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REMUS'S REVELATION

 

Remus

Happily committed and content in my harem, I assume I’m chosen to go after my brother Travek due to my faithfulness. I’m not excited to go off-planet, but I’ll serve my Council mother and Church’s Sacred Mother in whatever capacity they request.

When I arrive, I’m dismayed to see mating marks have developed on my chest, and the pull to meet the human female inspiring them keeps me distracted—and feeling guilty.

Do I let this mating progress and betray my Ermada? Is it possible to even deny a mating pull? 

When her life is in danger, any rational thoughts disappear as instinct takes over…

 

Jo-Anne

Struggling to be “normal” at the college I’m attending, I find it aggravating to visit the shrink. She doesn’t understand or believe that I’ve been abducted by little, gray aliens. 

When I’m sucked into their bright light while at a study group, I’m shocked that they’re abducting me from a room with other people—why can I suddenly remember not only this visit but dozens more?  

And who is this strange, new alien claiming I’m his mate?

 

 REMUS’S REVELATION is the sequel to BREN'S BLESSING (Book One of the Quasar Lineage) and MATTHIAS'S MIRACLE (Book Two of the Quasar Lineage) and AMARI’S ADORED (Book Three of the Quasar Lineage) and DEVLIN’S DARLING (Book Four of the Quasar Lineage) and CALLIM’S CHALLENGE (Book Five of the Quasar Lineage) and TRAVEK’S TREASURE (Book Six of the Quasar Lineage).

You don't have to read Bren's Blessing, Matthias’s Miracle, Amari’s Adored, Devlin’s Darling, Callim’s Challenge or Travek’s Treasure in order to understand the plot, but the story will be more well-rounded if you do!

 

 

 

CHAPTER ONE

 

 

- Remus

TEN YEARS AGO

“Are you ready?” My brother, Castor waves me forward. He and Treko flank the large, imposing doors that lead into my new Ermada’s sleeping room. Carved with our combined family lineage, the design shows every nuance highlighted by the deep brown stain.

Closing the distance between us, my ceremonial robe feels as heavy as my feet. “I am.” My voice gives away some of my misgivings with a quiver I just can’t control.

It’s not that I’m not ready. But I’m nervous. Everyone endures this trepidation after their commitment ceremony, right?

Clapping me on the back, Castor nudges me through the doors that Treko opens in front of us. Soothing, traditional strains of music float towards us. The room is dim and smells of lally blooms that decorate every flat surface. The fragrance isn’t soothing, rather it’s nauseating as it sits in the back of my throat, coating my senses.

Following Treko to the raised sleeping platform, Castor waits patiently for me to remove my robe. He takes it from me to fold meticulously while I standby nude. My body is shining with ceremonial oils applied before the ritual. I’m not sure if it’s the flower’s scent or the oil that’s making my stomach roll.

The sleeping platform has only white sheets covering its pristine surface. Metal rods extending off each corner hold white bindings tied through the loops at the top of each pole. The bindings long lengths are the only thing draping across on the flat, pristine surface. 

The sheet's cool texture tickles my body's hair as I climb the stairs that circle the platform and slide across to lie in the middle. Lying with my arms and legs spread, I close my eyes and take deep breaths. Now is the only time I have to relax and prepare myself mentally.

“We only have ten parcs before our Ermada will arrive. Will that be enough time?” Castor drops his voice, but I still hear it reflecting his disgust. Yes, I'm aware I took too long. But that time was already spent settling myself in daily reflections. Breathing deeply in anticipation of this moment before I came.

It’s not that I’m afraid. I just don’t want to displease her. As her fourth, I have to live up to any of her previous expectations. That’s a lot of pressure. 

“I’m fine. It’ll be enough,” I assure him while cracking my eyelids.

I’m expected to be in total control when Canesta is administered to me by Lulila. As my new Ermada, and the house lead, she’s the only one in possession of the drug that’ll allow me to harden and procreate.

Castor and Treko are finishing the ties on the ceremonial bindings to my ankles when Milano enters from another door across the room. As the lead husband, he’s been with our Ermada preparing her. 

“Is he ready?” His voice is serene and low as he hurries across the room.

“Yes.” All three of my brothers peer down at me with Castor’s words. Big smiles cover all their faces. My stomach rolls again uncomfortably as the gravity of the moment settles upon me. Everything they’ve been reiterating comes back to me.

Maintain control.

Don’t release too soon.

Please her.

I smile and wonder if it looks as fake as it feels. My brother knows me too well though, so I don’t know why I bother. Dropping the facade, I tug experimentally on the binding around my wrist, waving them away.

Milano grabs my ankle and squeezes it affectionately. “Don’t take it too seriously, Remus. She’ll tell you what she wants.” He would know. At almost ten annual rotations older, he’s been committed to Lulila the longest.

“I won’t. I’m ready.” It’s easier to tell them what they want to hear than explain about the ball of tension sitting in my chest. What good would that do? There’s nothing to be done.

I honestly don’t even understand why I feel this way. Commitment ceremonies are an honor. I’m one of the fortunate males that has a family commitment with Lulila. She has a family commitment with another line, but their first male won’t be the sixteen annual rotations required for another three. So far, Lulila has only committed to my brothers.

That fact should make this even easier since we’ve slowly migrated from our families home to hers over the years. The soft swish of the automatic door opening, pulls my eyes to the right. I see Lulila smiling as she moves towards the sleeping platform. Without a word, my brothers drop their eyes and file out of the room. 

Lulila’s smile widens as she walks toward me. She’s beautiful with her midnight hair piled high on her head. It’s interwoven in her family line’s style and more of the lally blossoms decorate its length. If I didn’t have such a knot of dread in my stomach, I’d have enjoyed this moment. After all, the mother of my children is introducing me to her bed for the first time.

I’m honored to join with a fertile line proven by my brother’s son. We delivered Lulila’s first child last rotation. That uplifting thought brings a sincere smile to my face. As my Ermada, all her children will be my own. It’s common knowledge that Castor is the father, and I’ve enjoyed nothing more than spending time with the child Lulila named Castile. 

“You’re exquisite, Remus.” Her soft hand settles just below the binding on my right forearm and travels slowly down until it settles next to my head on my shoulder. Squeezing gently, she quizzes me. “Are you alright?”

I must appear uncomfortable since she isn’t the first to ask me that. “Yes, of course.” Tugging the corners of my lips up, I concentrate on relaxing as she smiles back softly. 

“Let’s get the Canesta in your system, and then I’ll undress. It can take a few minutes.” I only nod and watch wordlessly as she pulls a long chain over her head. I realize the adornment is a key, but how would I?

Inserting it into the wall panel next to the sleeping platform, a small door pops open. Out of the corner of my eye, I watch her pull out a large tubular device. This will be the most uncomfortable part.

Moving down my side, she settles her hand on my stomach, just above my flaccid cock. “Ready?”

As I nod, she turns her attention back to my body, and I experience another's hands on my genitals for the first time. It’s anti-climatic as she straightens and inserts the tube in the tip of my cock. Squeezing a pressure button on the end, the drug enters my system. 

I feel nothing yet… but eighty-five percent of males can establish an erection firm enough for intercourse within ten to fifteen quasenda marcs. The drug is a miracle for our species. They designed it over two thousand years ago when our species stopped mating to their ‘nemete’ or fated mate.

Due to the change in our biology when the mating died out, the drug was manufactured. Now males can continue to maintain sexual relations with the declining number of females in our society.

“Now that we’re done with that, we can get onto the fun. Right?” As she speaks, Lulila removes her robe in a slow, practiced move. As the fine material slips over her slight curves and drops to the floor, the levity of her beauty crashes down on me. 

She’s much older than me, but despite her age and recent delivery, her skin is toned. Standing almost a head taller than me, her willowy frame is perfect. I want to touch her just to know what her puckered nipples feel like. Are her breasts as soft as they appear? But the ceremonial bindings are still tied around my limbs. As tradition demands, they'll stay that way until we consummate for the first time.

