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About & Warning

Looking for an incredibly sweet & steamy sci-fi alien romance? Look no further! This is the first novel in a stand-alone series with Guaranteed HEAs, No cliff hangers. (explicit, 18+ sexy times, m/f).
Jane:
I'm dying. All I want to do is spend the rest of my life doing what I do best. Relaxing, painting and taking strolls on the beach. Not so hard right? Wrong! All it takes is one sexy alien who claims I'm his mate to throw my life into chaos. One minute it's peaceful and sunny, the next minute it's a storm as I'm abducted by my Family Doctor. Turns out my life isn't exactly what I thought it was. Maybe, there's room for love after all. 
Aykeetan:
I'm a hunter that traveled across the universe from my home world to find my mate, the one person who can complete me. I never anticipated being rejected by her, but I'll stop at nothing to prove she's wrong. Just when I think I'm making progress she's abducted. Rescuing her becomes my top priority. When I find her, maybe then she will come to her senses and realize that I'm the mate for her.
––––––––
Warning: This book contains explicit love scenes (18+) between m/f, abductions, allusions of rape/sex slaves (just a few references), some grief that doesn't affect the ending. Some people may be triggered or simple do not want to read a book that contains this subject matter, if this is you, please consider this your warning before diving in.
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Prologue
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Five years ago

Jane

I’m lying on the couch in my dorm room after I pour myself some tea. I had finished my last class at the college for my Visual Arts program, which I’m set to graduate. It’s a very exciting time for me. 

Knock. Knock. Knock.

I answered the door. 

“Are you Ms. Jane Landers?” a short man in a suit asked me.

“Yes, can I help you?”

“Sorry,” he said, as he tipped his hat in respect. “My name is Frank Westley. I was your grandfather’s lawyer. Unfortunately, I’m here to deliver some unfortunate news. Your grandfather passed away last night around four am, and as his only living family member, he’s left everything to you.”.

My heart flutters, and I instinctively place a hand over my chest. Passed away? This must be a misunderstanding. 

“I’m very sorry for your loss, Ms. Landers. Your grandfather was a good man. I’ll be back in a few days so you can gather yourself before we get his affairs in order”

I barely heard the words come out of Mr. Westley’s mouth, or notice the letter he placed in my hand before he disappeared down the corridor.

I didn’t even close the door behind me as I sat back down and opened the envelope with shaky hands.

––––––––
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MY DEAR JANE,

If you are reading this letter, I’m no longer here with you. I’m so sorry you must go through this alone. I know how deep your pain was when your parents passed, but you learned to become such a strong, young woman. I’m so proud that you went to school to fulfill your dreams. So proud, that when I suffered a mild heart attack, I decided not to tell you. 

The doctor told me that my arteries aren't good and that this may be the beginning. He fears that without proper treatment, I’ll suffer another heart attack, one I probably won’t survive. Jane, I’m not that young man I once was, and if I’m honest, I miss your grandma terribly. 

Please forgive this old man for his selfishness. I love you more than you can ever know, but it’s time for you to start living your life. It is my hope that you will finish school and fill the world with your art. I hope that you find someone, and fall madly in love, you deserve that. 

I know you're going to be angry that I’m being taken away from you, but don’t be. I’m in your heart, and I’ll be watching over you. You’ll be twenty-two soon. The cottage is yours now, along with the land and everything else we own. It’s not lavish, but it’s simple and honest. It’s a big responsibility. Before you headed off to school, you did such a great job helping with the chores, so I know you can handle the work. 

You were the biggest bundle of joy. Your grandma and I enjoyed having you in our lives. Now go and fill someone else with that joy. Learn to love again and open your heart. Don’t look to the past. When the time comes, we will see each other again.

Love,

Grandpa.

––––––––
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BEFORE I'D FINISHED reading the letter, tears streamed down my face. Life was going well for once, before it decided to snuff out another person I loved. I just spoke with him on the phone a few days prior. The fact that he was sick and didn’t tell me unnerved me. I understood his reason for not seeking treatment, he would have hated himself if I dropped my classes to come back home. Yet, the thought of him gone, crushed me.

I grabbed one of the pillows beside me and screamed into it until my throat was raw. It wasn’t long before Stacey my best friend, stormed out of her room and consoled me.
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Chapter One
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Jane

“Damnit!” my voice moans as I jolt awake. 

The air is heavy around my body, and the aching is savage, like a permanent bruise gripping deep within my bones. It’s typical for me to have aches and pains most days because of my illness. It started several months back as a simple headache and transitioned into a monster of symptoms. If I just take my pain meds, I can ignore everything else.

A yawn escapes and I stretch my limbs. Tossing my duvet to the side, I roll out of bed, careful not to plummet to the floor. That would be painful given my circumstances.

I dilly-dally over to the window and peek outside. Relief spreads through my body, tearing my claustrophobia to shreds. Dark clouds no longer rage in the skies. 

Thank heavens. 

Rain poured down so hard over the past few days and trapped me inside the cottage like a prisoner. I can still hear the loud thunder from the storms as if it was expressing its disdain, rebelling against the pleasant weather.

Glancing further out in the distance, I see the ocean waves smashing against the bottom of the cliff-side rocks, as if trying to beat them out of its path, while charming, overgrown forest trees sway as they reach for the heavens. 

It’s quaint and peaceful here.

My eyes wander over to my family portrait. My chest aches as I look at the faces of my deceased family. 

I’ll be seeing them soon enough.

Losing my grandparents and parents so young, has caused me to shield my heart. I found it so hard to let people in and now it’s too late. It crushes me that I’ll never know the soft and sweet touches of a lover, or the chance of starting a family of my own. These are the two things I’ve wanted more than anything in life, and yet I’m the one who will never let anyone get close enough.

I’m grateful for the time I’ve had with my family. In my short life I’ve been able to explore my passions of art and nature, go to school and make some wonderful friends. There are numerous people who aren’t as fortunate as I, but whenever I’m feeling lost or down, I remember the good times rather than the difficult ones.

My preference is to focus on the positive. A book I’ve read somewhere states that being optimistic can-do wonders for the soul, which I agree with. Besides, life’s too short of a ride to be negative.

My morning ritual since coming back from the hospital is to start my day with a bath. It’s the perfect thing to raise my spirits and wash away bad thoughts. When I’m finished, I enjoy a cup of tea and head outside. With the weather cleared up I can walk down to the beach since exploring outside is a long-lived passion of mine.

I crack open my closet, ignoring the creaking sound it makes, and sift through my clothes for my favorite outfit. 

Ah, here it is. The dress is a soft yellow color with a bodice that contains white and pale blue embroidery, with short sleeves and a hem that reaches just below my knees. It has several small buttons in the back and a thick, over-sized ribbon across the waist that ties into a bow above my buttocks. My grandma taught me how to sew and we stitched this dress together from scratch. That was a long time ago, and yet it feels like yesterday.

I descend the spiral staircase to the main floor. It’s a beautiful piece, but it's strange to have it in a cottage. I believe my grandfather spent a fortune importing it out here in the middle of nowhere. I’m certain it’s the only piece in the entire cottage my grandfather didn’t build himself.

Entering the bathroom, I turn the faucet of my claw foot tub on to test the temperature. With some essential oils, this bath will be perfect. I select a bottle and pour a few drops into the water.

Pulling my nightgown off and slinging it to the floor, I step into the tub, lean back and submerge myself. “This is heaven,” I sigh. 

Nothing beats a hot bath when your body hurts like hell.

Sometime later, I'm pruned beyond the point of no return. I climb out, snatch a comfy towel to dry myself off, then wrap a smaller one in my hair.

Sitting down at my mother’s old vanity, I look in the mirror. If my grandfather was still around, he’d tell me what a wonderful young woman I’ve become and how much I look like my mother when she was my age.  

My mind wanders to the last time I saw my parents. 

I remember everything as if it were yesterday. After eating breakfast with my family, we all spent the day at the beach. The weather was so hot, my parents and I cooled off in the water and played beach volleyball while my grandparents stayed in the shade. 

It’s the last memory I have of my parents before they both died in a violent car crash. It took months to get through the devastation I felt. How does one process so much death at such a young age? 

I finish brushing my hair and dress myself. Today’s already off to a great start. Good weather, a bath, and I’m about to make myself some tea.

Crossing the kitchen floor, I start the kettle. Waiting, I tap my fingers on the counter as I zone out. My mind wanders back to the past when I got the news of his death, by his lawyer no less. I had just graduated college and was ready to start my life, only to be bit by the loss of my last relative. If only my grandfather knew how soon we would see each other again, he’d be heart broken. It’s been five years since his passing, but it feels like forever.

The kettle whistles and brings my thoughts back to the present. 

Turning the kettle off, I pour myself a steaming cup and add a teaspoon of my favorite hibiscus tea. As I inhale the delicious, fruity aroma, it blasts my nose. 

“Mmm.”

With my tea in hand, I head outside to the swing in the front yard. My grandfather built it when I was seven, and it’s stood the test of time. Sipping my tea, my legs swing back and forth, rocking me while enjoying the serenity of country living. 

It’s a beautiful, early summer morning. The sun beams brightly in the sky, and I can feel the warmth kissing my skin. Birds sing and a gentle breeze rustle by. Taking a deep breath, I can smell the wildflowers in the distance. They grow sporadically through the plains. They look and smell breathtaking, maybe I’ll pick some and place them in a vase later.

A large forest buzzes with wildlife, unafraid to visit whenever their curiosity gets the best of them. I see everything from deer, elk, fox, wolves, raccoons, squirrels, and sometimes, even bears. They all live in natural harmony here. A rustle in the distance attracts my attention, and I glance up. 

Speak of the devil. 

Two fully grown deer stand alert while their offspring graze at their feet. Both their ears turn, and bend, assessing for threats before they too, lazily gnaw on the weeds.

Just past the deer are the open plains, which are parallel to the forest. Beyond that lies the cliffs that gently slope west until it becomes a beach. The sand there is pure white and finer than silk. I love to walk barefoot down there. I can almost feel the sand slip between my toes just thinking about it.

With my tea almost finished, my mind wanders to the past few months, where I was away in a cold, sterile hospital, attempting to regain my health. Doctor’s couldn’t agree on a diagnosis, but my body continued to grow weaker while the pain became more of a constant. Tests would come back with conflicting results, which made everything discouraging.

The doctors did agree on one thing, however; I only had a few months to live. They couldn’t diagnose me but could tell me how long I had to live. Which to me, is odd. I didn’t believe them, well, not at first, but as my health continued to rapidly decline, my mind quickly changed.

Eventually, the doctors stopped pulling me in for tests or blood work. Dr. Shaw, my family physician, was the only one kind enough to still listen to my complaints. When I came to terms that I wasn’t going to get better there, I decided to come back home. They staff gave me a prescription for pain and they seemed almost relieved to see me go. 

I was relieved to be home all by myself, until one day I received a big fat medical bill in the mail. Yeah. I don’t plan on paying that back.

I wasn’t going to spend the rest of my life living in a cold hospital room devoid of any emotion or inspiration. I didn’t even have a damn window to look out of, and I was restricted to leaving the premises. No wonder people got worse there. I signed my release papers, packed up my belongings and took a cab home.

I’m not sure how much time I have left, but I don’t like to dwell on it. Knowing life is so short grounds me. Every moment I have could be my last and I want to soak it all in like a sponge and bask. 

Honk! 

My heart leaps in my chest, startled from the sound. I look up and see Matt, the courier man, pop out of his delivery truck.

“Hey Jane. Got a big one for you today.” His muscles pop as he opens the side of his vehicle, squats down and hefts up a massive box.

“Really? I don’t recall ordering anything. Are you sure it’s mine?”

He frowns, placing the delivery on my porch. I swear I feel the planks move under the massive weight. Pulling out a scanner he checks the barcode. 

“Order for Jane Landers from Professional Art Studio Inc...was placed eight months ago, but some of the items were on back-order.”

My eyes bulge out of their sockets. “Damn. I’ve been waiting for this baby for so long I’d forgotten all about it.” 

“Need help carrying it?” he asks, and somehow, I know exactly where this is leading.

I open my front door and gesture inside. “Sure, living room please.” 

He carries the most expensive art supplies I’ve ever ordered into my home, treating them with care.

“So, any change you want to catch a movie with me this weekend?” He asks, while scratching his head in that way that people do when they’re nervous.

I struggle to keep in my sigh. He’s been asking me out every chance he gets. Truth is, he’s sweet, but I’m not really the committing type. It's not that I don’t want to be, but I can’t since my days are numbered. 

“Uh, maybe next time? Just so much going on right now you know.”

His face slouches making him look dejected, but the poor lad doesn’t know much about me. I almost consider adding him to the list of people I’ve pre-written letters for. They are currently sitting at the post office, set to be delivered a few months from now, after my supposed death. It’s already been paid for, but I guess leaving a personalized letter in the mail for Matt wouldn’t do any harm. He’s always been sweet and a nice guy to talk to. I don’t get many visitors out here. 

“Right, so I should get back to work. Catch you next time?”

“Yeah, absolutely.” His smile is back as he walks past me and out the door. 

As he heads down the driveway, he turns once to look back at me and smiles. Yes, I’ll write him a letter, but next time he makes a delivery, I should be more obvious that I only enjoy his friendship. It’s time the lad moves on.
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Chapter Two 
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Aykeetan

Sleep alluded me last night. Every time I closed my eyes and my mind was about to drift off into slumber, I would jolt awake feeling restless and off. I wasn't exactly sure what was throwing me out of balance, but I knew it couldn’t be my kavesta. It’s much too late for that.

My species, Kea’Terrans, tend to go through their kavesta shortly after becoming an adult. Despite reaching full maturity over ten solar cycles ago, mine has yet to make an appearance. 

I have given up, resigned to live a life without a mate. It’s clear the gods have other plans for me. My hearts explode with desolation. If I had a kavesta, I would have a family, and could teach my sons and daughters about our way of life just as my sire has for me. Unfortunately, without one, you can never find your true mate.

I place these thoughts in the back of my mind, the distractions are deadly out in the Deep. I can’t afford to be thinking about personal matters when I’m working. One wrong decision could cost my sire his life, or mine. I need to stay focused.

“We have three orders of graykling, two taykadas, and one shaykset. This is going to be a long day, but if we track well, we can hunt these beasts down in no time,” my sire exhaled, closing his eyes. “I’d like to make it home early tonight. Your mother is preparing smoked wither beast and tave cake as we speak.”

Of course. Nothing stands in my sire’s way of his food. My mother is an excellent cook despite the fact she wasn’t born on Ay’Kea’Terra. She honed her craft of creating delicious meals that any natural born Kea’Terran would kill for, and my sire is one of them.

We leave our territorial grounds where my family has lived for generations. My family descends from a long line of ancestors who truly believed in the power of living among nature. Our lineage dictates we must hunt our own food, breed our own livestock and build our own homes. We also craft, forge and sew. 

If there’s something we can’t make, we trade with others in neighboring territories. What separates my lineage from many others of my kind is the lack of advanced technology we own, with the exception of communication devices. It isn’t used in our territory, not that it’s forbidden, it's just not part of our way of life.

Today we’re heading into what we call the Deep. No one dares to live there, so it's unclaimed land, and rightfully so. The beasts that make a home there are incredibly dangerous, killing many of those who dare to encroach in their domain.

My sire and I are exceptionally skilled hunters. This is our lively-hood. We trade for goods we need, provide for our family and protect the ones we love. Being a hunter has been ingrained from the start of my life and of those who came before me. It’s in our ancestral blood.

As we enter the Deep, a sensation I can’t describe crawls its way into my body and mind. It’s so gradual, that if I wasn’t so focused on the tight control I need to have in my current surroundings, I would have missed it. I have a feeling that something isn’t right.

I look to my sire, and he eyes me curiously.

“Something isn’t right,” I whisper. The tiny hairs that cover my entire body stand up and my fangs pulse. 

Something definitely isn’t right. 

A guttural growl resonates behind our position. I inch my head slightly to the side. It’s a shaykset. Rare, vicious and deadly, but also on today’s order.

The beast is formidable. Eight feet tall and four feet wide. Four sets of deadly eyes, a large mouth with serrated teeth used for shredding its prey into a blood bath. If that wasn’t enough, they also have venomous, bulbous barbs on their tail. If you get hit by one of those you become paralyzed for several hours, and if you're lucky, killed and consumed before the effects wear off.

Between the two of us, we can handle this beast. It’s what we do for a living. We both dash forward with a burst of speed honed by years of training, careful to avoid the shaykset’s deadly tail. As I near, I’m fanned with a foul stench and I cease breathing for a moment. Pulling out my dagger, I slash the beast’s underbelly, while my sire gets the beasts throat.

The shaykset gurgles out its last sound in defeat. Just when I think it’s dead, I’m whipped across my back with tremendous force. I smash onto the ground.

Groaning, I try to get up, but my body refuses to move. terrible realization hits my mind. I’ve been paralyzed by the dead beast’s tail. 

Vrakk. 

Darkness encroaches upon me and I hear my sire Shout,

“By the gods! Just hold on, my son!”

––––––––
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I COME TO AND MY EYES are blasted by light. I’m surprised to see I’m in my parent’s home, in the old room that was mine when I was just a youngling.

My body feels incredibly weak. “What’s happening to me? Where’s my sire?” my voice barely croaks out, sounding like death and dehydration.

Appearing beside me with a smile on her face, my mother cleanses my brow with a damp cloth. I can’t possibly see what’s so great about being bested by a beast from the Deep.

“Darling, I’m so glad you’ve came to. Your sire is fine, he’s resting. He’s obviously tired from the ordeal. He carried you all the way back here from the Deep. My mate never fails to impress me. But let's not worry about that, we have great news to share with you.” Her smile spreads from one ear to the other. 

We? I don’t want to ruin the moment by explaining to her that the order isn’t complete. I know how much she despises when we leave for the Deep, while the orders tend to be small, we still risk our hides every time we go that far out. 

“I feel like death. If I don’t die now, that would be great news.”

Her scold is light, the gentle lines of her smile still shine through. She’s clearly excited about something and it draws my attention

“It could have been worse,” someone speaks.

I glance into the direction of the unknown voice.

“I’m Healer Kayven. Your sire contacted me as soon as you were hauled back here. I’m surprised you’re even alive. The combination of the shaykset’s poison and your kavesta nearly caused your death. I had to keep you sedated during the course of your transition, but I’m happy to announce that you should be feeling yourself again within the next day or two. Congratulations are in order, Aykeetan.” The male has a smug look on his face, as if saving me was a miracle.

I scoff. I’m a strong male of course I would have survived...wait a minute. What? Did he just say what I thought he just said? “

My kavesta?” Surely, they are jesting with me. 

No. My mother would never trick me with such things. That would be cruel, and she is far from that. My body ignores my request to sit up, apparently too weak to comply. Hunting with my sire is still clear in my mind, but I don’t recall any physical changes to my body. I need to know for certain if what they say is true.

My mother learns over my sleeping platform, holding a mirror so I can see for myself.

“By the Gods!” I say with extreme awe. My appearance has changed and looks much different than before.

Despite what your parents look like, all Kea’Terrans are born with gray skin with gray downy fur that covers our entire bodies, black eyes and fangs.

Now I have light blue skin and no more downy fur. I’m naked and it’s a strange sensation. I look more like my mother, human, but I’ve kept my fangs. My eyes are now hazel, and the contrast between my skin and my eyes is striking. I’m relieved that my sight hasn’t changed.

Excitement, happiness and hope burst through my body. Ignoring the pain, I jolt upwards to a sitting position. I try to process what this means for me. A mate, a family, younglings of my own. Everything I’ve ever wanted in one go. It’s as if the gods pitied me and took it upon themselves to set things right.

“I look almost human, but I didn’t think they came in this color.”

“We don’t darling. I’m not sure why you are that color, but healer Kayven took a blood sample. Your mate is human, it's confirmed.” The joy on my mother’s face is infectious. It warms me and causes me to grin.

Over the next few days I focus on regaining my health, placing all other duties on hold. Mating is the highest on my list of priorities, and my family agrees. They want grand-younglings and to see me finally mated to a lovely female.

My sire has agreed to take on only simple orders and promised to refuse any requests that require a trip into the Deep. My mother was all the happier for it.

My mother took the liberties to acquire a tavayk seedling on my behalf while I was ill. They are sacred plants that play a vital role in mating and bonding in our society. And now that I’ve completed my kavesta, which I’m still struggling to believe has happened I can search for my mate. 

I grow my seedling and sacrifice my blood as nutrients until my tavayk blood bonds me. It too will go through a kavesta and take on a form from my mate’s planet, which my mother claims to be a daisy.

The entire process takes several weeks, but it grants me the ability to fully connect with my mate once we finalize our bond. But more importantly, it allows me to sense my mate, so I can find her. 

Sometimes we don’t understand the will of the gods, but I never doubt that they listen to our pleas and provide us with the means we require.

––––––––
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WITH A BLOOD-BOND WITH my tavayk complete, I reach out to the Vo’Sharitah. They’re a friendly alien race that my people trade with to travel off world. It saves us from developing the technology and it provides work for them.

Rasheed, the Captain of a massive starship called the Silent Stalker, agrees to take me to Earth in exchange for many pelts and meat from our most exotic beasts. With a promise to my family to work diligently when I get back to replenish our stores, they see me off, knowing that when I come back, our lives are going to change forever.

It takes several weeks to reach Earth. Rasheed explains that it’s a relatively lonely planet in a backwater galaxy. I take slight offense to his words. My face hardens and the captain apologizes. I accept without question this time, because I can’t make enemies with this man when he’s here to help.

Since my mate is from Earth, it only makes sense to learn more about humans. How they live and what they like to eat. I’m grateful when one of the crew members, Vashawn, agrees to modify the replicators by adding several human dishes for me to sample. When my mate comes home to Kea’Terra, she will be able to combine these options while she transitions to the foods from my home world.

Using my tavayk, we’re able to pinpoint a precise location of my mate. She’s located deep in the countryside, and that’s exactly where I get dropped off.

I’m given a communication device to use when my mate and I need to be picked up. They are heading a few galaxies away for other business, and unfortunately, cannot stay in the planet’s orbit.

It’s currently the middle of the night, and I sneak up to my future mate’s home. She’s probably asleep right now, so I use this time to plant the tavayk from a pot into the ground. I’m not allowed to look at her or approach her until she makes contact with my tavayk. It’s considered the first gift, and she must accept it before we can proceed with our mating. Until then I must stay out of sight. I dare not anger the gods, for their wrath can strike one down when they are displeased.
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Chapter Three
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Jane

My stomach churns and grumbles loudly. I realize I haven’t eaten breakfast yet. Whoops. I should have eaten something when I took my medication earlier. I rub my stomach and head back inside, grabbing a banana from the counter to chow down on, which eases my upset stomach.

Glancing at the clock, it’s still early morning. I could get a head start on lunch, so I pull out my recipe box and flit through it. 

Ah! My grandmother’s crock pot stew is a personal favorite. Hearty, healthy and scrumptious.

I wash my hands and sift through the cupboards. A spider lands on my arm and I shriek, trying to bat it away. This damn house is littered with these guys, and it never fails that they always seem to get me when I least expect it.

Where the heck is this crock pot? Ah, yes. Last time I used it, I placed it back in the cupboard above the fridge, the land of barely used equipment.

Grabbing the meat and vegetables out of the fridge, I prepare them the way my grandmother had taught me. Mincing, dicing and chopping the ingredients takes no time at all as I add a few final touches with my go-to spices. 

Satisfied with the result, I set the timer and let it stew. Puns away! With food cooking in the house, I’d rather stay close by and not risk burning the house down. I’ve always heard that crock pots are safe, but I love my home and I’m not willing for it to burn. 

I bust open my package and sift through my new art supplies. There’s so much excitement thrumming through my body right now that I’m almost shaking. What to choose?

I settle on some new paint brushes, acrylic and water-color paints, designer tools and a fresh canvas. This is going to be awesome.

I bring them to the porch outside and settle myself into a chair and sketch out the landscape with incredible detail. Deciding to rebel against my fate, I paint my future with a family of my own. A loving husband, a few children, everyone smiling and enjoying themselves. Fascinated by the thought, I get creative and add otherworldly plants and wildlife into the scene. It’s my art, so I can make it what I want.

I wish I had more time. Even if I lived a longer life, I find it hard to let others in, because the fear of losing them runs deep. I don’t have many friends, and I never had boyfriend because I didn’t want somebody that I loved to be torn out of my life like how my family has.

My poor grandfather. My heart wretched for him. How can someone live without their lover? I don’t think I would have the strength. I would die of heartache. I guess my life is better this way, never having to face that reality.

As I finish my landscape portrait, I realize that I painted my fictional husband in gentle tones of light blue. How strange, yet erotic and alien. I giggle as I imagine hanging this next to the portrait in my bedroom. What would my family say if they were here to see? Oh well, blue is my favorite color, and even if I could open my heart to someone, I doubt having blue skin would get in the way.

A strong aroma settles deeply on my nose and I find myself wandering back into the kitchen. Grandmas crock pot stew is finished. Grabbing a bowl and spoon, I pour myself a healthy amount of food, and bring the food back outside with me so I can continue admiring my own work.

Every time I make this recipe, I’m not disappointed. It brings back great memories, and it tastes just how I remember it. Strong beefy flavors with rich vegetables and bold spices. 

Upon inspection of my painting, I decide to add some flowers to my work.  I’m not satisfied until I paint one final blue Gerbera in my hand. There, now it looks and feels complete.

Feeling a little impatient, I run inside and hit the warm button on the crockpot, it’s almost done now anyways. I’m comfortable leaving the house on this setting, and I won’t be gone long.

I dash out the front door and roam towards the grassy fields where I spot some wildflowers. Instead of taking my shoes off at the beach, I do it now. What can I say? I was born and raised in the country, and a little bit of dirt doesn’t scare me. I love the feeling of being completely immersed outdoors, and I crave it. It helps me to understand the beauty in the world, which makes it easier for me to paint.

Long blades of grass reach up my calves and tickle me, as if they are on a strict mission to tickle me. I overhear a buzzing sound coming from a bee that whizzes past me and lands on a daisy. 

Well, that’s strange. It’s not just any daisy, it’s a blue Gerbera like in my painting. How is this possible? They don’t grow out here, and I’ve certainly never seen one in the wild before.

A strange feeling washes over me and I’m overwhelmed with a need to touch the flower before me. Lowering myself to the ground, I get on my hands and knees, patting the grass flat for a good spot to sit on. As I’m getting comfortable my eyes keep turning to the daisy and my urge to touch it increases. It’s the most ethereal blue I’ve ever seen, standing tall among the green and yellow grass. I slowly reach out, hesitantly, as if my body is aware of something I’m not. My fingers lightly glide over the stem of the plant, upwards, past the soft leaves heading towards the more delicate of petals. Something about this flower feels natural, and the pull towards it is incredibly strong.

I lean in, unable to help myself, and breath in the most intricate musky, but floral scent that has ever graced my senses. There’s even a hint of lemongrass hidden in the aroma as well. I get lost in my appreciation.

Suddenly, I become aware of a large hand touching my shoulder and I freeze. Who the heck is out here with me? Slowly, I turn my head to look at the intruder and my jaw falls open. There's a large, naked blue man standing there, staring intently at me as if he’s never seen anyone else in the universe before. I’m lost for words. He looks human, but not. Almost alien.

“Wha...”

My mind must be playing tricks on me, because he looks just like the man I’ve just painted.

It’s as if he’s lost his footing or something because he’s falling towards me. Panic stricken, I quickly dash towards the forest in my bare feet, too afraid to grab my shoes. 

I cry out as I step on something sharp jutting out from the ground, but I keep running because I can’t tell if that was real or a hallucination. Either way I don’t care, I just keep running, never turning to look back.

Maybe it was the shock of being intruded upon in the middle of nowhere, or the sight of something I don’t recognize. Either way, I’m anxious and frightened.

At some point I stop running, and I realize that I’ve traveled out much further than I’ve ever been before. I don’t even begin to think how I’ll find my way back. The day is still young with plenty of sunlight to find my way home.

I think back on what I just saw and shudder. What’s happening to me? Is this another symptom of my strange illness? Will I have these delusions until I die? Or was there really a strange blue man reaching for me in the grass? I don’t know the answer to these questions, but if there was someone, why have they not caught up to me?

I sit down on the damp, earthy ground, and the wetness seeps into my clothing. The trees here are very old and stand taller than I can crane my neck. The tops are nearly impossible to see. It’s amazing the light even reaches the bottom of the floor. However, it’s still not enough to dry the earth after a long and heavy rain. I guess that’s why my bottom is now damp.

My foot throbs. I look down at my injury and notice that I’m still bleeding. I sigh. I have nothing to clean the wound with. The most I can do without tearing my clothing is take the ribbon from my waist and carefully wrap it around the wound to prevent it from further injury. So, I do.

The pain is only bearable because of the medication I took earlier, but it will wear off soon, and then my body will ache, so again I’ll be unable to make my way home. Dammit. So much for going to the beach, instead I get myself lost in the damn forest.

My breath finally evens out and my heart no longer pounds in my chest. I relax as the reality of my situation fully sets in. Maybe it was a hallucination? Doesn’t really matter, I need to focus getting before dark. I won’t survive long out here with a wound on my foot, no shoes or supplies. I could get an infection or get attacked by a wild animal. 

Standing up, I search for a large branch stable enough to keep the weight off my foot. I spot the perfect one lying flat against a tree not too far from me. Hobbling over, I pick it up, testing its strength and durability. A few bugs fling off.

I love nature, but I can do without the bugs. I shiver, remembering a time when my father told me he captured a spider and let it loose in my bedroom. I couldn’t sleep for days, and by the time he told me it was a prank, I’d become a zombie. My father and I loved playing pranks on each other. We should’ve made a rule about no spiders though.

Growls sound in the distance, and I look up to see a large bear with several cubs at her feet. My eyes widen in horror. This is the worst-case scenario. A protective mother bear is dangerous and will do anything to protect her babies.

I don’t think she has noticed me yet, so I quietly back up gradually, trying not to alert her of my presence. CRUNCH. I look down and realize I’ve stepped on an old, decaying branch.

Glancing back up, mamma bear assessing me. I freeze, and she gets off her front paws to stand up tall. She roars furiously, because even at this distance, I’m far too close to her babies. I turn to run, unsure of the direction, hoping it will take me home. I drop the walking stick; I can’t carry it while trying to run for my life.

Thump. Thump. Thump. Thump!. THUMP! 

The bear has gains on me causing me to trip and fall over. 

“Ahhhhhhhhh!” I scream. Then turn my head to face my death bravely, but then the loudest, most inhuman roar fills the trees around us, causing every bird around to scatter.

This time the bear freezes, unsure of the sound and what to do. It looks at me with fury in its eyes as if to say I’m safe, for now, before running back to care for its babies.

My heart is beating so hard in my chest that I lose my breath, and I can feel strong arms pick me up as I’m about to pass out
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Chapter Four
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Aykeetan

I was cleaning myself in the ocean when I felt my mate approach and touch the gift I’ve left for her. It’s my tavayk, a plant cultivated on my home world specifically for our bonding rituals. This bonds us to our tavayk, causing it to also go through the kavesta, a physical change that happens to my people, allowing our body chemistry to align with our destined mates.

After our tavayk goes through the kavesta, it can detect the presence of our mate. Our scientists use DNA analysis and matches it against a database to find the species of our mate and where they are in the universe. Though it is our tavayks that allows us to get much closer to mates, it causes a pulsing in our hearts that’s dull and painful when we are far from our mates, or strong and painless when we are close. The pulsing stops if you are within the range but stays this way until we complete our Kea’Vah bonding ceremony, where we will both consume the tavayk, so we can become one with each other. 

The moment I’ve been anticipating all night is here. In my excitement, I rushed, failing to cloth myself with my vratike, and left all my belongings on the beach, which I’ll need to retrieve later.

As per the ritual, I’m not permitted to interact with my mate at all until she approaches the gift. I was merely following our sacred laws, and because I’m impatient, I’ll be greeting my mate for the first time wet and nude. I can only hope she overlooks my excitement and doesn’t get offended by my lack of patience.

Racing up the inclining beach, I follow the cliff side until grasslands come into view. My hearts pump faster and faster. Nervous sweat forms on my brow, but I’m almost there.

When I see her sitting in the grass, my hearts nearly stop. By the gods! She is a goddess. Beautiful with long curly red hair and green eyes that match mine perfectly. I can tell, even from her position, her graceful form is tall and slender with light and creamy skin that reminds me of porcelain. Smooth and untouched, without imperfection. She is the most magnificent creature I’ve ever lain eyes on. I’m instantly possessed by her. I can’t wait to get to know her, take her into my arms and profess to the gods how thankful I am.

She hasn’t spotted me yet, and it gives me extra time to take in her wondrous form. I stroll up behind her, and even though I know I shouldn’t, I place my hand on her small shoulder. It’s no excuse, but I couldn’t help myself. I should have waited for her to become aware of my presence instead.

Her body freezes for a moment and I pull my hand away. Turning her, she stares at me, wide-eyed and silent. I'm unable to focus and I lose my footing, accidentally tripping towards her.

Her scream assaults my ears, and the sweet scent coming from her turns sour as she scrambles away from me, straight into the woods. Vrakk. What have I done? She’s terrified of me.

