
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Saved from a vicious fate by a grim Guardian captain, the handsome pleasure slave Merkun quickly becomes a favored third in her ménages. But when he realizes he is falling in love with the woman who rescued him, can Merkun capture her heart, as well?

	 

	 

	Before Devarian Exile, or Uprising, or Revolution... one extraordinary pleasure slave sparks a chain of events which will eventually topple the entire Nine-Star League.

	This is the story of Merkun, a slave whose dream of freedom burns so brightly it persuades even a grim Guardian captain to help him grasp some corner of it. With her help, the young, handsome Merkun aspires to escape the clutches of the seamy brothel that owns him—by entering Kasmalia’s annual pleasure slave contest, a competition as brutal as it is erotic.

	With his stunning looks, his unmatched sensuality, and sheer determination, Merkun has a real shot at winning, as well as becoming the favored third in his rescuer’s ménages. But when he realizes he is falling in love with the woman who saved him, can Merkun capture the Regent’s heart, as well?

	 

	 

	WARNING: This book contains explicit sexuality, menage a trois, anal penetration, and voyeurism.

	 

	This book was previously published many years ago and has been reedited for republication.

	 


5 Stars! “The blistering sex scenes will keep the reader turning the pages to find out what happens next. A wonderful addition to the Devarian series.”–EcataRomance

	 

	5 Nymphs! “A superb example of erotica that scorches the pages as Merkun’s story is unfolded with scenes that include a menage and a sexual marathon of endurance. Merkun’s life is a heart-breaking story of sexual slavery and his quest for freedom.”—Literary Nymphs

	 

	5 Kisses! “A fine introduction to the Devarian universe for those who have not read Ms. Dafoe’s earlier tales and a wonderful continuation for Devarian aficionados.”—Two Lips Reviews

	 

	5 Stars! “A powerhouse of sheer wanton lust. The sensuality is melded beautifully with deep emotion and tenderness... Extremely erotic, entertaining, and an extreme joy to read.”—Just Erotic Romance Reviews
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Prologue

	 

	 

	If she’d been a little less outspoken in her opinions, thought Lieutenant Amista, she wouldn’t be here now. Policing drunken soldiers on Kasmalia was hardly what she’d spent six years training for, but she had neither the family connections nor the wealth to leverage herself into the kind of posting she desired.

	Which meant she’d just have to rise on her own merits. And, she admitted wryly, learn to keep her opinions to herself.

	In the meantime, she would do her duty—however distasteful it might be.

	Wading fists first into the knot of rowdy off-duty Guardians, Amista grabbed the largest one, spun her around, and clipped her chin with a short, precise, brutally effective uppercut. The woman—a private, Amista saw from her insignia—stared drunkenly for half a second, then swayed ominously forward, her eyes crossing as she collapsed.

	Wrinkling her nose at the wine-sodden stench of the private she’d just rendered unconscious, Amista let the limp form slump into her arms. “Five demerits,” she said briskly, handing the miscreant off to the sergeant who’d followed her into the tavern. “And she’s restricted to base for the next two cycles.”

	“Yes, Lieutenant.”

	Amista raked her gaze around the dimly lit room. Two tables were overturned, and the handful of scrawny, lank-haired pleasure slaves the tavern offered were cowering against the rickety steps leading to the cramped upstairs rooms. The companions of the soldier who’d been dispatched so summarily glared at Amista with the timeless resentment of bullies who’ve had their fun cut short by Authority.

	Well, she wasn’t in this to win any popularity awards. Amista returned their glares sternly. “I trust there’ll be no repetition of this?” Their headshakes were surly, but she didn’t particularly want to pursue it further. “Good.”

	 

	Striding outside, she inhaled deeply to clear her lungs of the smoky tavern air, and immediately regretted it. The hot, muggy evening was thick with the scents of sewage, sweat, and the spew of drunken soldiers.

	The district Amista was assigned to, one of the seamier sections of Kasmalia’s capital city, was far from the upscale pleasure houses and the mansions of the wealthy. Here, the brothels and bars that were the planet’s main source of income looked both garish and battered in the fading sunlight.

	It was, in Amista’s opinion, one of the most objectionable planets in the whole Nine-Star League.

	Striding through the crowd—many of whom were already staggering, even at this early hour—she was surprised by the sound of light, quick footsteps behind her. She turned to see a small, wiry figure darting through the pedestrians, nimbly avoiding their reaching hands.

	Risking a quick backward glance—at what? Amista wondered—the runner crashed, hard enough to knock the breath from her lungs, directly into Amista’s midriff. Automatically, she seized the ragged tunic, then transferred her grip to the mop of thick brown hair as the little hellion tried to wriggle away.

	The frantic strength of this small, fiercely fighting person impressed her. Despite her tight hold, the little minx kept lunging forward, trying to escape.

	Not minx, Amista realized in sudden shock. It’s a boy.

	“Let me go!” he shrieked, his fingers working insistently at her fist. “Let me go!”

	With a jerk, she tilted his head back, and he glared up at her from hazel eyes that burned with resentful rage.

	So this was what a boy looked like. She’d never actually seen one before. Generally, male children stayed in the child-houses until they were sixteen, at which point they were sold off to private owners, or shipped to whatever posting the League needed them at.

	This one was seven, perhaps eight, Amista guessed. And feisty—even now he kept thrashing, unwilling to admit defeat even though his gyrations were useless against Amista’s battle-hardened muscles.

