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        One reluctant Mistress who inherits a fortune

        Two Pitch-Blood Kindred on the brink of death

        When Lexi rescues Bound and Gaze will she allow herself to be…Bonded by Two?

      

      

      Lexi doesn’t know if she can handle a huge Kindred warrior who needs blood to survive…let alone TWO of them! But that’s what she gets when she finds Earth Bound and Star Gazer for sale at the Down Market bodyslave bazaar. Gaze and Bound are Pitch-Blood Kindred and they’re about to die from lack of blood. Unable to ignore their suffering, Lexi buys them and gives them a drink…but now what does she do with them?

      Gaze and Bound have been looking for the perfect female all their lives. When Lexi shows up and rescues them, they fall in love with the curvy Elite with the creamy brown skin at once. Unfortunately, their new Mistress comes from Zetta Prime—a planet where males and females don’t mix. The idea of bonding with the two of them is completely alien to her.

      But the pull of instant attraction is strong between the three of them. Did they form a partial bond when Lexi gave the two big warriors her blood at the same time? And will she realize that she loves them before it’s too late? Because whether Lexi wants to admit it or not, she needs protection right now. A cruel Mistress and her evil vat-grown creation are stalking her and only Bound and Gaze can protect her. Will she allow herself to be…Bonded by Two?
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        Sue Voris and Angela Spaulding who both wanted a Mistress on Yonnie Six and Karry Birnley and Sierra Arcadia Hoskins who both wanted Twin Kindred and Brittany Wallschlaeger who wanted the Twins to be of a different species who thought it was wrong to share a female. Also Sara Parr Syswerda who suggested that the Kindred be hurt and the heroine has to heal him. And special thanks to Angela Spaulding who came up with the names for my Twin Kindred warriors.

      

        

      
        Whew—as you can see, the idea for this book was a group effort—I loved all the wonderful things you guys posted—every little bit helps and when the muse pulls them all together, magic happens. Thanks again for being such fabulous readers—I love getting ideas from all of you.

        Hugs and Happy Reading!

        Evangeline Jan 2022
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      Alexa picked her way carefully down the crowded, dirty street, trying to be sure she didn’t step in any puddles of filth left by the stray shorgs—canine-like creatures with long, sharp orange teeth and burning red eyes—that inhabited this district. Packs of them roamed the streets here at night, devouring anything—or anyone—they could find. Thankfully, it was still midday so she didn’t have to fear them…yet.

      Of course, she wouldn’t have had to fear anything at all if only she’d do as the rest of the Yonnite Mistresses did and take a bodyslave to protect her. But that wasn’t Lexi’s way and she didn’t consider herself a true Mistress. She was only here on Yonnie Six for a little while—a woman on a mission.

      As she stepped aside to avoid a particularly large pile of shorg droppings, her shoulder bumped that of a male who was passing by her.

      “Hey—watch it!” He looked up, his eyes burning with anger and frustration. He was dressed in filthy rags and his neck bore the marks of a pain collar though he didn’t wear one now. He must be an abandoned bodyslave, Lexi thought—one whose Mistress had grown tired of him and so she had cast him out on the street to fend for himself.

      “Pardon me,” she said, trying to keep her voice level and pleasant. She felt sorry for such males—it was one reason she was here in the first place. Well, that and the title and wealth she’d inherited from her Great Aunt Granipants. Otherwise, she would never have left her home on Zetta Prime.

      Her home world was almost entirely inhabited by females, who reproduced via artificial insemination. Though the Zettites didn’t believe in having relationships with males or allowing themselves to be sexually penetrated, they didn’t treat them like the Yonnite Mistresses did—using them as slaves and then casting them aside. Lexi’s people believed in a complete separation of the sexes—males were beneath them—but that was no reason they should be tortured or enslaved.

      “Watch where you’re going, Mistress,” the ragged ex-slave spat, eyeing her balefully.

      Lexi opened her mouth to tell him she wasn’t a true Mistress but he had already moved on, stalking down the street with his head low, looking like the miserable creature he was.

      Lexi shook her head and continued walking. The way the Yonnites treated males was beyond shameful. In fact, when she had been informed that her Great Aunt had died and left her both a title and considerable wealth on Yonnie Six, she had almost turned the entire inheritance down.

      After all, she was happy in her life on Zetta Prime. She had a small business—a bakery where she made delectable pies, cakes, bread, and pastries by hand every day. She had no heir, but she didn’t really need one—she could leave the bakery to her young assistant, Grettah, when she was finally ready to retire.

