

 Table of Contents


Title Page



>> Exclusive Free Prequel <<



Chapter One



Chapter Two



Chapter Three



Chapter Four



Chapter Five



Chapter Six



Chapter Seven



Chapter Eight



Chapter Nine



Chapter Ten



Chapter Eleven



Chapter Twelve



Chapter Thirteen



Chapter Fourteen



Chapter Fifteen



Chapter Sixteen



Chapter Seventeen



BONUS BOOK 1: The Alien Abduction



BONUS BOOK 2: The Alien's Treason



About The Author



>> Note To All Readers <<



Exclusive Free Prequel



Prequel Book Preview





THE KIORIA BARBARIAN'S BABY




 



 




BLUE KIORIA BARBARIANS



 

 


 



 



 




By: Ruby Snow



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


© Copyright 2016 By Ruby Snow - All Rights Reserved.



In no way is it legal to reproduce, duplicate, or transmit any part of this document in either electronic means or in printed format. Recording of this publication is strictly prohibited and any storage of this document is not allowed unless with written permission from the publisher. All rights reserved.


 


Respective authors own all copyrights not held by the publisher.



 



WARNING:
 This eBook contains sexually explicit scenes and adult language. It may be considered offensive to some readers. This eBook is for sale to adults ONLY.


Table of Contents



>> Exclusive Free Prequel <<



Chapter One



Chapter Two



Chapter Three



Chapter Four



Chapter Five



Chapter Six



Chapter Seven



Chapter Eight



Chapter Nine



Chapter Ten



Chapter Eleven



Chapter Twelve



Chapter Thirteen



Chapter Fourteen



Chapter Fifteen



Chapter Sixteen



Chapter Seventeen



BONUS BOOK 1: The Alien Abduction



BONUS BOOK 2: The Alien's Treason



About The Author



>> Note To All Readers <<



Exclusive Free Prequel



Prequel Book Preview




>> Exclusive Free Prequel <<



 





Get Your FREE Personal Copy Today!







Exclusive Prequel: Blue Kioria Barbarians







[image: ]









http://rubysnow.com/ruby-romance-readers-club






P/S: Scroll Down For The Prequel Book Preview!





Chapter One



 


Doctor Nicole Reade placed her jewelry box in the dark blue suitcase. This may very well be the last time she would see this house and possibly this planet, she thought to herself as she zipped the suitcase up. She had already sold her furniture, and given away nearly every possession she owned. She thought how dramatic it must look, as if she was running off to become a nun or did not plan to come back.

 

That part was true as she did not plan to come back this time. Her future was uncertain and so was the fate of Earth. Once, she had been a research scientist at the Jet Propulsion Laboratory in Pasadena, California. That was still true, but that description no longer had any meaning. She now belonged to a shape shifting alien named Jorgen from the planet Kioria, and she was dedicated to saving her planet.

 

She laughed to herself as she thought about how completely crazy that sounded. She turned off the light and wheeled the suitcase to the living room. She looked out the window at the cars driving by on the street and thought that these people simply had no idea that their lives could be changed in an instant. Jorgen came from an advanced race that was planning to invade earth and she knew that she was running out of time to stop it.

Jorgen had assured her that the invasion would be peaceful and that earth would only be subjugated, yet Nicole could not bear the thought of her people becoming the possession of a galactic empire. Yet, she loved Jorgen with all her heart and hoped that she could convince him and his Emperor to spare Earth. It was a long shot, but it was all she had.

 

“Are you ready?” Jorgen asked as he stood by the door. He was blonde, tall with broad shoulders and incredibly handsome. In human form, he always reminded her of a Viking warrior. She knew that they had a ship to catch but she was overcome with lust. She wanted nothing more than to peel his clothes off and have sex with him on the cold, bare floor.

 

“You do remember that I can read your thoughts,” he said as his eyes changed color to a brilliant blue.

 

“Yes, I was hoping you would,” she purred.

 

“Nicole, you know that I want nothing more than to have you right here, but our departure window is very narrow. We have to go right now.”

 

“I know. It’s just that it’s been so long since I have been with you. When you told me we were going to be assigned to Earth, I thought you meant together,” she answered petulantly.

 

“It’s been tough on me as well, but we will have plenty of time to make up for it, I promise,” he said as he reached for her suitcase.

Nicole sighed. She took one last look around and followed Jorgen to her car.

 

She slid into the driver’s seat of her Audi sports sedan and turned the key in the ignition, the engine purred to life. Nicole had not realized until that moment how much she was going to miss driving. It was a minor sacrifice to give for the adventure of a lifetime. She turned to her companion, smiled, backed into the street and left her house behind.

 

Driving through her old neighborhood, she was surprised at how few people she had said goodbye to. Both of her parents were dead, she was an only child and devotion to her work kept her from making many friends. She realized with a jolt, how easily she could disappear off this planet without anyone questioning her whereabouts. For someone who had so few people in her life, she was committed to making sure that all the people in the world would never know how close they came to invasion, at least, that was her intention.

 

“Nicole, you know that I intend on doing everything can to keep your planet free, but I cannot make any promises,” said Jorgen as he reached over and lightly touched her leg in a reassuring gesture.

 

“I know that you will and I know that it will be a peaceful invasion, but I just wish there was some other way.”

 

“Right now, there is no other way. My people need those minerals for space travel. If we don’t have them, we will surely fall to the Langarians.”

Nicole had nearly died because of a Langarian agent on Jorgen’s planet. She suspected this rival empire would do far worse to Earth than just subjugate it. She shuddered, thinking of what would happen to her home planet if the Langarians invaded it.

 

Jorgen answered her thoughts. “Nicole, there is a reason we have been at war with them for a millennia. We may enslave or subjugate, but we do not destroy the planets that we invade. The Langarians are not like that. I assure you that an invasion by my people is far preferable than the destruction the Langarians would bring with them.”

 

“I know there does not seem like any other way. If your people invade, at least Earth and its solar system are protected. It’s not much of a tradeoff, but I guess it beats the alternative.”

 

“Exactly, are you sure you want to come back with me? I don’t know when we will back to Earth. It could be the next three months or the next ten in your years, it will be entirely up to the Emperor.”

 

“Jorgen, I am sure. I want to be with you and besides, how could a girl possibly give up the chance to live on an exotic red planet somewhere far, far away?”

 

“Is there anything you will miss?” he asked tenderly.

 

“I will miss the green trees, the blue ocean and pizza.”

Jorgen laughed. Nicole drove high into the hills overlooking Pasadena. Soon, she would be transported to a space ship high above the planet. She looked at the trees and the green grass, the buildings and the blue sky, and she silently bid them all farewell.

 

It seemed like it was only yesterday that she met Jorgen. Her research at the Jet Propulsion Laboratory in Pasadena was going well. She could still recall the lab and her office, and how it felt to go to work every day and lead a team as they researched the potential of the mineral known as Promethium.

 

Her work was ground breaking and had attracted the attention of a scientist from Norway named Doctor Jorgen Haugan. She looked at Jorgen sitting in the passenger seat of her car and thought about the first time she had met him at her lab. He had taken an interest in her work and had even taken an interest in her. His blonde hair and muscles had proved to be an irresistible combination and still did, even now. He smiled at her in a way that made her tremble with excitement. When she met him over a year ago, she thought he was a smoking hot and brilliant scientist. She had no way of knowing that he was an alien from the distant world of Kioria.

 

He came from an ancient race of shape shifting aliens that could assume any form they wanted and even choose their color, although he preferred to be blue. Their technology was advanced and they flew through the universe in sleek spaceships. It was incredible how much Nicole’s life had changed since she discovered the truth about Jorgen and had visited his planet.

She turned the car onto the road leading into the hills. The engine groaned as the car sped up the incline. Her thoughts turned not only to Jorgen, but also to the enemies of his people, the Langarians. She was shocked to discover that her faithful, slightly nerdy lab assistant Gavin had been a spy for the Langarian Empire, the mortal enemies of Jorgen and his fellow Kiorians.

 

She shuddered involuntarily when she thought about Gavin and his diabolical plans. He was responsible for kidnapping her and was responsible for her nearly being killed by the Kiorian Emperor. It was a terrible time and one she was glad to see come to an end, yet, she would gladly go through it all again if it meant being with Jorgen.

 

The trees with brown bark and green leaves rushed past her windshield. On Kioria, they were shades of crimson with leaves that could be any shocking color such as red or orange. The plants were red and the water was a golden hue. The planet that she was returning to glittered like a bright red jewel when viewed from space. It was the home world to an ancient empire of planets that could easily be half a million years old.

 

As much as she would miss Earth and the delights of her own planet, she knew that she belonged at Jorgen’s side. He was the man who she was meant to be with. It did not matter, where he was from or that he could change colors. She loved him and the opportunity to live on an alien planet. As a scientist and a woman in love, there cannot be a better place to be than Kioria.



Chapter Two




They reached the clearing in the woods high above the city. She had left her car unlocked, with the keys in the seat. She would no longer need it. Jorgen reached into his pocket and pulled out a cell phone. Nicole took one last look around at the green trees and listened to the birds sing. He entered a numeric sequence into the phone and in the flash of blinding light, they were transported onto the ship.

 

The quarters on this ship were spacious. The last time she had been instantaneously transported onto a space ship, she had been too overwhelmed by the shock of the experience to assess her surroundings properly. This time, she was far more observant.

 

“Jorgen, these rooms are huge! This must be a different ship,” she said as she walked from room to room of the suite.

 

“Yes, I would think so! This ship belongs to my father.”

 

“When you said you were rich, you were not kidding!” she laughed as she explored the luxuriously decorated rooms. Each room was a mixture of cool metallic walls that shimmered like mercury. Gold inlay decorated the surfaces and door frames. The furniture was a blend of ornate sofas, low tables, plush cushions and an enormous sleeping platform, covered in soft pillows. Behind the bed was a giant window that spanned the entire wall, and from here, Nicole could see her planet.

She stood at the window and looked out at the view. She loved Earth, but there was nothing to keep her there. She was excited just thinking about returning to Jorgen’s home world of Kioria. The red palm trees and the golden waters pulled at her heartstrings as powerfully as if she had been born there. She was lost deep in thought when Jorgen quietly walked up behind her.

 

He slid her long blonde hair over her shoulder and kissed the pale alabaster skin on the back of her neck. The soft feeling of his lips on her bare skin sent shivers of excitement through her body. It had been months since she had last been alone with him and her body missed him. A moan escaped her lips as he cupped her breasts with his hands.

 

“Should we lie in the bed?” she asked as she closed her eyes and fell into the rapture of the moment.

 

“No, I want you to stand right there with your hands against the window. I want to have you as we are propelled into hyperspace.”

 

“Hyperspace,” asked Nicole as Jorgen unbuttoned her blouse. She felt it drop to the floor as he unclasped her bra. Within seconds, his warm hands were gently massaging her bare breasts. Her nipples grew hard in his hands at the mere thought of having sex with him and in hyperspace. He kissed her neck and reached to unzip her jeans. Her nipples were pressed against the cool window which sent icy shivers down her spine which thrilled her even more.

“Jorgen!” She moaned his name as her jeans and then her panties slid onto the floor. She was nude and he ran his hands all over her body. She could feel the bulge of his throbbing member on the exposed skin of her perfectly shaped ass. She could feel herself getting wet with anticipation. Her body ached to have his member inside her.

 

“Put your hands against the glass,” he commanded.

 

Nicole did as he ordered and put her hands on the cool glass. She was only vaguely aware that the bright light of the bedroom had changed to a soft red. Her pulse was racing and her breath had become shallow. She desperately wanted Jorgen.

 

“Please, Jorgen, I am aching.”

 

“Soon,” he growled as he slid his fingers inside her. She moaned loader.

 

“The lights have been dimmed, any moment we will make the jump into hyperspace. You have to wait until then to feel me inside you,” he said playfully as he unzipped his jeans and slid them down to the floor.

 

Nicole could feel his naked member slide between her legs. It was so close to being inside her, yet, still too far away.

 

“Any second now, my sweet,” he said as he gripped his member and prepared to slide it deep inside her.

Nicole was nearly out of her mind with lust and excitement. The ship made a low rumbling sound, the lights flashed on and off and then with a jolt, it jumped into hyperspace.

 

Nicole felt the entire ship move as Jorgen thrust his penis deep inside her. She cried out in pleasure as he buried himself within her. She pressed her hands against the window and was astonished by the whirl of color that hurtled past. Jorgen was thrusting in and out of her and the waves of pleasure were exquisite. She had never experienced sex like this before.

 

The ship was flying through space faster than the speed of light and Jorgen was bringing her close to orgasm just as fast. He was the only man who could reach all of her secret places with his enormous member. As she groaned in ecstasy, she reached orgasm and came so powerfully that tears slid down her face. Her orgasm was met with his. She could feel the warm gushing of his orgasm fill her and she moaned in a delicious frenzy of emotions and pleasure.

 

Jorgen remained inside her as they both came down from the pleasure of their union. He slowly pulled out and turned her around to face him. He had shifted to his true form, and was now a beautiful light blue color. He reached up to touch her cheek and wiped away the tears.

 

“Did I hurt you?” he asked quietly.

 

“No, you have made me happy. These are not tears of pain. They are tears of joy.”

“I love you and I would never hurt you. So, are you pleased?”

 

“Yes, Jorgen, I am more than pleased, I do not know if I can stand, I may have to lie down. I can feel my legs getting weak.”

 

Jorgen easily picked her up and carried her to the bed. He lay her down gently on the pillows and kissed her, passionately.

 

“If you continue doing that, we may have to do it again,” she said, teasing.



Chapter Three




Nicole lay nestled in the pile of soft pillow beside Jorgen. She fell into the haze of afterglow. Every muscle in her body was relaxed and she seemed to be radiating contentment. Drifting off into a peaceful sleep would require no effort. She lay beside him and listened to his breathing. It had only been a year since they were sent to Earth as a punishment, or at least he had been sent to Earth as a penalty for defying the Emperor. She was his sex slave, so she accompanied her master.

 

The Emperor had punished Jorgen for defying an order to kill her. He chose to let her live instead and that decision had changed both of their lives.

 

“Jorgen, we cannot return to Kioria without answers for the Emperor. Do you think we have collected sufficient data?”

 

“Yes, I am sure he will accept out findings. Your experiments on Promethium and similar minerals should interest him as should my fieldwork.”

 

“Were you able to locate the mineral deposits you were hoping to find? That must be an idiotic question! After all, we are going home,” she said and realized to her surprise that she referred to Kioria as home.

Jorgen smiled when Nicole called his planet, home. He had fallen in love with this human when they met at her laboratory over a year ago and against his mission directive and against orders, he had kept her alive and brought her back to Kioria with him. He had fallen in love with her then, but now each day he seemed to be growing deeper and deeper in love with her. He had not known such emotions were possible, until he met Nicole.

 

They would soon be back to Kioria and he would present their findings to his Emperor. Earth and the few planets of that solar system were some of the rare places that his people had found the minerals and elements necessary to space travel. An invasion of Earth had been planned for generations, but now it seemed as though it was imminent.

 

He knew that Nicole dreaded the invasion, but he also knew that his people would conduct it peacefully. It would end war, famine and disease on her planet. He was sure that in time, she would come to see it in a more positive light. After all, it was far better to be subjugated by his people than be slaughtered by the Langarians.

 

The Langarians were an empire that had battled the Kiorians for supremacy of the same small corner of the universe for thousands of years. The Langarians were a nasty, ruthless parasitic race that killed millions of species and destroyed their worlds as they depleted the resources of those worlds. Jorgen shuddered to think what would happen to Nicole’s home planet and then his own beautiful Kioria if his people did not invade Earth. It may be the only way to protect it, he thought, as he rolled over on his side and stared at his beautiful companion.

Her eyes were nearly closed and her skin glowed. Jorgen had trouble believing that this amazing, intelligent human woman loved him as much as he loved her. What was more amazing was that she had given up her life in her own world to come to his and be his companion. In his world, human women were treated as novelties and were only kept as sex slaves. He hoped to change that one day.

 

Nicole looked up at Jorgen and touched his light blue skin. He was always slightly warmer to the touch than she expected. She stared into his eyes that changed color with his moods. Now they were a soft lavender color. She felt as though she could get lost in the depths of his eyes for hours. She smiled and leaned up to kiss him. He returned her kiss.

 

“I am starving. Can we get something to eat?” she asked as she snuggled up to him.

 

“I am sure that can be arranged,” he said as he slid off the bed and walked out of the room. He returned a few minutes later and held his hand out to her. She put her pale white hand in his cool blue one and with his help, steadied herself as she stood on the floor. He led her to the adjoining room and invited her to sit on a luxurious, upholstered sofa.

 

She reclined on the sofa and waited to see what his next move was. He sat down beside her and within seconds, a portal slid open down a narrow hall. A beautiful female servant walked in carrying a tray. At first, Nicole was embarrassed by her nudity, but then realized that Jorgen showed absolutely no shame as he reclined on the sofa, brazenly naked. She relaxed and realized what culinary delights awaited her. It was pizza!

“You may speak,” he said to her, keeping up appearances in front of the serving girl.

 

“Jorgen, you always surprise me. You remembered to have pizza brought on board? That is crazy, but so wonderfully unexpected. I can imagine that no one has ever eaten pizza in space before,” she said as the serving girl handed her a shiny plate piled high with cheese and pepperoni pizza.

 

“What, may I ask, do we have to drink?” she asked.

 

“What would pizza be without a cold soda or one of your planet’s beverages known as beer?”

 

Nicole almost dropped her plate of pizza as the servant gave her a choice between a popular soda and a can of cold beer.

 

She smiled at Jorgen and laughed. He laughed with her and she felt as though there was no place she would rather be then right here, hurtling through space and eating pizza with the alien she loved.



Chapter Four




In only a few short hours, Nicole found herself back on Kioria. She could never quite get used to the fact that space travel from Earth to Kioria only took a few short hours. It was astounding the technology that Jorgen’s people had at their disposal. Now that she was back on his home planet, she intended to explore it. She wanted to see the cities, the mountains, and study the plants and the animals. She wanted to learn about their history and their religion, did they even have a religion, she wondered to herself as they arrived at his family’s palace.

 

Nicole was still designated as a sex slave and the old rules still applied. She was not allowed to speak without permission and she had to wear clothes that clearly designated her as a sex slave. The ensemble that Jorgen selected today was a dark crimson bandeau top that barely covered her breasts and an ankle length crimson skirt covered in gold embroidery. The skirt was slit all the way up the sides so that her white thighs were exposed every time she moved. He had chosen ornately crafted gold and platinum jewelry that curled around her wrists and her throat. Her hair was pinned up in an updo and gold jewelry held it in place.

 

For a sex slave, she concluded that she must be wearing a fortune in jewelry. She looked down at her outfit and decided that she must have appeared to be an expensive pet, or a trophy. He stepped out of the silver vehicle in the courtyard and was immediately greeted by slaves and servants, all who knelt to the ground in his presence.

Nicole followed behind him as he greeted his father. Jorgen led her to his suite of rooms in the palace. Arriving at his apartment, they were greeted by his three personal servants, two men and one woman. Nicole had forgotten how breathtakingly beautiful this race of aliens really was. She could not help but feel plain and a little short compared to their lithesome, athletic builds and flawless faces in a myriad of colors.

 

“You have permission to speak.”

 

“Thank you, master,” she answered.

 

“Nicole, I will be going to the Royal Palace this evening and you will accompany me.’’

 

“Yes, master. Will you be meeting with the Emperor?”

 

“I am certain of it.”

 

Nicole had mixed feelings about the Royal Palace. She had been imprisoned in its dungeons on her last visit to Kioria and felt some trepidation about returning. As a sex slave, she was not allowed to speak without permission from her master. She had been kidnapped by Gavin, the Langarian spy, who intended to use her as a part of a plot to take down Jorgen and his family, as well as the career military generals to the Emperor.

She had made the decision not to remain silent and had spoken to the Emperor of the Kiorian people in front of his court. She remembered being thrown into the dungeon. Her outburst had nearly cost Nicole her life when he sentenced her to execution. It was not a pleasant memory. During that time she was confined to a dungeon cell with no way of knowing when she was going to die. Jorgen read her thoughts and responded.

 

“Nicole, there is no need to be anxious. We have done well on our mission to Earth. I am sure that the Emperor will be pleased with the results. I have a matter I would like to discuss with him if all goes well with our meeting.”

 

“I just hope I do not end up in the dungeon again.”

“You won’t, not this time, I promise. Now we need to find you something sexy to wear. After all you are my sex slave, and I do have the reputation of this great house to consider.”

 

“Sexier than this?” she asked as she looked down at her clothes.

 

“Yes, and I think I know just the outfit,” he smiled mischievously.

 

Less than half an hour later, Nicole was mortified. She might as well have been naked. The outfit he had chosen for her was made out of a diaphanous sheer white material. Small triangles of this see through, shimmery material covered her breasts and were held up by strings similar to a bikini top. The material was so light, that every detail of her body was clearly visible.

 

The bottom of the outfit was a sheer white tube of skin tight fabric that covered only halfway down her thighs and was practically see through. The female servant adorned her with more golden jewelry and left her hair neatly in its updo. She wore golden strappy sandals on her feet to complete the picture.

 

“Nicole, you look delectable. There will not be a man alive at the palace that does not want to purchase you from me.”

 

“You should just let me be naked,” she said as she looked at him, glaring.

“No, naked does not leave anything to the imagination. You are a sex slave and your only job is to pleasure me and looking at you gives me pleasure, especially in that outfit,” he walked over to her and spanked her ass, playfully.

 

“You are enjoying this, are you not, master?” she asked.

 

“Yes, I am. I don’t want there to be a single question in any man’s mind at the palace, especially the Emperor’s, as to why I kept you alive. If you are the most beautiful exotic slave they have ever seen, then there will be less questions.”



Chapter Five




The last time Nicole had been to Kioria’s Royal Palace, she had been lying on the bottom of a vehicle unable to see anything. This time was different. As the silver oval vehicle that carried Nicole and Jorgen sped along the promenade, she was impressed by the architecture and features on the grounds of the Emperor’s residence.

 

She saw red rock arches of enormous size that spanned over the road and golden spheres that she approximated were easily half mile wide that levitated over shimmering pools of golden water in every direction. Tall red trees and flowers of vibrant color lined the two roads leading up to the entrance. A series of water filled pools reflected the silver vehicle as it sped by.

 

Jorgen guided the vehicle to the columned entrance. The vehicle stopped and a door appeared in the side. Jorgen stepped out into the courtyard and Nicole followed and stepped down onto a surface of stone that was embedded with jewels and shimmering quartz. The stone under her feet matched the palace. The palace itself glistened in the sunlight.

 

She looked up and was equally impressed by the grandeur of the palace as she was the first time she saw it. The columns were just as humongous. The height of the palace was every bit as imposing. Guards lined the entrance and the stairs leading to the enormous metal door. Jorgen strolled confidently up the stairs and into the great hall while Nicole trailed behind him. She knew she had to remember to be subservient and not speak.

They walked through the rows of shimmering stone columns. Light filtered from the ceiling so high above them that Nicole could barely see it. The palace was crowded with beautiful aliens of every color. She was astonished to see several that seemed to change color every few seconds. She looked at her own skin that only stayed one single color and wondered how this shape shifting species of aliens considered her race to be exotic.

 

She walked behind Jorgen and tried not to think about how scantily clad she was. The outfit he had chosen for her left little to the imagination. She would never have worn anything like it on Earth, but of course, she was not on Earth. The aliens she passed in the great hall gazed at her with interest. Nicole could only imagine what they must be thinking. She tried not to make eye contact as she was certain slaves were never that brazen.

 

She was expecting to enter the throne room, but Jorgen passed the portal to the throne room and kept walking. Nicole wondered where they were heading, but was not allowed to speak without being spoken to. She bit her tongue and followed him. They reached a staircase hundreds of feet tall. She looked up and could barely see the top. She took a deep breath as Jorgen started the long ascent to the top. Nicole decided that she was definitely getting her workout today.

 

Finally, they reached the top of the stairs and Nicole tried to catch her breath. She decided that she need to start working out. Jorgen looked at her and smirked. She knew he could read her thoughts, so she purposely thought that they should have more sex as a new workout routine.

He smiled broadly and said, “We shall see.”

 

Jorgen walked through two columns covered in jewels. The jewels reflected the light and the effect was truly mesmerizing. Guards stood all along a wall of liquid metal. The metal was bright and looked like silvery rain. She watched as Jorgen walked through the wall. She was not sure what would happen but she followed. She was through the metal raindrops in two steps and was surprised to see that she was still dry.

 

She gazed at the room they had entered in stunned disbelief. It was a room of such magnificence and size that she was unable to see it in its entirety. She could hear the sounds of a waterfall and the calling song of avians. Red Trees, vibrant flowers and shimmering pools of golden water were visible in all directions. She heard the melodic sound of music being played and singing.

 

From the distance she heard the unmistakable laughter of women. She was unsure why Jorgen had led her to this paradise, but she felt sure she would soon know the reason. He walked through the trees and into a clearing. She could hear the unmistakable sound of wings, like bird wings only much louder. She looked in to see a crimson dragon sail just over their heads. She watched as it flew high into the air and then glided until it swooped down over the tree line.

To say that Nicole was surprised was an understatement. She was not sure what Jorgen’s people called this creature, but on Earth it was a dragon. She did not know whether she should react in fear or awe. She could hear Jorgen laughing at her. She decided that if he was laughing, then maybe she was not about to be burnt to a crisp or eaten alive by a mythological beast.

 

The music grew louder as they reached a grove of dark red trees that resembled willows. Long red fronds swept the ground, beautiful alien women reclined on pillows on lush red grass. Musicians played strange alien instruments and a tall silver alien sang. The silver alien had enormous eyes and long eyelashes and the most impressive horns that Nicole had ever seen, but not on a gazelle. She tried not to stare but in this place that was a tall order.

 

Servants rushed up to Jorgen and bowed their heads to the ground. They stood quickly and led him to a pile of soft pillows under a red willow. Nicole followed. As she lay back with Jorgen on the luxuriously soft cushions, trays of beverages and culinary delights were brought for his pleasure. She noticed the two identical women that accompanied the Emperor were reclining on a long white sofa in the shade.

 

With the sound of wings, she looked up and between the red fronds, she saw the crimson dragon sail overhead. That was soon followed by the sound of something heavy touching the ground. She peered through the trees and saw the unmistakable silhouette of a dragon coming closer. It was walking towards them. Jorgen drank his wine without seeming alarmed in any way.

The crimson dragon walked into the grove. It was easily over thirty feet long. Its mouth was full of long, vicious fangs. Nicole expected that this beast would breathe fire at any moment. Jorgen nearly choked on his wine as he tried not to laugh. She glared at him and then turned back to the dragon. She was only able to catch a glimpse, but it appeared as though the dragon transformed into a man. It was a man she knew well. It was Emperor Shoshun Dremandian.

 

Nicole felt like standing up and giving the Emperor a standing ovation, but she chose to stay at Jorgen’s side. Jorgen barely moved his eyebrow and a servant appeared at his beck and call.

 

“Pour her a large glass of wine, the strongest you have,” he commanded. The servant did as she was ordered and handed the golden goblet to Nicole. Nicole took a long sip before remembering just how potent the wine could be on Kioria. She was glad she was sitting down as the wine went to her head.

 

A servant of dazzling beauty approached Jorgen and beckoned him to follow her. Jorgen ordered Nicole to remain under the willow tree. Nicole suddenly felt like his pet poodle. She decided not to let it worry her, as she sipped the wine and ate a fragrant sweet candy. The wine made her feel relaxed and she felt as though she could easily fall into a contented sleep. She lay back on the divinely soft cushions. She realized as she watched the fronds move gently that there must be a powerful aphrodisiac in the wine or the round sweet because her mind was consumed with fantasies of Jorgen.

As she lay in a state of wine induced bliss, the music was as soothing as a lullaby. She closed her eyes and started to fall asleep, when she heard a voice she did not recognize. She opened her eyes. A stunningly beautiful blue woman stood over her.

 

“You, are you a slave?” asked the woman.

 

Nicole nodded her head. She had not been given permission to speak by Jorgen before he left. She did not want to appear to be anything other than a sex slave.

 

“I understand, he did not give you permission to speak. You must be a sex slave. Your master is handsome and his family is powerful. Has he taken a wife?” asked the blue woman.

 

Nicole nodded her head no.

 

“Good, I know you are not permitted to say, but is he accomplished in ways of love?’

 

Nicole nodded her head once more yes.

 

“He looks as though he would be,” the blue woman replied. She walked away and left Nicole alone with her thoughts. Who was this woman and what was her interest in Jorgen? Nicole wondered why a man as wealthy and powerful as Jorgen was not married. She knew so little of their customs on Kioria, and for all she knew, he could be married.

She took a sip of wine. She was unable to return to the state of bliss because her mind was consumed by thoughts of Jorgen being married. He claimed to love her but she knew he could not marry a sex slave, well, at least she thought he could not. She wanted to know the answers to these questions, but like any other Earth woman, she did not want to pressure the man she loved.

 

She was lost in thought when Jorgen returned. The relaxed look on his face from earlier was gone. She knew right away that something was wrong. The servant returned again and poured a goblet of wine for him and refilled Nicole’s. He smiled at Nicole and put his hand on her cheek.

 

“You have permission to speak. Take care, as this is not a good place for us to speak as freely as we do in my apartment.”

 

“Master, there is so much I want to ask about, but most importantly are you well?”

 

“Yes, Nicole, I am.”

 

“Was he pleased with the results of our work on Earth?”

 

“Yes, the Emperor was pleased. All is well, now drink your wine.”

 

Nicole sipped the dangerously potent wine and watched Jorgen for any indication of what was wrong. He appeared to be unreadable. She was certain that she would find out what was troubling him soon enough.



Chapter Six




Jorgen and Nicole arrived back at his family’s palace later that evening. Jorgen had been quiet as he led her back to his private apartments. They were greeted by his servants. Jorgen bid them to bring beverages and food. They reappeared with trays of food and drink. Jorgen dismissed them for the evening. Nicole breathed a sigh of relief now that they were alone. She hoped he would tell her what was wrong.

 

“Nicole, I do not want you to worry. The Emperor was pleased with the results of our work on Earth.”

 

“Oh, Jorgen, I am so pleased. Does that mean we, I mean you are no longer in trouble?”

 

“Yes, it does. I and by extension, you, are no longer in trouble.”

 

“Jorgen, that is cause to celebrate. Why do you look displeased?”

 

“Nicole, do you remember how I told you that I had visited Earth many times before on missions?”

 

Nicole nodded her head.

 

“Nicole, my father is the leading member of our military counsel, the Sigvalt. I am also in the military, although I do not wear a uniform or insignia. My family has faithfully served the ruling house for thousands of years. We are loyal to the people of this planet and to our ruler.“

“Jorgen, I understand you serve the Emperor, but what seems to be troubling you?”

 

“When I allowed you to live, that was the first time a member of my family had not shown blind obedience in over a century. I am only alive, and so are you, because the Emperor showed us both mercy. I can never disobey him again or it would mean my death and the ruin of my family. When he sends me on a mission, no matter what it may be or when he commands me to do something, I must comply.”

 

“Jorgen, what are you trying to say? What is wrong?” Nicole asked as she put her hand on his face.

 

Jorgen reached for her hand and kissed it.

 

“Jorgen?”

 

“Nicole, my darling, I have been given a new assignment. The Emperor also plans to reward me handsomely when I succeed.“

 

“That is wonderful. Why are you not pleased?”

 

“The new assignment is dangerous for me, but may prove to be deadly for you.“

 

“Why? What are you talking about?”

“The Emperor has commanded me to gather intelligence on the Langarian home world. They are developing a new propulsion system based on minerals that my people consider unsophisticated. The Emperor has ordered me to infiltrate their ranks and most importantly, he has ordered that I use you and your expertise to gather intelligence. This mission does not have a good chance of success.”

 

“Are you out of your mind? We are being ordered to the Langarian home world? We are sure to be killed. I will go back to Earth before I risk my life for your Emperor.”

 

“Nicole, you are not risking your life for the Emperor! You are risking your life to save your own. We have been ordered to complete this mission and we have no choice. Earth is not a refuge so there is no place for us to go. We have to complete this mission.”

 

Nicole thought about what he said. The Emperor was still angry with Jorgen for defying a direct order and now he was sending them both on a suicide mission. She remembered Jorgen saying something about a reward. “You mentioned a reward, but what does the Emperor intend to give you?”

 

Jorgen sighed and then answered. “The Emperor has decreed that should I survive this mission, I deserve a suitable reward for such bravery. He has offered me the hand of his sister in marriage. No one in my family has ever married into the royal family. It would be a great honor.”

Nicole was stunned. First, she was being sent on a suicide mission and next, the man she loved would be marrying the Emperor’s sister if he succeeded. Tears came to her eyes as she thought about the blue woman she met at the palace. She wondered if that was the lady herself or a servant. She is probably a servant, mused Nicole as she sank into a deep and dark depression.

 

Nicole needed time to think. She stood up and walked outside to the courtyard. The weather was balmy and the breeze was warm and fragrant. The branches of the red palms swayed gently. Nicole was devastated. She loved Jorgen with her whole heart, but right now the ache that she felt was so intense that she wished she had never met him. Why could she not be back on Earth, unaware that true love existed or that alien invasion was imminent?

 

Tears slid down her face, in the dark. She did not know which part hurt more, the part that he was destined to marry the Emperor’s sister or his speech about blind obedience. She knew what that meant, that he did not intend to fight for her life or for their love. It was at this moment that Nicole realized just how different Jorgen and his species really were.

 

On Earth, a man in love would have sacrificed himself for the woman he loved. Jorgen was willing to sacrifice her and claim the reward, a royal marriage. She felt hurt and betrayed. She was not sure she could ever look at him the same way again. She sat down beside the golden pool where they had made love, she let her fingers dangle in the warm water. She just wanted to go home, to Earth.

She looked up to the night sky that was unfamiliar. She tried to find one star, one constellation she recognized and failed. She was so far away from her home, her own people, and had never felt as alone as she did at this very moment. Her heat was breaking and she was probably going to die without ever seeing the blue and green planet she once called home.



Chapter Seven


 

Dawn arrived and found Nicole curled up on a sofa. She could not bear to be in the same bed as Jorgen, and wished there was some way she could escape. The hurt that she felt was so intense that she was not sure she could spend time with him without falling into despair or flying into a rage. Jorgen seemed to understand and left his apartment without saying a word.

 

She awoke and found her small suitcase on the floor beside her. A tray of fruit, flat bread and pink juice set on the table. Nicole noticed Jorgen’s servants were absent. She was glad that she was alone. She peeled the jewelry off and the ridiculously revealing outfit and left everything in a pile on the floor. She walked outside into the bright light of day completely nude. She went to the pool and slid into its warm, relaxing golden water.

 

She needed time to think. She did not want to go to the planet of the Langarians. She remembered how twisted the alien she referred to as Gavin had been. She was sure that the Langarians would not dispose of a secret agent mercifully or quickly. She shuddered to imagine what her death would be like. She decided that there was simply no way she was going and that if Jorgen tried to make her go, she would die here on Kioria first.

She lay back in the golden water and realized that these hours may well be her last. She wished she could find some way to escape. She looked at the high walls around the property and knew that escaping was not an option. She sighed and floated in the water. She stepped out of the water and stood in the light. The only consolation she could find was that she had been on an extraordinary adventure, loved a man so deeply it did not seem real, and now she was going to pay the ultimate price.

 

She went inside and unzipped her suitcase. She pulled out her favorite jeans, a tank top, panties and a bra. She dressed in her own clothes. If she was going to die, then she would die on her terms. She refused to ever wear any more outrageously slutty clothes.

 

She heard the door to the apartment open. She turned to glare at Jorgen, but was pleasantly surprised to see one of the servants. Nicole was at the end of her rope with this sex slave crap. She was a highly respected scientist on her planet, and refused to play by these rules anymore. If Jorgen would not stand up for her or at least seem as devastated as she was, then to hell with him. With his money and his power, there was no way he would just let her meet her death without a fight.

 

“Good, I am glad you are here. Bring me the strongest wine you have.”

 

The male servant looked confused. Nicole was dressed modestly by Kiorian standards and she was speaking without permission.

“Look, whatever your name is, our master granted me permission to speak before he left for the day. He also wanted you to be sure that I had whatever I wanted, so it appears as though you better get moving.”

 

The male servant hesitated, then turned and walked out. Nicole was furious. She sat on the sofa fuming until the servant returned with wine and food.

 

“That’s better, thank you. Do you have a name? Come on, don’t be shy! I won’t tell” Nicole said.

 

“Gyr,” the servant replied in a whisper as he poured wine for Nicole and handed it to her.

 

“Gyr, thanks again.”

 

“No one has ever said thank you,” he said as he walked to the corner of the room.

 

Nicole shook her head and drank the wine. She ate the food the servant brought in and wished she had pizza. If she was an inmate on death row on earth, at least she would have the option of choosing her last meal.

 

She drank the wine and could not help but notice that it was quite potent. She felt the world become very distant as she lay back on the sofa. She was awake, but yet she was so lethargic she could barely move. It wasn’t a bad feeling, just strange. She felt as though she was floating.

In her present state, she was unable to react when Jorgen returned. She heard the portal to the apartment open and was aware in a distant kind of way that he was standing over her. She knew she was furious with him, but yet she did not have the strength to be angry. He dismissed the servant, they were alone. Nicole tried to sit up and only succeeded with great effort.

 

“Nicole, I know that right now you can’t understand any of this. I know you are used to having the freedom to decide your own destiny on Earth, but you are not on Earth. I am not from Earth. I am not human. Our ways on Kioria are not your ways. The ways of my people have endured longer than your species has been in existence.”

 

“I want to go home.” Nicole sounded each word out until she was able to say what she wanted.

 

“Nicole, you can’t go home. I love you and I am sorry things have turned out like this. I was hoping to one day call you my concubine. I want to be with you, but I cannot go against the word of my Emperor. If we do not do as he commands he will destroy us and every one I am related to. He can make my family disappear. This is bigger than us.”

 

“Not... my... World…” she said with effort.

 

“You are right, Nicole. This is not your world and I am asking you to sacrifice your life for people you have no loyalty to. I know you have no reason to believe me, but if you survive this mission, I promise to free you. I will return you to Earth.”