Her hair releases the blossoms as she steps up the stairs and climbs on all fours over to me. The undulating waves on her head betray her arousal, and I breathe deeply. Musky pheromones crash over my senses, and I close my eyes and groan.

Immediately, I snap them open, not wanting to miss a thing. Lifting her body slowly between my spread legs, her breasts sway enticingly. Licking her lips, she smiles slowly, aware I’m staring.

Willing myself to rise, I watch her hands settle on my thighs as she moves up my body. Her larger body dwarfs mine as she leans into me, running her breasts up each side of my cock and up my chest. The hardened nubs tickle me slightly before she raises her legs over mine, straddling my waist.

Lifting up to her knees, she sways seductively above me, performing the fertility dance that’s so popular. I personally doubt it has any effect, but she looks wonderful doing it. Staring at her naked form, I watch the hairs around her cunt wave and beckon to my cock below it. 

My cock looks so small and forlorn. Will it really get large enough to fill her? “Relax, Remus.” Her fingers run through my hair floating around us both.

Dropping my head onto the sleeping platform under me, I follow her command. It’s only a matter of time before the Canesta kicks in. Watching her body sway, I imagine my own small son—or if we’re truly blessed—daughter.

Will they resemble me or Lulila? It doesn’t matter. I just crave the idea of a large family of little ones. I’ll be praying to the Sacred Mother to bestow her blessing for a fruitful union.

 

CHAPTER TWO

 

 

- Jo-Anne

PRESENT DAY

“Have you had any panic attacks in the last week?” Flipping her expertly coiffed hair over her shoulder, my school-appointed therapist peers at me over the top of her iPad. She’s taking notes on it from behind her desk.

“No.” When Dr. Dickson just continues to look at me expectantly, I let out a frustrated breath and continue. “I’m sleeping all night and taking my meds.” I’m such a liar, but whatever. 

They can shove the Prozac they’ve subscribed right up their ass. Besides feeling exhausted all the fucking time, the loss of sleep in and of itself was doing me in. Of course, they all said that would taper off. That I’d get “adjusted” to the dosage. 

Total bullshit.

I’m in college for fuck’s sake. I need to sleep and be able to concentrate during the day. Nervousness, nausea, and lack of sleep are not a student’s best friend. I refuse to play their games.

“Any other episodes you’d like to talk about?” By episodes, she means hallucinations, visions, nightmares, etcetera. Like I made up the shit I’ve seen.

“No.” We lock eyes, and the battle of wills begins. I’m not losing this, damn it! She can not believe me all she wants, but I know what I’ve experienced.

Starting from my earliest memories, I’ve been abducted. By little, grey men. Aliens.

Yes, I'm aware it sounds crazy as hell. I’ve been told that over and over. From friends, doctors, and teachers during the course of my life.

The only person who ever believed me was my mother, and she passed away just over a year ago. She was my only family. Here anyway. 

Sure, I’ve family back in Mexico that I’ve never met. Or I did when I was an infant. My parents immigrated to the US when I was less than a year old. By the time I was four, my father no longer came to visit regularly. My mom thought he ran off with a waitress at the restaurant he bussed tables at.

Giving up, the doctor’s eyes shift back to her notes as she continues to type. Looking around the tiny office, I study her credentials behind her. That’s what I want. 

Those silly pieces of paper with the fancy initials after your name. They make you legit. Believable.

When my mother passed away, I was still sixteen, so I ended up in the foster care system. It was brief, but put me on the radar for the headline “Crazy Bitch” and that just isn’t the case. It’s how I ended up here. 

When Dr. Dickson sighs heavily, my focus drops back to her behind the desk. “It looks like your last episode was… three weeks ago.” I roll my eyes as she continues. “Reported by your dorm supervisor.”

Yeah, that was unfortunate. She thought I’d been raped when she found me in the bushes, naked and catatonic. It’s strange, but I rarely remember the experiences. I think that aspect is a blessing.

What I do remember, is bad enough. They scared me more when I was younger. Now, I’m just resigned.

“I don’t remember what happened.” My voice is quiet, but firm. If I don’t remember, we can’t discuss it. And what’s the point in talking about it? 

“You don’t remember leaving your room naked?” Her eyes are wide on me behind her designer glasses that she nudges up with her shoulder. Skepticism is heavy in her voice. 

Aren’t therapists supposed to be unbiased?

“No.” Shrugging my shoulders, we lock eyes again. “Sorry.” I tack that on for good measure.

Until I came to college, I’d only dealt with the in-house therapist at the group home. Dr. Freeman was a pervert, but never blatantly disbelieving. This is only my third session with Dr. Dickson though.

Only about six more to go this year. Easy, right?

Closing her iPad cover, Dr. Dickson settles back into her chair looking resigned. “I'm informed you aren’t here because you want to be. I get that. But you realize how concerning it is when someone finds a naked, catatonic woman outside, right?” When I stare at her blankly without responding for a few seconds, she continues. “Don’t you think that scared your poor dorm supervisor?”

Fuck. “Yes.”

“With anyone else, this could have been a big deal. You need to participate with me. Don’t make me question your prescription usage. If these things keep occurring, we’ll have to get your blood work done and make adjustments accordingly.” Her serious expression has me mute.

What does that mean? I can’t control this. It’s an aspect of my life that hasn’t been under my power since… forever. 

Never, really. I’ve been abducted from sleepovers at a friend’s home before too. I always come wandering back in a few hours. Sometimes naked. Sometimes in pajamas. 

“Okay.” What else can I say? 

“Okay.” Focusing on her iPad, she taps around a bit before continuing. “So, our next scheduled appointment is in four weeks.” She passes over the typical doctor’s business card with the time and date on it. 

As I lean over, my long, brown hair skims across her desk that is wider than it looks from a sitting position. She doesn’t let the card go as I grasp the other side. “But…” I freeze still holding the other end. “… if you have anything else occur—anything, you call me right away to schedule an appointment immediately. Agreed?”

Swallowing down the frustration bubbling up inside of me, I fix a tight smile on my face as I nod curtly. She releases the appointment card, and I immediately turn and grab my backpack off the floor by my chair. 

Hurrying to the door, I don’t respond to Dr. Dickson’s, “Have a great night, Jo-Anne.” She’s entirely too chipper now. Probably because I’m leaving and I hate her for that.

Karen is staring at her phone right outside the door. As I slip out, she glances up. “All set?”

“Yes.” The relief I feel at being out of there is clear in my tone. One more down.

We fall into a companionable silence until we’ve exited the building. That’s one of the best things about Karen. She knows when to just leave me be.

Karen and I are both second-generation immigrants. Her parents came from Germany when she was a child. We were both raised in households where English was the second language. Besides being assigned a dorm together, we honestly really hit it off. 

It’s a quick jaunt across the campus to get to the three story brick building our study group has been using for meetings. Even though I know Karen and I will talk about my meeting—probably tonight while we’re lying in bed—she lets it go for now.

I’m seething with frustration and anger at the unfortunate position I’ve landed in. I can’t help wonder if I could get housing off-campus? Maybe then I would be able to hide any further “unfortunate incidents” that occur from the school? After all, I went my whole life with no one ever knowing what was going on except my mother. 

Karen and I have discussed living together off campus in the future, but not this year. As she pulls the door open for me, I’m thankful when she changes the subject. “Do you want to go to a movie this weekend?”

“Did you have a specific one in mind? RomCom or action or horror…” My voice trails off ominously as it echoes through the stairwell we’ve begun to climb. 

“That depends on if we’ve the funds to pay for it ourselves?” She gives me a big smile as she turns on the landing above me to head up the second flight. “That cute guy, Tim, I told you about him from English?”

Yes, I remember. She was waxing poetic about him a few days ago. Something about a poem he brought her. “Sure, I remember,” I assure her.

“Well… he asked me if I wanted to go see that new chick flick with Drew Barrymore this weekend and I told him I’d go as a double date.”