      Lexi had never felt the need to go be inseminated at the Impregnation Center and bear a daughter in her youth as some Yonnites did, and now she was getting a bit too old to go through the trauma of pregnancy and birth.  She hadn’t reached the end of the road yet, but she was happy, even though she had no life partner. It got a bit lonely at night, after the bakery was locked up and she was in her snug little home all alone, but Lexi could deal with the loneliness far better than a crying baby. Especially since she would have no one to help her raise it.

      Part of the reason she’d decided against having children was the fact that she had no one to co-parent with her. Most Zettites paired with other women and signed commitment contracts, but Lexi had never found herself attracted to her own sex. There was nothing wrong with that, of course—many Zettites were single and there was no stigma attached to being either single or childless in her society.

      So she was mostly content and if her life was somewhat lonely at times, well, at least she was healthy and her bakery kept her busy. So she nearly turned down the inheritance out of hand. But, after consideration, she had decided to at least go to Yonnie Six and see what Great Aunt Granipants had left her. She had given Grettah the keys to the Bakery, reminded her to let the stroven dough rise at least three times before she made it into the sweet buns the shop was famous for, and took an Interstellar flight to Yonnie Six.

      The inheritance from her little-known Great Aunt turned out to be much more than Lexi could ever have dreamed. She now owned a vast skyscraper in the middle of downtown Opulex, the capital city of Yonnie Six. In fact, it was the tallest building in town, as the Estate Agent told her when Lexi met her for the first time.

      “This is all mine?” she’d asked, tipping her head to look up at the vaulted ceiling, as she stood in the penthouse suite of the enormous building.

      “Yes indeed, Mistress Alexa. You are now the sole owner of Trindall Tower.” The Agent was a young woman with sharp green eyes and bright pink hair piled high in a series of elaborate loops atop her head. She wore an elegant black gown that showed both her breasts, which were barely covered by some filmy black netting. Her crotch was similarly on display and she wore sky-high, stilt-like shoes strapped to her narrow feet which made her almost a foot taller than Lexi.

      Lexi thought the outfit looked both ridiculous and uncomfortable—not to mention immodest—but she reminded herself that this was how the Yonnites dressed. It was considered a symbol of power and wealth to be able to show off one’s body here.

      She herself was wearing a plain green suit with comfortable trousers that had roomy pockets and a neat white shirt. The deep green looked nice against her creamy brown skin and highlighted her dark eyes, she thought.

      As for her shoes, they were plain black flats which were comfortable to walk in or to work in. Standing on her feet all day in the bakery, Lexi didn’t own any impractical skyscraper heels like the Estate Agent had strapped to her feet. What use would she have for them? It wasn’t like she ever went out to fancy parties and she certainly couldn’t bake bread effectively if she was so much taller that she had to bend down to knead the dough.

      Those shoes must be murder on her back, she thought, eyeing the Agent. But she’s young, so I guess she doesn’t feel it as much as I would.

      Not that Lexi was old exactly—but she wasn’t as young as she used to be.  And sometimes—especially after a long day of kneading dough and bending and stooping to get the bread pans in and out of the ovens—she really felt her age.

      Her green pantsuit was a very respectable outfit—much different from the revealing, clingy dress the Agent wore. Yet she’d caught the other woman looking at her in dismay when they had first met outside the enormous skyscraper that Lexi apparently now owned.

      That was just too bad, Lexi thought. She might be fabulously wealthy now, but that didn’t mean she was going to change the way she dressed or acted. Besides, she was curvy, unlike the stick-thin Agent—she wasn’t about to put on anything like the revealing black dress the other woman was wearing. It would show entirely too much and let everyone know that she enjoyed her own baking a bit more than was good for her.

      “This entire building is yours, Mistress Alexa,” the Estate Agent told her. “As well as Mistress Granipants’ personal fortune, which she has left to you in its entirety.”

      She mentioned a figure that made Lexi’s eyes bulge.

      “That much?” she exclaimed.

      The Agent nodded smoothly.

      “Of course. Mistress Granipants was one of the wealthiest women in all of Opulex. She was a prominent figure here in town—even the Sacred Seven—the ruling body of our world—were willing to hear what she had to say.”

      “She sounds like a very influential person,” Lexi said.

      “She was.” The Agent nodded eagerly. “Though if you don’t mind me saying so, you look nothing like her, Mistress Alexa,” she added. “She had pale hair and fair skin and very light blue eyes.”