“Yes,” she answered.

 

“The Langarians can read human thoughts just like my people can. You are far less likely to survive if they suspect that you are there to gather information for the Kiorian Empire. I want to give you every possible chance of survival. I love you no matter what you think of me. I am willing to risk your eternal hatred of me in order to save your life. I will need to erase part of your memory.”

 

Nicole was in a drugged state, but she was fully aware of every word Jorgen was saying. He just said he was going to erase some of her memory. She wished she was in a position to fight back.

 

“I know you have no reason to trust my word but if you survive, I will restore those memories to you. This is the only way I can guarantee you a fair chance. Do you believe me?”

 

“No.”

 

“You can hate me for all eternity, but I am doing this to save you. Please, believe me. Please understand I am doing this because I love you. If it was just my life, I would gladly destroy myself to save you. I cannot be the reason every single member of my family and all of our servants are put to death. If you die, understand that you will be saving many others. Don’t you realize, your life would save hundreds? Do I have your word you will cooperate not for me, but for my family?”

Nicole thought about his words. He was asking her to allow part of her memory to be erased and she was very likely going to die on an alien planet in a truly horrendous way. On the other hand, she would be saving hundreds of lives, all of Jorgen’s family and each one of their multitude of servants. She sighed, and would give her life if it meant saving innocent people.

 

“Yes,” she answered.



Chapter Eight


 

The headache felt like someone was stabbing her brain with an ice pick, Nicole thought as she tried to open her eyes. Someone had placed her in the bed in Jorgen’s suite of rooms after she undoubtedly passed out from whatever drug was in the wine.

 

She tried to open her eyes and found that the light coming in from the courtyard was painful. She decided to just keep her eyes closed. It was better that way, if she just lay there, appearing to be almost dead. Maybe, she thought to herself, she would wake up and all of this would be a bad dream. She would find herself back in her own bed in Pasadena with an alarm clock ringing beside her.

 

Nicole knew that was only wishful thinking. She had a splitting headache, was stuck on an alien planet with a man who had broken her heart and she was about to be sent on a suicide mission. She sighed and burrowed deeper into the pillows.

 

In her semiconscious state, she could sense that she was not alone. Jorgen had three personal servants that were nearly always in his apartment like furniture. Nicole hoped the presence she felt was one of them, trying to remain quiet as he stood at his post. If she was wrong and it was a psychotic maniac sent to kill her, she wished he would go ahead and do it so her head would stop hurting.

 

“Whoever you are, my head is killing me. Do you have anything for the pain?”

She heard the soft rustling sound of movement and felt certain that she also heard footsteps. Now they have abandoned me, she thought to herself as her headache managed to get worse.

 

She lay there in agony and was unsure how long it had been since she requested medicine, but she sensed the return of the servant or the murderous maniac. She opened her eyes, very slowly. In a blur, she recognized the servant Gyr who had been responsible for drugging her when he brought her the wine earlier or yesterday, she was uncertain.

 

“Oh, it’s you, the traitor. Thanks for drugging me and giving me this horrible headache. If I could, I would fire you, but I have no idea what they do with slaves here, sell you?”

 

He handed a small vial of green sparkling liquid to her without saying a word. She reached for it and held it up to the light. It glowed like it was radioactive. It reminded her of one of her experiments.

 

“After the wine, I don’t trust you. I just wanted you to realize that. However, if you are planning on finishing the job and poisoning me, I hope you know I don’t care and death would be better than being here right now.”

 

She sat up in bed and glared at Gyr. He looked at her with a blank expression.

 

“Assassin,” she hissed.

She held the vial of neon green liquid up in a gesture of a toast. “Salud,” she said and downed the liquid in one gulp.

 

She dropped the empty vial in his hand and lay back down on the pillows and waited for death.

 

Death never came. In only a few minutes, her headache was miraculously gone and she felt better than she could remember feeling in years. She had the overwhelming urge to jump out of bed and do something like run a marathon or climb a mountain. She resisted the urge to test this seemingly endless supply of energy. Instead, she chose to lie in bed and wallow in self-pity. She remained motionless for an unknown amount of time and let depression and despair take over.

 

She knew that she was wasting the last days of her life. She should be outside enjoying the sunlight and seeing everything she could on Kioria, asking important questions and experiencing all there was to see on this alien planet in her last days, but she was depressed and heartbroken. She didn’t want to move or do anything.

 

All she wanted was to be left alone until she was sent to the Langarian home world to die a horrible death, but that was not to be. She heard the portal open to the apartment. She recognized the footsteps she heard coming towards her, and it was Jorgen. It was Jorgen, the alien who broke her heart and was sending her to her death so he could marry a princess.

 

“Go away, and leave me in peace,” she said, trying to be polite.

“I am afraid I can’t do that, now get dressed.”

 

Nicole had been so miserable with her nightmare of a headache that she did not realize that she was practically naked. She suddenly became aware that she was just wearing a bra and panties. Back home on Earth, she would be horrified by waking up with so little on. Here on this world, she felt overdressed.

 

“Screw you! Get lost, or whatever it is you alien dirt bags say on your freakishly red planet.”

 

The look on Gyr’s face as Nicole expressed her disgust with her master was priceless. The servant’s eyes grew as big as saucers and he looked as though he might faint.

 

“That goes double for you, jerk,” she said to the servant as she turned away from Jorgen.

 

“Nicole, I understand how you feel, but you can’t just lay there.”

 

“Do you? How can you possibly understand how I feel? It’s your damn fault I feel this way. It’s not your heart that’s broken! It’s not you who is being sent to die! It’s not you, is it?”

 

“Yes, Nicole, it is. My heart is breaking.”

 

“Tell that to your bright blue princess. I’m sure you will be happy with someone of your own species. You both can morph into anything you want and have crazy, kinky sex, you freak. Now kindly go to hell.”

“Nicole, I am trying to understand your feelings, but this is bigger than us.”

 

“Yeah, I know, we are doing this for God and country. Well, in this case whatever God you believe in, it’s your planet so you can marry a rich woman.”

 

Nicole heard a loud sound, like furniture falling. She sat up and turned to the direction of the sound. It was Gyr. The servant had fainted.

 

“Your servant seems to be resting on the job. Don’t you want to whip him, beat him or feed him to the sharks or whatever the heck it is you do on this God forsaken red rock.”

 

Jorgen sighed in exasperation. He walked over to check on his servant. The servant was still breathing. He left him slumped over on the floor like a pile of laundry.

 

“Look, Nicole, I can have you beaten or killed for your insolence. I’m not trying to be harsh but you are my property and you belong to me.”

 

“That’s only on this planet, buddy.”

 

She stood up and looked him right in his blue face and said, “I don’t give a crap what you do to me, beat me or whatever. I don’t care. If you kill me now, it would be far better than what the Langarians will do, so go for it.”

“Nicole, we leave for the Langarian home world in only a few hours. I wanted to spend that time with you. I had intended to try to take you out to show you my world, or know if you prefer to stay in. I just wanted to be with you. I love you, and nothing can change that.”

 

“Liar, you changed that when you agreed to marry the princess and send me to my death. So forgive me if I don’t believe you right now.”

 

“What can I do to make things right between us?”

 

“Take me home, buy me a pizza and find me a man that would rather marry me than some damn princess.”

 

“Fine, Gyr is useless! I will send a servant to attend you this afternoon. If you would like to stay here and be mad at me in our last hours together, then I will leave you to it.”

 

“Good, now send me a servant and some wine that’s not drugged.”

 

Jorgen left the apartment, He was true to his word and arranged for a servant to attend Nicole. The servant arrived with wine and food. Nicole spent her remaining hours in the sunshine of the courtyard. Since she was going to be dead soon, she stripped her clothes off and floated in the golden water of the pool under the red palm trees sipping alien wine.

 

Judging from the servant’s reaction, he had never seen a naked human before. Nicole no longer cared who saw her or what she did. She floated in the pool and enjoyed the warm sunshine and the golden waters on her naked skin.



Chapter Nine


 

It was late that afternoon when Jorgen reappeared in the apartment. Nicole was still naked and drinking wine. Gyr was recovering slowly and the new servant was trying not to blatantly stare at Nicole. It was practically humorous, except that Nicole would soon be going to meet her death in the cold, unforgiving world of the Langarians.

 

“It’s time,” said Jorgen.

 

“Fine,” Nicole answered. She finished the remaining wine in the golden goblet in one gulp. She dropped the goblet on the floor and did not blink as it landed with a loud clattering sound. The servant winced. Nicole smiled. “Now, I’m ready.”

 

“What about your clothes?,” he asked.

 

“What about them? I’m sure if you want me to wear something, master, you will select it for me.”

 

Jorgen raised an eyebrow at the servant and within minutes the servant appeared with the outfit he had selected for what may very well be her final trip anywhere. The servant was followed by the divinely beautiful female servant that Jorgen also owned.

 

“What now? Can’t I dress myself?” she asked sarcastically.

 

“No, now be quiet and cooperate,” he commanded.

Nicole soon understood why she needed help. The outfit he had chosen was not really clothes as it was jewelry. Nicole rolled her eyes and groaned as she let the female servant dress her and fix her hair.

 

An hour later, Nicole was attired in thin ropes of gold attached to curling, curving slender tendrils made of a metal she did not recognize. Her hair was fixed in an elaborate updo with gold and jewels decorating her golden blonde tresses. The servant painted gold swirls on the exposed skin of her body. A golden collar was fitted around her neck and led to a slender silvery cord. The servant completed the ensemble by cloaking Nicole in a dark crimson cloak that covered her entire body.

 

“In Earth terms, how much money is this outfit worth?” she asked as she looked down at the ropes of gold.

 

“It’s worth more than the entire gross national product of many of your nations.”

 

“So, I’m an expensive present? Should I feel flattered?”

 

“Yes, follow me.”

 

Nicole followed him out of his apartment and through the hallways of his family’s palace. In the courtyard, his father was waiting by Jorgen’s vehicle.

 

“Jorgen, Nicole, I understand that what you are about to do is vital. Son, Nicole please be careful. I will see you when you return.”

“No, you won’t,” Nicole said in a matter of fact tone. She was not being sarcastic, but was just stating the obvious.

 

She walked to the vehicle and waited for Jorgen to say his goodbyes to his father. The door on the side of the silver vehicle slid open and Jorgen led her by the corded collar to sit beside him in the vehicle. A floating screen appeared before him. With a few quick swipes, the vehicle powered up. Within a few seconds the vehicle rose out of the courtyard and into the air above the city and away from Jorgen’s home.

 

She knew this must be hard for Jorgen. This may be the last time he saw his father or his home ever again. For one moment, she felt sorry for him, but she thought about his reward and how eagerly he must have accepted it. Her heart turned to stone against him.

 

The vehicle flew high above the roofs of stone buildings and metallic structures. It flew in a direction she had never been in before. She watched as Jorgen looked into the distance. He seemed to be lost in thought. Nicole could not imagine what he must be thinking, but she knew how depressed she felt.

 

“Do you have a religion on your planet?” she asked as she thought about her own beliefs.

 

“We have several, much like your Earth.”

 

“Do you believe in anything?”

 

“Yes, and I pray that we may both return from this mission.”

“That’s all we have, isn’t it?”

 

“Not quite, but I won’t lie to you. This is the most dangerous mission I have ever been assigned. I don’t like our chances.”

 

“At least you’re honest,” she replied as she tried to get comfortable. The priceless, golden outfit was beautiful but so uncomfortable. She almost wished he had let her go naked. They sat in silence as the vehicle flew high above the ancient city and passed the buildings, over a red barren desert.

 

From a distance, she saw a shimmering metallic oval ship. The ship was much smaller than the ships that had transported her back and forth to Earth. The vehicle decreased altitude and flew just inches over the desert plain until it arrived at the ship. There were no servants waiting to greet them or bowing and scraping before Jorgen. It was awkward to be alone with Jorgen after all that had transpired between them.

 

They stepped down onto a stone platform. Jorgen walked towards the ship and with the wave of his hand, a portal opened and a ramp descended. He motioned her to follow him up the ramp. Nicole took a deep breath and followed him as he ascended into the ship.

 

The inside of this ship was well appointed. There seemed to be a cockpit towards the front and towards the back, there was a wall of silver. Nicole imagined rooms or cabins must be behind it or the propulsion system. It reminded her of a leer jet only much larger and much more alien. The interior walls were metallic and there were several holographic screens floating on the walls.

“Is there a crew or servants?” she asked as she looked around.

 

“No, it’s just us. Anyone else would be a liability.”

 

He waved his hand and the ramp disappeared into the side of the ship, like liquid melting. The door closed with a soft metallic sound. Jorgen motioned for her to sit down on a seat in the cockpit. It was molded to fit a taller being. Nicole sat down and her feet dangled like a child’s.

 

She looked around expecting to see controls like in an airplane or space shuttle, but all she saw was floating computer screens and lights that seemed to float on the top of dark silver surfaces. There were no gauges, throttles or controls that she could recognize. She could see the flat plain of the red desert around them from a window-like panel that was floor to ceiling in the cockpit. It gave her the impression of floating in the air.

 

Nicole was fascinated by the technology of this real life space ship. The scientist part of her brain that was fueled by curiosity was overcome with intense speculation about every part of this alien ship. She was temporarily giddy by the fact that she was in the cockpit of a real UFO. She smiled despite the fact that she was furious with Jorgen and most likely being transported by this amazing ship to her death.

 

“I wish I knew how to fly this. This is unlike anything I have ever seen.”

“It’s unlike anything anyone from your planet has ever seen. You are probably the first to sit in the cockpit of one of our ships.”

 

“How does it work?”

 

“Even with your PhD, it would take a lot of explaining, but it is pretty simple to fly once you get the grasp of more than 3 dimensions and hyperspace,” he answered.

 

He turned to Nicole and stared at her with an intensity that she had never seen. “Nicole, I need to brief you on the details of this mission.”

 

“I am listening.”

 

“As you are already aware, I have to erase or alter part of your memory. It’s painless and only temporary.”

 

“Will I remember who I am and where I am from?”

 

“Yes, you will. That part is vital. You will not only remember who you are, but your knowledge as a scientist will allow you to observe their research and spy without you even being aware you are spying.”

 

“Will I remember us?”

“No, at least not for a while, but you will have no memory of our relationship or the time we have spent together. In your mind, you will remember leaving Earth as my captive. You will believe that you have only just been abducted.”

 

“Will I remember the heartbreak and your betrayal?”

 

“No, you won’t remember that either.”

 

“Good, I don’t want to remember any of it.”

 

“You won’t.”

 

He touched the dark metal surface and multi colored lights floated under his hand. He moved his fingers like he was typing in a code and the lights changed color and went racing across the panel. She heard a low hum and the ship shuddered gently as it seemed to come to life. A floating yellow panel appeared before Jorgen. He waved his hand across the panel and it was replaced by a bright pink panel which displayed symbols Nicole did not recognize. He touched the symbols in a sequence and the floating panels disappeared.

 

The ship experienced tremors almost imperceptibly and the hum became more high-pitched but barely louder than a whisper. It was practically silent. The ship rose into the air of Kioria and turned till it faced up. It was at a 30-degree angle and inside the ship, Nicole could not tell the difference. It was as though they were still horizontal to the ground. The technology of his ship was unlike anything she had ever known.

Jorgen put his hand on the silver panel and moved his fingers, streams of lights radiated out from his hand and the ship shuddered once more. Then, quick as a bolt of lightning, it was off! The reds of the Kiorian landscape flashed by the window and soon replaced by the clouds of the atmosphere. Then in a flash, there was a black void of space. It had happened so fast that Nicole was unsure at what speed they had just left the Kiorian atmosphere. It was astounding. She decided if she should survive, she wanted to learn how to fly a spaceship just once before she returned to Earth.

 

Jorgen read her thoughts and answered, “That can be arranged.”

 

“Thank you,” she said as she looked out of the window.

 

The vehicle moved high above the planet of Kioria. She was struck by its brilliant red color, from this distance, the planet seemed to glow. It was a beautiful planet. She wondered what the Langarian home world was like.

 

“You will see, soon enough.”

 

“The Langarians can shape shift and read human thought. Is there anything else about them I should know?” she asked.

 

“Yes, but you won’t remember it. Just try to be careful. They are cold, merciless and they will not hesitate to kill you.”

“In case you have forgotten, that has been my experience on your planet. I have been enslaved, thrown in a dungeon, sentenced to death because I dared to speak and all because I am a human. I don’t really see how your people are any better than your enemy. As a matter of fact, your empire would never win a Nobel Peace Prize and probably be condemned by Amnesty International, so I fail to see how the Langarians can be worse.”

 

Jorgen did not answer her accusation. He touched the silver panel and made a few movements with his hand which sent lights running in several directions. One set of green lights triggered a floating holographic screen. Jorgen touched the floating panel and it disappeared. He stood up and motioned for her to follow.

 

Jorgen walked to the back of the ship. He stood in front of a silver wall and a portal opened. He stepped through and motioned for her to follow him. Inside was a platform that resembled a slab at a mortuary. Nicole did not want any part of it.

 

“Please, Nicole, I need you to lie down and stay very still. I have to alter your memory.”

 

“I’m not sure about this. That looks like slab we put our dead on back on Earth.”

 

“I know, but it’s not, now please Nicole, lay down. If you cooperate it won’t hurt, but if you fight it will be excruciating.”

Nicole had no reason to trust him, and besides, if he killed her, at least this whole nightmare would be over. She sat on the slab and lay down. She lay perfectly still and tried to relax.

 

“Nicole, I know you won’t remember what I’m about to tell you, but know that I love you. It doesn’t matter who I marry. My heart and my entire being belong to you.”

 

He walked away and Nicole lay with her eyes closed and willed herself to relax. She no longer felt as though she could trust him She hoped he wasn’t about to scramble her brain or turn her into a mindless sex slave. At this moment, she had to trust him. This was going to be difficult. She decided to think about something that would help her relax. The pain that she felt in her heart that radiated out and encompassed her whole body, that heartache would be gone when he altered her memory. That would make all this worth it.

 

He returned and placed tiny metal discs on her temples and her forehead.

 

“Stay still. This will be done in a few seconds.”

 

She opened her eyes and looked at him. A single tear slipped down her cheek. Jorgen looked down at her. He wiped away the tear with his hand and looked into her eyes.

“I just want you to know that no matter what happens, I loved you more than I have ever loved anyone in my life. You broke my heart, but I still love you. If I die, at least you know that,” she said and then she closed her eyes. He kissed her and then she felt a slight tingling sensation inside her head. It was like an itch that she could not scratch or a tickle. She closed her eyes and drifted off into sleep.



Chapter Ten


 

Nicole opened her eyes. She expected to be in her bed at home in Pasadena. She had been working over eighty hours a week for the last three months as she conducted the initial research on the mineral, Promethium. She was mentally exhausted. Perhaps she was having some kind of hallucination brought on by mental fatigue or maybe she was still dreaming.

 

The last thing Nicole remembered was being in her lab with Dr. Jorgen Haugan. She looked up at the ceiling and all around her. She was definitely not in Pasadena anymore. Perhaps she had blacked out and was in the hospital. She looked around for a call button or any other signs of her whereabouts.

 

She sat up and noticed how uncomfortable her outfit was. She looked down and her pulse rate spiked. She had no idea what she was wearing, but it looked like some kind of medieval fantasy drawn by a comic book artist. She was clad in a crimson robe and underneath, she was wearing a golden chain mail that barely covered her breasts.

 

What the hell is going on? She thought to herself. She needed to take her time and think about things and take it slow. Alright, she said to herself. I need to prioritize. The first thing is not to panic, she whispered to herself.

Nicole tried to control her breathing and remember not to panic. That was harder than it looked. Had she been kidnapped by a serial killer? Had she wandered into a sex club by accident? What the hell was happening? She stood up and realized the walls were all metal and the bed she was laying in was covered in a soft fluffy pillow. She tried to step away from the bed and realized that she was being pulled by the neck. She looked down and noticed that she was wearing a collar that was attached to a cord that was tangled in the oversized pillows.

 

Her breathing became shallow as she came close to an anxiety attack. She must have been kidnapped by a sex fiend or something. This was bad. She needed to get out of here, wherever here was. She looked along the wall and did not see a door or a window. She was in a metal room. She sat back on the bed and tried to stop herself from panicking.

 

On the edge of her perception, she could hear a low hum. She wondered what that was as she sat on the edge of the bed. This was all too overwhelming. She tried to piece everything together when she saw a portal appear in the wall to her left. With a soft metallic sound, the wall slid open and in walked Dr. Jorgen Haugan.

 

“What the hell is happening?” she asked. She was surprised to see Jorgen. She was not expecting to see someone she knew as her captor.

 

“Dr. Reade, I’m glad you are sitting down. That will make things easier,” he said.

“Look, if you have kidnapped me to kill me, please don’t. I beg of you. If you do have plans to kill me, can you at least do it quickly?”she pleaded in a quiet voice.

 

“Dr. Reade, I have no plans to kill you. You are too valuable.”

 

“Have you kidnapped me because of my research? It’s not top secret or classified. I will be happy to share my results with you or the government you are working for.”

 

“That will come in handy, but you are beautiful.”

 

“That explains this crazy costume, I assume. What is this, some kind of sick, twisted sex fantasy?”

 

“No. this is not a sex fantasy, but you are here as a sex slave.”

 

“That’s not freaking likely! I’m done with this demented little game of yours! I demand you tell what is happening. What is going on?”

 

“You are in no position to demand anything. I will tell you what is happening, but then I expect you to shut up and do what I say or you will end up dead.”

 

“Are you threatening me?”

“No, I’m not threatening. You may or may not believe what I’m about to tell you. It matters little to me. You have been kidnapped because of your value. Your beauty and your research make you a perfect gift for the General.”

 

“The General of what, who is that, North Korea, Russia, or Iran?”

 

“You will find out soon enough and one more thing.”

 

“Yes,” she said. It was hard to believe that only a few hours earlier in her lab, she thought this man was attractive and now he had kidnapped her for a foreign power. It didn’t matter, she decided. She would find some way to escape.

 

“This,” he said as he changed color as she watched. He was now light blue.

 

Nicole did the only thing she could do under the circumstances. She fainted.

 

Nicole was unsure how long she was out. She came to a little later when she felt the room she was in suddenly move. It felt like an earthquake. She sat up and looked around. She was still in the silver room and still wearing the chain mail outfit. At least she was alive, she reminded herself.

The portal slid open and Jorgen walked in. He was still very much blue. Nicole could not understand how he had changed color. She wanted to know that and much more, but she remembered his threat to kill her.

 

He led her out of the room by the collar. She followed him like a pet dog.

 

She thought about fighting back, but considering he had just turned blue in front of her, she decided that the best plan of action may be to just go along with this for now until she could figure out what was happening. It wasn’t much of a plan, but it was the only one she had.

 

“You are about to meet the General. you are my gift to him. If you behave, he will let you live. If you don’t, he will kill you without hesitation. Do you understand?”

 

She nodded her head.

 

“One other thing, try not to faint. If the General thinks you are sick or ill, he will dispose of you like trash.”

 

A portal opened in the wall and Jorgen led her down a ramp. She was hesitant to follow him, but had no choice. At least she was out of the little room. She walked down the ramp and looked back. The ramp was attached to a silver bullet shaped vehicle of some form that looked like an airplane with no wings except it shimmered like liquid mercury.

She tried not to panic, but her first thought was spaceship, which would make Jorgen an alien. She reasoned that would explain the blue color of his skin. Was it possible that she had been abducted by an actual alien? She sighed. She obviously had a break with reality if she was imagining this elaborate hallucination. She hoped she would snap back into reality soon.

 

At the bottom of the ramp, several tall men approached Jorgen. They were easily over 7 feet tall with light skin.

 

“Kiorians, we should have shot you out of the air,” said a menacing-looking Langarian.

 

“I’m sure you would have liked that, but the General is expecting me,” answered Jorgen.

 

“This is the only reason you are alive. Follow me,” replied the Langarian.

 

As Nicole followed Jorgen, she tried to wrap her brain around where she was. The ship she had just arrived in was behind her and they seemed to be in an enormous cavern-like room. She looked up and the ceiling of this stone cave was easily a mile or more high and the cavern appeared to be a mile wide.

The stone walls of this immense cave were cut rock and smooth. The layers of rock were quite colorful, and the effect was beautiful. She did not see any windows of any kind. She decided that she must be underground or inside a mountain, but where was she and who were these people that were pale and unusually tall?

 

As she walked through the cave, she noticed the people all around her were wearing similar clothes, very much like military uniforms. If she had to guess, it appeared she was in an underground military base, somewhere. She could not place these people, except she really did not think they were people at all. They were all so tall and pale, and the only explanation was that they were aliens.

 

She was in an underground base filled with aliens. If she was still on earth and she escaped, she reasoned that the first thing she was going to do was check into a hospital and seek help, because she obviously was no longer dealing with reality on any level. She followed Jorgen as he was being led by the tall pale alien through the cavern.

 

The further they went into the cavern, the larger it became. She was soon aware that they were on the outskirts of an enormous underground city. Metal buildings of every shape and size appeared in front of them as the cavern opened into a space that was miles deep and many miles wide. It was beautiful and unlike anything she had ever seen. She realized that she was no longer on Earth.

The pale alien led them along a walkway many feet above the city. What was amazing about this place was the light. It was not dark, but as bright as day and she wondered how it appeared to be bright as day underground. She was also struck by the vegetation that was growing everywhere. Vines, and exotic plants grew in abundance. In truth, the effect was beautiful.

 

They made their way along the walkway and turned to a portal in the rock. A door slid open and the pale alien directed them to follow him. They walked through a dark tunnel lit by floating lights and then the tunnel opened into large room. The walls were cut from the rock and seats cut from the rock lined the walls.

 

“Follow me, the General is dining, but he is expecting you,” said the pale Langarian.

 

Jorgen led Nicole by the cord attached to her collar into an even larger room. A tall, pale man who looked to be around the age of thirty sat on a chair cut from the same rock as the walls on a raised platform. He was seated as were several other men and women at a stone table. The room was gigantic and contained several large tables where other aliens were enjoying dinner.

 

All eyes in the room turned to them. Nicole had no idea what was happening, but she tried to contain the rising sense of panic she felt. The alien who had led them here left them and walked to the dais. He leaned over the table and whispered something to the General and then stood aside.

All conversations came to a stop. Jorgen appeared to be perfectly calm. Nicole watched him and remembered what he had said about not fainting. Jorgen walked up to the raised platform and she followed.

 

“Jorgen of the family Hithesus, you are far away from your home world, are you not?”

 

“It’s not far at all, not for what I have to discuss with you.”

 

“Are you not the Emperor’s most loyal pet? He sends you to do his bidding and you always do it.”

 

“You are correct. That has been the role my family has been forced to play for many centuries.”

 

“So what brings the Emperor’s favorite slave to our planet? I am rather curious. Do entertain me before I kill you.”

 

“I have important matters to discuss with you and I bring you a gift.”

“I have everything I could want. Our empire is wealthy and I want for nothing.”

 

“A gift, General, to show my sincere desire to do business with you.”

 

“You have my attention. Please continue.”

“I have a gift of such immense value that there is not another one like it in the universe. You alone will own what many men would pay their lives to possess.”

 

“What, pray tell, do you have to offer of such value?”

 

“I offer you this,” he said as he motioned to Nicole.

 

Nicole felt every alien in the room staring at her. She felt Jorgen walk behind her and with a flourish, he stripped the crimson cloak from her body and dropped it to the floor. The mood in the room changed. Her nude body was barely covered by gold and metal jewelry. The General looked at her and she saw his eyes transform from a pale watery grey to an eerie cat like green.

 

“Jorgen, I will give you credit. She is beautiful and the jewelry she is wearing would easily purchase a small planet. I have never enjoyed a human before. This is an exceptional gift. She is rare, but do tell me how she is unique.”

 

“General, you are correct that she is human from Earth, but she is more than just an exotic slave. She is the leading scientist of her planet with knowledge I believe you will find truly valuable.”

 

“Jorgen, I may have to keep you alive a little longer. Come with me, and bring my gift.”

The General stood up and left the raised dais. Jorgen and Nicole followed him. The General walked through a portal, down a hallway and along a walkway that was cut into the rock. Nicole looked down and was sure that she was at least a mile or higher from the floor of the cavern.

 

They turned a corner and Nicole was amazed that they walked into a room that was not cavernous, but was open to a waterfall. It was light, airy and furnished with bright furniture. There was a balcony that extended out to the water. The General walked out to the balcony and Jorgen followed with Nicole. Guards flanked the room whom the General dismissed with a wave of his hand.

 

“Jorgen, we are alone now. Don’t even think about trying to assassinate me,” the General said.

 

“General, that was not my intention. I could have killed you while you dined if that was my mission.”

 

The General looked at Nicole while Jorgen was speaking. He reached out his hand for the cord and Jorgen handed it to him.

 

“She is exquisite, and the gold and tallionium are worth more than a fleet of ships. I commend you. Your family must have access to immense wealth.”

 

“Now you are beginning to understand why I have traveled to see you. My family has been loyal to the Emperor for generations. We have done his bidding, sacrificed our lives and carried out every task he has ever asked of us and yet we are always left serving him and his family.

What have they ever contributed? What battles have they ever won or how many lives has his family ever sacrificed?”

 

“Am I to understand that you are no longer content with being a slave to that buffoon?”

 

“My family has won the campaigns and has preserved the throne of those wealthy, entitled pigs. What has he ever offered us, money, wealth but never power or leadership? We have been loyal and how has he repaid us, with currency? As you can see from my gift, we have no need of wealth.”

 

The General walked to Nicole with the cord in his hand. Nicole noticed the General was actually attractive in the cold manner of a tyrant or a KGB agent. He touched her hair and then ran his hand along her face. His hands were freezing cold.

 

“She is exquisite. I cannot wait to enjoy my present. Did you say she is a scientist on her planet? What need do I have for a sex slave that is smart?”

 

“She is valued on her planet for her work on a mineral I know that your people are working with, Promethium.”

 

“Hmm, she may be useful in more than one way. The General ran his hand along her shoulder and to her neck. He clasped her throat and stared into her eyes. He stared at her for several minutes and then released his hold in her.

“Jorgen, you are telling me the truth. She is quite smart and her work on Promethium is of interest to me. Not that I trust you but what is it you want from me that you would go through all this trouble?”

 

“I want your empire to win the next several battles. I want you to force the Emperor to surrender his throne. I want my family to step in and look like heroes to our people. We will save the Empire and the war will finally be over. We will sign a peace agreement. Unknown to my fellow Kiorians, we will not stop the expansion of your empire as long as you leave our empire alone. You get the unchecked expansion you have been fighting for and I become Emperor. It seems like we all win.”

 

“Yes, that does sound tempting. Your gift is intriguing. I thank you for it. I will consider your offer. I would like to invite you to stay as my guest, while I consider it.”

 

“Thank you, General. I knew you to be a reasonable man. We are the same, you and I, as we serve the good of our people and know when to fight and when to negotiate. It has been a pleasure.”

 

A door opened and the same pale alien who greeted Jorgen when they arrived appeared.

 

“Ysill, show Jorgen to suitable accommodations.”

 

Jorgen left with the alien known as Ysill. She was alone with the General. He ran his hand along her back and her shoulder. He drew in closer and licked her neck with his long tongue.

“You are an exceptional specimen and you taste delicious. I am tempted to enjoy pleasures with you, but I need your knowledge first. I have scanned your mind and see that the Kiorian is telling the truth. You have vast knowledge of Promethium and that is much more important right now. I will put you to work on my project right away. If you do good work, I may let you live to serve me after I have enjoyed your body. I only enjoy a woman once, but you may be an exception.”

 

Nicole did not know what triggered it, but a door opened and an alien rushed in.

 

“Targin, take my gift to a room near my quarters and bring her clothes she may work in. Take her to the facility when you are through and bring her jewelry to me.”

 

The alien known as Targin led Nicole up a ramp along the far wall of the room, and then he led her along a corridor and into a room with a small balcony overlooking the waterfall. There was a flat, upholstered platform and several tall cushioned stools. For a room deep underground, it was light and airy. Nicole was surprised by how much she liked her room. The view of the waterfall was unique and made being underground feel less claustrophobic.

 

“If you remove your apparel, I will return with a work uniform, but first allow me to take that off of you. Turn around,” he said and unclamped the collar from her neck. I don’t think we have any need for that here. You have nowhere to escape to.”

Targin left Nicole to disrobe. She did not think she had a choice, so she took the gold chain mail outfit off and lay it on the bed. In a few minutes, the alien returned with a long drab grey tunic, skirt and matching slippers. Nicole tried to cover her nakedness with her hands while he collected the jewelry from the bed.

 

“Get dressed. I will be back for you in a moment.”

 

He left Nicole by herself once again. She dressed in the drab grey outfit and went to the balcony. She looked at the waterfall. It was immensely tall and the rushing water made a sound that was relaxing. Aside from the creepy General who now owned her, the drab fashion choices and the fact that she was stranded underground, her room and the waterfall were breathtaking.

 

Targin reappeared and ordered Nicole to come with him. Nicole followed him. He led her down several corridors and across the waterfall to a different part of the city. Nicole had never seen a city to compare to it. It was as though a modern earth city with immense skyscrapers, and mirrored buildings had been built underground.

 

After walking for nearly an hour, Targin reached a dark silver door in a large domed building. He put his hand on the door and it opened for him. As they walked through the doorway, Nicole noticed the walls were made of metal as was the ceiling and the floor. Targin led her through a maze of metal corridors until they reached a smaller door.

He placed his hand on the door and it immediately opened into a huge room that resembled a laboratory from Earth. She drank in the familiar sight of a well-funded research facility. She wondered how it was possible to be on a foreign planet and yet feel as though she was back home at the Jet Propulsion Laboratory. Nicole was surprised to see a human in the middle of the lab, a rather handsome human.

 

“Targin, what have we here?” asked the human as he looked over from a floating holographic panel.

 

“The General has just received this one as a gift. She is from your planet. Put her to work,” said Targin and he left Nicole alone with the mysterious man in the lab.

 

“Well, hello, fellow Earthling, it is a true pleasure to meet you. I am Doctor David Masters.”

 

“I am Doctor Nicole Reade. I can’t tell you how good it is to see you.”

 

“The feeling is mutual. We’ve only just met, and forgive me for trying not to be too curious, but did you know you are wearing gold paint?”

 

“I’m not surprised. I think it’s made of real gold.”

 

“Real gold, when I arrived I was wearing a pair of Khakis, and a button down shirt. You must be special to be decorated.”

“Special? I apparently am a unique specimen. I am sex slave and a research scientist.”

 

“That sounds like a personal ad,” he said with a wink.

 

Nicole found Dr. David Matthews to be incredibly handsome. He spoke with a British accent. His hair was dark with grey at the temples and he was tall with a well-proportioned build. Nicole could not believe her luck to be stranded on an alien planet with a hot, brilliant scientist. It almost made the whole nightmarish sex slave thing worth it.

 

“You are very beautiful. I’m not trying to be lecherous, but you really are.”

 

“Thank you. I have a thousand questions, such as where are we, and what do they want with us?”

 

“Yes, I’m sure you do, but we better get to work to keep our alien overseers happy. I will answer what I can.”



Chapter Eleven


 

Nicole was unsure how long she had been on the Langarian home world. David had told her where she was and what little he knew about the Langarians. They were a race that had come to this galaxy after they lost their world when their sun went Super Nova. They had been forced to rebuild from nothing, they had become a militaristic society and were in an endless war with the Kiorians over territory.

 

David had been abducted several years ago form Lucerne. His research was not on Promethium per se, but using radioactive minerals as energy sources for alternate propulsion systems. Nicole spoke the same language. She had been studying minerals for any potential for a power source for space travel. The Langarians, it seemed, were deeply involved in finding any alternatives to the current energy sources for space travel which were growing rare in a universe of space traveling aliens.

 

David was certain that the Langarians were not only after an alternative for space travel, but a way to win the war. He confided in Nicole that he believed that what the Langarians wanted to do more than anything was to develop a propulsion system that ran off a mineral that no one had depleted yet. He thought they would destroy the remaining minerals necessary for space travel so that only they would have the ability to travel and control space. It would give them an advantage.

As David and Nicole worked in the laboratory one day, Nicole was struck by another question, “David, why do the Langarians live in caves? If they are so technologically advanced, why are they underground? Is there something wrong with this planet?”

 

“Nicole, these people are like the Russians during World War II. They are at war and they will do anything to survive. They have built their cities deep underground because the Kiorians have a nasty habit of attacking on a regular basis and the Langarians refuse to waste resources shielding the planets of their empire.”

 

“Are you telling me there’s nothing on the surface? Is it a wasteland?”

 

“No, it’s not a wasteland, but it’s an Eden and yet they live like moles in the ground. No wonder they are so pale.”

 

“Do you think they will ever let us go home?”

 

“Nicole, I don’t know. I would like to say yes, but I highly doubt it. I was getting rather depressed about it until you arrived. Now it doesn’t matter what happens. I feel more alive than I ever did on Earth.”

 

“David, I don’t know what to say. I have never met a man who understood my work. I am certain you are right and we are probably not going to survive very long after our research is done, but at least I had the opportunity to meet and work with you,” she said as she looked into his blue eyes.

As the days turned into weeks, she was devoted to her work. It was the only thing keeping her mind occupied from the fact that she was probably going to die the second the General had no further use for her. She enjoyed working with David. She honestly did not know what she would have done without him.

 

The Langarians kept the out of the way for the most part. A number of Langarians worked side by side with David and Nicole in the lab. Nicole reasoned that they were conducting experiments using the results that David and she were obtaining. She occasionally observed their research and found it hard to decipher from the glimpses she was able to see. Being a scientist, she recognized formulas when she saw them, but she was unable to decode their language.

 

Her day to day life was quiet. Her master and his staff left her on her own. She figured that it was probably because she and David were valuable to the effort to win the war against the Kiorians. She also was reasonably sure that in their underground world, they knew that two humans would have nowhere to escape to.

 

Over the last few weeks, Nicole had begun to notice symptoms that were troubling to her. She was nauseous, had headaches and was frequently dizzy. She even experienced a few fainting spells. She was becoming increasingly alarmed. She had no way of knowing whether or not she was having a reaction to the environment, dangerous chemicals, radiation or even the food. She asked David about it one day.

