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She has something he
wants, and it’s embarrassing. Pretending she’s normal loses its
appeal in the arms of her own assassin.

 


 


Khytten Danforth has
spent her adult life getting by. She spends her days at work and
her spare time volunteering at the hospital as a wet nurse. It
sounds generous, but since her lactating talent activated after
puberty, she’s been stuck with the effects.

Joining the
Blind Date Corporation led her to her patron, whose need for her is
a matter of biochemistry and driven by desire.

After a strange
week of kidnapping and torture, the disasters have come to a halt,
and she is able to start thinking of what happens next, but Salat
has been doing his own thinking, and he wants her nearby and safe
at all times. It is a fun wish, but she attracts danger like he
attracts admirers, and her time with the Demon Cat of Aksalla tells
her that she wants more from life than just subsisting. She
actually wants to live.

Salat knew that
he wanted to keep his kitten near him, but how to manage that feat
eluded him until he saw her in action destroying the nest of
henchmen. She had all the makings of a superhero or an amazing
villain. It was a good thing that he knew how to straddle the
divide.
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Chapter One

 


 


Khytten felt the blood
dripping from her mouth and temple. They hauled her dazed body into
a warehouse and dropped her on the floor.

“Come on now,
little cow. Get up. We want some answers about what you are.” A
hand fisted in her hair and pulled her up to a kneeling
position.

She hissed as a
blade cut through her blouse and to the skin beneath. “Ow!”

The man above
her had a dark complexion with blue highlights. He had projecting
nails, and that is what he was using on her.

“Now, little
cow, we want to know what you can do with that milk of yours.”

She grimaced.
“None of your fucking business.”

The claws dug
into her breast, and she howled as he dug deep. When he released
her, she panted. “Stupid move if you want them to work again. The
boobs are what do the programming.”

“Tell us what
we want to know, and you will keep your mind as your own.” He
chuckled and darted his head forward, sucking hard on her nipple,
mixing her blood with the milk.

It was what she
had waited for. “Where is the Mentor holed up?”

“Coffee shop
near the Hasking Boardwalk. You go in through the janitor’s closet
and down the stairs. You will be there soon enough.” He blabbed on
and on. It was only proper. He had just ingested as much truth
serum as she could give him.

She curled her
arms protectively over her breasts, slid her hands under them,
pulled the blasters out, and started shooting.

The blasts were
set fairly high, and several of her targets went flying. She shot
with both hands in different directions, crossing her arms and then
opening them for a wide sweep. When the blasters lost power, she
reloaded with the charge packs that were loaded under her breasts.
No one ever looked under the breasts. The gazes usually were
cleavage and nipple focused.

She fired again
at anyone coming toward her and crouched next to the barrels when
things fell silent.

“Remain
where you are. I am coming for you.” Salat’s voice in her ear
made her wince.

“I didn’t mean
to get into trouble.”

“And yet,
you had weapons at the ready. How fortuitous.”

She blushed and
murmured, “We had to get the location. I have it now.”

“We are
going to discuss your reckless tendencies, kitten.”

She winced.
“Uh, I think I hear my bus.”

“Remain
where you are until I come and get you, kitten. Hide. I don’t want
the teams getting you before I get there.”

“Yes, Patron.”
She grumbled and settled down, nursing her wounds. She lifted a
breast to her mouth and took a few sucks. The punctures and slices
started sealing but were still open when she heard footfalls in the
building again.

The first voice
she heard was Torun’s. He whistled softly. “Salat is losing his
touch. No one is bleeding.”

Zera spoke with
a smile in her voice. “It wasn’t Salat. This was Kit.”

Torun was
surprised. “What?”

Zera was very
amused, and it showed in her voice amongst the dead all around.
“She didn’t complete her peacekeeper’s exam, but she was a fully
trained peacekeeper. She also likes weapons.”

Tension filled
the air, and the nearly silent footfalls warned her that her patron
had arrived. Salat stopped and stared at her for a moment. He
reached down and pulled her up with his hands on her arms. “My
heart nearly stopped when you started shooting.”