Laying on the ground where I fell for several minimas, I replay everything in my mind over and over. I sift through my mistakes so I can learn from them. A hunter unable to learn is no hunter at all, he would have been ensnared by a beast.

Frightening my mate was never my intention. The prospect of touching her for the very first time, and my patience got the best of me. Everything about her called to me, especially her scent. Light and fresh, reminding me of a freshly picked tree fruit, tave. I have no excuse for my actions and should have known better. Having patience is a skill required by all hunters. You can’t track and hunt a beast without it. My mate is no beast, but she has ensnared me none-the-less. It doesn’t help that my kavesta is over ten solar cycles to appear either. Vrakk. I need to stop making excuses and act like a full grown Kea’Terran, not a youngling.

Traveling from my home world, Ay’Kea’Terra, was the only way to reach my mate. My people, our people travel the stars to find their mates after they go through their kavesta and their tavayk is prepared properly. For some reason our biology has evolved to do so. If it wasn’t for our tavayks, we would never find our mates and we would die out as a species. Thank the gods for providing it.

I’m here now and my mate, who is all that matters to me, has run off. The desire to find her and soothe away her fears, pumps through my body. The need to find her soon is electrifying; I can feel she’s gaining further distance as I lay here. The painful pulse in my hearts become slower and weaker.

When I find her, we will complete each other in ways that other species can’t begin to understand. The Kea’Vah goes beyond the body and desire to mate. And when my mate is ready, we will complete ours and seal the bond between us permanently.

I resist the urge to chase after my escaping mate. She is frightened by my presence and needs time to understand that I’ll not harm her. I must be tactful. My sire explained this to me before I left. He claimed my mate will not know of the existence of other species, and it will take time for her to accept the call that pulls us together. Gaining my mate’s trust and respect is my priority, so I pull my thoughts together and respond to my situation with clarity instead of desire.

I leave the clearing as I follow my mate at a safe distance. As I enter the forest, my nose is slowly battered by the offending smell of beasts, death, decay and mildew. Unfortunately, because these surrounding are new to me, I’m unable to filter through them and I lose the scent of my mate. Vrakk. I concentrate on the bond with my tavayk, and I’m immediately rewarded with the knowledge of her location. She’s further than I anticipated, but I’m impressed.

I continue following her now that I know where to go, when suddenly, the thick metallic scent of blood enters my nose. Tracking its location, I follow the bloody trail like a predator stalking its prey as it leads me in the same direction as my mate. Fear and uncertainty brew in my mind as I pick up speed, rushing towards her. If she is hurt, it will be all my doing.

A beast roars in the distance. It’s a predator. I recognize the danger and menacing tone in its voice. I hope my mate hasn’t come across this beast. Suddenly, a loud feminine scream assaults my ears. It’s her, my mate. I don’t have a visual of her yet, but I can feel how close she is.

I’m enraged that some beast would dare attack her. She’s mine. Roaring louder than I ever have before, I pour every ounce of aggression into my voice, matching the rage of the beast. It will know I’m coming now, and I’ll stop at nothing to ensure my mate is safe.

Racing forward, my eyes zoom in on a clearing in the distance. A large furry beast, wider and taller than I, with large claws on its hands and feet is standing over a female. My female.

I growl to gain its attention and give it a stare that would even frighten the beasts on my home world. Eventually the beast backs off and I sigh in relief. Normally I would go after such a beast who would dare to threaten my mate, but she needs attended. We also need to get out of here before we are attacked by something else. I know I can protect her, but I’d rather see her safe in the comfort of her home.

My ears pick up the sound of her heart hammering in her chest, and just before I reach her, she passes out. I make it just in time, picking her up into my arms before her head could smash against the earth. Thank the gods she is safe now.

Now that I am so close to her, the painful pulse in my hearts calm. My body relaxes while staying alert enough to watch my surroundings. I can never be too careful with her now.

Cradling her body close to my chest, I follow my way back towards her home, careful not to injure her or wake her. I fear what would happen should she wake up in my arms after she ran off from me.

I notice the bloodied wound she wrapped with delicate care on her foot, and the small scratches against her arms and legs. Her body is fragile, unlike my mine. I may look similar to my mate now that I’ve gone through my kavesta, but my body is hardy and strong compared to hers.

Finally reaching the end of the woods, her home comes into view. Frustration and blame fill me. If I showed some restraint, I wouldn’t have frightened her, and she wouldn’t have run off into the woods. Her ankle wouldn’t be bleeding, nor would there be scratches on her body, and her life wouldn’t have been at risk from the wood beast. I must be more careful from now on. I can’t make any more mistakes with her.

I’m annoyed she left her home unlocked. While my people are peaceful, I’ve heard of the dangers of humanity. I will discuss this threat with her when she is healthier.

I carry my mate into her home and nestle her into one of the beds I find on the first level. Once I’m satisfied that she looks comfortable, I search around for water so I can properly clean her wounds. I find a small bucket in the cookery and fill it with warm water, then grab a cloth to wipe her down.

“Ugh, what the hell? Why does my body hurt so much? How did I get in here?” her voice echoes.

I freeze while inwardly groaning. I was hoping she wouldn’t wake so soon. I need to clean her wounds and I can’t do that if I can’t get close to her. She’s terrified of me and doesn’t know that I rescued her from the wood beast, or that I’m currently standing in her home. But before I could do anything, she enters the cookery.

I know the very minima she notices me because the air turns acrid. A disgusting scent assaults my nose and I recognize the scent of fear. Looking up, I greet her beautiful eyes with shame.

“Oh, hell no! Come on, this is getting ridiculous,” she mutters.

My parents taught me this language while I was growing up, but her use of it now is confusing.

“Shh, shh, shh. It’s OK. Shh. Please don’t leave me, I beg you.”

I’m ignored, as she quickly retreats into the sleeping quarters, as if I’ll disappear if she doesn’t fully acknowledge me. I frown.

I quietly place the bucket of water and drag it by her door and go outside. She needs more time. I sigh. Because she is my mate, I’ll grant her the time she needs. And then we will complete our Kea’Vah.
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Chapter Five
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Jane

I honestly have no idea how I got back to the cottage, but I wake up in my grandparent’s bedroom. This worries me. I would never come in here to sleep.

For a moment, I think maybe this is just another symptom of my strange, unknown illness. However, as soon as I walk out of the room, I see him there standing naked in all his glory, with a bucket in his hands.

Impossible memories come crashing into my head. This is the hallucination I ran from earlier, leading me into the forest, straight into a mother bear and her cubs. I was about to be attacked, but then everything went black. How did I end up here?

I mutter to myself as I retreat to my grandparent’s room, landing against their bed. My legs buckle beneath my body and I slide down onto the floor. Curling in on myself, I cry. My mind is whirling in circles trying to make sense of things. 

What’s happening to me? Are the memories in the forest real or did I have a nightmare? I feel so lost and utterly numb. Should I have stayed at the hospital, maybe they would have caught these symptoms?

I’m unsure how long I sit there, but when I eventually get up, my body is stiff like the bristles of a paint brush torn out of a new wrapper. 

Wiping my face, I slump into the kitchen. I’m relieved to find myself alone, but I’m still not feeling quite like myself. Grabbing the rotary phone off the hook, I dial Dr. Shaw, the doctor who oversaw my care when I was hospitalized. There’s no answer, so I leave a message. 

“Hi, this is Jane,” I sigh. “I don’t know what’s happening to me, but I need to see you as soon as you have an opening. Please.” I hang up.

Snatching a glass out of the cabinets, I fill it halfway and take a seat at the kitchen table. I down more pain medication knowing I probably shouldn’t take anymore since I had some this morning. My hands tremble as I swallow, but at least tears aren't escaping my eyes anymore.

I try to finish my drink, but I can’t. My nerves are a mess and my stomach churns, making a loud gurgling sound. I want to vomit. No, I need to vomit. I race into the bathroom and wretch violently into the toilet.

So much for the pain medication I just swallowed. Great.

I rinse my mouth and look in the mirror. I’m a damn mess. My hair is scraggly, I have scrapes up and down my arms and my dress has dirt on it. Get yourself together! Freaking out and running from problems doesn’t help. 

Face them head on, Jane. Face them head on.

Feeling like anxiety on steroids, I decide this isn’t healthy. I grab anything essential and shove it into a bag and lug it downstairs. The desire to leave and get my health checked out outweighs my desire to say here. 

I left the hospital because they couldn’t do anything for me, but that was before these hallucinations. It’s as if I’m totally losing my mind and I'm spiraling out of control. Coming back home so soon may have been a mistake, so I’m going to rectify that right now. I’m just going to go and stay in the city until I can see Dr. Shaw who can help me make sense of this nonsense. 

I grab the phone and dial a friend, Stacey, and ask her to pick me up. We’ve known each other since our college years, and she can tell something's wrong by my voice, but thankfully she doesn’t ask. She tells me she can be here in a few hours. I can handle a few more hours...right?

With my luggage in tow, I step onto the porch. A wheel gets jammed in the door frame, so I yank on the handle. It doesn’t budge.

“Here, let me help you,” a deep voice offers.

I whip around towards the sound and I’m stunned, cemented in place. Yet again, this blue male appears before me. 

“Not again.” I close my eyes, hoping this hallucination will disappear quickly. 

Stacey can’t come soon enough. Why is this happening? Maybe it’s a side effect of the medication I took some this morning. I didn’t have any for a few days. That kind of makes sense. I’m just going to go with this explanation because anything else is just too much to handle right now. 

“You’re not real, just go away,” I say to my vivid hallucination. “You're just part of my imagination.” 

I’ve read somewhere that if you acknowledge your demons they disappear. I'm not sure if that applies in this scenario, but it doesn’t hurt to give it a try.

“I’ve nowhere else to go. I belong here with you.” 

Ok, let’s try something else. I’ve seen parents tell kids in scary movies to count and the dark monsters go away. I count out loud, enunciating each hard consonant hoping reality will set itself straight, but it doesn’t. 

Shoot. I’m all out of tricks here. 

“I’m Aykeetan, and I came here for you so I’m not going anywhere. I’m not your imagination, I’m real. I know you don’t understand everything yet, but you will. I can help you with that.”

“Help me?” I gasp, arguing with my false reality. “You can help me by disappearing back into thin air, so I don’t feel like a nut case. Go away!” 

I push the apparition, but my hand hit something hard. 

Huh? 

“You think you’re crazy but look here.” He motions me to look at my painting. “You see this? This is you and me right here.” He points to the adult male and female. “My gift for you.” He gestures to the daisy. “And this is a mixture between my world and your world.” He waves over my overly creative art. “You may not have realized it when you painted this, but you were subconsciously creating our future, here, in this painting. It’s incredible.”

I take in everything he says to me. It sounds crazy, but I can’t deny the striking similarities, the coincidences. I painted this before the flower in the fields, before he appeared.

Either I’ve lost touch with reality, or there really is a blue man claiming strange things. I don’t know what one's worse.

“How is this happening? What IS happening? Actually, just tell me everything. All of it. Please,” I request as I take a seat. 

He kneels in front of me, and I turn my head away to not gaze at his nakedness. He must realize I’m shy because he tries to cover himself with one of his burly arms. He takes my hand in his, and for a moment I hesitantly pull it back, but he doesn’t let me. My eyes roam his face. He’s very blue, and it’s strange because he seems so human, but it’s obvious that he’s not quite human at all.

His facial features are strong. Bold brows, defined cheekbones, and a chiseled jawline. Incredibly, his eyes are the exact shade of hazel mine are. His hair is dark and braided at the top and loose in the back. His body frame is massive, and his muscles bulge with strength.  I stop examining him when I notice he’s basking under my appreciation.

“What’s your name,” he asks me.

“Jane.”

He seems to ponder my name for a moment. “Jane,” he repeats slowly as if savoring the sound like a delicious meal. “I’m not from here. I’m from a world called Ay’Kea’Terra. When my people reach maturity, we leave to find our mates, fated to be together, even if we're worlds apart. Sometimes we find them, sometimes we don’t.” He glances away somberly.

Uh, Ok? That makes little sense to me. I raise my hand to stop him. If I thought I was crazy before with the hallucination, I can’t quite wrap my head around what he’s talking about now, even if it does sound beautiful.

“You’re not really making any sense, and what you say is preposterous. I mean really. You’re saying you’re an alien who has come to earth to find true love. Where’s the ship?” I glance around, waving my hand in a swooping motion just to make my point across. “I can’t help you find your mate, if that’s really what’s going on here. I have enough problems to deal with. I’m sorry.” 

I yank my hand out of his. What was I thinking? I want to believe this is a prank, truly, but aliens? While I always found it hard to believe humans were the only ones to exist in the universe, now that I’m in this situation, I find it no easier to believe his story is true.

We stand up at the same time. Wow. I wasn’t paying attention to how tall he is, or how dangerous and handsome he looks. I glance away. I can’t afford to develop attractions or feelings for someone else. This guy is searching for his mate. 

Either way, I have a friend picking me up to take me to the hospital. I don’t accept his story; it can’t be true. If aliens existed, wouldn’t we have known about them already? Especially if people are being whisked away in these mating’s? 

I mean come on; he doesn’t even really look all that alien. Blue skin and that’s it? I would have expected some real freaky unearthly features from an alien. Also, he doesn’t feel alien. When I pushed him, or when he grabbed my hand, it just felt like regular skin.

Wait a minute! I touched him and he touched me. Hallucinations cannot be touched. That defies logic. 

I reach over the space between us and pinch his arm. 

Yup, he’s actually real, here, in person. 

“I’m not going to deflate, if that’s what your hoping.” He eyes me suspiciously.

I grab his arm to take a closer look. “How did you make it blue?”

He stares at me blankly. “What?”

“Your skin. How did you paint it blue? I’m an art major and I don’t recognize the dye you used. It’s clearly not paint, or spray. There’s no texture from a brush, sponge or tool. The color is smooth, leaving no evidence on how you dyed your skin.” 

I drop his arm and stare at him. “So, how’d you do it?”

“It happened during my kavesta. If what you say is true, there’s no indication of dye used, then why don’t you believe me?” His quizzical eyes have me questioning that myself. 

There’s so much that happens in life that can’t be explained. I guess aliens can be one of them, for now at least, until I can prove otherwise.

Alien or not, this is still good news. It means I can stay here. I jump up with excitement and glee before running back inside. The amount of sheer tension evaporating this moment is palpable. This is one problem I can toss in the can, no more freak outs.

I call Stacey. “Hey, it’s me. Yeah, everything is good, I don’t need that ride after all, thanks. No, yes, I’m sure. Don’t worry about it. I’ll call you later. OK. Love ya hun, bye.” 

I hope I’m not making a mistake. There’s still a strange, naked male at my front door that I should probably get rid of. 

Aykeetan follows me in the kitchen and waits silently for me to finish my call. I thought he understood I’m not able to help him. Why is he following me around when he has a mate to find? If he’s looking for help, he is asking the wrong woman. I live in the middle of nowhere, my neighbors are miles away and frankly I’d rather be left alone to my own devices. 

I shudder when I recall the experience in the forest, the bear, my injured foot, waking up in my grandparents’ bed. Wait a minute, that did happen, didn’t it? How can I be so stupid? I thought it was just my imagination, but it makes sense. I’m sore, I’m dirty, and with cuts and scrapes...I look down to my foot. A blooded ribbon wrapped around my foot. The fact I’ve been wandering around without noticing just goes to show how out of sorts I’ve been today.

So, he did save me from that bear, and then returned me here. No wonder I woke up in my grandparents’ room. I turn and eye him suspiciously. How did he know to bring me back here?

“Are you going to cover up at least, you know...put that thing away?” My eyes avoid looking downward. 

“I’ve left my stuff at the beach; I’ll grab it later.”

Really? So now I have a self-proclaimed alien following me around in my cottage, stark naked, claiming I’m his mate, and he refuses to cloth himself right now. Lovely.

I head into my grandparent’s room to strip the dirty bedding and carry it back into the kitchen where I do my laundry.

I was hoping that by ignoring this man he would leave. I certainly can’t make him, given he’s so much bigger and obviously stronger than me. If I called the police, even they would have a hard time dispatching him. A deep sigh escapes my mouth and I can’t help, but almost chuckle at the ridiculousness. 

“You’ve mistaken me, my Jane.”

My Jane? What the hell? I turn and stare him dead in the eyes. Gosh, what would my grandparents think of my having this strange, sexy. No, not sexy. Definitely, not sexy, brute in my house? I groan. Lord help me.

“Aykeetan. I appreciate you saving me from the bear, truly, I accidently got too close to their den, and I’d be dead if it wasn’t for you. Typically, I don’t get visitors out here unless I call for them, and you don’t look quite human, that’s why I ran from you,” I rub my forehead. 

“I freaked, but I have things I need to do. Today was supposed to be a good day, and I don’t mean to be rude, but you kind of turned my life into a level of crazy I’m not equipped to deal with. I can’t help you find your mate. If you haven’t noticed, I live out in the middle of nowhere for a reason. I like to be alone.”

He glides toward me until he’s only few inches away. I inhale and I’m immediately rewarded with a delicious aromatic lemongrass musk. He smells just like that blue Gerbera. It’s intoxicating and I began to breathe through my mouth, because if I don’t, I think I’ll start licking the air around him to try and get a damn taste. Now that would be a sight. I chuckle.

“YOU are my mate, Jane,” his says, his voice loud and clear. “You.”

He grabs my hands back into his own, giving me no choice, but to listen to what he has to say.

“I went through my kavesta for you. I traveled to Earth for you. I waited here for you.” He gestures to the space around him. “I protected you from the beast, even if it was my fault that you ran off and got hurt. Please forgive me for that.” He kisses the top of my hand. “I need you like the air I breathe. I called to you and you answered,” he mutters while he tries to caress my face.

“Kavesta? I’m not sure what that is, and I didn’t answer any call.” I try to grab my hand back, but he doesn’t let me. I think he has more to say, but it’s like he’s is waiting for something. “What call?”

He smiles proudly, puffing up his chest, like an arrogant...an arrogant something. Turning my head to the side, I look away for a moment. I can’t think of analogies right now. But he seems sexy and arrogant right now. 

Ugh, definitely not sexy I lie to myself. I glance sideways and catch a glimpse of his lip curving upward. He’s smirking. Damn him, and his damn arrogance and sexy smugness. I don’t even try to bother arguing with myself further. It’s obvious he’s sexy and I’m attracted to him. Who wouldn’t be?

“The Kavesta is a physical change our people go through, allowing their bodies to align with their mates. I went through mine recently.” His facial features soften, beaming with proudness. “I performed the sacrifice every day, until my bond gift was ready for you. The daisy outside you found is a tavayk, a plant from my home world, which also went through a kavesta because of my blood bond with it. You feel the pull, the attraction to both the bond gift and me. You can deny it all you want, but I can see it on your lovely face,” he says, licking his lips.

But before he could lean in and do whatever it is that he was planning to do, I pull myself free, race into the bathroom and shut the door. My heart is pounding, my breathing uneven. 

I can’t be his mate. I’m dying.

All these symptoms started months ago and will lead to my eventual death. I can’t have a relationship with someone just to leave them. I refuse. Even if I do find him sexy, I’m not starting a relationship with him, just to be snuffed out from under his big blue nose. I couldn’t do that to someone.

I pull off my dress and let drop it on the floor and start the water, this time for a shower. While the water warms up, I pull the ribbon off my foot and take a good look. It’s not too bad, and it’s not bleeding anymore. A good wash and a real bandage should keep this from getting infected. I check the water temperature, it’s not as hot as I want it to be. 

Damn laundry. I sigh. Oh well.

I step into the shower and scrub my body for the second time today. I think again about what Aykeetan said and it pulls on the strings of my heart. It’s not that I don’t want to be in a relationship. I just can’t. Even if I managed to live a long life, which according to the doctors I won’t, I fear losing another person I love. 

I just met Aykeeten, but if we’re together, as strange as this entire situation is, it’s a risk I don’t want to take. It’s better if I just live the rest of my days here, in my cottage, doing what I love to do. Painting and exploring, minus the bears. I can do without any bears for a long time. 

I shudder.
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Chapter Six
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Aykeetan

I stand here in the cookery while my mate runs off to the cleansing unit. I hear her muttering to herself, the sound of water spraying and her clothing dropping to the floor. I groan. The thought of her wet and naked behind that door rushes blood to my loins.

She’s just attending to her injuries because she won’t let me do it for her.

I know I messed up again, scaring her into retreat because I couldn’t keep my hands off her. This is much harder than I anticipated. I long to touch her and complete our Kea’Vah so I can claim her soul, as she has undoubtedly already claimed mine. She doesn’t even realize how I’m already completely hers in every single way.

I’ll wait for her to finish cleansing. Surely, she won’t be too long. I wait and wait until my stomach rumbles and I need to eat something. I think of the treasure between her creamy thighs. I know she desires me, even if she’s afraid. 

This body may be new to me, but I know the smell of arousal coming from my mate. Whiffs of her scent still perfume the air from when we spoke earlier, before she fled off to the cleansing unit. But this is not the hunger my stomach longs for, I need to eat. Stomach beats my aching shaft one to none, but I don’t doubt there will be a rematch. 

I grin.

My nose detects something meaty, and I lumber my way over to the counter and open a steaming hot container with food in it. It smells so vrakk’n good and I can’t help myself as I dip a finger in to taste it. I’m not disappointed. I can only imagine the concoctions my mate will whip up in the cookery with my mother.

“Just what the hell do you think you’re doing?”

Vrakk! 

I’m was so hungry I didn’t hear her coming. I peer over my shoulder and use my body to cover as much space as I can while I quietly place the lid back on. 

“Nothing,” I lie, grimacing.

“Men, aliens. You’re all the same. Trying to sneak food that isn’t yours and lying about it.” She pulls a bowl and a spoon from her cupboards and pours a hefty amount before sitting down at the table. She slowly lifts a healthy amount of food up to her mouth before opening her jaw wide. She watches me with intensity.

By the god’s! I’m salivating really vrakk’n hard right now. There might actually be drool sliding down my fangs and onto my chin. I can’t even be embarrassed because I’m so hungry right now. Between the meat stew on her spoon and her open mouth, I can’t decide what I want more. The stew she’s about to eat, or her mouth against mine or on my shaft. I shudder. We need to complete our Kea’Vah.

She bursts out laughing and I can almost taste the salty tears escaping her eyes. “You should see the look on your face right now. You look like a giant toddler who had his candy stolen.” She smiles while dropping the spoon and pushes the food towards an open spot.

Dammit. Stomach wins again. I hate rematches.

The stew doesn’t last long, and before I know it, my bowl’s empty. A low whine comes out of my throat. 

That’s new.

It’s like my mate already knows me, because before I know it, she’s pouring me a second round of this vrakk’n stew. My whining stops. I contemplate and act like a starving beast, hoping she will feed me more. There is something incredibly sexy about my mate feeding me and it heightens the primal urges in my body.

“So...,” she quietly says, “you didn’t answer all my questions. Where’s the ship? I didn’t see one outside.”

Ahh, yes. The ship. “It’s not here.”

She looks confused. “What do you mean it’s not here? Where is it then?” she replies, looking flustered compared to a moment ago.

I finished my second helping and gesture to my empty bowl, hoping she will feed more some more. “It’s not here is what I mean. I don’t know where it is. Who knows, it could be anywhere.”

She fills my bowl for a third time. I can see her knuckles whiten when she grasps the scoop. “Ok, fine, can you tell me how you found me then?”

Of course, I know some of these answers, but I can’t help myself as I toy with her. So, I feign more stupidity because I like this feisty side of her. I’d rather her be angry than sad, confused and scared. “Hmm, not sure about that one either. Strange really.”

“Arggg!” She frowns, squinting her eyes. “Are you messing with me?” 

I chuckle. “No, of course not. Never,” I lie. 

Lying is bad. I think I just stepped into a giant hole and the earth is going to swallow me up. The look on her face screams death and destruction. Even a strong hunter such as myself will struggle against the wrath I’m creating inside of her. 

“I’m sorry,” I try and look as pathetic as I can. “You were upset from earlier and I wanted to cheer you up.”

“That’s not how you cheer someone up,” she huffs, but her lips curve slightly.

I glance over at the pot of food wondering how much is left, and if there could be more stored elsewhere.

“The blood bond with my tavayk allows me to feel you. If you are far away there’s a slow painful pulse in my hearts. The closer you are, the pain becomes more tolerable and the pulse quickens. I knew you were from Earth, but my tavayk made it easier to locate you. This is the way our gods have made it.” 

I can see understanding form on her face. 

Maybe she will be easier to convince after all. She does appear to be in a better mood that we first met, and she hasn’t forced me to leave. I’m filled with warmth. The Kea’Vah may be much close than I thought.

“The ship isn't here because my people don’t fly out in space unless we are finding out mates. We trade goods with other species and in return they fly us across the galaxies. I have a comm to communicate with them for when we are ready to return.”

I catch the frown on her face as she looks away for a minima, before standing up out of her chair. 

Why is she frowning? Was it something I said? 

She heads over to the pot of food and pours the remainder into a different container and then tidies up. 

“This was my grandma’s recipe. You obviously enjoyed it. You should take some when you leave. My grandma loved to feed people.”

My hearts nearly stop; the warmth from a minima ago, disappears. 

When you leave. 

I’m not leaving her. What in the world is she thinking? Does she think I’m going to go back home without her? Does she think I don’t want her? 

I must fix this. “I’m not leaving without you. If you stay, I stay,” I tell her firmly.

“Aykeetan, look. Please don’t get me wrong, if I could, maybe I would, but I can’t be your mate. I just can’t be. I’ve been alone for a long time; I’ve lost many people I care about.” 

We were both silent for several minimas while her words sink in. 

This can’t be the way this goes, not after I’ve waited so long for her.  

“Even if I wasn’t sick, I don’t think I could handle losing anyone else. “I’m really tired and I wish to lay down. You can take the rest of this food when you go,” she says somberly as she leaves the room. 

I’m completely thrown. I never anticipated that my mate wouldn’t want me. How could the gods pick a mate that would reject me? 

She says she’s sick, but she doesn’t look sick to me, but I’d take care of her if only she let me. If she’s referring to her moment of confusion, that’s all been cleared up. Everything that needed to be said has been explained. She knows she’s not crazy and I’ve apologized. 

It pains my hearts to hear that she has lost the people she loved. Was it another lover? Is she afraid that I would take her and then leave her as if she doesn’t matter? The thought of someone doing that to her angers me. If someone has hurt my mate, I’ll tear them apart with my bare hands.

Maybe she just needs assurance. I’m going to prove to her what a faithful mate I can be. That I would never abandon her, that I can provide for her. I may struggle with my patience around her, but it’s only because I’ve wanted her for so long. And now that I’m here, with her so close it’s hard to not claim her and complete our Kea’Vah.

I leave her home to go hunting. I’ll catch some game so I can feed her like she fed me. This will certainly show her that I can provide and be a good mate. I’ve been told that many females find the prowess of a skilled hunter to be irresistible.
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Chapter Seven
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Jane

I almost regret sending Aykeetan away, but that feeling vanishes as quickly as it appears when the front door slams shut. So, he’s leaving after all. 

I know it’s irrational that this bothers me, but I can’t help the way I feel. He comes crashing into my life, claims I’m his mate, that I call to him and that we’re meant to be together. 

After realizing he was not a figment of my imagination, it seemed we got along well, and I did feel this natural pull that gravitated me towards him. Maybe that’s why I didn’t howl until he left my house, because it’s certainly not normal to let a stranger parade naked in your home.

Then he leaves the moment I send him away, giving up on the whole mating business. I didn’t really want to send him away, but I can’t have a relationship with someone without knowing how it’s going to end. 

My mind wanders to Matt, the courier. I’ve been denying his requests to go out for months. Before I was hospitalized and after, and not once had I seriously thought about accepting, but here I was almost considering Aykeetan. 

Almost.

If I wasn’t so sick, maybe I could actually have a life and let others in. My stomach rolls. Is that why he left, because I’m sick? 

This is exactly why I don’t bother with relationships. When I was younger, I had a hard time letting people in, and now that I know how short my life is going to be, it’s hard to imagine jumping into a relationship that will only be painful for the other person. 

So much for a nap. I throw the covers off my and jump out of bed. I’ve barely known this male and here I am upset of the fact he left me after I was the one that sent him away! God, what is wrong with me?

Today has been a roller coaster and it’s taking a toll on me. Emotional whiplash was not on my agenda. Is it so hard to have just one sane day? Just one day where the paint doesn’t splatter into an ugly brown that no one wants to use in their damn painting. That’s not too much to ask, right?

My thoughts keep creeping back Aykeetan. Why must he invade my head too? For a moment there, I almost wanted to believe everything he said to me, that the world was throwing me one last bone, but I was wrong. The only silver lining is that he’s gone before I grew too attached to him. 

Damn it! 

I think of his strong lemongrass musk. It was exotic and addictive. It made me want to lean in and lick his beautiful blue skin. 

No! I refuse to think about how he saved me from certain death, or his incredible sexy body.

I didn’t pay attention to the small details of his body when I ran from him earlier, but when he was in the kitchen, I couldn’t help myself. My eyes had a will of their own. He had an ethereal blue skin tone like the Gerbera I painted, the same one that lies in the fields in front of my house. He’s tall, and brutish like a warrior, with defined abdominals. Extremely defined. 

I bite my lower lip. He has dark blue, almost black hair done up in tight and coiled braids with lose ends that lie flat against his muscular back and end just below his powerful shoulder blades. He has these gorgeous human eyes, like mine, hazel. His face is very human too, but the features are much stronger, bolder and aggressive. The only thing not human about him is the hardened bone-like protrusions on his temples. They are small and circular. I have no idea what their function is.

Just thinking about him makes me want to touch myself. He’s everything a woman could want. Strong, handsome, kind, caring and protective. Too bad he left, and too bad I’m dying. Why is this world so cruel? If I wasn’t sick, maybe I could have given him a chance. To have something I’ve never had before.

A knock at the door grabs my attention. “Hello, Jane, are you in there?”

Huh? That sounded like Dr. Shaw. What in the world is he doing here? 

Oh. I remember that I called and left a voicemail at his office when I was having a breakdown. Damn! Guess it’s a good thing Aykeetan left. I don’t think I’d be able to explain him.

I answer the door. “Dr. Shaw, I didn’t realize you were coming. I wasn’t expecting company.” I gesture to my pajamas.

“Jane, thank goodness you’re OK. You sounded terrible on the phone,” he complains. “I was so worried about you. When I got your message, I came to collect you.” He walks past me into my home, setting down a suitcase.

“Collect me?” 

I’m not sure what the hell that’s supposed to mean, but it doesn’t sound good. I’m not some doll you store on a shelf. 

“Yes. It’s obvious your condition is worsening and that makes it very clear you can’t be out here by yourself, dying or not. It’s my responsibility to ensure your safety.” He opens the suitcase and pulls something out. 

I can’t tell what it is.

“Uh, no thank you. I’m feeling a lot better. Please don’t worry about me. I, uh, had a rather bad nightmare and I think I called you while I was still out of it. I’m sorry to drag you out here, but I’m staying,” my words are firm, trying to usher him out the front door as politely as I can.

“I’m afraid you don’t have a choice,” he says with a syringe in his hand. He grabs my arm and injects me with something.

“Stop!” I screech.

His arms wrap around me in containment and I push against him trying to break free. I reach up to his face and scratch him. I don’t know why he’s doing this. Something is very wrong.

His grasp on me doesn’t let up, and I continue to push, kick and scratch him. I can feel blood on my hands. I must have cut him somewhere. It doesn’t matter, it's not enough. I can feel my body becoming lighter and I feel tired as if I hadn’t slept in a long time. Within moments, I pass out.
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I JOLT AWAKE ON A HARD surface. Opening my eyes, I don’t recognize any of my surroundings. I’m lying on an old cot in the corner of a small dingy room. There’s a window on one of the walls with rusted bars on it, a toilet and a door. The walls are dirty and there is firm padding applied to it. 

This place looks old. What the heck. Where am I and what am I doing here? The smell of dung and hospital disinfectant assaults my nose, and I double over, grabbing my stomach.

Memories come crashing back and cause me to shiver. I was at home napping, Dr. Shaw showed up, kidnapped and drugged me. Why? This place looks nothing like the hospital I stayed in. It’s obvious that wherever he took me, it’s probably not sanctioned. I doubt anyone knows I’m here.

I’d be scared, but I’m tired of feeling that way. I’m angry. I don’t even bother trying to understand how my life has gone down this spiraling toilet bowl. Aliens? Kidnapping? What’s going on here and why am I involved?

I’m not going to get any answers just sitting here. I need to do something. I jump off the cot and nearly fall on the floor. Whatever Dr. Shaw gave me earlier has clearly messed with my faculties. I don’t feel a hundred percent.

“What’s going on here? Let me out! This isn’t right!” I bang, beat and yell at the only door of my cell. It has a tiny window with two bars that cross it. I peer out, but I can’t see much. “This isn’t legal!” I yell one more time for good measure.

“Keep it quiet,” a voice responds back to me. “Don’t make me come in there, or you’re going to get more sleeping time.”

Moving to the only window, I notice how bright it is outside. Damn, I must have been taken last night! Those are some strong sedatives.

It appears I’m on a higher level, so breaking and jumping out the window isn’t an option.