“David, when you first arrived, did you notice any unusual symptoms or have you been able to detect any food allergens” Nicole asked. She was curious about her symptoms.

 

“No, not particularly, the food here took some getting used to, but other than that, I’ve never noticed anything unusual. Except that I look pretty pale these days,” he answered her question.

 

“I’m just not feeling good lately. I’ve been sick to my stomach, dizzy and light headed,” she said.

 

“Oh, sounds like you might be pregnant,” he said with a look of concern.

 

“David, there is no way that is possible. I have not been on a date in over a year. It would be a scientific impossibility. There is no way,” she replied.

 

“Are you so sure? What do you remember about your abduction? Me, I don t remember much at all. One minute I’m happily doing work in my lab, the next I’m underground surrounded by aliens.” David declared.

 

“You have a point, but I thought all these stories about women getting pregnant with alien babies was tabloid gossip, I mean honestly abducted by aliens?” she said and then realized how absurd what she just said really was.

“I know just how you feel. I used to think it was a load of trash until I wound up here. I’m not a medical doctor, but it may be possible,” he replied whispering as he looked up and saw the Langarians observing their conversation. “Back to work,” he replied and walked away.

 

Nicole thought about what David had said, that maybe it was possible. She tried to talk herself out of the possibility, but then realized with a feeling of rising panic, she could not remember her last period. It was at that moment that she knew it was possible she was pregnant, but how and by whom?

 

It didn’t take her much time to realize that it must have been the blue alien who brought her here. She had no memory of having sex with him and was not even sure scientifically if it was possible. And if it was, would her child be blue as well?

 

She had not seen Jorgen since the day he had given her as a gift to the General. She wondered if he was alive or dead, and if he was alive, she needed to see him. She had to think of some way to find out. Her only chance was to ask one of the Langarians, but how could she do that?

 

Much later in the day, Ysill came to the lab to get an update on the progress of the research for the General. He spoke with David and the other Langarians working in the lab. Nicole needed answers and decided to try to talk to Ysill. it was worth a try, decided Nicole.

 

She decided to take a chance.

“Ysill, would you happen to know what happened to the Kiorian who brought me here?”

 

“Why does it matter to you? All that matters should be your work.”

 

“I agree. He kidnapped me from my planet and ruined my life. I was hoping he might be dead.”

 

“No,” Ysill said.

 

Nicole went back to work and thought about trying to find Jorgen somehow to confront him about the fact that she might be pregnant. She watched Ysill leave the lab and wondered where Jorgen might be.



Chapter Twelve


 

She was summoned from the lab a few days later and given an outfit to wear. The General commanded her presence at dinner. She was his slave so she had no choice. Targin brought her a simple long skirt and bandeau style top. There was no jewelry or fancy body paint. As she slipped the bandeau top over her breasts, they felt sore. She sighed, all her symptoms were pointing to a pregnancy. She had to find the blue alien.

 

She didn’t have to wait long to find out about Jorgen. At dinner, she sat by the General’s side like a pet, which she was. The General was parading his latest slave in an obvious show of power. She smiled and tried to look pleasant. At the dinner, she was surprised to see Jorgen. She glared at him and thought about the baby.

 

She wondered how she would get a chance to speak to him. She had to find a way, but try as she might, there was just no way for her to explain a need to see or speak with Jorgen. There was no one she could trust to get a message to him and in no way could she see him. It was maddening. There he was in the same room and yet he might as well have been a million miles away.

 

As she stared at the blue alien, frustrated and worried about the baby, she was surprised when he looked at her for just a second and raised an eyebrow. She stared back and mouthed the word, talk. She knew that she could not trust him, but she would at least like to know if there was the possibility she was carrying his baby.

A few days later, she was startled when Jorgen came to the lab. He was accompanied by Ysill and the General. He walked past her and rudely pushed David out of the way. He spoke with the Langarian researchers and then left as swiftly as he came.

 

Later that day, all the Langarians who worked in the lab left until the next day. It was not unusual for David and Nicole to work much later than their alien counterparts. They had nothing to look forward to in their rooms except loneliness and sleep.

 

“Can you believe how rude that blue alien was to you today? That is the alien I think may have made me pregnant.”

 

“Nicole, I can’t say much to you but I have a message. He said yes, that it is his baby and that he will explain.”

 

“What do you mean, he will explain? I want to talk with him right now.”

 

“That is not possible. Just be patient and yes you are pregnant.”

 

Nicole leaned against the wall. She put her hand on her stomach and thought about the fact that she was pregnant. She never thought she would have a baby. Her whole adult life had been nothing but work, and now, in the worst place possible with her own life hanging in the balance, she discovered she was pregnant. Tears started to well up in her eyes.

David looked around the lab and hoped that they were not being watched. He put his hand on her face and quickly kissed her on the cheek.

 

“Nicole, I want you to know that I will do anything in my power to protect you and your baby. I don’t know what the future holds, but I will die before I see any harm come to you.”

 

“David, I have waited my whole life to find a good man and start a family. Why does this have to be happening here?”

 

“I don’t know, but you are not alone. Be brave, I can say no more.”

 

David went back to work and Nicole wiped her eyes. She decided that she needed to rest and time to think. She left David working in the lab and returned to her quarters at the General’s residence. She went to the balcony and looked at the waterfall. It was the most beautiful thing about this underground world. She wept. She was pregnant and a slave. What was she going to do?

 

She remembered David telling her to be brave and that she was not alone. How could he say that to her? Aside from him, she was alone and whatever fate she and her baby would face, they would be alone. It was cruel. She put her hand on her stomach and could feel a slight bump. That was her baby, she rubbed her belly and spoke to it.

 

“I don’t know if you can hear me, and I’m not sure how you came into existence, but I promise that whatever happens, I love you.”

She walked to the bed and lay down. She cried herself to sleep.

 

She was deep asleep and did not hear the intruder come in to her room. One moment she was asleep and the next she was wide awake. She heard a soft sound and somehow sensed that she was not alone. She started to sit up, but she was unable to because she was being held down. She opened her eyes and saw David. She started to say something and he clamped his hand over her mouth.

 

He whispered very low into her ear, “Nicole, if you want to live and save your baby’s life, you have to come with me. I have to warn you that you may die if you choose to come with me, do you understand?”

 

Nicole nodded her head, yes.

 

“Good, now don’t say a word and follow every move I make.” David stood up and Nicole followed him. He stood on the balcony and looked around for any sign of soldiers and guards. He threw his leg over the edge of the railing and climbed down out of sight. Nicole looked around and saw no one watching from the walkways or balconies overlooking the waterfall. She slid her leg over the railing and followed David.

 

David landed on a rocky outcropping below her window. He repelled down a rope he had attached to the rock. Nicole looked down and saw that it had to be over 5 stories to the landing. It was a long drop but she had to risk it. She wrapped the rope around her hand and tried to steady herself as he had done. It was slow going, but she inched her way down the rock face until she reached him.

“We are falling behind schedule. We have to go,” he whispered as he turned and began sprinting along the water’s edge. He expertly jumped from rock to rock. Nicole tried very hard to keep up. He was heading towards the waterfall. She could see no ladders or stairs and could only imagine that they would have to climb their way out.

 

David climbed the rocks by the waterfall. The water fall was huge and he looked like an ant compared to it. Nicole struggled to keep the pace he set. She watched her steps on the rocks as they were slippery and the water was a long way down. She was certain that if she fell, she would die.

 

She reached the waterfall and started climbing up the rocks. David was nearly half way up when he disappeared. She had to look twice, but he had completely vanished. She didn’t know what may have happened to him, but she knew that she could not turn back now. If she returned to her room, all that was waiting for her was death.

 

She climbed the wet rocks as carefully and quickly as she could. She felt exposed climbing by the waterfall. She could be seen from every balcony that looked out over it and she knew she was on borrowed time. She tried to get her footing on the rocks and tried not to look down. When she looked down, she realized just how high up she was. She couldn’t afford any mistakes.

She climbed to the spot where she thought she saw David disappear. She had a decision to make. Should she keep climbing or try to figure out what happened to him? She was in a bad position. The rocks she was gripping were covered in algae like slime and she was losing her grasp. She looked up to the top of the waterfall and decided that it had to start somewhere so she made the decision to keep climbing.

 

She reached for the next rocky outcropping and pulled herself up and suddenly felt something grab her ankle. She tried to muffle a scream. One mistake now would send her over the edge and certainly to her death. She looked down and saw David reaching out from a tunnel in the rock. She climbed back down and slid into the tunnel behind him.

 

“Follow me and move faster. We don’t have much time,” he said as he disappeared into the dark. She took a deep breath, and after the climb, her legs and her arms were aching and her muscles were on fire. David led the way through tunnels that were narrow and half her size. She had to crawl behind him in the darkness as they burrowed their way to freedom.

 

In all the excitement of her escape, she wondered how David was going to get them to safety. She could not imagine what his plan was. For all she knew, he was leading her to her doom, but she had no choice but to trust him. She wasn’t sure how long they had spent in the dark tunnels behind the waterfall. David held up a small light he had in the palm of his hand and led the way through the maze.

 

“David,” she managed to call as they rushed through a taller tunnel. “What are these tunnels for?”

“You don’t want to know the answer to that, but hopefully we won’t run into any of them,” he said gravely.

 

“Who do you mean by them?” she asked, fearfully.

 

“They are nasty, carnivorous, burrowing creatures that reside on this planet. We can’t spend much time here. If we meet them, we will both be eaten alive, so let’s keep moving and stay quiet.”

 

Nicole tried not to think about what he said as she followed him in the darkness. She could feel that they were gaining elevation. The sound of the waterfall was growing fainter and she could feel the pressure changing in her ears. She was also aware that any sound she heard might be the monsters that had made these tunnels. She listened for anything that might be a sign one was coming.

 

David led her to a small tunnel that was only two feet wide. He burrowed into the darkness first, and then she followed. The tunnel was so small that she felt the first twinges of claustrophobia. She felt like she was buried alive. She tried to calm her breathing. As she slowed her breathing down to avoid an anxiety attack, she thought she heard a sound in the tunnel behind her. She whispered to David that they needed to hurry and hoped he heard her. As she crawled through the darkness, she was certain that she and David were not alone in the dark.

 

Terror gripped her and she tried not to panic. David whispered back to her, “This last part is tough so you are going to have to use your strength to climb out. I’ll help you when I’m out.”

“David, please hurry,” she pleaded, whispering.

 

She heard David struggling and grunting to get free and out of the tunnel. She also heard whatever was in the tunnel behind her was getting closer. She was trapped. She could not go forward and she could not go back. There was no place to go. She closed her eyes and prayed that her death would be quick.

 

“Nicole, climb, do it now!” he said from somewhere above her. She saw a light shining just ahead of her. She crawled and found a tall shaft leading up. She wriggled to an upright position and with her hands reached for any rock or hold she could find. She pulled herself up as the grunting sound from the tunnel drew ever closer. She climbed harder and faster but still she was not moving fast enough.

 

David reached out his hand to try to help. She reached her hand as high as she could without falling back down into the darkness. He grabbed it and helped her struggle to the surface. She was breathing hard now knowing that something was right behind her in the tunnel. With one good pull, David managed to free her from the tunnel.

 

“David we have to go! There is something right behind me!”

 

She struggled to her feet and realized that it was daylight and she could see David in front of her. She looked back into the tunnel and was shocked by what she saw. It was Targin. He was right behind them!

 

“Run, David, it’s one of the Langarians! We have been followed!”

David reached for her hand and dragged her away. They turned to run through a wide open field of green grass up to her knees. She turned back and saw Targin emerge.

 

“Stop, you have no place to go! I’ve already sent your coordinates to the General and he will be here...” Targin never finished his sentence. Nicole and David watched in horror as he was pulled underground by something so monstrous that Nicole could barely process what she saw. It had tentacles, claws and fangs the size of steak knives.

 

David looked at her and frantically screamed ,“Run!”

 

As Nicole and David fled through the tall grass, they could hear Targin’s shrieks and the sound of bones breaking. She wondered why those tunnels had not been guarded and now she understood. They didn’t have to be, but they were.



Chapter Thirteen


 

Nicole saw a tall rocky outcropping across the field. David was running towards it as fast as he could, and she followed. David was just ahead of her and had almost made it to the rock, when she watched in horror as a blue beam of light struck him in the shoulder. He went down in a crumpled heap. She turned and saw a squadron of twelve vehicles flying in the air.

 

They resembled boomerangs only they were much larger and they were black in color. The vehicles bore down on Nicole and David. Blue beams hit the dirt all around her. She tried to outrun them. She reached David and tried to help him to the safety of the rocky outcropping. She grabbed his good arm and pulled him up. He was still conscious and stumbled to his feet. The flying vehicles were quickly approaching and they had to make it to the rock as it was their only source of cover.

 

She managed to get David to the rock. She didn’t know where they were going to go from there since they were running out of options. The vehicles landed in the field and out jumped over two hundred Langarians led by Ysill. Nicole sighed and realized her time was up and this was the part of the escape where she admitted failure and would die.

 

She looked up at the alien sky and breathed the air. She may be about to die, but at least she had one last chance to see daylight again, even if it was the light from two suns. She held David in her lap and apologized to him and to her baby for being the cause of their deaths. She watched as Ysill came closer to her position.

He had some kind of weapon drawn in his hand as he led the Langarian soldiers closer. There was no point in running or trying to put up a fight. She looked at Ysill right in the face and waited for him to fire his weapon. She waited in vain. She watched as three of the ships suddenly exploded. Ysill turned around and barked commands at the other soldiers.

 

Ysill rushed her position and grabbed her by the arm and pulled David with the other arm. She had not known until that moment that the Langarians were that strong. He dragged them out of the rocky outcropping and yelled at Nicole.

 

“Come with me!”

 

Nicole had no reason to do anything he asked since he had been sent to kill her. She tried to wriggle away from him, but he held her fast.

 

“Stop, I’m on your side!,” he said as another ship exploded. She saw the silver ship that had brought her to this planet overhead. It was firing some kind of weapon at the Langarian ships. The Langarians were firing back at it.

 

Jorgen’s ship flew over and blew up two Langarian vehicles before it landed in the grass on the other side of the rock. Nicole watched as the side of Jorgen’s ship opened and a ramp appeared. Jorgen ran down the ramp, firing on the Langarian soldiers.

Ysill let go of Nicole and began firing on his own people. Nicole did not know what to do and David was hanging on by a thread. Under a hail of blue laser fire, Jorgen ran to join Ysill. The Langarian soldiers surrounded their position. Jorgen reached for Nicole and held her close to him trying to protect her. Ysill screamed in pain as he was hit by weapon fire.

 

Jorgen handed his weapon to Nicole. He commanded “Point and hold down this button.” She did as she was told, pointed the weapon at the Langarian soldiers and fired. Ysill was wounded, but kept firing. Jorgen produced a handful of small quarter-shaped objects. He shook them up in his hand and commanded Ysill and Nicole to run for the ship.

 

Nicole did just that, followed by Ysill and David. She looked back and saw Jorgen throw the small devices at the Langarian soldiers. A moment later, there was a deafening roar and half of them lay dead in a glowing heap. The other half was stunned, but only for a second. Jorgen caught up with Nicole, Ysill and David at the ramp of the ship.

 

The remaining Langarians circled them and began firing. Jorgen shielded Nicole with his body as he commanded her to get behind him. She did as he commanded while she kept firing. David screamed again as he was a hit a second time and then Ysill.

 

“I’ll cover you all, now get up the ramp”

 

Nicole ran up the ramp firing all the way. Ysill and David struggled as fast as they could as Jorgen provided cover fire. They all managed to make it into the ship. Once inside the ship, Jorgen ran to the cockpit.

Nicole watched out the window as the Langarians sprinted for their vehicles. Jorgen’s ship was ready for takeoff and the vehicles began firing on it with their weapons, the whole ship shook each time it took a hit.

 

“Hang on!” said Jorgen as he furiously accessed floating panels and pushed in codes.

 

Nicole heard a sound like she had never heard before in all her life. She watched as an enormous hole opened on the surface of the planet. Dirt and rock flew upward in an explosion that was the size of a small city, the ground shook violently and Nicole feared that it would cave in before they were able to take off.

 

“What was that?” she screamed at Jorgen.

 

“That would be the lab and the testing facilities for their new engine blowing up.”

 

The vehicle engine whined and violently sprang to life. “We’ve been hit badly, everyone! This is going to be a rough ride,” he said as he typed in a code.

 

The ship lurched in a vertical position, as it sustained fire from the Langarians. It jolted straight up and into the clouds. Nicole looked out the window and saw the boomerang shaped vehicles keeping up and even worse, she saw a huge, black saucer-shaped ship on the horizon heading right for them.

“Jorgen!” she screamed as the giant ship fired a weapon at them and launched something that looked like an enormous fireball.

 

“Hold on to something!” Jorgen maneuvered the ship towards the alien craft and then flew within a few feet above its surface. He sped along the length of it and then with a few more taps on the floating screens, he launched his ship into space.

 

The gigantic Langarian ship turned and with lightning speed tried to pursue him, but it was too late. He was already punching in the coordinates for the fastest hyperspace route back to Kioria. The ship jumped into hyperspace with a shudder and they were safely traveling in an alternate dimension where their pursuit was impossible.

 

Once they were safely in hyperspace, Jorgen left the cockpit to take care of Ysill and David. Jorgen thanked Ysill for his help. The success of their mission would never have been possible without Ysill working for the Kiorians as a spy.

 

“Ysill, I know you took a big risk to help us and I want to thank you. My Emperor offers you asylum and with your help, I know we can end the war and have peace in the galaxy,” said Jorgen.

 

“Thank you. The General only wanted to develop the new propulsion system so we could conquer new worlds faster and without any one to stop us. I am tired of the fighting and I want our people to be able to build a world without constant war.”

“Ysill, thank you for helping to rescue David and me. I don’t know what I would have done without you,” said Nicole.

 

Nicole helped Jorgen to care for Ysill and David. She could tell by the nature of the wounds that both men would make a full recovery. David nodded in and out of consciousness and Ysill rested comfortably.

 

“Nicole, I need to record what is in your memory. You worked at their lab for weeks and your information and what you saw will help us to develop a better propulsion system. If we are successful, we might be able to avoid an invasion of Earth.”

 

She looked up at him and very calmly said, “I want to thank you for rescuing me, but that doesn’t get you off the hook for getting me pregnant.”

 

“No it doesn’t, but I promise you it wasn’t like you think. I never did anything against your will. You agreed to all of this, you just don’t remember. Do you want to remember and come back to me?”

 

“What do you mean, I don’t remember?”

 

“Nicole, your memory has been altered. You went on a dangerous mission and you agreed to have your memory altered. I can restore your memories, but first I need to record everything you saw while you were on the Langarian home world. Just relax.”

 

He put the small metal discs on her temples and with a slight twinge of electricity, it was done.

“Are you ready to come back to me?”

 

“Yes.”

 

She closed her eyes and a few minutes later, she opened them. Her memories came flooding back. She remembered how mad she was at Jorgen before she left to go the Langarian home world, but she also remembered how much she loved him.




 Chapter Fourteen


 

The ship was hit by something. Nicole did not know what, but she felt it. She nearly fell off the table that she had been laying down on. Her memory had returned to her and she knew who she was and why she was there. She had a suspicion that they were not safe from the Langarian threat as she had originally assumed.

 

Jorgen rushed from the cabin. Nicole pulled the metal discs from her head and followed him. The lights in the ship were an eerie red and the panels in the cockpit were flowing with lights.

 

“Jorgen!” she yelled in panic, “What happened?”

 

“We have been hit, I did not think there was a way they could track us through hyperspace.”

 

Jorgen slid into the chair in the cockpit and frantically raised the ships defenses. He worked feverishly, knowing that time was not on their side. He did not want to alarm Nicole, but the ship had been hit badly and the damage was extensive. It had already taken a hit on the planet and the engine was damaged.

He had hoped that it would get them back to Kioria, but now with this last hit, he was worried that they may be destroyed unless he could do something to save them. He did not tell Nicole the truth about the ship, because he did not want her to worry. There was nothing she could do to change anything and he did not want what may be her last moments of her life to be spent in fear.

 

As he sat in the cockpit, he thought about Nicole and the baby she was carrying. He had to do everything in his power it to save them both. Nicole joined him in the cockpit just in time to see a Langarian ship come into view. It was many times larger than the Kiorian ship and was not damaged. The odds did not look promising and Nicole did not need Jorgen to tell her that.

 

“Jorgen, what are we are going to do? This looks bad.”

 

“Yes it does, but I’ll think of something. Hold on,” he said as he swiped the floating yellow screen in the air and plugged in a code of some kind into the panel. Nicole braced herself as the ship groaned and lurched sideways.

 

The Langarian ship matched the maneuver and came after them. Jorgen warned her,; “Brace yourself!” The ship lurched and changed course dramatically. He flew the damaged ship straight at the Langarians. Nicole screamed. She was sure that Jorgen had lost his mind and was committing suicide by ramming the enemy ship.

She did not need to be told by Jorgen that things looked bleak. She was a scientist after all, knew that the ship was badly damaged and that they were under attack by superior forces. Dying in a battle in the farthest corners of space was not her idea of a perfect way to go, but she would have accepted it for herself. Now that she is pregnant, she knew that she would fight for her baby’s life with every breath, even her last.

 

“Please, Jorgen, don’t do this! I want to live! I want our baby to live!”

 

“Nicole, just hang on! This is not what it looks like.”

 

The ship’s lights went dark and Nicole plunged into blackness. The ship increased speed and flew into a direct collision course with the Langarians as the ship got closer and closer. Nicole closed her eyes, afraid while death was only seconds away.

 

Then, with an explosion and the groan of metal, the ship no longer felt as if it were hurtling towards destruction. She had the distinct impression that they aware floating. To herself, she thought maybe she was dead, had crossed over and was now floating in peace and tranquility like she envisioned heaven to be.

 

She opened her eyes, and they were not in heaven, but were no longer in hyper space. They were no longer even in space, at least not the space she recognized. The lights inside the ship were still non-existent and outside the cockpit window was light pink and white, almost like cotton candy. There was a glow and the colors seemed to morph and melt into each other. The engines were no longer straining.

“Jorgen, where are we?”

 

“We’re In the space between space. It’s complicated, but we have slipped between hyperspace and normal space.”

 

“I did not realize such a space existed.”

 

“It exists. It’s like a slip stream for objects in hyper space.”

 

She looked outside the window and peered into the mass of cotton candy color. Jorgen was fixated on his instruments. He did not look at her, but remained focused on the panel in front of him and the floating screens that popped up around him.

 

“Jorgen, if this is like a slip stream, does this mean the alien ship is out there, only a few feet away?”

 

“Yes,” he said as he punched in symbols on the panel. “We are riding in the Langarian ship’s slip stream.”

 

She peered through the window, trying to see past the white and pastel pink and look into hyperspace. She could not see anything. it was as though they were flying in a cloud. “How is this possible?” she said in a whisper. She was awe struck that anyone could fly a ship into the slip stream of another ship.

 

“It’s possible, but only marginally. If I make one wrong move, we will reveal our position or crash into their ship.”

“I’ve studied slip streams on earth and they are not very wide.”

 

“They are not very wide in hyperspace either. We will just barely be able to do this with this ship, but it needs all of my concentration.”

 

She sat down in the chair and watched Jorgen. She had never seen him look so intense. “What do we do from here?”

 

“I did not want to tell you this, but we were being beaten badly. The ship is damaged and the engine took a hit on the planet. I needed time and this was the only solution I could come up with.”

 

“I knew we are in danger. I knew that already. How are we going to get out of this?”

 

“I am still working on that.”

 

The ship lurched, as if they were flying through turbulence. Nicole gripped the chair in a death grip, “What was that?” she asked.

 

“The Langarians have changed speed. I am sure they are wondering where we are. I hope they think we slipped out of hyper space and that they lost us.”

 

“Do you mean they can’t detect us?”

 

“No, they can’t, we are so close to them that we would appear to be part of their mass. If they were looking for us, that would be different, but I don’t think they are.”

The ship lurched again as Jorgen reentered codes and numbers. He was forced to compensate for every change in speed or direction of the larger Langarian ship. Nicole admired his ability to fly in close quarters, she was certain this move was risky and one motivated purely out of desperation.

 

“Jorgen, how do you think they found us in hyperspace? I thought we would be safe there. I thought so, too but I am afraid that we can be tracked by them.”

 

“That won’t matter once we get to Kioria, will it?”

 

“No, it won’t, Once we get to Kiorian Space, they will be greatly outgunned, but out here, we are on our own.”

 

Nicole was not sure what bothered her more, the fact that they were in the slip stream of a large dangerous emery space ship that was just waiting for the chance to blow them out of the sky, or the fact that they had been tracked through hyperspace. Maybe it was just a coincidence that they were able to find them in hyperspace considering the Langarians had to know the way to the Kiorian home world by now.

 

She shook her head at the last thought, which was probably not a likely scenario. She wondered about the tracking. Could it have been her, Doctor Masters, or Ysill? Truthfully it could have been any of them being tracked, or all of them.

 

“Jorgen, if they can track us, wont they find us wherever we go, until we get back to Kioria?”

“Yes and no, but if their tracking devices are anything like ours, I am sure that ours are more advanced. Then, we may be able to outrun any signal that may be emitting from the ship.”

 

“Do you think it’s one of us? Do we have a chip imbedded in us or something?” she asked.

 

Back on Earth, that would have seemed like a paranoid thought, reminiscent of something that a conspiracy theorist would have said, but out here in space, she had learned that anything was possible.

 

“It might be or it may have been attached to the hull of the ship when we were hit on their planet. It’s hard to tell, but we need to do something quickly. We can’t stay in their slip stream forever.”

 

“What are we going to do?” she asked fearfully, hoping his next answer was not going to include plans for colliding into the Langarian ship going thousands of miles per hour killing everyone on board.

 

“Nicole, you have to stop thinking that! Its distracting. I intend to do everything I can not to kill us.”

 

“I know, but I’m just thinking about all the possibilities. Typical human, I suppose. You know, the dark sense of humor and all.”

“I do need to tell you this. What I have to do next is going to be dangerous, but it may be our only chance. If the ship wasn’t damaged we could have already out run them, but it is damaged, probably badly, and that is just how it is. We are about to find out just how damaged we truly are.”

 

“What do you mean?” she said nervously.

 

“We have got to take a risk and hope that the ship can handle what we have to do. If it can we have a shot at survival. If it can’t we will probably end up dead or prisoners.”

 

“What are the odds?”

 

“That’s not important. I just want you to know that no matter what happens next, I love you.”

 

“Jorgen, I love you with my whole heart and I trust you. Do whatever you have to get us home.”

 

“You may not want to be here for this,”

 

“Jorgen, I am going to stay by your side now and in the end.”

 

With that said, Jorgen gripped the control panel and quickly punched in a code. The ship violently shook and then fast as lightening, it traveled out of the stream, clear through hyper space and into normal space. For a moment, Nicole saw just how close they had been to the Langarian ship and screamed.

The spaceship flew as fast as possible to what appeared to be a nearby moon. It was small and circling a much larger planet. As he flew to the moon, Nicole was terrified that the Langarians were in pursuit but so far nothing.

 

“Jorgen, are they following us?”

 

“Not yet but we don’t have much time. I need to use the gravity of this moon to slingshot us as we go into hyperspace. It will be coordinates that they will not be able to track once we accelerate into hyperspace.

 

“What? Are you going to use the moon’s gravity? Isn’t that risky?”

 

“Yes, it is. Hold on!”

 

The rest of what happened was a blur. Nicole had fainted. She remembered the sound of the spaceship’s engines whining in protest as it accelerated around the moon and her trembling as the spaceship jumped into hyper space. The stress had been too much for her and the baby and she passed out as hyperspace swirled in a multitude of colors before her eyes.

 

Later, when she awoke in Kiorian space, Jorgen joked that it was better that she had fainted because he did not quite know how they had survived the trip back to Kioria with a ship as badly damaged as theirs. He signaled that he was in distress and Kiorian fighters escorted the struggling space ship to a safe landing site.

Nicole helped Jorgen assist Ysill and Doctor Masters off the ship. They were met by members of the Kiorian military who had come to aid. Nicole looked back at the ship that had just survived two trips to hyperspace and had been badly hit by hostile fire. She gasped when she saw the extent of the damage. The hull had been cracked and it was no longer reflective. The engine was releasing smoke and the ship looked as though it had been nearly destroyed.

 

She knew that it was Jorgen’s skill as a pilot that had saved her and her baby’s life. She embraced him and loved him even more. At that moment, she was willing to accept his marriage to the Emperor’s sister. After all, he had saved their baby’s life.




 Chapter Fifteen


 

It had been less than a week since Jorgen and Nicole had returned from their mission. Nicole was cautiously optimistic about the meeting with the Emperor. She hoped that it would go well. Nicole was beginning to feel that maybe now, everything was truly going to change for the best. Although she did not know if anything could be done to solve every problem that she and Jorgen faced.

 

The Emperor met with them in private. In private on Kioria meant Nicole, Jorgen, Jorgen’s father, the Emperor, his sister, and the two identical women who were constantly tended the Emperor at all times. Of course, there were guards and servants, so a private audience with the Emperor was only slightly smaller than an office Christmas party.

 

Still, Nicole was pleased. This was the second time that she had clearly risked her life to serve Jorgen and the Kiorian Empire. There was still the matter of her being a sex slave with no rights to be discussed and the impending nuptials of Jorgen and the Emperor’s sister, Trala.

 

Jorgen was somewhat of a hero in the court right now. His mission was supposed to be secret, but upon his return word had spread among the elite and noble members of the Kiorian home world of his daring undercover mission. He seemed to be in a unique position, thought Nicole. She hoped the Emperor would be generous with his praise and forgive Jorgen for breaking his word once and for all.

Jorgen sat with Nicole on red embroidered cushions at a low table. They were seated in a room that appeared to be part of a temple-like structure located on the grounds of the enormous imperial palace. The walls were of cut stone, carved and decorated with painted scenes of Kioria. Lights floated above the table and large windows brought in a golden warm light.

 

The Emperor, his sister, and his two female attendants sat on one side of the table while Nicole, Jorgen and Jorgen’s father sat on the other. It was organized as though they were opposing delegations. Wine was served in cut ruby glasses and savory delights were piled in small pyramids on platinum platters. Servants and guards stood in attendance.

 

“Jorgen, you must be very brave to have journeyed to the Langarian home world knowing you might be killed at any moment,” Trala observed in a soothing voice.

 

Nicole expected to feel jealous of the woman that Jorgen was supposed to marry, but she didn’t feel jealous after all. Trala was the highest ranking female in the Kiorian Empire and she was charming in an aristocratic way. She was also the most beautiful woman that Nicole had ever seen in her entire life on any planet. Her skin seemed to glow and her smile was radiant.

 

“Yes, your highness it was dangerous, but Nicole and I risked our lives in service to the Empire and would gladly do it again.”

 

“That’s right, I did hear that you took your servant with you. You did not betray your master. That is noble.”

She nodded her head.

 

“You risked your life for our people. Not many servants would be so brave for people who have enslaved them.”

 

Nicole nodded her head again. She had not been given permission to speak and she did not want to mess anything up. Of course, this was perfectly ridiculous that a highly respected scientist was seated at a table surrounded by aliens and not allowed to speak especially after she had risked her life for them.

 

Trala looked at Nicole with an unreadable expression. Nicole had temporarily forgotten about the Kiorians’ ability to read human thought. She tried to clear her mind of all thoughts, but it was too late. Jorgen looked at her and then looked down.

 

“As sister to the Emperor, I give you permission to speak,” Trala said and smiled at Nicole.

 

“Thank you, Your Highness.”

 

Jorgen looked at Nicole and tried not to meet her gaze. He appeared to be nearly on the edge of laughing.

 

The blue woman that sat to the right side of the Emperor spoke, “His exalted presence, the most high the dawn of the day and the ruler of the Kiorian Empire, his majesty, Shoshun Dremandrian, would like to personally recognize the bravery and loyalty of Jorgen of the house, Hithesus.”

Jorgen bowed his head.

 

The other blue woman spoke, “Your service to this Empire is greatly appreciated. The crown has recognized that you have taken an incredible personal risk to assure the future of the Empire.”

 

Jorgen looked up and said, “I am thankful that I am in the service of a ruler as noble and powerful as Your Highness. I would gladly give my dying breath, my last drop of blood and the lives of all those who I hold dear to save the empire and the Emperor.”

 

The first blue woman spoke, “Your loyalty will be rewarded. Your family has served this house for many centuries with honor. Neither you nor your ancestors have ever sought higher rank or public recognition for the deeds done on behalf of the Kiorian people and the crown. It is with deepest gratitude that I offer you the hand of my sister in marriage.”

 

Trala looked at Jorgen and smiled. Nicole thought she saw an imperceptible look flash between them but she was not sure. This was the part she dreaded where the man she loved would be betrothed to Trala. She would be lucky to be concubine, but she did not have much choice. She was carrying Jorgen’s child and she loved him, she would stay with him even if it meant being a sex slave.

 

Jorgen’s father spoke. “I am honored that you have chosen my house and my son to honor. From the ancestors of the house Hithesus, I give you my sincerest gratitude from the crown.”

Jorgen looked at Nicole and turned to the Emperor. “I am honored beyond measure and will strive to deserve the hand of Her Royal Highness. I have but one request that I would like to make on behalf of one who has fought bravely and was vital to the success of the mission.”

 

The blue woman at the left side of the Emperor spoke. “I will consider your request. Who is deserving of your mention?”

 

Jorgen looked at Nicole. “It is the human female, Doctor Nicole Reade. She has risked her life for the good of the people of this Empire. For her services, I implore you to grant her free status in the Empire, that she be a free citizen with all rights and privileges. She has worked tirelessly and deserves the honor.”

 

Trala looked at Nicole and said, “Brother if I may, this earth woman Nicole has fought and risked much to serve her master and our Empire. I can see no harm in freeing her as she has contributed much to the success of his mission.”

 

The Emperor took a sip of wine. He stared at Nicole then seemed to look past her to the mural behind her head. She wondered what was painted on the wall, but chose not to turn around.

 

A blue woman spoke., “After much consideration has been given to the matter, the request for the freedom of this woman is granted.”

 

Nicole beamed with happiness. She looked at Trala and smiled.

“On behalf of my former slave, Nicole, I want to thank you, Your Highness, for your generosity.”

 

Nicole sat in stunned silence for the remainder of the talks. They centered on the plans for the wedding and the elevation in status and rank of Jorgen. She tuned this out because she did not want to think about him marrying another woman. She was not bitter because Trala had been so helpful and seemed like a genuinely nice person, but she would not imagine the man she loved being someone else’s husband.

 

The talks continued into the afternoon. Trala stood up from the table. “Brother, Jorgen, I wonder if while you are finishing this discussion about rank, and compensation, if you would not mind if I invite Doctor Nicole Reade to get some air outside with me.”

 

The Emperor nodded his head and Nicole joined Trala as she walked out of the room. Trala moved with the grace of a ballerina or geisha. She seemed to float rather than walk. Trala walked down the hallway, past the guards and then outside.

 

“Come with me. I believe you and I need to talk. Let’s go for a walk.” Trala said pleasantly as she stood on the stone steps.

 

“Yes, Your Highness?”

 

Trala and Nicole walked down the stone steps and into the garden, “That is better. Now we can talk about things that matter.”

“Your highness, thank you, again, for giving me my freedom. I am forever in your debt but I am confused. Why do you want to talk to me? Until a few minutes ago, I was just a sex slave.”

 

“You deserve nothing less than the gratitude of the Empire. As to the other more delicate matter, I believe you and I share the same dilemma, if I may be so bold.”

 

“What dilemma is that?”

 

“You love Jorgen, and I love the man who is my personal body guard. There is a reason why I have never agreed to a royal marriage. I do not seek marriage if I cannot marry the man who I truly love.”

 

“Your Highness, your brother was just arranging the details of your wedding to Jorgen.”

 

“That may be true, but I intend for you to be married to him, not me. I will discuss this with him in private after the talks today.”

 

‘What about Jorgen’s rank and status?”

 

“That will still happen. Jorgen will be considered a low-ranking member of our family, but I will make sure you have your wedding and I have mine.”

 

Trala and Nicole strolled through the garden and returned to the meeting. Nicole was beaming and so was Trala. The discussion had turned out better than she expected.




 Chapter Sixteen


 

The baby in Nicole’s belly was growing every day. As Nicole planned the wedding, she was concerned that she would not be able to fit into the dress she had chosen for the occasion. Kiorian babies developed at a faster rate compared to humans.

 

Trala had sent Nicole a personal gift which was her personal dressmaker to design the dress of Nicole’s dreams. At each fitting, the dressmaker had to alter the dress to fit the growing bump. Fortunately, the wedding was the following week, though Nicole as the dressmaker said something under his breath that did not translate in the translator in Nicole’s ear. Nicole nearly laughed at what she suspected he meant.

 

The days passed leading up to the wedding, with her watching her belly grow. Jorgen was pleased and anxious. What would their baby be like? Would it be blue, or more human? Nicole didn’t care as long as he or she was healthy and happy. Every night when she lay down to sleep, Jorgen put his hand on her belly and slept as if protecting her and their child. It was beautiful.

 

The day of her wedding arrived at long last. The dressmaker came and Jorgen’s servants tended to her. The dress was altered on the spot one last time and her hair was pinned up in a traditional Kiorian style complete with crown and interwoven jewelry.

The dress shimmered in the light and changed colors from white to every shade of pastel. It was breathtaking. It was not as revealing as the other clothes she had worn on Kioria, but it was beautifully styled and reminiscent of ancient Greek designs. Unlike Earth traditions, Jorgen escorted her to a temple on his family’s estate for the ceremony. It was not a lavish affair and was attended by only a few members of his family and Trala.

 

That was how Jorgen and Nicole wanted it. He was now royalty, and could have commanded a lavish affair but they wanted to share their day with only a few special people. Doctor David Masters was in attendance and so was Ysill. At the temple, Jorgen and Nicole walked in from two different doors and met at a bowl of fire in the middle of the room.

 

Words were spoken, vows taken, and they were joined in union. Nicole nearly cried as they left the temple together, symbolizing their future together. An enormous feast was laid out for them in the garden and they feasted and reveled until the late hours. It had been a wonderful day.