Groaning loudly, I shake my head at her back. “Great.” 

Karen is always doing this to me! She’s super outgoing and beautiful. It’s not surprising that so many guys are always asking her out. “He must really like you if he volunteered to take you to that movie!” 

Our laughter echoes through the stairwell. As she pulls the door open to the deserted hallway, she grabs my arm. Popping out her bottom lip, she gives me puppy dog eyes. “Please?” 

Smiling at her antics and pleading tone, I nod slowly. It’s harmless really. No matter who the guy is, the likelihood of them liking me is slim. 

Sure, I’m not terribly unfortunate looking, but I don’t talk. At least not like Karen. She could talk the hind legs off a donkey.

“Did he say someone in particular he had in mind to bring?” I don’t know why I’m asking. It doesn’t matter. I’m going to do it for Karen—because she’s my friend. No one else asks me to do anything.

Entering the room where we meet for the study group, she shakes her head as everyone calls hello. It looks like we’re still missing a few people. We settle in to wait, still talking about whether Tim had any redeemable qualities besides his willingness to pay for a movie for us both.

Everything becomes a little hazy as Shelly calls our group to order. We’re all there. Jenny and Rachel came in shortly before Susan and Lisa. But it was Susan who commented on the bright light that shows up suddenly. My back is almost to the windows as the light casts an almost blinding illumination on Shelly’s face across from me. 

There’s tingling on my skin, though. That’s how I recognize immediately what it is.

A familiar feeling of paralyzing immobility takes over my limbs. The pin-point pressure moves over every part of my body, and I try desperately to get out a scream. 

Hanging my mouth open in shock, nothing comes out as I frantically and silently yell, “Nooooooo…”

 

CHAPTER THREE

 

 

- Remus

“Remus, you’ve been summoned by Lulila to the greeting room.” Milano waves me closer as he carefully treads through the soft dirt near my latest flower bed. I enjoy the outdoors and tending to the plants and gardens we have around our home. It’s more of a joy than a chore.

Standing up, I motion down my body at the dusty clothing I’m wearing. “Will this be appropriate?”

Shaking his head no, I nod back with understanding. The day was warmer than I originally expected and a fine layer of dust and sweat clings to my skin. “Can you let her know I’ll be there shortly?”

Falling into step next to me, Milano follows me back toward our dwelling. “It’s not just Lulila. Our mother arrived with the Sanctuary’s Sacred Mother.”

My eyes widen in surprise. This is unexpected. What could they possibly want with me?

As we enter the side garden entrance, he spins off toward the greeting room. Hurrying to my shared sleeping quarters, I hastily strip and use the cleaning spray. 

This must have something to do with Travek. Our mother, Kirley Pelack, has been getting more and more agitated the longer he’s been out of contact. It’s standard protocol to be in constant contact with daily updates if leaving the Discovery. 

When the crew is on the Discovery, their families can feel confident all is going according to plan due to our spacecraft’s regular logs and updates. But Travek is supposed to follow the same operating procedures when he separates from them and he hasn’t.

I’m not sure why things have been left as long as they have, because his spacecraft was found on planet six two four exactly twenty-one rotations after leaving the Discovery. That was thirteen rotations ago. 

It’s impossible not to feel worried and protective of my little brother. He’s always had an adventurous spirit. He opted to head out almost two annual rotations ago on the Discovery—despite Lulila’s attempts at persuading him to stay with us. Now, with his service time almost complete, he’s turned up missing!

Knocking firmly on the greeting room door, I straighten to my full height and take a deep breath. I haven’t seen the Sacred Mother since my own service time at the Sanctuary years ago. Unlike Travek, I longed for the more structured classes and studies spent in the historical records.

Milano pulls open the door from the other side, and I spot the three most important women in my life across the room. They’re gathered around a small table, and I’m surprised to see no other males in the room. Usually a visit from the Sanctuary’s Sacred Mother would call for a much more formal celebration and service.

As I get closer, I realize that all their eyes are on me. Stopping between Lulila and my mother, I bow low.

“It’s good to see you, Remus.” My mother clasps my hand next to her at the Sacred Mother’s welcome. 

“You look well. Healthy. Still enjoying your time outdoors, I see.”

“Yes, mother.” Drawing out the chair in front of me, Milano waves at it before walking away. Whatever is going on is being kept from everyone.

“Will you be okay to lose your sunshine for a little while if we send you into space after your brother?” Getting right to the point, my mother’s serious expression takes me by surprise. Me? Why me?

As I look closer, I see the worry. Although, she still looks as beautiful as usual, there are circles under her eyes. Her tightly clenched hands in her lap give away her tension.

I look to Lulila questioningly. Does she want me to go too? As my Ermada, she has the last and final say.

When she grabs my hand closest to her, she confirms her agreement in a calm voice. “We’re all anxious. It was the Sacred Mother who felt you’d be the best candidate to send after him as an ambassador to the Ashen. Just listen to what she has to say.”

Entwining my fingers with hers, I enjoy the companionship she’s so freely given me over the course of our joining. For a moment, a brief streak of fear shoots through my system. Could she be trying to get rid of me?

I know I’m not the typical bed partner, but she’s never excluded me from a rotation. I like to believe that we’re better friends than any of her other males. After all, the time they spend fucking, I’m able to talk to her and pleasure her. The arrangement has worked for us—I thought.

“Of course.” Turning to the Sacred Mother across from me, I drop my eyes respectfully. “I’m at all of your service.”

“You’re fulfilling an ancient prophesy, Remus.” At my name, I lift my eyes to hers. Her robes rustle as she shifts forward. Her serious expression surprises me, but I’ve never put much faith in the prophesies at the Sanctuary. 

Occasionally, an interpretation of a vision is done by a high ranking Sanctuary member that will make it into the news. I’m as faithful in daily reflections as most, but the old ways tend to seem antiquated and outdated. Looking at the Sacred Mother, I can’t help wonder how many hundreds of annual rotations she’s seen? 

Her skin is more wrinkled than any other female I’ve been in the presence of, but her startling blue eyes capture mine the moment they meet. There’s something bottomless about them. All knowing.

“With all due respect, what prophecy is this?” I can see my mother cringe to my right, but Lulila’s grip on my hand tightens. I can detect her shaking as she restrains her laughter.

She knows what I believe about everything, including prophecies. It’s hard to not feel like the latest prophecy has been manipulated to encourage fear or lack in the population. This spurs spending in certain vectors of industry in the city.

Holding her fist in front of her, the Sacred Mother slowly opens her fingers to show a clear, faceted crystal. The shape reflects the light above us, sending hundreds of prisms dancing around the air. I’ve seen nothing like it before. “What is it?”

“Well, we don’t exactly know.” Her admission is a good start. They could just feed me lies and half truths in an effort to manipulate me. “It was given to us by the Ashen over two thousand years ago when we came to an agreement with them. It’s always been a symbol of the agreement and our separation and splitting of territories. We want you to take it to them as a sign that you represent us.”

“And find Travek.” My mother leans in and interjects quietly.

Nodding solemnly, the Sacred Mother agrees. “Yes, and find Travek.” 

“But what makes you so certain that Travek’s with them? Aren’t there many possibilities of where he could be? Other alien species… pirates? What causes you to believe that he’s with them?” 

We’re all looking at the Sacred Mother, waiting for her answer. My mother, and even my Ermada are looking at her with hope as well. They need to be told that Travek is alive. 

Lulila tried to encourage Travek to stay before he went out on his two annual rotation commitment to the space exploration program. From what I gathered, he was tempted, but his innate curiosity and zest for adventure still drew him in. Uncle Reelo, our money hungry uncle, probably had more to do with it than either of them realized.

“The prophecy is hundreds of years old, given to us by the Sacred Mother at the time. In her vision, she describes our planet ravaged and close to extinction. She claims she was visited by an Ashen who wanted to help. Turned away at every turn, they finally left to our own devices. Until off-planet, one young male stumbled into their territory and was swallowed by evil…”

“Evil! What kind of evil?” My mother grips my other hand as she cuts in. Her vice-like hold shakes as she blinks rapidly. 