“I am a really
good shot.” She squeaked as he hugged her tightly. “No... don’t!”
Milk emerged and soaked the front of her funeral clothes.

He glanced down
between them and chuckled. “Come on, kitten, and let’s get you
sorted.”

She crossed her
arms over her chest, and the small blast weapons were still in her
hands. He ignored it and lifted her in his arms. Her being armed
didn’t faze him.

Zera let them
pass, as did the army of team members who came to help. “Um, I
guess we start identifying bodies?”

Salat headed to
his vehicle and opened her blouse, sucking strongly at her until he
lifted his head and said, “Healing?”

She nodded and
focused. “Go ahead.”

He drew out the
milk and kissed her. She moaned as she had laced it with pleasure
so that he could benefit from helping her. The gouges closed, and
he stroked the skin gently. “Buckle up.”

She nodded and
turned to face forward, her shirt torn and stained. He got behind
the controls, and he powered the vehicle up before revving the
engine, and they were off. They stopped at the chapel, and he went
in to get her pumping kit.

He stowed it in
the back of his vehicle and returned to the driver’s seat. He drove
off in silence, and he finally asked, “What were you thinking, and
how did I not hear you plotting?”

She shrugged.
“We used the monitors and typed our plans. I told her what I
needed, and we headed to her armoury.”

“She has an
armoury?”

“She’s Z-Tech.
She has an armoury.”

He sighed. “You
make strange friends, kitten.”

She put her
hand on his wrist. “Check the mirror, Patron.”

He turned his
hand to hold hers and brought it to his lips. “How are you feeling,
kitten?”

“Better. Still
not great, but I have had worse.” She smiled.

“They are going
to want you for your versatility now. You are going to be
hunted.”

“Oh. Hooray. I
guess I will have to get more charge packs.”

“How many did
you go through?”

“Two recharges
after the original cartridge.”

He nodded.
“Forty dead. Not bad. How do you feel about it?”

“Indifferent. I
have seen the orphaned kids left behind by folks like that. I don’t
care to have them around. The less of the psychos without purpose,
the better.”

He kissed her
hand again, licking her palm.

She shivered.
“The weirdest things turn you on.”

“Like
what?”

“Me with guns.
Me without guns. Me fully clothed or naked.”

He chuckled.
“You have put your finger on it.”

“A few times,
but it is still more than I can get a hand around.”

He grinned, his
fangs bared. “You are lucky that we have a bit of a drive ahead of
us, or I would turn you over my knee for that.”

“Where are we
going?”

“To the healer.
Those tissue tears are dangerous, and I don’t want them scarring. I
know your body only uses your own brand as an emergency
repair.”

She wrinkled
her nose. “I will heal with time.”

“I don’t want
to give you time. I want to confirm that you are alive and safe in
the most basic way and don’t want to hurt you in the process. So,
the healer is expecting us. I called her when I heard you cry
out.”

She blinked.
“What if it had been a splinter or something?”

“You wouldn’t
have cried out. You wouldn’t have whimpered like an injured animal.
You would have taken in a deep breath and just ignored it.”

“Um.”

“It’s the same
thing you do when I enter you and you aren’t quite ready.” He
kissed her hand again.

Fire lit her
cheeks. “Oh. That.”

“Yes, if heat
didn’t flood your eyes immediately after, I would have to slow
things down a lot. Fortunately, you are a very responsive little
kitten.”

Her face stayed
hot for another ten minutes until they pulled onto a country lane
and from there up to a house where a woman emerged, wiping her
hands on a tea towel.

“C’mon in. Nice
to see you again, kitten.” The woman’s expression was amused.

Khytten slowly
left the vehicle and tried not to use her arms. Now that the
adrenaline had worn off, her breasts were so very sore.

She moved
carefully and walked to the woman’s door; Salat kept his steadying
hand at her back as they stepped inside.