 

When they arrived back at Jorgen’s apartment that night, something miraculous happened. Her water broke. The baby had waited just long enough for his mother to have her wedding. Nicole expected labor to be painful and dreadful as it was on Earth, but the Kiorians made childbirth much easier than she expected. She was in labor for just a few hours when with one last push she gave birth to a beautiful blue baby boy.

She held him in her arms and was joined by Jorgen. It was the single happiest moment of her life. As she held her baby, she knew that none of this would have been possible had she still been on Earth. She looked at Jorgen and silently said the name for her son. He nodded his head and smiled. She held her son and said his name as she kissed his forehead, “Kieran”.



Chapter Seventeen


 

Nicole lay on the bed in the apartment she shared with Jorgen. It had only been two weeks since she had given birth, but he was already crawling. His accelerated development was something of a surprise for Nicole. On the bed, a light blue infant crawled around the pillows. Nicole delighted that ever so often the little baby would change color and then return to blue. It should have been startling but it was the cutest thing she had ever seen. The little baby boy, Kieran, already had all three of the servants wrapped around his little blue finger.

 

Jorgen came into the apartment carrying a huge pizza. Nicole laughed.

 

“Is this your idea of a belated wedding present?” she asked.

 

“This came all the way from Earth, it’s the most expensive pizza in the galaxy.”

 

Nicole smiled at how thoughtful Jorgen was. It was not long ago their world was spinning out of control, now it seemed as though they had everything.

Jorgen put the pizza down on the table and climbed into bed beside his wife and his son. Nicole watched her baby change to match her color and then Jorgen’s. She soon learned that was Kieran’s way of saying he loved them both. She leaned up and kissed Jorgen and Jorgen kissed her back, passionately. She had found her happy ending at last.

 



~~ The End ~~





BONUS BOOK 1: The Alien Abduction


 



Chapter 1 – Manuscript Found



 

Kieran reached up to the middle shelf of books, and grabbed a manuscript he had not noticed before. It was stuck between two others and grabbed his attention, now. The name is “Meeting a Human Kind, by an anonymous Master of Scribes.” Kieran’s neon eyes opened wide and he couldn’t wait to start reading. He ran to the kitchen to grab a cup of wilder berry juice and opened up the pages with eagerness and wonder.

 


“Krypton Encounter - New Moon - Year 2100



 


Ella battered her eyes and blushed. She grabbed both of his arms and looked at him squarely.

 

She taunted, “If you can catch me, then yes. One, two, three…go!”

Then she ran as fast as she could and hid behind a stall of jewellery crafts. The Seraphim ran as fast as he could and followed her cheekily.

 

“I will catch you, Ella! You can’t outrun me today!” said the Seraphim cheekily.

The human female saw a chance to break away down the sanded pathway. She pulled up her dress and ran as fast as she could, passing the many stalls of food, craft and games. She came to a little forested section of woodland and hid behind a very large tree. The Seraphim went after her and knew exactly where she was hiding. Her silver dress protruded out from the right of the tree, slightly moving in the wind. He pretended he couldn’t see her and then she ran and laughed in a breathless, euphoric delight. They were all alone in the wooded forest. The sun gleamed brightly through the large trees, the light accentuating Ella’s golden hair and gray, sparkling dress.

 

The Seraphim laughed hard as he ran after her, jumping over fallen trees and around bushes of wildflowers too. His target was near and he ran with fierce intent. The beautiful female was a delight to watch, and the mere scent of her perfumed body sent him intoxicating signals that he could not rightly explain.

 

He raced nearer to her now and she stopped suddenly to turn to him. Her chest was moving up and down in a breathless fit of exhaustion. She laughed at him cheekily. He had caught up to her now and grabbed both of her hands in his.

 

The Seraphim said breathless and sexy, “Gotcha!”

 

“Oh gosh, I am so out of breath. I thought I could outrun you,” said Ella, who was out of breath and flush-faced, now.

 

“Oh, Ella,” the Seraphim remarked passionately.

He softly reached his hands up to both sides of her head. He held her firmly in a passionate embrace. Their eyes locked together dreamily and he leaned in to kiss her, candidly. She was taken by his firm grasp and fortitude and she kissed him back passionately. Their hands moved freely upon each others’ bodies. The feeling was sublime and even electric. They were in a world of their own. It was a feast for the senses.

 

“Ella, where are you! Damn that girl!” called the human voice.

 

The voice calling out was the human’s mother. She was obviously looking for her as they were both going to go to the horse events. The human and the Seraphim hid behind a tree, so that her mother could not see the two together. Eventually, her mother turned around and went back to the festivities.

 

The female and the Seraphim stood up and gazed dreamily into each others’ locked eyes.

 

“Hey, beautiful, we better go and meet up later at the pole swizzle! We can say we were looking at the rock crafts and crystals,” the Seraphim whispered.

 

She looked at him dreamily, nodding in agreement. She fixed his hair and kissed him softly.

 

She whispered softly, “Yes, that sounds like a good plan. I will fix my hair. I have always loved you very much my beautiful Seraphim. I have always dreamed of building a life with you.”

The Seraphim had a grin from one ear to the other. His dimples became prominent and his joy was simply immeasurable.

 

The Seraphim sensually said, “I have loved you from the very first day I saw you. You are my one true love. We better run! Your mother will be looking for you!”

 

The two lovers ran as quick as they could and mingled in the stalls. They saw her mother at a drink stall and Ella finally caught up to her.”

 

Kieran read on…

 



The Human Kind – Full Moon – Year 2100




 



	
The humans have integrated into the population well and with the shape shifting dragon Seraphims. It has been two years since they joined our clanspeople here on planet Krypton. They are teaching us all about their culture including: food, social activities and biological schematics. We have noticed their need for additional attention in both a romantic and platonic nature. They rely upon each other to be “happy”. We have also noticed their ability to persecute each other with unfortunate and negatively inspired judgement for no apparent reason, at times. We have seen many “arguments” occurring between the humans. Unfortunately, this occurs when the parties do not agree on something they want. So, instead of talking openly about a situation, they seem to try to “win” a battle of words, without any thought of the others’ feelings. The clanspeople try to teach this in workshops once a week at the Clover Gardens.





This trait will be a hard one to change it seems, as the humans have an “ego mindset”. That affects their judgement, decisions, relationships and successes. Hopefully we can inspire them to change for their own good and for ours too.

 


	
The Seraphims enjoy the humans’ company, and are learning to cook all kinds of meals and desserts. It is important to note that there is not much nutritional value to be found in there so-called “foods”. The Seraphims are trying to teach the humans about nutrition and the promotion of health in workshops that occur twice per week in the Merbang Community Hall.





 


	
The Council Teachers have become somewhat fascinated with the male and female human reproduction systems as they differ from the Seraphim biological systems. It is evident that the human’s male sperm goes into an egg to create life which takes a lengthy nine months to fully gestate in the womb. This is compared to our females (Seraphims), who open a duct in their sexual gland, allowing it to be fertilized by the male’s protrusion, and then they lay a large, striped and speckled egg. The egg is incubated for just twelve days, and then it hatches as a Seraphling. It is important to know that human “birth control” is taken orally by females or sheaths are worn by the human males to stop offspring creation. Their “children” are born with a painful labor lasting hours or days.



	
The humans have brought many fascinating manuscripts with them, from their home, the planet Earth. They have non-fiction books similar to ours, but they also have fictitious manuscripts which they read for pleasure. These creative “made up” stories can allow the imagination to take your mind somewhere else, such as on an adventure to another land, a scary place, or even a fantasy world. The clanspeople regularly borrow many human titles from the Profunctian Library. It is amazing to see the positive effects of this new found hobby. They enjoy it and seem to have inherited a “story addiction”. Our people enjoy these tales and are truly fascinated by them all. Some of the Masters of Scribes use the new ideas even now for their own imaginative tales much to the delight of the clanspeople and the Empress who loves to read them, too.





 


	
It is important to gain insight into the inter-relational dynamics between our people and the humans. Although it is not against our laws, some of the humans and clanspeople have started friendships and undeniably strong, romantic relationships. It seems that on a strictly biochemical level, there is a distinct magnetic chemistry that is unmatched between the humans and us. Yes, the humans are now pairing with Seraphims, and some humans are pairing happily with the Seraphims too. Although it was not really planned this way, the Empress along with The Council has given their permission and powerful blessings to all those who choose to enter into an alien-human relationship. It also seems that there may be real possibilities to create offspring between the Seraphims and the humans, too. It is a magnificent time for us all here on planet Krypton.





The coming together of the different species to form friendships and long lasting alliances, through healing, learning, cultural exchanges and important relationships. It is truly a great time to be alive on planet Krypton.

 

I have fallen for the human female known as Ella. We have yet to make it public as my profile on Krypton is very public and well known, now. I do love her so very much. We are undeniably attracted to one another and the chemistry is erotic, sensual and sublimely intoxicating.

 

Kieran closed the book in absolute disbelief. His mind was racing. The humans were our friends? We procreated with them? Wow, this was huge, this was …impossible. We hate the humans. We cannot stand the humans. They are obnoxious, ego minded jerks aren’t they?

 

Kieran sat in disbelief at the revelations. “I should burn that book,” he said aloud with candour.

 

Kieran decided to try to enjoy a wild petal bath before he turned in for the night. He would have to read more tomorrow and he would be extremely interested in it, too. It was set on the same planet, Krypton, only five years ago. Where was this occurring on planet Krypton? Is it still happening now? He had never met a human. He had never heard of them joining the Seraphims before.



Chapter 2 – An Awakening



 

The Seraphim named Kieran, read on in anticipation…

 



The Human Motive – Half Moon – Year 2100




 


Today, two Seraphim males discovered a secret hideaway in the hills of Burnay which is a six-minute walk from the city. There was a large, draped, camouflaged material over an entrance in the small, mossy cave. As the pair went in, they noticed that they were alone. The cave was rounded on the inside and there were scientific manuscripts, various tools and equipment placed about, on “makeshift” wooden tables.

 

On the left hanging on the outer wall was a large work chart.

 

It said, “Working Seraphims”.

 

Under the large headings, there was a lot of scribbled writing…

 

Under the heading it read:

 

“Seraphim blood is extremely useful because it has the unique metal qualities of mercury, silver, gold and various other complementary ions. By extracting their blood, we can utilize metals for our trade with the Pondinians who live on the other side of Krypton. The ions may be used for other experimental requirements including health remedy poultices and dietary additions.

The Pondinians tribes will, in turn, give us land, saffa coins and protection from any other race, creed or kind for one thousand years. They will need a lot of blood per year.

 

The Pondinians have given us three months to set up our Seraphim blood farms during which we will need to build, capture and execute our forward future plans for our long standing farming practices. The Seraphims will be lured into the caves and trapped for the benefit of farming. They will be drugged and chained in cubicles for ease of maintenance and care. This will occur in exactly two months from today on the night of the Zarunian full moon.

 

We will need to capture Seraphims to ensure the correct amounts are adhered to. Any leftover blood products will be stored safely in an underground lockup for scientific and learning purposes as needed by the Leading Alpha Scientific Team.

 

The Seraphim clanspeople do not suspect our motives. We are integrating well into the clan, and the other humans know nothing about our “Blood Clause Treaty” with the Pondinians, for now. The Pondinians will help us to protect the blood farms which will be secretly located in The Caverns of Aronta, so, progress must be quick from now on; to ensure that the agreement with the Pondinians is not severed abruptly, in any way.

 

Our teams are in the process of building the farms, and the timeframe for completion is only relatively short. Then the capture of Seraphims will occur, very quickly, safely and under the cover of darkness.

There will be two main farms consisting of farmed Seraphims and Seraphim workers in each. Any other remaining Seraphims will become human servants for hunting, grooming and waiting on us hand and foot for our every pleasure. A new day has dawned and the new world will be called “Planet Alpha”, ruled by men with great human power and distinction. We will be the powerful owners of what is now called “Planet Krypton”.

 

Some Seraphims are quite annoying at times, all of the time, actually. They always look for jokes and “play” with others. This can be quite condescending and disruptive to our mission at times. Their training will change this obnoxious trait, immediately.

 

We will use them for working and serving purposes only. They will be trained as servants, and wear collars which will electrocute them if they step out of the “Zone”. The Army Alliance will be in charge of security and functional collaring.

 

Team Beta is in charge of the training. Some Seraphims will serve in the farming communities and some will become human servants, servicing our every need.

 

The humans will no longer need anything, as they will be assigned servants. We will be waited on like Kings!

It will take eight weeks to train them in their servant/peasant roles. The workers will take ten weeks, as their jobs are more intricate and detailed. The members that have exquisite teaching, scientific or mentoring skills will be used solely on the farms to ensure success. We will need absolute and total adherence to all the guidelines, so that the pint quotas can be met, weekly.

 

Our scouts are choosing the future farm members now, so that we may separate the training purposefully.

 

We have less than one week to obtain and understand this data. We are working well and our time is near. The new Planet Alpha is being born, now.”

 

Kieran placed the manuscript down in disbelief. He had never met a human and could not understand their evil motives, selfish, power loving and obnoxious. They were willing to hurt to gain power and be waited on like Kings. Even the Empress did things for herself on Krypton. Wow, humans were unbelievable. What a disgraceful race of individuals, he thought. How did they come to be here on Krypton?

 

Kieran was taken aback by what he had just read. He tried not to judge the humans, because they were obviously tribal, brutish, unkind savages, terrible, unlovable, self-serving brutes. Kieran never, ever wanted to meet one. He knew that now with absolute certainty. He wanted to wipe them off the face of the entire universe. Really, who did they think they were, Gods? How many were here on Krypton?



Chapter 3 - The Unbelievable Truth




 


On the other side of planet Krypton, in the solitary caverns, a real truth was occurring in the Albantian Caverns, in secret. The truth was only known to the highest leaders within the Seraphim Council.

 

Her heart beat frantically against her thin summer dress. Light played under the door and shadows were cast around the small, black room, cavern. Alison inhaled sharply, pressing her back into the cool metal wall. She squeezed her eyes shut, turning her head away from the light. Her hands flailed, brushing the icy floor, desperately searching for something she could use to protect herself. As in every search before, she was unsuccessful.

 

The door swung open, revealing a tall, sinewy man, with dark hair and cornflower-blue eyes. He paused, silhouetted in the golden light beyond. She smelled something dark and earthy like a burnt out campfire. He strode forward and grasped her wrist, pulling her towards the doorway. Her fist sent blows upon his broad back, but her resistance was met with silence. Yanking her arm, he threw her down on a lush blue couch. He spun around to leave and she lay there, shocked.

 

“Wait, wait!” she stammered.

 

He grabbed a tray beside the door and returned. He tapped a button on the armrest and a small table swung into view. He placed the tray on the table and nodded at it, retiring to a matching plush chair. He leaned back, crossing his legs and glaring at her to assess her.

The human leaned forward. Grapes, cheese, and apples were laden on the plate. She stalled, glancing up at her captor. He could have poisoned them, but she hadn’t eaten since he’d taken her what seemed like days ago. She’d been locked in that little room with a toilet and sink in the dark. She smelled atrocious, and she imagined she didn’t look much better. She grabbed an apple, devouring it quickly, and fell upon the rest of the fruit. If he were going to kill her, or whatever he had planned… She’d rather be unconscious anyway.

 

The man-thing stared at her reproachfully as she gulped down the fruit. Sighing, he stood and walked to a long shiny cabinet, rummaging through the drawers, extracting a longer dress in pale silver. He laid it on the bed along with a bag and stepped silently through another sliding door.

 

She eyed the door, realizing he had locked it, but she began pressing around the frame anyway. She fell back and wandered to the bed. Opening the bag, she found toiletries normal enough for this strange hideaway she’d been taken to. She hurried to the shower in the corner and stripped quickly, throwing her body into the shower and furiously scrubbing. She toweled off and shimmied into the dress he’d left. She kicked her dirty clothes into the corner and proceeded to explore the room, nothing blunt, sharp, or heavy to be found, of course. She kicked the bedpost in frustration, wincing at the sharp pain in her toe. She’d be damned if she’d get in that thing. She collapsed on the couch, fighting back tears, and succumbed to her exhaustion.

She woke to a warm, spicy odor permeating the air. A gentle touch caressed her face. She jumped, fumbling back on the couch. The man-thing stood up quickly and narrowed his eyes. She gasped. Had he been touching her? She glared at him, spitting out curses to hide her fear. His lip twitched as mirth filled his eyes.

 

“Scrotum sucking toad!” she spitted.

 

He questioned her with a deep, rumbling grumble.

 

She stared and said, “You speak English? You pick me up, carry me here, and you speak English? Who are you?! What the hell is going on?”

 

His face hardened and he cleared his throat.

 

“I am Harec. I am of an ancient race from planet Krypton, which has need of your assistance. We will return you unharmed and with much wealth, if you comply.”

 

She eyed him reproachfully. “What do you want?”

 

“I want to keep you for a few weeks to study your habits. We need to see if your race can help us progress our regenerative capabilities. Ours are dying younger and we want to see if there’s something different about you that we can find. The computers will check your fluids, vitals, and I’ll observe your actions. We can supply whatever you wish.” he said.

 

“I’ll lose my job. People will be looking for me,” she bluffed.

His velvety mouth twitched again.

 

He went on, “You won’t have the need for anything at all. We will provide you with anything that you may desire. I can assure you, I will not injure you.”

 

He pulled a small silver knife from his pocket and offered it to her.

 

“You can have this to ensure I will not harm you. Just remember, you can’t get out of here without me. You need the authority only I can provide,” he said plainly.

 

She yanked the knife from him and held it in her trembling hand.

 

“Ok, fine. I don’t have much of a choice! Why me?” she said bluntly.

 

He blinked, gazing at her. “You were watched for a very long time. You are a creature of habit. You work, watch TV, eat well and exercise moderately. You don’t go out much, don’t have close friends or family, don’t introduce harmful substances to your body, and live alone.”

 

He eased forward, eyes half-lidded.

 

“And,” he whispered, “I am fascinated by you.”

 

He gently traced the contour of her jaw and leaned in, pressing his firm, warm lips to hers. She surprised herself by responding, leaning wishfully into his soft kiss.

The spicy odor grew stronger, enveloping her senses into a woody haze. She closed her eyes, relishing the feel of his body so close and so full of fiery heat in this cold room. His arm wound around her pulling her tightly to his chest, entwining his hand in her hair. His tongue delved into her mouth, and she opened her mouth for him eagerly. Her hands wrapped across his chest and she realized she had dropped the knife.

 

She came to with a start as his thumb brushed gently up her side and pushed him away, horrified at her own response. Stumbling backwards, she tossed her hair from her face and met his eyes. Once light blue, they shimmered a dark sapphire with onyx flecks and an elliptical pupil. His shoulders seemed broader, his teeth sharper and longer. His face looked as if it were subtly stretching along the cheekbones. Alison drew her breath in sharply, her eyes widening.

 

He growled like a ravening beast and turned away from her. She stared at him, witnessing the changes taking place in his body. He fell to his knees and roared and his cracking spine was elongating. She raced to the bed and jumped inside the canopy, peering fearfully around the soft edge. A dragon-like creature gazed back at her woefully. The creature ambled softly to the edge of the bed and she shrank back on the soft pillows. It was a shiny black scaled thing with blue glints where the light shone, and matching eyes. It had dark blue wings folded over its heaving sides. It halted cocking its head and raised a paw above the bed. The knife shone as it fell to the coverlet.

Alison reached out and grabbed it, raising it defensively. The dragon trotted to the corner and lay down, closing its eyes. Alison crouched for hours, finally lying down as it had not moved and appeared to be sleeping. Eventually, she too succumbed to sleep. Then dreaming of fire, hot hands, and big blue-black eyes following her through the darkened room, she slept.



Chapter 4 – The Human Abductees



 

She was startled awake and lurched to her feet. Another tray of fresh fruit, cheese, and bread greeted her conveniently, close to the bed. Her stomach rumbled but she quickly surveyed the room before stuffing the food into her hungry mouth. As she ate, she considered her predicament. She was trapped either by an honest to goodness giant alien man-thing, or by someone who was subtly slipping her hallucinogenic drugs. Her experiences in college were enough to assume there were no drugs involved as she had not suffered from a hangover effect.

 

Some books were stacked on the black bedside table and after checking the door to see if it was unlocked, she leaned back on the couch and began to peruse them. She felt ashamed not doing anything, but what could she do? The knife was tucked into her bra with the sheath sturdy, but soft and flexible. She turned the pages absently, her mind whirring over escape plans and self-defense moves she’d seen on television.

 

The door slid open to her right, causing her to sit up straight and cautiously eye the man-thing striding inside.

 

He nodded at her. “Alison, how are you this day?”

 

She tilted her head in bemusement, replying, “I’m not well. I want to go home, and what the hell did you slip me last night? I thought I was seeing dragons, for heaven’s sake!”

The endearing lip quirk made another appearance, causing her stomach to perform a traitorous flop.

 

“No drugs, Alison. What you saw was part of my nature. I’m a Krypton. I’m what your kind commonly calls a shape shifter or werewolf… I’m unclear of the term, but I’m not going to hurt you. The form you saw was my birth form and I can assume it at will. It comes in handy for fighting, flying, and hunting, amongst other things,” he said plainly.

 

She gawked at him, mouth open. He nodded at her and a small smile crossed his lips for the first time.

 

The Seraphim alien went on, “I know it’s a bit much to absorb, isn’t it? We are currently on Krypton, a small planet quite a distance from your home. One of our bases is here and I’d be happy to show you around. You are not a prisoner, but please do not try to run. The Caverns of Interkarr are very deep with treacherous turns and bottomless chasms. I do not want you harmed. We currently have three other women from your planet who are here quite willingly. You will enjoy them, I think. I will introduce you to them after I show you around. Please follow me.”

He held out a hand and she ignored it, rising less than gracefully to her feet. She followed him out the door and down a ramp into a cool dampness. He led her into a cavern with pitted walls and ceilings and a floor as smooth as ice. He pointed out several doors: labs, gyms, storage spaces. She walked behind him, trying to maintain her calm. After what seemed like hours around many twists and corners, he led her through another shapeless doorway where three women sat around a table laughing. They stopped and stared at her. She smiled nervously, smoothing her hair down around her sweaty face.

 

A tall, voluptuous redhead stood and made her way to them.

 

“Harec,” she purred, grasping his bicep and missing the look of disgust he threw her way.

 

She looked at Alison and said, “You must be our new girl. I’m Penelope. Don’t call me Penny. Call me Penelope. You’ll be very happy here, they are all very kind. The brunette over there is Maryanne and the willowy blonde is Liliana. I just hate how thin she is, don’t you?”

 

Penelope probed Alison with assessing green eyes.

 

“I know what you’re thinking. We aren’t like them. I’m from Los Angeles. I was a model. Liliana was a nurse in Chicago and Maryanne was a veterinary assistant from some backwoods town in Arkansas. We were chosen like you, no family or close friends to speak of. I mean, have you ever met models? They are total bitches. I’m not like that, thank goodness,” said Penelope.

Maryanne rolled her eyes surreptitiously and Liliana giggled into her hand.

 

Liliana stood, smiling impishly. “Harec, can she stay for a while? We’d love to get to know her!”

 

Harec shook his head, saying, “I am sorry, ladies, but she has to go for her preliminary testing.”

 

Maryanne smiled gently at her and murmured, “Don’t worry. It doesn’t hurt, and it doesn’t take long. I know this is crazy, but we’re really helping them, and honestly, I’m happier here than back home. I won’t leave when this is over.”

 

Penelope twittered, “Hell, why leave? Stay and be princesses who are adored and catered to, or go home and take my clothes off for perverts with cameras and a constant erection!”

 

This surprised a laugh out of Alison, who relaxed immeasurably. Penelope winked at her, and gave her a gentle nudge towards Harec who was waiting stoically by the door. Alison smiled at them and followed her guide out the door. The knife pressed hard against her breast and she wondered at the large man turning his back on her while she held a sharp weapon.

 

He led her to a room that was white, cold, and with steel tables holding many strange objects. He shut the door tightly behind them and cleared his throat.

“Alison, I’m afraid you’ll have to disrobe. I assure you, I will be a perfect gentleman. Our race is not permitted to mingle,” he said as the red tinged his cheekbones.

 

She hesitated, and then slowly stripped her gown. She lay the knife on the table within reach. His eyes strove to cover her body, his breath shortening. His pupils began to elongate and she felt the stirrings of this strange attraction pulling her towards him, yet she resisted.

 

He licked his lips, and grated, “Get onto the table, please, Alison.”

 

She lay on the table, cringing at the bite of cold metal. He began gathering items and lying them next to her.

 

“I’m going to take samples, measure your body, and inspect for abnormalities. I’m sorry this has to be done, but we need a baseline to compare to later. Please lie still,” he said.

 

His eyes had returned back to normal now, yet his voice remained deep and raspy. He proceeded to run different items over her body, cut a snip of hair, and inspected her while speaking in a melodic voice, and documented his findings. His hot fingertips caused her skin to tighten and she squirmed uncomfortably. If he noticed, he gave no sign.

 

All too soon, he informed her she could sit up on the edge. His eyes sparked as he gazed pensively at her.

 

“Well,” she shifted on the table, “Is there anything wrong with me?”

He reached out, running his knuckles up her side, and breathed, “No, you’re perfect. Every inch of you is perfection.”

 

His eyes bore into her as he captured her mouth with his own. His fingers skimmed up and down her back, splaying over her ribs. She moaned and was answered with a feral growl. He nipped her lips lightly and pulled her tightly to him. As suddenly as he had kissed her he pulled away, breathing shallow.

 

He said, “I’m sorry. This effect you have on me is unexpected. Please dress, I’ll wait outside.”

 

He nodded at her and made his way through the door.

 

She touched her lips with her fingertips, shaken. What was happening? Why was she attracted to the man who’d kidnapped her, forcing this upon her? She dressed quickly, and meekly stepped out the door with her head down.

 

“Follow me, Alison. I’ll take you to your room,” he said firmly.



Chapter 5 – Working Hard




 


Seraphims were gorgeous creatures with neon eyes, usually electric blue or purple, a toned muscular physique very similar to the human form in every way, except for the ears, wings and tail. Their ears were pointed or elf-like and the wings were large, lots of veins and glistened magically in silver or gold. They sparkled and shimmered in the sun and moonlight. They were very attractive and packed well into the body, when not in use for flight. The tail was also tucked into the body, until it was pushed out, purposefully either for flight or fast paced athleticism.

 

Kieran had purple, neon eyes. His tanned body was amplified well by his silvery wings. When he walked through the Council Chambers, the females would stir. He was one of the ‘hottest males in the Seraphim world and definitely one of the hottest males on planet Krypton.

 

His innate intelligence was a sexy bonus, and when he wore spectacles for reading, his blonde hair accentuated his dimpled, smooth face. He was dreamy, sexy and single, without a female, because he worked so hard leaving little time for love, romance or sexual encounters.

 

Kieran was still taken aback by what he had read. He had slept on the information overnight, and recapped it in his mind. Okay, so about five years ago, an important Council Member had fallen for Ella, a human who lived amongst the people on our planet Krypton.

The Seraphim Council Member claims that the humans were integrating well with the Seraphims and learning about the culture and personality traits. That’s weird, right? Where on Krypton was this happening?

 

Kieran paused and collected his thoughts. Somewhere on this planet, we lived with the humans as friends and lovers, Ugh! No way, yuck!

 

Kieran couldn’t imagine having sexual relations with an alien race. The humans were from the ‘alien planet’ known as Earth. How did they even get here? Did they fly in their own spaceship, or did we bring them here in ours? Earth was six light years from here on Krypton, so maybe either of these ideas was possible. It was only a twelve-hour trip to get to planet Earth.

 

Hang on! There were some humans plotting against us secretly, too. They obviously were not successful though, otherwise we would already be in prison farms having our blood taken, Wow! Thank goodness, that had not happened, yet!

 

Kieran was even more curious about all of these ‘happenings’ occurring somewhere on his own planet. There was stuff going on that he had never heard of before. Maybe because of all of his hard work, he missed something. He was always at the Council, reading, studying and working.

He was a very hardworking Seraphim and intelligent too. His studies had seen him become a Council Member for five years, and he was a researcher and educator in the natural and physical sciences. Kieran thought that it was now his duty to try and make sense of what was occurring on Krypton right now. Five years was a long time and he decided to fly around some of the cavern areas to explore. When he shape-shifted into a Dragon, he could get to the other side of Krypton in just twenty minutes depending on the wind.

 

He called in to work on his way and let his secretary know that he was doing ‘field’ work. He left quickly and packed some food and water for the day.



Chapter 6 – The Steamy Truth




 


Kieran arrived at his brother’s work at the caverns and he asked him about his recent work and also if he had seen anything strange around the caverns. His brother, Harec, explained that the secret human captives are here and he was helping to take care of them to help with scientific research and biology. Harec swore Kieran to secrecy and then let him have access to look around. The brothers trusted each other immeasurably.

 

Kieran learned from the files that the women had been abducted just a few short weeks ago. They were drugged while they slept in their beds, and carried into the Seraphim spacecraft. They were kept asleep until they were properly situated in the caverns.

 

No struggle or drama occurred when they were taken in the middle of the night. Each woman was completely unaware of what had happened until they arrived on planet Krypton. They were safely locked away in the caverns, to be studied, and analyzed and probed.

 

Kieran strolled through the compound amicably. When he got back, he pushed open an office door to find Harec bent over a computer screen, scrolling and typing furiously.

 

“Well, Harec, how are the ladies? Did you find anything? There’s talk that you may need an assistant soon. It would be a great compliment if you were to choose your brother and friend, your nest mate,” he said, grinning wolfishly.

Harec sighed and straightened. “It is going well, Kieran. You, my brother, are far too keen and informal about it all! This is serious work we are doing here.”

 

“That’s a good thing. You sound too formal. I can bring a little camaraderie to the table and relieve you of a few shifts so you can get a break, I mean, four humans? You know you need me and I’m tired of Council duty. I am due for a break, anyway,” said Kieran earnestly.

 

Harec smiled at his Kieran and said, “Ok, Kieran. I will let you know if I need you. I have been thinking about getting someone else to be a little more involved with the humans. The rotating shifts are difficult as we do not want anyone getting too familiar with them, but the training is tedious. I’ll bring it up to our superiors tonight. You cannot do anything today anyway, as they have all retired to their separate chambers.”

 

Kieran nodded, suppressing a smirk. “That’s fine, brother. I’ll just head home. I’ll report tomorrow at first light unless I hear differently.” He doffed a snappy salute, flipping his blonde hair back from his brow.

“Oh, Harec, how is the new one? Is she as beautiful as the others? I’ve got to give it to you, you guys sure know how to pick them!” said Kieran excitedly.

 

Glaring, Harec pointed to the door and Kieran left with a chuckle. This would be something new and exciting for him, an alien species for him to study and watch.

He wandered the caverns for a while, admiring the glowing worms building their nests in crevasses on the ceiling. Stealthily, he worked his way to the compartments the women now called home. He admired the renovations and he noticed that there were a few cracks left by the workers to peek in at the women to observe them.

 

He crouched by one such crack and peered inside. A curvy redhead was applying some sort of face cream in front of a tall vanity, peering at her visage and stretching her cheeks. He shook his head, grinning. The pride of the one in her appearance did not amuse him. He had watched Penelope occasionally as she was in the first room, but she never did anything other than admire herself.

 

He moved on to the next and pressed his eye to the crack. The slim blonde, Liliana, was a bit more animated, painting on a tall easel with a reality show playing in the back ground. Of course, they were recorded, but she didn’t seem to mind. There was always a show on her television, as if she could not stand the quiet. She seemed happy enough, however.

 

Kieran was very curious about the next two women, as he had not been able to see them since they had arrived. He watched the newest, Alison, for a while, but she was reading and didn’t seem to be very interested in her surroundings. Other than turning a page, she didn’t move.

The last girl was called Maryanne, and he had not heard much of her, other than that she was quiet and subdued. He gazed through the small crack into the chamber and was surprised to not see anything. Maybe she was sleeping. No, he heard something, singing, and water spattering the tile. His curiosity peaked. Maybe she was washing her hands. Her voice was husky, with an earthy tone that pleased his pointed ears. He found himself relaxing, leaning forward trying to find her inside.

 

The woman stepped into view wrapped in a towel, using another to dry her hair. He gulped, feeling mildly guilty. As he understood, humans did not like people watching them when they weren’t clothed. He pulled back to leave when she dropped the towel. His breath caught. Her hips were wide, her bottom round and firm. She was softer than the other girls in a comforting way. She turned and his eyes widened at the sight of her plump breasts, full as low fruit. He stirred uncomfortably, distracted by his growing arousal. She was just as beautiful as any of his own kind, the Seraphim, yet he had never seen such soft lushness. He swallowed hard, staring at her hungrily.

 

She continued singing something slow and bitterly sweet. He watched her hips swaying, breasts bouncing gently as she dried her body. He felt heat rise to his cheeks and shame overcame him, yet he could not look away. She stretched languorously rising up on her tiptoes, and her chestnut locks fell in damp waves over her back.

He watched as she dressed, smoothing the silky robe over her body. How he would love to caress those curves as the silk slid over her, to touch her, pleasure her and hear her throaty moans in his ear, and whisper words from his ancient language as he took her, gently.

 

He shook his head and leaned back. What was he thinking? He could not court this woman. She was not his kind. He could not deny the attraction, from her hazel eyes and pink lips to her luscious curves. He must, however. It could never be. It would not be accepted in this situation and he would be shamed by the Krypton Council if he so much as laid a hand on her. He grimaced, remembering the women he had slept with. None compared to the mild beauty he saw before him.

 

How was it possible that the attraction was so unbelievably sexual? It was more than surreal, and Kieran felt it in every part of his gorgeous alien body. He was aroused by a human female. He absolutely and definitely was. It was an unmistakeable feeling. His sexual organs were hot and very aroused, and he could not think straight about anything but her.

 

She was everything. She was amazingly beautiful, and her skin looked unusually soft and sensitive. He wanted to touch it, to kiss it. He wanted to be all over her, now. He was so taken by the gorgeous human woman who had no idea he was even there. He had been secretly peeking at her without her permission or knowledge. He felt a little guilty, but still could not look away. He was affected by a chemistry that was stronger than his own self-control. He had never felt this way before about anyone or anything. He was not in control of himself at all, and that feeling scared him a lot. How could he stop it?

He stood, swaying for a moment. He must leave, and when he saw her he would pretend he had never seen her, never stroked her body with his eyes. He quickly walked away, lamenting that he could still hear her soft voice in his ears. As he slept that night he dreamed of warm, silky kisses and touches, and her voice calling his name melodically. It was a night of very sweet dreams, delicious, in fact.



Chapter 7 – Finding A Place



 

Kieran arrived the next day and swept his gaze over the women perfunctorily, ignoring the spark that warmed his belly when his eyes briefly rested upon Maryanne. Her eyes were wide and seemingly shocked as she perused his tanned, muscular good looks. She cast her gaze demurely at the floor when he looked in her direction, and a blush suffused her high cheeks. He grinned inwardly, hoping that they would at least get to know one another so he could be in her presence. If he couldn’t have her, just being near her would be enough.

 

The days passed, and the women grew more comfortable. They were no longer locked in their rooms, and free to wander the safe corridors. There was talk of venturing out into the township soon, however they were understandably nervous. The women were fearful that some would resent their near-celebrity status, however the integration was set for a few days hence.

 

Harec met with them after a few weeks and explained that he had found what he was looking for in their DNA, a genetic marker that kept their cells reproducing long after a Krypton’s would have expired barring accident or injury, of course. He thought he would be able to perform a small alteration to be given to his people in the form of a vaccine to stop the rapid cell aging, the kind that began when they reached approximately thirty years, earth time. He had reluctantly offered to return them to Earth, yet as none had any close ties, they all refused.

“Why would we ever want to leave? We’re heroes here. I see the way those alien-men look at me. I’m in heaven,” crooned Penelope.

 

Liliana clapped her hands, saying, “Think of all the things to see! It is an entire new world.”

 

Alison didn’t want to go either, as she wanted to learn, and had taken up assisting Harec in the lab. They gave each other a wide berth for the most part, both determined to keep propriety and avoid the strong feelings they had for one another. They thrived on the occasional accidental touch and cherished the rare smiles they won from one another. Harec was secretly grateful that she had agreed to stay, and he flashed a rare grin when she stated that she would prefer to stay to enhance her knowledge, as she’d never had a chance on Earth.

 

In the lab room, Kieran watched Maryanne closely as they began conversing daily. She glanced at him and looked away quickly. Her cheeks ripened with her trademark blush and he smirked.

 

“I love it here. There’s so much to see and do. At home, I have nothing except the animals, and think of all the amazing wildlife I’ll get to know here. I’m actually excited to get out and see something other than these walls,” she said.

 

“Soon, my lovely,” smiled Kieran.

He was ignoring the sharp glance that Harec threw his way. The other women smiled and Liliana nudged Maryanne, causing her to dip her head forward so her hair hid her face. She was completely smitten and it was obvious to all.

 

After the impromptu meeting, Kieran drew Maryanne aside.

 

“I’d like to request the honor of your company this evening for dinner,” he said softly.

 

She nodded awkwardly and he glowed, grinning.

 

“I wait with baited breath, my lady,” he teased, winning a small giggle.

 

Liliana ran up and grabbed her arm, smoothing their exit with promises to ensure she was lovelier than he’d ever seen her.

 

Kieran watched them go, bemused.

 

Harec strode to his side. “Kieran, may I have a word, please?”

 

He turned on his heel and led Kieran to a small office, shutting the door firmly behind them.

 

“What do you think you are playing at? It’s not possible for us to court these humans! They are not our kind. You will bring shame upon yourself and the girl,” he hissed.

“There is no shame in loving her! She is beautiful, demure, kind, and intelligent. She would only better me. I refuse to allow anyone to tell me who I may love! Besides, our kind mixes with the other creeds all the time,” he replied.

 

He was referring to the other race of hairless, mischievous little creatures that existed peacefully alongside their kind.

 

“That’s different and you know it. Our kind has intermingled since the beginning of time, and when we breed, they produce one or the other, never a combination of the two. Who knows what would happen if she were to bear your child, if she were even able! It may be human, Kryptons, or some kind of hybrid monster if it is living when born,” said Harec.