Shrugging, the Sacred Mother’s face is grim. “That isn’t clear and never was. It was described as darkness and evil. But the Ashen saved him. We believe this is Travek, and that’s why we want Remus to go to the Ashen to confirm he’s there and safely with them now.”

She leans forward, dropping her voice as she continues. “According to the prophecy, when the Ashen saved him from this darkness, he was changed and eventually joined by his brother. That brother was described as blood-related and a virgin. It appears you’re that brother, Remus.”  

I can feel my hair begin to vibrate with embarrassment and tension as I realize the extent of their discussion before I joined with them here. My eyes flicker to Lulila whose guilty expression admits what I already suspect. 

Her eyes drop to her lap, and I know that her demurring to me of embarrassment is as much of an apology as I’ll ever get from my Ermada. Her decisions and choices are always final.

Ignoring our uncomfortable exchange, the Sacred Mother continues to explain. “The family that joins him, creates another binding agreement with the Ashen.” Sitting back in the high-back chair across from me, the Sacred Mother lets out a long sigh. “We need this. With our own resources failing on the planet and our reproductive numbers dropping—specifically the females, the Ashen may have some answers we need. They’re extremely advanced. Especially genetically.”

Releasing my mother and Lulila’s hands, I lean forward, smoothing down my errant strands of hair that have released from the tension I’m trying to hide. It’s silly to worry too much about it. They’re all having similar experiences with this conversation.

“Why haven’t we gone to them sooner? If things are so dire, what have we been waiting for?” My mother next to me grasps my arm. Questioning the directions of the Sacred Mother is unheard of, but she gives me more respect than any of us expect by answering my question.

“Because the Ashen are so proficient at mind control. It’s another race that we’ll be exposing our situation and weaknesses to.” I nod in understanding. Although considering how serious they make it sound, I still don’t understand why we haven’t at least tried to reach out before.

“Plus, we’ve known about the prophecy for a long time.” The Sacred Mother’s explanation seems like political maneuvering. Why couldn’t we just jump ahead and avoid the entire problem altogether? “We weren’t sure how we’d be received if we attempted contact to solicit help from them early. Even now, we don’t know exactly what kind of debt we’ll incur. Based on the events with Bren Khar and his human mate, I’m guessing that mating will be part of their solution. Polluting our bloodlines and weakening our skills. It’s what we’ve fought so hard to avoid, but at this stage in our evolution, it may be unavoidable.”

Her dire sounding words echo in my ears. Words like “polluting our bloodlines” and “weakening our skills” sound like more old school rhetoric. Bren Khar was on the Discovery with Travek, and surely what inspired him to run off on an idiotic venture to Earth in the Ashen territory.

I personally have no strong political opinions on interbreeding with other alien species, but that stems from the fact that there really aren’t any options out there. Nothing similar enough to procreate with as far as I’ve been informed.

Leaning back, I point out what would make me unsuitable. “I’m not formally trained on long range space flight. Who’ll be taking me to them?”

The Sacred Mother’s lips tighten, and when my mother squeezes my hand, I turn my attention to her. “We can’t send anyone with you.”

I open my mouth to argue when she cuts me off. “The prophecy is clear that you go alone. You’ll be taking our most advanced personal cruiser and going straight there. In stasis.”

I’ve never been in stasis before, although it’s supposed to be the most convenient way to travel. This whole idea seems preposterous, and they’re basing me going on the fact that I’m a virgin?

Leaving my home, my Ermada, and flying off alone in a spacecraft to meet a species I’ve only heard about and never seen—is foolish. Biting my tongue, I dip my eyes to the table before answering, “As you wish.”

 

CHAPTER FOUR

 

 

- Jo-Anne

When my eyes spring open, I feel like only moments ago I was engulfed by the light at the study group. The familiar, unwanted sensation of being abducted strikes a chord of fear in my chest. What now?

What do they plan to do to me? Haven’t they experimented on me enough?

Even as I blink my eyes and try to focus, I recognize the narrow, gray face of my captors. Their eyes dominate their features. The large, unblinking stare pierces into the very recesses of your mind. 

Relax, Jo-Anne.

Why? Why me?

It’s almost time. Your destiny is arriving. 

What? 

The haunting face of the alien in front of me swells in my vision. Large, penetrating eyes draw me deeper as I try to focus. This is the part where I usually fade out and forget everything after. It only comes back in bits and pieces later on. 

Snatches of the visits from the past flash through my memories. I’m startled to realize that I remember things I never have before. Things that don’t seem quite as frightening now.

Suddenly, I’m walking down a very human-looking hall. I’ve been here before too. It’s hard to tell if this is happening, or if I’m remembering it happening. 

Dull black and gray squares of commercial carpet muffle my footsteps. Our footsteps.

Walking next to me is a Grey that’s a few inches taller than my five-foot-one-inch frame. We aren’t communicating as we stop in front of a large door. He extends his four-fingered hand with no fingernails to open the very ordinary looking lever. There’s no sound as the door slides away from us smoothly.

We appear to be walking right out into space! I’ve no control over my body as my feet follow him inside the room that doesn’t appear to have a floor. Instead, stars glow all around us as we walk further and further into the dark void.

Gazing about in wonder, my fear slips away as the beauty here surrounds me. Instantly, I realize we’re moving as a planet appears to get larger and larger in front of me. It’s Earth!

I recognize the familiar continent as the land masses take shape. It’s beautiful. The deep, blue water is such a contrast to the green, white and brown land. 

Fluffy clouds swirl in trails around the globe as we race through space towards a pinpoint of light hovering in mid-air—or mid-space?—next to the Earth. Even as the light gets larger, it swells and pulses invitingly. 

Beckoning me. Is it really calling my name? Is that even possible?

“What is that?” Even though I know I’m talking out loud, I can’t hear my voice around me in my ears. It’s similar to wearing headphones with loud music and then trying to talk to someone next to you. You know you’re speaking, but it doesn’t seem like you are.

Large eyes turn towards me as he answers. 

Your portal. 

His words only register in my mind. As I focus on what he means, pictures expand in my head of a door, then a gate.

“My portal? Like an entrance?” There’s still no sound around me, but that doesn’t seem to stop him from hearing or understanding me.

Exactly. 

As we get closer to the light, I realize it’s a large circle. And it’s not a white light any longer, it’s a flaming yellow ring. The bright color flares into the center. making a distinct center where they all meet in a pinpoint of orange.

Do you remember this now? Your portal? Visiting before?

As we get closer, it become larger until we’re standing in front of it. It towers around me. It must be hundreds of feet around! A skyscraper could fit in it. 

“I do remember it, but am I remembering it now? Or are we actually here?”

I can sense him smile. Not see it. Which makes absolutely no sense! We’re standing next to each other and not even looking at each other.

You are exactly right. We are remembering, but technically, we’re also here. I’ve brought you, but this is always here. Look around. Remember.

I can tell this is important. To him and ultimately to me too. Of course, even though I feel that, I’ve no idea how I know.

The bright, yellow light from the portal illuminates the grey alien as I turn toward him. His thin, waif-like frame hovers on the nonexistent floor next to me. When I swivel further, I see the interior walls of the commercial building we are in—or did we leave that building? It’s so hard to say. 

Completing my circle, I see Earth, hanging like a sphere off in the distance. So, what’s his point? There’s more he wants me to know, right?

Smoothly, the grey alien moves just behind my left shoulder, grabbing my elbow to lift my left arm up. His cool fingers trail down my arm to grasp my hand.

Spread your hand and fingers.

Following his order, I spread my fingers out obediently. This is the first time I can ever remember actually having a conversation with one of the aliens. Every other memory dredged up by therapists has been reactionary. My panic, fear, and general terror dominate every recollection.

Line up Earth behind your hand. See how it fills the space? Concentrate on the Earth, there, behind your hand and feel the glow of the portal behind you.

