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Glossary of Terms

	 

	 

	 

	Words

	 

	Planet Name: Alashar

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

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

	High Commander: Rahna

	Warrior: Saran

	The Supreme Soul Healer: Sha Sha Ar

	Cock: Haro

	Supreme Commander (king): Nall

	Consort (male or female): Sahn

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

	Battleship: Battle craft, warring version of the hovercraft.

	The Alasharian’s most precious metal: Nor

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

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

	Popular flower with swirling petals: Olar

	Plant used to make rope: Roash

	Flowering Tree: Rya

	 

	Alasharian sayings, titles or descriptions:

	 

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

	Parcel of time: Different increments of time. One parcel is similar to an hour.

	Daybreak meal: Breakfast.

	Late day meal: Dinner

	Alashar revolution: A year.

	Dearest heavens/In the name of the Healer: Their version of ‘OMG!’

	Blessings of the Stars/May the Stars Bless You: Well-wishes/good luck

	Doctor of Systems: Scientist.

	Doctor of Medicine: Doctor.

	Executive Overseer of the Supreme Commander’s Cuisine – Executive chef to the Nall.

	Swaying: agitation

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

	Memory images: Pictures

	Illuminators: Flashlight

	Light Beam Shooter: Handheld weapon that emits a super-heated red beam of light that can melt metal upon contact.

	Light Beam Launcher: Larger version, good for ground to air and long distance.

	 

	
Chapter One

	 

	 

	 

	Morgan gasped, then exhaled on a low moan as he came for the third time that day. He barely had a drop of seed left and he was exhausted. Only this time, the drain on his energy seemed different, less all-consuming. Is the bonding almost over? Equal parts relief and sadness filled him at the realization. I shouldn’t be selfish. The danger and uncertainty that surrounded them—and the mystery over why Chris, Lasar and Nary were taking so long to arrive at the hideout—didn’t give him the right to wish that he and his Alasharian matches could stay within the joyous bubble the sealing process had demanded of their bodies.

	Rama tugged Morgan close to his chest and Hallosh wrapped his body around Morgan’s back, embracing them both. They were a mess of cum and sweat, never having taken the time to clean up after their previous romp. Instead, they’d fallen asleep on the jumble of blankets and mattresses that took up most of the floor space in the private cubicle where they’d chosen to complete their soul match bonding. Morgan was sore in all the right places and in a few he wished he weren’t. The past several days had been stressful and exhausting in the underground military facility where they remained in hiding, the only respite being the pull of the soul match between him and his Alasharian mates. Their bonding had been his only comfort.

	“Ahna Rama?” Morgan idly played with one of the golden beads intertwined in a thick tuft of Rama’s black hair. “What happens when the bond between us is complete?”

	“We’ll care about things other than sex, food and sleep.” Rama chuckled. “I honestly never dreamed it would be like this, be so overpowering.”

	Hallosh yawned as he snuggled closer. “Agreed. Although I suppose it’s not so much that we haven’t cared about anything else, just that it’s been such a challenge to do anything about it.”

	Morgan’s stomach clenched whenever talk shifted to the looming battle that was ahead of them all, human and Alasharian alike. His Ahna Rama had been a celebrated warrior for many years, a Rahna to the fighters who served under him. And while his other Ahna, Hallosh, was not a warrior but an ex-advisor to the Nall, he was still strong and able to fight. All males and females of both races who had the ability to battle would be called upon. Morgan wanted his mates to do their part, but the bonding process between them had depleted their reserves. Fear for the beings he loved so much, who he’d only now begun to share a life with, never entirely left his mind. 

	“Easy, Nasha.” Rama pressed his lips to Morgan’s head. “We will protect you with our lives.”

	Hallosh nuzzled Morgan’s neck. “Yes, love. We would never let anyone near you.”

	Morgan fought back the tears that were forming. “But who will protect both of you? I want to help, want to know my Ahnas will also be safe.”

	“I am strong and so is Hallosh. There will be a part for you to play, Nasha. But it won’t be in battle.”

