she looked up at them. “I’m Lilibet—Lili for short. Thank you both for rescuing me!”

      “We didn’t really do much,” Light pointed out. “Other than go along with your ruse. And my designation is Treads Lightly. This is my twin brother, Fights Darkness,” he added, pointing at Dark. “Though most people just call us ‘Light’ and ‘Dark.’ Which is convenient since I’m the Light Twin of our Pair and Dark is the Dark Twin.”

      “Wait—you two are Twin Kindred?” she asked, her eyebrows shooting up in surprise. “I thought you must be some other kind because of your, uh, skin color.” She nodded at Dark’s golden-purple skin—a color the Ash’anti called “tallash.”

      “We have Ash’anti blood as well as Twin Kindred Blood mixed in our DNA,” Light explained.

      Dark noticed that he left out the part about how Dark had Berserker genes as well—possibly he didn’t want to scare her. That was fine with him—he deferred to his brother’s judgment. When the two of them were out together, Light tended to do most of the talking, which was fine with Dark. He preferred to look at the lovely little Elite, anyway.

      “Wow, that’s really interesting—but what do you mean when you say you have Twin Kindred Blood ‘mixed’ in your DNA?” she asked.

      “We’re Dark Kindred,” Dark said, joining the conversation at last.

      “Oh, Dark Kindred?” Her eyes grew wide.

      “Yes,” Light said, nodding. “Which means we aren’t gestated in a womb like most warriors—our DNA is mixed by Tolleg scientists and we’re grown in Gestation Tanks.”

      Dark waited to see what the little Elite would think about that. Probably, she wouldn’t like it. Unfortunately, the Dark Kindred had attacked Earth some years past. They had been driven to do so by The Collective—the group of malevolent self-aware computers that had once ruled them all. This made a lot of humans—especially the females—frightened of him and his brother. Which was one reason Dark had felt the unfamiliar emotion of surprise when the little female had attached herself to them.

      However Lilibet—or Lili, as she called herself—seemed to take their admission in stride.

      “I’ve always wondered what the Dark Kindred looked like in person—I was living in a remote area and never saw any of you when…”

      “When our people attacked your planet,” Light finished for her. “My brother and I weren’t among those who attacked,” he added.

      Dark nodded.

      “Our unit was kept back to protect our home world.”

      “But we’re very sorry for what was done to Earth,” Light said earnestly.

      “As much as we can be, anyway,” Dark growled.

      Lili frowned.

      “What is that supposed to mean?”

      “Please excuse my brother—what he means is that we’re both new to feeling anything at all,” Light explained quickly. “I’ve only just had my emotion damper removed and Dark still has his in—though it’s turned down at the moment so he can experience emotions.”

      “Wow…” She looked at them in wonder. “So…you’ve never had emotions before?”

      Light shook his head.

      “None before a few days ago when we moved to the Mother Ship. Having emotions is against the law on our home world—they call it ‘committing Feel Crime.’ They even have canines that can smell if you’re feeling—they’re called ‘Sniffers.’”

      Her eyes got even wider.

      “And what happens if you get caught, uh, ‘committing Feel Crime?’”

      Dark barked a laugh that had no humor in it at all.

      “Then you get terminated—eradicated. Fucking wiped out,” he added, to be sure she understood.

      “Just for having feelings?” she exclaimed. Leaning forward, she put a hand on each of their arms. “I’m so sorry—that’s terrible.”

      “It was, for those whose emotion dampers had failed,” Light said candidly. “They started having emotions and were unable to do anything about it until the Sniffers found them out and they were terminated.”

      “Or in some cases they were fucking unwilling to do anything about it,” Dark pointed out.

      He had never understood why the warriors who started to have problems with their dampers didn’t simply go get them fixed. But now he thought he was beginning to get it. Having emotions—especially good ones like the ones he’d felt when Lili was kissing him—was pleasant.

      Extremely fucking pleasant, he thought, remembering how hard his cock had gotten. He’d gotten hard for the Pairing Puppet he and Light had tried to share, but it had been a purely physical reaction. Adding the emotional component—the attraction and interest he felt for the little human Elite—had opened a whole new world that he wanted very much to explore.

      Lili looked at the two of them with wide eyes.

      “It’s amazing that you two survived living that way for so long—what a fascinating life!”

      She sounded like she really meant it, which was nice, Dark thought. One thing he and Light had learned about humans was that they were often disingenuous. Instead of being straightforward when they were bored or disinterested, they pretended interest to be “polite.” He disliked this trait—it made more sense to say what you were really thinking in his opinion.

      Light felt the same, though he was better at hiding his displeasure and keeping his feelings to himself. When Dark had an emotion, he didn’t care who knew it. But then, the Light Twin always had been the more diplomatic of the two of them.

      From the way the little female was leaning towards him and Light and looking up at them as they spoke made Dark feel she really did care what he was saying. She wasn’t “acting” like some other humans—she really was engaged.

      “I’ve heard that Dark Kindred have robot parts—that they’re almost cyborgs,” she said. “Do you guys have any, uh, cybernetic parts?”

      Light nodded.

      “We both do. My legs are enhanced, though you can’t tell with my uniform trousers on.”

      “Mine are more visible.” Dark put his enhanced arm on the table for her to examine. The metal sheath that covered his arm and hand glinted in the dim blue light of the club.

      He also activated the retractable scope that covered his left eye, which allowed him to see extreme distances as well as microscopic particles. In addition, while using it he could see in infrared or shoot a deadly laser beam that emitted from the scope with pinpoint accuracy.

      Light’s enhancements made him an excellent scout, because he was able to run faster and jump higher when he went to pinpoint the location of the enemy. But Dark’s enhancements—along with his Berserker DNA—made him a deadly killing machine.

      “Wow…” Lili ran her fingertips lightly along the gleaming, black smart-metal sheath. “This is so intricate! What can it do?”

      “Punch through just about any substance,” Light answered for him. “I’ve seen Dark punch through a solid plasti-steel wall with no problem.”

      “But it has other functions too,” Dark pointed out. “Especially the fingers.”

      The sheath had been modified by Yipper, the Tolleg Surgeon who was overseeing their transfer to the Mother Ship. He had claimed that the modifications would be “extremely pleasing to females.” Dark hadn’t known what he meant at first, but now he thought he had an idea.

      As Lili slid her hand up to explore his fingers, he activated one of the new functions. At once, the metal began growing warm.

      “Oh—it’s heating up!” Lili exclaimed, her eyes wide. “What else does it do?”

      “This.” Dark activated another function and the tips of his first two fingers began to vibrate rapidly, making a soft, purring sound as they did.

      “Oh!” Lili’s eyes got wide and she yanked her hand away in surprise.

      Dark frowned.

      “Do you not like it? The Tolleg Surgeon who added that function claimed that females would find it most pleasurable.”

      “Oh, er…” Her cheeks went suddenly pink for some reason and through his scope, Dark could see that her face was getting hotter because of the infrared function.

      “Brother, I think you’re embarrassing her,” Light murmured.

      “How? By showing her my sheath’s pleasure function?” Dark growled, confused.

      “Don’t you remember that Yipper told us human females don’t talk much about sexual pleasure or sex in general?” Light asked, frowning. “At least, not unless you have an intimate relationship with them—then they can tell you what they want from you, but not unless you’re close to them emotionally first.”

      Dark made a face.

      “I don’t understand humans. They have emotions and drives that make them want to fuck—emotions and drives you and I lacked for most of our lives—but they don’t want to use them!”

      “Look, you know that’s not something we’re supposed to be talking about—especially not to human females!” Light exclaimed, frowning. “We’ll offend Lili
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