Screaming as loud as I can, I tempt this jerk into my cell. If this guy wants to knock me out, he’s going to have to come in here to do it. I plan on getting out of this damn room and this damn place. If only I can just get some keys or a security card...

The door busts open and three men come busting in, a nurse and two guards. They have weapons stationed on their hips. Damn, I wasn’t expecting three of them. There’s no way I can subdue all of them. My eyes dart between the three and I stand still for a moment, figuring out a plan. Rushing past them is my only safe option, and it’s not guaranteed to work.

I fail miserably. Freedom is snatched out of my hands again. The guards grab one of my arms each and incapacitate me. The nurse has a needle in his hand. He’s about to inject me.

“No!” I jerk my body around, attempting to break free from their grasps and avoid getting knocked out again.

“This isn’t a sedative, just a little something to keep you from causing problems. You’re going to lose a little sensation in your limbs for a while. You’ll feel weak and have a hard time concentrating, with minor confusion,” the nurse informs me.

Great! My legs fall limp below and the guards hoist me up under my arms. With my feet dragging behind me on the floor, I’m led down several hallways before being placed into a wheelchair. 

This place is massive. It’s hard to concentrate and memorize the way I came. I’m having a hard time moving my hands and neck, and my legs are strapped down. Essentially, I can’t move, I can barely see, and my mind is a jumbled mess. I make out enough to realize I’m in a sitting room with other people before being pushed in front of a TV.

I’m left here to stew in my own mind. I hear laughter, shouting and tidbits of conversation randomly around me. Trapped and strapped like a nut case in a mental institution, my mind wanders down a spiraling path. 

Have I always been here? Is the cottage real? What am I doing here? I must be insane. There's no other reason to explain what’s happening to me. Where’s Aykeetan?

Aykeetan! 

That’s right, the medication the nurse gave me could make me confused. I need to at least try and stay alert and of sound mind. I almost lost myself there for a while. I can’t imagine being drugged day in and out. I can see how people lose themselves entirely in a place like this and it’s sad.

At some point the injection wears off. My mind feels clear and I can move my hands and neck. I try and get a look around, but there’s not much. A few chairs, a television and some other people roaming around. I don’t dare to move, I’m content to sit here and objectively figure out a plan for escape.

––––––––
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A GUARD EVENTUALLY comes by to wheel me down to a cafeteria. There’s a lot of people here and they’re lined up neatly, single file to get their food before sitting down quietly to eat. It’s way too quiet in here. I’m getting the sense that talking is not allowed in here and it’s bizarre.

A male guard comes by and drops a platter of food in front of me. “No talking. Don’t start any problems. Eat your food.”

Huh? Keeping my mouth silent, I look to the other men and women around me. They drop their gazes rapidly as if they are lambs among wolves. What the hell is going on here?

I look down at my platter of food and I’m instantly turned off. The sight and smell alone are enough to make a dog turn its head. I try and eat the disgusting slop, but my stomach gurgles. I must hold back the urge to vomit.

“Eat your food,” the guard commands.

I’m not an idiot. It’s clear that if I don’t eat the food I’ll be punished. Who cares if I eat the food though? What’s it to them? They probably just get paid to follow orders and beat on us if we disobey the rules. 

I scoff and it earns me a dangerous glare from the guard. 

OK, eating food it is, but I’m not dealing with the mess if I get throw up.

I plug my nose while shoveling food into my mouth, not wanting my brain to register the taste or smell. It’s difficult holding my stomach back, but I finish the food with a serious stomachache. I’m pissed right now.

One of the guards from earlier comes by and I see his name badge. Steve. He wheels me out of the cafeteria and back into the sitting room. At least no one tied my arms back up. I’m still stuck in the chair, however, I’m sure if I put the effort in, I could escape. It's just not worth the risk of getting injected by god knows what again.

I regret sending Aykeetan away. Maybe if I didn’t tell him I was sick he wouldn’t have left so easily. Damn him. So much for us being mates and calling to each other. I wanted to believe it. I did. I know I fought it, but I had my reasons. I could be in my cottage right now, but instead I’m in this creepy prison without my consent. 

No one even knows to look for me. My eyes began to burn, but I hold back the tears. I need to be strong. No one is coming to get me. I need to rescue myself; I’m not going to die here.

I recall everything that happened today from start to finish. Waking up, meeting Aykeetan, almost dying from a bear attack, being rescued by Aykeetan. What I wouldn’t do to have him here with me right now. 

I ignore those thoughts. He left me and I refuse to think about him, the smell of him when he’s so close to me, or his delicious body again. Ever. Back on track. My guest leaves, and then Dr. Shaw shows up and kidnaps me. What does Dr. Shaw have to do with any of this? He’s been my family doctor since my previous one retired. He was kind and always listened to any issues I had. I felt he tried his best when I got really sick and was hospitalized for observations. I can’t comprehend how he involved himself with any of this.

I’m completely distracted when a girl leans in and tries to start a quiet conversation. “Jane, right? You’re new here,” she says, looking behind her to check if anyone is watching. “No one lasts long here. You'll get used to it. For what it's worth, I'm Kate.”

“Yeah well, I’m not planning on being here long.” I gesture in front of her. “How do you even know my name?”

“Word spreads quick around here.”

“Well Kate, I plan on getting the heck out of here and going home. I’m not dying in a place like this,” I whisper lowly to avoid attention.

Kate looks shocked. “Oh honey, you don’t know do you?” She begins to fumble with her hands as she looks over her shoulder again. “Did you ever sign up for a medical study?”

Huh. How did she know that? That was a long time ago. Without my parents deceased, I had to work hard to earn enough money to go to school. I didn’t want to burden my grandparents. I signed up for a medical drug study where they did basic testing, and when I was approved, I was given a natural drug supplement for sleeping. It paid great, I slept great and I was able to go to school.

Kate must have noticed my confusion because she begins to speak again. “I take that as a yes. That wasn’t a real study, Jane. Or they weren’t studying what they claimed. This is going to sound crazy, but they were testing human reproduction.”

“What the hell? I don’t believe you. This is the twenty-first century; we know about human reproduction.” I laugh as I turn to face away from her. 

I should steer clear from this one.

Kate comes around to the other side and kneels in front of me as if she’s hiding from something. “Don’t look down, or they will notice I’m over here. I’m not crazy, I swear. This is a massive operation. 

“They claim to do a medical study, they give you drugs that slowly alter your DNA so you can have babies...with aliens. Why do you think they keep most of us sedated? They don’t want to change any problem behaviors and they are not allowed to permanently damage us. Apparently, the people they sell us to like to tame us before they breed us.”

What? This is getting more bizarre by the minute. Alien abduction? 

Then I think back to Aykeetan. 

Well OK, aliens do exist, I can confirm that. But a massive alien abduction operation on Earth? Yeah right...but then why did Dr. Shaw abduct me? 

Oh God. Maybe there is some truth to this story. 

He knew about the medical study. The pills they gave me all those years ago did make me tired, but if they weren’t for sleep, then what the heck were they for? Panic overcomes me as I begin to hyperventilate.

Kate grabs my hand and tries to soothe me. “Shh. Relax. You need to relax,” she urgently whispers. “They're going to notice if you have a freak out and dose you up.”

I hear what she is saying, I agree, but I can’t control my body. I use my hands to rub the back of my neck and try to calm myself down. I inhale deeply and then exhale. 

I don’t want to think about him right now, but I silently beg that Aykeetan changed his mind and comes back for me. If what Kate says is true, I’m not going to make it out of here alone. If he can find me from across the galaxy, surely, he can find me in some random alien abduction center.

Kate nudges her arm on my knee. “Don’t cause any problems. The ones that do are the first to be confined and the first to go. I need to leave now; I've risked my ass trying to help you.”

She’s gone before I could thank her.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter Eight
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Aykeetan

Finding a beast worthy of my mate takes no time at all. The woods are rich with prey ripe for the taking. It’s like they have nothing to fear and are lining up for me to choose. I select one and track the beast silently for a while, assessing the correct time to move in for the kill. All experience hunters know that the key to a successful hunt is patience and silence.

Thinking of skills, I regret not showing patience with my mate, but maybe if I approached her as if she was the most delicate of prey, I would have better luck. Yes, that sounds like a good plan.

My prey is brown with white speckled dots, standing on four flimsy legs with two branches emerging from its head. It stands completely unaware of my presence as it stands there nibbling on grass. Occasionally, it lifts its head to glance around, checking for predators. I almost feel bad, but the circle of life requires the sacrifice of one to feed the other.

I stalk closer to the beast, readying myself for the strike. The beast stills and I jump atop its back, snapping its neck with deadly force, killing it quickly and humanely. A skilled hunter always maims and kills their prey with efficiency and kindness. To do so otherwise is considered cruel and is frowned upon by my people.

Dressing my kill takes longer than preferred. If I gathered my belongings before I met my mate, I wouldn’t be in this situation. Naked, hunting for food and dressing my kill with my claws. Sigh.

With my kill in tow, slung over my shoulder, I make my way down to the beach. I enter the cold, abrasive saltwater and rub my body down to wash away the dirt of my hunt. I pay special attention to my hands and claws, where the brunt of my uncleanliness is.

Satisfied, I exit the water and squat down on a large rock, waiting to dry off. The appeal of living so close to the ocean becomes apparent to me. Something about the fresh salty breeze is alluring. It’s very different from my territory back home, the oceans are several hours of travel away.

When I’m finally dried off, I give my vratike a good shake to remove any residual sand before wrapping it around my loins. I check to make sure all my knives and my comm are in place. Everything is as it should be.

I’m on my way back to my mate’s home when my ears pick up low rumble, which develops into a thunderous roar. The earth opens wide and the ground crumbles beneath my feet. This planet is trying to devour me whole.

I barely have seconds to react to my surroundings. With nothing to grab onto, I quickly become a victim, plummeting through a free-fall into a darkness so deep my eyes have no time to adjust. If I don’t survive this, I hope the gods have mercy and take care of my mate.

I feel the immediate bruising of my body as I crash to the bottom while my head cracks against something hard. Vrakk. Blood trickled into my scalp as my vision started to fade. My consciousness leaves me, and I black out.
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AN AGONIZING HEADACHE greets me as I come to. My eyes are crusted shut and I must rub them with my fingers just to open them. 

How long have I been down here? 

As I move to sit up, a painful grunt escapes my mouth. My entire body feels like I’ve been battered by a beast from the Deep on my home world. 

Vrakk.

My headache vanishes as heavy panic sets in. A vice grips my hearts with deadly intention. It’s the slow and painful pulse that tells me my mate is no longer in the area, but rather far away. If something happened to her, I’d never forgive myself for leaving her alone last night. Even if she rejects me as a mate, she will always be my responsibility.

My mission is clear. Ascend to the top of this pit and find my mate. No exceptions, no distractions. My claws are short and not meant to be used for climbing, but I refuse to allow that to get in my way. I reach for the earth in front of me, ignoring the screaming pain I’m in.

My claws tear into the earth, grabbing hold as best they can as I make my ascent. Every minima spent in this hole, is another minima I spend away from my mate. She could be in danger right now. Why else would she be so far away? 

With that thought in mind, my muscles are blasted with strength fueling my speed as I continue to climb all the way to the top.

I’m panting in exhaustion. I crawl over the edge of the hole, dragging my legs up with me. Rolling over to lay on my back, I take stock of my injuries. There’s a huge, dark purple bruise against the side of my abdomen. The color is striking against my blue skin. Kea’Terrans are tough, but not indestructible. I’m lucky to have survived a fall of what must have been well over thirty feet.

I glance upwards and spot the sun low in the sky, beating pleasurable heat against my skin. The position of the sun tells me this is a new day. I must get going if I’m to find out what happened to my mate.

A sweet, but putrid scent hits my nose. It’s the smell that comes from something dead, before decay truly sets in. It’s my kill from last night. Insects are buzzing around it enjoying a free meal. That suits me. The meat is no longer safe for ingestion.

I dash towards my mate’s home, even more careful of the treacherous land in this territory. If she decides to stay here, I must properly inspect the perimeter to ensure her safety. She would not have survived that fall as I had. My hearts skip a few beats as I cringe at the thought. I’d carry her everywhere she wants to go, but I doubt she would agree to such a thing.

My mate’s home finally appears in the distance, and the first thing that calls my attention is that the front door is busted wide open. I wince in pain as I approach her front porch.

“Jane?” I yell out, knowing that she isn’t here, but the reaction is instinctive.

My head still pounds from the fall and prevents me from having the clearest of thoughts. I attempt to connect with my tavayk so I can locate the direction my mate is in. No luck. Fear for my mate consumes my mind and silently, I beg the gods for help.

Searching the entire home results in nothing. No clues, no notes, no mate. Smelling the air, I can tell that she hasn’t been here in some time. Frustration jitters through my limbs as my body is pumped with hormones. 

Blinded by my own rage, I’ve flipped every vrakk’n piece of furniture, opened every cupboard, cabinet, box and drawer, making an entire mess of her home as I search for the second time.

“Where is my mate?” The sound of my roar is painful, even to my ears.

It’s faint, but I detect the metallic scent of blood. I spot the splatter by the front door. I must have missed it when I came in. My inability to pay proper attention annoys me as I lean down and take a deeper whiff. It’s not my mates.

Growling, I use my comm unit to make contact with the Silent Stalker. They probably aren't expecting me yet, but I still hope they are within range.

“Greetings Aykeetan. Are you and your mate ready for transport?” a familiar voice asks. If I didn’t hit my head so vrakk’n hard, I’d be able to tell who I was speaking to.

“No,” I growl out. “I need to speak with Rasheed now!”

A few moments of silence pass by, and I wonder if they're about to deny my request.

“What is it? Be quick,” Rasheed responds with annoyance in his tone. He doesn’t sound like he’s in a good mood, but I don’t care. “My mate’s in trouble. I need you here now!”

“We’re on a delivery. I can’t be there this second. You know this.”

“I don’t vrakk’n care,” I snarl. I know it’s not his fault, but I’m barely containing myself right now. “I hit my head and passed out last night. I came too not that long ago. I can feel the painful pulse in my hearts, but I can’t feel her location and I found unrecognizable blood on her floor.”

He’s silent for several moments. “We’re on our way. Be ready.”

I’m grateful that he agreed to help. I knew he would with the right motivation.

I spend the time waiting for Rasheed and his crew sharpening my claws with my knives. It’s an old hunter habit my grand sire taught me. In an unknown situation you can’t always rely on your weapons. Claws can be deadly when they are groomed. I’ll have to file them down regularly around my mate or be extra vigilant not to harm her.

I’m shocked how quickly they arrive. I notice they did not arrive in their mother ship, but I guess Earth is too small to land it. Instead, they opted to land in one of their three mission ships. They are fully sized ships that can run a full crew, but when not in use, they are safely attached and secured to the sides of the mother ship.

“I’m risking a lot coming down here like this,” he says. “But my kind doesn’t take kindly to the mistreatment of females. We’ll find who’s responsible and make them pay.” The disgust in his voice is apparent and I know he’ll make good on his promise. 

“I owe you a debt,” I begin to tell him, but he waves his hand in the air as if the favor he’s paying me is simple as breathing air.

“Tell me everything from the beginning.”

I explain in exact detail, starting from when they dropped me off until now, leaving no detail unmentioned. If we are to find my mate, we need every available source. I feel awkward showing Rasheed and his team around my mate’s home. It doesn’t feel proper without her consent, but it’s necessary. Apologies can be made later.

Dr. Dushaad brushes through the doorway. Setting his equipment down, he carefully retrieves a sample from the dried blood and sends one of the crew to deliver it to his medical bay. 

He points in my direction. “Aykeetan, you look like the spawn of death. See me in medical bay as soon as possible.”

We all head to the bridge. Several crew members are hacking local medical facilities, so they can track who the blood belongs to. If I was more familiar with this tech, I would have been the first one at work, but I’m not. It’s been several hours since I woke up in that pit, and I still can’t feel where my mate is. All I know is not close by and her distance hasn’t changed.

Rasheed activates the cloaking technology now that we're staying aboard. It’s imperative we stay cautious, not alerting Earth’s officials we are here. It’s clear they are unaware of other life forms in the universe and it’s not our responsibility to inform them. Doing so, could cause panic and catastrophe.

I head to the medical bay and I’m greeted by an assistance who starts scanning my body for injuries.

Dr. Dushaad rounds the corner and takes over. “Third degree bruising, several cracked ribs, one broken rib, minor internal bleeding, head trauma with concussion leading to unclear thoughts, lack of focus, irritability, and last but not least, inability to use common sense and call for medical assistance.”

I frown at him, and just as I was about to start an argument I probably shouldn’t, he continues.

“Calling for backup for your mate was the right choice, however, you should have also called as soon as you were able to for yourself. Your wounds would have festered without treatment, and it’s not like you can run to the locals for assistance.”

What he says is true, however, I don’t bother to correct him by explaining that as soon as I woke with my injuries, I realized something was wrong with my mate. I’m not about to get into a deep discussion with someone who's giving me medical treatment.

Dr. Dushaad treats my conditions with a few injections and a mild laser surgery for my internal bleeding. I’m advised to take it easy and rest, but this is unlikely. I asked and the gods provided. I will not sit by idly while my mate is in danger.

Heading to my cabin, I take a hot shower and change into a new vratike. I should be resting, but my body is too pent up to rest. Instead, I kneel and pray to the gods for the safe return of my mate and a successful rescue mission. I can only hope she stays safe and unharmed until I can retrieve her.

With nothing else to do, my thoughts spiral out of control, and I begin to feel vrakk’n awful. I can’t help but feel responsible. I’ve made some mistakes, and in my eagerness to make things right, I left her alone and vulnerable. I know I can’t be held responsible for everything that happens. It’s outside my control, but to be so close by when something terrible happens, gnaws at my insides.

I steel my resolve to make this right. Soon, I’ll be able to rescue her, and hopefully that will show her that I can be a dependable mate. I’ll earn her forgiveness, trust and hopefully, her love and the right to claim her as my mate. We will complete our Kea’Vah and start our own family.

––––––––
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MY COMM BEEPS.

I leave my cabin and head straight for the bridge and see how everyone is busy with quick work. Not a single crew member is sitting idly by. 

“What's the news?” I ask.

Rasheed looks up from his data pad. “We have located your female in a privately-owned facility. It’s been listed as abandoned for the last ten Earth years; however, initial scans show that is far from the truth. We have detected several hundred human life forms on the inside. Vashawn, how are you coming?”

“Sir, I’m still trying to hack into the facilities network. It’s nothing like the previous networks I’ve hacked on this planet. Their system is complicated, and will take some time,” the technician grunts out.

I assess the information I’ve been provided. I knew something bad had happened. Vrakk’n earth criminals, treating their own kind with such disrespect. It’s dishonorable. My tension has reduced a little knowing her location, but this mission could get complicated.

“What’s our plan?”

“Well, typically I’d recommend sending a recon team first to assess security but being as this is likely an abduction type of situation with females involved, I want to get in there quickly. We will be setting down close to the site, but far enough away, so we will still have to travel a bit. We can’t take the risk of being noticed.”

I understand that. The cloaking tech Rasheed owns and operates is highly expensive. We can’t risk getting too close and alerting the humans of our presence. It would be dangerous to allow them to get their hands on the tech, even more so considering these humans have ill-intentions.

Rasheed had explained earlier that because humans are not space flight capable, and still waging wars on each other like primitives, if they had access to this level of tech, the consequence would be galactical.

A map lights the front screen. It shows our current location and that of the facility. We’re going fly the ship in low orbit and land at the new location as it appears.

“Our new landing site will be here. We have to wait until nightfall, so we have more cover. Our plan is to go in quietly. I’m sending in the entire team. We don’t know what we’ll face when we get there. No explosives and guns must be set to stun. Kill only if you must, however, I’d appreciate no wounds. I don’t want any trace of our existence, so cover your tracks,” Rasheed orders.

Time passes by quickly, and in the blink of an eye, we have touched down at the landing point. The painful pulse in my hearts has dimmed in their intensity. 

She’s here. I know it.

The sun is setting and darkness approaches. Rasheed, his crew and I are briefed again for our mission and we’re ready to begin. We exit the shuttle. The ship disappears into thin air behind us, like it didn’t exist at all. 

“Hold on Jane, I’m coming.”
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Chapter Nine

[image: image]


Jane

I’m back in my room, cell, or whatever they want to call it. The guard Steve was nice enough to unstrap me out of the wheelchair if I stayed obedient. Obviously, I agreed.

Exhaustion creeps up, but my room is colder than the arctic and the blanket they gave me is barely but a scrap of fabric. Abducted for aliens and these people can’t even afford a decent blanket? I can’t sleep in these conditions. 

My cell door creaks open and Steve is back. “Come with me now.” I sigh loudly. Well, so much for getting some well-deserved rest. What now? Can’t these people give me a damn break? 

It’s clearly nighttime, the sky outside my window is pitch black. Despite being drugged and knocked out God knows how many times, I’m still tired. My patience has worn thin and I’m just emotionally drained. Maybe I’ll wake up somewhere and realize this was just some horrific nightmare. 

Steve grabs an arm and yanks me towards him, but he lets go as soon as I start to follow. We walk down several long corridors until we reach an elevator and step inside after him. I look to the right and see a map. It’s huge. Eight floors with several corridors spread across each one, it’s a damn maze.

The elevator chimes and we arrive on a one of the upper levels. It’s brighter and cleaner in here. There are several staff members with guards pacing around doing their jobs as I’m being forced past them. 

Where are they taking me in such a rush? “Eyes ahead, unless you want back in the chair?” Steve orders. 

He’s giving me whiplash, one moment he's friendly, the next he's not. What’s that about? I don’t respond verbally to him, but I look forward begrudgingly. 

It appears we are here wherever here is. There’s a large, white double door with a name on it. ‘The office of Dr. Shaw’. That bastard! I grit my teeth so violently I’m certain everyone within range heard it. 

Steve pushes the door open and shoves me inside and closes it behind me. I’m in some sort of laboratory with a desk in one of corners stacked with a bunch of paperwork neatly in a pile. The word neat freak comes to mind. I’m half temped to take a peek, but I’m not sure I’ll enjoy the consequences. Instead, I just stand here like cattle waiting to be slaughtered. 

Several long minutes go by before Dr. Shaw comes through an adjacent room. “Ah, Jane, you’re here just in time,” he says to me while looking down at his clipboard.

Just in time...Really? Where else would I be? Oh, I know. At home where I was supposed to be before this guy abducts me. It’s not like I had a choice. I didn’t just exit my cell for a stroll and waltz my way down here. The nerve of this one.

I want to ask him so many questions, but I’d rather not give him the satisfaction of conversation, and I get the feeling that I’ll know the answers soon enough anyways, so I continue to stand here feeling quite rebellious of myself.

“Not in the mood to chat? No matter. Come with me, we have a lot to get done and so little time.” He beckons me to follow him through another doorway.

I follow him through into the new room, which looks like a medical examiner’s office, sort of, but in a creepy way. There’s no easy to read information wallpapers telling me to quit smoking, or the benefits of exercise. It feels cold and distant in here and my anxiety creeps up my spine when I see the bare metal examination table in the middle of the room donned with all the crazy things from a sci-fi movie like stirrups and cuffs. To the side is a movable tray with forceps, syringes, needles and surgical knives.

“No way!” I bolt out of room, through Dr. Shaw’s office and into the corridors that brought me here. I keep running as fast as I can, but eventually, I’m captured by the guards who tried to sedate me. I thrash around like a fish in a tank who refuses to be grabbed. It prevents them from injecting me again, but these men are stronger than me and I can’t break free.

“No sedation. I need her awake. Bring her back to the examination room please,” Dr. Shaw’s cold voice echoes. No longer is it warm and friendly, like when he actually cared about my well-being. What happened to the I shall do no harm?

He’s changed, or rather I’ve changed. My eyes are now open to my innocent naivety. I haven’t been here long, but I feel brutalized by my experiences and I feel like I need to be strong. I’m not a fighter, I’m just a woman, I enjoy the simple things in life. I don’t like conflict and I certainly don’t seek it out. It’s not who I’m and I feel out of depth.

I’m dragged back to the examination room. I gave them the fiercest struggle I could muster, as I wriggled my body, trying to slip from their grasp, but my lack in physical strength makes it easier for them. 

They strap me tightly to a cold metal table in the center of the room. There’s no give and it’s rather uncomfortable. I’m fully clothed, which is a small mercy, but it’s still humiliating. I feel like a damn guinea pig. 

“Now, let’s get down to business, shall we?” Dr. Shaw grabs a needle and inserts it directly into my arm and draws blood.

“I didn’t sign up for this.” I spit at him as it’s my only defense. But what I lack in action, I make up with luster. His disgruntled frown doesn’t escape my notice. Small victories.

He finishes collecting my blood samples before meticulously wiping my spit off his face and washes his hands. It’s one of the most satisfying things I’ve seen all day. 

“But you did. You just didn’t know it at the time,” he says, glaring back at me. “We created that medical study so we can test and solve any procreation issues that might arise in an alien-human mating. And you,” he jabs a finger in my direction, “signed up for it and got paid. You reap what you sow and I’m here to collect.”

I gasp. Kate was right about everything. It’s not like it would have changed anything if I did take her word for truth. I know I didn’t believe her at first, but after thinking about it, there was some merit to what she said. I just couldn’t believe that something like this was really happening to me and others. I must believe that I’m going to escape and get out of here. I need some hope, something to hold on to and keep me sane. I’m going to fight this to the end. Wherever that leads me.

He takes the blood samples and sends them through a machine, which beeps a moment later. “It’s a real damn shame your body didn’t fully take to the targeted treatments. We were able to fully heal some minor genetic defects, but unfortunately your DNA refuses alteration. Good news, you are still of use to us. We can sell you off as a slave or something...”

“The bad news is you can’t reproduce with any of our buyers and that makes you less valuable. You will need to earn and pay back the cost we put into your treatments, but that will be up to your buyer.”

No way in hell is anyone buying me. Is he serious right now? He used the medical study to try and alter my DNA so he could sell me to some aliens? I don’t even recall receiving medical treatment for reproduction. I bet it was in that damn ‘sleep’ medication they gave me.

It pisses me that these people thought it was OK to mess with my body, but I’m damn near elated that their sick little plan isn’t going the exact way they planned. Besides, what were they going to do? Sell me to an alien just to die a few weeks later? And if Dr. Shaw thinks he's getting any money from me, he is out of his damn mind.

I can’t possibly see how much worse this scenario could get. Whatever will happen to me, I won’t be around long enough to have to deal with it. The thought of this entire plan of theirs has me in a fit of rage and laughter.

“What are you laughing about? If you think this ends well for you Jane, you’re mistaken. You have no idea what a potential buyer has planned for you, but I can tell you one thing, they love to break females. With the way you’ve been behaving, you’re not going to last long,” he says, sneering at me with his disgusting face.

“You’re right!” I yell.  A self-satisfying grin slowly widens over my face. “I won’t last long. I won’t have to deal with this crazy shit much longer.” 

I can’t even believe the words that are coming out of my mouth. I’m not someone who typically swears, but I can’t help myself. 

“Fuck you, fuck your plan, the aliens and your stupid fucking experiments. I hope when I suddenly die from my illness, the aliens that buy me come back for you and cut out your stone-cold heart you greedy son of a bitch.”

My grandparents would be rolling in their graves if they heard the pure, vile hatred coming out of my mouth right now. But I’ve had my say and I’m damn proud. 

Dr. Shaw starts to laugh. “Illness? Oh Jane. You don’t get it do you. What part didn’t you understand? Do I need to spell it out in small words, or are you just that incapable?”

What an asshole. This man used to be so damn nice to me, taking his time listening to all my concerns, going over all my options when I was sick. He even came into work on a day off just so that I could be seen by him. It’s like the man I knew died and left this spawn in space. 

“Clearly, incapable,” he says with a hint of disgust.

I thought I understood completely, but clearly, he thinks otherwise. What could I possibly be misunderstanding? 

He must have realized my confusion because he crosses the floor to get closer. 

His next words are articulated with slow precision. “There. Is. No. Illness.” And for several moments he just waits for his words to sink into my head. “The symptoms you are experiencing is the rejection of our targeted DNA modification serum that we injected you with many years ago.”

“That's a load of shit. That was a sleep medication study.” 

As I try to convince myself, the reality of his harsh words is hard to deny. Was I really played like a fool for some easy money?

“And what would you know about what you were actually taking? Nothing, because you’re just a little art major who couldn’t capitalize on her degree.”

“Screw you. Don’t you think I’d have known if someone modified my body?” 

Wouldn’t I? But if what he says is true, honestly, what else could I have missed?

“The DNA modification serum wasn’t successful, so no we didn’t actually modify your body. However, if the DNA modification serum was successful, there would have been no pain or symptoms. In your case, your illness is the result of the rejection.”

He shakes his head.

“It was all too easy to convince you and the other medical staff by manipulating your samples, and everyone fell for it like fools.”

He leaves the room for a moment but returns quickly with papers in his hand. He’s reading something.

“The best part about your situation is how well it worked out in our favor. Your friends think your dying and they won’t suspect a thing when you're sold. You have no family or current job, no loose ends to tie up.”

Disgust and revulsion churn through my entire body. It’s as if everything I know about my life is a lie. If I wasn’t strapped to this damn table I probably would have collapsed against the floor.

How could Earth let this happen to their citizens? Do they even know that there is an alien abduction facility testing on humans so they can be sold off planet? This sounds like some kind of reverse Area 51 shit.

I could have had a lover, children...a family. All this time wasted because of these cruel, sick people who think it’s their right to play god with the lives of others. The reality of my situation fully hits me, but instead of retreating, I build up mental barriers. I’m not letting this bastard win an easy fight.
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Chapter Ten
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Aykeetan

We hike through the area until we finally reach the building my mate is in. Initial intel looks correct. The place seems abandoned for the most part.

I spot two guards on the north end by a gate that leads into a flat parking area. The lighting is low, but it works in our favor. It’s amusing to see how their tactics to lay low are the same ones that allow us to infiltrate them with ease.

Rasheed decides the best strategy is to use the back entrance to sneak our way in. The plan is to disarm everyone naturally. No evidence of any advanced equipment. Fine by me. As a hunter, I only use knives. It’s fair and leaves a skilled hunter with pride after a good kill. 

We climb over the fence one by one, generating little sound as possible as we deviously enter their base. If this is what humans call security, they wouldn’t last long on my home world. 

Vashawn, one of Rasheed’s technicians, goes to the door and applies a device against it. Within several minimas, the door unlocks, and we race inside with stealth. He disables the camera feeds so our presence can’t be located with ease. 

He will wait for us outside with his partner to clear any problems should they arise. It’s a smart plan. Cornered prey may be dangerous, but if we become cornered ourselves, we risk much more than our lives. 

I memorized the layout from the scans Vashawn took from earlier. Going in completely blind was not an option for me. There are several floors that we will need to clear as we don’t know which one my mate is on. I can feel that she’s closer now and the pulse in my hearts is rapid and painless.

Our plan is to start on the highest level and work our way down. I’m shocked at the level of laziness of these humans. There's not a single staircase in the entire building. Should something happen, people would become trapped on a floor with no way to safety. It’s unbelievable.

Locating their elevator takes no time at all. We break into small teams and we each take one of the upper levels. With a description of my mate and a picture taken from her home, the fifteen male rescue team knows exactly what to look for.

We haven’t run into anyone as of yet, but just as we reach the top floor, an alarm blares through their comm system.

“We need to hurry, they know something is up,” one of the males say. 

“Each group split up as you clear a floor,” Rasheed commands. “Keep your comms open and meet topside in fifteen.” 

Just as the teams are about to split up, I’ve already wandered off on my own. I'm not part of Rasheed’s crew, so as far as I’m concerned, I can do as I please. I paid him well to bring me to my mate and his help with this rescue mission is a bonus. His kind, the Vo’Sharitah, don’t take kindly to the mistreatment of women.

I rush down several corridors and clear a few rooms, noticing a lot of civilians here. What in the heck is going on? It’s taking longer than I’d like it to find my mate and it’s causing anger to brew inside me. 

Several humans in uniform, with outdated weaponry attached to their hip, swarm me from all sides. 

“You think you can take me as you are?” I taunt the six humans advancing in on me.

The one in front spits, but misses as I duck out of the way, and swing my first into his face, knocking him to the ground. Two of the human men who try to flank me quietly while I was preoccupied fail as I snatch their weapon from their hips and smash it against one guard’s stomach. The human bellows out in pain. I throw the weapon into the other’s head. 

Crack! 

The sound is sick, and blood trickles from his face, before the third one passes out. This is way too easy; these pathetic males couldn’t protect a female from an insect if they wanted to.

Something pierces my back and causes me to spin around. One of the males has his weapon raised, pointing directly at me. 

“Cease, or I’ll fire again.” The weapon makes a clicking sound. Sweat pours off his brow and down onto his face. 

He’s afraid. 

The other two humans have caught up. They too have their weapons drawn on me. I snarl as I reach for the closest two. 

Bang! Bang!

They’ve shot their weapons, but their aim is poor. I dodge the projectiles and watch them pierce the last human, killing him instantly.

I grab the last two humans with speed and knock them together repeatedly like a youngling who claps their hands in happiness. The smell of excitement fills the room as final two humans pass out. 