      “Just Lexi, please,” Lexi said crisply. “I’m not really a Mistress and I don’t intend to act like one. And if you’re referring to my skin tones, my mother chose to use sperm from a distant planet called ‘Earth’ when she was impregnated with me. I look like some of the inhabitants there.” She made a motion which included her creamy brown skin, long, black hair and dark eyes. “But I assure you, just because I don’t look like the late Mistress Granipants, doesn’t mean we weren’t related—we were. I’m just sorry I never got to know her better.”

      Of course, she knew why she hadn’t been better acquainted with her distant relation—Lexi’s mother had disapproved of the Yonnite lifestyle and the way they treated their bodyslaves.

      “They buy them and sell them like animals, and shock the life out of them with those horrid pain collars when they’re angry with the poor creatures,” she’d said, shaking her head, her lips thinning down to a white line. “Nobody can deny that males are the inferior sex, but you shouldn’t treat any living creature that way!”

      Lexi wholeheartedly agreed with her late mother’s assessment of the Yonnite lifestyle and she was determined not to let her new wealth change her mind about any of it. In fact, she’d pretty much decided that she was going to sell the immense building and give most of the proceeds to some worthy charity…

      Until something changed her mind.
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      That something was what brought her down here, to the Down Market Slave district today, she thought, as she picked her way carefully down the street.

      On that first day in Opulex, she had ridden the cushioned air-lift down to the bottom of the skyscraper she now owned and thanked the Estate Agent politely. She was just about to ask the other woman about putting the whole thing on the market when she’d seen the most appalling sight happening right across the street.

      It was a tall, thin Mistress with a beak-like nose and a hairdo made of jewel-encrusted loops of bright crimson hair. She was wearing a dress that could hardly be called that—it was a few thin strips of crimson held together by jewels that left both her breasts and her crotch completely bare. Also, the shoes on her feet were even taller than the ones the Estate Agent was wearing.

      But it wasn’t her terrible fashion choices that made Lexi wince in horror. It was the cadre of male bodyslaves the other woman was walking along the street. She had them all in pain collars and leashes and the lot of them—five or so—were on all fours, just like a pack of canines.

      The crimson-haired Mistress was laughing as she walked along behind them. When any of the males slowed too much for her liking, she nudged them with what appeared to be an electric pain prod, making them howl and jump, scurrying miserably to the front of the “pack” to try and get away from her cruelty.

      The sight made Lexi so mad she could barely see straight. She could never bear to see any living creature abused and the way this Mistress was treating her pack of bodyslaves was beyond the pale.

      “Hey!” she’d exclaimed, charging across the busy street so quickly she was nearly hit by a hoverbus. The driver blew his blast-horn angrily but Lexi didn’t even notice. “Hey, what the hell do you think you’re doing?” she shouted, coming to a halt on the other side of the street.

      The crimson-haired Mistress had seemed surprised to be addressed in such a manner and by such a person as Lexi.

      “Why…I’m taking my new pack for a bit of a walk,” she’d said blankly. And then, looking down her sharp, beaky nose she’d added, “And who are you to ask me? You obviously don’t belong here.”

      “I’d rather slit my wrists than belong to this place,” Lexi snapped. “Especially when this kind of cruelty goes on right in public.” She nodded at the males, who were cowering on their hands and knees, glancing back nervously at their Mistress. “What are you doing to them? Why are you treating them like that?”

      “Like what?” The crimson-haired Mistress seemed honestly confused. “I’m just taking them for a walk. Don’t worry that I’m damaging valuable bodyslaves because these aren’t in the least valuable,” she added, clearly misunderstanding Lexi’s concern. “I’ve just bought them in the Down Market slave district—they aren’t even worth the second-hand pain collars they’re wearing.”

      “The Down Market district?” Lexi had repeated incredulously.

      “Oh yes—of course.” The Mistress shrugged. “They cost hardly anything at all—which is just as well, since they’re headed straight for my Death Mines as soon as I finish playing with them. Aren’t you, my sweets?” she cooed and poked one of the males with her pain prod, making him jump and let out a muffled howl of agony.

      “Stop that—stop it!” Lexi demanded, glaring at the other woman. “And what do you mean, ‘Death Mines’?”