	Morgan huffed. “I know how you see me, Ahna Rama. I’ve been weak and afraid since the invasion began. My behavior when I first went to live with you was just as bad. Yet when I consider what my life would be like if something were to happen to either one of you? That is more terrifying to me than any physical harm I might face.”

	Both his mates cocooned him even more. Rama spoke against his ear, his deep voice low and soothing. “I know you are brave, sweet Nasha. I believe that’s the true reason you love the dragons in your stories so much. They’re strong and majestic.” He pressed his lips to Morgan’s head before continuing, “But it’s clear you also understand how important it is to me and Hallosh that you remain safe. If we were to be in battle, while also worrying over your safety, that’s what would make us weak. If you want us to be strong, you will obey your Ahnas.”

	Morgan’s heart hammered. Just the hint of danger regarding his mates terrified him. Still, he needed to trust, submit to his Ahnas the way Rama said. Chris had helped explain the concept of the balancing between them all, how their mastery over him and his submission which was freely offered would combine to make them stronger than if they were on their own. His obedience would be more powerful than any other support he could give.

	Morgan sighed, determined to stay resolute. “Yes, Ahnas. I’ll obey. But if there’s anything I can do to help, even if it’s not on the battlefield, even if it’s a chore that needs to be done here in the caves, I need to do it. I’ll go crazy if all I do is sit here and wait to find out whether you’re both okay.”

	They fell silent, and Morgan imagined they were all contemplating what they’d shared. As much as he wanted to only dwell on the love and comfort of his mates, one enormous worry overshadowed everything else. 

	Chris. 

	In the days since they’d first arrived at the military facility, no communication from Chris or his matches, Lasar and Nary, had been received. Their own journey to the hideout had been treacherous, with one of the Nall’s battleships attempting to shoot them down. As it was, an Alasharian ally ship had been sacrificed to protect the others. What if Chris was shot down too? He didn’t want to give voice to his fear, didn’t want to consider the possibility that his cousin and closest friend might be gone. As it was, unease had spread throughout the hideout as humans and Alasharians whispered that their spiritual leader might be dead.

	Hallosh and Rama both murmured reassurances to him, his worry undoubtedly strong enough in his spirit that they’d been able to see a picture in their minds of what saddened him. Rama angled back his head as he placed a finger under Morgan’s chin, encouraging him to lift it so he could capture his gaze.

	“Sweet Nasha, it is much too soon to give up hope. Sha Sha Ar wouldn’t have chosen Chris if his soul hadn’t led him to your cousin. And he has two of the finest Alasharian warriors at his side. You mustn’t worry yourself—you’ll be no good to any of us if you make yourself sick. You need to remain strong for Chris’ mother and sisters. Don’t let them see your fear.”

	Morgan gave a slight nod against the pillow as he held Rama’s gaze. “I’m trying. Before we left, Chris said something about how the Void would attempt to trick us, find our weaknesses and poison our minds that way. I wonder if this is what he meant? Because whenever I get too scared or too worried, that awful sensation of blackness that filled me at the execution starts to build.”

	Rama furrowed his brow, his clear blue eyes radiating concern. “Have you been attacked again?”

	Hallosh let out a low growl as he clutched Morgan tighter. Morgan covered Hallosh’s hand where he gripped his waist in an attempt to reassure him.

	“No, nothing like that. It’s difficult to explain. The best way I can think of describing it would be like when you hear a far-off sound, but you can’t quite tell what it is.”

	Rama still appeared uncertain. “Then why do you believe it’s connected to the Void?”

	“Because the dread in the pit of my stomach is still there, and that unspeakable buzzing is like that far-off noise. I know it sounds crazy, but I think whatever that thing is, it’s trying to get to me still. But it can’t, because our bond is much too strong for it to penetrate.”

	At last the corners of Rama’s lips curled up and the lines in his forehead smoothed. “Then you have your answer. The love we share will keep us all safe.” Rama gave him a wink. “And once we have more time to train you and you get a proper balancing session, you’ll feel even better.”

	Morgan frowned. “I enjoyed the spanking and I’m always respectful.”