The quaint
house turned into a high-tech med facility in a moment, and the
healer helped her into a recumbent chair. Salat stood nearby and
watched with his arms crossed over his chest.

The healer
hissed in sympathy when she peeled the fabric back and took in the
gouges. “That looks like Navrin’s work.”

Salat snorted.
“That won’t be a problem anymore.”

“Oh, you killed
him?”

“She did. My
little kitten has claws.”

Khytten looked
at Salat. “Can you come here for a minute?”

He walked over
and crouched down. “Yes, pet?”

“Hold this.”
She pulled the weaponry out as well as the spare charges. Then, she
made a show over patting herself down. It hurt, but it was worth it
to see the surprise on his face. Then, she tapped her lips. “Kisses
for a good kitten.”

He grinned and
kissed her, sliding his tongue along hers. She felt the healer
start work on her body with searing pain, and she held Salat’s ear
to keep the kiss going as a pleasant distraction from the
agony.

She kept the
kiss going until the burn stopped, and then, she let him go.

Salat lifted
his head and rubbed his ear. “Feel better?”

She nodded
shyly. “Yes, Salat.” She looked at the healer. “How much do I owe
you?”

The healer’s
eyes were gleaming. “Twelve thousand or more of that.”

Khytten
blinked. “More of what?”

“You two are
hot.”

Khytten looked
toward Salat. “Um, I would offer you sex, but I have an exclusive
contract with Salat.”

He frowned.
“She looks like she has a genuine need if you wish to help her. I
consider her a friend and authorize you to assist her.”

The healer held
up her hands. “I don’t want you to sleep with me; I just want to
touch you while you sleep with him.”

Salat chuckled.
“That is easy. Khytten, are you up for an audience?”

“Um. It can get
a little messy.” Khytten thought it only fair to warn her.

“I understand.
That is possibly the least offensive bodily secretion I could be
splattered with.”

“Uh, it is more
of a spray or squirt, depending on what Salat is doing. We don’t
exactly have choreography for this.”

The healer
smiled. “I just want to experience genuine pleasure, even if I have
to get it through you.”

“Okay, but the
offer stands to go down on you.”

The healer
smiled. “I will keep that in mind. Sex isn’t really my thing.”

Khytten
chuckled. “It was not mine either, but I still had to take a
class.”

Salat cleared
his throat, and he had removed his clothing. His hands worked at
her funeral clothing, and she gasped when he slid a hand between
her thighs. She bit her lip as a few light strokes of his
fingertips sent shockwaves through her, and she got slick.

Salat pulled
her out of the chair and onto his lap, facing him. He cut the
fabric from her with one of his energy blades and discarded it. He
looked at the bare expanse of her with lower limbs wrapped in silk
and tutted. She was wearing a garter belt and stockings and nothing
else. “You weren’t wearing socially appropriate undergarments for a
funeral.”

She blushed.
“Zera dressed me. She said it was thanks for your help.”

He ran his
hands over her buttocks and back before working his way up to her
shoulders. The silk stopped mid-thigh and gave her a place to focus
on when he touched her skin. The recumbent nature of the bed meant
that she was straddling and facing him at the same time she was
leaning toward his chest. It was at this point that she got shy
when she had to make the first move. His calm stroking of her skin
told her that he was waiting for her to start.

She placed her
hands on his chest and slowly walked her fingers down the ridged
musculature. She hummed happily and kissed his neck, his chin, and
finally, she brushed a light kiss across his lips. He smiled
against her mouth and waited until she used her tongue to request
entrance. He opened his mouth, and she flicked her tongue against
his, coaxing his participation.

“She’s going to
wait a long time if you make me do all the work.”

He chuckled.
“But, I so rarely get an audience.”

“I am sure that
we can arrange something at a later date; as you said, the healer
is in need.”

She kissed him
again; this time, he moved with her, his tongue duelling against
hers. The flicker of desire that she felt from just touching him
flared high when he held her mouth and kissed her, his teeth deadly
sharp, but he was so careful with them.