      “You really don’t belong here, do you? Your attitude gives you away—though not as much as those hideous clothes,” the other Mistress sniffed. “I happen to be the owner of several Diluthian mines on the outskirts of Opulex. Diluthian is very valuable—it’s used in refining Dream Gas. But it is, unfortunately, quite toxic. The males who mine the stuff last a few weeks—a few months at most—but I do my best to get as much as I can out of them while they live.” She jerked the leashes of the male bodyslaves. “You’ll see my pets,” she crooned. “The Death Mines aren’t a nice place at all, no they’re not! You’ll be wishing for a nice walk in the fresh air with Mistress Crueltongue once you’ve been there for a bit, amongst the toxic Diluthian fumes.”

      “So you’re sending them to your mines to die?” Lexi could barely believe the rampant brutality the other woman was admitting to so easily.

      “Of course not—I’m sending them there to work,” Mistress Crueltongue corrected her. “But of course, they all eventually do die, which is why I’m always having to replace them. Thank goodness for the Down Market slave district! Without it, I’d never be able to keep my mines staffed and open!”

      Lexi didn’t know what to do or say—what the other woman was admitting to was basically cold-blooded murder. And she didn’t seem to care that she was admitting to it at all.

      “Males are people too, you know,” she told Mistress Crueltongue. “They may be the inferior sex, but that’s no reason to treat them like animals. In fact, I wouldn’t treat animals the way you’re treating them!”

      “If I cared for your opinion, I would have asked for it,” Mistress Crueltongue sniffed. “Good day.” She was about to walk on but Lexi couldn’t let her go.

      “I’ll buy them from you,” she said desperately. Though she hated to put any money into the cruel Mistress’s pocket, she couldn’t see the poor males sent to their deaths.

      “You’ll what?” Mistress Crueltongue raised one razor sharp eyebrow delicately.

      “I said I’ll buy them—all of them. Whatever you paid, I’ll double it—triple it even,” Lexi said recklessly. She had the money now to do what she liked—though what she was going to do with five abused male bodyslaves, she had no idea.

      Mistress Crueltongue looked down her nose at Lexi.

      “You couldn’t afford them. If you had the credit to pay triple what a bodyslave—even an old, broken-down one—is worth, you’d be wearing much better clothing.”

      At that moment, the Estate Agent came rushing across the street in tiny, mincing steps due to the height of her heels.

      “Oh, Mistress Alexa,” she gasped, coming to a teetering halt in front of Lexi. “You ran away before I could give you the keys and codes to your new building!”

      “New building?” Mistress Crueltongue demanded, frowning. “Which building are you speaking of?”

      “That one—across the street—Trindall Tower.” Lexi pointed to the towering skyscraper which took up most of the city block across from them. “I just inherited it from my Great Aunt.”

      “Oh, are you the one old Mistress Granipants chose as her heir?” Mistress Crueltongue looked down her nose at Lexi and sniffed. “Well, people did say she was going senile before she died. Now I see the rumors were all true.”

      “Mistress Alexa is now the owner of Mistress Granipants’ building and all her worldly assets,” the Estate Agent told her. “She comes from Zetta Prime,” she added and gave the other Mistress an expressive look. “That’s why she, er, doesn’t exactly have on the latest fashion.”

      “Oh, a Zettite—that explains everything,” Mistress Crueltongue said dismissively. “They’re all such prudes—so afraid to show any skin. And they refuse to take bodyslaves too, when everyone knows it’s the only proper use for a male.”

      “Yes, we Zettites refuse to be cruel and barbaric and parade around half naked while we torture poor, helpless males. And if that’s offensive to you, I don’t give a damn,” Lexi snapped at her. “But now you know I can more than afford to buy those bodyslaves from you. So name your price.”

      “I see.” Mistress Crueltongue gave her a considering look, as though she was actually contemplating selling the abused pack of males. “And pray tell me—what would you do with them if you bought them from me?”

      “Set them free, of course,” Lexi said promptly. “They deserve to live their lives the same way we do. All the Goddess’s creatures deserve that.”

      “Hmm…I see,” Mistress Crueltongue murmured again. “Most interesting.”

      “So what’s your price?” Lexi demanded.

      The other Mistress’s crimson lips had curved into a cruel smile.

      “I’m afraid they’re not for sale—at any price,” she said sweetly. “I need them for my mines and I’m not about to give up perfectly good workers just so a goody-goody like yourself can feel superior. Good day.”