	“Oh, Morgan.” Rama brushed his hair back from his forehead as Hallosh chuckled then pressed his lips to Morgan’s neck. “Of course you are. You’re perfect for us, a wonderful Nasha. But the balancing helps to maintain the peace within the match.”

	“Yes, Nasha.” The deep rumble of Hallosh’s voice sounded next to his ear. “We are as we should be right now. Once the rebellion has been a success, we can build our life together, have numerous balancing sessions.” Hallosh nipped at Morgan’s earlobe. “And many, many revolutions of enjoying our bond.”

	Rama crushed their mouths together and Morgan let the kiss envelop him before Hallosh joined in. The urgency of their connection as three brought the soul match hum alive. For the first time since the initial kiss had sparked their bonding, he wasn’t overtaken by the hum. It remained static, embracing them, but not compelling them to succumb to their desire.

	Our bond is complete. Morgan held on to Rama’s and Hallosh’s words, as well as his own. He had to believe the soul match that entwined them together would be their biggest defense against the insidious force of the Void, the light that would eradicate the dark. 

	Otherwise, all who had bonded and those who were allies would be damned along with him and his mates.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Graham paced the length of the sparring mat in the workout room. Once he’d reach one edge of the sectioned-off area, he’d whip his body around and march in the opposite direction. He’d repeated the same move innumerable times as he tried to work off the nerves and anxious energy surging through his veins and, in general, making him nuts.

	Fuck this. 

	If he’d calculated correctly, he and his Alasharian matches would be nearing the completion of their bonding. He wasn’t nearly as exhausted, starving or horny as he’d been once he’d surrendered to the inevitability of being Oman’s and Balor’s mate. But his current agitation had nothing to do with the match. The speech Commander Lara wished him to make that night was what had him about to burst out of his skin.

	Fuck everything. Fuck the Nall, fuck the Void, fuck the humans and Alasharians staring at me like I’m a freak or a liar or whatever, fuck this fucking military prison… Fuck it all.

	If even one of the attendees at the gathering that evening suggested he was making up what he knew of Chris or putting on an act to embellish the horrors he’d suffered at the hands of the Nall, he’d tell them to go fuck themselves, then leave. He’d take his mates and go hide in the fucking wilderness like he’d been doing before his dad and brother had decided to blow up the Alasharian pleasure party. 

	Yeah. That worked out well.

	If it hadn’t been for the Alasharians who’d intervened, he would’ve been swinging from a rope like Paul and his father.

	“There you are.” Oman’s voice startled him from his rage-filled thoughts.

	Graham spun around to face him, stopping the forward momentum he’d been on. Only then did he realize how out of breath he was. And how goddamned tired. Maybe the bond wasn’t quite as complete as he’d assumed. 

	“Hey.” His heart fluttered at the sight of Oman. His mate’s smile calmed him, filled him with the essence of peace he was unable to find anywhere else. Unless I’m with Balor. He answered with his own smile, the certainty of the love they shared as three the only comfort left to him.

	Oman approached the edge of the mat then paused, as though he didn’t want to infringe on Graham’s personal space. From the moment they’d all met, both his mates had gone out of their way to respect his boundaries, never touching him unless invited, never pressuring him in any way. Graham sighed, his shoulders slumping as he hung his head. Pushing his mates away and causing them emotional anguish due to his own demons didn’t seem fair. He glanced up, the compassion shining from Oman’s eyes surprising him.

	“How can you be so accepting, so unflustered by my anger?” Graham stepped toward Oman. “I know you have to be experiencing this turmoil that’s eating a hole in my gut. What’s worse is I know Balor is suffering through it as well.” Graham cringed as shame filled him at the thought of the sensitive Alasharian hurting in any way. “Is he all right?”

	Oman extended a hand, a silent offer of reassurance. Once again, he was humbled by Oman’s consideration. Both his Alasharian matches had made it clear they would love and protect him even if Graham refused to seal the bond.