She shivered
and felt his smile against her lips.

“Give them to
me.” His dark whisper made her shake, and she used her hands to
rear up on him like a cobra. This put her breasts even with his
mouth, and she had to lean forward to put her left nipple between
his lips. He sucked and drew on her, surprised that she was holding
back. It showed in the quirk of his brows.

He moved his
head and pressed his forehead between her breasts. “Give it to me,
kitten.”

She shuddered
and shook her head. “No, not yet.”

He slid two
fingers into her and snorted. “You are more than ready.”

“Yes, but I am
not used to being watched, and it is causing a bit of
conflict.”

“I suppose I
will just have to distract you.” He kneaded her breast, eased his
fingers into her in a smooth beat of surge and retreat, and she
sank into a place where it was just her and him.

She rode his
hand, and a short orgasm rippled through her, pebbles in a pond
working outward in a wave. She moaned against his mouth and felt
the fingers leave her ankle. She glanced over at the healer. “We
aren’t done yet. I just needed that to get enough endorphins to
have sex in front of you.”

The healer had
a tented wet spot at the front of her dress. Oh. That would
explain the hesitance.

“There’s
more?”

Salat rumbled,
“There is much more. If we aren’t covered in sweat, milk, and cum,
we haven’t had sex.”

Khytten lifted
her hips and set his cock in place. He groaned, and his neck tensed
as she fought to relax while taking him inside her. She knew she
could do it, she had done it before, but it was never easy.

When she was
settled around him, her body clenched and relaxed around him. His
hands moved over her, gripped her thighs, and moved her over
him.

“Ooohhh.” She
threw her head back and moved with him as he drove upward and
pulled her down.

Her body got
hot, her breasts got heavy, and she heard Salat say something to
the healer. Khytten didn’t care as she got closer and closer to her
own release. She braced her hands on Salat’s chest as she moved
with him, and her body tensed; her voice got higher and breathier.
She gave herself over to the sensations, and when she cried out,
the fingers gripping her ankle tightened, and she felt two pairs of
lips on her breasts. She looked down, and Salat met her gaze while
the healer had her eyes closed, falling to the side as she was
overwhelmed by the taste and feel of Khytten’s orgasm.

Salat drew
heavily on her and then switched to the other side. This was how he
felt pleasure, through the rich chemical compounds that she
produced. He had always gotten off on human milk, and now, he had
his own supply whenever he asked for it.

He shuddered
inside her, twitching strongly and kicking off her aftershocks. His
dark gaze locked with hers, and she held his head while he sucked.
She gasped and clenched around him in time to his sucking.

When he was
done, he raised his head and kissed her. She was still panting
softly and rested her forehead against his. The healer was lying on
the ground. “I think we broke her.”

He chuckled.
“She will be fine. Torenne is made of sturdy stuff. I don’t think
she was expecting to taste pleasure, though. That is what did her
in.”

The healer
groaned from the floor. “What a way to go.”

Khytten blushed
and laughed.


Chapter Two

 


 


She nuzzled his head,
and he did the same in return. She whispered, “I don’t think my
legs are strong enough to get me off.”

“I thought that
was my job.” He murmured it against her ear.

“It can’t be
your job; I can’t afford you.” She licked his ear. “It would have
to be a volunteer basis. You are not normally altruistic. Generous,
yes, but you don’t give up your time easily.”

He shivered at
the delicate caress of her tongue.

“Ah, kitten,
you are beginning to understand. This makes two rescues of your
person now, so you owe me.”

“What can I get
the man who has everything?”

He smiled. “I
have one or two ideas on that front.”

The healer
stirred and sat up with a satisfied but shocked expression on her
face. “That was... I haven’t ever felt anything like that.”

Salat stroked
Khytten’s cheek, and she rubbed her head against it. “She is one of
a kind. My kitten.”

She blushed and
leaned on his chest, her head against his neck. He ran his hands
over her slowly, petting her.

The healer
smiled and got to her feet. “I will get your kitten something to
wear. You seem to have effectively destroyed her clothing.”