Five are completely incapacitated and one is dead, but I’ve followed Captain Rasheed’s orders, leaving no evidence of “aliens” behind. 

Onward I go, continuing my search. Something tangible hits my palette. I inhale the air deeply and I recognize the scent. Jane, my mate. I roar and speed towards her location.

Voices come through on the comm, requesting status and giving orders. I ignore them. My mate is close by. 

My back begins to itch from the wounds on my back. I almost stop to scratch, but I disregard the sensation. It can be dealt with later; Jane needs me more now.

A guard is stationed in front of a room, his eyes sweeping back and forth until he spots me. He raises his weapon, but before he can fire, I’ve hefted him in the air and over my back onto the floor. He passes out. 

A man comes plummeting out of a room and when he sees me, he tries to dash out of the way, but I grab him and toss him down the hallway. He was heading in the direction anyways; I just gave him a boost. I smile when I detect the metallic scent of his blood in the air. I’ll be back for him.

I burst into the lab and scent my mate. She’s in here somewhere. My eyes land on another door which leads into a smaller adjacent room. When I enter, I’m seething.

Someone has tied down my mate to an examination table. Her hands, and legs are fully strapped, allowing her no movement, and she’s barely able to move her head to see her surroundings. 

“Who would dare do this to you Jane?” I roar, but I’m given no response.

The man who ran out of the room pops into my mind. Somehow, deep down, I know it was him and my body thrums with agitation that I’ve let him slip through my grasp.

I’m conflicted. The need to end the vile human is so overpowering, but I cannot leave my mate frightened and strapped down like a rabid, lab animal. They will pay for this disgusting treatment she’s received. If I must rip them limb to limb myself, I will gladly do so.

I bolt over to her and undo all the contraptions keeping her in place. I pick her up into my arms and hold her against my chest, like when I rescued her from the wood beast. She struggles against me; I don’t think she realizes it’s me. She slaps and kicks me repeatedly, but I barely feel a thing. My hearts thunders in my chest, and I worry if she’s alright. I need her to be alright.

“Jane, my heart. I’m here and I’m never letting you go. Everything will be alright” I coo to her while thrashes and incoherent words disappear. 

“Aykeetan? Oh my god! I’d hoped you would come for me. For a while there I was so scared. They kept injecting me with stuff and my mind was jumbled. I tried to fight them, but they were too strong for me. I don’t know what I was going to do.”

“It’s ok now. I have you.” She sighs, and I can feel the physical tension leave her body as she places her arms around my neck. 

“Why did you leave me? If you didn’t leave me, I would have been safe. He abducted me and brought me here. I found out so many horrible things. The others, you need to recuse the other men and women.” Her eyes widen as she peers up at me.

My hearts ache in my chest. This female has been through so much. I need to get her out of here immediately. 

My comm unit beeps. “Aykeetan? Where the vrakk you been? We are at the meetup point. Did you find her?” 

“Yes, I’m on my way now, but she's concerned about the others.” 

“Don’t worry about that now, you need to get out of there. Now. We will deal with that soon.” 

I look down at my mate. Her hair is tickling my chin; her breath is slow and even. I think she’s fallen asleep. She must have been exhausted. 

I exit back to the main corridor.

“Vrakk,” I growl, and Jane stirs in my arms. The repulsive human that I threw down the hall is long gone, leaving behind a splotchy trail of blood. I inhale deeply, committing the pungent scent to memory.  

I force my way through the building, carving my way back to the elevator. The floor has been fully cleared and I don’t run into any trouble as I make our exit. With my mate in my arms, I eventually make it back out to the meeting point.

“Took you long enough,” Rasheed grunts. “Let’s go.”

I note I’m not the only one with a human woman in my arms. The tech, Vashawn, has one as well. He spots me glancing at him and growls back fiercely. My head nods in understanding before looking away. He is protective of her just like I am of my mate. As long as her needs are tended to, it’s none of my business.

It takes longer making it back to the ship with the two human women with us, but we manage to make it back undetected. The scent of sweaty stress no longer permeates the humid air.

Carrying my mate onto the ship, I head towards the cabin and place her on the bed so she can sleep. 

“I promise I won’t let anything ever happen to you again. You have my word, from this moment now, I’ll protect you and take care for you. I’ll make this right, I swear.” I lean in and kiss her on her forehead. I’ve seen my sire doing that to my mother and it always makes her smile. I want this female who’s meant to be mine, to smile as well.

The bridge is my next stop. Rasheed wants to debrief his men. When I reach my destination, his entire crew is there, and they are frowning in disgust. I have a strong feeling that something is serious is going on here and we need to discuss it.

“Aykeetan. I hope your mate is well. What happened down there? You didn’t respond to our comms,” Rasheed gives me a hard look.

“Well, I disarmed a lot of humans. There was one that I think may have been responsible for abducting my mate,” I growl. “But I didn’t have a chance to take him out. By the time I took care of my mate he got away.”

I pause for a moment, looking at each of the males. The contempt manifesting in their eyes could murder.

“I found my mate strapped down to an examination table. She was clothed, but it appeared they were testing her for something. Several blood vials and test tubes lying about. She was screaming and almost inconsolable, but I managed to break through to her. After freeing her, I carried her all the way back without any issues.”

It doesn’t take long for room to become tense again, realization dawning of the faces of the Vo’Sharitah. The occasional growl escaping their mouths as they digest the displeasure of the news.

“Some of my men reported similar instances happening to other men and women. Something is going on here. We’ve left a non-traceable tip with local authorities, they’re on their way, and they will have to sort this out themselves, we can’t be involved. Until they clear out, we need to lay low.”

Captain Rasheed gives his men a hard look, and their aggression simmers.

He looks back at me. “Go take care of your mate. My crew and I will take care of the rest. If someone is going on, we’re going to find out what, and make whoever is responsible pay.”

As I turn around and head back to my cabin, Rasheed speaks up again. “Oh, and one final thing please. Get your ass down to medical and have that taken care of.”

I grunt in acknowledgment. As much as I want to help those people, I need to focus on my mate. She needs me now more than ever and she deserves my full attention. I know Rasheed and his men can handle the situation better than I with their specialized tech. I’m a hunter, not military personnel.

They don’t really need me, but I turn my head to give a knowing look to Rasheed. He nods. He understands that I’ll be here in a minima’s heartbeats if they require assistance.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter Eleven
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Jane

I wake up on a soft bed, cocooned in lush blankets and silky soft sheets. I’m so comfortable I don’t want to move. I could stay in my little piece of heaven for just a while longer.

My nose perks up in curiosity. Something smells wonderful in here, reminding me of Aykeetan. The scent surrounds me. Is this his bed? 

I peek under the sheets with haste and I’m immediately relieved my clothes haven’t been removed. It’s reassuring that the male who claims to be my mate is also decent, not trying to get into my pants for a quick lay. My respect for him increases.

I peer around my surroundings. The room is dim, but there’s enough light to know that I wasn’t thrown into another shitty cell to do someone else’s bidding. I’m so damn grateful that Aykeetan recused me.

I vaguely remember passing out in Aykeetan's arms after Dr. Shaw revealed his true nature to me.

This is the second time he’s rescued and taken care of me while I was unconscious. He’s never tried to take advantage of me, and I appreciate his integrity.

I don’t know what I would have done had he not come back to rescue me. I think I was only there for maybe a day at most, but when I think of all the other people that were abducted, my body cringes. How some of them, like Kate, survive in such a place, is beyond me.

Leaving the lush warmth of the bed, I’m searching for a light switch. It’s a little too dim in here for my preference. Unfortunately, I have no luck, so instead, I search for a door. 

Everything in here is so sleek, metallic and futuristic. Am I on a spaceship? It certainly looks like it could be one, but the design is much different to that of a bedroom or hotel room on Earth. The walls are smooth, not a seam in sight. The flooring is room-temp, but it’s a fabric that I fail to recognize. I lean down to touch it with my fingers. 

Holy shit! Is the bed floating?

Yup, it’s definitely a spaceship.

With nothing else to do, I climb back into bed. My body tosses and turns, but I’m just not tired and I can’t fall back asleep. It doesn’t help Aykeetan’s scent keeps filling my nose and it doesn’t escape my notice how much I've become attuned to it. Like this scent was made for me. 

Grasping a handful of the sheets, I bring them to my nose and inhale deeply, practically moaning out in pleasure. Why does this smell so damn good?

“Now just what the hell do you think you’re doing?” Aykeetan's voice carries across the room. 

Oh. My. God. I’m completely mortified. I can’t even formulate a response. Somehow, he managed to sneak in here, escaping my notice when I couldn’t even manage to find the door. And then he caught me sniffing his bed sheets. I can feel my cheeks burn a deep red from my embarrassment.

Our eyes meet, and he looks taller than I remember, as if he’s standing taller with his chest puffed up. He’s relishing the moment. This is when recognize I still haven’t responded to him and that I’m just sitting here with his sheets in my hands rubbing against my face. 

“I...uh, am doing nothing,” I say, ignoring my guilt and shame.

“Females, you’re all the same. Trying to steal the scent out of a male’s bed sheets and lying about it.” He turns towards a fan that’s lying on his desk and turns it on. He then adjusts it so it blows only in my direction, and then stands in front of it, so more of his musk hits me.

I’m practically salivating, the liquid pooling in my mouth as if I'm ready to eat a delicious meal. My mouth is gaping wide open and I'm unable to tear my eyes off him. My heart is hammering in my chest. He must know how turned on I’m becoming. Between his musky lemongrass aroma, his hard rock abdominals sculpted to perfection, and the way he swoops in for my rescue, I can’t help but see him in a new light. 

I’m starving and it’s not for food. How is it possible to be this damn sexy? He takes one of his fingers and slides it, into the side of his...loincloth? At least he's clothed now, for a while there I was concerned that his people didn't wear clothes. I giggle and continue to watch the show.

He loops a finger secure on the side of his loincloth. I think he’s about to lower it slowly over his incredible hips. Like a stripper, not that I’ve ever seen one in person, but I decide this is much better anyways. My body is burning up and a tingling sensation pulses through my core. I squeeze my legs together for relief, but it causes the tingling to turn into a burning ache. 

He’s grinning. “Now you should see the look on your face. A female in need of her mate, who can’t help but tease her like she teased him earlier.”

I'm unable to recall what he’s talking about, but I decide that if I ever want something out of this, I’m not going to tease him. This is torturous. He’s lit a fire inside my body and then turned off the heat source, leaving me to burn alone.

He turns the fan off and plops down next to me. I can tell the mood is over, it’s time to be serious right now. There’s a lot to discuss. Better now than later.

“There’s some things I need to get off my chest, then I would very much like to use the bathroom and take a shower, which by the way, you will need to show me how you snuck in here. I couldn’t find the damn door.”

“Of course, I’m always here to listen and provide what you need,” he says as he straightens himself and looks at me with an intensity I’ve never known before. Like I’m the most important person in the world to him, and he’d do anything for me. It’s sweet and endearing.

“First of all, I’m upset. Had you not come crashing into my life, I would have been down on the beach enjoying myself. No bear, no anxiety attacks, no crazy thoughts, and no abductions.”

“Jane,” he says, interrupting me. “I’m so sorry. You’re right. This is all my fault. I should have been a better...”

“Stop,” I say. The look he gives me just breaks my heart. I can tell he feels responsible for everything that has happened, but in truth he's not. “I’m mad that you came crashing into my life calling me your mate, and as soon as I tell you that I’m sick, you walk out like I wasn’t worth anything to you. And I know I was the one that sent you away, so I can’t really blame you for leaving. But it still hurt, because for a moment, I thought maybe, just maybe, life was giving me the one last thing to cherish before I die.”

“Die? I know the wood beast was my fault and I shouldn’t have scared you...I’m not worthy of you.” His face becomes somber and he looks away, before standing up and heading for the door.

“Wait! I’m not finished. I need you to hear me out.” I plead him with my eyes, and he retraces his steps. “Wood beast? If you are talking about the incident in the forest that really isn’t what I want to discuss right now. 

“Anyways. Telling you to leave was a mistake. I honestly thought I was dying, and after losing my family, I didn’t think it was fair to be in a relationship with someone, just so they could watch me leave them.” 

I sigh. Sometimes I find it hard to discuss my feelings, especially with newer people, but I feel like I owe him.

“I’m mad because you implied, I was your soul mate several times, and then you left after I told you I was sick. Which again, I have conflicting feelings about because essentially, I’m the one to blame for you leaving. This is just such a complicated mess and I wish we could just start over.” 

I can see understanding dawn on his face. His eyes soften, and his body relaxes some, no longer coiled tight. He takes a seat beside me so we’re facing each other. I should just tell him everything. Lay it all bare, if he doesn’t like what I have to say, too bad, but at least I’ll know for sure what he thinks.

“Many months ago, I started having really bad symptoms, deep aching in my body, headaches, stomach pain, etc. No one could tell me what was wrong, other than I was dying and didn’t have long to live. After being cooped up in the hospital trying to get through that ordeal, I decided it was better to live the rest of my days at home, but then you popped out of nowhere.”

The more I tell him, the better I feel. It’s like peeling a band-aid off a healing wound. You’re unsure if you should keep it on for just a little bit longer, but the fresh air feelings great, so you rip it off anyways.

“I know you think you are responsible for everything, but you’re not. I freaked out when I first saw you because I thought I was hallucinating, so I ran away from you. It's not your fault and neither is the incident with the bear. You aren’t responsible for my actions. 

“Thank you for rescuing me by the way. If you hadn’t come after me, I would have been in real danger.” I squeeze his arm. “After you sent me away, Dr. Shaw came and abducted me. He could have done so at any time and nothing would have stopped him. I called him mid freak out, and because I was so hysterical, he came to collect me.”

I still for a moment, shuddering as I recall the fear that coiled through my body as my life spiraled out of control.

“Anyways, it didn’t matter that you left me. He was going to abduct me sooner or later and you being here wouldn’t have changed that. So please don’t blame yourself. I’m upset that you left me, but I’m incredibly grateful that you came back. I can never make that up to you.

“There was a medical study a long time ago that I was a part of. They were using the study as a means to do DNA alterations on humans for alien breeding purposes. It’s messed up.” 

His face turns to disgust, clearly unhappy about the mistreatment and abuse. It’s probably the same face I had when I too became aware of what was really happening to my life, and those other people. 

It’s freeing to have the air cleared between us and I’m relieved that someone else knows about what happened. He listened to every word I had to say, and he didn’t interrupt me or try to make my feelings insignificant. It feels good to have someone to listen, it helps to lessen the trauma.

We're still sitting here, and he hasn’t responded to what I’ve told him. I’m assuming he’s not sure what to say at this point. “So, how about that bathroom?”

Standing up, he walks over to one of the walls and places his hand on it. A door opens. 

What just happened? I still don’t quite see where I’m supposed to place my hands, but the need to use the bathroom is so great I forget about it. I guess I should have gone before our chat, but I felt it was more important at the time to wait. 

“Thanks,” is all I say as I rush past him to the toilet. I’m about to shimmy out of my pajamas, but he’s still standing at the door. “A little privacy please.”

“Of course, sorry.” The door closes behind him.

“Wait,” I yell at the wall, not knowing how well sound carries. “Do you have any spare clothing I can wear? I’d like to put something clean on please.”

His grunt echoes through the wall. Guess that’s a yes to spare clothes. I do my business and wash my hands before figuring out how to start the shower. It takes me a moment, but I finally manage to get it working. 

Undressing first, I step into the shower. I take a moment to really let everything sink in. What do I do with my life now? I’ve been given a new lease on life just when I thought it was nearing the end. It’s such a strange feeling.

I borrow Aykeetan’s cleansing products. I’m sure he won’t mind. 

The door creaks as it’s opened and closed rapidly. Peeking out of the shower, I see some towels and clothing for me. 

“Thank you,” I yell out, hoping he heard me.

I didn’t even think to ask for a towel and he brought some to me anyways. Smiling, I think of how thoughtful he is, never asking for anything in return.

Maybe later we can enjoy something to eat together and talk about this mating business. I’m not opposed to it, and he certainly seems like husband material, not that I’m ready to get married or anything at this current moment. I need some time to figure things out, but I’d like to know what my options are.
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Chapter Twelve
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Aykeetan

I grab the spare clothing she requested and quickly slip into the cleansing unit and place it on the counter along with some towels. I struggle not to peek at her delicate, wet body as she’s cleaning, but I need her to know that I respect her. I’m an honorable male. I’d never take something she didn’t willingly give me, so I leave immediately.

My mind is clustered, swirling with conflicting thoughts. I feel responsible for what has happened, and while she claims it’s not my fault, I can’t help the direction my emotions run towards.

She thinks I abandoned her that night. 

Vrakk. 

Her words ring in my head as I replay them over in my head. My gut is twisting against an invisible knife that’s thrust deep inside me. I didn’t leave her; I would never do such a thing. Now it’s something else I must prove to her. I don’t mind earning my mate’s trust and proving how worthy I can be, but I wish they were under different circumstances. It’s unacceptable the level of danger she has been put through.

When she said that she was sick, I had no idea she meant death. Had I understood what she meant I would have comm’d Rasheed immediately and demanded medical attention for her. She’s going to medical after her shower and she has a hot meal. There’s no choice in the matter. I need to be absolutely sure of her health now. Dr. Dushaad can confirm that nothing else was done during her captivity.

When she told me about the medical testing, the DNA altering, and the abduction plot, I was furious. It was challenging to keep calm and not lash out like I did to her home, but she needed to speak her mind in a safe environment. Had the tiny hold on my emotions let loose I may have broken the trust I’ve already gained from her. I refuse to allow that to happen.

I’m going to go to talk to Rasheed. They need to know what happened to my mate and what’s going on with the others. I’m not sure if they managed to hack their systems fully yet, but this is one small piece of the puzzle I can deliver to them personally. It makes me feel useful. The thought of others going through what my mate when through is unacceptable. These people need to be stopped.

As soon as I enter the bridge, Rasheed spots me immediately. I can tell by the look on his face that he knows something is up and I want to talk. We haven’t known each other for very long, being that we met for the first time a few weeks ago when I paid him for his services. However, living close quarters with others, you tend to figure them out quickly.

“I have a feeling I’m not going to like what you have to tell me,” he grunts. “Please, have a seat.” He motions to one of the few remaining chairs.

I squat down in the chair next to him. “You’re right. You’re not going to like this. My mate just woke up not long ago, and we had a small conversation about what went on during her abduction.” 

His grunt, erect posture, and eyes are focused completely on me, indicating that I have one hundred percent of his attention right now.

“The humans got their hands in some serious vrakk’n shit. Reproductive modifications. Sounds like some sort of illegal breeding program the way my mate describes it. They did something to her body many Earth years ago, and it’s affecting her now. The worst part, is that they are definitely involved with other species, non-humans, but she doesn’t know the specifics.”

She is strong, a survivor and I’m proud she didn’t give up despite the terrors she faced. She deserves so much better than that this vrakk’n shit.

“This information changes everything. If the humans have some sort of deal going on here, we need to figure out who they are and stop this nonsense once and for all. I’ll have my men check it out. As I said earlier, don’t let this concern you. Tell your mate we appreciate the intel and that we’ll deal with this. We’ve been monitoring the situation here and it appears the local authorities are still working on securing the humans. It seems it’s going to take a while for everything to get sorted out, so unfortunately everyone has to hang tight until the area is cleared. We can’t take any unnecessary risks.”

“Understood. My mate also needs to be checked out in the Medical. I need to be sure she is OK health wise and I think it might put her at ease.”

He waves his hand at me as I leave.

Heading back to the cabin, I make it just in time for my mate to walk out of the cleansing unit. She has a towel covering her body, her hair is soaking wet and I think she is yelling at me. I can’t help but ignore her for just a minima. 

I’m mesmerized by the sight of her. The towel she holds against her body doesn’t really hide her feminine shape and I know that she is completely nude. A water droplet falls from her hair line down to her breast where it curves inwards and falls out of sight. I imagine where it goes. Down to her lovely slit, where many droplets are gathering and make her wet. If only she was wet for me and not the shower she just took. I shake my head a fraction.

“Hello? Earth to Aykeetan. Are you OK? Are you even listening to me?” She laughs.

“No, I mean yes,” I sigh. “I’m sorry, I tried to, but I was too distracted by how stunning you look in that towel. Forgive me, I’m listening now. What to do wish to tell me?”

She holds up the long, unwrapped vratike in one of her hands, while her other is used to keep her towel in place. 

“What the heck is this supposed to be? I tried several different times to put this on, but it doesn’t make sense and I can’t get it to cover my body. I can’t wear it. I need something else. Please,” she says, her eyes silently beg me.

The gods are clearly laughing at me right now in my moment of idiocy. She asked me for clothing to wear and I gave her one of my vratike wrappings. They are for males and only cover our cocks. I slap the palm of my hand against forehead. She must think I’m completely useless. 

“Forgive me, please, again. I’ve never had a mate before. I never had to care for someone else and I’m bound to make mistakes. Some big and some small, but it’s bound to happen. I’m new to this. I admit, when you asked me for something to wear, I didn’t even think about the fact I had given you my vratike. It’s a more modest version of a loincloth, like the one I’m wearing right now.” I point to my lower half. “It is not meant for females to wear. I’ll be right back with something more fitting.”

“I can see it’s an honest mistake. And there’s no reason to apologize, it was simply a mistake. I appreciate that you tried, honestly. Please hurry back with some clothes soon. I don’t want to wear a towel all day,” she says, followed by a light chuckle.

I leave in search of someone who can help me find clothes for her to wear. 

I was honest when I told her I had never been with anyone before her and that this is new to me. I’m completely out of my element. My species rarely mates with our own kind, because when we go through the kavesta, our mates are determined for us. We go to the mating council and they help us figure out where our mates are from based on the new changes in our bodies. Almost ninety-five percent of the time, our mates are from another world, or so the mating council tells us. Because of this, my species rarely forms attachments with each other. Before the kavesta, we are too young to mate, and after, our souls call us to find our mate. It can’t be helped.

“Tushuuk. I need your assistance.”

The male whips around, curiosity on his face.

After the Vo’Sharitah hears what my mate went through, he’s more than happy to help me. I kindly explain why my mate needs clothes and how I attempted to solve the problem by giving her a vratike.

“Well at least your vratike is better than a loincloth. Loincloths have even less fabric. I can’t guarantee this will fit, but it’s better than nothing. Should she have any issues, both of you can come find me and together we can make something else,” Tushuuk says after handing me the clothing.

“I’m sure this will work just fine. Thanks, I appreciate your help.”

With my hands, I head back to our cabin. My mate should be happy with these garments. They should wrap around her delicate, female form, shrouding the delicious curves that she tries to hide. 

I bump into Dr. Dushaad.

“Do you have time later to do a medical exam of my mate? I’m sure you know what’s happened by now. I need to know she will be ok from ordeal and the modifications.”

“Modifications? Yes, of course, my medical bay is always open for those in need. Have her come see me as soon as possible. Any issues since your last visit?” He seems to be in a hurry to get somewhere, so I shake my head not wanting to bother him further with the itching pain in my back.

My mate is waiting patiently by the time I get back. I hand her the clothes before she heads into the cleansing unit to get dressed. She is shy and does not wish for me to see her nude. My people are not shy about nudity like my mate is. No matter though, she is worth the wait.

She exits the cleansing unit with a bright smile. “These are perfect, thank you.” She continues to adjust the tight-fitting leather pants and a leather top that laces up in the front.

She looks sexy as hell, but I think she always looks great. “Of course, let’s go get some food before going down to the medical bay. I promise nothing bad will happen, and I’ll be there the entire time if you need. But I must know you are OK. Please,” I plead to her, hoping she will agree.

“Food sounds great right now. And I would like to get seen too. I’d appreciate it if you stay. I don’t know anyone else here. You’re the only person I can trust with my safety. It must be this whole mate business. I'd like to understand more. Maybe we can discuss it over food?”

“Certainly. Come with me.” 

––––––––
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WHEN WE ARRIVE IN THE mess hall, I’m relieved to see the room is empty. There's plenty of seats to choose from and privacy to talk. I use the replicator to make us a hot Earth meal. Thank goodness I had the foresight to have these programed before arriving to Earth, because I’m not sure if she would like anything else that’s offered.

“Mm. Chicken and rice, this smells fantastic. How did you make it so quick?”

“I used the replicator, like I did with your clothes.”

“Oh! So very science-fiction like. That’s super cool. We don’t have those on Earth, but I bet there must be someone working on it. They have them in futuristic movies and such,” she says between spoonfuls of food.

Watching her eat fascinates me. She’s so meticulous the way she cuts her food into tiny bites before chewing and swallowing. I find her mouth fascinating. She has no fangs and her teeth are blunt. I could watch her eat food all day.

“You wanted to know more about mates, but I want to tell you how I feel first. I know you think I left you, but I didn’t. I went hunting in the woods so you could make more of that stew, it was delicious. But it was to also prove that I can provide for you and be a good mate.”

I quickly get up and grab a refill for her drink, I want her to take it easy until she recuperates. I sit back down across from her. 

“I did come here for you. I started the Kea’Vah bonding ceremony back on my home planet. It begins with the gift, that I give to you. The kavesta, which is the flower you found in the fields. It’s a part of me from the sacrifice I made to it. On our world we go through a change that makes us take on the form of our mates. I look more like you now than I did before the change. When I completed the change, I offered my kavesta, my blood, every day, until one day I knew it was complete. Like myself, the plant changes too to reflect our mates.”

She seems to be taking the information well, I think. I’ve heard my mother explaining sugary treats are mandatory for human health, so I head back over to the replicator to get my mate chocolate.

“Chocolate!” Is all she says before she shoves the small brown square into her mouth.

“We are meant to be Jane. This is the truth. The gods know the truth. I know this is strange to you. My mother was human, and she explained how different our worlds are.”

My mate finishes eating her treat and leans in closer to listen, so I continue. 

“When it was time, I contacted the Vo’Sharitah. They are a friendly alien species that often trade with my world. I traded them my goods for their services, which brought me here. They also helped me rescue you from your captors. You found my gift by your home where I knew you would be. I could feel you in my heart, in my soul. I can’t explain how exactly it works, but it just does. You found my gift because it called to you. You are attracted to it as I’m attracted to you. We are soul mates. Nothing can or will ever change that.”

I grab one of her hands and bring it to my lips to kiss her. “I never meant to scare you. I never intend on making you feel abandoned. I don’t want to hurt you and I’ll never leave you. I’ve never been with anyone else. I don’t want anyone else. My whole body, my heart, my soul, all desire you. You are meant for me. I came here, from across the galaxy, just for you. 

“I’m upset with myself because you got hurt by the wood beast. I’m upset I wasn’t there when you got kidnapped. But I’m a good male and I can be a worthy mate for you. I’ll never stop proving this to you. You are all that captivates my heart.”
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Chapter Thirteen
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Jane

I feel absolutely horrible after Aykeetan took care of me and then poured his heart out to me.

This entire time I thought Aykeetan left me because I was sick, but I was horribly mistaken. What’s worse is I verbally accused him of such, and when he confessed his feelings to me, he sounded so beat, like he actually blames himself for everything. I can’t help that my heart aches for him.

While no one has ever truly abandoned me in my life, I still lost both my parents and grandparents. Maybe I have trust issues? It’s quite clear that I jumped to conclusions, and I’m the one who owes an him an apology.

I’ve only known Aykeetan for a few days now, but I’m starting to feel a connection with him. While I’m not ready to jump into a permanent life-long relationship with anyone, I’m not tossing the idea out the window either.

Before I do anything, I really need to get a second opinion and make sure that Dr. Shaw really wasn’t messing with me. For all I know, he could have lied just to make the final blow all that worse by giving me something and taking it away, and I’d be the one stupid enough to have believed him. For now, I’ll hold on to a sliver of hope.

Standing up, I cross the distance between us and pull him in for a hug. 

I can hear him gasp in surprise as I touch him. His skin is soft and velvety. His thick arms wrap around me and squeezes me gently. He looks down at me. Our eyes meet and I can feel my cheeks blush in embarrassment. I’ve never sought the comfort of a male before other than my own family, but this incredible male has all my attention and he deserves it.

“I’m really glad that you shared that with me. I’m so sorry for assuming you just left me. It was wrong, and you deserved the benefit of the doubt.” I pause for several moments before continuing “Aykeetan, I’ve been through a lot, and while I’m not against being in a relationship with you, I need some time first. Can we just take things slow? Start with being friends first?”

His voice chokes out possibly because I’m still hugging him. “I understand. I don’t want to rush you into something you’re not ready for. Friends it is, but I don’t think I can help myself when it comes to your care. I’m taking you to the medical bay not that you’re finished eating. I want you to get checked out.”

“Alrighty, let's go big guy.”

I feel like we can have a fresh start now that everything is out in the open. I’m relieved. I know where we stand, and I don’t have to rush. If we get there, we get there. If we don’t, hopefully he’ll understand. I’m just going to take things day by day and find out who I am and who I want to be. That seems like the right thing to do. It would be silly to rush into the first relationship that jumps my way, despite the temptation. 

We head out of the mess hall, and I’m now able to see the impossibly thin lines that serve as door seams. It’s mind boggling. If I manage to get lost, I may stand a chance at finding my way back. I laugh and Aykeetan gazes at me as if I’ve lost my mind, which makes me laugh even harder. 

Oh well. So I continue to laugh my happy bottom all the way down to the medical bay because he wants me to get myself checked out.

When we enter medical bay, there’s a completely different alien staring back at me. “Welcome Jane, this is my medical bay and I’m Dr. Dushaad. I’ve been made aware of the recent events and I’m glad you decided to come down here to get checked out. Let’s take some tests and see what we find, yes?”

I trust Aykeetan, so I’m extending this trust to this Dr. Dushaad. He is a little frightening to look at. He’s humanoid but looks completely different. For starters, his entire body is covered in a short fur, exactly like a horses’ coat. He looks like he has a slightly protruded snout, it's hard to miss if you weren’t looking, with large oval nostrils and dark eyes with vertical slits. His ears stand erect on the top of his head, and appears to move on their own, like a cat. And strangely enough, a long hair tail. He looks like a horse. An alien, human horse. OK. Not going to judge. He probably thinks I’m strange too, and he is offering me help.

“I realize I must look very strange to you. I’m a Vo-Sharita, and yes, we look vaguely familiar to your horses, but I can say with one hundred percent certainty we are not the same. It’s offensive, so please don’t say this out loud. Imagine being compared to an animal on my planet. You understand, yes?”

Oh damn. I’ve been incredibly rude. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to stare, honestly. It was only the other day that I found out aliens exist and Aykeetan looks very similar to a human, minus his skin color. You're the second alien I’ve met. I hope the word alien isn't offense. Oh my god, I’m rambling.” 

“It’s OK, Jane. We are here to get you checked out. I’m sure Dr. Dushaad understands. Right Dr. Dushaad?” Aykeetan glares at the doctor while placing his hand on my shoulder and gives me a light squeeze.

I appreciate that Aykeetan is trying to comfort me while respecting the boundaries that I set. “No, no, please, it’s my mistake. I need to get used to the fact that humans are not the only species in the universe.” I look between Aykeetan and Dr. Dushaad, who are both continuing to stare at each other.

I don’t even think they heard me. Ugh... males.

Dr. Dushaad motions me to sit down in a chair before he takes some blood samples. “Of course. Yes. If I’m the second alien you have seen, of course it would take you a moment to come to terms.” He takes some electronic device that looks similar to a tablet and holds it in front of me. 

A bright light flashes. 

“Ah, the scan is complete, and everything looks perfectly normal given the circumstances.” He reviews the results from the blood work. “Blood work too.”

Well, that was quick. I was expecting to be in here for quite some time. I guess alien medical technology is much more advanced than ours. Probably should have expected this considering I’m in a damn spaceship, but I can’t complain. If it only takes a few minutes to get a complete work up, then I’m as happy as a horse. 

Whoops. Glad I didn’t say that out loud. I really need to watch what I say, I don’t want to offend anyone. I really need to get used to the physical appearance of others. I’ll ask Aykeetan if he can teach me about space and other species later. If I get a head start maybe I won’t be so darn surprised and act so rude. It’s hard not to stare when you see something new, but these are people, and there’s a difference between staring at something and staring at someone.

“What about the medication they made her take all those years ago? She has been having symptoms as of late. Can anything be done?” 

“Our technician was able to hack their systems and I went through the medical files. Turns out the medication they gave her was to alter her DNA. It failed and the symptoms are a result. According to the files, the symptoms would continue to get worse, but are not fatal by any means. I’ve been working hard the past several hours working on a solution.” he says, responding to Aykeetan’s query.

He turns to me and injects a serum into my arm. “This will reverse the damage caused by the imbeciles that tried to modify your body. It will take some time to work against the negative symptoms that have been causing you pain. I’m going to give you a nerve-block while the serum works itself into your system.”

He heads back over to a cabinet, pulls out a tablet, and hands to me. I plop it into my mouth, and it dissolves before I had a chance to even swallow it. 

We could use more medications like this on Earth.

“I’m highly confident this will do the trick. Their work was shoddy at best, and it appears, our tech is much more advance than theirs. Everything else looks good, you’re going to live a long health life. And if you’re worried about conception, because of Aykeetan’s kavesta, you're both compatible, but I’m sure you already knew that.”