 

Kieran stood straighter, tightening his jaw. “I have asked permission from our elders to court her. You know as well as I do that their DNA is very similar to ours, that’s why we chose them to help us with our longevity issue. I was granted permission with their blessing just yesterday and I plan to win her over in earnest. She is quite taken with me, and I adore her. I have never felt safer in anyone’s presence than I have in hers, and I will have her. I’d think you would welcome this news, considering your feelings for Alison.”

 

Harec reeled back. “I…I never… I would never…”

“You’re a fool if you don’t. You meet one person in your life who can bring out the best in you, make you smile, drive you crazy, and help you. If you reject that person, then you’ll search for them in the arms of women for years to come, and never find her. You cannot let people or codes of conduct keep you from being with someone you love. I know you love her because you gaze at her like she has spun the stars in the sky. You don’t let that go. You fight for it. I know I plan to fight for my star weaver, and I will have her,” Harec said.

 

He angrily strode from the room, slamming the door.

 

Harec sat for a long time in his chair with his head in his hands. Kieran was right. It was time to confess his feelings and pray she felt the same for him.

 

Kieran collected Maryanne later that day and led her through the caverns into a dark, vast room. She shivered from the cool air, glancing at him questioningly. He grinned and led her to a small shelf with a plush blanket over it. He led her to sit and served her succulent native treats.

 

She laughed when juices ran down her chin and wiped them away, smiling up at him. When they were seated they reclined, snuggling close to one another.

 

He said, “Maryanne,” he continued hesitantly, “I have to make my intentions known. I have strong feelings for you, and I don’t think I can deny them. I would like to court you, and try to win you for my mate.”

He swallowed nervously.

 

She blinked and graced him with a beautiful smile. She stroked his cheek with her hand, and gently touched her lips to his. His blood roared but he held back, kissing her softly and sweetly. He stroked her side and nuzzled her neck. She moaned and then pushed him back, surprising him.

 

Standing, she met his eyes although her face was vibrant with her embarrassment. She paused, indecision marring her perfect features, then slowly slid the gown off her shoulders and let it drop to the floor. She stepped out and her head lowered in shame.

 

He met her, tilting her face up and worshipping her with his eyes. His hands grazed her breasts, skimmed down her back and cupped her bottom. She gasped, eyes widening. He kissed her perfect shoulders and kneaded her soft sides and belly. She tossed her head back and sighed. He pulled her down and caressed her, tasting her body. She threaded her fingers in his hair, squirming.

 

He licked her nipple and drew it into the heat of his waiting mouth, smiling as he heard her panting. His fingers found her cleft and stroked her, bringing her swiftly to the edge and reveling in her soft cries. He slid between her thighs and entered her slowly, gritting his teeth at the tight wetness that surrounded him. She winced, then relaxed and opened to him, her eyes trusting and loving. He slowly thrust inside and withdrew just as easily, torturing himself with the exquisite feel of her body.

Moaning, Maryanne grasped his back, lightly raking her nails down his spine, and he could not control himself any longer. Roaring, his pupils elongating, he increased his tempo, and continued based on her cries of abandon. She screamed loudly and he burst inside her, slowing, and kissing her cheek. He collapsed, holding his weight off of her with his elbows. He felt worry building, and closed his eyes. Had he hurt her? He’d tried to be gentle.

 

Kieran raised his head and searched her face, feeling his stomach clench. She smiled up at him lazily, and traced circles on his back.

 

“I didn’t know it could be like that,” she whispered.

 

The Seraphim grinned proudly. He kissed her and withdrew slowly, lying on his back and trying to slow his breath.

 

He entwined his fingers with hers.

 

“I almost forgot,” he murmured. “I brought you here for a reason.” She quirked an eyebrow at him and he grinned, saying, “Besides that, cheeky girl!”

 

He rolled and switched off the light and snuggled close to her.

 

“Watch the ceiling,” he said as breathed into her ear.

 

She nodded, gazing into the velvety darkness. After a few moments, blue lights lit up the expanse above, extending into glowing threads that seemed to drip downwards.

Maryanne stared in amazement, “What is it?”

 

Kieran said, “They’re a type of worm. The light helps them to capture small bugs. They are harmless to us, just very beautiful.”

 

“It’s like a galaxy of blue stars,” she whispered, awed.

 

Kieran’s heart filled with love and he kissed her temple gently.

 

“That’s because you are my star weaver. You have brightened my life, and I’m eternally grateful,” he said lovingly.

 

She kissed him and wrapped herself in his arms. They slept peacefully on the blanket under the proof of his love.



Chapter 8 – The Museum Artefacts



 

Kieran and Maryanne quickly fell into a routine spending their days together and reluctantly separating at night. The elders approved of their mating, although Harec suspected it was an experiment to satisfy their curiosity as they would not allow Kieran to stay in her chambers or remove her from the facility. All talk about integrating the women into the township had ceased suddenly, as there proved to be some resistance from the locals. The council met and it was suggested that the women be introduced slowly to allow the inhabitants to get used to their presence.

 

Harec was led by Tectal, the High Elder, to four shining, smaller rooms with one of the walls consisting of a large window for viewing.

 

Proudly, Tectal gestured to the windows, saying, “Harec, this is our solution to the problem. We still need to study these beings, and we need our people to become accustomed to the strange sight of them, with their dull eyes and fleshy bodies. Our women will be particularly interested in seeing their softness.”

 

The Seraphim females of their kind were slim, tall, and stunning to a fault. When everyone is perfect, no one is special, which would surely cause some jealousy over the humans.

 

Harec was furious. He swung his baleful gaze to his Elder and snapped, “You cannot treat them like animals. They are sentient beings. You cannot cage them here.”

“You forget your place, Harec. I will do with them as I please. The council believes that for the time being they will be protected here. They will stay in here most of the day and have viewings. They will be expected to entertain our people, and show humility and kindness, considering that they are lesser beings than we. After people become acclimated to the sight of them, maybe a few weeks hence, we will discuss some outings. Another thing to consider is what if the vaccine you are making is not effective? We have come to the decision that we cannot allow them to leave at least not until we are sure. It will be at least five years. Tell them, or not. It’s your decision.”

 

Harec’s gaze hardened as he lowered his head with feigned respect. “I understand, Sir. However, I do not agree with this vulgar display. I do not think the women will either.”

 

Tectal smiled cruelly, “Well, Harec, it is your job to convince them to comply. I know the quiet, large one is quite taken with Kieran. Wouldn’t it be a shame to have him relocated, off planet, perhaps? The blonde one is quite fond of her art supplies. It would be devastating to have them stopped. The loud one is dependent on her face creams and fine goods, and those can be halted as well. As for the last, who is your…assistant, I would hate to replace you as well, Harec. She seems to have grown accustomed to having you around, and it has been noted that you gaze upon her quite frequently. Do what you have to do.”

 

He turned sharply and strode away while Harec fumed.

He leaned against the wall, thinking. There was really no way to circumvent this. He would continue to lobby for their freedom, but at this time he would have to play along. Liliana could paint and draw for them, trying out her new mediums. Maryanne could sing, sew, or read aloud. Penelope could use her sultry good looks to amaze them, and engage them in conversation. As for his Alison, she could continue to assist him in his lab work. They would just have to renovate it a bit, and he could join her in her cell. He’d be damned if they kept them apart. He could use the excuse of needing to continue his research. Kieran would be enraged, this he knew. However, the elder had not specified how long the women would need to spend in the cells, so he would only allow the townspeople to visit for a maximum of four hours.

 

He pulled out his holo-pad and began typing furiously. They could set the opening for a few days away, on a weekend so more people could attend. The faster everyone was exposed to the women, the quicker they may be allowed to leave the facility. He typed up an announcement and sent it to everyone’s holo-pad. He explained that the women would like to meet everyone and get acquainted, but the council would prefer to do so in a controlled environment to avoid the women being overwhelmed. The people were encouraged to ask them questions and converse with them, and cautioned against any harmful or hateful activities. Although he was confident, there would not be any negative behaviour. Most people were excited to meet these new creatures, especially the women, who were fun-loving charismatic individuals.

He sighed heavily and trudged to the common room, sending a ping to the wrist pads the girls had been provided to signal them to meet in fifteen minutes to discuss matters. He was not anticipating explaining the situation, especially to the fiery creature he so admired.

 

The women and Kieran were lounging on the couches when he arrived. He swept his gaze around the room, pausing briefly on Kieran and Alison. Kieran straightened in his chair and leaned forward, his clear eyes sharpening, as he noted that Harec seemed tense. Alison cocked her head puzzled and was staring at him.

 

Harec went on, “Ladies, we have a situation. I would like to begin by saying this is not my decision and I do not approve. I made my displeasure known but have been overruled. It has been decided by The Council that rather than integrate you into the populace immediately, it would be safer and in your best interests to introduce you more slowly.”

 

He paused and they silently observed him, wary.

 

Harec continued, “Quarters have been set up for you to be observed safely behind glass, and the townspeople can meet you. You are free to speak with them, answer questions and ask them questions, and you are encouraged to perform your normal daily activities. This will not be all day, but just for a portion of your day. You will be locked in; however it will not be permanent. It is temporary as you will be released at the end of the time. There is some concern that you will meet resistance, and The Council would like to introduce you slowly.”

He prayed that they would not see past his slightly misleading statement.

 

Penelope glared at him, her fiery temper matching that flowing hair.

 

“You have got to be kidding me! You’re putting us in a zoo, you prick,” she spat venomously.

 

The other girls began talking at once, voices rising and Kieran stared at him in shock.

 

“No! You can’t” “But why do we have to---?” “I won’t!”

 

Kieran stood, silencing them. “Harec,” he said calmly. “You may as well tell it all. What happens if they don’t?”

 

Harec sighed and cleared his throat. “There have been some implications and the things you love will be taken until you comply. I’m shocked by this development however it is well known that The Council does not like to be denied. You will be deprived of certain comforts, and people.”

 

Harec glanced at Kieran, who had grasped Maryanne’s hand, and sunk onto the couch beside her.

“You will have your common comforts. If you choose to, ignore the visitors completely, however I’d prefer you try to win them over. We may need their support if this somehow goes wrong,” said Harec compassionately.

 

He quickly briefed them on what he considered they could do to amuse the townspeople. They reluctantly agreed and he motioned for Alison to follow him.

 

Upon entering the lab, he sat and observed her anger. She stalked around the lab, gathering supplies and throwing them on a table.

 

“Alison,” he murmured. “Alison.” When she didn’t answer he rose and grabbed her hand, turning her to him.

 

Harec went on, “Alison, I know this isn’t what you were looking for, but we have to play by the rules for now. If we don’t, things will get ugly. These guys aren’t like us. They don’t care for humans. They just care for what you can do for them. They are some of the few who have managed to survive, and they plan on staying on top. You’ll bring in a lot of revenue for them.”

He brushed her lip with his thumb gently. She leaned into his caress and her eyes drifted closed. He swept his lips softly across hers, nipping. He was amazed at how badly his body craved her. They both fought it but as time passed he was convinced they were losing, and he realized he didn’t want to be successful. She sighed, and ran her hand up his muscular back, smelling his spicy scent. He pushed her gently against the counter behind her and his mouth found her neck, causing her to let her head fall back in surrender. His manhood stirred, and he pressed himself against her thigh, surprised by the eager arching of her back. His hand found her breasts and he squeezed, pinching her nipple. His other hand wandered to her hip, caressing the softness there. She brazenly ran her hand up his chest and grasped his hair, tugging gently. He growled low in his throat.

 

She giggled and he couldn’t contain himself. He lifted her and placed her on the exam table, his exceptionally long, warm tongue tickling her thighs. She pulled his head closer and leaned back, finally submitting to his advances. He pushed her gown over her hips and lifted her bottom, shoving it earnestly behind her. Hands shaking, he gently stroked her through her panties, watching her reaction. Her face flushed and she moaned slightly. He grinned and traced his tongue along her crease, enjoying the scent of her arousal. She moved her hips lightly, encouraging him. He pulled her panties down and gazed at the beauty. She was so receptive to him. He’d managed to kiss her a few times, and once or twice she’d kissed him, but they’d always denied themselves and never spoke of their lapses. He planned to make up for that now.

His tongue swept inside her and he stroked her with his hand. She thrust her hips into him and cried out as he penetrated her warmth. He moved slowly, relishing her taste. He rubbed her a bit faster, hearing her breathing quicken and feeling her thighs tighten around his head. He smiled against her and increased the ferocity of his attack, causing her to move spasmodically. She came hard, screaming his name as he pushed inside her body. He kissed her until she slowly quieted and then rose to kiss her softly.

 

She smiled at him lazily and whispered, “Please…”

 

She grasped his hard length through his trousers. Her fingers worked and freed him, grasping him at the base and eliciting a strong involuntary jerk of the hips. He grunted and closed his eyes for a moment, overwhelmed by the pleasure of her hand milking him. She grasped his hips and pulled him forward but he hesitated at her opening.

 

Smirking, her eyes shone at him. She pulled him forward and he pierced her slightly, overwhelmed by desire. She bit his shoulder lightly and he lost it, entering into her hard and firm. He hesitated, overcome by remorse only to notice that she had moaned and tightened around his shaft. He thrust into her now, gently trying to control himself.

 

“Harder, please,” she breathed.

 

He trembled and gave into his desire, moving quickly and rousing her to a fever pitch. She shook around him gasping his name and bit his neck. He roared as he came inside her, savouring her whimpers of pleasure.

They stayed like that for a moment, wrapped in each other’s arms. She kissed his neck gently and he twined his fingers in her hair. She giggled again, and he smiled in wonder.

 

“Well,” she said lightly, “I guess we finally gave in.”

 

He laughed loudly, nuzzling her neck. He kissed her fiercely and she tasted herself on his mouth. He withdrew from her and scooped her up, carrying her into the back room where a small bed lay. She pulled her dress over her head and he stepped out of his pants to lie down with her, pulling her into him and wrapping her safely in his arms.

 

The women adjusted quickly to life in the rooms. Liliana found a special pleasure in the aliens, delighting in their knowledge and conversational expertise. She found a fast friend in a young female named Aaria and they quickly became very close. Aaria had experience with the local art scene and happily instructed Liliana in different methods, and provided her with videos of scenery and animals to practice on. They drew quite a crowd, the two unlikely friends, and people were overjoyed to watch them.

 

Maryanne sang for them and described life on Earth, and Penelope modelled various dresses and makeup, regaling them with tales of her avid social life. Harec and Alison maintained a steady stream of intellectuals, with Harec describing their various tests and Alison, his assistant. They all had their own admirers and they seemed to be content for a few weeks. The couples still managed to find ways to spend time together, and continued to love one another’s bodies, unashamedly.

Kieran had taken one look at Harec after the lovemaking and chuckled knowingly, but never questioned him.

 

The townspeople were captivated by them and throngs visited daily, staying for hours. They questioned the humans, the dragon-like Seraphims, about every activity: food, social norms, culture and habits they found amusing. For a while, all was well as they entertained the masses, who flocked to gawk at them in their enclosures. Everything was running smoothly, now.



Chapter 9 - Whoa



 

The new arrangement wore off pretty quickly after that. The Council began extending the hours they had to stay inside the rooms, to rack up more and more income. They were no longer allowed to roam the halls freely, as The Council had declared that their safety was at risk. They soon grew restless, being locked inside their chambers or in the rooms with the glass windows.

 

The women began to fume, disgusted with their treatment. They appealed to Harec and Kieran, who brought their pleas before The Council, but were dismissed. The men were infuriated, but to no avail. If they tried to make a fuss, they would be shipped off, back to their home planet.

 

The women slowly talked less and less. They were open in their excuses for their mood changes to the public, and were met with sympathy for the most part. Aaria spread the word amongst the Seraphims who wholeheartedly offered their support. Some Seraphims were a bit more detached, being somewhat more stoic as a rule, however their sympathizers quickly spread throughout the majority of the town center’s population.

 

They began to refuse to cooperate, often sleeping during the times they were in the cells. They responded less and less to the advances of the populace, explaining that as long as they were treated inhumanely they would continue to refuse to respond.

The two couples were steadfast in their love and in their resolve to free them. They were taken immediately from their cells to their chambers, which connected at the common dining room, and they were locked inside every afternoon. Harec and Kieran soon spoke with the townspeople, subtly suggesting that if visitors decreased, The Council may decide it was an unnecessary expense to keep the women locked away and allow them to integrate. The number of gawkers decreased each day hoping that the women would soon be more accessible if they stayed away. Many of them considered the women interesting and looked forward to getting to know them and show them their world outside of the caverns.

 

The Council quickly took notice and questioned Harec. Tectal, as always, was brash and forthcoming.

 

Tectal questioned Harec, “Why have the humans stopped drawing such a following? Are they resisting?”

 

“No, Tectal. They continue to do as always, however, most of the townspeople grow bored of spending so much time inside the caverns,” said Harec willfully.

 

Tectal grunted. “Well, I believe we shall pay them a visit.”

 

He beckoned to the other four Council members who were usually silent and observant and they rose to follow him. Harec smiled internally and trailed them through the maze of corridors.

The women were lackadaisically lounging around their cells when they arrived. They were reading and napping as there were currently no visitors. A few had begun to trickle in, but they seemed to amuse themselves with sitting and watching the women do nothing.

 

Tectal strode past all the windows, scrutinizing the inhabitants. He stopped before Penelope who appeared to be applying lotion to her long limbs.

 

“You! Woman!” he bellowed, causing her to glance up at him with boredom. “I am Tectal. I lead The Council. Why are you not entertaining anyone? That is your primary function.”

 

He glared at her in disgust.

 

She stood and slowly walked to the window and Harec swallowed in trepidation. Penelope was not known for being able to keep her own council.

 

“Tectal,” she said mildly, “It is an honor, Sir. I would love to speak with you about our current conditions. You have locked us away as a means to generate income and continue to study us, unimpeded. You treat us like animals. We will continue to participate in your cruel games, however we cannot help if the locals don’t approve of our activities,” she said in assertiveness and candor.

 

She reclined her head pseudo respectfully, with a slight glint in her eye. Harec winced, praising that it had not been more, well, colorful, and stepped forward.

Harec spoke candidly, “Council Member Tectal, I think she has a point. People are growing tired of observing them sitting in a cell. I believe we should let them integrate into the town, and observe them from afar.”

 

Eyeing him, Tectal snarled. “These things are not of the same level our kind are. They only have one form and are practically helpless. Their society is not as advanced, or as peaceful. They do not deserve our pity or our resources. They are only here so we can use them to increase our lifespan, even if that results in their death.”

 

The other Council members furrowed their brows yet said nothing. Some townspeople had slowly crept forward to listen, and the other women were pressed to the front of their cells with their breath held in anticipation. Penelope smiled sweetly, and then slammed her hand into the glass, causing Tectal to flinch slightly.

 

“Listen up, you little moron. You’re the shortest one here, you know that? You need to release us. We are people, we think and feel like you do although we aren’t the same, and it’s just not right to keep us locked away,” she said loudly.

 

Tectal sniffed, perusing her. “You are nothing. You look like a…what do they call them on Earth, A concubine?”

She shrieked, grabbing a glass and throwing it hard at the window. He stepped back, surprised by her ferocity. She began storming her cell, throwing things at the glass and destroying equipment. The other women nodded and began to join her, objects hurtling through the air and smashing into the windows in the hall. Murmuring spread through the onlookers, spreading even to the other four Council members. Two of the Council members looked concerned, one was angry and one calm and persuasive. The calm member, a man with glossy, shaggy black hair stepped forward and whispered in Tectal’s ear. He scoffed, then jumped as a particularly large object hit behind him. He smirked at the women, who had temporarily run out of things to throw.

 

“Replace what’s necessary, Kaleen. Other than that, if they behave, we can reward them. I’d like a copy of the footage from day to day, and we shall see,” said Tectal firmly.

 

He spun on his heel and stormed from the chamber. Seraphim Kaleen shot a sympathetic glance in their direction but turned to follow.

 

Harec waited until they were out of earshot and spoke. “Ladies, we will return to the common room at this time to speak as they repair your chambers.”

 

He eyed the few observers.

 

Aaria spoke up boisterously, “It isn’t right, Harec, and you know it.”

The others agreed, nodding and chorusing their support. Harec smiled warmly at them and nodded, and the women spared them grateful smiles.

 

Upon returning to the common room, they all collapsed exhaustedly into the chairs.

 

Penelope sighed, saying, “Harec, I know I shouldn’t have done that…”

 

“No,” he interrupted with a smirk, “I think that’s exactly what you should have done. As a matter of fact, I think you should continue. You clearly have The Council on the defensive side and your supporters in the township number very high. So feel free to get under their skin tomorrow. Today, we eat.”

 

They retired to their separate chambers after eating and the men convened quietly.

 

“If we have to, Harec, we can always run,” said Kieran, who was determined to make things right.

 

Harec disagreed, “If we do, it will wreak havoc upon the community. The Council members won’t rest until they find us, and it will make the locals miserable. That is our last option.”

Eventually, they returned to their own chambers, and all slept restfully that night. The next morning, they were again led to the cells where some things had been replaced. The women paced nervously, waiting. The Seraphims who were present the day before, had evidently told everyone of the spectacle, and so many arrived within the first hour to wait.

 

Kieran, standing guard by the door, soon nodded discreetly and they began. Alison stepped forward with her head held high.

 

She said, “Ladies and gentlemen, we are tired of being locked in here like caged beasts. We want out! We appreciate everyone who supports us and welcome those who could help in any way.”

 

Turning, she smashed a heavy tumbler to the floor and smiled at those gathered around her window. The other women quickly followed suit, smashing, kicking, breaking small things, and even going to far as to overturn furniture. The townspeople looked on, cheering! They surged forward, shouting words of encouragement. Soon enough, the Council members returned, and were shocked at the devastation.

 

Tectal grated, “Remove everything but a chair from their cells. That will teach them. Leave one blanket, as it does get chilly at night and a metal cup for drinking. They won’t leave their cells anymore.”

Eyes hard, he strode from the room. The women were angry however, they had no weapons. They were locked in their cells every day for a few weeks, and visitors had stopped coming after all. Either they did not want to watch the boring details of their captivity, or word had spread that the Seraphim people would need to stay away.

 

Kaleen suggested a compromise to make both parties happy, and reluctantly Tectal agreed. Kaleen suggested that the women integrate and be allowed to work and continue contributing. In compensation, they would be allowed to keep their chambers. The next time Tectal visited, he was grinning broadly.

 

Tectal stated, “We have reached a new decision. You will be released, as long as you comply with the rules I shall lay before you. You have to obey our laws, and you must find a profession. I have taken the liberty of assigning you your new life’s work. Are you in agreement?”

 

The women hesitated, until Harec nodded in the background. They confirmed their willingness and anything to be out of these damn cells more often. They could always renegotiate later.

 

Harec leered at Penelope. “Good, you will serve the house of The Council in any capacity they feel appropriate. Your time spent will not be major, I expect, but you will be on call at any time we need you. Get ready for the day after tomorrow, as the new positions will start immediately.”

The women exchanged hurried glances and agreed. Three of the Council seemed to be very sympathetic, so it wouldn’t be too difficult to “serve” with humility most of the time. Harec assured them all that the servitude was a small issue that could be corrected, as long as they had a plan. Talking all night, it led them to accept their current fate and they slept slightly better than they had the nights before.



Chapter 10 – The Integration



 

The women made friends quickly amongst the townspeople and Aaria accompanied them everywhere. She procured more homely items so they could live comfortably in town. They were given things such as non-perishable foods, and clothing (although alien), that would still be suitable for the women to wear, after some minor adjustments. She brought the items to their brown clay building, which had been allocated for them in the heart of the town.

 

Aaria behaved exuberantly one day as the women were strolling throughout the town. Kieran and Harec had been called elsewhere for the day on an errand for The Council so the women were alone.

 

Aaria said, “Well, ladies,” with her wings waving wildly behind her, “we are going on an adventure day. First, we go to the fights!”

 

She giggled, running away and beckoning for them to follow.

 

They glanced at one another and Alison grinned tiredly, saying, “Why the hell not, then we want to see what Krypton has to offer. We can use the day to have some fun!”

 

The girls shrieked causing a Seraphim male working nearby to jump in fear and then smile fondly as they rushed off after their friend. He shook his bald head, wiping sweat from his brow, and returned to his needlework on the fine cloth before him.

Aaria led them quickly to a raised arena on the rougher side of town. Crowds gathered around the entrance, patiently waiting to enter and roaring was heard from inside. Aaria called out to several townspeople and made introductions in a blur. A male smiled at them and whispered to Aaria.

 

She giggled and slapped his arm, “No, silly. They don’t know what’s in there. It’s a surprise! We want the best seats, it’s my treat!”

 

He laughed loudly. “Why, Aaria, sweetheart, you know the humans being here will bring more business for me. It’s on the house today along with all the sweet treats you can eat, as well. Since the ladies have arrived, we will put on our best show. I’ll let them all know! By the way, Aaria, you still owe me that date!”

 

He winked cheekily and smacked her bottom. She yelped and dodged another smack, her pale skin glowing with a burnished sheen.

 

“Yes, Artan, next week, perhaps,” said Aaria as she smiled demurely and squirmed by him.

 

He tipped her a salute and allowed them to enter ahead of the other crowds, handing her a card to show the vendors. Liliana elbowed her in the side and Aaria ducked her head, smiling.

 

Aaria explained, “He’s my promised. We have been promised for a very long time now. When we are children, we are promised to another. We do have the option to refuse and find our own mates, but who could refuse such a successful, kind man?”

She looked back at Artan dreamily, who was watching her with a small smile still on his pale, handsome face.

 

Aaria said, “He would love to get started on our life, but it is the way of things to… how do you say it, play hard to get?” She tittered and rolled her eyes. “Honestly, I’m just as anxious to begin. That strong, muscular body! Oh, the things he could do to me. I bet he could even pick me up with it!”

 

The women laughed bemusedly and shook their heads. She led them to fine, plush seats at the very center in the front and bade them sit. They had wonderful shade overhead and vents were pumping cool air with a pleasant and misty scent. She called over several vendors and offered them fizzy soda like drinks, some cool fruits, and yummy sweets. They were always thrilled to taste new foods and most were very pleasing to the taste. The textures were occasionally a bit odd, like the sweet meat flavored apple-type kabobs or the black prune like nuts.

 

The vendors and surrounding people were all very friendly, engaging them in conversation. The males made up the majority and they were a loquacious, mischievous group. The Seraphim females were a bit more reserved. Some locals were rude or appeared fearful, but Aaria explained that this was a fear of the unknown and not necessarily a hatred of humans.

 

Aaria shushed the attendees when they tried to speak of the events and they smiled knowingly.

“I remember my first time,” said a wizened crowd member. He was holding his drink with his tail and folded his hands over his protruding belly, “You will not be disappointed, my dears.”

 

A female Seraphim spoke next, “Oh, you’re going to have so much fun! My promised will be present today,” she giggled.

 

The female Seraphims were similar to the males, being tall, muscular, with long smooth hair and decidedly masculine features.

 

The female went on, “I’d like to thank you all for your sacrifice. My promised was aging quickly, and would not have survived much longer. He turned thirty-one today and thanks to your vaccine, and he recuperated quickly. He has the most darling silver hair and such becoming lines on his cheeks still, but he has returned to full strength and vitality.”

 

She smirked. Leaning forward, she whispered confidentially, “You are a treasure for the great deed you have performed for us. If you ever have need of us, please, let me know. We will do anything. There have been rumors of The Council’s treatment of you, and we do not approve considering the wonderful favor you have bestowed upon us. We will help you in any way possible. I am a member of the military forces, and there are many amongst us who support you over the Council members. We age faster as a rule, due to the hardships placed upon our bodies, but your contribution has made it possible for us to continue our lives for a very long time.

You find a soldier and ask for Riana if you ever need anything. If they look suspicious, they are not a supporter, so tell them that you have requested some formal physical training to better support our council members.”

 

She smiled guardedly at them and leaned back, nodding at the soldiers sitting beside her. They all inclined their heads politely and resumed their seats.

 

Aaria was breathless with excitement. “Oh, Liliana, this is wonderful news! Your supporters spread daily due to your kind natures and helpfulness.”

 

She bounced happily in her seat grinning, and then collected herself as a roar went up amongst the crowds. The women faced forward with curiosity coloring their faces. Artan strode leisurely to the center of the arena, dressed in flowing, black, silky trousers and an open shirt. He sought out Aaria and bowed low to her, drawing a small giggle from her and lots of catcalls from the audience. He touched his wrist pad and his voice boomed over the seats.

 

Artan said, “Ladies and gentlemen! Seraphims, and humans, gather here today for a timeless battle! No mere fighting today, oh no. We shall test wits as well as strength! Please feel free to place wagers with your friendly employees circulating in the purple tops. Now, let the games begin!”

Two Seraphim males in their dragon forms stomped onto the grounds, with smoke billowing from their snouts. The silver dragon with the light blue wings snorted in Riana’s direction as she blew him a kiss, while the other golden dragon with yellow wings stalked him from the perimeter. What followed had the women gasping in shock, terror, and excitement.

 

They flew, breathing flames at one another, slashing and bellowing. The larger golden dragon was pinned after a bloody battle, and the women leapt to their feet, horrified. Riana screamed in adulation.

 

Aaria pulled them back down saying, “Look, the medics are arriving. It’s just to the domination, not death. We aren’t all barbarians.”

 

She grinned impishly, gesturing to the dragons who were led off the floor by several Seraphims, rushing around them and assessing injuries.

 

A short intermission took effect as several structures and mazes were erected quickly inside, and the Arcandana elflings took the field. They were in skin tight suits showcasing their nimble bodies, and they swung through the structures using tails, feet and hands alike. The crowd cheered them on. They soon began a race which comprised of physical challenges and puzzle solving to advanced levels. They all had different starting points converging to the center where a tall tree-like construction rose, towering above the rest.

They ran quickly jumping, sliding, and only pausing to sift through the various mental challenges. Some were injured and quickly removed, however several continued and reached the tall tree within seconds of each other. They fought brutally, choking one another with hands and tails, pushing each other off the limbs. When they had almost reached the top, the structure began to move, revolving, twisting, and throwing some of the monkey-like participants to the ground in agony. Sharp stakes began to protrude from the sides at irregular intervals, causing some inventive dodging. The competitors were no longer fighting one another, but were focused on avoiding nasty falls.

 

A male in a green suit reached the top first and was swept off before grasping the knob on top, barely catching himself with his tail and struggling to his feet. He began slamming his hand down. The contraption immediately quit moving, resulting in cheers from those watching. The victor smiled and bowed slightly before swinging quickly to the ground and assisting the injured away.

 

The day passed quickly with multiple events including a jousting with Seraphims and Arcandana monkey riders. More fighting and some agility courses that made the first look simple. Some were injured, and were quickly carted away. The onlookers explained to the women that although they were hurt, their advanced medicine would heal them quickly and they would return within the week. This made it much more enjoyable for the kind-hearted souls who were watching wide eyed. They made many friends and socialized well between events.

Artan had been right, as more people poured in hoping to get a moment with the women to express their thanks and show them their halted aging. They had renewed muscles, and clear eyes. The women were given gifts of food and fine items including perfumes and free services. They graciously accepted them all, as they understood that to refuse would be a terrible insult. By the end of the event, they had spoken with all who wished to speak with them, which was a countless amount. There were approximately five thousand inhabitants on this township outpost, and it felt as though they’d met most of them, in just a few short days.

 

They left the games amongst well wishes and smiles, and felt truly at home for the first time. They left back to the caverns and bade each other farewell. Maryanne trudged to her room, exhausted. She stepped inside and began shrugging off her gown, shrieking when strong arms enveloped her from behind. Kieran chuckled and swept her off her feet.

 

Kieran said, “Did you have a lovely time? Let’s see if we can end it on a fine note, my love.”

 

He laid her gently upon the bed and kissed her lovingly, fondling her curves. She opened to him, accepting his touch with ease. He stroked her to fulfillment and suckled her breasts. She had grown braver and begun experimenting, much to his delight. He released a shocked gasp when she took him in her mouth, his fingers threading through her hair. His hips jerked as she drew on him, caressing his thighs.

He moaned, and when he couldn’t stand it any longer, he flipped her onto her knees and entered her firmly from behind, causing her to cry out in pure, wild pleasure. He stroked slowly, building the anticipation until she moaned his name, panting. He smiled proudly and began thrusting hard, holding her hips to him as she bucked willingly beneath him. She screamed shrilly for the third time and he emptied inside her, breathless…

 

He collapsed beside her, pulling her to him, covering them with silk-woven blankets. He kissed her shoulder and there, they slept peacefully together, both loved and free.



Chapter 11 - THE COUNCIL WORK




 


The women straggled into the common room early the next morning and were surprised to see Harec and Kieran waiting patiently for them. They dined quickly and quietly, glancing at one another.

 

Kieran stood and cleared his throat when they wound down. “You are no longer confined to the caverns. You can stay in your new clay home. We have spoken with The Council and they’ve agreed to let us house you there, permanently.”

 

“Well,” Kaleen agreed. He smiled smugly, continuing, “He will inform the others.”

 

The women yelled boisterously and rushed to get dressed. Kieran and Harec shared a smile and waited patiently. They returned quickly, eager to explore. They blinked spasmodically, and knew seeing the beauty of Krypton daily was assured. The sky was slightly blood tinged in colour and very hot. They began to understand the reasoning behind the cool, light clothing that had been supplied since their arrival.

 

They had been supplied with credits on their wrist pads, to purchase small items, so they spent the day running their fingers over silky dresses, examining fine jewellery, buying hair combs and perfumes. They laughed loudly and often, and the couples strolled down the street holding hands openly for the first time. The locals were friendly and inquisitive, expressing their joy that the women had been freed.

They returned to their chambers that night, exhausted and smiling. Harec and Kieran spent the night with their loves and they all enjoyed a peaceful, sweet time. The next morning dawned all too quickly with pings on their wrist pads. Harec rose and went to the bedside table, his muscles flexing in the lamplight.

 

Harec sighed, running his fingers through his hair. “The break is over, Alison. The Council has asked for your services today. They want us to bring you over right away.”

 

She rose and dressed morosely, eating a morsel of bread and cheese like substance. The other women and Kieran were waiting in the common room and they walked behind the men quietly, with apprehensive murmurs.

 

The men led them to the Council chambers, opening the door and standing aside.

 

“Aren’t you coming in?” questioned Maryanne.

 

Kieran’s eyes glinted, “No. We were told to catch up on some other duties. We will meet you here when you ping us.”

 

Maryanne rose on her tiptoes and kissed him, nodding in acceptance. The Council members were inside and they rose when the women entered.

Tectal spoke, “We need a little servicing, ladies. We’ve been working too hard, and we are taking the day off. Your duties will be to perform anything we ask of you. First, we’d like sustenance. We don’t eat like your friends, since we prefer things to be a bit more primal.”

 

His pupils elongated and he disrobed quickly.

 

The women glanced away in shock and their fear permeated the room. Before long, the members stood before them in their Seraphim form, and they gazed at them in fear.

 

The largest creature, an orange monstrosity with scars on his side, pointed at the side door with a long black claw. Penelope stood tall and strode to the door, throwing it open. Small furry creatures ran out complaining and the women blinked, surprised. Their eyes widened and they huddled in the corner as the dragon-like creatures attacked. The yellow blood began spraying the walls and their clothing. Maryanne screamed, cowering, and Liliana enveloped her in her arms. They closed their eyes and waited for the shrill screaming to stop.

 

Claws shrieked on the floor, and growls rumbled throughout the chamber. Tectal changed back leisurely, allowing them to gaze upon the shifting of bones and muscles before sprawling on a chair.

 

“We should have warned you. Let them out one at a time. So much weakness, their running; It sets off our rather primal instincts,” he grinned wolfishly.

Kaleen looked away, ashamed. The other, a slightly soft-in-the-- middle’ man with blue hair turned away from the women in embarrassment. Tectal and the hard faced man with the cold, green eyes named Lestor smiled at the women.

 

Lestor flapped his hand at them, looking bored. “We have tubs in the next room. Run us a nice bath so we can wash away the residue.”

 

Maryanne sobbed as she pushed the buttons to fill the tubs with the other women. Alison and Penelope shared hard looks as they laid out cloths for the alien males to clean with and lengths of towel like fabric. Liliana poured soap into the tubs, being strangely quiet.

 

The Council members slid into the bubbling water, and Kaleen and the other alien man started scrubbing fiercely with eyes downcast. Tectal and Lestor waved the women over and gestured at the cloths.

 

“Pass me the soap balls,” Lestor ordered shortly.

 

Tectal laughed and gave Penelope a smirk. “You’re with me,” he smiled.

 

The women reluctantly began grabbing what they asked for as they reclined in the baths.

 

Kaleen raised a finger to Maryanne and gestured her over. “Would you mind please passing the wing soap?” he asked lowly.

Kaleen’s eyes flicked to the other men who were ordering the women to get more products. He nodded and began gently wiping the cloth over his back. The women noted old burn scars, as he scrubbed himself clean quickly. He looked at the other women and he flicked a finger at her again.

 

Kaleen said quietly, “Karri would like his wing soap as well.”

 

He inclined his head at her and she smiled at him gratefully. She passed products to the other alien men, who were polite and grateful. They apologized for their previous brutality and she swallowed her disgust. She quickly explained that she had worked with animals and they were a passion for her. They nodded understandingly and vowed to eat before she arrived on the next visit. One told her to ensure Kieran takes her to see the valley, where the livestock and pleasure animals are kept.

 

The other women were now finding towels for Lestor and Tectal who stepped out of the baths with Penelope trying hard to ignore the growing arousal of Tectal.

 

He grinned at her and she swallowed. “You’ve forgotten to mop an area,” he implied, glancing at a wet section of the floor.

 

She tossed a towel at his genitals, fuming. “No! Do it your damn self. I agreed to be your assistant, or servant, not your cleaning lady!”

Tectal blinked, shocked. The women paused, and Lestor flicked a hard look at her, beginning to rise. He was halted by Tectal’s loud outburst of laughter.

 

“No,” he laughed, “No, I did not hire you to be my cleaner. Please forgive my insolence.”

 

He washed himself roughly and stood with the mop in hand, to finish the floor himself.

 

Tectal powerfully stated, “Drain the baths and follow us. We need to be massaged. Our muscles are very tense.”

 

He smirked and strode from the room.