“I merely
finished what was started.”

Khytten tried
to get off Salat, but he held her tight. She called out before the
healer left, “If you have a medical smock, that would be fine.
Please.”

Salat chuckled.
“Torenne will choose what she thinks the experience was worth.”

“How long have
you known her?”

“Since we were
children at school. When she activated, things changed dramatically
for her.”

Torenne entered
with an armload of dresses. “And then I became a hermaphrodite, and
he got all black and pointy. It is hard to believe that we used to
arm wrestle at recess.”

Salat murmured,
“It was an all-boys school.”

“Oh, that must
have been disconcerting.”

Torenne
laughed. “That is putting it mildly. I love the healing and have an
issue with my own body. It seems that I can’t have one without the
other. So, kitten, I think you would look good in this black
dress.” She smiled. “You wear black very well.”

The dress was
draped and wrapped, but it looked like the top had some
stretch.

Torenne
chuckled. “You will have to pry yourself off Salat.”

She kissed
Salat and then pushed herself off him. Torenne winced. “I do not
know how you can take him.”

“The active
change did strange things to everyone in this room. I appear to
have been designed for tall, dark, and creepy over here.” She
staggered upward and dismounted.

Torenne handed
her the dress, and Khytten fluffed her hair out when she got her
head free. The dress wrapped around her snugly, and it gave her
curves a pleasant outline.

The skirt
flared away from her legs, and she wobbled as she put on her shoes.
They had fallen off at some point. Salat went to clean up and,
watching him walk away, started her thudding pulse all over
again.

She smoothed
her hands down her thighs and looked up to see Torenne looking at
her wistfully. “The offer to please you still stands.”

Torenne
chuckled, and the sound was low and wicked. “I will hold you to
that, kitten. I think the next time will be soon enough. Thank you
for today, though. That was the first genuine enjoyment I have had
in decades. No fear, no dark emotions, just lust and release. It
was wonderful.”

Salat returned
and got dressed. “How are you feeling, kitten?”

“Sticky. How
much longer until we get where you are dumping me overnight?”

Torenne smiled.
“You can leave her with me if you need to go on an assignment.”

Salat gritted
his teeth. “I am not dumping her; I am keeping her with me until I
have to go somewhere. At that point, I may ask you to keep
an eye on her.”

Khytten looked
at their host. “Where is the restroom?”

Torenne smiled.
“Come with me.”

She walked with
her heels clicking on the polished wood floor. “This is a
super-cute house.”

Torenne nodded.
“Thank you. It was my grandmother’s. It was difficult for me to
remain in Aksalla when I was grown, so I came here and set up shop
somewhere between home and everywhere else.”

Khytten nodded
and said, “I just have to tidy up, so I don’t wreck your
dress.”

“It’s fine. I
get a lot of clothing from clients. I really don’t like to be
wearing their offerings when they show up. Besides, that dress
looks way better on you than it would ever be on me.”

She darted into
the bathroom and cleaned up. Khytten rinsed a cloth out and pressed
it to her, cleaning up anything sticky or slick. She rinsed the
cloth out twice and finally felt like she wasn’t going to seep
fluids onto the dress.

She used the
toilet, cleaned up again, and splashed some water on her face. It
would take a proper shower to get the blood off her body. Her
clothing had absorbed most of it, but there was a bit left.
Scrubbing at it with the cloth didn’t get all of it.

She
straightened and opened the door. Torenne was standing there, and
to Khytten’s surprise, she was pulled forward and into a kiss that
got very hot very quickly. Working with Zera had gotten her used to
breasts getting mashed. She responded to the other woman’s body and
cuddled her close. When the kiss cooled, Khytten stroked Torenne’s
cheek. “Are you okay?”

“Um, yeah. All
I could feel from you was concern.”

“Well, you said
you didn’t want that kind of contact with me and then you did.
Changes of that nature are cause for concern.” She stroked the
healer’s throat with her thumb.