Well no, I wasn’t really sure about that. Aykeetan did tell me his body changed so he could be with me, but I wasn’t thinking about having babies with him at the time. It’s good to know that if our relationship does develop down that path, a family is an option for both of us. 

“Alrighty, thank you for everything,” I say, before Aykeetan and I turn to leave.

“Hold up,” Dr. Dushaad requests.

I turn around to face him. “I thought you were done with me?”

“I am finished with you Jane, but I’m not done with him.” He motions towards Aykeetan. 

“Looks like you have been walking around with bullets in your back. Why haven’t you come in sooner to have those removed? If they are not taken care of immediately, they can burrow deeper in the body and get infected.”

What the heck is he on about. I peer around to Aykeetan’s back and see the wounds. Oh my god! He’s been walking around like this all day. Why hasn’t he come in sooner to have these checked out? They could get infected, and with them being in his chest the results could be disastrous. 

I’m suddenly nauseous.

I grab his arm. “You need to have this taken care of. You know how much I lost and yet here you are neglecting to take care of yourself. What would have happened if I lost you too?” My mind filters back to my grandfather, who chose not to seek medical attention. I can’t bear to receive another letter like that. 

“Jane, please... I”

Maybe it’s childish of me, but I zip out of the room before he could finish speaking. I’m frustrated and annoyed and need some space to clear my head. Thinking about Aykeetan, our budding relationship and his lack of self-preservation is giving me a headache. 

I’m wandering around and bump into someone.

“Greetings, Jane.” I recognize his species, the Vo’Sharitah.

“Uh, hi. How do you know my name?” I ask nervously, my fingers fidget the side of my shit. If Dr. Dushaad is friendly, maybe he is too.

“My apologize, I’m Tushuuk,” he says, bowing his head slightly. “I helped your mate replicate clothing for you, and everyone on board knows your name. We all worked together in your rescue.”

I ignore the mate comment. I haven’t agreed to being Aykeetan’s mate. Is he telling everyone that? Ugh. Just another thing that just pisses me off right now.

“I’m not his mate...yet. Listen, I’d rather talk about something else. Anything else.”

He follows me as my steps take me away down another long corridor.

“Did you know this is just a small ship that is retrofitted to attach to the side of the mother ship? The details are quite easy to understand if you’re familiar with advance technological mechanics...perhaps I could show you some the schematics.”

Wait what? This ship is just a miniature that. My mind is blown, and I forget about the irritating male I left in the medical bay. 

“I’m not really a technology person, I’m more arts and crafts, but the offer is appreciated.”

He seems to ponder this for a moment, it’s hard to tell. The facial features of his kind are new to me. “Well, let me know if you change your mind, is there anything else I can do for you? Do you require more clothes?”

“Ah, no, but thanks so much for these. I’m just going to wander around some more.”

He nods and wanders away. 

A mothership. That is kind of interesting. How many people can say they’ve been on a spaceship? Oh yeah, a whole bunch, because that damn Dr. Shaw and his damn even plan to sell abducted humans to aliens.

And just like that, my mood came back, but with a vengeance. Aykeetan should know better to not let wounds fester like that. Right? I worry he’s going to get wounded and then get sick because he didn’t seek medical treatment. What is with men that do this? Even here on Earth, I’ve read that men are less likely to go to the doctor even if they are in bad shape.

When he’s done in the medical bay, I’m going to ask him to take me back to my cottage. I can’t find it and I don’t want to bother anyone else. I need to relax. Maybe paint or draw something. I don’t know. A walk down to the beach would be nice. I still haven’t gotten around to that yet and I’m looking forward to it.
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Chapter Fourteen
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Aykeetan

My mate ran off shortly after her examination with Dr. Dushaad was finished. She seemed pleased with the results but was immediately frustrated that I disregarded medical care for myself. I saw no reason to seek the assistance of the doctor when I simply needed to take care of her first.

I can’t help but feel pride. She cares enough about me to storm off as a form of defiance, if she didn’t care about me, she wouldn't have been bothered. It just proves that she feels for me as I do for her, even if she’s not ready to admit anything yet. I like a challenge, and while I didn’t start off on the right foot, I feel like I’m heading in the right direction.

Dr. Dushaad is also angry with me. I concealed my injuries from him earlier when he was busy, but I don’t bother mentioning that to him. I hope he doesn’t think I dislike the medical care he provides. He did a fine job with me before and he did great with my mate. I trust him.

If I didn’t value his medical expertise, I wouldn’t have allowed him to take care of my mate, or be near her for that matter, but I have learned that everyone on this ship is honorable and trustworthy. I have no issues.

Getting to work on my back, he gives me a full breakdown of my injuries. 

“Several human weapon projectile wounds, dead tissue and swelling.” 

He applies antiseptic to clean my wounds and the forceps to remove the debris and projectiles. 

“Vrak!” The scalpel to remove the tissue that started to decay hurt like a shakset’s claw. The anti-inflammatory gauze he applies for the swelling helps to ease the pain. 

I’m ignoring the sensations as he goes through the motions, my mind is on my mate. The pulse in my hearts tell me she’s still close by. 

“Alright, you’re all patched up,” he says, jabbing a needle into my arm to pump me full of medication. “That’s the preliminary round of antibiotics, so you don’t need a second dose unless you feel symptoms of infection. Next time come see me sooner. I don’t know what it is about warriors slacking off on their medical treatment, then showing up in my medical bay badly wounded on the verge of near death. It irks me.”

“That didn’t feel like near death to me,” I grunt.

“You get my meaning. I’m considering refusing treatment to anyone who waits to come see me, however, I’m not the captain and Rasheed would not be pleased.” 

I have a feeling something else is going on with Dr. Dushaad. Something appears to be on his mind, and I feel bad for wasting his time. If I did come earlier, I wouldn’t have been there for my mate when she woke up, but Dr. Dushaad wouldn’t have had to spend so much time treating me. The fact remains, I wouldn’t have done it any other way. My mate comes first.

“Thanks for patching me up, again. I’ll try to come sooner next time should I need your assistance.”

“Appreciated.”

I slide off the medical table and head over to the mirror the doctor has hung on the wall. Checking the damage, I’m disappointed. There doesn’t appear there will be much scaring. 

Vrakk. 

Wounds received while caring for mates are highly sought after and are displayed with pride. I have heard of many males who go out of their way during battle to earn themselves extra wounds for this very reason. I debate slipping the projectiles back in their place. I don’t think my mate or Dr. Dushaad would be pleased. I can’t help but grin at the thought.

Now that I’m all patched up, I exit the medical bay in search of my mate. I end up finding her in the last place I look, our cabin. Our cabin... I enjoy the sound of that. I wonder if that’s how she views it this way as well.

When I enter our cabin, my mate is fiddling with her hair in the cleansing unit. She doesn’t notice me at first and I take the time to watch her. The lovely red curls seem to have a mind of their own as they frame her pretty face, while the other curls cascade partially down her back.

“Hey your back! Look, I’m sorry I ran off. That was childish of me. I shouldn’t have been so upset,” she says, crossing the distance between us. “You are your own person and can make your own choices, but that doesn’t mean you shouldn’t take care of yourself. 

She takes a seat on the bed. 

“I thought about it, and I guess you probably didn’t have much time to do anything given you were helping me, so it wasn’t fair that I got all pissy. But for future reference, I’d appreciate it if you could communicate with me. If you're hurt, let's make the time to get that taken care of, OK big guy? I enjoy having you around, you make me feel safe. So please, don’t be reckless anymore, I’d rather not lose you too.” Her smile is sweet and it’s breathtaking.

My head nods. She did tell me about losing her family. Have I been insensitive to her needs?

I join her on the bed and sit next to her, leaving the smallest amount of space between us. She may need time and space. I can wait, but the desire to be close to her will always surface. 

“You were my priority, Jane, because you’re everything to me. It goes against my instincts to put myself first. I can’t promise I’ll always make the right choices in your eyes, but I will try. Leaving you is not an option for me. And I know you need time; I’ll be here when you are ready. Always.” I caress her cheek and she lean into my touch. 

My back straightens as I puff my chest out. 

Soon, I shall have her.

“It’s getting late, and I’m very tired. I haven’t had much sleep these past few days. I’ll take the couch.” 

I’ve slept of worse surfaces before. My sire enjoys the hunt so much he sometimes spends several nights out in the wilderness, the knives being the only supplies he brings. I remember, because he’d always check to make sure I’d never bring anything else with me. A cough is easy compared to the uneven soil of land.

She gazes deeply into my eyes and her cheeks brighten to a rosy pink. “I...I would prefer if you slept next to me. I don’t want to be alone in a strange, new place,” she begs me. “And tomorrow, I’d like to go back to the cottage if that's possible.”

She wants to sleep next to me? 

My hearts quicken, and for a moment I’m at a loss for words. By the gods, she tempts me.

“Sleeping next to you would be a pleasure and an honor. I’ll do my best to make you feel safe and comfortable. Unfortunately, I don’t think we can go anywhere for a few days.”

“Why not?” Her head tilts to an adorable angle. I’m learning her human quirks and they intrigue me.

My hand moves before I could command it to stop. I reach up and tuck a stray curl behind her ears. Her head bows slightly, eyes turn away and the rosy pink on her cheeks from just a moment ago returns.

“Rasheed wants to stay in the area to ensure all the humans make it home safely. In a few days we can go back to your cottage, I promise. If we leave now, we risk becoming detected by the locals. They want to see their rescue mission through, and we have no idea how big this operation goes.”

Her face falls flat for just a moment, changing from disappointment to concern. “Oh, well that makes sense. The other people deserved to go home and find peace after what they’ve been through.”

“Good news, Vashawn, the technician, was able to wipe all the files in their system. As long as are no backups, all the freed humans won’t be at risk from their previous captors.”

She immediately perks up. “That’s wonderful news, I’d hate to see them free just to wind up in the same corrupt hands. I couldn’t even imagine that.”

We both ready ourselves for bed, each of us taking a turn in the cleansing unit to freshen up before turning in for the night. Of course, I insist she goes first, but it doesn’t take her long at all. She comes out wearing her pajamas from before. Vrakk, I should have had those cleaned for her, or at least shown her how to have it done. 

Before I head into bed, I take few minutes to pay to the gods, thanking them for allowing everything to work out as it should. My mate is safe, we’re together, and a relationship is starting to form between us. Nothing could make me happier in this moment.

She climbs under the covers on one end of the bed, fluffing the pillows while making the blanket just right. I climb on top of the covers on the opposite side, wanting her to feel safe and comfortable with me. If I must go without covers tonight, then so be it. 

When I think she’s fast asleep, I turn my body to face her direction and place a gentle kiss on her head. “Goodnight, my love. You’re safe here with me tonight.” I whisper softly in her ear.

I watch my mate for some time, enjoying her lovely form sleeping next to me. She mesmerizes me and I can’t wait until the day we join in our Kea’Vah. With her sleeping soundly, and the safety of the ship, slumber takes me as well.

Several hours later, I wake up to her small body nestled against mine. She’s on top of the sheets with her head under my chin. Her arm is slung over my chest and her leg is over my hip. 

I’m surprised she managed, to move so close without awakening me, I must have been exhausted.

My shaft hardens with a mind of his own, determined to seek our mate. With her body so close to mine, I struggle with my desire. I don’t want her to wake up and notice how aroused I am and then regret sharing a bed with me or this compromising position.

Instead, I peel myself out from under her. The last thing I want is for her to be embarrassed. I’m not sure if I sought her or if she came to me, and while I enjoy the comfort and scent of her body next to me, she requested no funny business and I’m taking it seriously.

Grabbing an additional blanket from a drawer, I place it over her body, so she doesn’t get cold. My desire for her is strong but joining must be something she chooses to do with me, not something that happens by accident in the middle of the night.

I cross the room and enter the cleansing unit. The shower feels great against my body, and I’m careful to not to dampen the gauze on my back.  The cool temp does nothing to slake the hot desire coursing through my veins, regrettably, it does not.

When I climb back into bed, I crawl below the sheets. The last thing I want to do is embarrass her or to make her feel uncomfortable with my brutally, aching desire.
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Chapter Fifteen
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Jane

I wake in the middle of the night with anxiety, until I remember that I’m no longer someone’s abductee. That I’ve been rescued and I’m safe, alive, and well.

Aykeetan is fast asleep on the other side of the bed, alone, without any covers and I feel bad. He’s trying to give me the space that I asked for and it’s super sweet, but at his expense.

My mind wanders to the soft kiss he planted on my head last night before whispering in my ear. Goodnight, my love. You’re safe here with me tonight. I was so close to falling asleep I almost missed it. I’m so glad I didn’t.

This strong, caring and protective male loves me. Truthful and honest to god love. I can see it in his eyes or on his face when he’s near me, or the possessive tones in his voice when he talks to me. He doesn’t try to force the matter, he gives me space when I need it, but he’s always there when I need him. I don’t feel rushed to start something I’m not ready for. His patience is unending.

We haven’t known each other long, but something is growing between us. Maybe it’s a natural development or this mating pull, but I’m finding myself becoming more and more open to the idea of being with him. I can’t deny how safe I feel around him, my attraction to him, or this pull to gravitate near him. It might sound unnatural to others, but it feels completely natural and right to me, as if this is exactly what’s supposed to be between us.

I know I should be taking the time I requested to find myself again, but I want to explore these feelings I’m developing. I’m nervous though, I’ve never been intimate with anyone before, and from what Aykeetan has told me, neither has he. The feelings that are growing between us will bring us into uncharted territory and my body thrums with both excitement and nerves. It’s driving me close to insanity.

All these thoughts about Aykeetan are making my body ache for his. My thoughts turning in a different direction, like how I wish he would kiss me on the lips and not my head, or pull me against his chest, holding me throughout the night. I crave his touch, to be close to him, to be wanted by him.

I don’t want to just yell out and say, “Hey, I’m ready for some action.” I want us to be so caught up in the moment when we first touch each other that we can’t help ourselves, not because one of us declares it’s time to start.

Butterflies flutter in my stomach as I think about cuddling up to him and sharing body heat, so he’s not cold of course.

Brazenly, I sneak out from under my covers and crawl towards him, careful not to wake him. I wrap an arm and a leg around his body as I seek the warmth of his body. My face is cradled just under his chin. I’m rather comfortable here, lying against him, opposed to being alone on the other side of the bed. 

Slowly, I drift to sleep.

Sometime later, I wake when I feel his rigid body move slightly against mine. Not in a sexual way, more like a caught off guard kind of way.

The heat of his desire prods against me, so close to my lady bits. The sound of his short, but shallow groan doesn’t escape my ears and it ignites excitement inside me. This male is as attracted to me as I am to him. The butterflies flutter back. My nerves heightened with awareness. 

Unfortunately, he leaves me and I’m suddenly cold without him. I don’t understand, I thought he wanted this, to further our relationship. Did I misjudge?

The sound of water spraying against a wall resonates through the room. His groan echoes. Did he take a shower because of the erection he was sporting? Have I made him feel so uncomfortable around me, he hides his affection? 

I told him I needed time, but he doesn’t have to hide his feelings from me. The poor guy, taking a shower because he doesn’t want me to feel pressured. The thought is sweet.

He re-emerges from the bathroom and slips under the covers on the other side of the bed. 

Dammit. Maybe I was wrong to request us to sleep on separate sides. All I know is that the best sleep I’ve ever had was in those few hours with him next to me. I don’t want that to go away. 

I haven’t made a sound, and I’m nervous to. If I do, he would know that I know he woke up next to me, and I don’t want things to be awkward. Arg. Why is this so damn difficult? 

He’s taking this very seriously, like a gentleman or rather I gentle-alien, and it makes me want to test the boundaries just a little, but I’m unsure of how to go about it. I’ve never done this before. The longer I sit here and think about his body pressed against mine, the quicker the thoughts of waiting disappear. 

I decide to feign a nightmare, it’s the only think I could think over. Grasping as much bedding I can muster; I toss it on the floor with flimsy aim. My body shivers without covers or the warmth of his body, so naturally, I roll over to be closer to him. Now that the blankets are gone, he has nowhere to hide and our bodies eventually collide.

I’m not sure if he’s buying my act and he doesn’t call me out on it, but I keep it up regardless. If I can pretend for a moment that he thinks I’m sleeping, it’s easier. Normal Jane just doesn’t have it in her to make the first move. Or maybe she does, and I just didn’t know it yet.

I can hear him muttering in an alien language and it’s incredible sexy. His voice deepens with each word that escapes his delicious lips. Lips that I want to touch desperately. His body becomes rigid, as if he’s unsure of what to do and I realize it’s my fault. In my desperate attempt to get close to him, I must be making him anxious, or excited. I can work with both; I feel the same way.

How else is he supposed to respond? I haven’t exactly given him the go, and yet here I am throwing myself at him, the poor guy. His level of restraint is strong, but I’m certain it’s shredding him to pieces. I know how much he wants me, but he’s patiently waiting for the right time.

Ah, screw it. I open my eyes. He’s staring directly at me. 

“Kiss me.” The demand is quiet and more like a plea.

His pupils dilate and I can almost see the gears turn in his mind. Maybe he didn’t hear me.

I’m overwhelmed with a desperate need to feel his lips against mine, instead of my hair. I move in, reaching a hand around the back of his neck and pull him down towards me. Our lips brush against each other’s in slow nipping movements. I feel him place an arm behind my back and squeeze me even closer to him as I wrap one of my own arms and legs around his torso like before. We’re a tangled mess of bodies as we continue our very first kiss.

Soft moans escape my mouth as both of our breaths pick up pace. Our lips crush with firmness and the occasional tongue darts out for a taste. I open my mouth, letting his tongue brush against mine. 

He tastes like a sweet lemonade, and his breath is almost salty, like the ocean. The combination drives me wild. I can’t get enough.

It doesn’t take long for the kiss to turn from shy one to a burning hot fever as we embrace the other tightly and smash our lips in a messy fashion.

I wasn’t expecting perfection, but it certainly feels like it is. I never realized how amazing a kiss can make someone feel. I’m darn ready to explode into stars.

His musky, lemongrass scent stirs me further and suddenly, I start to grind my hips against his. Gently at first, but that’s thrown out the door as we both start to groan in pleasure. 

I almost wish we discarded our clothes, but I’m not sure I’m ready for that yet. I feel like this is a good start where we’re at now.

I rock against him harder because I need the pressure between my thighs to relieve me of this hallowing ache. I’m a volcano ready to explode. He seems to sense my need and gradually moves his hips back. The hard, rigid length of his member jabs at me through his vratike, desperate for me to sheath him, but I’m not ready to lose my virginity yet. 

Grabbing his arm and placing them behind my back, I’m suddenly beneath him with my legs wrapped around his hips. If we weren’t wearing any clothing right now, our most intimate places would be grinding directly against each other. My back arches as he begins to place soft kisses in the crock of my neck. I can’t help but squirm beneath his incredible body.

His hips grind faster and faster against me, becoming erratic as I try to meet him, but all of a sudden, my entire body shivers and I can’t help but scream out in ecstasy. 

The powerful orgasm flies through my body like shooting stars. It’s as if I’ve been blasted across the universe with no end in sight, until finally I’ve dropped from the sky and land safely in this male’s arms.

Incredible.

I can feel the wetness of our combined orgasms between our clothing. We are both panting, trying to regain our breath, and before long we are staring into each other’s eyes.

He leans his face down and gently places his lips to mine. It’s soft and tender and filled with affection. He ends the kiss, brushing his nose against mine as we share the air between us. 

We open our eyes at the same time, and my breath hitches. It’s like he can see into my soul, I feel naked under his piercing hazel eyes. 

I can’t help myself when I wrap one of my hands behind his neck and grab a fistful of his long, thick hair while opening my mouth to him again. As our tongues touch, another bolt of lightning crashes down through my body, straight between my thighs. I know I just had an orgasm, but I feel the need for another. I had no idea that kissing was so erotic.

As we kiss, my need builds up inside me again. I try to clamp my legs close, but his hips are in my way. The moment he realizes that I need more from him, he reaches one of his hands between us and slowly rubs me. I moan into his mouth. 

Our tongues battle each other, sliding over and over. The feeling of his rubbing against mine drives me wild. He’s a fast learner because this kiss is even better than our first. He applies more pressure to the circles he’s drawing. My body desperately tries to thrash beneath him, because I can’t handle this level of pleasure, but his body is holding me in place. 

All of a sudden, I close my eyes and scream out, “Aykeetan!”

He slowly comes to a stop after my second orgasm, finishing the kiss that he started. Shyness creeps in after such an intense and intimate moment and I turn away for a moment, but he pulls me back against him, his hands cupping my face as he gazes deeply in my eyes.

“Please don’t retreat. I don’t regret a single thing, and neither should you. What we shared was beautiful, Jane,” he says before leaning down to touch his forehead against mine.

He’s right, I shouldn’t be ashamed. I can’t be because I want more. How could I ever go back after opening myself up enough to let this male in?

I curl to my side and let him envelop me from behind. Now he’s the big spoon. Too relaxed from my multiple orgasms, I decide I’ll clean up in the morning. I’m too sleepy to do it now.

Aykeetan

What started out as a night to get some well-deserved rest, it turned into a night of fevered passion. After I came back to bed from cooling down in the shower, it was only a matter of time before my mate came crawling her way back over to me. I was unaware she was awake at first, thinking this was done accidently in her sleep. 

It became apparent very quickly that she was shy and only wished to seek my comfort. It was no matter; I can easily play along. If my mate has difficulty coming to me in her time of need, I have no problem pretending along with her plans. It’s adorable.

It didn’t take long for the scent of her arousal to reach my nose, drawing me inwards. Everything about her calls to me. Her lovely eyes that shine when she’s happy, or the way she smiles while laughing, her passion for art, personality and that sweet, delicious scent of tave between her legs.

She’s dangerous, a predator unknowingly seeking her prey. For the first time in my life, I’m enthralled by the idea of being hunted. If she were anyone else, I’d lose my interest fast, but this incredible Earth woman before me is my mate and I’d let her do anything she wanted.

We kiss and touch each other fulfilling the unspoken desire that demanded to be claimed, before she fell back asleep fully satiated. I, on the other hand, am praying to the gods, thanking them for this development in our relationship. I now know that the Kea’Vah may not be too far away and the thought makes my hearts beat excitedly in my chest.

“Goodnight, my love,” I whisper softly, kissing her softly on her head.
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Chapter Sixteen
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Jane

The next several days pass by in a blur. Every morning Aykeetan and I get up and share breakfast with each other before roaming around on the ship. It’s not safe to leave the area yet with so many human authorities assisting the abductees and investigating for themselves what happened to them.

Fortunately for us, Captain Rasheed had my abductors systems wiped after copying it. Unfortunately, for my fellow abductees, anything they try to tell people will be difficult to corroborate.

When lunch time comes around, we share our meal in the mess hall with the other crew members who I’ve gotten to know much better. They are wonderful males and I’m so grateful that they came to our aid.

Vashawn was nice enough to teach me how to use the replicator. I spent a good amount of time crafting a deck of cards, a checker and chess board with pieces and Jenga.

The Earth games are very popular among the crew. Teaching them how to play was simple and they took to the games like kids to candy. Several of them held competitions during mealtimes.

I guess space life is stressful. I can imagine being cooped up on a ship with several males can get difficult at times, but they’ve been good company. Some of the crew have requested me to make more game replicas so they can bring them home to their families. I’m super excited. It will take me some time of course, but it also gives me something else to do while allowing me to express my creativity.

The evenings, however, are entirely different. Aykeetan escorts me to the holodeck, which by the way is amazing, where he meticulously programs a different romantic setting every night. He cooks up a delicious human meal with wine and decadent deserts. I had no idea he could cook, but there’s a lot about him I still don’t know. Every day we spend together is another day we become closer to one another.

After we eat, we walk along the holodeck beach and talk about our past, our future, and what we want out of life. About us. 

We have a lot in common. We both love nature and wildlife, love to live a simple life, want big families and have wonderful parents.

There was one evening where I could almost feel the pain in his eyes when I explained how I lost my parents. He pulled me in for an embrace and didn’t let me go at all that night. He didn’t judge me. He just carefully listened while he wiped away tears that slid down my face. I have never felt more cherished in my life.

After spending quality time on the holodeck, we head back to our cabin and get ready for the night. Every evening just before bed, he pulls me into his arms and kisses my softly until I can’t help but sigh as my legs turn into a puddle of goo. It’s sweet and tender and makes my heart flutter.

We haven’t been physically intimate together like we were the first night. And while my body is on fire for him, we’re connecting on an emotional level. I really feel like there’s a lot of potential for us here. He’s so polite, respectful and incredibly thoughtful towards my feelings. I feel like I’ve met the most incredible male in the entire universe, and he adores me. 

He accepts me for who I am, even if I’m still figuring that out, but I do feel like I’m starting to find my place again. It’s like I’m pulling myself out of a deep well that I’ve been drowning in for a long time, and Aykeetan is up at the top waiting, reaching for me.

Every day we get to know each other better and I find myself more and more attracted to him and his personality. He helps makes me laugh and smile while helping me to forget my undesirable past. 

The best part is how he makes me feel things I’ve never felt before. Like when he gazes into my eyes, the butterflies in my stomach, or when he leans in to caress me. It’s as if he’s lightly stroking my entire body. And when he kisses me, it’s as if the entire world just disappears and the only thing that matters is the connection unfolding between us.

Even though he’s not human, I know my family would approve of him. I approve of him, but I’m not sure if I’m ready for a lifelong commitment yet. What if something happened and we decided it wasn’t going to work out? This unspoken relationship we seem to be creating is my first. 

I’ve never dated before because I’ve never found anyone that sparked my interest...that called to me. But it feels like he is the one for me. Everything that’s happening feels right. We’ve known each over a week now, but it feels like forever. And if Aykeetan is not the right one for me, then who is? He’s the only person to ever get this close, the only one I’ve ever been intimate with, the only one that I’ve allowed feelings to blossom in my heart for. 

While I can’t say that I love him yet, I also can’t deny that there are feelings there, sprouting like a wildfire that spreads and consumes everything in its path. It’s stronger than liking someone. I just can’t put on a name to it. The best way I can describe it is like I’m the painter and life’s the art, and he’s my brush. I need him to paint art. 

Maybe...maybe this is what love is. Maybe I struggle to label what’s between us because I’ve never experience it before, and I simply don’t know how. Whatever this is, I want to nourish it, and see where it takes us. 

Would it really be so awful to do this Kea’Vah bond with him? 

––––––––
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IT’S A NEW DAY AND we finally receive word that the situation at the facility has been cleared up for the most part. All the men and women who were abducted are now safely back at home. 

Well, except for the one woman who is somewhere on this ship, which reminds me, I have yet to see her. She’s refusing contact with anyone except Vashawn and Dr. Dushaad, who have apparently been doting on her. Something must be going on there. I only wish to know she’s OK. Rasheed and his crew are great, and I know they will take very good care of her and her wishes.

My only regret is not seeing Kate again. I wanted to apologize for being standoffish and to thank her for helping me out, but she’s long gone by now...

Aykeetan is taking me to the cottage today and I’m super stoked. I’ve felt like the walls were caving in on me. Don’t get me wrong, it’s been great getting to know everyone, especially my male, but space life just isn’t for me.

Earlier today the crew had success with some of the files they stole from the facility. They were able to track down a few leads and pin down locations of some of the alien buyers, but unfortunately, the trails went dead. 

Rasheed wasn’t having that, so he transferred over to the mothership this morning. I hope they get these guys; I don’t want what happened to me happening to anyone else. I’ll sleep better at night knowing this won’t ever happen again.
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IT’S BEEN ABOUT A WEEK since I’ve been down to medical bay. I’m on my way there now while Aykeetan is in discussion with the crew. 

“Jane, how are you faring today?”  Dr. Dushaad asks as I enter the room.

“Really good, I’ve had no issues, but Aykeetan and I have decided it might be a good idea to have a check-up and see how things are going, just in case. If you have a moment?” 

I don’t want to be presumptuous. Maybe I should have come a lot sooner, he could be busy.

The doctor leaves his desk and motions for me to sit on the examination table. 

“No, this is a great time, and a good idea.” 

I watch him grab his scanner and some other tools. Taking some blood samples, and a hair sample. It’s rather quick and it fascinates me that he can give me a full medical checkup quicker than it takes for me to make an appointment. 

“Excellent news, your body is recovering perfectly from the serum, removing the damage from before. It’s not complete yet, but it will be soon.”

My shoulders, that I had squeezed and raised up to my ears without noticing, slump while I sigh. “Thanks so much. Honestly, you’ve really changed my life. I was living like hell before you treated me.”

It’s hard for me to read his Vo’Sharitah face, with the hairs and all, but his smile does wonders. 

“You’re most welcome. Anytime, Jane.”

I leave the medical bay with a skip in my step finally glad to be rid of this overbearing cloud.

No more pain, no more deep aches, headaches and migraines, or feeling brittle as bird bones. For the first time in forever, I feel great. It’s refreshing to wake up each day feeling healthy and not worrying about what new symptom will emerge and ruin my day.
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DECIDING TO TAKE ONE last hot shower before leaving the ship, I slip off my clothes and hop in. The water temperature is great, and the pressure is even better. I could get used to this, but I can’t. I’m going back to the cottage shortly and I need to figure out what I’m going to do about Aykeetan. I want to be with him, but he doesn’t belong here on Earth and I don’t want to leave my home. I’m conflicted.

“Jane, love, you almost done in there? We’re here, at your home. We can get off the ship anytime now.”

Amazing. I didn’t even feel the ship move, it’s smooth as silky soft sheets.

“Yeah, I’m almost finished. Just let me dry off.” I step out of the shower to give myself a good pat down before putting my clothes back on. It will be nice to have more than one set of clothes to wear. Aykeetan offered to make more clothing sets for me, but I didn’t want to waste the materials. I have plenty of nice clothes to wear at home.

Exiting the bathroom, Aykeetan stands by the door waiting for me with a small sack containing our few belongings. 

“I can’t believe that’s all we have,” I mention as I stare our possessions. 

He places an empty hand around my shoulder, pulling me against him. “I don’t need much as long as I have you.” He kisses my temple.

“Ha, I’m sure you need other things too, you goof.” 

This male is sweeter than chocolate, but I still need things, like some more clothes, art supplies, my home. I can’t wait to get off this darn ship.

––––––––
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AS I EXIT THE SHIP, I bid everyone farewell and thank them again for helping us in our time of need. I’m not sure if I’ll be seeing them again, and the thought makes me a little sad. At least I finished making all those replicas for them. 

“Take care guys, I’ve had a great time. Enjoy the games!” I shout as I walk down the docking ramp. 

“Bring back more of these human games if you come back!”

I don’t know who shouted that, but it makes me laugh. These males are addicted.

The ship landed in the fields, so the walk to my cottage is short. It feels so nice to be back home. I rush up to the porch and burst my door open in excitement. It’s unlocked. Of course, it’s unlocked, I was abducted...and rescued. I focus on the after; the after is so much better anyways.

I’m completely shocked. Nothing could have prepared me for what lay before me when I entered my home. Furniture flipped, cupboards open, pictures, vases and other belongings thrown across the floor, papers flitted about here and there. It’s a damn mess. What the hell happened? My home was not a mess during the abduction. What the damn hell were they looking for? 

I’m furious. This is my home, my personal space and someone had the audacity to enter it, uninvited and destroy it.
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Chapter Seventeen
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Aykeetan

My mind lapsed in judgment, and the consequences are severe. The moment I stepped through my mate’s home; memories of that night came crashing back. 

I had awoken in the pit I fell in and knew something was immediately wrong. I climbed out of that hole and raced back my mate’s house to find her missing. In a desperate attempt to find her, I obliterated her home, knowing she wasn’t home but in my blind rage I couldn’t help myself. I’d nearly lost all control before I comm’d Rasheed in my desperation who came to my aid and assisted in the rescue.

I’m ashamed I’d forgotten entirely, had I remembered I could have planned to come back here earlier and tidied up before my mate came back home. Her home is a disaster. I left no spot unturned, no shadow unlooked. I was a frenzied mess and now the consequences are as plain as day.

The sound of her white knuckled, clenched fists, bone sliding over bone, pulls me from my thoughts. 

“This is all my doing,” I choke out. “It happened when I came back and you were missing.”

“It was you?” She looks at me with accusation, hurt splattered over her pale face, her red hair like a fire. “Why?”

I nod my head as I look down in shame. “I left that night to go hunting, and then went down to the beach to clean off and grab my supplies. On my way back, I fell down a hole and hit my head. When I came to, I knew something was up. I felt the painful pulse in my hearts, so I raced here, and you were gone. I was panicked, and this...this happened.” I gesture to my handiwork. 

“I had no idea. You should have told me.” She grabs my hand and gives me a gentle squeeze. “I admit that I was shocked and angry when I walked through the door, but somehow knowing that you did this in your fit to find me...is endearing.” She pulls me into a tight embrace, and we stand there for a while just holding each other. 

“You’re not off the hook, big guy. You’re going to help me clean this up.” Her face turns sour for just a split second. “And don’t ever do this again please, this is just awful.”

I nod. “My deepest apologies, I’m not on a hook, but yes, I’ll help clean this mess I’ve made.”