 

The rest of the afternoon passed with menial chores, scrubbing the blood from the floors and walls, massaging the men as they lay in splendour. They fed them fruit and berries again. The two kind men continued to shield the women as well as they could by interrupting some of the more disgusting chores to request small, time-consuming tasks.

 

Late in the day they were released, and Harec and Kieran arrived to lead them back to their rooms. They questioned them and were given a quiet account of the day. They were angered, but were hopeless.

 

“Maybe they are just having a show of power, Lestor and Tectal, I mean. It will probably get better,” Harec mentioned carefully. The women agreed and retired dispiritedly.

The days that followed were similar, with the women being subjected to the lowly, tedious, backbreaking work that Lestor and Tectal could come up with for them. They were forced to clean the stables with the gigantic and angry herd animals moving around inches from their quivering forms. The Seraphim’s needed their scales oiled, which was difficult due to the razor sharp edges awaiting a careless finger. They were also required to feed Lestor and Tectal daily however the other men demurred and ate regular food in their human form.

 

Tectal continued to harass Penelope, catching her in a corner and running his slimy tongue up her throat until she kneed him in the jewels, then wheezing laughter and waving Tectal away as he came to assist, furious.

 

They became tired and overworked. The Council called on them at odd hours. It seemed they never slept. The final straw was when Lestor gave Maryanne a tap on the backside, causing her to shriek and run away. The other two Council members were sympathetic, however could not do anything to help. The women spent their time off sleeping or walking in the streets trying to familiarize themselves with the customs and people.

 

Kaleen pulled Harec and Kieran aside late one afternoon.

 

Kaleen talked openly, “We have to do something. Tectal plans on taking Penelope and Lestor has his eye set on Maryanne.”

 

Anger flared in Kieran’s eyes and Kaleen held up a hand to calm him.

Kaleen stated firmly, “They cannot stay. They plan to use them and kill them, surreptitiously, of course, so as not to upset you or the townspeople. Do not tell the women. I have a ship. It’s hidden on the other side of the Grual Cavern. It’s untraceable. You must escape, I care not where to. I cannot allow women who gave up their lives to help us be tortured and killed. Wait a while first, and then get them ready. Stock the ship, carefully. Do not get caught. If you are, we never spoke,” he winced slightly.

 

“This is not by personal choice, but due to the fact that our army is fiercely loyal to Tectal. After all, they were chosen for their blood thirstiness, and they respect that side of him. Do you understand?” said Kaleen.

 

Kieran and Harec nodded, slowly. They agreed that the women could not know what The Council had begun to speak of, and thanked Kaleen for his help.

 

Kaleen added, “Karri is aware of the situation and wishes to help as much as possible. He has supplied a key code to a store room that you can use to stock the ships. Go somewhere you can blend in. I’ll let you know when it’s time. You’ll have to leave at night to avoid onlookers.”

 

Kaleen nodded at them and strode swiftly away.

Harec and Kieran discussed things quietly. They could not go to the planet, Mertong. It would either be Earth or some far off planet where they would not be found. They had the best chance of fitting in on Earth as long as they were careful, as they had studied it for quite a while. Harec had prepared the vaccine, so their people would be cared for. They would either have to disappear or wait and see if an uprising would be successful. Since most of the people supporting them were simple workers, going against a trained army would mean numerous deaths. They refused to be responsible. They would have to hide.

 

Agreeing upon Earth, they discussed what to take, like some of the plainer jewellery, to sell and fund their new lives, discreetly, of course. It could be melted down into bars or coins, to sell with greater benefits and food too, as a precaution. We’ll need medicine, technology and spare parts in case of hasty repairs, and extra fuel as they were unsure if they’d need the ship again. They spent hours discussing where to run to. California would be perfect, based on their English and the population. However, Penelope originally hailed from there and would be checked. They couldn’t tolerate anything too cold, so the northern states were out of the question. They settled on Louisiana, which had a large populace and warmth, too. There were also large swamps in which to hunt, if the need arose. The Seraphims’ animalistic nature made it difficult for them to survive long without hunting and bringing down fresh prey. It was more a matter of conditioning and psychology than a physical need however they would quickly grow weak, weary, and irritable without the thrill of the hunt every few months.

Once they decided, they began plotting secretly to be with their beautiful women. They were unsure of the outcome and pulled their lovers close with intense fear. The coming weeks would prove to be trying for them all.



Chapter 12 - Saving Maryanne




 


The townspeople became accustomed to their presence and continued to go out of their way to interact with the women. They brought them gifts, and suggested foods and events they should frequent. The women became friends with several of them, and grew fond of entertaining them with tales of Earth, too.


 


The Council continued to call upon them frequently, Tectal and Lestor seeming to take great delight in forcing them to perform degrading and difficult tasks. The other two males were very kind, with Kaleen seeming to take a shine to Liliana. He tried to downplay it, but it was soon obvious that he preferred her attention over the others. For this reason alone, Tectal took great joy in singling her out and forcing her to scrub his bathrooms, oil his scales, and otherwise debase herself before him.


 

Kieran handled the gathering of the supplies, and began sneaking them to the ship. It was a newer craft which was very shiny, with the proper anti-detection mechanisms. He readied the ship with precious metals and food, leaving Harec to take care of the rest of the supplies as he had more access to the medical area. They took turns sneaking away in the dead of night to stock the ship. They had to inform the women of the plan to leave, and they were very helpful. They used their credits to buy things that were otherwise unattainable. Once they left, they would be unable to use them anyway. They bought food, clothing, gadgets and everything they could think of.


The women often arrived home dirty, exhausted and irritated beyond belief. Kaleen and Karri did their best to protect the women from the more inhumane projects, such as killing and dividing up the small food beasts. Tectal and Lestor continued to heap indignities upon them, and satisfied themselves with small cruelties like pinching, pushing, and even light slaps. They were aware that if they hurt them seriously, the townspeople would react unfavorably.


 


Lestor made several advances toward Maryanne, squeezing her breasts roughly and forcing her to wash his naked body while he watched her with half-lidded eyes. Tectal continued to pursue Penelope, and greatly enjoyed her spirited, negative responses. The women began to refuse to be alone with them and insisted on working in pairs.


 


They met one afternoon after a particularly trying day, bruises flowering on their bodies. Harec and Kieran were disgusted and infuriated.


 


“We must leave soon,” argued Kieran.


 


Harec shook his head, frustration highlighting his liquid blue eyes. “You know we have to choose our time. Right now, patrols have been increased because so many supplies seem to have gone missing. We need to call in a few favors and stick mostly to buying what we require. If we move too quickly, they’ll kill us all.”


 


Kieran threw his hands up in the air, pacing the floor. The women who were exhausted reclined and watched them lethargically.



"Something has to give. I can't take this much longer. He gets rougher with my woman every day," Kieran shouted.


 


Maryanne stood and grasped his arm, pulling him down beside her. She smiled gently at him and laid her head upon his chest, smoothing her hand down his shoulder until his fists unclenched. He dropped a kiss on her head and leaned back, struggling to relax.


 


Harec cleared his throat and sighed resignedly. "We have to be careful. You know this. We cannot make as many trips to the ship or we might get caught. We have to be more careful about obtaining what we need and move slower. Use discretion with buying items, as well. Keep some useless stuff in the room to camouflage what we have removed."


 


They all nodded. Harec and Kieran prepared each of them baths in the large common bathing area, scenting the water with soaps and sweet smelling bubbles. They turned their backs as the women disrobed and entered the water and then supplied soft sponges and washes. They soaped the women's hair for them from the edges quickly and efficiently. The women were too grateful to protest and accepted the gentle ministrations with quiet gratitude. They dozed for a while, soaking the aches from their sore bodies, and awoke to find soft, plush robes lying on the nearby couches. They dried slowly, wincing, and slipped their feet into the cushiony slippers. They smiled to see a cool dinner laid out on platters in the common room, along with a note letting them know that Harec and Kieran had been called away, but had left a movie they'd been dying to see, paused in front of the couches at the back of the common room. Gathering blankets and pillows, they sprawled out next to one another and soon fell asleep.



Meanwhile, the men met Aaria and Riana in the depths of the cool caverns. They spoke quickly, confirming plans to leave in two weeks.


 


Riana clasped a hand over her heart and bowed her head. "We will be working on things from this end, my friends. The women have many supporters. It is only a matter of time before you can all come home peacefully. If we must, we will terminate them."


 


Aaria inclined her head, light glinting off of her pale lavender eyes. "We have no compassion. They were not elected, but born into position, the two kinds one should be spared, especially to integrate the new members. The others should be elected and be of a more compassionate nature. The Seraphims would love to see one of our gentler inhabitants on the Council, as well. It is time we are treated as equal citizens instead of foolhardy helpmates. I mean no offense, but even the lowest Council members treat us as if we are dim witted fools. Just because we are quick to laugh and pull a prank doesn't mean we don't observe and see more than most."


 


Harec inclined his head, saying, "I agree, Aaria. I find it unusual but serendipitous that you are the unofficial voice of your people. Does Artan know of your political ambitions?"


 


He smirked sarcastically at her flustered laugh.


 


"I don't want to be elected, silly," she replied. "I plan on putting someone like Artan in charge of delegating for our kind. He is smart, wise, and genuinely cares for those living on Krypton. We need men like him to represent us in our best interests."



Chuckling, Harec agreed. "That we do, and I was teasing."


 


Riana stared at him raptly. "Amazing," she mused, "The human woman has imbued our fearless leader with a sense of humor. Wonders never cease."


 


He mock glared at her and smiled.


 


Kieran punched him lightly in the shoulder, saying, "I've never seen this man so happy. Gods forbid our fates without the love of a beautiful woman. We leave in two weeks. Artan has supplied us with some black market untraceable pads so that we may keep in touch with one another. You shall work from here and we will hide like the glow worms in the light."


 


His mouth thinned and Aaria rolled her eyes. "Kieran, you must keep them safe. It's no longer about them being important to science. It is a matter of their importance to our people. They gave us hope and gave it willingly. Well, they did after you kidnapped them."


 


She grinned, sharp little teeth peeking between her lips. "They have shown us all that there are others out there who will offer us assistance and work with us. We need these other races to advance our own. If we are blessed, they are simply the first of their kind to accept and integrate with us."



They wrapped up the meeting and retreated to their comfortable beds. The men smiled to see the women slumbering peacefully, sprawled on thick rugs and pillows around the common room. Shaking their heads, they joined them. They slept fitfully that night.


 


A few more days passed with the women tolerating their encounters with The Council. They endured the slaps and shoves, and smiled gratefully at Karri and Kaleen for interfering. Tectal and Lestor noted their subtle insubordination and soon began treating them more harshly as well.


 


One afternoon, the women were all resting in their separate chambers. Harec heard a slight noise and frowned as all the women were quietly napping or reading. He stalked the noise, extending his claws from his fingertips. A muffled cry made him freeze momentarily before he threw open Penelope's door. Her tear-stained face greeted him, pleading, as Tectal pushed her harshly against the wall and buried his face in her neck. She cried out, eyes wide in fear. Harec rushed to her, observing the purpling swelling around her right eye and the cuts on her delicate arms from his claws. Tectal turned, grinning fiercely. Harec's gaze dropped upon Tectal's blood stained teeth and he recoiled momentarily in horror, then he thundered towards him. Tectal dropped to a crouch, fangs extended, still smiling. They circled one another, Harec quivering with fury.



Kieran ran inside shortly after, drawing Penelope away and delivering her, sobbing, to the women waiting at the door. They seemed at a loss, as they had never seen Penelope in any mood other than poised. Alison quickly took charge, leading her to the medical lab. The women followed behind her.


 


Tectal tossed a glance at Kieran and faltered, his smile slipping away. Kieran crossed his arms and leaned against the wall, smirking.


 


"Don't worry, Council Member Tectal. I won't interfere. I'll let you handle this as you should, to save your honor," said Kieran.


 


Swallowing, Tectal began desperately shifting. Harec caught him with a solid blow to the jaw, and Tectal staggered as blood sprayed where his lips had been cut on his fangs. Recovering, he slashed at Harec's abdomen, staggering when Harec danced back out of the way. Harec pummeled him, slicing him with his claws. Tectal fought back desperately but was unable to protect himself against a man with military training. Tectal’s body had grown soft from the decadent lifestyle he had allowed himself, and he could not keep up. Soon, he was gasping and then Tectal collapsed on the floor. He glared up at them both, heaving air into his bruised lungs.


 


"You will regret this. I am the head of The Council! I will have you skinned for this and your women will be raped and burned," he said.



He smiled and then yelled loudly for his guards. Kieran kicked him in the face with spit spreading across the floor, and Tectal slumped to the floor. Five guardsmen ran in, and Harec and Kieran crouched, baring their teeth. The guardsmen looked at Tectal on the floor and turned a cool gaze in the two men's direction. The tallest one with lines creasing his face stepped forward and removed his cap, bowing low at the waist. His silver hair flopped gracefully down across his forehead.


 


"I am Silva. I was once Bria, but being the first in the medicinal trials necessitated a name change." He grinned broadly, continuing, "You may have met my mate, Riana. We stand behind you. As far as anyone is aware, you fled immediately before we arrived. We were too concerned with ensuring his highness here survived to give him a quick chase. It is his fault, as he told us to wait down the hall. I am sorry about the broken glass in the hallway as I needed it to get your attention somehow."


 


He inclined his head, smiling. The other soldiers gathered around the beast lying half shifted upon the floor. Silva kicked him hard in the ribs, eliciting a laugh from the others.


 


"You need to run," Silva said out of the side of his mouth. "We can only stall them so long, and when this fool awakens, we will be forced to give chase. Get out now. Best wishes to you."



The guardsmen nodded at them and turned away, looking speculatively around the room. Harec and Kieran looked at one another and bolted. They ran to the women, finding them huddled around Penelope who had managed to collect herself. She appeared angry and was resisting the dressing of her wounds. When the men entered, she shot to her feet, fire in her eyes. She surged forward, biting words raining from her lips.


 


Harec placed a hand on her shoulder. “We took care of it.”


 


He nodded in approval as he noticed the bruising and blood on her knuckles. She had not been easily overpowered. He felt a proud thrill at the fact that the strong, brave Penelope would have died, before giving in to Tectal’s horrific wishes. He looked at the women one by one, bestowing a loving glance upon them all.


 


Harec said briskly, “We have to go, now. They are only giving us a few moments to get away, but they will have to pursue soon. Take off your wrist pads. If you need something, grab it now, but only take the time if it is necessary.”


 


The women nodded and Liliana and Maryanne ran to their chambers. Maryanne came back grasping a necklace that she had worn from home, and Liliana lugged a bag full of art supplies.


 


She sheepishly glanced around and said, “I love these mediums! I’m sorry, I can’t leave them.”



Alison rolled her eyes but grinned wryly.


 


As they jogged quickly out to the caverns, they heard a shout from behind them. It seemed that Tectal had awakened, and he was furious. They ran faster, panting. They took many twisting caverns to the crater where the ship was hidden; so many that Maryanne was stumbling and required Kieran’s arm around her waist to keep going. They trotted across the crater, panning the distance before them.


 


Kieran pulled a pad from his pocket, saying, “Don’t worry, the locator is turned off.”


 


He touched a few buttons and a craft lifted from the darkness to set down in front of them. It was sleek, shiny, and terrifying. A door slid open and they rushed onboard.


 


Screams rang from behind them and a hole melted into the rocks beside the craft. Harec pushed a pad beside the door frantically and ducked behind a cabinet as a hole burned into the wall inside, then exposing wires and crackling tubes. He gulped and raced to the command center, spinning dials and pushing levers. Banging could be heard from the hull.



Kieran turned on the surveillance and winced. Tectal stood in his Seraphim glory, roaring. A shrill shriek rang out as he clawed the hull. Kieran was thankful that the ship had a protective shield that could withstand just about anything. Soldiers milled around the ship in their humanoid forms, searching lackadaisically for a weak point. Silva glanced at the camera and winked.


 


They lifted into the air with Tectal clinging to the side. He flapped his powerful wings, beating the metal. He hung on for several hundred feet, before the wind sheared him away. They watched him struggling to catch up roaring, flames jetting from his open jaw. Harec led Penelope to the command center and smiled gently at her.


 


Harec said smiling, “Push this button and watch the screen. What is it you Americans say about revenge?”


 


She grinned fiercely, slamming her hand onto the orange button. Flames shot from the craft, which put on a burst of speed, and tore holes through Tectal’s wings. He plummeted, flapping his wings crazily in an attempt to stop his descent. The soldiers appeared to be watching, and made no move to help. A final roar rang from his throat as he fell. With a crunching thud, he hit the earth.


 


Penelope smiled, touching the bandages on her neck and shoulder. “Life’s a bitch,” she said with complete satisfaction.



They showed the women to their rooms and Harec bandaged Penelope more permanently. He sprayed her wounds with a cooling mist, explaining that this would help it to heal faster and she should have minimal scarring within three days. She hugged his neck gratefully and headed to bed.


 


“Harec?” she questioned, “Do you think he’s dead?” she said.



Harec shook his head. “I don’t know for sure, but our wings are membranous and resistant to our healing medications. Those are scars he’ll wear for life if he lives.”


 


She smiled vindictively and nodded, walking away. Alison crept in and sat softly on his lap, wrapping her arms around him. Maryanne also joined Kieran at the command center and rubbed his shoulders as he slumped tiredly over the controls.


 


“Where will we go? Are we still planning to go to Louisiana?” she said smiling.


 


Kieran shrugged. “I’m not sure yet. We are going to stay in hyper speed until we run out of extra fuel. We will decide tomorrow. They can’t track us, so we are going to be ok. Oh, before I forget, I got you something in your… our room. Follow me. The ship will alert us if there’s a problem.”


 


He rose, tugging her hand gently. He covered her eyes with his strong, rough hands and whispered in her ear.



“I cannot bear the thought of you forgetting. When we have nothing else, we have our love.”


 


He turned the light off, removing his hands from her eyes and she gasped. A large aquarium type structure sat against the far wall, filled with rocks to make it seem like a cave. Electric blue lights blinked on and off, and shimmering strands dripped from the top.


 


She smiled, with her eyes welling with tears. “Always, love,” she murmured, gracing him with a kiss. They were well on their way, now, to Earth.


 



~~ THE END ~~





BONUS BOOK 2: The Alien's Treason


 



Prologue: Vance



 

I didn’t want to do this. I tried to get my people to listen to me. These invaders called us aliens, but they were the ones who weren’t from our planet. We were a strong, independent group of people, and I, like my father before me, didn’t believe that anyone should change who we are. I had once served the emperor of Leonia, like my own father had, passing the position down throughout the generations.

 


My father isn’t here,
 I thought with a small sigh. I looked at Drostan with a small sigh. If it weren’t for him, I wasn’t sure if I would be able to do this. But I have to do this for my people
 , I thought, keeping my posture straight as I looked at my men. We had stolen some technology from the emperor for the good of our people. It’s technology that they would have used if they saw the truth. We need to keep our people separate,
 I reminded myself, but it was easier said than done. I looked at my men. They were hardened warriors, and Drostan was waiting for me to give the order.

 

“Sir,” he said, bringing me back to reality. My old friend could always tell when I was fighting with myself.

 

“There’s no going back I said, and he nodded.

He clasped his hand on my shoulder, his claws nearly digging in. I smiled at him before looking at my people. The ship was in sight now. They would soon pass over us to hone in on a signal and land six hours away. I raised my hand, and I could feel the air. It was tense. Everyone knew that what we were doing was one of the many acts of treason, but this would never be forgiven unless we could get our point across. I didn’t doubt the loyalty of my men. When I closed my fist, the ship was shot down. It was crippled first, and then we fell into sync with the plan we had in mind. I kept my eyes on the lookout. I knew that it’d force their escape pods. We needed them alive and the intelligence they had. We waited until we saw them drop before we started moving.

 

“Are they dropping at the right location?” I said, but I was already moving. Drostan’s confirmation was all I needed to pick up the pace.

 

“They wouldn’t be warriors. They’re probably just civilian men,” Drostan said as we moved quickly. There was no need for stealth or to be quiet since they knew they were under attack. It allowed us to pick up speed.

 

“Men are warriors,” I told him. My mouth was set in a hard line. I didn’t know these people, and I hoped to kill as few people as possible, but I was certain that peace with them would be an illusion. We needed this to happen. We needed to make sure that our people didn’t take any casualties, and I refused to underestimate these people.



Chapter One: Nora, Disaster Horizon



 

I looked at Amber with a smile on my face. The planet looked beautiful from above. It was all shades of blue and white and there were spots of green, but they were few and far in between. Everyone thought that surely it was water, but we soon learned that it was a snowy tundra down there that was rich with a way of life that our snow covered lands lacked. Amber and I had both heard about Leonia, but we had never seen it ourselves.

 

Amber was my best friend in the academy when we were studying to be ambassadors. There was something about us. The moment we saw each other, we just clicked. We soon found that we had so much in common. We had the same passion, the same drive, and both of us had the will and fire inside of us that seemed to impress all of our teachers. I couldn’t help but grin a little wider. We will, now,
 I thought. We’re going to be a part of history.


 

“How does it feel to know you’ll go down in the history books?” Amber asked, as if she could read my mind. I tilted my head back to laugh.

 

“It feels wonderful. We’ve come a long way from illegal drinking and a few late night hacking parties, haven’t we?” I asked her, and Blane just raised an eyebrow at us.

We hadn’t known him for long. We had only met Blane a few months before we were assigned together on this trip, but we couldn’t be happier to have a friend on board with us. He had a dry sense of humor, and he was a bit of an ass at times, but he was our friend. He tempered our excitement with practicality, and soon enough, we had become a trio of friends that seemed almost inseparable, especially after leaving Earth.

 

“If I remember correctly, you all had a lot to learn at those hacking parties,” Blane said, but Amber just rolled her eyes.

 

“Maybe you should concentrate on actually landing like you’re supposed to!” she said.

 

“Yes, as an ambassador, just sit there and look pretty,” Blane quipped back, chuckling softly as he went back to work. After that, everything happened so fast. The ship shook beneath us, and everyone started shouting. I hit my head, but Amber was helping me up.

 

“What’s going on?” I asked, and her face hardened.

 

“We’re under attack. We aren’t a team meant for this,” she said, and I nodded.

 

“Well, I don’t think they were expecting it,” I said dryly.

“How can we help?” I shouted to Blane, but Commander Riken was already talking to him. The Commander ran the ship, and he should have known what to do, but the look on his face said something different. Like everyone on board, he was human, and for that, I was thankful. I wasn’t sure if I could read the face of an alien with my own panic rising. I knew that our best bet was to stay out of the way, but looking at the Commander’s face, I knew that it wasn’t going to help anything.

 

“They’re about to order us to the escape pods,” I told her, and she nodded. I could tell that I hadn’t soothed her worry at all, though. I knew that Amber was holding it together, but I was always the more determined one of the two of us. I wish I could get Blane’s attention,
 I thought, but there was no time for wishful thinking.

 

“We might as well head there,” Amber said. Her voice was tight and in control, but I knew her too well. She was panicking just like I was.

 

She just didn’t want to show anyone. That’s when we got hit again. The lights flickered, and I worried about us falling from the sky right then. The intercom system kicked in telling us to head towards the escape pods, and all of my suspicions and fears were confirmed then. Amber’s fingers wrapped around my wrist, tugging me along, but I was in a daze. We can’t fight
 , I thought. I’m not going to die down there, though I thought, and that’s when we passed it. Someone left a screwdriver out, and I pocketed it.

Amber was in her own little world. She, like most people didn’t notice a thing. We were pushed and shoved out of the way. All order was gone. Sirens were blaring, red light filled the hallways, and I had never seen so much chaos. There are only twenty of us, yet it seemed like there were hundreds then. The escape pods had five people each. Four of them and I made sure to grab Amber and Blane along the way. Blane jerked at first until his eyes met mine.

 

He was wide-eyed, and as the hatch finally closed, looking at everyone scared around me, I knew that we were screwed. Fuck,
 I thought, before I nearly screamed as we plunged towards the cold ground. Still, everything happened too fast, spinning us into a blur. When we finally landed, it was rougher than we had been briefed on, but no one had expected to land like this either. I heard people groaning. They wanted to open the hatch slowly. Amber screamed, blood covered Blane’s face. The landing had been too rough. I unbuckled as quickly as I could.

 

“We were attacked,” I shouted at everyone, getting to work on opening the hatch. I had my hand on the screwdriver. I didn’t know how much comfort it could be, but I felt a little stronger.

 

“There are basic survival kits. Get them and let’s move,” I said as I opened the hatch a moment later.


We have basic survival skills
 , I thought, but as soon as I opened the hatch I knew that wouldn’t be enough. Other people were opening up their hatches, and they seemed to have the same idea. The military men holstered their guns, but I had seen them before the others did. They looked like men, but their eyes were as a pitch black as the void of space, and their skin that looked nearly human had a luminescent glow to it with silver patterns running in a scale-like design. Their fingernails were a grayish black and seemed to shimmer and shine. If I had seen them before, I would have thought they were beautiful, but with weapons in their hands, all I could do was scream.

 

I wanted to scream a warning, but as I saw the arrow shoot the three men who had guns in their hands down, the warning was lost in a scream of terror. They were on us, and the beautiful white landscape started to run red in some areas. I looked up, and I was stunned by the soft blue glow of the sun that cast everything into a glittering blue landscape. That’s when someone hit her pod. I tried to grab Amber’s hand, but Amber was already grabbed by Blane, pulling her in an opposite direction.

 

I watched as Blane was hit across the head, and I knew that there was nothing I could do the moment one of their arms snaked around Amber, tossing her across the field to another. I dodged someone trying to grab me. When he was close enough, I realized that his eyes glinted blue as well, and I stared into them for just a moment before dodging. Pay attention. It’s beautiful, but it won’t be beautiful if you’re dead,
 I thought to myself as I backed up. Everything else around me started to melt away. I had to get away.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw an opening. There was only one person in my way, and that was the alien trying to grab me. His hand wrapped around my wrist, pulling me back sharply. At the same time, my hand wrapped around the screwdriver, and I stabbed his leg as hard as I could, forcing him to grunt, but he let go of me. I pushed myself forward as much as I possibly could, one step in front of the other. Each step seemed like I was getting nowhere despite the lunging. The trees were further away than I thought. It happened too fast.

 

One of them in front of me, and I fell to the ground, tripping over something I hadn’t seen. I stared up at him and his eyes weren’t the same cold blue black as the others. They had a ring of gold, and I looked at him. It was like staring into an eclipsed sun on a pale, moon-like background. My breath caught in my throat, and that’s when he yanked me up. I tried to hit him, and I wished I had pulled my screwdriver out of the other one because I thought it was all over.

 

He threw me over his back and ushered a war cry that left me speechless and nearly deaf. Then he started to move, and I didn’t know what to expect. I just hoped someone would come for us soon, but I couldn’t get the image of him standing over me out of my head. His gold ringed eyes stayed with me even when I passed out from exhaustion as he carried me.



Chapter Two: Vance, Dangerous Encounters



 

I thought I was prepared for what we were doing. It wasn’t as if it was the first time we killed men. We had even killed women, but it became apparent that the few warriors they had weren’t warriors like ours, and most of them weren’t warriors at all. That’s what bothered me. They weren’t warriors. They weren’t trained to kill or be killed, and yet we had taken them. Still, I knew that it needed to be done. Warriors or not, they stand in the way of our people being safe,
 I thought, but I took no pleasure in what we were doing, especially after seeing her.

 

She had managed to stab Drostan in the leg. It was a flesh wound, but it had taken him by surprise. At first, I was frustrated, but the moment I saw her, I knew why he had let her go. She had fire in her eyes that could burn you from the inside, and she stared at me with awe, and not horror as I had expected. They were just waking up in the cells we had them in. They were underground, and night would soon fall. I knew that we needed information. Our own government would be after them soon, so I had our guards out. With a small sigh, I went down with Drostan to look at the prisoners.

 

“Who do you think will be useful?” Drostan asked, and I looked around. She was there with her eyes barely open. We spoke the same language, and here we called it common. I knew we could have spoken in our own native tongue for our tribe, but there was no need to.

 

“That one was being led away by that one,” he said pointing to a girl and a boy.

“The man would be best,” I said, and he shook his head. He put his hand on my shoulder again.

 

“We don’t have time, and women do break easier,” he said. I grimaced but I nodded.

 

“Take the girl then,” I told him, and that’s when her eyes opened.

 

“No!” She shouted at me, and I raised an eyebrow at her.

 

That fire was back in the woman’s eyes. I thought briefly about taking her, but I shook my head. She has too much fire. She won’t break easy
 . I reminded myself, and yet I knew there must be another reason why I didn’t want to take her. I sighed as Drostan went to get the girl. I looked at her again. The door was still open, and yet no one tried to escape. It once again reminded me that we were not dealing with warriors.

 

“What is your name?” I finally asked the woman.

 

“Nora Evans,” she told me, and I nodded.

 

“Please don’t take Amber. Take me,” she said, and I motioned for Drostan to grab her as well. The woman groaned, closing her eyes, and we left.

 

“Why are you taking us?” Nora asked. I looked into her hazel eyes, and if knew I had to look away.

“We need you to give us information,” I told her, and she frowned. I didn’t know how she could stay calm. She’s in shock,
 I thought to myself. She was a human woman. She can’t be that brave,
 I reminded myself.

 

“We don’t have information,” she said, but I could hear the lie in her voice. She was afraid of giving us information.

 

“You’re not going to make this easy on us, are you?” I asked her, and she didn’t say anything at all. I admired her high cheekbones, and soft lips. I had to admit that even her strange, pale skin and brown hair that curled around her face and at her shoulders, was attractive, but mostly I admired the fire in her eyes. Neither of us took pleasure in what we had to do.

 

“How many would remain here if we don’t sign the treaty? How many soldiers?” I asked Nora, and she gave me an odd look.

 

“Soldiers?” she asked. Her soft lips parted, and I felt my breathing harden. It’s just anger,
 I told myself.

 

“Answer the question,” I told her, but she said nothing, and I knew we were in for a long night.

 

“Go easy on them. They’re women,” I reminded Drostan in on our own dialect. It wasn’t something they needed to hear.



Chapter Three: Nora, Torture and Turmoil



 

I don’t know how long I had been there. They had asked me so many questions. The man who grabbed me left, and I could feel nothing but pain, but every time I closed my eyes, I could see his gold-rimmed eyes. I could see him looking at me, asking me why I wouldn’t give, and reminding me I wasn’t a soldier. I knew he was right, but I had nothing to tell him. I didn’t know if they would send soldiers. We were looking for peace. In the back of my mind, I knew that they could do worse. I had heard stories of our own armies doing worse, and I couldn’t help but to wonder why they didn’t.

 


Is it because we’re women?
 I thought, and immediately I was worried about Blane. I couldn’t see Amber, and I worried that maybe she was being treated worse. Still, my head was pounding. My teeth ached. My bones ached. Everything was killing me, and I could hear my heart pounding. My lips were dry, and I knew they’d soon crack. If passed in and out, and that’s when he came back. His gold rimmed eyes were there as he tilted my chin up in his strong fingers.

 

I could feel his nails gently on my skin, barely keeping from pricking me. He tilted a water skin to my lips, and I drank. It soothed my throat, but it didn’t soothe the ache I had everywhere. The man came back a few times, and I eagerly awaited the water he gave me, but I don’t know how long it was. I knew I was passing in and out, but I just didn’t care.



Chapter Four: Vance, Hunting Horrors



 

We knew we’d need to find food. There were women in there, and it was about time for us to hunt anyways. With a sigh, we all went out. I had decided that I needed to go as well. Clearing my head was the only way, but I told Drostan to stay behind. Instead, I took Jared. He was brave, and he was young. I knew he needed the experience. I had never expected this to happen, though. I never expected that when we were facing a Bader, tusks and claws bared but big enough to feed us all, that he’d get his leg ripped open.

 

Jared screamed, went down, and I cursed. It took only a minute for me and two other men to take it down with a war cry and a few spears, but to think that Jared hadn’t retreated realizing that close combat for such an older Bader would work was foolish. The boy had been too excited, and now he was in my arms, bleeding as we ran. I kicked in the door, making him groan as he was jostled, but all I did was curse under my breath.

 

Drostan’s eyes were wide, as I slammed the boy on the table. I didn’t care what bruises he would have. All I wanted was for him to live. We had managed to not have casualties taking our prisoners due to their lack of forces, and to take a casualty hunting for their food was an insult. I can’t let my people die. I’ll need them all
 , I thought to myself.

 

“What happened?” he said as he tried to staunch the bleeding, but it wouldn’t work. Something was keeping it open, and there was too much writhing from the boy to keep it closed.

“Bader,” I said, knowing the other men were a few minutes behind. I had outrun them to get Jared the attention he needed.

 

“The humans,” Drostan said just as I got the idea. They had to have a healer if they didn’t have warriors. People can’t be foolish to come without one of them. I thought as I headed to the cell. I startled everyone when I slammed the door open.

 

“Healer,” I barked out, and people shook their head. I was thinking, are they that stupid? I knew that every moment we wasted, one of my own men would die.

 

“Do you have a healer?” I said, and that’s when one man groaned.

 

“Nora was the closest thing. Andrew died in the crash,” he said bitterly and I slammed the door shut. Fuck, why did it have to be that girl?
 I thought, and when I got there she was still drowsy. We hadn’t gotten much information from her. It was clear that she had hit her head too hard in the crash and when we got her to be of much use, and I didn’t want to risk her life.

 

“We must go,” I said, holding the water skin to her lips. She looked at me confused, and I saw a delirious smile on her face. I gently shook her.

 

“Nora, you must heal him,” I said, but I knew that my words weren’t getting through. I couldn’t help but worry about her.

I should be worried about Jared. She is not one of my people. I scolded myself, but the delirious look in her eyes made me concerned in a way I had never been before. It’s because she’s a woman, I reasoned out, but this seemed to be such a hollow answer. I knew I didn’t have time to think about it now, though. I helped her up. I hoped that seeing him would get through to her, showing her the urgency. I had to try.



Chapter Five: Nora, Carefully Confused



 

When the man came, I looked at him confused. All I saw was his handsome face surrounded by the light from the door, and as he gave me water, I drank it eagerly. He let me drink longer than before. His hands seemed urgent and gentle, and it startled me how much I had come to accept his touch when the day before, he had been hurting me. But he stopped,
 I reminded myself. I could see it in his eyes. His gold rimmed pupils showed worry. It was like his entire face was tight, and I could see sharpened fangs pointing from where he had been gnawing on his lip. Yeah, he’s worried,
 I thought, but that didn’t make sense to me.

“Heal.,” That was the only word I could get out.

 

I couldn’t seem to hear him. My head felt foggy, and I groaned as he helped me up. My limbs were still too stiff. I had yet to recover from the crash, and I was struggling to keep up with his long, sure-footed strides. He groaned, and that’s when he picked me up. It wasn’t the first time, though. There was nothing aggressive in it. He cradled me to his chest as if he was carrying a child, and I gave him a confused look, but he didn’t explain.

 

I didn’t know why I didn’t struggle, but hearing his beating heart, I knew that we needed to hurry. I was just slowing us down, limping along. Even if I were healthy, I’d never be able to match this warrior’s strides. That’s when I saw it. There was blood everywhere. There was a young man with ice cold skin and blue tattoos all over him. He had grey-blue eyes, and his lips were blue. I saw the talons and the tail twitching in pain. I knew he wasn’t human.

He was obviously the same race as my captors, but all I worried about was the way the red blood started to run everywhere. When I was allowed to get upon my own two feet it all made sense, and the room seemed to spin around me. I looked at the leg, wishing I had time to wash my hands, but I knew we didn’t have time seeing the blood that was on the table. I could see it by my side, making me look back to see if it was on my captor as well.

 

“My bag,” I yelled a little too worried. “Hurry,” I added, but the man was already out the door and the bag I had was by my side.

 

I fired up an electric rod and I dug my fingers into the wound to find what was keeping it open. I saw what looked like bone, and I could only hope it wasn’t his. Pulling it out, I held the wound shut with one hand as I fired up the rod, sticking it to his side. The man screamed and jerked, but luckily they seemed to know they needed to keep him still. The bleeding stopped, and I looked around.

 

The room was still hazy, and looking at the curve of the bone, I knew it had to be a tusk of some sort. This wasn’t their structure. Relief flooded over me just as I started to fall. The spinning got worse, and the last thing I felt before I passed out was two strong arms around me with talons carefully placed so as to not dig in. Even with my eyes closed I knew it was him before I succumbed to darkness.

When I woke up next, I wasn’t back in the cell or in the isolated room where I had been hurt. I woke up with my head pounding, but I was on a soft mattress. The room was bathed in a blue-silver light, and I couldn’t help but smile. I was on a bed of brown furs, and it was so soft I didn’t want to get up. I knew I wasn’t in the room of a prisoner anymore, and that’s when the memories came flooding back to me.

 


Why did he do that? Why am I not back in the cell?
 I thought. I wanted to know his name. All I knew about him were his gold eyes. I tried to sit up, but I felt weak. My stomach growled, and just as I was sitting up, the room felt so much chillier as the blanket fell away from me. The door opened, and my heart started pounding. That’s when I saw him. He didn’t look as fierce with the blood cleaned away and was wearing clean clothes, but he didn’t look human either.

 

“Food,” he said, holding up the tray. There was a soft, weary smile curving on his lips, but it was obvious that he was trying to suppress it.

 

“Thank you,” I said, watching as he took it to a table that had two chairs.

 

“Do you need help?” he asked. His voice was rough and deep. He seemed to speak from his throat, and I blushed under his heavy gaze. I forced myself to my feet, seeing that I had been dressed in a nightgown. I blushed deeply.

“Did you…” My head was spinning again, and he gave me an odd look as I trailed off. I frowned, finding my old fire.

 

“Did you frickin’ undress me?” I asked accusingly, putting my hand on my hips as I cocked my head at him, mustering up as much bravery as I could.

 

“The women did,” he said. “Frickin’? What does that mean?” He asked as I walked over to the food. It smelled delicious. Roasted meat was piled on the plate. I’ve never been a fan of vegetables, anyway,
 I thought as I just shook my head at his question. I felt foolish for asking so abruptly. I dug into the food, which he watched with amusement.

 

“What is your name?” I asked softly. I managed to catch his weary look once more. I thought briefly that he wouldn’t answer.

 

“Vance Blackburn,” he said. “I lead these people,” he added. I couldn’t help but give him a look.