Torenne
whispered, “I didn’t trust you not to laugh.”

“I am not one
to laugh. I know what kind of brutal humour folks can use at the
expense of our active adaptations. A body is a body. It is just how
our mind gets around and how our activities get focused.” She
stroked her hand down Torenne’s body, and when she saw Salat in the
hallway shadows, she caught his nod, and he whispered, “Give her
what she needs, please.”

She heard it
inside her head, and she pressed Torenne against the wall, kissing
her as her hand wrapped over the erection through the fabric of her
dress. Torenne scrabbled at the skirt and pulled it upward. Khytten
touched the normal erection that would have done any standard human
proud. She stroked it gently with her fingers, and Torenne’s head
dropped back. Khytten started to kneel, but Torenne whispered,
“Inside you, please?”

Khytten
chuckled. “Fine, but you will have to trade places with me.” She
blinked as the healer switched places with her and pulled her skirt
up. They were close to the same height, so when Torenne bent
slightly, her erection moved against Khytten and slipped into her
with a groan from both of them.

“Ohmygod, how
can you be so tight?” Torenne groaned.

“Bodies are
funny things. This is what mine does.” She whispered it as the
healer started thrusting, and she kissed the other woman as she
went faster and faster, plunging and pumping until she groaned and
thrust deep.

Khytten
feathered kisses over her face, focusing on the warmth and building
heat that Torenne had started.

Torenne sighed.
“You didn’t cum.”

“No, things
progressed too quickly, but how do you feel?” Khytten had a leg
wrapped around the healer’s thighs.

“Really good.
Can I keep you?”

Salat growled.
“No. No, you can’t.”

Torenne jerked
out of her and moved away. “Salat, I forgot you were here.”

“It is a good
thing that Khytten remembered, or I would be irritated.”

Torenne
blushed. “I just... she doesn’t have any hang-ups regarding what I
am.”

“She accepts us
as we come, so to speak.”

“And now
she has to tidy up again. Back in a minute.” She left the
old friends to stare at each other while she went to clean up
again.

When she came
out, they were no longer haunting the hallway. She walked into the
kitchen next to the medical area, and they were having tea. A third
mug was waiting for her.

She sat down
and took the mug into her hands. Salat reached out, grabbed her
chair, and pulled her over. “Sit with me. We are laying out ground
rules.”

She blew at her
tea and took a sip. Peach. Her favourite. “What ground rules?”

“Torenne’s
interested in you, but you and I have an exclusive contract. What
is your opinion on the matter?” He asked her a serious
question.

“Um, Zera and
Torun have a primary clause in their contract, but I don’t want to
go on the escort path again. Well, not more than in a really
restricted way.”

“That wouldn’t
be an issue. This would be more like having you on loan, like a
library book.”

She snorted.
“That’s a sexy image.”

Torenne sighed.
“I had forgotten what the connection with another human felt like.
You didn’t ask me for anything and didn’t demand anything. You
simply let me have my moment. I thank you for that, but I wouldn’t
ask it again. The next time, I would like things to be a bit more
romantic or involved. I want to touch you, hold you, and be touched
in return.”

Khytten asked
Salat, “How far is this place from your house?”

“About half an
hour. Why?”

“Can I come
over and keep Torenne company when you are on assignment? I mean,
if I get bored. I can only take your collectibles out and use them
for target practice for so long.”

He narrowed his
eyes. “Uh-huh.”

“So, if I could
help Torenne with paperwork and stuff... and get used to her, I
might become less fun when she gets to know me.”

Torenne cocked
her head. “I can’t see that happening. The more I hear about you,
the more fascinated I am.”

“I am charming,
I grew up broke, and I have had a lot of jobs.” She smiled. “I also
get a lot less timid around folks when we have had sex and they
didn’t recoil from getting a little milk on them.”

Salat
grinned.

“Yeah, I know.
You would roll around in it if I was so inclined.”

His eyes
narrowed blissfully. “Oh, that is a thought.”