	Graham stepped into Oman’s embrace. He rested his head against Oman’s chest, inhaling the uniquely earthy smell of his lover. Balor had a lighter scent, almost floral, although Graham couldn’t relate it to any flower he knew. But when they made love, their arousal took on a spicier, more distinctive aroma, reminding him of a cinnamon candle his mother used to burn at Christmas. 

	One of Graham’s worries the first time the soul match hum had been triggered between them was that his senses would be repulsed by the smell they emitted. The rape and torture he’d endured at the hands of the Nall and other Alasharians he’d been given to as a plaything had imprinted every sight, smell and touch into his terrified mind. However, his concern had been unfounded. In the same way the Alasharians who had been poisoned by the Void no longer had the sparkling eyes of an unaffected Alasharian, the smell his abusers had given off when turned on had been sour and bitter, like milk that had spoiled then been left in the sun.

	Oman rubbed his back with soft caresses. He kissed Graham’s temple then regarded him. “All Balor cares about is your wellbeing. When you feel you’re ready, I think it would help to reassure him if he could at least see you before it’s time for the gathering tonight.”

	Jesus. I’m such an asshole. “Yeah, of course.” Graham furrowed his brow. “I know I’m being selfish right now. Please don’t take this the wrong way, but our soul match couldn’t have come at a worse time. Not only because of what I went through, and what happened to my family, it’s also because we haven’t been allowed to experience the bond on our terms. Instead, because of that fucking asshole and the Void, we’re forced to begin our lives together in this godforsaken mountain hideaway with an audience of nosy humans and judgmental Alasharians.”

	Oman nodded. “I know, Graham. This isn’t what I wanted either. Regardless, I’m grateful you came to us when you did.” Oman’s mouth twisted in a sneer. “I only wish I could’ve saved you before that evil monster had you in his clutches.”

	“Yeah.” Graham huffed. “You have no idea how much I wish the same.” He wrapped his arms around Oman’s waist and pressed his cheek against the hard planes of his mate’s body again. “But I’m grateful too. I never knew such a deep connection could exist between… Well, between any beings.” He gave Oman a squeeze before letting him go. “Hey. I sincerely do want to be alone with both of you before the speech tonight. But there’s something I gotta do first.”

	Oman brushed his hand across the top of Graham’s head, carding his fingers through the short strands of brown hair. “Whatever you need, Graham.”

	“I’ll meet you guys back in our room in a bit, all right?”

	In answer, Oman gave him a slow, thorough kiss. The moment the hum seemed to blur the edges of where Graham ended and Oman began, he broke the connection. “Take your time, my love. We’ll be waiting.”

	Oman gave him one more peck on the lips then left the gym. Graham chewed on his thumbnail as he pondered why the compulsion to seek advice from someone other than his mates had taken hold. Yet, what it came down to was doing whatever it took to give him the strength he’d need to talk about his ordeal, to bare all in front of the group of strangers who made up the rebellion. He wasn’t too keen on sharing the gruesome details in front of Chris’ mom or Morgan, either.

	Graham sucked in a deep breath then slowly let it out. He hadn’t been placating Oman when he’d told him he wanted to be with them before his speech. Better get on with it.

	As Graham made his way out of the gym, he took a right toward the area of the underground facility that housed the generators, as well as a room stuffed with control panels and several computers. Arthur, a physics professor who Graham had befriended when they’d first arrived, would undoubtedly be in there tinkering with the equipment. 

	Something about the older man had clicked with him, and what Graham believed he needed right then was the perspective of someone he admired, but who wasn’t one of his mates. Or an Alasharian. Only another human could understand where he was coming from.

	Once Graham had passed the generator room, taking a cursory glance inside as he headed toward the control area, the sound of Arthur whistling a cheery tune reached his ears. Graham never ceased to be impressed with his new friend. No matter how dire things were, Arthur remained hopeful. Not in a way that was oblivious to the seriousness of their circumstances, but in a way that encouraged those around him to seek answers for a better future.