 

“I could tell that much. How did the man get hurt?” I asked again. With food in me, I felt braver. I started to drink the water he had brought as well.

“Hunting accident,” he told me. He didn’t seem to know what to make of me. These people aren’t used to strong woman,
 I reminded myself. I had read about Leonia before I had been picked to be an ambassador, and I knew I’d have to start recalling every detail if I was going to salvage any hope of being released. I tried to relax a little, but Vance was staring at me with that strange, otherworldly, eye color, and it was as if he could see right through me. His hand reached out to touch my hair, and it was like every nerve in my body responded. Before I knew it, I had leaned into his touch for a reason I couldn’t understand. My eyes were wide.

 

“So soft,” he murmured.

 

“What are you doing?” I asked him, but he frowned before getting up abruptly.

 

“Enough questions for now. You must rest,” he said, and then shut the door. I knew that I had no chance of escaping, so I just hoped that next time he’d stay longer.

 


Culture will get me out of this. I just need to use my head. I’m sure people are already looking for us,
 I reminded myself, but for some reason all I wanted was to get answers from him. I wanted to know what he was doing, why he was doing it, and why he touched me. No matter how I looked at it, I couldn’t get the man off my mind. I went to the window.

It had glass that I knew I couldn’t pop out, but looking out, I saw a beautiful white landscape with mountains in the distance. They were the mountains I knew we should have landed on the other side of, but as soon as I stared out at the sky, I was breathless. A thousand stars littered the sky, and three moons formed a loose triangle, one silver, one blue, and one with a gold and soft hue. The moons of Leonia had been described as spectacular, but it was so much more than that. I just hoped I’d see this place for myself without having to look out a window soon.



Chapter Six: Vance, Unwanted Compassion



 

It had been three days since I had seen her, and I couldn’t help but groan. All I wanted was to be able to hold her close, and I didn’t know why. That’s why she became dangerous, and all I could do was just groan as I looked up at the sky. That’s when Drostan came to see me. I was out in the spot that we often came to as boys.

 

“The emperor wants to see you,” he said, and I shook my head.

 

“My emperor already knows what I am doing, and I cannot see him. I would be executed for taking down the ship of ambassadors,” I told him, but we both already knew it. I was only speaking the truth, but the truth of our treason seemed to cut through the air around us. He didn’t wince, but I knew that he wanted to.

 

“I know, so what will we do?” he asked, and I sighed.

 

“We could invite the emperor here. He won’t come, but perhaps his second will,” I said, and Drostan nodded.

 

“We’d have to show that we didn’t harm the prisoners,” he said, giving me a look.

 

“Harm them, do you think I’ve done that to Nora?” I asked him, and he chuckled.

 

“The fact that you use her name proves otherwise, but I do wonder if you have perhaps…” he said, looking at me.

“I would not force her into my bed if that’s what you’re asking,” I told him, trying not to sound too angry. I hadn’t realized that my attention to her has become that obvious,
 I thought, but there was nothing that could be done about it. I can only hope that no one but Drostan has noticed it,
 I thought to myself, trying not to sigh.

 

“You haven’t seen her for three days. Why not?” He asked.

 

“Have you been working on the other one?” I asked, and he nodded.

 

“I haven’t gotten much from her,” he told me.

 

“Yet, you’ve been at it every single day,” I countered, and he gritted his teeth. “I am trying a different approach. She has had no contact for three days. She will be glad to have my company, and I can show her the outside world, my world, and she will be even more grateful,” I told him, and Drostan’s eyes widened.

 

“I see. You are trying to make her see you as a good man, so that she will willingly share with you, right?” he asked, and all I could do was nod. I knew it was a solid plan.

 

“Tonight all three moons will be full, and I believe that she will quite enjoy the sight. She seems to love her people,” I told him. Why did I mention the last part?
 I wondered, but I didn’t’ dare to wonder it out loud.

“I’ll get a gown that you can take to her. Gift it to her, and she will be even more grateful,” Drostan advised.

 

“The men do not seem to have any information either. They are not ambassadors,” he said, and that made me frown.

 


What planet would send only females?
 I thought, but I knew it was not my right to judge. They were different, and that’s exactly why we needed to stay separated. With that, Drostan left. I knew that he’d send the message, and I knew that I would need to show her that she could be on my side of this war. We didn’t have to be enemies, and the more I thought about it, the more I didn’t want to be. I tried to shut those thoughts down as soon as they appeared. It doesn’t mean that we can be anything else.
 I told myself, getting up to prepare for the evening.



Chapter Seven: Nora, A Beautiful Surprise



 

It had been three days. The food had been delivered every day, but it was always when I was asleep, or it was slid through the door. For the first two days, I had tried to call out to someone. I had tried to get someone to answer me. I was so worried about the people that I came here with, and I could only hope that they weren’t being treated as poorly as I was at first. Maybe they’re treating them like me now. That’s not bad. I’m being treated okay,
 I thought, and I continued to hope for it, but now I was starting to panic.

 

It felt like I hadn’t eaten at all that day, but I knew I had been given food twice. Yet, I was hungry, and I knew that I had gotten used to this schedule. They must be late,
 I thought, trying not to worry too much. I took a deep breath, and that’s when someone opened the door. I thought that I would see a tray being slid in, but instead I saw him. He looked at me with the deep, intense eyes of his, and I looked at his ashy, purple skin. It was so different than our own. For a moment, as he walked over to me, I could do nothing. I reached out to touch his skin. I wanted to feel someone with a heartbeat. I wanted him to say something. It had been so long.

 

“I’m sorry, but we’ve been quite busy,” he said before shouting something through the door and two people brought in a meal of stew and bread. My mouth started to water at the smell, but I didn’t dare to look away from him. He smiled at me, and I saw his elongated teeth with that smile. He shook his head, motioning for me to eat. I took his hand to help me get up, and he sat across from me. They brought in a box as well, and I gave him an odd look.

“When you’re done eating…” He told me, and I nodded.

 

“I see, okay,” I said.

 

“Nora, would you like to get out of this room?” he asked. I wanted to shout yes, but I looked at him cautiously, but it didn’t seem like the man would go on without me saying something.

 

“Yes, please,” I said. He smiled at my response.

 

“I would like to take you out tonight. I want to show you the world I am trying to protect,” he said, and I gave him an odd look.

 

“I still don’t understand. We aren’t an army,” I said, trying not to upset him. His gaze seemed to become sharper, and a frown was pasted on his face. I looked down at my stew, but then I heard Vance sigh.

 

“I know, but an army would come. A colony would come. Finish eating and we will talk more. As…” he said, looking for a word. “Equals?” he said, and I smiled at him. He seemed quite satisfied with himself and my reaction. It took me only a few more minutes before I was finished. He handed me the box.

 

“I will wait outside,” he said, leaving before I could ask him what he was waiting for.

When I opened the box, I nearly dropped it. The dress was beautiful, and the boots were made of dark leather. They had leather thongs around them that would lace them to my feet. The dress was an icy blue, and it was made of a heavy material that felt like crushed velvet. It had white embroidery that seemed to gleam silver, and I couldn’t help but smile. When I had it on, it seemed to fit like a glove until it came to my hips. It split on either side but only up to the knee, giving me more than enough room to move. It seemed to caress every curve I had, and the boots made me feel like I was finally prepared for this icy planet.

 

A matching cloak to drape around my shoulders had what seemed to be a sterling silver clasp that looked like a delicate flower. I couldn’t help but gasp as I closed my eyes, running my hand over it before putting it over my shoulders. When I went out to meet him, I hesitated when reaching for the doorknob. It seemed to be too good to be true that I could just turn the door knob and be free. I’m not free. He’s waiting for me,
 I thought, but I was still overjoyed with the idea of leaving. He smiled me, and I could see his tail flick. For some reason, I knew that he was more than happy with how I looked, and it made me blush as I looked at the ground.

 

“Do I get to keep it?” I asked. I didn’t know why it mattered so much, but when he nodded, I felt overjoyed. He offered me his arm, and I didn’t hesitate to take it as he guided me through the hallways.

 

“Thank you,” I said.

At first, as we walked I tried to memorize the turns, but soon I realized it was impossible. As we stepped outside, that’s when it didn’t seem to matter anymore. We were on platform, and I could see steps in the distance that went down the mountainside. Snow and white, blue and yellow flowers were everywhere. They seemed to glisten with ice on them, and yet they thrived. There was even the scent of perfume in the air, and I knew it must be coming from the flowers, yet still, it wasn’t the most amazing thing out there.

 

Trees seemed to surround us, and they had vines on them that bloomed glistening light blue flowers. Yet, the trees themselves were a vibrant green. They’re just like the evergreens back home,
 I thought, and yet there was no mistaking it for an alien planet. I knew that it had to be nighttime because the light was not harsh, but there was a silvery blue glow cast on everything that gave it an ethereal appeal. Vance motioned for me to look up, and that’s when I saw stars that seemed to glitter the sky, and three vibrant moons. One had a lilac glow to it, another larger one of silver, and another light blue moon just like the flowers that adorned the trees.

 

“This is my planet, Leonia,” Vance told me, and with the way he said it, I could tell that this was home.

I don’t know what I was feeling when I looked at the world around me. This world that wasn’t mine, but it was just as beautiful as my home on Earth. If not more so.
 I thought, and with that thought I leaned into him. He seemed startled, but he didn’t stop me. Instead, Vance did something I didn’t think he would do. He put his arm around me. I could feel his sharp talons pricking at the velvet of the cloak, but he was careful. It’s velvet that he could easily tear. That won’t protect me from him,
 I thought, but it didn’t need to protect me.

 

Despite everything he had done until now, I knew that he wasn’t going to hurt me again. After standing there for a few minutes, he gently led me into the trees. We didn’t go far. We wove in and out of the beautiful scenery, and I could see the place where we were. It seemed like a Buddhist temple of gold, and yet I knew that they didn’t have temples here. They didn’t have Buddhist temples at least,
 I thought, but it was beautiful slate grey and white. There was snow around it, and it seemed to almost blend in with the mountain around it.

 

“It was carved from the stones of the mountain,” he said.

 

I didn’t realize how close Vance was to me until I could feel his hot breath on my ear, causing me to shiver. He looked at me, and I stared into his eyes. The blue-black seemed to be even darker, and the gold seemed to be even brighter. I was lost in his eyes until his lips brushed against mine. They weren’t as cold as I thought they would be. I could feel his tongue dart out to trace my bottom lip, making me shiver. He took a few steps forward, and I took a few steps back as my back pressed to the wall. His hands wrapped in my hair, and I could feel his talons starting to graze my skin carefully.

He deepened the kiss, making me moan into it. I felt his tongue dance with my own, and I felt my knees grow weak. Before I melted completely in his arms, he pulled away to look at me. I saw compassion for a moment, but then he looked away. I felt even colder with him stepping away from me. I grabbed his wrist, but Vance didn’t yank it away. He looked at me, and I saw desire burn in his gold rimmed eyes as he looked at me again. A smile started to curve over his lips, and I could see his fangs.

 

“Are you sure you want to reach for me, Nora?” he asked, making it seem as if my name was something exotic.

 

I knew that I shouldn’t want him, and I knew that I shouldn’t reach for him. I wanted to say no because that was the only thing that made sense logically, but I was sure. I nodded, and that’s when he kissed me again. It wasn’t as innocent, and it certainly wasn’t as gentle. I could feel his manhood start to harden against me, as I leaned in closer to him. His fangs grazed my bottom lip, making me arch my back as his hands traveled down to my shoulders. He pulled away only to kiss down my jaw line and my neck.

 

My eyes fluttered closed as his tongue danced across my pulse point, and his hands moved to undo my cloak. Instantly I felt colder, but he spread it on the ground beside us. Before I knew it, he had me on my back on the ground. The soft snow crunched underneath us as he hiked my dress a little so he could raise it up. I looked at him as he undid his pants, freeing his manhood as I allowed my fingers to gently caress his ashen skin. He smiled at me as I wrapped my hands in his hair. I could feel him enter me, and he was bigger than I expected.

Vance entered slowly, and I could hear him growl. At first, I was startled, but I saw nothing but desire in his eyes as he looked down at me. His body was tense as he continued to move slow, making me groan as I wrapped my arms around his neck. I could feel him twitch inside of me as he started to move inside of me. He started to build up speed. My hands fell from around his neck, and I clutched the cloak that seemed to be damp as we melted the snow under us. I shivered against him. I could hear a strangled moan, and I bit my bottom lip. I reached back up to trace my fingers around his jaw line, but his hands encircled my wrists, holding me in place.

 

I could do nothing but arch up from the snowy ground beneath us and up into his hard, chiseled chest as he filled me. With each thrust, I moaned a little louder. My eyes closed before opening again, to see the beauty of the world around me. I could feel his manhood throbbing inside of me, bringing me closer and closer to the edge of orgasm until I fell over, and crying out his name which he stole from my lips as he kissed me. I could feel his chest rumble in a growl as he continued to thrust. He continued, harder, faster until I knew that he was about to burst inside of me.

 

“Vance,” I gasped when he broke the kiss, and I could feel him nipping my neck. He only growled, nipping harder. I could feel his fangs, but they didn’t break my skin. I cried out, cumming with him. I lay there, panting as he slowly moved his teeth from my neck, and I saw a little more color in his purple skin than before.



Chapter Eight: Vance, Deviation from the Path



 

This wasn’t part of the plan, but she felt so nice underneath me. I knew I had wanted her since I saw her fleeing, but I had tried to put it out of my mind. There was no real reason for me to want her. It wasn’t logical, but with my seed dripping out of her and Nora looking at me with her wide, doe-like eyes, nothing had ever felt so right. I could feel my body tense, and I wanted to growl, but this time for a completely different reason. I was angry, but I wasn’t angry at her. I was angry at myself, and I didn’t want to scare her. Instead, I slowly pulled myself out of her, and she gasped as she slowly sat up. I could tell by the way she moved that she was sore.

 

“We can wait a moment, but if we wait too long, you’ll be cold,” I told her.

 

Nora nodded. She was blushing, and I couldn’t help but marvel at the way that humans seemed to change color with their moods so often. Every time I made her nervous, or her eyes trailed along my body too long, or embarrassed her as I did now, she would turn a deep red. I could hear her heartbeat quicken, and it made me want to pull her close. Instead, I put my manhood away, looking at her as she shivered. I wrapped her cloak around her, but I could tell that it was too wet in some spots, and so I pulled her close.

She winced again at the sudden movement, but much to my surprise, Nora relaxed against my chest. I closed my eyes, wondering what kind of mess I had gotten us into. I pulled her closer, and I could feel her soft hair against my skin. We just sat there for a while before she spoke up again. Nora didn’t turn around to face me, but she spoke just loud enough for me to hear.

 

“This is a beautiful planet,” she said, and I nodded.

 

“That’s why I have to protect it,” I told her. She nodded, but I could feel her shoulders slump. She didn’t agree with me, and it brought the wall slamming back down between us. I helped her to her feet, and we hurried back inside. I could feel her mood dropping as we went back to the room.

 

“If I don’t lock the door, would you actually stay in?” I asked her as we got to the doorway. Her eyes were wide as she nodded. I didn’t know why, but I believed her. I left her door unlocked that night.

 

The next morning, I just sighed. Drostan had awakened me, and we were hunting together when he told me that they had sent their fastest rider. We had a report from one of our messenger birds that they would be here in three days. Three days, and I needed to make a case that these people shouldn’t be here. Three days, and I had already slept with one of our captives.


I didn’t force her,
 I thought, but I knew that nothing I did would erase the stain on our case if they found out. They can’t find out I care for her,
 I thought. I was startled with the realization that I did care for her. She had a fiery spirit. Drostan said nothing to me, but I was sure that he somehow knew. As my friend, he always seemed to know.

 

“You will do fine,” Drostan said, patting me on the back before he disappeared. I couldn’t help but sigh. I knew I needed to see her again. It was consuming me, and I didn’t know what else to do. My thoughts were only of Nora.

 

It took me another day before I walked back in to see Nora, despite my feelings. I just couldn’t bring myself to do it before then. It seemed odd not having to unlock her room, but I reminded myself that she had yet to try to run. She perked up when she saw me, and then her eyes lowered to the ground. I could tell that she was embarrassed, so I cleared my throat.

 

“My emperor will have a representative here in three days. I heard that you were supposed to meet with him,” I told her, trying to keep my voice even, but it was difficult to do. I didn’t know how to stress the importance of what I was saying to her. Luckily, Nora seemed to understand.

 

“Does that mean I will get to complete my mission?” she asked. It was obvious she was confused, especially when I shook my head no.

“I still think that it will be wrong. I committed treason. He may hang me,” I told her. I didn’t think to watch her reaction, but I could hear that her breath was caught in her throat, so I had to look at her. At first, I was concerned that she had hurt herself, but there was panic in her eyes. I couldn’t understand why Nora would panic over what I had said. I gave her an odd look.

 

“Will he kill you?” She asked me. There was horror in her voice. There was also concern, and that startled me, yet, I knew that I should have expected it from her. I nodded at her. I found it hard to meet her gaze when I saw unshed tears glistening in her eyes.

 

“That is the price of treason,” I told her. “I knew what I was doing, but I do believe this is right for my people,” I told her, and I meant it. I couldn’t regret my actions until now because I thought they were right. I just didn’t want to admit that I wasn’t sure they were right anymore.

 

“Can’t you ask to be forgiven?” she nearly shouted at me. There was a desperation in her voice, but I gave her a hard look, shaking my head. She lowered her gaze from mine, and her shoulders seemed to drop in defeat, but only for a moment.

 

“Do not raise your voice at me,” I said coolly. A fire blazed in her eyes again, and it didn’t seem like she was going to back down.

 

“Don’t tell me what to do. You’re the one who hurt my people. You tortured me. You fucked me,” she screamed at me.

“You didn’t protest,” I told her. I was upset, but she cut me off before I could say anything else.

 

“I didn’t say it was rape, but you can’t have sex with me and then die,” she said, and I could clearly hear the panic in her voice now. Her words startled me, and I took a step back.

 

“What would you have me do? You’ve given me nothing to work with,” I said, straining to keep my voice level.

 

“Give you what? We were sent for peace. I’ve told you that countless times,” she said, and a single tear trickled down her cheek.

“What do you expect from me?” I asked her.

 

“I expect you to try not to die and to believe me,” she said, and I shook my head. I pinched the bridge of my nose. That’s when I noticed my talons. I looked at her fingers. They didn’t have talons. I looked at her skin. She wasn’t pale, so I grabbed her wrist.

 

“Don’t you see the difference between us? I could have hurt you,” I told her. I dug in my nails, but not enough to break skin. She whimpered, and I forced myself to stop. I didn’t want to scare her. I just shook my head.

 

“You didn’t hurt me,” I told her.

“It is easy to hurt you, and it will happen. People will get hurt if our races live together. Why do you want to take over our land? Why do you want to colonize? What will your people get from this alliance?” I asked her.

 

“Nothing, it’s not like you think,” Nora argued, and I ran my fingers through my hair, pulling out a few strands in my haste, which only caused me to growl more.

 

Nora surprised me as she put a hand on each side of my face, tilting my head down so that my eyes stared into hers. I expected her to flinch away from me at my snarl, but all she did was place a gentle kiss to my lips. I kissed her back, watching as another tear trickled down her cheeks. I didn’t want to talk anymore, so I pushed her away, storming out of the room. Despite our fight, I didn’t lock the door. Something assured me that Nora would not try to leave. Am I being foolish?
 I thought, but I chased the thought away. I must protect my people,
 I thought with a growl.



Chapter Nine: Nora, A Surprising Ally



 

I didn’t know what I expected when I kissed him, but I had hoped that he would kiss me back. He had, but only briefly. Why can’t I get him to listen?
 I thought, but I wasn’t left alone with my thoughts for long. A man walked in. He looked eerily familiar, and I couldn’t help but be afraid, especially when I recognized who he was.

 

“Oh, fuck, you’re the one I stabbed with a screwdriver,” I said. I immediately wished that I could take back my words, but there was no chance of it, so I just squared my shoulders and clenched my jaw, looking at him. I knew that he was faster than me, and I didn’t have anything in the room to take him by surprise this time. I prepared myself for anything that he would do. Much to my surprise, the man just chuckled.

 

“Yes, I am the one,” he said, and then his face darkened. “My name is Drostan. It is a pleasure to meet you, Nora,” he said, and I gave him an odd look.

 

“Why did you come here?” I asked him, and he sighed.

 

“I was coming to see Vance, but then I heard you both,” he said, and I nodded. I immediately felt embarrassed. I wasn’t sure how much he had heard, but the knowing look in his eyes told me he had heard more than enough to know what we did.

“Yes, it still surprises me that humans turn such colors when embarrassed, but I’m getting used to it because of Amber,” Drostan said, and I was immediately on high alert.

 

“Have you hurt her?” I asked, and he gave me a look. I could tell that he was sizing me up for something, but he just shook his head.

“No, no I have not. I think you might want to see her,” He said, and I nodded.

 

“Can I do that?” I asked. It had never crossed my mind that they would let us see one another. I instantly felt guilty for not having asked, but I chased that guilt away. I’d see her now, and that’s all that mattered for now.

 

“Yes, but I need something from you,” he said. I swallowed hard before nodding, trying to prepare myself for whatever he would need.

“I will tell you after your visit,” He said.

 

“We are on the same side, even if you don’t know it yet, Nora,” he told me. “I have learned much from your friend Amber, and I know that Vance and I are wrong. We are not wrong to try to protect our people, but we are wrong in the way that we are going about it,” Drostan continued. It seemed as if it pained him to say it, and I nodded.

 

“We really don’t mean your people any harm, but he will not believe me,” I said softly.

 

“The emperor believes you, though, and that could cost Vance his life. It can cost me mine as well,” he said.

“I will arrange for you both to eat together tonight,” he finished, startling me. I nodded, and I smiled.

 

“Thank you,” I said, but Drostan shook his head.

 

“Don’t thank me yet,” he muttered before he headed out, closing the door behind him before I could hear anything. I heard him lock it, but I tried not to think too much on that. I wasn’t planning to leave. I was left in silence to sort out my feelings. I knew that I liked Vance. It made no logical sense. He had kidnapped me and had hurt me, but we connected in a way that I couldn’t deny any longer. I have felt a connection since the moment I saw him,
 I thought, and it was true. The moment my eyes met his gold-ringed gaze, I knew that there was nothing I could do.

 

I wanted to be by him, and that’s why I couldn’t run, not fast enough. I had no real desire to run away, and that’s why there was no need for the door to be locked. I wanted to throw something in frustration. My heart ached at the idea of his execution, but I didn’t know what I could do. Damn it! I’m an ambassador. This is what I’m trained for. There must be some way to save him,
 I thought. I could only hope that after seeing Amber that we could figure out something together.



Chapter Ten: Vance, Doubt and Desire



 

Dinner had been an awkward affair. Since we both had nothing to do, we thought it was best to talk about the upcoming visit of the emperor, but even with Drostan sitting in front of me, I couldn’t seem to concentrate on the pressing matter. When I had seen her I could tell that Nora had something on her mind, and I still had not understood why Drostan had insisted we leave the girls together. The entire time I was worried, and quite often, my thoughts turned to Nora and what she was doing. I worried about what she might be planning, but moreover, I wanted desperately to know what she was thinking.

 


Was she relieved to finally see her friend alive and healthy? Did she hate me for what we had done?
 I knew that I had feelings for her, but I also knew that us playing house as if nothing was wrong between us would not help either of us. We’ll likely need to send all of her people back if we get what we want,
 the little voice reminded me. I watched as Nora bit her bottom lip. Of course, if we don’t get what we want, she’ll likely be the one to watch us die,
 another voice argued, and all I could do was groan. I couldn’t stand the thought of what was going on in my head, and uncertainty was playing tricks on my mind. When I had first settled down to dinner, I could have sworn that I had seen a look of planning in her eyes.

“Are you sure we’re doing the right thing?” Drostan finally asked, startling me. I looked up to meet his gaze, but it was harder than I expected. The truth of the matter was that I wasn’t sure, and so I couldn’t do anything but frown as I shook my head. I couldn’t even bring myself to voice the thoughts I was having. It seemed as if I was betraying my own people.

 

“I’m not sure we’re doing the right thing anymore,” Drostan said honestly. I looked at him in confusion, shaking my head.

 

“Our people cannot thrive if we mingle with others. Our cultures are too different. It could die out of existence, and you couldn’t tell me that they honestly want peace. We have enough of a hard time keeping peace with our own people. What happens when another governing body is involved?” I asked, finally voicing all of my concerns. Drostan said nothing for a moment, but I could tell that something was bothering him.

 

“Perhaps we should have listened to the ambassadors instead of interrogating them. Maybe they’re telling the truth,” he said, and I thought about how Nora had screamed at me, telling me to believe her. There was a small part of me that did believe her, and it became more difficult to think of a reason why I wouldn’t.

 

“Perhaps we should have,” I finally agreed after a long silent pause, and that’s when I lost my appetite. I looked down at my purple skin tone, knowing how different it looked from hers. All I could do was sigh, and shake my head. In serving my planet and my emperor, I had never once doubted myself, but now I couldn’t seem to do anything else.



Chapter Eleven: Nora, Committed Determination



 

I was nervous, and I couldn’t think of anything to calm my nerves. I wanted this. I wanted a chance at freedom, and I knew that when the emperor came, Amber and I would have our best chance. She told me that most of the others were unharmed. Mostly,
 I thought grimly, trying to chase away all of the possibilities of what that word could mean. Instead of thinking about it too long, I tried to wait for Vance to come for me. The time with Amber was pleasant. She told me all about Drostan.

 

I had learned that he was Vance’s right hand man, and it made me curious just how close the two had gotten, but Amber had elegantly evaded any questions that I had about her and Drostan. That’s when Vance came. I had expected Drostan, and it was hard to hide my surprise. I wanted him, but I could still remember our last conversation, so I closed my eyes to take a deep breath. When I felt I was more in control of my own emotions, I was able to finally open my eyes and look into his gold rimmed pupils.

 

“Nora,” he said, and I thought that I was going to lose it when he called my name.

 

“Yes,” I managed to say in a squeaky voice.

I wished that I had sounded differently, but I just squared my shoulder, trying to keep myself from trembling or running into his arms. I looked down at his muscles. They were pulled taut, and his hands made fists. I briefly wondered how he kept his sharp nails from cutting his own palms. Their skin is stronger than ours.
 I thought, and it once again highlighted the stark differences between us.

 

“He will be here sooner than I expected,” Vance told me, and I tried not to cringe at his words. It was too much to think about. I didn’t want to see him dead, and yet I wanted us to be free. I wanted the people I worked with and had grown to know to be more than just ‘mostly’ okay. I nodded solemnly, finding it hard to meet his eyes, but as I felt my gaze dropping, I tried to lift my chin up again. If I didn’t know any better, I would have sworn that I had seen uncertainty in those eyes of his.

 

“Will I be locked in here?” I asked, and he shook his head.

 

“I’d like to speak with you about that,” he said, and that’s when he walked over to me. I don’t know what he was thinking, but it obviously wasn’t about speaking to me when his talons grazed my chin. He had a dangerous strength about him, and he seemed tense as he lifted my chin up until I was craning my neck, staring directly into his eyes.

 

“Tell me that you mean my people no harm,” he said, and there was an edge to his voice that seemed to be almost like a growl. I took a deep breath, calming down my trembling. I knew that I was trembling from more than just fear. I could feel heat rolling off of him, and I realized I wanted him.

“We don’t mean your people any harm. I wish you’d let me explain…” I said.

 

I wanted to say more, but his lips crashed down on mine again. My eyes closed, and his hands went to my back, and I could feel them tearing at the fabric, but not breaking it. My shoulders must have scratches from where his fingernails had traced over them as I kissed him. His sharp teeth nipped and pulled at my bottom lip, in an aggressively playful manner.

 

His tongue seemed more muscular than my own, and I was surprised by its length as he pushed it into my mouth. I was also surprised by how good it felt. I could feel my knees growing weak, and just as I knew I was about to give in and beg him to take me, Vance pulled away. He helped me steady myself and sit down on the bed. He sat down beside me, and his hands were once again clenched into fists.

 

“I still don’t think this will work, but I need to know some things. I need to make sure that we’re on the same page. I need to know that we are working towards the same goal,” he nearly shouted.

 

“I don’t want to be enemies with you anymore,” he told me, and Vance said it so tenderly, it was as if he was confessing his love for me. I love him.
 The thought startled me, but I knew it was true. I could feel myself blushing, so I tried to concentrate on what he had said, chasing thoughts of my seemingly inappropriate feelings away for now.

“Do we have to be enemies? I’m telling the truth,” I told him. His hand went to my knee, and he gave me a gentle squeeze, being careful not to scratch any more of my skin.

 

“I believe you,” he told me.

 

“Did you enjoy seeing your friend?” he asked, as if he was trying to change subject. I sighed.

 

“It was conflicting. I want us to be free, and I know that the rest of us are not being treated very well,” I told him, trying my best not to get angry.

 

“Not the men, no,” he said, as if that made sense. I knew that they viewed women and men differently, but I had never thought it would affect my colleagues so adversely until now.

 

“You can’t keep treating them poorly if you plan to convince him not to…” I trailed off. I couldn’t bring myself to say it.

 

“Kill me?” he offered. I closed my eyes and gave him a brief nod before trying to continue.

 

“I know,” Vance cut me off. “They are being cared for and fed. I even have new clothes being delivered,” he told me. I was flooded with immense relief, and that’s when I noticed how close he was sitting. His hand was still on my knee, and I saw him give me a hopeful smile.

 

“Then what is it that I can do for you?” I asked him.

“Convince him that you think that I have seen the error of my ways. You’re an ambassador. I need you and Amber to do what you were trained to do,” he told me, and there was a sense of urgency in his tone.

I hadn’t worried about this mission when I was assigned to it. It was never meant to have someone’s life depend on it, but now that it did, it seemed like worry was all I could do. I knew we had a lot to discuss, but I took a moment to get my emotions in check. I’d be of no use to anyone, especially not the man I was growing to love if I didn’t think rationally.

 

It wasn’t until later that night that I saw Drostan again. He had knocked, but he didn’t wait for me to answer. The deal we had made came rushing back to me, and I started to panic. What is the price I would pay for meeting with Amber?
 I thought, but I couldn’t read anything aggressive in his stance.

 

“What is it? What do I owe you?” I asked after he stood in the doorway for a few moments, looking at me as if he was sizing me up.

 

“Nothing, You have already done it. I just need you to help him, but it doesn’t seem like you’ll need any convincing,” Drostan said.

 

“You’re very loyal to him,” I said.

 

“He’s always done right by our people,” he replied. “If you’re loyal to him, he’ll do right by you, too,” he said, and with that, Drostan slipped out before I could ask him what to expect. I was left alone with my thoughts. I found it hard to fall asleep that night, but eventually fell asleep.



Chapter Twelve: Vance, Day of Reckoning



 

Today was the day that the ambassador for the emperor would arrive. I, of course, hoped that the emperor himself would come, but I held no hope. That was until I saw him. He had two men by his side. Their skin was as dark of a purple as mine, but our emperor had a blue tinge, and I had only gold around my eyes. Our emperor had eyes of a brilliant gold surrounded by black. His pupils were white, and I knew that to Nora, he would appear to be frightening. I could only hope that she could keep her wits about her. Both men had their weapons ready, but I could tell that the emperor had his hand up, telling them not to draw them yet.

 

“Your Majesty,” I said, and he nodded to me.

 

“Blackburn,” he addressed me. It stung not hearing a commander there. I was no longer a commander in his eyes, but I hoped that we could see eye to eye. Despite the rude introduction, I did what I always did. Out of respect, I bowed, and didn’t rise until I was commanded to do so. I could tell that Drostan had joined me, but we kept our men out of the way. Today was between us, and whatever was going to happen would happen. We had to answer for our crimes.

 

“I would like to see the Ambassadors of Earth,” the Emperor said tersely. That’s when I saw him. There was a human male standing a few feet behind him with a gun-like weapon at his hip. I didn’t believe he should be here, but it wasn’t my place to say anything.

“I would like to speak first,” I voiced. “With all due respect, if this is just to rescue them and not hear me, feel free to ask me to end my own life, your Majesty,” I told him, but I couldn’t hide my terse tone. His eyes seemed to widen for only a fraction of a moment before he shook his head.

 

“We promised to ensure their safety before negotiations for their release,” he said, and I nodded. I knew that he had a part to play, and so did I. Right now, our past didn’t matter. I had committed treason, and I couldn’t argue with our emperor, not if I wanted out of this or if I wanted my people spared.

 

“This way, sir,” I said, giving Drostan the command to lead us to where Amber and Nora awaited. They were both dressed in fine cloaks in the makeshift parlor. They sat there of their own free will, and they rose when we entered. The emperor seemed to be surprised by their condition. Much to my surprise, Nora and Amber both bowed just as we would, but I knew that I shouldn’t have been surprised. After all, they were ambassadors, and they obviously knew what to do.

 

“What has happened here?” The human male spoke, and much to my surprise, Nora seemed to know him.

 

“Commander Deacon,” she said surprised, and Amber’s eyes glimmered with unshed tears. I knew that Amber must have known him better. I started to wonder who the man was.

 

“What have you done with my niece?” he said, motioning towards the girls.

“Both have been our prisoners here, Sir. I’m sure you already know what has happened here,” I said, looking past him. Nora continued to surprise me as she laid a hand on my shoulder, causing everyone in the room to tense.

 

“Your Majesty, may we speak on our own behalf?” she asked, and he nodded.

 

“Once we have the rogues in custody,” he said. Nora straightened her shoulders, and so did Amber. I looked at them, feeling as if we had already lost the battle, but Nora had that spark in her eyes that told me she wasn’t giving up.

 

“That will not be necessary,” she said, surprising everyone in the room. Amber even seemed to follow her lead.

 

“I do not believe that they were in the wrong here, your Majesty. They have brought important questions to light, and it is important that we address this head on. Moreover, I have grown to know Commander Blackburn and his right hand man, and I believe that Amber will vouch for them both as well,” Nora continued. The emperor’s guards had cuffs out, and I knew that if they succeeded at putting them on us, our fate would be sealed. Drostan and I did not hesitate to offer our wrists, but the emperor kept them from sealing our fate. He eyed Nora with the same suspicion and awe that I did.

 

“Did they not take you?” he asked.

 

“They did, Sir,” she told him.

“Were there no casualties?” he asked, and she shook her head.

 

“Some were injured, especially during interrogation, but if Amber and I can forgive them, we ask that they are forgiven upon majority vote,” Nora said.

 

“What would cause you to turn to your captors like you have?” The emperor asked, and Commander Deacon spoke.

 

“This is obviously Stockholm Syndrome. This cannot be allowed. It will make a mockery of our alliance,” he shouted, and Amber squared her shoulders as well.

 

“I beg to differ, Uncle. I am an ambassador, and we can have a psychological evaluation if you doubt that we are fit for these negotiations,” she said.

 

It was clear that she was having a hard time challenging her own uncle, but Drostan gave her an appreciative look, and I suddenly realized that I was not the only one that had developed feelings for these strange women that we had taken. She put her hand on Drostan’s shoulder, confirming my suspicions.

 

The emperor had yet to speak, and it seemed like there was something running through his mind. His eyes were almost mischievous, and the air seemed thick with tension. Amber and Nora were not going to back down, and the decision of what was to come would depend on if they allowed them to speak. The emperor nodded for a moment, and I saw a small smile curve his lips.

“I believe we should hear them out then. They seem to be very persistent females,” he said, taking a seat and motioned the others to be seated as well. I noticed his guards did not sit. They were still tense, as if there would be a battle in the coming moments.

 

What happened in the next few hours amazed me. I had expected to plead our case, but that didn’t seem to be what was happening at all. Instead, Nora and Amber, especially Nora, took charge of the conversation, explaining our actions better than I could. My chest swelled with pride, and I sat down, enthralled hearing her talking about the events. She had glossed over the unseemly, but I noticed how her entire body was tense. It was not because she had forgotten any of the unpleasantness that had taken place. It wasn’t until the final question from the human Commander that rendered the room silent when my heart started pounding again.

 

“Why do you sit like that? Why do you vouch for them when they tortured you, when they treated you like prisoners?” he asked, and the emperor did not stop him. It was a question I had not imagined them asking, and I wanted to curse myself for not doing so. I should have come up with something for her to say.
 I thought, but Nora didn’t seem to be surprised in the least. Amber hesitated, looking at Drostan with emotions in her eyes that I couldn’t quite decipher.

 

“I have found love,” Nora said, and the emperor sat up a little straighter.

 

“Are you telling me you love Commander Blackburn?” he asked. My eyes were wide as I looked at her.

“Yes,” she said, and a red tinge of a blush spread over her cheeks.

 

“Do you love her?” the emperor asked. I looked at her.

 

She put her hand on my knee. I didn’t notice that Nora had scooted to the edge of her seat to be closer to mine. I put my hand carefully over hers. I was all too aware of the difference in our skin tone. She was tan and beautiful. Her skin was soft, and mine was hard and purple. I could see her dainty fingernails, and mine were a sharpened black. I was honed from combat, and she was taunt and frail.

 

“Yes,” I said, but it was barely a whisper. I knew they had heard me, but I tried to recover as the realization hit me. What I had been feeling was love, and there was no denying it now. Whatever the consequences will be, they will come. All I could control was this. I wanted Nora to have no doubts, so I squared my shoulders, holding her hand as I looked at my emperor.

 

“Yes, I love Nora,” I said. “No matter what happens here today…,” I added.

 

“I have heard enough to make my decision,” he said. “This meeting is over for now,” I knew with those words, my fate would be sealed.

I just didn’t know what it was yet. I hoped that Nora would stand beside me no matter what. I wasn’t the only one who was nervous. Amber, Drostan and Nora seemed concerned as well, but we all knew better than to argue, so we said nothing. Instead, we went to leave the room. The emperor stayed seated, and as Nora and I stood to leave, the emperor told us to wait.

 

“I’d like you to stay, Nora,” was all he said, leaving me wondering what was going on. I immediately started to panic, remembering how frightening it could be. I wanted to protect her, but she just looked at me, giving me a small smile and a nod. I could read the tension in her eyes, but we both knew we couldn’t defy him.

 

“Yes, your Majesty,” she said. Commander Deacon seemed smug up until the moment he was told to leave as well. I watched him walk out, his hand still on his gun, and tension still rising.