      And with a final smirk, she’d poked the pack of hapless males into action with her pain prod and continued down the street, leaving Lexi fuming and helpless.
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      Lexi still got mad when she remembered that first encounter with Mistress Crueltongue. She’d felt terrible that she hadn’t been able to save the poor males the other woman had been abusing. But the incident had made her decide against selling everything and going home to Zetta Prime. Instead, she was going to stay and keep the awful Yonnite Mistress from sending a more males to her Death Mines. It was her new mission in life, she decided—one she was determined to succeed at.

      And so, she had made it her business to find out where the Down Market slave district was located and began to frequent the lowly place every Market Day. She went to every slave market that dealt in downtrodden males who were on their last legs—the ones who’d already seen years of backbreaking service or had their nerves shot from overuse of the pain collar or were sick or too old to be much good anywhere else.

      She found the very males that Mistress Crueltongue would have bought for her mines and Lexi bought them instead. She didn’t get them all—she couldn’t be everywhere at once. But she did her level best to put a big dent in the pool of available slaves at the bargain markets.

      Of course, once she had the used bodyslaves, she had to do something with them. Using some of her inheritance money,  she’d set up a small clinic on one of the moons orbiting Zetta Prime—a place where males were welcome—and paid to rehabilitate the broken-down bodyslaves and get them back on their feet. When they were able, they were free to leave and do whatever they liked—Lexi had set up a job and housing program for them and a number of them were doing quite well now.

      None of this was cheap, but she had almost unlimited resources and she was damned if she’d let that horrible Mistress Crueltongue keep on murdering people, Lexi told herself.

      Still, as satisfying as the work was, she found herself missing her cozy little bakery. It had been months now since she’d left Zetta Prime and though she kept in touch with her assistant Grettah and knew that everything was being run well in her absence, Lexi missed the smell of baking bread and the feeling of dough under her fingers.

      If only I could find a way to shut that horrible bitch down forever, I could go home, she thought longingly, as she picked her way along the dirty street, towards the biggest slave market. She was tired of living here in this big, ugly city filled with narcissistic sadists like Mistress Crueltongue—which most of the Yonnite Mistresses seemed to be.

      Of course, the obvious solution was to simply shut down the Diluthian mines, but though Lexi had made roundabout bids through a third-party agent in an effort to acquire the “Death Mines” as they were called, Mistress Crueltongue had steadfastly refused any and all offers. Apparently the mines had been in her family for generations, handed down from mother to daughter, and she wasn’t about to let them go, no matter how much money she was offered.

      Lexi’s next thought had been to go to the Sacred Seven and try to get some legislation passed to protect the hapless bodyslaves. If she could make it illegal to use them as labor in the mines, that would be almost as good as shutting the mines down. After all, there were mining robots that could do the work easily—but they cost a lot to buy and maintain and Mistress Crueltongue wasn’t going to use them unless she was forced to. She much preferred the cheap labor she got from the used bodyslaves.

      But though her Great Aunt Granipants had apparently had the “Ear of the Council” and she had heard the new Sacred Seven who had recently been elected were very fair minded, Lexi was finding it impossible to get an audience with them at all. They always seemed to be too busy to consider her legislation or even to meet and speak with her, even though she was now richer than the Goddess herself.

      Lexi thought this probably had something to do with the fact that she refused to dress like the Yonnite Mistresses or own a bodyslave like they did. But she didn’t feel like she ought to have to parade around half-naked and subjugate some poor male in order to effect meaningful legislation! It was incredibly frustrating.

      So, frustrated though not defeated, Lexi kept going every Market Day to the Down Market district. Of course, she could have hired someone to come scour the markets for slaves—it wasn’t the safest place, even in broad daylight—and she’d taken to bringing a stunner with her just in case. But she was too stubborn to give up or let someone else do it for her. She had a personal vendetta against the evil Mistress Crueltongue by now and she wasn’t about to let the other woman continue hurting helpless males.

      She wasn’t going to let that bitch win—she would do whatever it took to stop her. Even if it meant she never got to see her cozy bakery again, she thought with a sigh.

      Lexi had no idea how soon her determination would be tested in ways she never could have imagined or how far she would have to go in order to keep her resolution…
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      “Water,” Bound croaked, his deep voice hoarse. “Please…so thirsty.”

      “Shh—I’ll get you some, Brother,” Gaze promised him. He wasn’t in much better shape himself but Bound had been wounded badly during their capture and had lost a lot of blood.