	Graham cleared his throat as he stood in the threshold watching Arthur clickety-clack on the keyboard of a desktop computer. His bushy eyebrows were drawn together in deep concentration with his eyes narrowed in what seemed to be intense determination. Or weak vision. Like almost every human since the invasion, they’d run for their lives with whatever they’d had on their backs and little else. Or were captured and left with nothing, not even their clothing. Graham frowned at the unwelcome thought. He redirected his attention on the busy Arthur. The ex-professor sat perched on the edge of a rolling office chair at the far end of a row of darkened monitor and touch screens with dials and switches of unknown purposes.

	Arthur glanced up. “Hello, Graham. Come on in.”

	As Graham entered the room, he noted with amusement that Arthur’s frantic typing hadn’t slowed even when he’d been speaking. Graham nabbed one of the many available rolling chairs then slid it in Arthur’s direction. He positioned himself next to Arthur, but at an angle that would prevent him from prying into whatever it was he was doing. It wasn’t that he believed Arthur was doing anything covert, or that he would care if Graham took a peek. But the basic right to privacy in every aspect of their lives since the invasion had been so thoroughly annihilated, it had become a touchy subject for him.

	Graham waited in silence for Arthur to finish what he was doing. Or maybe I’m stalling. He wasn’t looking forward to going over the subject of his speech that night any more than he was anxious to give it.

	Arthur sighed, then ran his stubby fingers through his scraggly white hair that always appeared as if it were being blown about by a violent windstorm. He offered Graham a warm smile. “What can I do for you? I’d like to believe you’re here to keep an old man company while he putters away on a password-encrypted, top-secret military machine to find answers to questions I haven’t asked yet, but I sense you have more important business with me.”

	Graham pressed his lips together and nodded. “To me at least.”

	“Ah, but if it’s in regards to what I think it is, then its significance will be all encompassing.”

	Graham shifted in the black chair, the padded back making an annoying squeak from his movements. “Do you think so? I mean, seriously? I worry that all I’ll accomplish is enraging the humans, many who are still questioning if the Alasharian allies can be trusted. And I’m not sure if throwing my stories of torture in the face of our allies regarding their leader will endear any of them to me, either.” Graham rubbed at his forehead. “Fuck. This all seemed like a great idea a few days ago.”

	Arthur leaned back in his desk chair, clasping his fingers together before resting his folded hands on his slight paunch. “Then let’s talk about that. What was it about standing before our rag-tag bunch and telling your story that made it such a wonderful idea at the time?”

	Graham wrinkled his brow, chewing on his lip as he brought up the memory of the fury that had torn through him when the request had been made by Commander Lara through Oman. “It’s that I wanted everyone to know the truth of what happened to me, wanted to make it clear that if any Alasharian was having doubts about going after that prick, that if one of their own advisors being hung by the Nall wasn’t enough, then maybe seeing how cruel he is in general might cement their resolve.”

	“Makes perfect sense to me. And from what I understand, you also knew Chris, our missing spiritual leader, at one time? Because that seems mighty important too. Alien or not, human or not, we all do better when there’s someone to look to when we’re fighting for a cause.”

	“True.” Graham shifted in his seat again, still uneasy in his own skin. “But that’s not really my story as much as it’s Morgan, his matches’ and Oman’s. They all dealt with him directly right before he disappeared.” Graham sighed. “Not to mention his mom. Although, I doubt she’s going to want to get up there and make any grand declarations.”

	Arthur pursed his lips as he nodded. “Regardless, your story will carry a lot of weight. And your verification of Chris’ existence prior to the invasion is still relevant. You know, Graham, all these concerns you’re sharing with me are valid. But they’re not why you’re here, are they?”

	Graham swallowed hard as he took in Arthur’s piercing gaze. “No. They’re not.” Graham dropped his head in his hands, sucking in a deep breath before raising it again. “At first, I was ready to shout it to everyone, to grab them by their shoulders and shake them, scream in their faces, ‘Look what that fucking asshole did to me, is this what you are? Who you are as a race?’” Graham let out a groan. “But as the reality sank in of going before everyone and talking about the very thing I’m still fighting to survive, still battling against in my mind every hour of every day—I’m more terrified of what will happen to me if I give voice to those horrors.”