	What was he doing here?

	The answer came soon enough as shouts rose behind her, and the boy renewed his frantic efforts to escape. She held him firmly as four heavyset women, dressed in the drab tan uniforms of child-house keepers, pounded through the crowd.

	“There you are, you little weasel!” The foremost keeper, a scowling, pinch-faced woman, dashed forward as if to snatch the boy from Amista’s grasp. Then, at Amista’s flat stare, she checked abruptly, ducking her head in a servile fashion that did little to hide her rage. “Forgive the interruption, Guardian. That’s the fourth time this one’s run away!”

	“Does he have some particular reason to?” Amista asked, mildly enough.

	The woman shrugged, avoiding her eyes. “No more’n the rest of them,” she replied. “Doesn’t care for the thought of being snipped.” The callousness in her voice made Amista wince inwardly.

	Squatting beside the boy, but keeping a careful grip on his arms, she asked, “Is that it, boy? You don’t want to be gelded?”

	“I don’t care about that,” he answered sullenly—and honestly, Amista guessed. He’d be too young to really comprehend what it meant. “I just want to get away.”

	Amista stared at him, nonplussed. “Get away? From what? From the child-house?”

	He shrugged. “That. Them. All of it. I want to be free.”

	Amista studied him a moment. His lips were drawn into a scowl that, despite the presence of the four women behind him, had lost none of its determination. She couldn’t help feeling a certain admiration for this small, scrappy creature whose thin frame held such spirit.

	Glancing over his shoulder, she noted the dour anger of the women. She could well imagine what punishment had met his previous attempts—and yet he’d tried again.

	The foremost woman moved to reclaim him, but Amista waved her back. “Listen to me, boy. You’ll never be free. You know that, right?” His shoulders twitched—a motion that was both acknowledgement and denial of her words. “It won’t happen. Even if you did escape, there’s nowhere to escape to. You’d be caught and brought back, and likely killed.”

	His eyes rose to her face, dark and haunted. They were really quite remarkable, Amista thought, a warm, liquescent hazel with flecks of gold deep within them. From their grim expression, she realized he knew quite well what the possible ramifications of his actions would be.

	She bit her lip a moment, pondering. Then, lightening her tone, she raised her voice, addressing the keeper. “Seems almost a pity to snip this one.”

	The woman laughed scornfully. “Well, he’d never make a pleasure slave, if that’s what you’re thinking. Too rebellious, and too scrawny.”

	“Oh, I don’t know,” Amista replied, tilting her head as she studied the boy. “He’ll be big enough, I’d say. And look at his eyes, the bones of his face... He’ll be a beauty when he’s grown if I’m any judge.”

	She saw the flicker of contemptuous glances the keepers gave each other. Obviously, in their eyes, she wasn’t any judge.

	She was, however, a first lieutenant in the Guardian Forces of the Nine-Star League, and as such had quite a bit of clout, even in a matter like this. If she wanted to use it.

	Amista decided she did. “This one stays ungelded. Understand? He’s to be a pleasure slave. And he’ll behave, too—won’t you, boy? No more running away.” At the rebellious look in his eyes, she added, dropping her voice to a murmur, “It’s a better life than most. Take it.”

	He looked up at her with a sharp, assessing gaze that Amista found distinctly disconcerting in one so young. Behind those remarkable eyes, she could see his thoughts moving, turning over possibilities. “Freedom’s not an option,” she reminded him quietly. “This is the best I can do for you.”

	He paused for a moment, then nodded solemnly. Amista released him.

	Resolutely, he squared his skinny shoulders and walked toward the waiting women.

	At their expressions, Amista added hastily, “And don’t punish him, either. He won’t try it again.”

	Despite their black scowls, she was relatively certain they’d obey. She nodded to them, intending to stride away, but something kept her standing there, watching that small figure disappearing into the crowd, surrounded by the women who towered over him like prison guards. Something about his rigidly upright posture brought an unexpected prickle of tears to Amista’s eyes.

	Good luck, boy.

	As she finally turned away, she realized she’d never bothered to ask his name.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Merkun swirled his tongue over the engorged head of Gendron’s cock, then probed lightly at its gaping slit. Groaning, Gendron tilted his head back, straining forward against his bonds. Around them, Merkun could feel the hot, lust-clouded gazes of the spectators, just beyond the Pit lights, watching them intently.

	He arched his spine, displaying his fine, muscular ass to the women crowded close around the Pit, and shook his head back, sending his long, lustrous chestnut hair falling, thick and straight, around his broad shoulders.

	It was doubly arousing, knowing he was being watched. And useful, too. The Pit was the easiest place to attract new patrons, women who would pay—and pay well—to have him in the private rooms on the second floor. Sometimes they would bring him gifts. And Teretria invariably rewarded him for each new patron he secured.

	He didn’t really have to work the Pit anymore—at this point, he was Teretria’s highest-priced pleasure slave, and his nights were usually booked well in advance. But two patrons had cancelled tonight, and rather than pose in the PleasureDrome’s garden, a living advertisement of the wares available inside, Merkun had volunteered for the Pit. Hanging around in the garden was boring.

	Relaxing his jaw, he rocked forward on hands and knees, engulfing Gendron’s rigid, throbbing cock inch by inch until his lips circled the very base. A sigh of arousal rose from the women pressed close around the low wall. At least
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