      Carefully, he placed his brother’s head—which had been resting on his knee—on the crude pillow he had fashioned from a bit of cloth sacking he’d managed to scavenge. It was the only soft thing in this place, which was a flat yard paved with stained gray stones and ringed around with razor wire.

      The Horvath guards—lizard-like beings who served as mercenaries wherever the credit was good—hissed at him warningly as he approached the edge of the large enclosure, which was empty except for him and his brother. The guards all stood up straighter and put their hands on their blasters, giving him warning looks from their slitted yellow eyes.

      “Oh, come on,” Gaze growled at them. “What do you think I’m going to do? You’ve stripped me of my weapons and my brother is wounded—I wouldn’t leave without him!”

      “You won’t be leaving at all, Kindred,” the nearest Horvath guard hissed, his forked tongue flickering out menacingly. “Ssstay back from the fence!”

      “I just need some water!” Gaze said, glaring at him. “Please—he’s going to die if he doesn’t get a drink.”

      “He’sss going to die anyway,” the guard said, which caused a lot of hissing laughter from his fellows. “Just as sssoon as one of the Mistressesss comesss to buy you. You’ll be going to the Death Mines sssoon enough!”

      The hissing words struck a dull kind of fury in Gaze’s heart, but he refused to give up.

      “Well, the manager who runs this place won’t be too happy if you let one of your prisoners die before he can be sold,” he pointed out. “We’re worth nothing to anyone if we’re dead.”

      The guards stopped their hissing laughter and muttered amongst themselves. Apparently Gaze’s words hit home because—at long last—one of them passed a bucket through the razor-wire fence.

      “Here, Kindred,” he hissed. “Don’t drink it all at once—you won’t get any more than that.”

      Gaze reached for the metal bucket, taking it carefully so to avoid the latticed wire that covered the outside of the yard. The last thing he needed was to be cut up and lose a lot of blood like Bound had.

      Looking down, he saw that the bucket was half full of cloudy water which didn’t look especially good. He sniffed it carefully and then took a small sip, making sure it wasn’t poisoned. The water had a chalky aftertaste but it was still potable and Gaze didn’t taste any bitterness that might indicate poison. He wished he could drink more—he was thirsty too. But he had to save what he could for his brother.

      “Here you are, Brother,” he said, coming back to where Bound was lying on his side on the stained stones. Gently, he lifted his twin’s head and tilted the bucket so that the water reached Bound’s lips.

      At first he feared that Bound was too far gone. But then the other man licked his lips. Eyes still closed, he put one hand weakly on the side of the bucket, tilting it further. He took a few long, thirsty swallows which nearly drained the metal vessel and then let out a long sigh.

      “Better?”  Gaze asked him anxiously.

      “A…a little,” Bound muttered. “Still so fuckin’ thirsty, though.”

      “I know, Brother. I am too,” Gaze told him.

      But he knew damn well it wasn’t really water the two of them were craving—just as he knew they weren’t going to get what they really needed.

      Blood.
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      Gaze—or Star Gazer as was his full name—and his brother, Earth Bound—were both Kindred warriors. Twin Kindred to be exact. But if they had only been regular Twin Kindred, they wouldn’t both be craving blood.

      They were more than that though—much more.

      Their mother had been a rare female Blood Kindred and their fathers had been Twin Kindred. Their parents had been expecting healthy Twin Kindred sons—possibly with fangs, as was the way with Blood Kindred.

      But when the two of them were born, it became apparent that both brothers were afflicted with a rare malady. A mutation in the Blood Kindred gene they both carried led to them becoming Pitch-Bloods.

      Pitch-Blood Kindred were greatly pitied by other Blood Kindred. Because, unlike the majority of Blood Kindred, who only used their fangs to inject their Essence into the females they bonded to them, Pitch-Bloods actually needed to drink blood to survive. And unfortunately, they could not give pleasure with their bite unless the female they were biting turned out to be their Fated Mate—a one in a million chance.

      It was a terrible tragedy and a shame upon their very old family. And, since it seems as though tragedy cannot leave a family alone once it has touched them, not long after Bound and Gaze were found to be Pitch-Bloods, their parents were killed in a shuttle crash.

      After that, they were raised by their stern maternal GrandSire. He had been against his daughter’s marriage in the first place and he raised his grandsons in the strict Tranq Prime ways. Most importantly, he raised them as Blood Kindred and not as Twin Kindred. Which meant that though Bound and Gaze had grown up together and lived together all their lives, they had never shared a female, as Twin Kindred are meant to do.