She laughs and bumps me in the arm, leaving me to wonder what was so funny about what I said. She’s lightening the mood. My appreciation for her grows, that she’s not sitting there flaunting my wrong doings in my not so finest moment, which makes me think she would be an excellent mother. My chest tightens. 

We spend the next several hours together cleaning her home. We righted furniture that has been overturned, place items back where they belonged, straighten out pictures, papers, pillows, tables and chairs.

We tossed away many things too broken to be fixed. Sadness creeps into her eyes every time we do so. I’ve destroyed her home, and yet she understands and forgives me. I don’t deserve her forgiveness. I never meant to hurt her or cause so much destruction to her home, so I make it my personal mission to never allow this to happen again.

I know she hasn’t agreed to be my mate yet, but to me she already is. There is no one else out there for me. I’ve already went through my kavesta. To Kea’Terrans, once this has occurred, a mate is forever and final. There are no swaps or exchanges; it can’t be undone. Some have even taken their own lives after they have lost their mate, so that they could be with them in the after. That’s how permanent our bonds are.

After so many hours of cleaning, I notice she is tiring. Her movements become slow, and she stops every once in a while, to rub her neck or her back. I took care of all the heavy lifting, leaving the smaller things for her. I know she wants to tidy and wash the floors, but she refuses to let me do it. Apparently, it must be done a certain way because nothing I say convinces her to change her mind.

“I’m exhausted.” She wipes the sweat off her forehead.

“Maybe you should take a break, I can finish up.”

“That’s a good idea. If I keep going, I won’t be able to do anything else today. I’m going to grab some fresh air. You should come too.”

She’s smiling at me as she walks towards the front, motioning me to come with her. It’s hard to resist, but I want to finish up here.

“I’ll join you when this is finished.” 

“Aw, come on. Take a break.” She pouts. The curve of her lips makes me want to steal a kiss.

“OK, how about this? If you dust for me while I take a break, when I come back, I can sweep and mop the floors, then everything will be finished.”

“Dust?”

“Yes, you can start in living room and work your way around. Start from the top and work your way down. That way it doesn’t settle over areas you've already cleaned. If the duster gets too dirty you can change the pad out for a new one.”

OK, I’m not quite sure what dusting is, but I’m handed some fluffy thing with a handle on it. This must be the duster? I don’t know. I at least know what dust is; small particles in the air. What does she want me to do with them? 

I begin to wave the fluffy apparatus around in the air so I can dust for my mate. I fluff the air in the living room, top to bottom as she requested before doing the same in the cleansing unit, cookery, eating room and sleeping quarters. So many different rooms and so much air to dust. I’m quite proud of my work. I’m nearly finished, and I didn’t even have to change out the padding.

“What the heck are you doing?” She laughs, the amusement in her face is comical. “You’re supposed to dust with that.”

“I am dusting.” I replicate my well-practiced skills by waving the fluff in the air to dust. “See? Dusting.” Smiling at her in triumph.

“I hate to break it to you, but that does absolutely nothing. Dusting is removing the dust off the surfaces of something, not waving around a feather duster in the air,” she says, then continues to laugh.

Maybe I dusted incorrectly, but at least I made her smile, so it’s OK. “Alright, I’ll do it as you say this time, but only because you’re my mate. And then I’m going hunting because I would like some more of your Grandmas stew.”

She doesn’t correct me when I call her my mate. Instead, she just looks at me with her soft hazel eyes. They are deep, full of passion and life, and something else. Love maybe?

I finish dusting her home and I kiss her on the forehead before leaving to hunt. The meal I caught for us before is long gone and the stew needs to have high quality, fresh meat. The day is still young, the sun is beating down, so I know there will be plenty of prey lurking for the taking.

I catch a whiff of a familiar scent. My ears perk up and my fangs throb with excitement. The wood beast. I follow the smell of my prey until it’s within my sight. Is this the same predator that hunted my mate? This wood beast sitting on the ground eating berries. 

Growling, my position already given away, I stalk my way over. The wood beast acknowledges my presence with a fierce roar. I’m about to get my revenge when I see two smaller wood beasts. A pang of guilt spreads through me. I would never take a nursing parent away from younglings. It’s not right. I decide to search for another prey.

Jane

Everything is back to normal, well, relatively back to normal. I had to toss out several items unfortunately. A couple of picture frames, vases and cups. Nothing too serious. I’m not a particularly materialistic person, but this cottage has been in my family for a long time and seeing things that have been around for that long go makes me sad. Life moves on. 

I’m no longer upset about it, and Aykeetan helped me clean up. I nearly died of laughter when he was ‘dusting’. My grandmother would be rolling around in her grave right now if she had one, but everyone in my family had chosen cremation. I guess the idea of your ashes being scattered becoming part of the world is romantic in a way.

Speaking of my grandmother, Aykeetan wants me to cook up more of my grandma’s famous stew.

––––––––
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“I’M BACK,” AYKEETAN shouts from the doorway.

Well that was quick! By the time I have the crock pot washed up and ready to go, he has already gone out and hunted a few rabbits. 

“Dammit Aykeetan, how are you so quick? You make me feel like a turtle around you!” 

He flashes me a sly grin.

My father and grandfather used to hunt, so I’m familiar with game cuts. Thankfully he fully dressed them before bringing them inside.

I prepare everything according to the recipe, just like the last time I made it, showing Aykeetan my side of knife skills. He watches as I slice and dice the veggies like it’s the most important task in the word. Ha. Males and food. 

“It’s going to take a few hours to cook.” 

I’ve been meaning to ask Aykeetan to model for me. I would love to paint him. He’s stunningly attractive and would look beautiful in a self-portrait. I would have done it on the ship, but I didn’t have access to my supplies. I nearly groan. I haven’t had a chance to use all my new art supplies yet. I only sampled some of them when I painted almost two weeks ago.

“Do you mind if I...paint you?” I could hear the trepidation in my voice, I don’t know why I’m nervous. 

“Hmm, I’ve never modeled before, but I’d gladly do it for you,” he replies while watching the crock pot, as if his hunger alone can make it cook faster.

“Great!” 

My fears were for nothing. Maybe it’s because we haven’t been as intimate since that one day, and he’s about to get nude in my home, again. 

I grab my new art supplies and have him come to the living room. Letting in all the natural light I possibly can, I rearrange the room just slightly so I can set up and get the setting just right. 

I’m so excited. Painting is like breathing for me. I just can’t live without it.

I’m just going to tell him this quickly, so it’s not awkward or anything. Here goes.

“I need you to disrobe.”

He chokes. “You wish to mate, here? Before we go through our Kea’Vah? Jane, I wish to be with you, truly, but I simply cannot before we complete the Kea’Vah. It’s the will of the gods. The night on the ship is one thing, but mating is another matter entirely, please,” he begs.

Oh, dear heaven. I think I’ve embarrassed him, and I was the nervous one. Sadly, he didn’t quite understand my request. I’m horrible, because for some reason, I find humor in this. 

“Um, OK. I didn’t mean to imply...that I wanted...to...uh mate,” I say, desperately concealing my laughter. “I need you to remove your vratike, because I wish to paint you nude. You will be covered...of course.” 

I hand him a thin, white blanket. The contrast between his skin tones will look lovely, but if he keeps his vratike on, it will show through and it will be hard to get the colors just right. 

“I would like you to lay down on your side, facing me like this.” I lie down on the couch and show him how to do it. Going over the angle for his face, arms, and how he should bend his left knee. “When you are on the couch in the right position, use the sheet to cover yourself and let me know when you are ready.” I turn away giving him privacy, struggling deeply to not look behind my back. He’s not my mate. Yet. And this is strictly professional.

“I’m ready for you.”

Oh god. Why did he have to say it like that? Turning around, I drink the sight of him in. The natural light reflecting of his skin, the beautiful tones of blue that glides over his musculature. He could give any wrestler a run for their money. His vratike doesn’t cover his chest, and while I’ve spent a lot of time around him, I don’t blatantly stare at him. But now I’m about to paint him, I can claim it’s for the art. 

I love the way his hazel eyes twinkle when he looks at me. I think back to the transformation he’s gone through. A kavesta he called it. I’m curious as to what he looked like before, I should ask him sometime. The thin, white sheet covers his erection which clearly is going to be an issue. I’ll have to paint my way around that.

“Do you mind if I adjust this?” I ask, motioning to the sheet, not his erection.

“You can adjust me all you like, Jane.” His voice is seductive and implies more than what he’s saying.

I lick my lips at the implications of his words. We really need to discuss this mating business and Kea’Vah bond more. 

“Aykeetan, I’ve been meaning to ask you more about your mating rituals.” Taking the sheet, I adjust it to create the perfect wrinkles, and lines that would look stunning on paper. I have an artist’s eye as my mother used to say.

“Well, mating is for life. When one of my people goes through the kavesta, we make blood sacrifices to our tavayks, which is called the gift. The plant also goes through the kavesta as well. We both become the form of our mate, receiving traits that they would appreciate and entice them. When we find our mates, we must place the gift in the ground and let it continue to blossom. Only when our mate finds the gift are we allowed to approach. It’s the first part of the Kea’Vah bonding ceremony.”

I listen to him explain about his traditions and ceremonies while painting. “What about the process of the ceremony itself? What does that entail?” 

I want to know what I might be getting myself into because it’s crystal clear there is something between us. I’m considering going through with this bond, because I can’t deny my feelings for him and what he means to me, but I still need to know for sure. People don’t typically marry after the first week and a half, but we aren’t typically people.

“When it’s time for the bonding ceremony to begin, we would kneel in front of the gift and you would take a ceremonial knife and sacrifice your blood. This allows the gift to become both of our essence.” 

“Sounds a little painful, but not too bad. Can you just tilt your head to the left a bit?”

He moves his head a notch. It's not quite where I need him yet.

“A little more, yeah like that. OK, so then what?” I ask while I continue with my work.

“We would say our vows and then consume parts of the gift that are edible. In the case the gift is a flower so we would consume the petals. Then we would mate beneath the stars until our bodies no longer burn with need and our hearts are satiated with love.”

Wow. It sounds romantic and crazy at the same time. I’m not sure how I feel about sacrificing blood and then eating an alien flower, but I guess Aykeetan already has given it his blood and he would be eating it along with me. Who am I to judge sacred ceremonies from another world? I'm sure there’s many aspects of our culture that would shock his people.

Blending colors and using a variety of tools to create a painting that’s realistic takes time. I probably won’t finish Aykeetan’s portrait any time soon. Suddenly, sadness overcomes me and my hand trembles, causing imperfections in my brush strokes. I think I want to go through with this Kea’Vah bonding ceremony with him, but then what? 

He doesn’t belong here on earth, and I don’t want to leave the cottage. I’ve been alone for a long time, too scared and vulnerable to have a relationship with anyone. I’ve never let anyone get this close to me before. Aykeetan’s the first.

No, I tell myself. I need to take charge of my life and let go of the pain and heartache that has been gripping me since my parents first died. I need to let go of everything and live. I was given a second chance and I can’t waste it. I thought I was dying, but now I’m not. I thought I would never let anyone in, but now I have. I thought I could never have children because I was sick, but that isn’t true either. What do I have to lose? Nothing. And in return, I’ll gain a loving mate, a family and a better life. What more can I ask?

“I want to do the Kea’Vah bonding ceremony.” The words blurt from my mouth, but they’re honest.

I think I’ve stunned Aykeetan because he’s just gazing at me with his mouth wide open.

“I want to do the Kea’Vah bonding ceremony,” I repeat, not leaving room for misunderstanding. “Tonight, at the beach.” 

I don’t know why I feel the urge to do it so quick, but it doesn’t matter. Somewhere deep inside me, this feels logical and the right thing to do. There’s no arguing because my mind and heart agree.

He races off the couch, and the sheet that so neatly kept his erection from view, falls to the ground, exposing his glorious body to me, but I don’t want to look down. I want to see his eyes and what his heart is telling me. He picks me up and I wrap my legs around his stomach then place my arms behind his shoulders.

“Jane, Truly? I’ve dreamed of this minima before I even met you.” His eyes, watching me with wonder and hope, hanging onto my every word.

“Truly. I wasn’t sure about us in the beginning, but you have shown me what an incredible person you are. How loving, compassionate, caring you are. I think I’ve denied myself love for far too long. I want this. I need this...I need you.” A few happy tears dribble down my cheeks as I allow my emotions to overcome me.

And then I kiss him, smashing my lips against his, careful to avoid his sharp fangs. I grab his long, thick hair between my fingers. My other hand that was behind his neck is now firmly pressed against his chest as it slides up to his neck and above, where I grab his face and caress his check with my thumb. 

My body is a fever that won’t cool down. He has his arms wrapped around my back to keep me stable, but I’m sure if we were lying down, his hands would be all over me. We open our mouths to each other and caress each other with our tongues. It’s not a duel or shift in power, but a hunger to taste each other. To taste our passion and love for one another.

I break this kiss and nuzzle my face against his. I realize that maybe I’ve also been denying my feelings as well, and I’m not doing that any longer. I realize that I do love him, and I don’t care what anyone else thinks. I ignore the words in my head that it’s too soon, or that we only just met, or he’s an alien. It doesn’t matter. 

Nothing in this life is a coincidence It’s either meant to be or it’s not. I painted him and his gift before I met him. Everything about him just calls to me. It’s not just his body, but his scent, his personality, the way he treats me and cares for me, the way he protects me with a ferocity that cannot be denied. It’s like the universe made us for each other, and here we are finally coming together.

“Tonight,” he rasps.
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Chapter Eighteen

[image: image]


Aykeetan

I want to do the Kea’Vah bonding ceremony; tonight. 

Her words repeat over and over in my mind. I’ve never been happier in my life; my dreams are coming true. My mate wants to complete the Kea’Vah bonding ceremony with me, tying our hearts and souls together forever. She could have denied me, but she allowed the pull that calls and tethers us together to grow. I couldn’t have asked for a better mate. There is no one out in the universe that I’m meant to be with other than her. She holds my hearts and soul entirely in her hands.

Our meal is prepared and this time I serve my mate. Placing a hearty amount in her bowl, and then even more in mine. We will need the energy for later. It’s going to be a long night and I’m looking forward to it. We eat in silence, keeping our words to ourselves, mentally preparing for what’s to come.

“All finished?” I smile at her.

“Yes, I’ve been thinking. You said the ceremony is supposed to happen where the gift is. Can we relocate it? It’s just a flower, I was hoping to bring it down near the beach. I don’t want our first time to be where I ran away from you.”

I understand her request, relocating my tavayk is no issue at all. “I don’t think there’s anything in the rules against that. I’ll be happy to take you as my mate anywhere, if this makes you happy, I can do this for you.”

“Thank you.” Her blush is subtle, but none the less beautiful.

Leaving her home, we make our way down to the spot where we first met, taking our time enjoying the scenery. I remember this place perfectly, the minima I ever first laid eyes on my mate. I’ll never forget the way her hair shone in the sunlight, and how she smelled like tave, the fruit from my home. Placing a hand behind her waist and one behind her neck, I lean her back and kiss her fervently. “Now this spot will have good memories too.”

I carefully dig up the precious tavayk and carry it with me as we stroll down to the beach. I can see why she loves this place and her home so much. I know she doesn’t want to leave earth, and I’m happy to stay here with her after we complete the ceremony. 

Traditionally we take our mates back home to Ay’Kea’Terra, but vrakk traditions. We could be anywhere in the universe, it doesn’t matter. All I need is her.

We reach the water and I find a spot between the sand and the soil to plant the gift back into the ground. I wash my hands thoroughly, and then turn to face my mate. “You ready?”

She nods her head. I can tell she’s thrumming with nervous excitement.

The moment I have been waiting for is about to begin. Placing my hand on her back, I slowly undo the buttons and lace that hold her dress in place as it slips down over her hips and drops to the sand below. I trail kisses on the back of her neck as I unclasp her bra. She turns around while folding her shoulders inward, letting the bra slip forward. I keep her gaze as she lowers her panties down past her knees and steps out of them. She is bare before me, but I don’t look at her feminine beauty. I want her to know it's her mind and soul I wish to make love with tonight.

I’m not wearing much clothing, so it takes her no time at all for her small hands to unwrap my vratike. She’s seen me naked before, but her face still lights up with embarrassment. I find that I enjoy it when she’s shy.

I take a moment and ask the gods to watch over us during our Kea’Vah. We will both by vulnerable in our need for each other and distracted by our passions.

We use a ceremonial blade to make our sacrifice to our tavayks. Pulling mine out, I make the slice across my palm before doing the same on hers. Holding her hand in mine, I gently squeeze as our combined blood drips directly over the tavayk. She gasps. I lick her wound clean and kiss it for good measure. I can’t give her words of comfort yet; speaking is prohibited until the vows begin. She surprises me as she takes my wounded hand and licks it before kissing it. I wasn’t expecting that, it’s not part of the ceremony, but I nod my head in approval.

I lay her hand above my hearts, so she can feel the rapid tempo bursting from within.

“Jane, from the minima I saw you, I knew that there was no one else in the entire universe who could ever call to my hearts and soul like you do. You are the air that I breathe, and the only love I’ll ever need. I’ll love and treasure you, care and provide for you, protect and give my life to you. I accept you into my hearts and soul, fully, forever now and after. May the gods bless our mating.”

Tears of love well in her eyes. My words have spoken to her heart.

She takes my hands and places them over her rapidly beating, single heart.

“Aykeetan, I was scared to let anyone in because I couldn’t bear the thought of losing more people that I care for. But I let you in, and you crawled into my heart and soul so deeply, that you leave no room for anything but love. There is no one I want more for a mate than you. 

“You saved me, and you continue to save me every day. You make me feel things that I never felt in my entire life. I felt the call from the moment I saw the gift and I continue to feel the call even now. I don’t know why I ever doubted what’s between us, but I never will again. You are the air that I breathe and the only love I’ll ever need. I’ll love and treasure you, care and provide for you, protect and give my life to you. I accept you into my heart and soul, fully, forever now and after. May the gods bless our mating.”

Her words speak to me on such a deep level I can’t help the tears that form in my own eyes. It is something that’s never happened before.

Jane

I poured my heart out to him. I thought it was going to be difficult baring myself to his body and mind. Instead, it was incredibly freeing. He’s given so much back to me. Had he not been here to save me, I would be elsewhere as someone’s slave. He truly saved my life and has given me love and is offering me forever. And I’m offering myself to this wonderful male. There’s nothing left to say. We belong together. He was right all along. We call to each other and we are meant to be.

We peel several petals from the gift and feed them to each other until the plant is left bare. It’s tastes nothing like I would expect a Gerbera to taste like. The flavor is sweet and delicate with a hint of lemongrass. The flavor pauses in my mouth for a few seconds before releasing. It’s a plant from an alien planet that had blood sacrificed to it until it morphed to look something grown on earth. It’s strange none the less, but the idea behind it is poetic and beautiful.

It’s time to begin the final part of the ceremony. I thought I was going to be nervous, but I’m anything but that. Shy maybe. Even though I’ve been sitting here naked for the first part of the ceremony, I’m comfortable. Our focus has been on our vows and parts of the ceremony that focus on who we are as people opposed to our bodies.

My eyes slide over to Aykeetan and a feeling of overwhelming compassion and understanding flows through me, as if I’ve known this male my entire life. Who he is, who he aspires to be, and how present he is in this moment with me. It’s as if we’ve become connected on a level that can’t be seen with the naked eye or explained with science, but my body is overflowing with joy that we are about to join.

Leaning in, his forehead rubs against mine, then he whispers quietly in my ear, “You are more beautiful than the entirety of the cosmos.”

Using his hands, he guides me to lay down against the soft beach sand. Kneeling beside me, without his eyes leaving mine, he joins me. Propping himself up by an elbow, he places a hand behind my neck and gently rubs my skin with his fingers. I caress his cheek as he looms over me. We stay like this for a long time, silently appreciating this precious moment, as if this evening will last forever.

The sun is slowly setting in the horizon. Stars are appearing in the approaching night while mellow waves swell along the beach shore. The mood is perfect. I feel womanly and erotic, laying naked ready to share myself fully with my new mate.

“Kiss me,” I urge him.

Closing the distance between us, my back arches off the sand as my body is desperately trying to reach his lips, but he has mercy on me and inches forward. This male knows my wants and needs and can read me like an open book. Our mouths touch, and lightning strikes completely through my body, sparking a thunderous desire. We nibble on each other’s lips, incredibly slow, as if time has stopped and the world no longer spins. We only exist on in each other’s arms now.

I pull his lip between my teeth and lightly squeeze. He groans and opens his mouth to playfully nip me right back. I slide my tongue against his, feeling the bumpy ridges he grew specifically for me.

“Those weren’t there before,” I moan out.

“They appear during the bonding ceremony, along with other surprises.” He winks.

It’s hard to think straight right now, but I have a suspicion I’m going to enjoy these other surprises. 

“Oh,” I gasp as he sucks my tongue fully into his mouth. The feeling is indescribable, and it’s causing a powerful tingle in my core causing me to feel hollow without my mate inside me to clasp onto. My need for him grows desperate as our kiss seemingly lasts forever, ending only when we are completely out of breath.

I catch him gazing down at my naked body, taking his time, drinking in every inch. Starting at my temples, his fingers graze my check, and lowers to under my chin. He stops for a moment, then begins again with an even slower pace as his fingers run down the front of my throat before pausing between my breasts. As if he’s appreciating me in the most sensual way without sexualizing me. He continues to trail down to my stomach where his fingers curves outwards to the side of my hips, then all the way down to my feet. Goosebumps form from head to toe as I shudder in pure bliss.
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Chapter Nineteen
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Aykeetan

My body aches to complete the bond, but I fight it. The Kea’Vah only happens once per mated couple, and I want to make sure it’s a ceremony neither of us will ever forget. We have all the time in the world, so there’s no reason to rush. I’ve been waiting for her my entire life. Now the moment is here, all I want is to savor every minima.

We share a long passionate kiss before I grazed my fingers down her entire body, careful to avoid her breasts and her mound. I don’t want her to think that’s all she is to me, because she’s so much more.

I lean over her body, careful not to crush her. Leaving soft kisses, starting from her lips down to her neck, I follow the same path as my fingers had done so before. I want to kiss every inch of her, but right now I’m on a mission.

When my kisses reach her ankle, I pause. Making sure I have her concentration; I take her right foot and I suck on her large toe. I love every part of her, even her wiggly feet and her tiny toes. She gasps. Swirling my tongue around her toe, I place one of my hands further up on her thigh, then I begin a trail of light kisses starting from her ankle, up her calf, over her knee and thigh, and inch inwards. Her legs shift slightly, and she blushes. I can scent her intoxicating arousal. She’s ready for me, but I’m not ready to have her yet. I’ve learned to be patient and so must she.

She thinks I’m going to place my tongue on her sweet womanly slit. I will, but not yet. I take a handful of the sand beneath us and slowly let it pour out of my fist over her stomach. It’s super fine and without grit, perfect for my plans. After all the sand escapes my hand, I lean down over her womanly mound and gently blow upwards. The fine sand scatters across her stomach and chest, before falling off her body, waking up every nerve cell her body.

Lowering myself even further, I kiss the top of her mound and work my way up her silky soft belly as I palm her right breast, ensuring to pinch her nipple between my thumb and knuckle. My administrations turned them into hard buds that I lick and suckle into my mouth, scraping them carefully against my teeth and fangs, driving her wild.

I give her breast the same level of concentrated attention.

Her breathes increase in depth as she mews like a feline. My nostrils flare as a light cream forms at the channel of her slit and the desire to kiss her there becomes overwhelming. I forget about the pain in my cock as pleasure ridges form. They will be ready for her soon.

I lean all the way back and sit on my haunches. “Open for me, Jane, my mate.” I place emphasize on these words. She can’t go back now. There’s no escaping this.

Her cheeks are almost the color of her gorgeous red hair, but she complies with my request, slightly bending her legs to increase the distance between her thighs. Her womanhood is in plain view for me to admire and it pleases me.

Placing both of my hands on each of her ankles, I slowly graze across her skin and trail upwards. When I reach her knees, I turn my palms up to slide them inwards towards her thighs, then under them so that her legs are over my arms and my hands are on her stomach. I have her captured, and the scent of her arousal spikes, stronger than it was before. More cream piles up at the base of her channel. I curl my tongue outward to lap up her glistening slit and taste her sweet womanly flesh. 

“Divine. Just like tave fruit indeed.” 

I should have waited to pleasure her first, but the thought of allowing her cream to drip out and fall onto sand was not acceptable. It belongs to me and me alone.

“Please, my mate. I need this,” she begs.

Mate. She called me her mate for the first time. Pride surges through me and I find I cannot deny her a single request. I’d do anything for her. “What do you need, love?”

Her voice is insistent as she pleads me. “I need you to claim me, please.”

“No need to rush. We will join together soon and often. Be patient, my love.” 

I lean down and lick her clit with the barest of pressure, if she wasn’t so needy, she might not have noticed. Her hips buck up to meet my mouth, but she misses because I’ve leaned back slightly. 

“You’re teasing me,” she whines. And by the gods the sound of it pleases me.

“I know.” I can’t but grin.

I lean in again and repeat my gesture, but this time when she bucks her hips against me, I let her.

“Oh, those bumps, oh my...uh.” 

She places a hand at the top of my head, threading her fingers through my hair, grasping and moving me where she needs me to be. My mate is incredibly sexy when she takes control of her wild side, the part that knows what she wants and claims it for herself. It drives me wild.

I suck her clit with my mouth and increase the pressure by tiny increments, before stopping to gently blow over it with my breath. She buckles against me, aiming with poor precision as I tease by occasionally pulling away. I eventually relent and lick her clit in lazy circles, stopping occasionally to give her a tiny suck. Her hips move against me and she begins to pant. She’s going to finish soon.

“Yes, yes...please, uh, ugh, oh, Aykeetan!”

My mouth is already at her channel, ready to lap up her delicious and fruity release.

Jane

My orgasm was so powerful I needed a moment to catch my breath. He hasn’t even penetrated me yet. I've been missing out on this primal connection and I had no idea, but I’m glad. It makes this more special now to share this with my new mate. The way he kisses and touches me as if saying, I own you, all of you, is incredibly hot. I feel empowered, womanly and sexy in his presence. It’s as if I was closed off from life, but now I’ve awakened.

I’m still super worked up and I need him inside me; connecting our bodies, hearts and souls as one to fill the hallow ache between my thighs. I’m desperate to be claimed just as much I want to claim him. He demanded I needed patience, but I think he’s the one that needs to be patient after what he just did to me...I have my own plans in mind.

“I want you to lay on the ground,” I say with my newfound confidence.

He grins, eager to comply with my demands. I’m not sure what’s going through his mind right now, but if I could guess, it might have something to do with me on top. I may be a virgin, but I’ve heard all about the dreamy eyed men who fantasizes about such things. Unfortunately for him, that’s not what I’m planning on doing right now. I grin in return, and for a fraction for a second, I swear I saw fear on my mate’s face.

I’ve never gone down on a male before. The idea is totally foreign to me, but this is our Kea’Vah bonding ceremony and I only wish to drive him as wild as I am. I’m excited to tease his body, testing his limits of control and plunge him into insanity.

The first thing I do is give him the fiercest kiss I can muster, smashing my lips harshly against his. My hand wraps around the back of his head and pushes us closer together, like squeezing something incredibly cute because the drive to do so overwhelms you. 

“I love you,” I exclaim with affection and fondness, because I need him to know that I truly do. “You make me incredibly happy, and you’ve helped me to feel whole. I want you so bad right now, but first, I want to try something out.”

“I love you too. I’m yours, Jane, however you need me.” 

I kiss his lips again, then his cheeks, his neck, and his chest. I start off slow, but my pace picks up because I’m rather excited and can’t keep my greedy lips to myself. My hands roam his chest while I continue my kisses down towards his navel. I lick that too, and he bucks his hips up, his erection smashing heavily against my stomach. “Aykeetan!” 

“Sorry, love, that felt good.”

“Yeah well, tell me if this feels good.” I tickle his sides furiously in retribution. I note his navel is an erogenous zone.

“Ugh.” A tight grunt stiffly leaves his mouth.

“Yeah. Uh huh. I have my own moves too, hun,” I say as he watches me while squinting. I know a challenge when I see one and I plan on winning. Just not this second.

OK, back to business. I want to blow his mind, literally. My eyes drink in his sexy blue-black Viking hair, strong jaw line, and bold cheek bones, his hazel eyes and pale blue skin. He’s a brute. My brute. 

He’s at least 6’5, and there’s a lot to love about his rock-hard body. A painters’ dream. I think of the painting I need to finish. Maybe I will remove the sheet from the painting altogether. 

I place those thoughts away for later. He has no hair on the rest of his body, no treasure trail to follow, but that’s OK. I know where my hands need to go.

Kneeling between his legs, I grab his member, causing him to release a sharp hiss. My fingers don’t make it all the way around his girth. 

My goodness, how much does this thing weigh? Just thinking about the passionate destruction that will occur when we make love makes my core ache and pulse. I lean down to lick the beady droplet of seed and I receive a strong whiff of his manly scent with a hint of lemongrass. 

He even tastes like lemongrass. My goodness, I’ll need to be careful. I could get addicted. Between losing myself, pleasing my new mate and his delicious taste, it’s bound to happen.

I cup his large sac, which is heavy too. He groans, tilting his head back and thrusts his member closer to my face. His sac is pulsing in my hands, full of all the seed he’s going to give me. 

Oh, my god. What’s going on with me? I’ve never been a dirty talker, but I can’t help it, I’m so far gone in my lust, I don’t even care. This is natural. This is what people think, say and do in the bedroom, or on the beach...whatever. I’m loving my new mate the way we're meant to. If someone finds this filthy, it’s not their concern.

When I lick him from his base all the way up the stem of his member to the tip, I’m gifted with more lemongrass flavored seed.

“Come for me,” I demand him, as my sexual innocence morphs into confidence.

And as if he has full control of his faculties, he generates more for me, so I try my hardest to encompass my mouth around the head of his member, swirling my tongue as I pump and knead him. It barely fits, but I do my best to accommodate him.

“Uh.... oh. Jane, this...is...uh... incred... ugh.” He grunts as his hot seed splatters into my mouth.

I swallow what I can, but there’s too much and some dribbles down the side of my mouth and under my chin. Taking a finger, he scoops up the rest before placing it into my mouth. He’s filthy and I love it. 

“Mm. Lemongrass.”

“You are too much, more than I could have imagined,” he says, clearly spent. “We still haven’t completed the bond, Jane. We need to make love, but I need a minima to recharge.”

“I’m ready when you are, hun.”

I need him desperately, but I just took him for all he had. I understand he needs time.

So we cuddle each other on the sand, while thinking of how I’m incredibly lucky to have such a mate who loves, adores and accepts me for who I am. 

I was so shy before him, because of my lack of experience. But with him, he helps bring out the best in me, including my sexuality. I don’t have to be shy or ashamed of what I like him to do to me, or what I want to do to him. It’s freeing. And I can’t wait for round two.
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Chapter Twenty
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Aykeetan

By the gods, what she did with her mouth was incredible. I originally thought she wanted to be in control and mount me, given how large I am, so I complied with her wishes. It would be easier to take her for first time if I’m beneath her, so she can gently ease her way onto me, but I was pleasantly surprised at how wrong I was. 

Instead of mounting me, she ordered me down and kneeled between my legs, so she could stroke, lick and suckle my cock. The feeling of her sweet and soft lips, and her smooth tongue, almost made me lose control. I could have died alone just from the pleasure she drew from my body, playing me like an instrument that only she, and she alone, knows to play. I’m not sure what this lemongrass is, but I’m excited to be her new favorite flavor.

It’s much darker now, and I can see the stars line up in the sky. Having the ceremony down here was my mate’s idea and it’s perfect, but we could have done our Kea’Vah anywhere and she still would have made me the luckiest male in the universe.

We are taking a minima of rest, so I can build up my seed again. I pray to the gods that she becomes pregnant from our Kea’Vah bonding ceremony. I wish to see her body swell with our younglings; nothing would please me more. The image my mind produces instantly hardens my cock and I feel ready to go.

I lay back, grab her hips and roll her so she’s on top straddling me.

“Ah. What are you doing?!”

I don’t respond. Instead, I lay back and guide her upwards until her core is centered over my face with her legs sprawled out beside my head. I lick her over and over, readying her small virginal body for me. She is mewling and moaning, like I knew she would, her cream lubricating her slit in preparation. This time, I scoop some up with a finger and coat it on my cock and I nearly spill.

I slow my ministrations when I lower her hips down to my stomach, so I have access to her face. I reach for her, bringing her face close to mine to seal our lips together. She’s grinding her hips against my stomach. She will mount me after all. 

“Are you ready, my love?”

“Oh god, yes please.”

“You’re in control of everything my love. We’ll work through it together.”

She slides her hips down further until my cock is lying flat against her backside. She sways her hips back and forth. 

“This feels so good,” she says as she rubs her slit against my groin.

My hands skim across her stomach inching their way up the swell of her breasts and I palm each of them. They are heavy and full. They will fill our younglings with milk when the time comes. I gently pinch her dusky nipples and she grinds hard against me.

“Ugh, now it’s you that teases me,” I groan out.

Sliding her hand between our roused bodies, she grasps my cock and slides it across her silken wet folds. It’s feels like velvet, super soft, but wet at the same time. My cock pulses and jostles in her hand, desperately seeking her protective channel. It wants to nestle there and make a permanent home. I want this too.