She elbowed him
and sipped at her tea.

Torenne
chuckled. “Ah, so, now I finally see it. Well, I would be delighted
to be considered as a caretaker for your kitten if she needs
it.”

“Thank you.
There is no one I trust more to take care of her if anything
happens to me.”

“Dude, I am
right here. I can take care of myself.”

“Which is how
we ended up here today.”

She stuck her
tongue out at him. He grabbed her jaw and pulled her in for a kiss.
She tried to yelp, but he took her tongue with his teeth and held
it carefully before he released it and pressed his mouth to
hers.

She sighed and
gave herself up to the kiss. She felt a stroke on her cheek and
turned her head. Torenne’s kiss was careful, but Khytten met her
efforts with enthusiasm. The healer could feel what she felt, and
so it was important that she left no doubt that she enjoyed the
other woman’s touch.

Another light
stroke on her cheek, and she returned to Salat. He cupped the back
of her skull and held her for a bone-melting kiss.

She was shaking
and aching when she felt a soft touch, and Torenne hissed. It took
a bit for Khytten to realize that there was a com chime
happening.

Torenne pulled
away, and Salat cuddled Khytten to him. While the healer took a
booking, he murmured, “Do you mind that?”

“It was sneaky,
but I understand. As long as you come home to me, I don’t care. I
still need to figure out my next career step.”

He chuckled.
“You have time. Your birthday party is next week. After that, you
will have to register as an active, complete with details.”

She wrinkled
her nose. “I don’t want to.”

“Tough. You
need to be a registered active to get entrance to Aksalla, and I
really want you to travel with me. All travel documents require the
declaration.”

She felt
grumpy, being hauled from such a nice headspace back into reality.
“Fine. I will consider registering beyond the lactator
classification. I just have no other idea how to define
myself.”

“Make them
define you. Give them a variety of samples or demonstrate for them.
I’ll give you a present?” He raised his brows.

“Like
what?”

“Rocket
launcher?”

She looked
around. “Find me some paperwork.”

He chuckled and
grinned. “Pace yourself. So, I believe that our host has gotten a
booking, and we need to be on our way.”

Khytten looked
at Torenne and saw sexual frustration on her face. She sighed and
knelt in front of their host. “Hold your skirt.”

“You
can’t...”

Salat chuckled.
“If she wants to, she can. Hike your skirt, Torenne. I won’t
look.”

The erection
was weeping, and Khytten took it into her mouth, sucking and
stroking. She reached behind the penis and in front of the ball and
found the small opening. A finger slid in, and Torenne bucked, her
cock jumping, and Khytten swallowed. She stirred her finger around
slightly and then withdrew it. “Better?”

Torenne
blushed. “I am sorry it was so fast.”

Khytten got to
her feet. “Stamina comes with practice or from jerking off and
stopping before you cum. Also, not passing out when you finally get
into someone warm and wet.”

Torenne kissed
her and blinked. “Is that what it tastes like?”

“Yup.”

“Weird. I have
never...”

“You have
ignored your body. That’s fine, but if you want to start playing
with it, you have to make friends.”

She blinked and
looked down. “Um, yeah, I guess I should find out what it
wants.”

“Good plan. You
should also register with Blind Date Corporation. There may be
escorts who will happily take you on, or you could register as an
escort yourself on the off chance you find someone who is looking
for someone just like you.”

Torenne
snorted. “What are the odds of that?”

Salat came up
behind Khytten and wrapped his arms around her. “Astronomical, but
I am glad I did it.”

“Oh. Right. My
next client will be here in twenty-five minutes. You should
go.”

Salat smiled.
“Thanks for your help, Torenne. I get the funny feeling that my
kitten is going to keep charging into trouble.”

“I will be here
to put her back together when she needs me.” Torenne reached out
and squeezed Khytten’s hand.

“Seriously. I
am not trying to get clawed up and shot.”

Salat blinked.
“When were you shot?”

“Um. Never
mind.”

“We are going
to revisit that, kitten.”