He’s right. The portal’s light feels warm and comforting on my back. It pulses behind me with a low drone I didn’t notice before.

This is your portal. Your location to come home to. When you need to bring others, this is the way. For yourself, this is always with you.

The droning thrum of the portal at my back becomes louder and louder until I can barely hear his words next to me. But all fear has faded away. This is the most comfortable and relaxed I’ve ever been during an abduction.

This is an abduction, right?

Sleep, Jo-Anne. And remember.

 

CHAPTER FIVE

 

 

- Remus

“… be waking at any moment now. Remain calm while your system is flushed, and the stasis process is completed. Welcome to your destination. You’ll be waking at any moment now. Remain calm while your system…”

The craft’s stasis unit drones on around me as my eyelids flutter, and I fight to regain control of my body. Taking a deep breath, I follow the instructions from my Uncle Treelo. He personally supervised my orientation and take off. My lungs swell to bursting as I try to regain control.

The Top Pick, the spacecraft assigned to me for my trip to the Ashen’s zone, is small, but the most current technology. The Sinth dominate the new spacecraft market between planets. Their ruling family sold this vessel to my uncle in the last annual rotation. It has the best of everything.

Originally created for one of their heirs, it was made to go long distances with a crew as small as one. By adjusting the hyper-speed used, you can make it travel faster while a one-man crew is in stasis. This makes you less of a target for space pirates who’d destroy the craft trying to intercept a hyper-trip.

I’m not sure whether I should be flattered at the technology they allowed me to leave with, or not. Am I that valuable? If I was, why send me? 

Yeah, I understand they think I’m fulfilling some prophecy—but how much of that is us playing into it? If you know and believe in a prophecy, and then engage in actions creating circumstances that make it happen, isn’t it really self-fulfilling? Would it have happened if I decided I absolutely wouldn’t cooperate?

Feeling my fingers move, I use the buttons built into the panels by my sides to switch off the welcome menu droning on in my ears. Other parts of my body twitch too, as the internal medical checklist runs through activating nerves and reflexes in the muscles of my body. My thoughts are dominated by the dry and chapped sensation of my mouth and lips.

Just as I think this, a tube lowers from above me and nudges my lips. Even though I want it desperately, it takes a moment for me to peel my lips apart and grasp it enough to draw in the water. It’s perfect timing, because it distracts me from the unpleasant withdrawal of the wires and electrodes buried under my skin.

The water sliding down my parched throat reminds me of the strange dream I had while in stasis. It makes sense that dreams would be a common side effect of the trip. Even though you’re unconscious, your brain is still busy thinking, planning, and enjoying the break from reality. 

But the dream concerns me due to the female who dominated it. It wasn’t my Ermada. And that not alright with me. 

I know there are many males extremely unhappy in the circumstances they’ve been resigned to. I honestly believe that is a direct correlation to their treatment by their Ermada. Just as there are wonderful and loving female partners like Lulila, there are also many that are the complete opposite. Selfish and domineering. 

I’ve certainly heard the horror stories. Ermada’s who use their males as slaves. Expecting them to cater to every sexual craving she desires, even if it’s not their own. 

Lulila would never force us to be with each other or share us with her friends. Force is the key word. She’s also just as open to making us happy, however that comes about.

The female in my dreams was similar to Lulila except for her eyes and hair. Dark skin with exotic dark brown eyes that seem to drill into my very essence are the biggest difference. All I see is her face. But the dark eyes and the way her hair is so wavy but lifeless makes her distinctly different from me.

Even though all I see is her face, I feel her sliding against me. She’s smoother than I’m used to. No one I’ve ever touched has felt this soft and silky sliding against my chest. Hands flutter over my neck and chest as a strange tingling begins around my cock. 

It reminds me of an arousing gel that Lulila purchased as part of our play near the beginning of our relationship. At the time, we were still exploring each other's bodies. It ended up being used on her more than me, but it created a similar tingling around my back and over the skin. 

Shaking my head slightly, I try to bring my focus back to the present. It doesn’t matter what I dreamed about. Lulila doesn’t need to be informed. I can’t control what I dream, but I can control what focus on and care about.

Taking slow, deep swallows of the water, I wait for the stasis chamber to open. The small portal window in front of me shows that everything on the other side appears normal. Dim lighting illuminates the tiny sleep dwelling that the stasis chamber is in.

After what seems like an eternity, during which I feel like I’ve had motor control forever, the small, narrow doors crack in front of me. Stumbling out, I'm thankful it’s only a short distance to the bathing facility. I don’t care how quickly they want me to find out what happened to Travek. I refuse to go anywhere in the stasis clothing that’s riddled with holes for the wires and tubes that unerringly target then sustain you during the trip.

In fact, it isn’t until I’ve left the sleeping chamber and gone out to check on the autopilot that I realize I’m no longer orbiting in space. The craft is sitting on the ground, and except for internal capability controls, it’s totally powered down. How is this possible?

Maybe if I was a pilot and used to the sound of the vessel, I’d have noticed this earlier. But everything is new to me. For a moment, I’m overwhelmed as the gravity of my situation settles on me.

What do I do next? I’m not sure if it’s coming out of stasis or just the overwhelming situation, but I lean back in the pilot chair to reassess my situation. Carefully, I review the numerous gauges and logs in front of me.

My uncle and his top pilot went over every control of this small vessel. The Top Pick should have entered the Ashen zone. We picked a point between the zone boundary and Earth for the ship to exit accelerated speed and power down to wait. This was exactly what the Sacred Mother ordered. Did someone change those coordinates before I left without my knowledge?

Ignoring the exterior cameras for the moment, I review the logs more closely. The more I look, the more I realize that I don’t really understand exactly what I’m looking at.  It’s as if I’m reviewing a foreign language and hoping it’ll all eventually make sense. 

Instead, I need to focus on where I am. All the exterior cameras have been shut down along with any extraneous surveillance. Navigating the menu, I quickly tap through them, watching in fascination as a clear, blue sky and green foliage is shown.

“Welcome, Remus from Quasar.” 

It takes a moment for me to grasp that the voice I’m hearing isn’t coming through on any of the systems in the Top Pick. How is that possible?

“We understand you’re confused. Coming out of stasis has that effect on your physiology.” 

The words seem to echo inside my head, and I’m reeling with the implications of what has occurred. These must be the Ashen!

“Yes, we’re the beings known to your race as the Ashen. Unfortunately, we can’t meet with you at this time. Due to new circumstances, and the current agreement with your Quasar race, you must bond with your mate before any discussions can proceed between us.”

No. No, no, no. My mate! I don’t have a mate… this can’t be happening to me! It feels as if my entire body’s hairs all stand up at once. 

The carefully trained and controlled hair on my head is in front of me and around me in an instant. My skin tingles in anticipation, and I stand to rip open the fastening on my suit. Sure enough, the light, but clear markings are appearing on my skin, deepening as I watch.

A ball of dread and horror descends over me. I assumed if it wasn’t something you were aspiring to—it couldn’t possibly happen. After all, I’m happily committed to my Ermada!

“Are you?”

Can they hear me? Pulling my suit back together, I scramble to my feet and look behind me, my gaze swinging back and forth. Could they be watching me?

“We can hear you. Your thoughts are projecting due to stress. Now, would you prefer to meet your mate first or check in with your brother before that?”

“Travek is here?” My voice is incredulous as I use it for the first time. It’s scratchy and low, but if they can hear my thoughts, certainly they can hear me speak as well?

“Yes. We’ve all been waiting for you.” 

This is the most incredible and also, disheartening day I’ve ever experienced. My mission was to find the Ashen and Travek. Not betray my commitment to my Ermada by bonding to a mate.

Standing up straighter, I consider my options as I look around the vacant spaceship. “I’ve been sent by the Quasar Council to discuss our past and potential future agreement. They’ve sent me with this.”

Pulling out the strange crystal, I hold it up in front of me. Are they here? Can they see me too?