Unable to help myself, my hips jut upwards and she uses this momentum to seat herself over me fully, allowing her slit to open to encompass the head of my cock.

“Uh!” We both sigh out in euphoria.

“So vrakk’n tight. Please have mercy on me,” I manage to choke out.

Jane

My mate knows my body like an instrument like he’s been honing his talent for years. I guess that’s what happens when you're meant to be together, you just fit right. I pause for a moment, relishing the connection of his body inside of me. The feeling of such fullness spread wide with a tight burn that aches in time with my clit. I heard that the first time is painful, but the only thing painful about this is that he’s not fully inside me. I need more.

“More. It doesn’t hurt...I need it deeper. I ache for you to fill me all the way,” I beg.

His hips slowly thrust upwards toward mine until it’s not possible for him to get any deeper. I groan out in the satisfaction of his body claiming mine in such an intimate way. There is so little space between our bodies that my clit is jammed up against his pubis, so I grind forward and backwards and I’m rewarded with penetration and clitoral stimulation at the same time. I’m not going to last like this.

He hasn’t moved, and I think it’s because he needs to be assured that he’s not hurting me.

“There’s no pain, Aykeetan. Please make love with me.”

And for the next while we thrust and grind against each other, deeply but slowly. Feeling inch by inch, the incredible pleasure that builds in our bodies. This isn’t...fucking. This is passionate love making. 

We are so lost in the moment, words no longer come out of our mouths. Only the sounds of moans, groans and grunts escape our lips as we use each other, grating each other down, nerve by nerve, until there’s nothing left but our hearts and souls.

So this is what it means to be bonded in the Kea’Vah way. We move as one, we feel as one, we are one. And in that moment, we both come as one, screaming each other’s names in ecstasy.

Panting hard with our energy depleted, we slow to a full stop.

I lay against his chest with my neck under his head. His arms wrap around my body. In this moment, I’ve never felt more alive, more loved, or more connected with any person. I fought so hard in the beginning because I thought I was doing the right thing. 

How could I ever allow something to grow between myself and another being just to have it snatched away when I died? It felt so wrong, but I’m so glad that my life has turned out different. I love this male deeply with all my heart and soul and I’m never letting go.
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Chapter Twenty-One
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Aykeetan

I’m the luckiest male alive. We’ve completed our Kea’Vah bond and my hearts and soul are soaring with love and appreciation for my mate. I’m silently thanking the gods for allowing me this tremendous gift. Without her I’d never have a mate or younglings of my own and would be destined to live and die alone.

The Kea’Vah entwines mates in such a deep way. I feel so intimately connected with her that if she died this very minima, my soul would soon follow after. But she’s not dying. She’s completely healthy and together we will live long lives making many, many younglings. I will give her the biggest family she could ever imagine.

We continue to rest on the beach, as it is tradition with the ceremony. I would take her again, but we are both exhausted, as it should be after a good mating. She’s sleeping now, but when she wakes, I do plan on having her again. Tomorrow is a big day. There are many decisions that must be made, and I know some won’t be easy for her. Whatever her choice, I’ll stand by her.

Eventually, I fall asleep as the night takes me.

––––––––
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I WAKE TO THE FEELING of my mate’s body wriggling against me. It’s sunrise and all the traditions of our ceremony is complete. Our first night together, fully mated.

Grinning, I wonder how I’m going to please her this morning. My body aches for her already. It will be a while until we can no longer cling to each other like suayblis in a heat cycle.

“Hey there handsome. I can’t believe we slept here out under the stars, on the beach, none the less. I wish I’d thought of this sooner. Camping out here would’ve been amazing.”

Kissing her hair, I grunt in agreement. “It’s part of the ceremony to stay out all night until sunrise, my love.”

“Oh? I didn’t know,” she says, smiling. “That was perfect. Everything about it was perfect. Even though I’ve never been married, this already feels so much better than that. I’m so happy I came around.”

“It was.” I stroke her arm. “I’ve heard of this marriage thing, my mother told me about it. She’s like you, human. She says people get this marriage, then divorce. I don’t understand how you can choose a mate and leave them. I’d never leave you, my love. You are meant for me.” My arousal sparks, remembering the feel of her body encompassing mine. “We need to discuss some things today, my love.” I stroke her hair.

“I know we do, and I thought about it all morning. I really want to stay here in my cottage on this land. It’s my home, and I feel so selfish saying this because you’ve come from so far away just to find me, but I realize it’s probably not safe to stay here any longer given what’s happened.” I can see tears well in her eyes. It’s clear she has thought long and hard about this and it’s not an easy choice for her to make.

“I’m happy to be wherever you wish to be. On a rock, in a cave, here on earth. It doesn’t matter. All I need is you,” I murmur tenderly, trying to comfort her as I lean in for a kiss on her sweet lips.

She kisses me back in full, opening her delicious mouth to me. I plunge my tongue deep inside, tasting and savoring her flavor. I flip her over, so she’s beneath me and I spread her legs wide to seat myself between them. I kiss and suckle her skin all the way down her body while her hands roam on the sides of my face and in my hair. She’s enjoying this. I can smell her arousal building just as my cock is beginning its ache to be deep inside something warm, something tight and deep.

I reach her mound and inhale deeply as I rub my face against hers before I lavish her clit and steal the cream of her slit. She moans and pushes her mound against my face harder for more pressure. I look up and our eyes meet.

“I feel so empty without you,” she cries out.

I grasp her thighs and tug her body down so her hips as lined with mine. I rub myself up and down against the top of her channel, coating my cock with lubrication. In one slow, agonizing motion, I plunge deep inside her until my sac crushes tightly between my body and her bottom. She arches high off the ground, wrapping her legs around my hips while her arms hold onto my neck.

“Deeper,” she demands.

“I don’t think I can,” I choke out.

Just thinking of going deeper makes my cock pulse and my sac ache. If only I could. I thrust against her again until my sac is completely crushed against her bottom. However, I squeeze my ass as hard as I can, propelling me further into her greedy channel.

“That’s it,” she screams.

Dear gods, if someone was on the beach with us, they’d think I was murdering my mate.

We continue this way, our bodies slamming against each other, as I carve out her channel. The feeling is incredible. Pleasure builds inside me and bursts. I roar as my hot seed floods the deepest, darkest depths of her channel. I pump a few more times as she crushes her face against mine, breathing heavily as she orgasms.

She doesn’t just satiate my carnal needs, but her love fills a loneliness that only a mate could fill. I don’t think I can live another day without her, or this connection we’ve made. The gods were right to choose this female for me. I wouldn’t change anything about her. She’s perfect, and I know that I’m perfect for her. The changing and our Kea’Vah bonding ceremony confirms the truth. I sometimes used to think that it was strange how we could never freely pick mates, but now I fully understand why our gods chose a different path for us.

Our bodies are littered with sand from staying out here all night to complete our ceremony. We need to clean off, so I pick her up and toss her small body over my shoulders. She barely weighs a thing. I could carry her to the ends of the universe and back and still not tire. I head towards the water with bathing in mind, but a deep part of me wants to have her again. I just can’t seem to get enough.

“Hey!!! What do you think you’re doing?!” She playfully bangs her fist on my back.

“We need to clean off.”

“I have a shower at the cottage.”

“No.” I swat her bottom before rubbing gentle circles to smooth away the small blush I’ve created on her cheeks.

“Uh. Hey, that’s no fair. What do you mean no? Put me down.” She grabs my ass and firmly squeezes. “How you like that, huh?” she asks in between giggling.

Stepping over the swelling beach waves, I head further into the ocean until the water level nears my hips. I put her down slowly into the water, allowing her time to adjust to the temperature. “I like it very much actually. Do it again.”

“Oh really? If you want it, you’ll have to wait until I get you back first. Oh, the water isn’t bad.” She dunks her head back, and when she is standing up again, water sluices down her breasts where her nipples crinkle into tight dusky peaks.

Growling, I kneel down before her and suckle one into my mouth and move onto the other one. I heft her up in my arms and lean her back flat against the water where she begins to float. She looks at me curiously.

“You are insatiable. I don’t know if I can take you again so soon.”

“Shhh, I need to concentrate.” I open her legs and lift them over my shoulders, bringing her mound back to my face. “You want to leave earth and come to Ay’Kea’Terrra or stay here on Earth?”

She nods. “Leave. I think it’s for the best. I just regret having to leave my home.”

Good. My sire and mother will be happy to hear I’m coming home with my mate. I part the lips between her thighs and make love to her with my mouth. It doesn’t take long, and she rewards me with more of her tave flavor cream on my tongue.

We exit the water and wait to dry off before we get dressed. Holding each other’s hands, we walk along the beach and up the steep hill until it becomes a cliff. I carefully avoid the giant hole that swallowed me last time. 

We turn inland and continue between the grassland and the woods until we reach her cottage. I know she doesn’t want to leave, and it pains my hearts that she is choosing me over her family home. I feel responsible for her loss. “How long would you like to stay before we go?”

Before opening the door to her home, she turns back to me. “I can’t bear to say goodbye to the only home I’ve ever known. It might be easier to leave now if possible? I just need to do a few things first.”

Pulling her back towards me, into my arms, I wrap my arms around her to comfort her. “Of course. Let me comm the Vo-Sharita and let them know. Anything you want to take with you, bring outside. Bring as much as you’d like, my love.” Looking down at her face, her eyes leak and the skin around them puff up.

“Thank you for being so amazing to me,” she says and nuzzles her face against mine before she heads inside.

At that moment, I devise a plan to take away my mate’s sadness. Seeing her like this tears my hearts up into tiny pieces. I pull out my comm to make the call when a loud shot is fired. I’m hit in the chest and it knocks the wind out of me. I think of my mate and how she’ll need protecting as I pass out.
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Chapter Twenty-Two

[image: image]


Jane

Bang!

I cover my ears as they scream in protest against the shrill ringing. 

I recognize that noise. It’s the sound of a fired bullet. How? 

A spike of fear hits me hard like someone dumped a bucket of ice water over my head. My heart thumps as I turn and race outside.

“Aykeetan!”

His limp body is slumped face down on the ground and I rush towards him.

“No...no...no....no....no,” I sob out as my hands try to push him onto his back, but it’s futile. He’s just too heavy. 

I cringe as blood soaks into the ground around his chest. It’s clear he’s been shot...but by who though?

My body perks up, sensing danger. The fine hairs on my arm stand up and shiver runs down my spine. “Honey. Please. Wake. Up.” 

The hands I have on his back urgently try to shake him awake. I realize this could make his injuries worse, but there’s someone with a weapon. We could both be dead soon if we can’t get out of here. 

Something moves in my periphery vision as a shadow moves out from behind the side of my cottage. My grief and worry turn to anger and I jab my finger forward. “YOU!”

“Nice to see you again so, soon.” Dr. Shaw’s responds with a cheer that makes my skin crawl.

“What have you done? You’re a freaking monster,” I accuse him. 

It's clearly not the best idea as his face falls flat and his eyes bulge. 

I’m still kneeling on the ground next to my mate who doesn’t appear to be breathing. I can’t check his face to feel breath against his mouth and nose or see if his chest is rising and falling as it should. It’s hard to tell with him slumped down, but I’d imagine it would be hard to like that. 

“I’m not a monster, Jane, I’m advancing human medicine.” He takes a few hesitant steps closer, his gun raised slightly for protection, removing the fear he previously had. “Was...advancing medicine until your friend and his buddies decided to destroy my research center.”

My body shudders at all the humans who were forced to be his lab rats at his supposed research center. I move slightly, covering my mate’s body. He may not even be alive, but that’s not going to stop me from protecting what’s mine. Too many people have been taken from me. 

Not this time.

“Get up!” his voice orders as his points the gun off to the side at Aykeetan. “I said, get up or I’ll shoot him again. If the first bullet didn’t kill him, I’ll end him right now.”

His words are strange and then I realize he’s using my mate as leverage. I study Dr. Shaw’s face for a second. It’s an act. He’s trying to be menacing, but I can see the fear and panic in his eyes. The way the lines appear on the center of his forehead and the slant at the outside of his eyelids. Knowing how a face looks is part of being a professional artist. 

He can’t shoot my mate again or he will die and then Dr. Shaw will lose all the leverage he has right now. I want to live, truly, but there’s an ache in my heart that says if my mate’s gone that I should follow. 

I lean slightly towards my mate’s head. “I don’t know if you can hear me, but I need to go with him. If I can somehow disarm him, I can come back and help. Please don’t die one me...I love you. Just hold on,” I whisper softly before kissing his cheek.

“Enough. You’ve said your goodbyes. Come or I’ll shoot.” He motions to my mate. I don’t debate over the fact that doing so will ruin his plans. 

My legs shake as I stand up. Adrenaline courses through my body, ready for the action that I’m not used to. I must be careful with how I proceed; things didn’t work out so well for me before. 

“I'm coming, please just don’t kill him.” 

Playing the part that he wants me to play is not easy, but lives are at stake. I’m struggling as my emotions run high. I want to just bash this guy in, but he’s stronger than me. I need to disarm him first, but how?

Dr. Shaw strides toward me, closing the distance as he grabs my arm with one hand and faces the gun towards my mate in the other. It gives me hope, if he’s unsure if he killed Aykeetan and he’s a doctor, there’s a good chance he may still be alive. 

“Where are you taking me?” I ask as he drags me behind him, occasionally looking back behind us. I look behind me and my mate is still face down on the ground. A few tears escape my eyes, but I hold the rest in because I need be strong for the both of us.

He doesn’t answer me, but I soon find out exactly where we’re going. There’s a black car parked further down my driveway and we’re heading in that direction. 

The windows have a dark tint, and my eyes struggle to see inside. I don’t hear anyone else, but if we’re not alone, I stand no chance to escape and save my mate.

“Get in the car.” He swings the back door open and pushes me in. 

I fall flat against the seat. “Ouch!” 

The damn doctor tried to close the door with a foot hanging in the frame. Was anything about this man ever real? His eyes used to twinkle with generosity and now they're black depths devoid of any emotion.

Slam! 

The door finally closed now that I’m shoved in back here like cargo. There’s a panel that separates the front and back seat. I kick against it, but it doesn’t budge. “Dammit.”

Think...think. 

I glance outside. The doctor is chatting to someone on the phone. I try to open the door I came in through. I didn’t hear the clicking of doors locking. Grasping the handle, I give it a push. Nothing. 

Knock!  

My eyes wander upwards and Dr. Shaw is staring at me shaking his head. “You’re not getting out so make yourself at home.”

Yeah, no thanks. I glance to the other door. Maybe? Doesn’t hurt to give it a try, so I scuttle across the seat and pull the handle. It makes a crunchy sound and I immediately check back to see if I’m being watched. Nope.

Quietly, I sneak out the car. I don’t close the door all the way because it would be too noisy and alert Dr. Shaw of my escape. There’s nowhere else to go, so I crouch down, crawling underneath the car.

The gravel makes a gristle sound.

“Shi-” I stop myself. 

Footsteps move around the car. “Yes, yes. I’ll be there. I have her in the backseat. She’s not going anywhere. I’ll be there as soon as I can...No, I can’t go back there, the cops have it under Rader. Don’t be an imbecile.” 

I’m not sure who he’s talking to, but I take note of his call for later. 

One of car doors open and closes. The ding a car makes before it turns on starts before the engine revs up. The roaring above me causes me to panic. 

Shit! 

Pulling my arms and legs in, I lay as flat as I can. I don’t plan on getting run over today if I can help it. 

Nothing happens and the level of anxiety it creates is astronomical. Does he know I’m not in the car? Why hasn’t he taken off yet? Will he find me? 

Just as I’m about to have a full-blown panic attack the car moves, heading slowly down my driveway. 

I don’t move for several moments. I’m afraid to. Do I make a run for it or wait? If I wait, there’s a chance he’ll see me on the rear-view mirror. If I make a dash for it, it will draw more notice behind him, and he’ll notice me on the rear-view mirror. 

I think of my mate’s body slumped over. I need to get to him and call for help. I know the Vo’Sharitah will come...maybe they are already on their way?

That decides it. I can’t leave him there, if I make a getaway, I can call for help. I just need to be quick and not get noticed. It's now or never. 

I bolt upwards and make a dash towards to the cottage.

Screeeeeech! 

Tires spinning on gravel makes me look back. The car reverses with deadly speed and I dodge out of the way, but trip and slide. I scramble to get up, but my feet can’t take hold.

Slam! 

“You thought you could get away? What did I say? If you don’t come with me, I’ll shoot your friend over there,” he says, heading toward me with gun in hand.

I’m sprawled on the ground, crawling backwards towards safety. 

“Clearly you need a little help. No matter though, I’ve come prepared.” He whips out an injection.

“Fuck No!” I scream and scramble away from him, but he takes a quick jab at my arm with his stupid needle.

My eyelids become heavy, and I hear a lion roar. 

I’m losing my shit...there’s no lions out here. Something blue jumps out of nowhere and tackles the doctor. I fall back and hit my head on the gravel. 

“Aykeetan?” I asked, my voice barely making a sound as I pass out.
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Chapter Twenty-Three
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Aykeetan

“Ugh.” I sit up feeling light-headed and disoriented. Inhaling a deep breath to clear my mind. “Arg, what in the gods name is that pain?” My eyes travel downwards where a large bleeding hole is in my chest. 

Vrakk 

Yes, another projectile wound protecting my mate.

My mate. 

“Jane!” I call out, remembering getting shot by an unknown assailant. I head inside her home, but I don’t smell her at all. 

“Fuck No!” Her powerful yell, clearly from outside, resonates through the walls. I dash through the door and see her down a rocky path in front of a human transportation vehicle.

It’s the man from before at the facility. Dr. Shaw. I’d recognize the vile excuse for a human anywhere. He’s not getting away this time. 

Rage consumes me. I spot him grabbing her arm and I let out a deafening roar. I catch up to them in literal minimas, leaving no chance for the vile excuse of a human to react to my presence. 

I leap onto the human’s back. He crumbles to the ground in a sickening crunch. 

How weak and pathetic. 

It doesn’t escape my notice that Jane has passed out only a few feet away. My connection with her from the Kea’Vah tells me she’s OK. I will tend to her once I finish this vile human once and for all. 

I lose control as I unleash all hell on this human doctor, one who claims to heal people while he destroys them from the inside out. My claws tear upon his skin, leaving deep and guttural wounds that gush with blood. 

It’s easy work. Such an untrained human has no ability to withstand an attack from such a strong hunter as myself. I take pride and satisfaction knowing that I have destroyed this human beyond recognition. His face is slashed to bits. I’ve left holes in his chest as he did to me, and I’ve castrated his manhood. 

It takes all my strength to stop. We will need to interrogate this piece of human waste for information. Captain Rasheed requested to keep anyone alive for questioning should we find them. He will be almost as pleased as I am. 

Despite the pile of blood and bones he is, he still manages to gurgle something coherent. “She...will nev...be ..afe. They...will com...for her.” 

I’m almost impressed. Almost, but instead, I save all my thoughts and feelings for my mate who I scoop up into my arms as I comm the ship. 

“We need immediate assistance. The doctor is secured...but on the throes of death, my mate is unconscious, and I have a projectile in my chest.”

“On our way. Dr. Dushaad will be on standby.”

I stroke my mate's face and kiss her hair. I take stock of her wounds; it looks like just some scraping on her hands and legs. It could have been so much worse, and I thank the gods for their assistance today. It’s obvious they wanted me alive, otherwise the bullet would have pierced one of my hearts. Even a blow such as that wouldn’t have killed me but would have rendered me unconscious for a lot longer. 

It doesn’t take long for the Vo’Sharitah to arrive. They touch down quick without the worry of being detected. 

Dr. Dushaad and a few others come bursting through the cargo doors. “What happened? Let me see her!” His scanning equipment buzz to life. 

“I got shot in the—”

“Not you, you vrakking idiot. Her”

“I was passed out, but I think she was injected with something.”

A tap on my shoulder from Vashawn brings my attention elsewhere while Dr. Dushaad figures out what’s going on with my mate. “Good work with the human. He’s being transported to a cell for holding. Did he say anything to you before you knocked him out?”

I watch as crew members drag him behind them without a care for his fragile human body. It amuses me. “No...well other than a threat to my mate. He claimed they will find her.”

Vashawn nods. “We’re going to scan the perimeter, see if we can find anything else.”

“Check his transport.” I point down the gravel path. “There’s a vehicle there. I think it’s his. You might find something inside.”

“A transport? Hackable I wonder,” me muses as his eyes drift off into space.

“I need to get back to my mate. Thanks for coming so quickly.” I’m just about to walk off when I remember my plans. “Oh, Vashawn, I need you to do something for me please.”

“What is it?” His head tilts to the side as he comes out of his reverie.

Going into basic detail, I explain how important this home is for my mate and ask if there’s anything that can be done to ease the loss of her only home. “So, what are our options?”

He scratches his head. “Well, we can’t use the tractor beam. The building will crumble without a foundation and there’s no way with current tech to circumvent that. We could take several scans of the structure and have it rebuilt on Ay’Kea’Terra. Of course, there will be a fee for such labor. We would have to locate the correct sources of materials to construct the exact replica. It will be expensive and will take some time.”

That doesn’t seem like a bad idea at all. 

“Could you have someone take the scans now, and send them to one of your contacts to have it started before we arrive? Why can’t we just replicate the materials?” I glance over to her home. 

I don’t care how much money it costs. She deserves this.

“Well...I guess we could, but again, it's not cheap.”

“I don’t care. Just get it done.” My hard tone has him frowning in an instant. “Sorry, it's been a bad day.”

He grunts, and motions to a crew member then points at the house. They have a few words before heading down to the human’s transport vehicle. And just like that, someone’s scanning my mate’s home. I grin to myself at how sneaky I am. 

I glance back over to my mate, and Dr. Dushaad gestures for me to come over. 

“Is she going to be OK?”

“She should wake up in a few minutes. It was just a mild sedative.” Dr. Dushaad packs up his equipment and waits for her to regain her consciousness. “Come here and let me take care of that now. I’m not working on it three weeks from now when you complain it’s infected.”

I grunt and sit down on the steps.

“I don’t know what it is about this crew, or you for that matter, and these damn projectile wounds. One day it’s going to hit something vital.” 

A few more projectile wounds would be optimal, I could show them off with pride back home. My mate would also know how good of a mate I am, always there, protecting her. 

“Humans don’t aim that low,” I explain with a sigh.

He gives me a sharp look as he uses forceps to pull out the bullet. Blood trickles out of my wound with a small sting. It’s not that bad at all. It was with incredible luck that this shot knocked me out to begin with. I could wear armor so it’s less likely for this to happen again, but I know how much my physical form appeals to my mate. I catch her sneaking glances at my stomach often. If I cover up, I might not be able to tempt her to mate with me as often. 

Tough choices must be made.

“Mhm, continue to think with your damn cock and you won’t be alive for that mate of yours,” he says while spraying something on me to clean and seal the wound. I’m given a wet cloth to wipe up the rest of the blood.  

I grunt, acknowledging him as I scoop her up off the emergency pad. She’s silent for several more minimas, before she stirs, and her eyes blink several times before fully opening them. “You must stop passing out my love,” I jest.

She caresses my face. “Hmm... thank you for rescuing me again.” Her eyes are sleepy despite gaining consciousness. “You’re hurt, is this where the bastard shot you? Where is he anyways?” She gasps, checking my chest out in a frenzy. 

I bat her hand away. “It’s nothing Dr. Dushaad couldn’t patch up in a minima. The vile human is in a holding cell for questioning,” I respond. 

“Good. Let him rot when you’re done.” She stretches and yawns, mouth wide-open and I take the opportunity to stick a finger in her mouth. “Aghh, what the hell??”

“Gotcha!” She may not like my antics, but it distracts her from the heavy mood and our little game of back and forth pranks gets her feisty. She’s glorious when she’s feisty. 

“Not funny. Come here and let me show you how it’s really done.” Her smile is sly, and my instincts tell me something’s up, but I can’t quite put my finger on it.

She slips a digit in her mouth, making it very wet. I’m not sure where this is going. My eyes narrow as I watch her like a hawk. “Come closer,” she asks as she leans in towards me, our faces almost touching. 

My instincts are blaring, but she’s puckering her lips for a kiss and the temptation is too great. My eyes close as we seal our lips together. I notice movement to the side of my head, but I’m distracted by the sweet taste of her mouth against mine.

A wet suctioning sound slops through my ear as she jams the finger, she previously sucked, in there. “Ugh, I pull my head to the side, away from the kiss and her finger. Vrakking disgusting.”

“Pay back,” she says and sticks her tongue out at me. 

I shake my head several times, tapping it with my palm to get the moisture out, but its vrakking stuck. “You watch your back, mate of mine. A hunter knows how to bait his prey.”
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Chapter Twenty-Four
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Jane

I’ve made my decision to leave the only real home I’ve ever known. It wasn’t easy, but ultimately staying here isn’t safe anymore. Not after my abduction or both of us getting attacked by Dr. Shaw, and while he’s being questioned as we speak, we still have no idea how far this operation goes. 

There could be many other people in power abducting and abusing humans for the sake of science or money. Earth isn’t safe, and we don’t have the manpower or the information to stop it. 

I also worry about how I would explain my newfound health to my friends, especially after I already sent out my goodbye letters. That would be awkward. I can’t live two lives, one with my mate and one as plain old Jane. My mind is made up.

Leaving Earth is a small sacrifice I can make, so I can be with my mate to ensure our safety at the same time. I’ve done everything I could here. My family’s no longer here, I’ve finished school, and while I never made any money off my art, who knows what could happen on Ay’Kea’Terra.

Deciding what I wanted to bring isn’t hard. Clothes, my grandma’s recipes, art supplies, knitted blankets, my mother’s hairbrush, my father’s watch, my grandfather’s favorite carving tool, photo albums, and of course our family portrait. I pack what I can into my luggage and bring the rest downstairs. My mate did all the heavy lifting by carrying it outside for me.

Several months back I had written up letters and left them at the post office. I prepaid and stamped them. In about two months from now, when I assumed I was going to be dead, they will be automatically be delivered to my friends. It’s the best closure I could give, and I’m really glad that I had that set up when I was still in the hospital. I wouldn’t have been able to do it now. 

“Can you give me a few minutes?” I ask my mate.

“Anything for you, my love.”

Stepping back into the house and closing the door behind me, I leave my mate on the porch and take a moment of silence. Then I go through each room and think of all the wonderful memories I’ve had here.

The kitchen has the most memories. I remember learning to prep, cook and bake delicious meals with Grandma. She taught me the difference between chopping, mincing and dicing. I was an expert with veggies before I was a teenager. One year she caught Dad and I sneaking a piece of his birthday cake that we made. She didn’t have to say anything. Her scold said it all.

I remember the last day we had breakfast here, together as a family. Dad was cooking the bacon and pretended to only save one slice for my mother and I to share. We were not happy until we found out he was pranking us yet again.

As I walk into the bathroom I’m blasted with the last memory of my parents.

––––––––
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“JANE, HONEY, IF WE don’t brush these curls now, they’re going to be such a mess later,” my mother said with a calm voice, even though I could tell she’s discouraged. “I don’t know why your curls are such a mess, mine are never this difficult to brush!”

“Do I need a rescue team to come save you two?” my father asked from the kitchen. “Breakfast is ready, so if you guys are hoping to get any bacon you might want to come out now, before it’s all gone.”

I leapt out of the stool and dashed for the kitchen, ignoring my mother’s pleas from behind me.

––––––––
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I FEEL SAD, BUT I’M glad that I have this memory to hold to. One last get together before things went sour. 

My mother always brushed my hair in the bathroom after bathing. Sometimes, if I asked her to, she would braid it as well. When I turned twelve, she showed me how to use makeup for the first time. My father was mad. He said that I was beautiful without make up and I didn’t need it. There was no argument, they loved each other too deeply for that. They simply agreed to disagree.

All those nights we stayed up very late at night and watched movies in the living room. No distraction was the rule. No phones, newspapers, magazine, nothing. It was family time, and if you broke the rules, you got to clean the house the next day. I loved family night because I always got to stay up way past my bedtime. 

I remember one time we all had a sleep over in here. Everyone toppled over each other because we stayed up too late and everyone was too tired to move to their beds. I got to skip school the next day.

I think of my grandfather and all the hard work he put into making this cottage a home. He taught me about nature, the different kinds of trees, ones good for carving and the ones good for building. He loved to carve and made new furniture for the house whenever Grandma decided she needed a change.

Memories of my dad pour in. He was always so supportive of me. He knew I wanted to be an artist long before anyone else, and always pushed me to be the best I could always be. Without his support, I’m not sure if I would have made it through college. Even though he was long gone by then, it was always the kind words he had said that would ring through my mind whenever I needed it the most.

I feel as if my life is coming to an end, but not physically, mentally. I’m leaving behind my past, and everything that made me who I am today, in exchange for love. I don’t know what life will be like on the other side of the universe, but I’m going to do my family proud. I suspect that even if they were here today and knew everything that has happened, they would still want me to go.

“I thought I was going to see you all so soon, but fate had other plans for me. I’m ready to live my life now, and I wish you could all come with me, but you can’t. Instead, I’m taking a small piece of you each, so I can always remember you. I love you and I’ll never forget. Maybe one day we can see each other again,” I say quietly while tears stream down my face. I grab a tissue from the bathroom and blow my nose.

With all my belongings packed and my goodbyes said, I walk through the front door and onto the porch for the last time in my life. I grab my mate’s arm. “I’m ready.”

“I know you are. You’re strong, my love. I know you’ll love Ay’Kea’Terra.”

He pulls me into his embrace, providing me with all the warmth and comfort I need. Just because this is the right decision to make, it doesn’t mean it’s easy for me, and he understands that.

The wind picks up speed and I can see the ship touch down from a distance. It’s massive and sleek with a vibrant metallic color and a design that screams futuristic.

“Wait! I have one more thing I need to do. I’ll be right back.”

I run down my driveway, pulling out the letter I’ve written for Matt, and toss it in the mailbox, letting it stick our halfway, so he thinks it’s a return. I didn’t go into much detail, but I thanked him for being a great courier man, and always spending an extra moment to chat with me, even if I wasn’t quite in the mood for it. 

“There. Now, I’m ready.” I murmur as I head back up and meet my mate. 

We walk towards the ship now that the wind has died down and I can see where I’m going since my hair no longer flings in my face. For the first time in a long time I’m excited about the direction my life is going. This ship is going to take me into space and to a new planet. I plan on enjoying every second of my journey; how many people can say they get to do what I’m about to?

I reach for my belongings, but my mate already has it in his arms and over his back. I can barely see his skin. He’s like a walking pile of stuff and it’s funny.

I burst out laughing. “You look ridiculous. Let me help some.”

“No,” he grunts as we walk towards the ship.

I can tell he feels responsible with the hard-set lines on his jaw and the slight frown. This isn’t his fault though, but if it makes him feel better to carry my belongings onto the ship, I’m not going to take that away from him by complaining.

I already know where we’re going. To the cabin we spent our first night and subsequent week together. The thought is enticing, sleeping together in a soft comfortable bed. I hope they haven’t washed his sheets from before. They smelled so strongly of him and I couldn’t help but breathe his scent. Tonight, I hope that I can have a little spicy instead.

My mate dropped my clothing off in our cabin. It turns out the sheets were cleaned while we were away, but no matter, he’s been very close to me since our bonding ceremony anyways. I doubt the smell of him will ever truly leave my nose.

All of my other belongings were dropped off in the cargo hold, where they will be safe until we reach our destination. Ay’Kea’Terra. I realize that I don’t know much about the planet. Either way, I’m going to find out soon. 

I sit on the bed and think about how this is going to be one hell of an adventure. Going out into space and visiting a whole new world. I’m trembling with excitement, but I’m also nervous. I have no idea what awaits me.
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Chapter Twenty-Five
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Aykeetan

I’m so proud of my mate. She’s decided to leave the only place she’s ever known, fighting for her freedom and safety, and choosing me over the comfort her small life provided.  I know she will always miss her old life, but I believe she will thrive in our new home.

“Hun, tell me about your home world.”

I hoist her up and scoop her into my arms. Her breasts attack my face, but I ignore them. I spin her around in circles and she giggles. I love how care-free she’s becoming.

She’s still in my arms when I sit on our bed. She tosses her legs to the side and wraps an arm around my shoulder. My mischievous minx nips my nose. So, she wants to play?

“Hmm, you want to know about my home world. I don’t know, I’ve never been there.” I’ve played this game with her before and it doesn’t end well for me, but I love the fire that will burn in her eyes once she realizes what I’m doing.

“What? Why are you always trying to fool me?” She rolls out of my arms, onto the bed and snatches a pillow before repeatedly smashing it against my chest.

“Oomph, that hurts,” I cry out, feigning pain as I double over.

“Liar!” She continues to smash me a few more times over my back, neck and face.

I steal the pillow from her and toss it over my head. She thought she could beat me with a pillow. I’ll show her! I’m a fierce hunter, and once I have eyes on my prey, there’s no turning back. Grabbing her hips, I pull her over my lap and swat her bottom. She moans, but I’m not giving her any treats. I pick her up and toss her on the bed. She bounces and pouts her lips.

