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Excerpt:

“You coming portside, Kit?” Jal asked as the docking clamps pulled the Nevermore into position.

Kitana gave him a look of derision, which was mildly disconcerting on a Kitali’s face. Do I need your permission now?
“Hey, I was just being polite.”

The Kitali extended one elegant paw and licked it as if it was the only thing in the ‘verse worth bothering about.

Not many Kats allow humans this degree of familiarity, she said, her voice a purr in his head.

“Yeah, yeah. I know you only stay ‘cos of all the tasty vermin on board.” The ship gave a jolt as it was jerked into place, which sent Jal’s elbow smacking into the edge of the console. Kitana, by contrast, barely even seemed to notice.

You really should clean this place up. It’s a dump.

“And risk losing you, Kit? Never.”

Kitana snorted, but she looked smug.

Jal grabbed his docking documents and waited for the airlock to cycle open. He wasn’t worried about Kitana or Pavel. They could make their own way into the ‘port if they were so inclined.

“Welcome to Spaceport Adana,” said the official in her red and grey uniform. She gave him an up-and-down as she spoke, and smiled, smoothing her dark glossy hair. She was humanoid, but not human. The faint purple tinge to her skin gave away her mixed heritage.

That, and the antennae which were scoping him out even as she checked his documents.

Somebody wants to get in your pants, sang Kitana’s voice, and he looked around but couldn’t see her anywhere.

Somebody ain’t gonna, Jal thought. Sure, the girl was attractive, but getting girls into bed required time and social skills, neither of which were things Jal had in large supply. He wanted to get laid—it had been weeks since he’d even seen another humanoid, and his onboard stash of porn just wasn’t doing it for him—but he wasn’t about to waste time and effort getting to know someone when he could just go down to the red light district on Level 7 and get his cock sucked for a hundred credits.

Oh, and don’t let her see behind the bulkheads, Kitana’s voice added.

Bulkheads? Which bulkheads? He knew Kitana was hoarding treasure somewhere—all Kats did—but she’d never seen fit to share it with him, and they had an unspoken agreement that if he ever went poking around after it, she’d take it and leave.

And, not that he’d ever admit it out loud, Jal was pretty fond of the Kats he shared his ship with.

“I’ll need to inspect your ship, of course,” said the official, hitting buttons on her scanner, and Jal sighed and waved a bunch of credits at her. She looked disappointed.

Told you she wanted to get into your pants, Kitana said, and Jal scowled, because the little Kat really wasn’t anywhere to be seen, which meant she was omniscient or something, which was damn annoying.

Bite me, Kit, he thought, and gave the woman an extra hundred. She wrote her personal com address on his receipt, which he tossed, and went to find some kind of amusement on Level 7.

Most spaceports outside IAC territory had areas of legalized prostitution. For a few thousand credits, prostis could even join a union which offered health benefits and the opportunity to offer their wares in a secure environment. Of course, most spaceports inside Alliance territory also had red light districts, but being illegal they were both expensive and dangerous. Jal, along with the traders and miners who frequented the ‘port, preferred a safe environment when getting his cock sucked.

He ran his credit balance through his mind. Hmm. He could probably afford a proper Nil Raja for an hour or two, or maybe he could hire a couple of girls if he didn’t pay close attention to their markings. Most prostis were reluctant to leave the safety of Level 7, which meant splashing out a few extra credits on a room if he wanted any privacy.

He rubbed the back of his neck as he walked. Privacy could wait. He wanted to spend an hour or two exploring the body of a pretty girl, but right now, he just wanted an orgasm he didn’t have to bring about himself.

Nila’s blow job booth was busy, half a dozen impatient miners waiting for her services, a couple of them already palming their cocks as they watched her blowing a Fedoran’s gigantic member. Dammit, he didn’t want to wait. Maybe one of the other girls was available.

“You want blow job, mister?” said a voice, a young man, and Jal glanced at him. Slim-hipped, Nil Raja markings twining around his cock. Fake, of course. “You want elki-palki?”

Jal shook his head. He’d tried it with male Nil Raja once or twice, but it hadn’t done much for him. He much preferred a wet pussy, a soft breast in his hand and smooth skin sliding against his. He could take a woman’s ass, though. Hmm. Maybe he’d find a girl willing to take it the back way when he was done taking the edge off.

The booths were rarely manned—or womanned—by Nil Raja. That wasn’t to say the prostis sucking cocks for a hundred credits a time hadn’t painted themselves with the intricate markings of the Otha, the famous Nil Rajan whore caste, or dyed their hair blue, but Jal knew an authentic Nil Raja when he saw one. And he knew that the Otha, so exquisitely skilled it was said they could make a man cream his pants with a single look, had better things to do that to offer blow jobs for a hundred credits on the corner of Jianhuo and Niubi.

The girl next to Nila was busy sucking the cock of a miner who had his eyes closed and an expression of intense concentration on his face. I hope I don’t look that stupid when I’m having sex, Jal thought, but then the miner came with a grunt, withdrew his cock and stepped away, and the girl was free.

She wasn’t Nil Raja, although something about her markings drew his attention.

Buy link: http://changelingpress.com/product.php?&upt=book&ubid=892