“We can perceive the Accord. Its resonance is true.” 

Is that what this thing is called? 

“Yes. Its vibrational level is in harmony with ours and was what let you pass into this dimension without issue. It was the key for your people to travel back to us without an invitation.”

All of this is so overwhelming that I sink back into the chair. I feel exhausted already. And I’ve already failed my Ermada by losing myself to a human female.

“Exit your craft. You will have no trouble finding your brother, Travek. Will you allow us to transport you directly to his location?” 

What choice do I really have? What would happen if I said no?

 Admitting defeat, I slowly nod at the empty air in front of me, at the same time answering. “Yes. That’d be easiest.”

The voice in my head sounds jovial at my defeat. 

“In time, we’ll send your mate to you to meet and see if your feelings change. Due to the Accord, it’s imperative that you bond with her, in order for us to continue discussions with your kind.”

Dropping my head into my hands, I wait to see if they say anything else. When it’s silent for long moments, I wonder how much the Sacred Mother knew but didn’t share. Was she aware that I would mate? That they’d insist I complete the mating before I even communicate with them? 

There’s a possibility Travek can tell me more. At this point, I’ve no choice but to go along with whatever they decide. Now the mating… that’s another thing entirely. 

It’s not that I didn’t realize that it was a possibility. Although there are many males, including my brother Castor, who claim it’s all an elaborate hoax. Perhaps a way to find unfaithful or unwilling males in the harems? 

When he proposed this late one night when we were talking, I asked him for what purpose? He mentioned to be sent off planet, but then clamped his mouth shut and wouldn’t speak of it any longer. I’m sure he felt as if he was betraying our Ermada just by discussing the topic.

As I stand up, still contemplating all the intricacies of the situation, the voice in my head begins a countdown. 

“Five… four… three… two… transfer.” 

The voice fades as a light brighter than any star seeps into me, blinding my vision with rainbows of color and light. Am I passing out?

I feel weightless, and all my thoughts fade into nothing quicker than they did when I entered stasis.

 

CHAPTER SIX

 

 

- Jo-Anne

Rolling over, the first thing I notice is my screaming bladder. I really need to go! Prying my eyes open, I stare at the white sheets over and under me.

That’s strange. I have flowered sheets. In the college dorm, the beds are all twin long mattresses. I had to go out and buy a set for school. The god-awful orange and pink flower design was all they had left at the discount store where I purchased them.

Sitting up quickly, I groggily examine the immaculate bedroom I’m in. This wasn’t what I was expecting. At all.

I’ve had my fair share of waking up disoriented and discombobulated after an abduction. It wasn’t unusual for me to be catatonic for at least a few hours. Often in that time, somebody well meaning would take me to a hospital thinking I’d been mugged or raped. But I’ve never come to in a place this nice.

Natural light streams in a sliding glass door. As I roll onto my back, I spot a man sitting on the edge of the bed facing away from me. His head is in his hands as I lift onto my elbows. Sensing my movement, his body shifts towards me and deep, green eyes lock with mine.

A deep pulse pounds through my body as I tense in fright. Something deep inside me tells me I shouldn’t be alarmed, but this is exactly what I feared would happen someday. I get abducted and end up waking up in some strange man’s bed after they found me wandering around outside!

“Don’t be frightened… I mean you no harm.” His voice wavers. Springing to his feet, he backs to the bedroom door. At the same time, I drop my feet onto the floor on the side of the bed away from him.  

The next thing that assures me all is well, is I’m still wearing my clothes. Freezing, with the bed between us, I rock slightly as I remember more. I was at the study group. 

With Karen. Shelly’s group. Right?

Did they take just me from a room full of people? 

“Who are you?” My voice comes out low and hoarse as I think again about how much I need to use a restroom.

Glancing around, I see another door just to the right of him with the familiar looking sink right inside. Bingo! Knowing where it is, just makes me have to go all the more.

Just as he opens his mouth to answer, I cut him off. “Hold that thought—I’ll be back.”

Sprinting into the bathroom, I let out a sigh of relief as he stays frozen in place while I shut the door and lock it. I don’t bother to look at myself before running to the toilet area and letting out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding. What the hell is going on?

This is a new one even for me. I’ve woken up alone many times, but never with a strange man! Where could he have found me?

As I wash my hands, I stare in dismay at myself. It doesn’t look like I’ve run a brush through my hair in days, and the dark, heavy weight of the brown waves is in chaos.

Thankfully, there’s a glass on the countertop I rinse thoroughly before taking a long drink of water. My eyes are puffy like I’ve been sleeping hard—or crying. 

I try to finger comb the thick strands on my head. There’s no hope though, and I refuse to poke through this guy’s house. It looks like a show home with how fancy and clean everything is. 

Giving up, I slowly open the door, cracking it to peer out. He’s moved back to the edge of the bed and is now facing the door from his position. His eyes lock with mine again, and that same strange pulse vibrates through my body, making my heart speed up. 

In anticipation? It must be fear. Maybe my body knows he’s not to be trusted. 

When he doesn’t move, I pull open the door a little further, studying his large form. The most dominating feature is his hair. He has more than me—and that’s a rare thing to see.

My mother never cut my hair, just trimming over the years. But when I started school, I began braiding it to keep it pinned to my head and less obtrusive. His hair appears to not only be thick, but longer than mine.

“You can come out. I won’t hurt you.” The tone of his voice seems to flutter over my frazzled nerves, settling me involuntarily. He doesn’t move, so I pull the door open, sliding to the right toward the door to leave the bedroom. 

At least then I can run if I need to. But to where? I’ve no idea, but certainly there’s a way to get out of this place besides the sliding, glass door behind him.

“Where am I? Who are you?” His mouth settles into a hard line, and I can tell he’s thinking about what to tell me. What’s so hard about those questions?

“I’m Remus, and the where is a little hard to explain.” His hands come up to smooth down his dark hair as a breeze seems to float through the room. 

That’s weird though, because I don’t feel anything. As I glance around, I determine there aren’t any windows open. The sliding glass door behind him is still closed, too. Narrowing my eyes, I take in his appearance a little more closely.

He’s wearing a gray jumpsuit that molds to his body like a second skin. The thin material shows off every muscle in his bulky frame from his arms to his large thighs. Even sitting, I can tell he’s huge. Much larger than me, and that’s super intimidating.

“I’ve been told we’re technically on Earth… only in another dimension?” His voice raises on the end as if he’s questioning the validity of this, exactly like I am right now. I feel my eyebrows shoot up to my hairline as I consider what he’s saying.

Now, I’ve been called crazy right to my face more than once, and I know it’s not a nice or kind thing to do. So, I won’t. 

Instead, I try to reason it out with him. “Who told you this?”

At first, I almost don’t think he’s heard me. Watching him swallow hard, he appears to be getting more agitated by the second. 

Rubbing his thighs, he looks down at his lap as he answers. “The Ashen.” 

When his eyes flicker up to mine, I just shake my head slightly. He gets the idea. I’ve no idea who he’s talking about. 

Hair continues to float around his head, and I realize that it can’t be a breeze. Something really strange is going on. 

Glancing behind me, I search for any other source of air, but I’m kidding myself. I’d feel it too, and there’s nothing but a large, open living space.

Looking back at him more closely, I realize it’s like his hair is alive! Could he be an alien hybrid of some sort? It’s not unheard of. I’ve certainly read up on what other alien abducted people claim they’ve seen.

Hyperventilating, I swing around and scan the home I’m in more closely. Everything looks so normal. Taking a few steps into the living area, I round the dining table before I realize he’s following me. 

When I glance behind me, I register just how big he is! I watch him stoop to get through the bedroom door as he follows me out, and my heart accelerates as I sprint for the door. 

“Wait, Jo-Anne.” His voice is low and calm behind me. Instantly, I notice why. There’s no doorknob! What the fuck?