	Arthur leaned forward and grasped Graham’s hand. He gave it a squeeze then settled back in his chair. “You know, my Lora and I never had children. Wasn’t because we couldn’t, but we were a couple hippies back in the day, traveling around in our little VW bus until we finally settled and put down roots. Then, we both decided we’d change the world through educating ourselves, and hopefully educating others.” Arthur shrugged. “By the time we’d earned our doctorates and were immersed in our teaching careers, the chance had passed us by. We talked about it a few times, whether we regretted not taking the time to have a family, and the truth of it was, we didn’t.” Arthur smiled and shook his head. “Every once in a while, one of our so-called friends or associates would take it upon themselves to remind us what a big mistake we’d made, what we missed out on by not having kids. Of course, that would be about the time I’d tell them to go fuck themselves, that it was none of their business. But hey, I always have had the tendency to speak my mind.”

	Graham couldn’t help but laugh. He hadn’t been clear in his mind as to why he’d wanted to seek out Arthur’s advice, only that it felt right. Even if he didn’t understand where Arthur was going with his story, just being able to say out loud what had been eating at him had helped. And as much as he adored both his Alasharian matches, he needed someone outside of the situation to be a sounding board.

	“So, I take it you guys didn’t have a lot of friends?”

	Arthur snorted out a laugh. “We had plenty of friends. It’s just they were the kinds of friends who were worth having.” Arthur squeezed his hand again. “Guess I sort of rambled on there, but my point is that even though I never experienced that paternal urge prior to the invasion, for some reason you’ve brought it out in me.”

	Graham arched his eyebrows. “Oh. Really?” He sniffed. A well of emotion built in him from Arthur’s words, the too-recent pain of losing his father jumping to the forefront of his mind. It didn’t matter that he hadn’t gotten along well with him, only that he’d become an orphan with a damaged mind and body since the Alasharians had plundered their world. “I hadn’t thought too much about it, but you seem like family to me too. I guess that’s why I came looking for you.” Graham’s face heated. He wasn’t without emotion or attachments to people. He just didn’t talk about it much. 

	Arthur regarded him with a knowing smile. “Then if you’ll allow me to be a parent figure to you, this is my advice. Don’t censor yourself. Go with what your gut is telling you.” Arthur scratched his head as he chuckled. “I have to admit, a lot of this spiritual hullabaloo that’s been bandied about perplexes me. I view things from a different angle when it comes to questions about life and existence. But I’ll be the first to concede that I’ve witnessed some remarkable things since the Alasharians arrived.” Arthur locked gazes with him. “Not the least of which was how we were able to break into a secret military facility based on a vision from Chris. I witnessed that first-hand, hell, I participated in busting into this joint.” Arthur tilted his head. “I say follow your instincts, Graham. I now believe that’s the biggest weapon we have against this nightmare.” Arthur gave him a hearty pat on his knee. “With that said, go get ’em, tiger.”

	 

	 

	 

	
Chapter Two

	 

	 

	 

	Graham hurried through the long pattern of hallways that led back to the main living area of their temporary home. Meeting with Arthur had offered him some clarity. Maybe all he’d needed was to voice his thoughts out loud, but whatever it was, his mind didn’t feel as weighed down as it had before. Once he’d reached their private cubicle, he took a deep breath before entering. Despite his inner turmoil, he was still Ahna to Balor and he took that responsibility seriously. His stomach fluttered. But caring for Balor was also a joy.

	The moment he stepped into the room, Balor shoved a tray of food off his lap, then scrambled onto his knees before traveling the short distance to Graham’s feet. He lay face down, his nose pressed to the floor in the traditional greeting a Nasha offered their Ahna. Not sure I’ll ever get used to that. Graham fought the urge to blurt out the way he always did that it was unnecessary. However, once he’d witnessed Balor’s hurt caused by his protests and Oman had explained to him how important it was to Balor to demonstrate his submission, Graham had determined he would accept it for the sake of his mate’s feelings.

	Graham waited for Balor to complete the ritual by placing a kiss at the end of each of Graham’s boot-covered toes. It had been amazing when they’d found the stash of military
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