Chapter Thirteen: Nora, Unlikely Questions



 

Watching him walk away from me after what he just said was the hardest thing I had to do since I had come here. I looked at the emperor, who motioned for me to have a seat. His guards seemed to take a step back from him, and he leaned in to face me. His eyes raked over me, and there seemed to be a hunger in his gaze that made me uneasy. I looked at him, trying to keep a small smile on my face. This was the man that I was meant to meet in the first place, and I knew that I wasn’t a captive anymore. In this room alone with him, I was once again an ambassador, but the weight of saving Vance was still on my shoulders.

 

“Did you mean it?” he finally spoke, settling his golden eyes on me.

 

“I love him,” I said. I didn’t need him to clarify what he was referring to.

 

“He tortured you. I know my commander. He would have gone easy on you, but he also would have killed you if he thought it was necessary,” he said, and I nodded.

 

“He does what he thinks is right for his people,” I said, defending Vance. Much to my surprise, this caused him to laugh. He sat back, laughing with a smile that reached his eyes.

“That is true. I thought I had come to order the execution of an old friend today, but you and the other woman may have given us all something we weren’t expecting. I have a lot to think over now. We were going to have laws against this, you know,” he said. The last part seemed like an afterthought, but it made me sit rigidly in my seat.

 

“Laws?” I asked, and he nodded.

 

“Many people don’t want to see our kind mingle in that way, an intimate way.” he trailed off, trying to come up with the right word. “Marriage would have been forbidden, but if we spare them…” He shook his head, trailing off as if he couldn’t bring himself to say what was on his mind.

 

I knew what it would cause. It would cause everything to be re-evaluated. Why wasn’t I told?
 I thought, but I knew why. We were supposed to only concentrate on the treaty. Everything else was to come afterwards. Concessions would have had to be made, and that wasn’t my job. That would be the team after us.

 

“Tell me something, Nora,” he said, looking at me as if we were old friends, but I could tell that he was taking into account my every movement and emotion.

 

“Yes?” I asked, trying to keep my tone calm and collected, but it was easier said than done.

“Would you stay here for him?” he asked, and I didn’t know. I hadn’t allowed myself to think about it. “Would Amber?” he continued, and I certainly didn’t know the answer to that. I wanted to answer, but my mouth felt dry, and it felt like I couldn’t swallow.

 

“Now, now, you don’t need to answer right this moment,” he said, leaning back in his chair, quirking a brow at me.

 

“I want an answer by the next time I call you, which will be tomorrow,” he said, and I nodded.

 

“Yes, your Majesty,” I said. He dismissed me, and after one more sweeping bow, I left the room. I found that Vance was waiting for me a little down the hall, outside of my room.

 

“Where is Amber?” I asked, and he gave me a soft smile. There was concern in his eyes, but I had a hard time meeting them. The emperor’s question continued to echo in my head.

 

“With Drostan,” he said. “I am not the only one in love,” he said.

He looked at me with more tenderness and vulnerability than I had ever seen before, and I wrapped my arms around him. He hugged me back, without the usual hesitation. He hugged me tenderly, and I knew that he didn’t want to let me go, but there was tension in both of us. The uncertainty was weighing on us in a way that we didn’t know how to handle. Still, I wanted him. He smiled at me when I pulled away, but the worry was still clear.

“Can we take a walk?” I asked, trying to keep my voice from breaking. Of course, he nodded.

 

“Anything,” he said, and I knew that he meant it. This warrior is mine, but can I be his?
 I thought. I wanted to believe it, but my heart was torn. I had dreams before I had landed in Leonia, yet my dreams were changing. My plans for my life were changing. I didn’t want a life without him in it, but I didn’t see him being able to stay in it unless I stayed here, and that caused a conflict in my heart.

 

When we were in the woods, we walked for a moment. I wanted to go explore, but he shook his head, telling me that we can’t make it look like we were running, and I knew that he was right. I didn’t want him to get hurt, and I was already afraid that I would. He didn’t say anything to me as I looked at the flowers that adorned the trees. My eyes wandered up to the stars. I thought of how I had always wanted to explore. I thought of how I wanted to see Leonia, but it wasn’t the only planet other than Earth that I wanted to visit and see. The emperor’s question was would I stay? I didn’t know the answer. I have never wanted to stay anywhere, but I wanted to stay beside him. We must have been out walking for at least a good hour before I started to shiver.

 

“Won’t you tell me what he said?” he asked. He pulled me against him, wrapping his arms around me, and I could feel his hard, warm chest against my back.

 

“He asked if I would stay,” I told him truthfully, but my voice just refused to come out as strong as I wanted it to.

“I hadn’t thought about that,” he said, and his voice was nearly a growl.

 

“I hadn’t either,” I admitted, biting my bottom lip.

 

“What did you tell him?” Vance asked me. There was raw emotion in his voice. Worry.
 It hit me hard. He was worried about what I had said. He’s worried I’ll leave.
 I thought. I shook my head. A tear ran down my cheek, and I groaned in frustration.

 

“I didn’t say anything yet,” I said louder than I meant to. He just tightened his grip on me.

 

“I won’t blame you for saying no,” he said, and he turned to walk away. I felt so much colder without him. I turned as quickly as I could, and I reached for his wrist. When Vance looked at me, his gaze was piercing, and it sent a shiver down my spine. It was both cold and longing at the same time.

 

“I didn’t say anything because I don’t know. I don’t even know what you want,” I told him.

That’s when the wind started to pick up, and I shivered even more. I could feel my teardrops threatening to dry into frost on my face, and the temperature dropped suddenly. Vance had left, and I just stared up at the moon for a long time. I knew I couldn’t blame him for leaving, but I didn’t want to chase after him. I had too much on my mind. I have never loved anyone before, but there was no doubt anymore that this is exactly what this is. I’m in love.
 It seemed so surreal, but there was no doubt about the warmth that I felt in my heart.

 

Sadly, that was the only place that was warm on this icy planet. I shivered, and I knew that if I stayed, I would have to get used to the frigid weather. I tried to close my eyes, and imagine my life here. I tried to conjure the image of a life with Vance. Would we have kids? Would I just stay at home? Would we explore? Would I always be afraid that my warrior wouldn’t come home?
 There were too many questions that until now, I had not even bothered to ask myself.

 

I didn’t have a reason to ask myself these questions because I hadn’t allowed myself to think about what had been growing between us. Now, I was consumed by it. I don’t know how long I had stayed like that, trying to picture a life on Leonia with the man I had come to love. It was love between a human and an alien. It seemed so trite. Eventually, I opened my eyes. That’s when the winds started to blow so hard that they almost knocked me over. He was on me in an instant.

 

“Snow storm,” was all he said as we headed back inside, but the snow started to fall, threatening to blanket us in. No one was outside, and when we opened the door, even the air inside seemed to be chilly despite the fires that were blazing.

“My friends,” I said, and he nodded.

 

“They’ll be moved to the main hall. The cells are no place for them anymore. They’ll freeze there,” he said, and I felt relief. I just hoped that this wouldn’t cause any issues. I hoped that Amber had talked some sense into them about our situation. I was still shivering, and he gave me an odd look. How long were we out there? When did the temperature start dropping?
 I wondered, and I gave him an odd look. He picked me up, holding me close.

 

“You’re almost blue,” he whispered. I wanted more than anything to step into a hot shower, but I knew that they didn’t have that here.

 

“I have to get you warm,” Vance muttered, and he picked me up, cradling me to his chest as we headed towards a room.

 

I didn’t have the will to protest. It felt too good to be in his arms, especially with his warmth seeping through me, but I still felt cold to the bone. I didn’t know how long I had stayed out there. I felt sleepy all of a sudden as the door closed behind us. I couldn’t tell whose room we were in, but I knew that it wasn’t mine. It took me a minute to realize it was his. There was a large pile of furs that he laid me down on, and I groaned as he shook me gently.

 

“Stay awake,” he said, and his lips were on mine. They felt like fire, and as much as I wanted him, I also wanted to pull away. His lips were on my forehead, and I heard him shouting, but all I did was go in and out of consciousness.



Chapter Thirteen: Vance, Frighteningly Frail



 

I never realized how frail humans were. It was certainly a cold snowstorm, but it would take us hours more to get to the same level of hypothermia that Nora was facing. I worried for her as I saw her eyes slipped closed. I worried that I would lose her. All fears for my life subsided, and all I feared for was her. She looked innocently dazed as she shivered in my arms. I kissed her cold lips, trying to reign my emotions as she shuddered under me, fighting me subconsciously as I tried to cover her up. There was no hot water ready for her, but I made sure that someone was getting some. I knew that she needed to stay warm. She needed to be warm, so I had someone bring warm cider into the room. She was shivering too much to hold the cup.

 

“Her clothing,” Drostan said, and I nodded, ushering him out of the room. It was hard to wrestle her out of her clothes, and it made me think of how willingly she had taken them off just days before, but I knew we didn’t have the time for such thoughts. Even shivering in the cold, her body was beautiful. I wrapped her in fur after fur until there was no exposed skin. Getting behind her, I held her bundled form to my chest, whispering to her to stay awake. Fear had overtaken me, but I knew what to do. I brought the cider to her lips, and it took a few tries before I could get Nora to drink. When her shivering finally settled down, I felt immense relief, but the shivering didn’t stop all together.

“You should have followed me in,” I whispered, but I knew she couldn’t hear me. I shouldn’t have left you out there on your own.
 I thought, but I couldn’t bring myself to voice it aloud. It seemed like we had stayed there for hours, with no other thoughts than of her shivering starting to subside. She finally stirred, and I could hear her breathing was back to normal.

 

“Nora,” I said, and she turned to look at me, wrestling with the blankets. I turned her so that she could place her face on my chest as I wrapped my arms around her.

 

“I thought I had lost you,” I told her, but she shook her head weakly.

 

“I’m sorry,” she said, and it struck me to the core.

 

“Why?” I asked, barely above a whisper.

 

“I shouldn’t have let you walk away,” she said, frowning, as if she thought she could have stopped me if she wanted to. I kissed her on the forehead.

 

“Don’t blame yourself. I should have never left you out there.”

The snow is bad enough, but you can’t handle a snow storm on your own,” I told her, and she nodded. There was no denying it. Humans would have a hard time here in our winters, but we both knew that it wasn’t impossible for them. That’s why we were in this mess. Colonization was possible, but difficult. I thought, looking at her as she smiled up at me. She seemed lost in her own thoughts. I realized just how heavy her eyelids seemed to be as she blinked. Each time, it took her a little longer to open her eyes. With the immediate threat gone, I knew she needed to rest.

 

“Sleep,” I told her, and it seemed to be all the encouragement she needed to fall into a deep sleep in my arms. I held her throughout the night.



Chapter Fourteen: Nora, New Chances



 

When I awoke, it was hard to figure out where I was. I didn’t recognize the room immediately, but it didn’t take me long to realize that I was in Vance’s room. Vance was nowhere to be found. As I tried to sit up, I could feel that my muscles were rigid, and I could still hear the howling winds that were outside the window. That’s when everything came rushing back to me. There was a snow storm, and I remember being very cold. I remembered Vance’s gold-ringed eyes, as he stared deep into my own. He had made sure I was warm, and I wanted to kick myself.

 

I had stayed out too long in the snow. How much time has passed?
 I thought with worry forming a pit in my stomach. Did the emperor already call for me? Was I late? Is that why Vance isn’t here?
 I couldn’t even bring myself to think of him being punished already. Just as panic threatened to take over completely, the door opened and in came Drostan. It wasn’t like seeing Vance, but it flooded me with relief. It reminded me that if he was okay, then Vance was likely okay as well.

 

“Where is he?” I asked.

 

“He is safe and asked that I check on you. We are preparing provisions for the storm from one of our storm houses nearby,” he said, and I panicked again.

 

“He’s out there?” I thought, and Drostan chuckled.

“It’s cute to see you worried, but yes. He is our leader, and he is out there. We are not as frail as you, and the snowstorm has not become too bad for us yet,” he said, and all I could do was force myself to nod. I knew what he was saying was logical, but my worry wasn’t going to be calmed by logic.

 

“I’ll get you breakfast now that I know you’re up,” he said.

 

“Has he made a decision?” I asked, but Drostan shook his head no, and so I just stayed there, wrapped tightly in furs that smelled like the alien that I had grown to love. When food was brought back, Amber was the one to bring it, and I tried to smile at her.

 

“I have good news,” she told me, but I couldn’t think of anything that was good news unless it meant that they would be forgiven for their treason.

 

“What?” I forced myself to ask. She set the bowl of soup beside me, giving me a dress that she must have fetched from my room.

 

“The rest of our group has decided that in the interest of peace, they’ will vote for forgiveness of their crimes,” she said, and it shocked me to hear this. I had hoped for, but hadn’t thought that everyone would agree. Having a small group certainly must have helped,
 I thought, but still worry gnawed at me.

 

“That’s good,” I told her, and she nodded.

“I love him too,” she said. “Drostan, that is,” she added to clarify. I nodded slowly.

 

“I had a feeling you did,” I said honestly.

 

“What did he ask you?” Amber asked me, but I shook my head.

 

I didn’t want to tell anyone what the emperor had asked me instead of Vance. I still didn’t know what I will say, and I didn’t want anyone asking me yet. Amber frowned, but after a moment, she seemed to have decided to accept my answer, at least for now,
 I thought with an inward sigh. I finished my soup, making sure to get dressed as soon as Amber left. The next few hours seemed to drag on until I could not stay in the room any longer. I knew that I was no longer a prisoner, and so I decided to walk around. Somehow, I ended up where the emperor was, and he smiled at me as I turned to leave.

 

“Don’t,” he commanded, and I knew that I had no choice but to stay now. My heart pounded loudly. I didn’t have an answer for him. Why hadn’t I stayed in my room?
 I thought with a sigh. I expected him to demand an answer right then and there, but he didn’t.

 

“Are you feeling better? Leonia is hard if you are not from here. It is a harsh world, and we have harsh laws, but your people still seem to be interested in colonizing and making peace,” he said. I nodded.

“I don’t expect you to know everything, but as an Ambassador you must know why you are colonizing, yes?” he asked, and I nodded, but our conversation was cut short when I saw someone enter through the doorway. I turned to look, and the moment I saw that it was Vance, my conversation was forgotten. I ran into his arms, and he caught me. He picked me up off the ground, looking at me lovingly. Snow was still drying on his cloak.

 

“I was so worried,” he whispered.

 

“Why did you go back out there?” I asked, but I already knew the answer.

 

“I had to,” he said, and I nodded slowly. I closed my eyes, breathing in deeply. For a moment, I just took in his scent and the feel of him holding me securely when my life wasn’t in danger.

 

“Well, we’ll finish our conversation later then, hmm? I’ll give you two lovebirds an hour,” the emperor said before he disappeared. I started to blush as I looked at Vance, and just as the emperor was about to walk out the door, I shouted at him to wait. I immediately apologized.

 

“I’m sorry, your Majesty,” I said. “I didn’t mean to shout,” I told him, but he just looked at me, amused.

 

“What is it, ambassador?” he asked.

“I have my answer,” I said, forcing myself to meet his gaze despite my nervousness. He just stood there, tense and quirking a brow at me. I could see that he was curious. Vance was curious as he walked behind me, but I could feel he was tense as well. He didn’t know what I was about to say.

 

“I’d stay,” I said, and that’s when the emperor grinned.

 

He didn’t give anything away. He only nodded as he left. An hour had never passed so slowly. Vance insisted that I change, and when I did, he pushed me against a wall, kissing every inch of my body until I was aching for him to take me, only to have him whisper in my ear that we didn’t have the time. Amber was flushed as well, when I saw her. I wondered if she had found the release that Vance told me I had to wait for. Before we entered the parlor room, I grabbed his wrist.

 

“What is it?” he asked. We were in the hallway after everyone had already entered.

 

“What if we wasted our last hour together?” I asked him.

 

“What do you mean?” he said with his voice tight.

 

“I mean what if that was our last hour,” I said. Tears pricked at my eyes. He tilted my chin up.

 

“I am a warrior. If that was our last hour, remember that we spent it hoping for a future, not rushing it,” he told me. He smiled at me encouragingly, but it only made my heart ache for him even more.



Chapter Fifteen: Vance, Facing the Consequences



 

When I looked at her, I knew I had to be strong. She was just as worried about I was as I was worried about the men that I had led down this path with me, and it touched my heart to see. When we entered, I saw that the emperor was at the head of the table. He didn’t seem to have a hardened face to him, but I knew from experience that he was hard to read. Drostan was already sitting with our men on one side. Amber and Commander Deacon were sitting with the prisoners that we had taken. It was at that moment that I exchanged a glance with Nora, and we both realized the same thing.

 

Through this ordeal, we would not be sitting together. The guards were there with the emperor, and I looked at them. They had deadly weapons, and if this goes south, there would be no escape. We weren’t planning one, anyway. I gave her hand a gentle squeeze, being careful not to hurt her as I let go of her hand, and took my seat with Drostan. She took her seat between Amber and her commander. The emperor began to speak, but it was hard to move my eyes off the woman I loved.

 

“Do you deny the charges against you?” he asked as soon as the charges had been read. I shook my head.

 

“No, your Majesty,” I said, and none of my men contradicted me. We all knew what we had done. I glanced at Nora who seemed to shift nervously.

“Then you leave me no choice but to find you and your people guilty, Vance Blackburn,” he said, and his voice was cold. “Sentencing is still to be determined. As you know, the usual price of treason is death,” he said, and I hung my head. At those words, it was hard to meet Nora’s eyes. I could hear her strangled sob, but the emperor wasn’t done speaking.

 

“However, these are not the usual circumstances. as I have heard from the commander and the people you held prisoner. I have even heard from the ambassadors that you tortured,” he said, letting that word hang between us. “They do not call for your head, but I cannot let this go unpunished,” he said.

 

“May I speak?” I asked, and he inclined his head to grant my request.

 

“I take responsibility. Please allow me to accept full punishment and not my people,” I said. He looked at Nora, and I couldn’t bring myself to more than glance at her out of the corner of my eye. I could see the horror in her eyes. She knew that my punishment would be more severe now, but I couldn’t let them pay for my mistakes. I could only hope that she would forgive me for protecting them.

 

“Then so be it,” he said. “You will be spared, but your position will be stripped of you. You will also be released only in the custody of someone who will vouch for you. Otherwise, you will spend the next three years in prison,” he turned to the human side.

“Do any of you wish to take custody?” he said. Nora stood up without hesitation.

 

“I will, your Majesty,” she said.

 

“You’ll have to stay here for that time,” he said, and she nodded.

 

“I know,” Nora replied. Her voice never wavered.

 

“So be it, then. You will be released into her custody, but tomorrow you will still face punishment,” he said. “Thirty lashes,” he said, and with that he adjourned the meeting.

 

The silence was deafening. I no longer led my people, but they were safe. I was no longer a commander, but I lived. I loved
 . With that thought, I looked at Nora who had tears glistening in her eyes. The room cleared, but Amber couldn’t get Nora to leave. Nora proceeded to move towards me, and a part of me wanted to run. Instead, I wanted to go somewhere private with her. I picked her up as soon as we were in the hallway, racing to my room. She was once again in the room with me, and I could tell that she wanted to talk about what was said. I will get
 thirty lashes. They had scarred many men, and it would scar me. It could disfigure me.
 I thought, but I tried to chase those thoughts away.

All I wanted to do was kiss the woman in front of me, and kiss her I did. I kissed her like I was sentenced to die in the morning. I kissed her more as she looked at me lovingly. It was clear she found me just as attractive as I found her, and I worried that after tomorrow, that wouldn’t be true. I kissed her to chase away any words that she may have spoken, and I ripped her dress off of her. It landed in shreds around her feet, and I had her against the wall in no time.

 

Her hands were tangled in my hair, and I kissed her soft, delicate skin which was tinged blue just the night before. I made her cry out in pleasure as my hands played with the soft flesh of her inner thighs, pulling her to straddle me. It was only her back against the wall and her legs around me that kept her up in the air. I knew she could feel my throbbing manhood between us, and I wanted to bury myself in her warm wetness, but I forced myself to go slow. I savored this relief and feeling of love that was blossoming between us. Neither of us had a reason to hide it any longer.

 

When I buried myself inside of her, she pulled me closer by clamping her legs around me tighter. I bottomed out in her as her nails scratched at my currently scar-free back, and I moaned as I nipped at her shoulder. I was careful that my fangs did not pierce her delicate skin as I could feel her hardened nipples slide up and down on my chest with each bounce of her breasts caused by the thrusts of my manhood deep in her warm, wet slit. I groaned as I kissed her neck, nipping and sucking at her skin until her toes curled and she arched back, forcing her breasts against me even more. I could feel her clamp down around me as she reached climax, but I was only beginning.

I continued to thrust in and out of her as she found her release in oblivion, and her new heightened sensations made her ride over the edge again. She cried out, and this time it was my name on her lips, and it had never sounded so sweet. When she started to beg me ‘please’, I wasn’t sure she knew what she was asking for. All I knew is that I had to continue. She squirmed against the wall, and I could feel her legs weaken as she was lost in the pleasure that I was bringing her. When I was sure that Nora thought that she could take no more, I placed her on the bed of furs, grabbing her ankles as I put them on my shoulders, continuing to push in and out of her.

 

“Please, Vance,” she cried out, biting her bottom lip as she screamed in pleasure.

 

I knew that I couldn’t last much longer. My manhood throbbed as I felt her spasm. When I was about to release inside of her, I started to place feather light kisses up her neck, making her shiver. I bit down on her tender skin as she came again. Sucking on the spot for a moment to soothe the ached, I kissed her lips when I could take no more.

 

With one quick thrust, I buried myself filling the inside of her releasing my seed as I swallowed her moans, deepening the kiss as my tongue danced across hers. When I pulled away, I was still buried deep inside of her, and by the way that Nora fell back onto the pile of furs, I could tell she was exhausted. She still stared at me lovingly. She was about to say something, so I kissed her again.

 

“Shh, let’s not talk about it,” I said, and she looked like she was about to argue. I couldn’t help but chuckle. The very spirit I had fell in love with was in her eyes again, and I knew that it would be the death of me yet. I smiled at her as she finally nodded, and I slowly pulled myself out of her. I lay on my side, pulling her against me.

 

“I love you,” she said, and I smiled at her again.

 

“I love you too,” I told her, and with that, I pulled her close to me.

 

I was thankful that she had given me this reprieve. I didn’t want to tell her what was bothering me, and I certainly didn’t want her to think about what would happen in the morning. Luckily, it seemed as if I had worn her out because I could hear her yawn softly as she started to relax against me. Soon enough her breathing started to even, and I smiled to myself, knowing that she was fast asleep. I didn’t sleep that night no matter how much I tried. I just did my best to savor the feeling of her against me, dreaming quietly. She’s going to stay.
 The thought was enough to comfort me for now.



Chapter Sixteen: Nora, Declarations of Loyalty



 

I was startled awake when he tried to move away from me. I looked at Vance and saw him staring out the window. He started to get dressed as I sat up. He looked at me, frowning. I looked out the window, and I realized it wasn’t dawn yet.

 

“We need to talk about this,” I told him, but Vance shook his head.

 

“You should sleep. I’ll be okay,” he told me, but I frowned.

 

“What are you worried about?” I demanded from him, but Vance just sighed, looking away from me.

 

“Punishment is always at dawn,” he told me, and I squared my shoulders.

 

“I figured that,” I told him.

 

“It could leave me disfigured,” he finally said as soon as I looked away.

 

“I’m sorry,” I said. “Is that what you’re worried about? You’re alive, and that’s what matters,” I said, and I meant every word, but there was anger in his eyes as he turned back to me.

 

“You don’t understand,” Vance said.

“Then make me understand!” I shouted as I stood up. I walked over to him, and before I touched him, he had my hands.

 

“Will you touch me so freely if I have scars?” he shouted, and I scoffed.

 

“I do not care if you have scars. I love you for what’s inside,” I shouted at him, and he looked at me for a moment before he pulled me into his embrace.

 

“I love you too, and I hope that you mean it,” he said, and I nodded.

 

“Yes, I do,” I said. I could see the sun rising as he kissed me on my forehead again before placing a gentle kiss on my lips.

 

“I’ll be back afterwards,” Vance told me, and I wanted to protest. I didn’t want to send him to face his punishment alone. I started to walk with him, but he turned towards me, shaking his head.

 

“No, I don’t want you to see it,” he said, and I could hear the raw emotion in his voice. I stopped in my tracks. It was a matter of pride. That much was clear, so against my better judgement I nodded. I looked away from him, and moved to sit on the bed as he left me there, but I knew that I wouldn’t be able to get back to sleep.

It seemed like hours before the door opened again. It was Drostan, and he frowned. I looked at him with worry in my eyes. He tried to offer me a weak smile. I just got up, looking at him. I had gotten dressed hours ago.

 

“Where is he?” I asked, and he took a deep breath.

 

“I need you to dress his wounds,” he said. “He’s unconscious but alive,” he told me. “It’s better than we could have hoped for, but I’m not sure if it’ll scar,” He said, leading me to him.

 

“I don’t care if it scars,” I told him. I couldn’t help it. I snapped a little. I couldn’t stand the fact that everyone thought that I’d scare away that easily. When I got there, Vance was certainly hurt, but his eyes were open. I placed a gentle kiss on his lips. I started to dress his wounds.

 

“I love you,” I whispered. WE were together. It was over, and that’s all that mattered. I had the man I love, and he would heal.

 

“I’m staying right here,” I told him as I finally finished dressing his wounds. He fell back asleep soon after, groaning in pain. I wished that I could give him something, but I knew that Vance wouldn’t take it.

“I’ll be right here,” I repeated, and I meant it. I wasn’t sure what would happen to Amber or what my life would be like here on Leonia, but I knew that I was never going to leave his side. I didn’t want to leave the man I loved, and I didn’t have to. His past was forgiven, and our future was still to be written. I smiled at him lovingly, knowing the worst was behind us.

 



~~ The End ~~
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 Prequel Book Preview



 




Chapter 1



 

It was already 80 degrees Fahrenheit at 8:00 a.m. when Nicole got out of her car at the Jet Propulsion Laboratory in Pasadena, California. As she walked across the parking lot, she knew that by the afternoon, it would be well over 100 degrees Fahrenheit in the shade. She was glad that she had gone for a run at dawn and had not waited until after work. She showed her badge at the door, but the guard barely looked up from his cell phone as she walked through the metal detector.

 

Most men had a decidedly different reaction to her. She was a stunningly beautiful, petite woman with curves in all the right places. She had tried to downplay her looks every day of her professional career. She wore clothes that were not tight or revealing. She rarely wore makeup and her long blonde hair was normally pulled back in a bun or pony tail. Still, nothing she did could hide her beauty.

 

She made her way through the labyrinth of offices and laboratories until she reached the third floor. Her laboratory was already buzzing with the activity of graduate students and research assistants. She was greeted by her most trusted assistant, Gavin. “Good morning, Doctor Reade. Here are the latest results on the tests we conducted last night,” Gavin said cheerfully.

 

“Great work, Gavin! Did you already send me the digital data as well?” asked Nicole.

“Yes, you have all the information on the preliminary testing of the new formula,” replied Gavin.

 

“Perfect, I will be in my office. Continue working on the control groups,” Nicole said as she turned to walk away.

 

“Yes Doctor. Oh, I should probably give you this,” Gavin said as he handed her a hastily scribbled note on a fast food napkin.

 

She looked at the napkin and asked, “Gavin, your note seems to be in gibberish. Can you translate it for me?”

 

“Sorry, I was compiling data when the Director called. I think I wrote that there was going to be a visit today,” answered Gavin, looking embarrassed.

 

“Thanks, Gavin,” said Nicole as she turned to go to her office.

 

She walked into her office and shut the door. A visit from the Director was not usually a cause for concern, but today she was anxious to finish all the preliminary work on the new formula. She was excited about the results and wanted to begin second stage testing. This new formula was capable of revolutionizing space travel. The chemical sources of power in current use were slow and costly, but this new formula would change that, or at least she hoped.

She sat down at her desk and turned her laptop on. After signing in using in her passcodes and downloaded the file from Gavin. Hard copies of the results were spread out on her desk, and was pleased to see that the results were promising. They were not spectacular, but they were promising. Nicole was concentrating on using the element Promethium as a foundation for a new power source for space travel. It had never been used for this purpose and she was convinced that it had unlimited potential.

 

She was unsure how long she spent pouring over the data, and was deeply focused on a chart, when she heard a knock at the door. “Come in,” said Nicole.

 

“Doctor Reade, the Director is here to see you. He is in the lab,” said a young female research assistant.

 

“Thank you, Emily, I will be right over,” answered Nicole as she saved a file on her laptop and closed it. She straightened her skirt and reached for her lab coat. Doctor Takedo Ayama, the Director of the JPL would undoubtedly be interested in the results of the testing. She wanted to make this a brief conversation so that she could get back to work. She walked down the hall to the lab and was greeted by the Director and a man that she had never seen before.

For one brief moment, she was riveted. The man accompanying the Director was physically the most handsome man she had ever encountered. He was tall with blonde hair and his eyes were striking and seemed to change color. He had high cheekbones and the face of a Greek God. His physique was all male. His shoulders were broad and his body was muscular and chiseled. She caught herself staring at him as though he was a delectable menu item at her favorite restaurant.

 

“Doctor Reade, how are you this morning?” said the Director.

 

“Very well, sir. I trust Gavin filled you in on our progress?”

 

“Yes, he has. I am pleased with the results your team has achieved. I look forward to reading the in-depth analysis of the tests in the coming days,” stated Director Ayama.

 

“Thank you, sir, I hope that the results will warrant the funding of the second series of testing,” Nicole said, hopefully.

 

“I am confident that you will get your funding. In the meantime, I would like to introduce you to an esteemed colleague of mine from Oslo, Doctor Jorgen Haugan,” said the Director as he turned to the man standing beside him.

 

“Doctor Haugan, it is a pleasure to meet you.” She greeted him with a smile and held out her hand.

“Doctor Reade, the pleasure is all mine,” he answered as he took her hand in his. He looked into her eyes and she was momentarily lost in the depths of his eyes. They changed from silvery grey to ocean blue and she could not look away.

 

“Doctor Reade, Jorgen is consulting with me on some of the JPL’s critical projects, I am sure that you will not mind if he takes a look at some of the findings of your team?” suggested the Director in a question that was purely rhetorical.

 

Ordinarily, Nicole would have been shocked and possibly insulted that another scientist would be involved in her research, but she could not find that sense of outrage when she looked at Doctor Haugan. Instead, she welcomed him and she could not understand why.

 

“Doctor Reade, I look forward to reading the results of your work. When is a good time to meet?” asked Doctor Haugan as he ran his hands through his blonde hair.

 

“I should have the first analysis completed this evening if you would like to come by the lab,” answered Nicole trying hard not to stare at this handsome man standing in front of her.

“Yes, that would be fine, I look forward to it, tonight then,” he replied with a warm smile that sent tremors of excitement through her body.

The Director and Doctor Haugan left and Nicole tried to get back to work. She could not concentrate and found herself daydreaming about Jorgen for the rest of the day. Every time she tried to focus on the data, she found herself imagining taking his shirt off and running her hands along his chiseled abs. She realized that she was behaving like a college girl with a crush and tried to get back to work.



Chapter Two



 

The afternoon was soon over and the graduate students and research assistants began going home for the night. They had been working for well over 14 hours straight and Nicole was grateful for all their hard work. She returned to the lab and thanked Gavin for his contribution when Jorgen walked in.

 

“Gavin, you have done a brilliant job and I want to thank you for everything. You are truly indispensable.”

 

“Thank you, Doctor,” he answered as he started gathering his notes and laptop.

 

“Now go home and get some rest. We have a lot of hard work ahead of us,” said Nicole, dismissing him for the evening.

 

“Yes, ma’am, I will see you tomorrow, bright and early.”

 

“Yes, see you then,” Nicole replied, as she focused her attention on Jorgen.

 

Gavin left and Nicole looked around the lab realizing that she was now alone with this handsome man and she tried not to blush just thinking about the possibilities. She was desperate to turn her attention to her work.

 

“Doctor Reade, it is so nice to see you again,” said Jorgen warmly.

“Yes, Doctor Haugan, I have some of the results ready if you would like to see them.”

 

“Yes, of course, but call me Jorgen,” he said with a smile.

 

“Jorgen, alright, you may call me Nicole,” she replied, returning his smile.

 

“Not Niki?”

 

“I normally say no to Niki but you can call me whatever you like,” she said and was shocked at her own admission.

 

“I will call you Nicole. I must admit I am fascinated with your research. I have been following your career with interest for some time,” he revealed in a more serious tone.

 

“Oh, and why is that, may I ask?”

 

“You are brilliant and your research is unprecedented. You do realize that you are unique in your work, do you not?”

 

Nicole looked at this incredibly handsome man who resembled a Viking warrior come to life in her laboratory. “I have not given the matter much thought.”

“You should, as not many people who I have met have grasped the potential of all the resources available on this planet,” he said as he moved closer to her. “Your work has the potential to change the course of history for your people.”

 

“My people? But if I am successful I do hope that it will benefit space travel for all nations,” she answered as she loosened the pins holding hair in a bun. Her long blonde hair came cascading down and she removed her lab coat. It had been a long day.

 

“Your results are impressive,” said Jorgen as he perused the findings on the laptop on the counter beside her. Your formula may be in need of a few changes, though. Your results are impressive but they could be better.”

 

“I know, but for preliminary results, I am pleased. Although I do have to admit, I was hoping for more concrete results,” she said as she brushed against him reaching for the laptop. “Here, on this graph do see you the range of radioactivity?”

 

Nicole was quickly becoming aware that she was now standing side by side with a man who she found so attractive that it bordered on dangerous. Her pulse quickened and her breathing became deeper as she highlighted the graphs that she wanted him to see on the computer.

“Yes, the range is not as conclusive as you would have liked. Do you intend to conduct more testing before the second round?” he asked as he noticed that she was standing directly beside him.

Her heart was racing and she was consumed with the clean masculine scent of this man. The same man t was suggesting that her results and her formula needed work. Ordinarily, she would have been furious and possibly more than a little insulted that some stranger had even suggested such. Especially a man who was not familiar with her work at all and the blood, sweat and tears that she had put into it. He was so casual in his tone, yet she could tell that he was genuinely interested.

“Do you have any suggestions?” she asked and suddenly wondered what it was he did in Oslo. “I am open, especially since you seem to be familiar with my work, and have been following it so closely.”

 

“I believe with a more extensive look at your notes, I may be able to make a few recommendations that will improve your results. Your work is unprecedented, but I am familiar with many of the more radioactive elements and their potential,” he answered as he looked down at her.

Her beautiful blonde hair fell around her shoulders. He was aware of the close proximity between himself and this woman. He tried to focus his attention strictly on work and not her perfect features.

 

Nicole looked up at Jorgen and watched his eyes become a deeper blue than they were just a few minutes before. It must be her imagination, but they seemed to be deepening in color by the second. She listened to his answer, but truthfully, she was unable to concentrate on the words. She was mesmerized by him in a physical way that was growing more and more powerful.

Jorgen took one last look at the graphs and then stepped back from the counter. He reached for his cell phone and appeared to be checking it for messages. He was in fact, trying to buy a few moments to collect himself. This woman was not supposed to have this effect on him. He was here for a different purpose. He was here on a mission.

 

“Nicole, I must be going. May I come by and review your notes tomorrow afternoon?”

 

“Yes, of course. I would be delighted,” she answered. He was so ruggedly handsome and his broad shoulders and muscled body begged to be touched she thought and then blushed.

 

“I will see you soon, then.” He left her alone in her lab. She was not aware until after he was gone that she was aching in the place between her legs that she longed for Jorgen to touch.



Chapter Three



 

Nicole thought about Jorgen for the rest of the evening. When she climbed into bed that night, she was consumed with thoughts of his body, his voice and his deep soulful eyes that changed color. It was maddening. She was on the verge of one of the most important discoveries in modern history, or any history, and all she could think of was this man.

 

She had only just met him, yet she could not concentrate on anything else. She realized as she tossed and turned in bed that it had been a long time since she had dated anyone. For years, she had concentrated on her career and had no time for dating. She was usually exhausted from work and mentally focused on her research. She rarely had time to think about how long it had been since she had been physically intimate with anyone. Now, she was uncomfortably aware.

 

Ever since she had met Jorgen, her thoughts and her body were consumed by an intense feeling of longing. She wanted nothing more than to rip his clothes and have him. She wanted to feel his muscular body on top of her and to feel him between her thighs. She shuddered in delight just imagining how pleasurable that would be. As overwhelmingly sexy as he was, she felt certain that he was used to being hit on by women. She decided that she was not going to stoop to that level, although she wanted him more than she could ever remember wanting another man.

The next morning, while Nicole was in the shower, she was overcome with thoughts of Jorgen as she stood naked, feeling the warm water run down her body. She was filled with thoughts of lust. She wanted… no, she needed to feel his hands touching the naked skin on her body. She needed to feel his body next to hers, to taste his neck and to breathe in his scent.

 

She stepped out of the shower and dressed with more care than she normally did. Today, she wanted to be attractive. She wanted Jorgen to notice her and not just appreciate her brilliance, but notice her in the age old way that men noticed beautiful women. She wanted him to want her just as much as she wanted him. She put on just the right amount of makeup and selected an alluring scent of perfume and sprayed it on lightly. Her body was burning with desire and she was no longer thinking of her research.

 

As she drove to work, she had a brief moment of clarity. She was a brilliant scientist on the brink of a major discovery that would make space travel faster and cheaper and here she was, out of control with lust for a strange man. It was too late for her to turn the car around and head back home to change, so she went to work and hoped that no one would notice the alteration to her appearance.

 

She was not so lucky. The guard at the entrance gave her a double-take and the male graduate students who walked past her in the lobby and down the halls gave her stares of an appraising nature. Her cheeks turned pink thinking how she had let a man change her so much in so little time.

She vowed to remain in control of herself in the future, especially around Jorgen. She arrived at her office and closed the door. She grabbed her lab coat and hoped that it would cover her outfit. Her outfit was not outrageous but it was more flattering than the formless clothes she chose to wear to work on a daily basis. She opened her desk drawer and reached for a rubber band. She put her hair in a ponytail and turned on her computer.
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