 

CHAPTER SEVEN

 

 

- Remus

“Please, let me explain.” Stopping at the table in the middle of the dwelling, I fight my instinct to follow her to the door. She will not be able to get out and getting any closer to her at this point will only scare her more.

After discussing this briefly with the Ashen representative named Ted, I realized that it would not be an argument I could win. The Ashen say they’re skirting the agreement in the Quasar Accord by letting us interact with anyone else during the mating process. In addition to saying that, they shared how they alienated Travek and Lisa to a room together. They felt that me knowing what was going on would have to be enough.

Thankfully, Lisa interjected and convinced them that Jo-Anne would settle in and accept the situation much better if she could interact with her. Even though Ted believed that this would slow down the mating process, he agreed.

Jo-Anne freezes at the front door. Both her hands are spread on its surface as she plants her forehead to the material. “What the fuck is going on?”

I think she will turn around. Face me. Do something. Instead, she stays frozen, facing the other direction.

“We’ve been put here by the Ashen to… get to know one another.” I can’t say it. I just can’t say we’re mates. 

Logically, I realize she must have matching marks to mine on her body under her long sleeve shirt. But I didn’t confirm that over the period of time I watched her recover from the stasis they put her in.  I just couldn’t touch her. Wouldn’t that be wrong too?

The last rotation I’ve been here has been hard. I’m grieving. As stupid as it may sound to some, my heart belongs to my Ermada. Ten annual rotations of being together is a long time.

“The Ashen…” Jo-Anne’s small body rolls slowly against the surface of the door until she’s almost facing me. “Do you mean the Grey aliens?”

My head interprets her language, and I realize she’s calling them the color of their skin. “Exactly. We call them ‘The Ashen’.” Pulling out a chair next to the table, I settle into it. 

“Yes.” I can tell she’s petrified. Another side effect of the mating is sensing your mate’s feelings. Since she’s woken, I’ve been bombarded by confusion, disorientation, disgust, surprise, and fear. It makes me feel as if I’ve been experiencing them too.

Travek and Lisa pointed out yesterday how helpful the bond could be. If I can settle myself, I can share some of my own calm with her. The problem is, I’m having trouble finding anything to be calm about.

Settling my hands into my lap, I breathe deep and steady, centering myself on—her. She’s fascinating. As much as I hate the fact that my world is being turned upside down and shattered, she’s something exotic to look at. She’s the first Earth female I’ve seen with hair similar to a Quasar female.

Long, thick, and beautiful, falling to her ass in a heavy wave. Yes, it’s lifeless, but it shines even in this artificial setting. “I’m not human like you, and you can clearly see, I’m not Ashen either.”

She doesn’t move or even ask any questions. Looking at me calmly, her exterior persona contradicts what I sense from her. Inside, she’s still shaking in fear. 

Because it doesn’t appear she plans to come any closer, I decide the best way to handle this is to just keep talking. At least she isn’t crying or running around the dwelling trying to get away from me.

“Can I tell you about how I ended up here? Maybe then you’ll see we’re actually in a very similar situation.” She still doesn’t answer, just nods her head for me to continue. 

Encouraged, I lean back in the chair and try to decide where to start. I guess the beginning is as good a place as any. After all, this is my mate, and she’ll need to learn about me.

“I grew up on a planet called Quasar. It’s far from here, but we’ve multiple spacecrafts rotating around our zone of the galaxy. They regularly check on other planet's readings and evolutionary progress. One of our captains recently stumbled across a human woman in space. Did you know her?” I really want to draw her into the conversation. Isn’t she curious at all?

Her eyes narrow from where she’s leaning as she considers whether it’s worth sharing anything she knows with me. After a moment, she nods her head slowly. Faintly, so faintly I can almost barely hear her, she murmurs, “Hannah Becker?”

I can’t help the broad smile that cracks my face. I don’t know why I even feel so encouraged just by that little bit of input. Now that she’s up and has moved through the dwelling, her sweet floral scent is filling the entire place. Is that what’s inspiring this euphoric feeling I have?

Shaking myself mentally, I drop my eyes to the table in front of me as I continue. “Yes. Hannah Becker arrived with the Captain of the Discovery to Quasar, and the gossip and news went wild with it. Supposedly, they’d mated—something that hasn’t happened to a Quasarian in thousands of years—not since before we introduced the nano technology into our bodies. Of course, many of us didn’t really believe it…” I look up to see if she appears to be listening. Her big eyes are wide in her round, angelic face.

“Did you?” I almost don’t catch her whisper. It’s funny that the first person to ask me if I believe the matings are a true phenomenon would be her.

“Not at the time. One of my brothers was convinced it was all a set up. Just something to stir up the population… but it doesn’t matter.” Running a hand over my face, I try to focus on what I was getting at.

My eyes keep glancing up at her and finally, I give up. It’s hard to tell what she looks like under the baggy clothes she’s wearing, but her face is beautiful. With her dark, soulful eyes, she looks sleepy. Suddenly, I wonder whether that’s the way she would look sated from making love. 

So, this is what they’re referring to? The mating pull. It draws you to the other person, and right now, I’m willing to admit I’m very drawn to her.

“What about Hannah Becker, though? What exactly does that have to do with us? Is it because she was the first human that your species ran into? Is that what made the difference?” Now that she’s spoken, she does have a lot of questions. Taking a tentative step towards me, she bounces lightly on her tiny feet almost hidden by the pants she’s wearing.

“Yes, I guess I am getting a bit off the subject. While I am, is there anything you require? Food or a drink?” As I gesture towards the food prep area, she only shakes her head and slowly closes the distance between us.

Pulling out the chair across from me, she angles her body to slide down onto it. Having her closer is only more distracting as I try to remember where I left off. “Hannah Becker had to prove she was mated to Bren Khar, but they left the planet as soon as that was over. I think with how the mating challenge played out, he was worried that they still wouldn’t allow them to be together. Or with all the upheaval about the entire thing, that someone would try to hurt them.”

Jo-Anne’s eyes are still large and round as she gazes at me across the round table. When she starts biting her lip, I stop my staring and turn away to concentrate on what to tell her next. Perhaps why I’m here?

“My brother—Travek is actually why I ended up out here. He was on the spacecraft Discovery with Bren and Hannah. Of course, he got the brilliant idea to travel to Earth in one of our family’s personal crafts to see if he could feel his own mate.” My voice has turned dour as the stupidity and aggravation about my own situation bleeds through. 

“Did he?” Her prompt has me focusing on her again.

“Yes.” She nods to indicate she’s following along. “But… that’s how you ended up here. He’s such an idiot, he used some technology he wasn’t completely familiar with when he picked her up, and consequently, you were grabbed too.”

For a minute, she looks surprised, but then her expression turns wary. I wait patiently as I watch her with fascination. So much of what she feels can be seen on her face. “So… it wasn’t the Grey aliens who took me?” 

I’m surprised at the hope I hear in her voice. Have they done something to her? If so, I will kill Bill and Ted when I find out… shit, where did that thought come from? 

Shaking myself, I try to assure her. “No, it was my dumb brother, Travek. He felt his mate in the room you were in, and when he used the transport device, it picked up all of you…”

“Wait! Are you saying that we’re all here? Everyone in my study group?” Jo-Anne looks hopeful for the first time. So hopeful, I’m almost sorry to explain to her that it isn’t quite that simple.

“Well, Lisa is here. With Travek, my brother. From what I can tell, they’ve been here for a few rotations and have mated… they seem thrilled.” 

 Jo-Anne smiles and it lights up her face.

“Where is she?” Scooting her chair back, she practically trips over her feet trying to stand. Resting her palms on the table, she leans forward to look at me pleadingly. “Can you take me to her and the others?”

“I can. But there are some things you should know. Things I need to share with you. Can you give me a few more minutes to explain?” When she slowly sinks back into her seat across from me, I take that as a yes. “The Ashen are here too.”

 

CHAPTER EIGHT

 

 

- Jo-Anne

My eyes widen at his words. It doesn’t matter that he’s made me feel safe over the last few minutes. I can’t control the adrenaline and panic that knowing they’re so close inspires in me. 