They waved to
their hostess and left for Salat’s vehicle. It was part desert
runner and part angry robot and all black and sleek like its
driver.

Torenne was
cleaning up in preparation for her next patient. Khytten smiled as
they glided down the drive. “I hope her next client is nice.”

“She doesn’t
suffer fools.”

“I bet we are
more fun than they are.”

His bright and
heavy laugh filled the vehicle. “I can guarantee you that we were.
You especially. I didn’t know you enjoyed women. Well, aside from
Zera.”

“It is an
unfortunate side effect from the lactation. When I see someone
adrift, I get all protective, and Torenne needed protecting. Plus,
I understand the betrayal of a body. You have to learn to work with
what you have to get by, and in her case, she needs to accept the
fusion. It isn’t going away.”

He paused.
“Could it?”

“What?”

“Could you
create a treatment to reverse the activation?”

“Um, maybe, but
her healing is tied to the changes. If she reverses the effects,
she might... well, she probably will lose the healing.” She
shrugged. “It will be up to her. I will mention it if she ends up
babysitting me.”

“It won’t be
babysitting. It will be keeping an eye on you as you start to
change the direction of your occupation.”

She made a
face. “Sure. That still sounds like babysitting to me. I mean, if
we get bored, we can get naked, so there is that.”

“As long as you
remember that I will be listening.”

“Wait. So, it
was Torenne who installed that? I may have to reconsider
things.”

He winced.
“Don’t tell her I told you.”

“You aren’t the
boss of me... oh. Wait.”

He laughed then
sobered. “Now, when were you shot?”

“Um, leaving
Aksalla. My arresting officer got me in the chest and ribs. I was
rushed to hospital, and I was patched up before being deported. One
of the moms with a preemie was a healer, and she helped me with a
nearly surgical repair as thanks for my help with her little
one.”

He sighed. “I
see. Shot running from the law?”

“I wasn’t
running. I was caught while trying to leave and had my hands above
my head when she shot me. It turns out that my family said I had
some kind of toxic adaptation.”

“Right. I
really don’t want to meet your family.”

“It is highly
unlikely that you will.”

“I don’t know.
Aksalla takes family ties fairly seriously. Sadly, you will be
judged by the actions of your family, even against you.”

“Wonderful.”
She grumped.

“Don’t worry. I
still like you.” He chuckled, and they drove along, his hand
grabbing and holding hers as they travelled. He had been alone for
a very long time. So had she. It was best that they clung together
now. She had the feeling that their lives were not going to go
particularly smoothly.


Chapter
Three

 


 


She sat in his lap and
read the news on his tablet. “Zera has been arrested, and they are
holding a tribunal to investigate her undeclared activation.”

Salat kept his
arms wrapped around her waist. “See? Aren’t you glad that we went
in yesterday?”

She snorted.
“Yes, Patron.”

He squeezed
her. “What was that?”

She stroked his
arms. “Yes.”

“Yes,
what?”

“Yes, sir?”

He growled.

“Yes, Demon Cat
of Aksalla?”

He nipped her
bare shoulder and growled again.

She squirmed
sideways so she could look at him. “Yes, Salat.”

He exhaled and
released her. His need to hear his name was sweet, and the look he
gave her when she said it was hot.

She licked her
lips. “So, is naked breakfast a thing in Aksalla?”

He smiled
slowly. “When we are alone... yes.”

Khytten
snorted. “Somehow, I think you are making your own protocol. I
don’t recall any naked breakfasts when I took care of my
parents.”

“Naked
breakfast is only for lovers.” He said it with absolute confidence.
“So, what did you want to do today?”

“Target
practice. I need to get on my feet instead of my back, hands, and
knees, clinging to you like a... kitten.” She winced as she
finished that sentence. His brows furrowed in laughter. Though he
was solid black, it became easier to detect his moods every
day.

“Aw? I have
been having ever so much fun.” His lips curved.

“Yeah, but I am
being plagued with sore bits. My
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