      From a young age, their GrandSire had made them aware that such activities were forbidden and wrong.

      “A Blood Kindred warrior does not share his female with another male,” he lectured them again and again. “It is forbidden—a twisted practice. The two of you have already brought enough shame on our house, turning out to be Pitch-Bloods! I won’t have you acting in the filthy, sordid ways of the Twin Kindred as well!”

      So Bound and Gaze had never shared a female.

      And now it looked likely that they never would, Gaze thought, looking down at his wounded brother. Gaze had long fought against the ideas their GrandSire had instilled in them, but Bound was more constrained. He refused to try sharing a female, even now that they had been of age for many years and were often off planet, away from their conservative older relative. Instead, the two of them had tried having separate relationships with different women…but it never felt quite right.

      They weren’t as close as some Twin Kindred, who would experience actual physical pain while touching a female if their twin was not also touching her, but having a solo relationship still just didn’t work for Gaze. And though he wouldn’t admit it out loud, Bound had never been able to settle down with a female on his own either. Despite this, the Dark Twin had never been willing to go against their GrandSire’s beliefs and try sharing, so Gaze thought they were probably both doomed to be bachelors for life.

      It was one thing they disagreed upon, but Gaze loved his brother nonetheless. He might be a stubborn sonofabitch, but he had the courage of a cornered vranna. Bound had fought bravely, despite the way both of them had been drugged.

      They never should have stopped at that little cantina in the Yangstrom Space Port, Gaze thought ruefully. But they’d needed fuel for their ship and Bound had wanted a drink.

      At that point in their journey, both of them had been “running dry” as Bound had dubbed it—meaning they were both aching for blood. But there were no willing donors in that part of the galaxy. So they had made the joint decision to wait until they got home to Tranq Prime. There were several paid donors, willing to donate blood for the right price, in their home grotto. Bound had declared that they could wait a few hours longer to get their “crimson drink” as he and Gaze called it. Soon enough, their thirst would be quenched.

      Only it hadn’t been.

      Gaze knew they shouldn’t have trusted the shifty-eyed bartender in the space port cantina. The shlockian ale had tasted funny—too strong and sweet—but he had drunk it anyway because the Blood Thirst made his real thirst so much worse.

      The next thing he’d known, the world was spinning and rough hands were clamping destabilizer manacles around his wrists, which caused him to stagger and bump into everything when he tried to get out of his chair.  Bound—who was the slightly larger of the two, (seven-foot-one to Gaze’s six-foot-ten)—had started roaring and had punched their captor right in the face.

      The captor—a scaly S’hexamite slaver—had reeled backwards and for a moment Gaze had hoped they might get away. Then his hopes were dashed as the tall blue slaver pulled out a blaster and shot a hole right through Bound’s side.

      Twin Kindred have self-sealing organs, so this was actually a minor injury. The problem was, the blaster left a hole in Bound’s back that his blood-starved body couldn’t heal in time to keep him from nearly bleeding out. By the time the wound was sealed, the Dark Twin’s tan skin was almost as pale as paper and Gaze was horribly afraid he might die.

      They had been flown from the space port to Yonnie Six—possibly one of the worst places a male could end up in the universe—along with a lot of other hapless males the S’hexamite slavers had captured. The other males—who were still healthy and whole—had been taken to the regular slave market. But none of the buyers there would take Gaze or Bound.

      “Lookit the dark one—he’s nearly dead,” the last slave buyer had protested when the S’hexamite who had shot Bound tried to sell him. “And the light one’s not far behind! White as salt, the two of ‘em. If I didn’t know better, I’d think they had some kind of plague.”

      “No plague—these are fine, healthy Kindred stock,” the S’hexamite slaver protested. “They make the finest bodyslaves because they will not hurt a female. They are highly valued by the Mistresses of Yonnie Six.”

      “They might be highly valued when they’re alive, but these are nearly dead,” the slave buyer for the premium market declared. “No—you keep ‘em yourself or else sell ‘em at the Down Market slave district—though I doubt you can get anybody to buy them even there. What good is a dead slave?”

      And so that was where they found themselves, Gaze thought bitterly. The two of them dying of Blood Thirst, here in the dregs of the Yonnite slave system. And neither of them had really lived—not like Twin Kindred were meant to live—as extensions of each others’ lives. Their GrandSire had drilled into their heads how wicked it would be to live as Twin Kindred were meant to, and now
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