“I was going to talk about home, but you’ve wounded me. I must go see Dr. Dushaad before my injuries get worse!” I can see she enjoys our little game, because she’s smiles.

“I did no such thing! Come here big guy.” She draws circles in the bed with her palm, motioning me over to where she’s lying on her side.

“There just like that,” she says as I lay down next to her, massaging my scalp. “All better, yes?”

“Mmm. Your magic hands can heal wounds. The doctor will want to harvest your magic for science.”

She swats my back as she laughs. “Come on, be serious, Aykeetan. Tell me about your home. I know I’ll be with you, but that doesn’t mean I don’t have fears. This is new territory for me. I have no idea what to expect.”

“Well...my home is beautiful. It’s not ruined by technology like Earth, and it’s not run by greedy humans trying to make money. My people live simple lives. We raise our livestock, grow our own crops, build or own homes. We don’t rely on currency, but rather trade goods with others. We aren’t primitive and we do have technology, but we don’t worship it like humans do. 

“We worship our gods, who provide for us when we are in need and guide us when we are astray. My love, there’s nothing to fear in my home. I promise.”

“And your family? What if they don’t like me? I’ve already lost one. I don’t think I could bear being rejected by yours...” 

Cupping her face in my hands, I force her to look at me. “Jane, my love. You have nothing to fear. My family won’t reject you. They will rejoice in our union. They wait in their home as we speak for our return. They will love you. How could they not?” I explain as I play numerous kisses all over her face.

The ship makes a rumbling sound as it makes its exit through the atmosphere and orbit. If my mate realizes that we’re taking off, she doesn’t make an inclination. I decide not to tell her, not yet at least. She needs some time to adjust, and then I’ll break the news to her.

We stroll down to the mess hall, taking our time. It’s going to take a few Earth weeks to get to Ay’Kea’Terra. There’s not much to do on a spaceship unless you are crew member, so I’ll have to keep my mate occupied until we reach home. I’m sure we can find plenty of things to do. I know she still needs to finish that painting.

We reach the mess hall and even I’m surprised. The entire room is filled with delicious meals and deserts and there is a pile of gifts on one of the tables.

“Congrats on your recent mating,” the males yell out.

I almost double over in laughter, because this doesn’t fit their personality, definitely not something they would pull off by themselves. And then I see a small human, smiling in the corner. She’s the one from the rescue operations. Ah, now it make’s sense. She must have bullied Rasheed’s crew into this. I must say, I’m impressed, and by the looks on my mate’s face, she is too.

As soon as she spots the other human, she rushes over to her, leaving me alone during our party.

I make my way over to one of the crew mates sitting alone. “I assume this wasn’t your idea?”

“If you’re looking for who’s responsible, you need to talk to Vashawn or Dushaad.” Sulhawn laughs out.

I haven’t had much of a chance to get to know Sulhawn, but that’s because he’s typically in the belly of the ship, elbow deep in grease, fixing something. 

“Really? I didn’t think this was their thing. You caught both of us off guard. Sneaky. They could make excellent hunters.”

“Well, the true master behind it all is that one,” he says, pointing to the tiny human. “Sabrina is her name. I’ll let you in on a little secret, you’d find out sooner or later anyways.” He glances around as if to check to make sure no one is listening to his gossip. I’m intrigued so I lean in as he whispers. “That human has those two wrapped around her fingers. Vo'Sharitah do not share, but word is they are a trio.”

Now that is interesting despite it not being my business. I do recall Vashawn and his scowl on the night of the rescue, and Dr. Dushaad was in a bit of a mood the last few times I saw him. I knew he was keeping his emotions on a tight leash, but a true hunter can see the beasts that lay beneath.

“Jane, Aykeetan, you are the guests of honor please,” Vashawn gestures our way.

The human Sabrina doesn’t follow my mate, she carefully watches from the sidelines. I suspect she’s still getting used to everything. Having another human around will be good for my mate, and the company my mate provides could help Sabrina too. I avert my eyes from the human as I pick up the sound of growling across the room. Its Dr. Dushaad. I wave to greet him and to show him I’m not interested in his human.

Jane and I meet up where Vashawn has called us over. “It’s so good to see another mating. Back home we celebrate, and we,” he gestures to male’s in the room and Sabrina, “thought that since you were not on your home world, we would have a celebration for you.”

“That’s really sweet, thanks guys.” My mate beams, greeting everyone with a smile and a wave.

We spend our meal eating and enjoying conversation with many of the ship mates. My mate occasionally wanders off to check in with Sabrina. It’s good, she needs her woman-talk, as my mother would say. No men allowed.

There’s alcohol, but I refused to allow my mate any.

“But why? It’s a celebration. Our celebration.”

“Because my love, at this very moment, you could be with child.”

“Pfftt. I know it only takes once, but you would have to have some potent seed since we only just mated.” She laughs before her face drops. “Is your seed potent?” 

It tempts me to play our game. The one where I pretend not to know what she’s talking about and she fights me like a beat from the Deep. Instead, I whisper in her little human ears, “Shall we ask the doctor?”

Her eyes widen and I follow her gaze as she looks between me and Dr. Dushaad who’s still scowling in the corner. 

“Maybe another time. He doesn’t look in a good mood.”

“Nonsense.” Hooking my arm around her back, I drag her with me as we cross the floor to the other side.

“Greetings, Dr. Dushaad.” His face is still scowling, and I’d help him remove it, but since I understand his predicament, I will let him keep the ugly look he’s portraying...for now.

“Greetings. Congratulations on your mating.” He says slowly.

My mate watches silently.

“Thanks. So, we are here about Jane. We want to know if she is carrying younglings.”

As if the gods pulled the scowl from his face themselves, he immediately stands up, puffs out his chest and smiles. A distraction is what this is for him, something to take his mind off his problems.

“Excellent. This is excellent news. Are you having symptoms? When was your last cycle? How long did you breed for? Are you experiencing any pain, stiffness, tenderness...”

My mate stiffens next to me, so I cut him off entirely. He’s a little too eager for this distraction, and this conversation should take place in private, not while the entire crew are getting drunk listening in. 

“Lets just stop the questions, Dr. Dushaad. Can we go down into the medical for more privacy, and maybe some testi...”

And before I even finish my sentence, he races out of the room, presumably to medical.

“Well, that went well. What in the world was that all about?” my lovely mate asks.

“I’ll tell you after our visit in medical.”
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Chapter Twenty-Six
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Jane

I don’t know why he’s so insistent on going to medical. There’s only a small chance we could be pregnant. However, this is a good time to talk to the doctor about younglings. Aykeetan makes it sound like I’m going to bust out a litter, and while having a large family is something I’m looking forward to, I’m not sure what my body can handle.

Several kids? Fine. Several kids at once? Nope. 

How would we even take care of a litter of kids all at once anyways? Between feedings, diaper changes, naps? Did I mention to my mate that I love to sleep in, because if I haven’t yet, I’m going to have to say something.

I groan thinking I’m going to look like one of the women who pops out children for a living, a kid on each nip plus two in her lap, and another ten scattered about doing who knows what. 

Don’t get me wrong, I would love to have three to four little ones. It’s what I’ve always dreamed of, but I also want to be able to spend time with my children. It would be horrid if I made them feel like I didn’t have time for them. I had great parents, but I was a lonely child, and since I never thought I would be having any kids, I never really put any thought into what kind of a parent I’m going to be.

“Jane, love? What are you thinking about right now?” He pulls me out of my thoughts in the middle of the corridor.

“Nothing, hun...nothing.” I move forward in the direction of medical bay.

“It’s not nothing. I know you enough to tell. Please just talk to me.” He insistently begs me and pleads with eyes that are akin to what puppies do when they beg for a treat. I can’t damn well resist.

I sigh. “I’m worried you’re going to get me pregnant and I’m going to shoot out five hundred babies at once, Aykeetan. You keep speaking of younglings like they are litters. Humans only have once at a time. Sometimes more, but that's very rare.”

“Not five hundred, just thirty to fifty, love. I’ll be with you the entire time, unless of course, I’m out of the house hunting because I need to get away from my crazy mate and all the younglings she stole from my seed.”

“What?!” I damn near screech out and realize he was fooling me again. “Oh, you big, old meanie!” I punch him in the arm. It’s well deserved, but I also know it doesn’t hurt him because he’s laughing his merrily, sexy ass off right now all the way to medical bay, leaving me to chase after him.

I finally make it to the medical bay, out of breath of course. There’s no way I could ever keep up with my mate’s stamina. He’s just too fast. 

Aykeetan and Dr. Dushaad are having a conversation that I’m sure is about me and my health and this so-called massive litter.

“Jane, could you please lay down on the examination table? I’m going to take some scans and do some blood work. I’ll compare the date from your last visit too, to see if there are any abnormalities. It won’t take long. I promise.”

So, I do as I’m asked. I lay on the table while my mate holds my hand. I can tell he’s excited. I just think this is a bit premature, but I don’t want to ruin this for him. He can have his moment, and then when I’m actually pregnant, we can do this again, but for real. I keep the laughter to myself as I sigh. Men...males, aliens, they’re all the same...well the ones that aren’t dead beats at least. And I know my mate is not a deadbeat I tell myself while stroking his arm.

Several minutes go by without any news as Dr. Rasheed works away. My mind wanders to the other human on board, Sabrina. I’m so glad that she's out and about, no longer hiding away in her room like a stowaway. We’ve already made plans to hang out and get to know each other. She hasn’t seen the holodeck yet and I nearly spat out my drink when she told me she didn’t know what it was. I’m planning on surprising her tomorrow with a visit. She’s going to love it.

“All right we’re all finished up here. Your results are in. Are you ready to hear them?”

We both nod our head in suspension, wondering what exactly the news is going to be.

“Well, out with it will you.” my mate demands while I chuckle. He’s so eager to get these results. 

“Congratulations are in order! You are very much indeed pregnant, and the gestation date we are looking at is somewhere between five and seven months for the delivery of your litter.”

“What?!” My head snaps to my mate. “I thought you said your species doesn't have litters. Didn’t he?” I turn back around to Dr. Rasheed. “Just how many are we talking here?” My voice comes out panicked as I grab onto the side of the table for support. My mate stands there with a pleased look on his face.

“Well, given that you are human and he’s a Kea’Terran, it’s safe to say you will have a litter of six to nine younglings, however, with that being said, we won’t know for sure until the litter guys are visible under scans.”

What are we going to do? Six to nine younglings...I don’t know how big there are going to be when I must deliver, or how fast they will grow, what their capabilities are going to be after they are born. Will they be more like humans and develop quickly or...well I don’t even know how Kea’Terrans develop, I never asked. 

The mental image from earlier of the stay-at-home baby maker pops back into my mind and I groan. How am I going to feed the little buggers? More like litter buggers. Five months doesn’t even give me enough time to get settled. At this rate I’m going to be a balloon before I even touch down on his home planet. Oh, dear god.

“Jane, love, we could have a litter this large every year. This is wonderful news. I should contact home immediately and discuss developmental plans. We will have to expand our home and our territory at this rate, but we can save trading resources if you take care of all our younglings instead of hiring someone to help. Of course, with that many younglings, I’ll need to take extra time off away from work and home to get away from all the stress...”

“Oh, you’re a big meanie! You both were in on this weren’t you? That’s what all the whispering was about when I walked in!” I push my mate away, but he’s so strong and hard to budge, so instead, I glare daggers at Dr. Dushaad. “And you! You thought this was funny? You just wait, I’ll get you back too, don’t you worry.” These guys thought they could pull one over on me, and it almost worked too until my mate threw in a little joke there. I almost had a heart attack. 

“Now wait just a minima, what’s she talking about Aykeetan?” His face fills with worry.

That’s right doctor, look worried. I got about three weeks on this ship. Plenty of time to get you back for the evil prank you pulled on me with my mate. I’m sure I can come up with something good, and I bet Sabrina would help me. An evil laughter breaks out in my mind.

“Looks like we have to watch our backs,” my mate complains, but I know by his tone he’s not worried. 

I swear he actually toys with me on purpose.

“I’d like to know what our actually news is please,” I say, changing the subject. 

Dr. Rasheed is not looking too good. If he had skin, I’d say he would be pale as a ghost right now. How does a tall, built male become scared of a prank? I’m barely half his weight and the fact he appears scared amuses me. 

Dr. Dushaad gulps, “Right...right.” He straightens himself out. “Well you are indeed pregnant, but only with one youngling,” he looks straight at my mate, like he's going to pummel my mate later. The gears clearly spin on his face as if they are saying, ‘why did I let you talk me into that prank?’.

So, my mate does have incredibly fertile seed, and I’m a bit shocked that I went from dying Jane to pregnant and mated Jane in a matter of a few short weeks. I’m happy with this news, I’ve wanted to start my own family for a long time. It’s just that this is really quick, but life is short, so I’m taking my lemonade. It’s better than just a lemon. Figuring out some birth control would be ideal. I don’t want to be popping out a child a year despite how many younglings my mate wants. We can discuss this later; my mate and I should celebrate our news.

Aykeetan embraces me with a giant hug, scoops me off the table and spins around in uncontained excitement. I sigh, one child is perfect for now. We have all the time in the world to grow our little family. There’s no rush. I cup his face, crashing his lips against mine in a rich kiss.

“Why are you so quiet, my love?” He cocks his head to the side, reminding me of a puppy. 

I nuzzle my check against his. “I’m sorry, was just thinking is all. This is exciting news, even more so since I’m not carrying a litter.” My eyes narrow. “You had me all worked up, you know that! Anyways, when should we tell your parents?” 

I’m not even sure if I’m ready to meet them just yet, they sound like lovely people, but mating and finding out I’m pregnant after an abduction is a lot. Maybe I can convince him to wait a few days before we share the news with everyone, including his parents. We can celebrate together, in private first. 

“I’ll comm my sire and mother tomorrow, unless you want to surprise them when we land?”  He squeezes me again. “We’re having a youngling.” My poor mate, he’s waited so long to start a family, one that he didn’t even think he would ever have. Now that I think about it, that kavesta thing they got going on over there doesn’t sound very efficient. 

“Yes, we are.” We both smile at each other while Dr. Dushaad clears his throat. “Let’s go back to our cabin. Thanks Dr. Dushaad.” The male stands there with relief on his face. I guess we’re making him uncomfortable.

My mate and I head back to our cabin where we toss our clothes and stay naked pretty much the rest of the day making love. Several times.
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Chapter Twenty-Seven
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Aykeetan

The gods have truly smiled down upon me and have blessed our Kea’Vah bond with the fruits of their love. Not only have I secured my mate, but we with youngling. My hearts are filled with so much joy that I fear they burst, exploding into millions of pieces of love for my new family.

I can’t wait until we reach Ay’Kea’Terra, touch down and show off my mate and her belly that will soon swell. This is everything I’ve truly wanted and more. Several moons ago, I would have never thought this would be my life, all the isolation I felt as a lonely, mate-less hunter is now gone as if it never happened. Ten revolutions of despair obliterated from memory. 

My life is full of new memories, with love and passion, such as the one from last night, where my mate and I celebrated the abundance of our union so many times over. I secretly hope she carries two, but I don’t mention that... she would only growl her displeasure of having large litters at once.

I sneak out of bed and dress. It’s super early right now, but I’ve been keeping track of the time on my home world. It’s just after third meal for them, a perfect time to comm them and give them an update. It’s been a long while since I spoke with them last. 

I head to a private communications room. While there is a comm unit in our cabin, I’d rather not wake my sleeping mate. Now that she carries, she will need all the rest she can muster. Now is the time to truly show her how well I can care for her. Surely if I do well, she will want to have more younglings until her body refuses pregnancy no more. 

I dial the codes to connect with the comm at home and wait for their correspondence. It shouldn’t take them too long, unless they’re not home, but I have a strong suspicion they are. I’ve never been off world before so it’s safe to assume they won’t be leaving our territory until I return. 

I hope my sire has been able to keep up with the orders. Maybe he has requested help from one of my cousins. When I come home, I’ll need time with my mate to adjust, especially now that I’m having an exact copy of her home commissioned. I’m sure I could do some hunting, but definitely not right away.

The beep signaling a connection pulls me out of my thoughts.

“Mother, Sire. How are you?” I smile.

My parents are huddled into the screen, unaware they can zoom the camera out so they’re not smushed. 

“Oh, Aykeetan! What news you bring?” My mother asks.

“Has you mated her yet, son?” My sire chips in before I even have a chance to respond.

“Yes, yes. We’ve had the Kea’Vah, it was truly wonderful.”

“Our honey, we’re so proud and happy for the both of you. I remember when your sire came for me. So long ago now, but not a day goes by that our love doesn’t grow.” Her eyes go distant, as if she’s in a memory. 

My father smiles and pecks her on the cheek. “When do we meet your mate?”

“We’re on our way home to Kea’Terra now, should be about three Earth weeks, but we can comm you tomorrow your time, after my mate wakes up.” I add quickly, otherwise these two will be sending transmissions non-stop until they’ve had a chance to meet their new daughter.

“Perfect, I can’t wait to meet her. She sounded lovely from the last time we spoke. Alright honey, we’ll talk to you soon,” my mother replies before ending the transmission. 

I head back to the cabin. My mate’s still sleeping, so I join her in bed, cuddling up behind her and wrapping into my body. She stirs for a moment; however, she doesn’t wake.

Jane

Boom!

We holt awake at the sound of an explosion. Our room shakes slightly, rocking the bed nearly off its frame.

“What in the hell was that?” The words fly out of my mouth even though the answer is obvious. Something hit the ship, or something was detonated.

My mate jumps out of bed, staggering as he dresses faster than a bolt of lightning. 

“Don’t know. Stay here. I’ll be back soon.” He grabs the back of my head and pulls me in for a kiss so urgent, I momentarily lose my breath.  

“Be careful,” I pant as he bolts through our cabin door, still juggling his knives into his vratike.

I rub my belly, which is flat as ever, but still the guardian of the precious life my mate and I have created. Fear hits me like a fan on high speed. I can’t lose my family. 

Boom!

“Oomph!” Another blast sends me tumbling to the floor, as I instinctively hold my stomach in protection. 

“Screw this.” 

I can’t sit here and wait for fate to happen. A lot has changed for me in these past few weeks. I’m not some weak human anymore. I know my place in this world. I know what I want, and who I belong with and I refuse to let anything else stand in my way. Not now, not ever. 

I stand up, tossing yesterday’s clothes on. 

Boom! Boom! Boom! 

Three more blasts have me struggling inside my shirt. 

“Dammit. Can’t you wait for me to at least get dressed before you try to blow us into oblivion,” I yell.

The ship continues to shake as I leave our cabin and head out into the corridor, placing my hands on the walls to keep myself from falling again.

The only place that makes sense for me to head to is the bridge. As make my way there, the ship takes several more hits, nearly knocking me off my feet, but I remain steady and prepared. 

All of a sudden, my feet no longer touch the ground, and I’m floating. A loud siren blares the halls signaling distress or alarm.

“What the hell?”

Having no gravity is not a sensation I’m used to, and it’s making my stomach toss and turn. When the tickling enters my throat, I know I can’t hold back as I wretch, watching my stomach contents float around in my face. 

“Yuck.” I make long strokes through the air away from the mess, like you would if you were learning the breaststroke in swim class. 

When I finally make it to my destination, it’s absolute chaos. The first thing I noticed is the sparks flying from several stations, and a huge ship on screen with what looks like giant cannons aimed for us. 

“Oh my god. We’re under attack?” I blurt out, and everyone turns their head in my direction.

“Jane, I told you to stay in your cabin. Why are you here?” Aykeetan floats over to me, holding me against him in protection. 

The other men resume their positions, issuing orders at each other, and scrambling about. Maybe it wasn’t the best idea to come out here. If I distract them from their jobs, our lives are at stake. 

“I couldn’t just sit there and wait to find out what was happening. There must be something I can do?” I plead. He guides me to one of the walls with a rail so we can both hold on. 

The screen blasts with hot light. The ship shakes, and groans under the pressure. 

“Report. Someone give me a report. Vrakk’n now!” Vashawn shouts. 

Tushuuk taps through his station with a serious of hits. His face is grim. “Structural integrity, thirty-seven percent. Power forty-two percent. Atmospheric stabilizers thirteen percent.” 

That doesn’t sound good. 

“Are we going to die here?” I ask my mate as tears well in my eyes. “Don’t you have a means of escape?”

Vashawn slides over in our direction. I can see the pain on his face as he talks to my mate directly. “They took out our escape pods. There's no way off the ship that doesn’t end in death. I’ve sent out hails to the Mothership as soon as we spotted the hostiles on radar. Captain Rasheed has failed to respond. We’re alone out here.” He looks at me. “I’m so sorry. You should hunker down in medical with Sabrina and Dr. Dushaad. It’s safer there. Be safe.” He rushes away, back to his task.

I almost go numb, and don’t even feel anything as Aykeetan floats us down the ship towards medical. 

No way off the ship. Took out escape pods. Captain Rasheed not responding. Alone out here. 

The words play over and over in my mind, I can’t escape them. 

This might be it. This might be where it all ends, before it even began, and I’m sitting here in my thoughts while my mate carries me to the most secure place on the ship. I want to cry, but I hold back the tears. If these are my final moments, I can’t spend them selfishly in my thoughts. I need to think of my mate too. 

I wrap my arms around him, pulling him closer to me as we finally enter medical bay. 

“This way!” Sabrina and Dr. Dus’haad’s voice say in unison as they motion us to a room in the the back I’ve never noticed before.

My mate heads through the room. Someone closed the door and locks up. It’s like a bomb shelter in here. Shelves of emergency supplies line one wall, an enclosed bathroom and a few beds. It’s not much, but it looks like this room is to prevent people from getting in.

“How is their gravity in here?” I say, the words blurting from my mouth.

“Emergency, gravitational supply.” Dr. Dushaad responds quickly.

My head jerks upwards at the ridiculous name for whatever it is keeping us on the floor in this room.

“Are you guys OK? Do you get hurt in the blasts?” The worry on the doctor’s face almost ages him.

My mate grunts but looks at me. “I’m good, just freaked more than anything. Nothing serious.”

My mate has me on a bed in the blink of an eye, and Dr. Dushaad scanning me. Right, they’re worried about the baby. 

The room is tense, the air is thick, almost palpable.

“The baby is—”

Boom!

The room shakes more violently than before, sending everyone to the floor, except me. The room, which was previously quiet, starts blaring the siren from the corridors. Lights flicker, as the ship is blasted several more times.

“Oh my god!” Sabrina cries out. I can hear the Doctor reassuring her everything is going to be fine.

“I’ve got you, and the little one,” my mate quietly says. I look up and his face is tight.

“Is there some way we can strap down, so we don’t fling across the room again?” 

“No, but if we survive, that will have to be implemented,” Dr. Dushaad responds, as if he’s irritated by the lack foresight.

Boom! 

Another explosive shake ripples through the room. Somehow my mate keeps me in his steady arms. We’re on the floor, next to the bed. 

The lights flicker three more times, then go out.

The emergency gravitational supply goes out.

The sirens go out.

Nothing.

Nothing but the shaking of the ship and the echoes of blasts hitting the hull.

“If everything is out, we can only assume environmental and air supply are too. Sorry.” 

The Doctor’s words hit me like a knife. This can’t be the end. I want to scream and shout at the universe for playing unfair, for being cruel, breaking down everything Aykeetan and I have built together.

We huddle even closer, if that was even possible. I kiss him with a desperation I’ve never known, pouring every ounce of my love for him into this last moment we have.

Eventually the air becomes thin. We’ve all agreed to stop talking, holding onto the hope that maybe someone will come and recuse us, but we’re not overly optimistic, the chances of som—

Clang!

A hiss and a few more clangs and then the only door to this room opens up, blasting us with light.

“Wha..what’s going on?” I croak out as I notice gravity is back. 

Huh?

I stir my mate awake; he was dozing off. He takes a gasp of fresh air.

“Stay where you are.” He manages a threat, poising himself upwards in a defensive position.

I haven’t heard anything from Sabrina or Dr. Dushaad. They may be out of it too.

“Calm yourself. It’s me.” 

Aykeetan pulls me up, carrying me out the room. I shield my sensitive eyes, to the hours we’ve spent in the dark, waiting for our deaths.

“How?” my mate asks.

“We received your distress signal; sorry it took so long. We’re taking everyone from the ship and transferring them to the mother. If you have anything on here you need immediately grab it, if not you can get it later after repairs.”

Now I recognize the voice, its Captain Rasheed. 

Thank heavens. We’re saved.
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Epilogue
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Four Years Later

Jane

“Haylee, darling, where are you” I sing-song. 

Turns out full-term Human-Kea’Terrans are carried for approximately six months, so it wasn’t too bad. I got to deliver the sweetest little button before she got too big and I didn’t swell up like an elephant, so that’s a plus too. 

She’s almost three and a half now and growing faster than a weed, and she's as smart as a whip. Everyone adores her and spoils here. Sometimes I wonder if she’s even mine. 

“Haylee?” I know she was with my mate, so she has to be around here somewhere. I peek around the yard as much as I can from my position.

I’m sitting on my front swing, staring at my cottage. I still can’t believe the incredible luck I struck with my mate, who secretly had my cottage from Earth scanned so he could have it built from scratch on Kea’Terra. All the supplies were originally from my home world too. He even had the Vo’Sharitah import the staircase. My grandfather would be happy. 

To top it off, everything, and I mean everything from my old cottage was brought over. I’m not sure how long Aykeetan spent putting everything exactly how it was, but the effort he put in had me in tears. 

This was probably the nicest thing that anyone has ever done for me, and just thinking about the lengths my mate goes through to make me smile has my heat melting to goo.

“Mommy. Mommy, look.” My daughter comes zipping around the side of the cottage with my mate in tow behind her. She has a blue daisy she must have plucked from my garden in her hand. My eyes narrow. She knows how much that garden means to me.

She hands me the blue flower and I place it on the swing beside me. “Where were you darling? I called for you. Aww, honey it’s beautiful just like you.” 

And she really is beautiful but looks nothing like us. I almost lost my mind when she came sliding out of my hoo-ha. Gray downy fur, soft as feathers and fine as silk, covers her entire body, and she has the most chocolate brown eyes I’ve ever seen, with small circular protrusions on the side of her temples like her sire. Apparently all Kea’Terrans come out this way and when they get a little older, their fangs come in.

My mate comes up behind me and nibbles my ear. “I couldn’t resist her. She’s too smart for her own good, playing her sire like a fool.” His tone turns serious, as if he’s worried for his self-preservation. 

I chuckle and stroke his cheek. “It’s alright Hun, it’s alright if she plucks one from the garden, that’s not an issue.”

His face turns tight, and I look down at my daughter in suspicious. “Haylee...how many plants did you pick from mommies garden?”

“Turty.” She flashes me a toothless grin. 

All that growing and still no teeth. It’s quite a sight, but it also mean’s she’s on a pure diet until her teeth come in. This little turd nugget stole thirty flowers from my favorite garden. 

“I swear we’ve created a monster.” My head swerves to my mate, and of course he’s disappeared, leaving me to deal with this monstrosity of a youngling. I don’t know where she gets this behavior from.

“Haylee, you know mommy and nanna have worked hard to make the daisy garden, and that mommy doesn’t like it when you pick her special flowers, but you can pick flowers from anywhere else. OK?” 

Damn garden wasn’t easy to plant. Shayla, my mate’s mother, and I struggled because of the difference in soil quality and temperate between here and Earth, but after two years of hard work, the flowers are finally thriving. 

Her lips pout. “Yes mommy, no more pluck.” Her voice is so darn cute and squishy, but I’m not like my mate, I’m not going to give in to her cuteness. If I do, I don’t know how I’ll say no to her when she gets older. 

I stroke her hair and create a loose braid, one that would make my birth-mother proud. Some kisses here and there, and my daughter is laughing like a goose. 

“Alright darling, mommy needs to use the bathroom. This bun is pushing on her bladder.” I stand up and waddle my way over to the bathroom. 

“Oh Jane, there you are, we should probably start dinner soon.” Shayla holds a basket full of picked veggies.

I whiz past her as fast as I can, trying not to let my bladder loose. I do my business and come back out. 

“Sorry about that, had to go really bad.” I wash my hands again, because that’s how my grandma taught me. Always wash your hands again when you start cooking. Bathroom doesn’t count.

We’re cutting root vegetables together. “So, Haylee’s plucked the daisies again, thirty this time.”

I can almost hear her wince. She sighs. “Well, at least she’s not as bad as Aykeetan, he got into everything. Nothing was safe from his prying, curious hands. Well except flowers,” she says and lets out a laugh. “Never really had an interest for those, until now at least.”

“What are you females talking about?” Tayvor, Aykeetan’s sire, walks in and questions us.

“Nothing,” I reply as Shayla ditches our prep station to embrace her mate. 

The two of them only live about a 10-minute walk away in their own home, but they visit so often they should just move in, saving them the trip. They are wonderful people, and I honestly love having them around. Always helping with babysitting, chores, hunting etc.

It’s really nice to have family meals together with everyone, sometimes other members of the family pop in and it gets a little crazy, but this new family of mine has filled some holes in my heart. They could never replace my birth-family, who I know would approve and be happy that I’ve found my step again. 

“So, what are we making today?” Tayvor’s question brings me out of my thoughts.

Shayla taps his chest. “Well, I guess that depends on what you boys hunted today.” 

Honestly, anything sounds good to me, I’m always hungry, but I can’t complain. “I have no cravings today, it’s so strange. I always heard about cravings from human mothers, but I didn’t get any with Haylee or this little bun.”

A grunting sound has me distracted as I glance by the staircase. My mate's peeking around a corner. “You!” I chase after him as quick as a pregnant hippo could, so not very fast at all, but he lets me catch up. 

We end up in bed, which is currently on one of the main floor bedrooms until after my pregnancy. We end up kissing, laughing and playing. This male has been so wonderful to me, I can’t imagine my life without him now. 

I lay back and stare at him. “I love you.”

“And you too, my love.” The crinkle in his eye says it all.

Needless to say, I didn’t learn any new recipes today since Aykeetan and I spent a few hours making love and enjoying the quiet before the storm. Our newest one will be here in about a month. I expect life to get crazy all over again. We’re both super excited. 

Tayvor and Shayla cooked something up for us and took our daughter out with them, probably for a sleep over, her new favorite activity. I don’t even feel bad letting them babysit again. I swear they make any excuse to whisk away our daughter and she’s so good for them. We can pick her up tomorrow when we head out to the new market that was built last month or so. 

My mate pulls me into his arms. “One more time?” I ask him in between a round of kisses.

“Mhmm, and then let’s take a walk down to the beach.”

I gasp. “Deal!” 

He knows me so well. It’ll take us a few hours to get there by walking, but I don’t really care. The beach may not be as close as it was back home, but everything I got here is far better anyways.

The end.
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Glossary
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Hope this helps Explain anything 

––––––––
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AY’KEA’TERRRA- PLANET

Kea’Terran- species indigenous to the planet Ay’Kea’Terra

The Deep- dangerous area filled with beasts on planet Ay’Kea’Terra

Vratike- Long loin cloth that basically goes down past their knees – sometimes to the ground. I wanted to use something slightly different, but still similar. 

Suayblis- feline like creature that ruts often

Taykadas- beast from the Deep

Graykling- beast from the Deep

Shaykset- beast from the Deep, 8” tall, 4” wide. Four eyes, serrated teeth, venomous bulbous barbs on the tail.

Tave- sweet tree fruit

Vrakk- curse word

Minima- moment

Kea’Vah – bonding ceremony permanently joining two souls together

Tavayk- is a plant indigenous to Ay’Kea’Terra used specifically for mating rituals. After the Kea’Terran goes through their kavesta and changes to be like their mate, they sacrifice their blood to the plant. Their blood alters the plant because it absorbs the DNA of the newly changed being. The blood links the tavayk so the being can feel their name, and the blood also causes the plant to go through a kavesta so it can look indigenous to the mate’s world as well.

*During the ceremony when the tavayk is consumed by both parties, that’s how the mates become more aware of each other (more so for the Kea’Terran than the other species. This is why jane never feels the heart sensations)

Kavesta- physical change that happens once a Kea’Terran hits sexual maturity. Their body changes to be similar to their mate (whatever species their mate is) 

*Note in this case, Aykeetan should have been a traditional human colour, but given that she’s an artist, loves to paint, and her favorite color is blue – So it seemed right for him to be that color
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https://www.facebook.com/HarpieAlexanderAuthor/

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]




About the Author


[image: image]


Harpie Alexander is a loving wife and a mother to many pets. She's raised birds, ducks, cats, dogs, fish, snakes... you name it! When she's not taking care her of her lovely, little babies, you can find her holed up somewhere reading the latest book from one of her favorite authors. 
After reading so many novels, and running out of books to read, Harpie Panicked. With no prior experience, Harpie leapt into the word of writing books and is currently working on several Sci-Fi & Fantasy Romance novels to bring to you. She hopes to inspire others to share their passions and not be afraid to try something new.
If you want to follow Harpie to stay updated you can do so by checking out her Facebook Page
https://www.facebook.com/HarpieAlexanderAuthor/

*Harpie Alexander is a pen name, and any resemblances to any live, or deceased person is purely coincidental*

cover.jpeg
AY'KEATERRAN MATES :

BOOK ONE






images/00002.jpeg





images/00001.jpeg





images/00004.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg





images/00005.jpeg