“I can tell you’re frightened of them. What happened?” He asks as if it’s just been one thing. But there’ve been so many times. So many countless times I’ve lost time or woken up somewhere I’ve never been before… outside.

I don’t say anything for a few seconds, unsure of what to tell him. The silence stretches between us, and I realize he will wait. His strange hair flares around his head, straightening and entwining as he patiently stares at me.

Taking a deep breath, I resign myself to talking to him. Just think of it like another therapist. Right?

Only, this is different. And it’s that striking thought that’s the first thing out of my mouth. “Do you realize you’re the first person I’ve ever talked to about them that believed me? Like really believed me?”

I can tell he’s at a loss for what to say to that, but then he surprises me with his response. “I’m sorry.” His hair flares straight and begins a slow and intricate process of braiding itself back onto his scalp. “I’ve heard that Humans don’t believe in aliens and other life in space. Is this why your word has been doubted?”

Swallowing hard, I answer, “Yes.” Licking my dry lips, I consider getting the glass out of the bathroom or hunting for one in the kitchen. But if we’re going to talk about this, I’d rather get it over with. “There’s more to it, too. I mean, most the time, I couldn’t remember them. The Grays, I mean… after. You know?” 

Confusion passes over his face, and I realize we’re so different. He has no idea what I’m talking about. “The Grey aliens abduct people, but they wipe their memories. You know?” When his jaw clenches and his face turns stony, I know he understands perfectly what I’m saying. 

“Yes, exactly. So, over the years, I’ve been taken and then returned with no memory of what they’ve done to me. All I have is this fear, you know?” Clutching my chest where panic always seems to radiate from, my voice pitches to a husky whisper. 

“I’m sorry.” He looks so sad… and angry. It’s a relief after all this time to have total confirmation of my nightmares. They’re real. One part of me wishes to find them—the Greys, I mean. To hit them, and rant and rave about how unfair I’ve been treated. 

But the logical side of me wants to run far, far away. That’s totally legitimate, right?

“I’m sorry too. If they’re here, do you suppose Lisa could come over here? To this room? I don’t… I just don’t want to run into any of them.” My terror and panic are picking up as I imagine seeing them.

Will I even be able to think if one of them looks me in the eyes? How many times have I wondered what they’ve done to me? And why me? Maybe a day will come when I can have those discussions, but it won’t be today.

“Of course. She will want to make sure you’re fine. But there’s a reason we’re here alone.” I can sense her trepidation as I continue to explain. “Travek pulled Lisa off Earth, and they ended up here with the Ashen. You’ve been in stasis since then. I was asked by my people to come and locate Travek, and find out where he ended up after he took off from the Discovery. His ship was found on our prison planet.”

He hesitates briefly, and I realize more bad news is coming. Just what I don’t need. My life has been such turmoil since my mother passed. It’s been one upheaval after another. 

“Some of the females taken with you were on the ship that went to the prison planet. We believe because they had mates there. And you’re here now because we’re mates.” Remus doesn’t look at me as he says this. Instead, I watch him drop his head into his hands, bracing his elbows on the table. He looks devastated, but I’m confused. 

He’s been using all these words like mate and Ashen, but maybe I’m not understanding everything correctly. At least we already got the greys and Ashen confusion out of the way. “What exactly is a mate?” 

I guess I’ve always imagined a mate as the perfect match. After all, we call a match a “mate”. It’s easy to tell this alien doesn’t speak English regularly. 

His accent is sexy, and I can’t help admiring his body in the tight jumpsuit he has going on. Now that he’s mentioned we’re mates, my mind has started down that path. I can see how he’d be appealing.

He has the classic, good looks of a young Matt Damon, only with darker skin and hair. But it’s his large, muscular build that draws my eye. I’d like to have someone like him around just to protect me from the Greys!

“A mate? Right. I keep forgetting this is all new to you.” He’s sitting up again at least. I don’t want him to get weird on me. 

It sounds like we’re in the same boat here. The next thing he’s going to tell me is that they won’t let us go. But a mate sounds like a couple thing?

“In the Quasar society, a mate was like an Ermada—or a spouse. Husband and wife?” He’s stuttering around like an idiot as I determine it’s exactly what I suspected. 

Cutting him off, I ask the most obvious question first. “How do they figure we’re mates?”

Instead of answering, he reaches up and unhooks the top of his uniform. Frozen, I feel my mouth drop open. Is he getting undressed?

“That wasn’t a come on!” Standing quickly, I decide now’s the time for that drink I need. Waving my hand loosely back at him as I walk away, I assure him, “I don’t need to see you that way.”

His voice so close behind me makes me jump as I’m opening and closing the cabinetry. Bingo!

Pulling down a tall glass, he’s impossible to miss as I swing around. He’s only undone the top part of his jumpsuit—thank God! My mother would have a fit if she could see this. She guarded my virginity like a pitbull, but I did manage to lose it to a boy at the government home during the year I was there.

I wasn’t missing anything, that’s for sure. I’m still confused why everyone makes such a big, hairy deal out of it. But I guess it’s how you end up married. That’s just never been on my list of things to do.

“No, you’re misunderstanding. I wanted to show you these.” He slides his hand slowly over his chest and up to his neck. The move seems sexual as he strokes the dips and planes of his cut, muscular chest. It inspires an ache between my legs, and I shift quickly, willing myself to quit thinking that way.

Looking away, I try to pull myself together and think of something to say. He does have nice tattoos. “Those are nice.” 

Running the water in the sink, I watch the stream and wait for him to fasten up his suit in my peripheral vision. Come on, come on. I clench my legs together as moisture wets the cleft between my thighs.

He’s frozen, and I watch him shift from foot to foot. “These are mating marks… you have them too. And they match mine.”

Wait, what? “Excuse me?”

“Yes. These are the physical sign that we’re mates. But there are others.”

Pulling out my shirt in front of me, I peer down the inside of my button down. I’m relieved to see everything looks normal down there. My sports bra is still intact, and I don’t see any strange markings. “Where?”

When I look back up at Remus, he’s looking at me blankly. My first impression is this must be some kind of prank, right? It wouldn’t be the first time I fell for something like this.

“Okay. What’s going on?” Setting the glass on the countertop, I roam around the room. “Where are they? Who put you up to this?”

 

CHAPTER NINE

 

 

- Jo-Anne

When no one jumps out yelling “Surprise!,”  I wander back in front of him. I try examine him closely without being too obvious about it.

Yes, his hair is funky, but in general, he looks like an enormous football player in a wig and spandex jumpsuit.

Reaching out slowly, I lightly touch one of the elaborate tattoos on his chest, ignoring the strange pulse of awareness that shoots through my body. The design is a swirling pattern, and like calligraphy, some of the lines are thin and some are thick. It’s symmetrical along the front of his chest. The lines wrap and intertwine around and across his muscles and up his neck. But the strangest thing about them is the color. 

As I touch a green area, it morphs under my fingers into an incredible orange, deepening right as I watch. The words he was about to say, probably some crazy denial, die on his lips. But this… this is unique.

“I’ve been made fun of for years. It’s common knowledge in my dorm that I’m the girl who was abducted. I didn’t… didn’t really think the girls there would do this to me.” Lifting my finger from the tattoo I’m tracing up his collar bone above my head, I meet his eyes. “Who put you up to this, and how did you pull this off? These are really incredible! The hair… the moving colors in your tattoos…”

My words fade at the strange look on his face. I’m short compared to him, and he has to look way down at me. But he’s watching my lips with a intrigued expression. 

As he gawks at me, his wild hair begins unraveling and floating out toward me. How does he do that?

It’s super long, too. Drifting down slowly, the thick strands hang suspended to the side, and I grasp a hunk of them lightly. They immediately wrap around my finger as I gasp and try to release them. Like a snake, they work their way up my arm. 

How is this possible? I’m startled again as another part of his hair brushes my face before creeping along my head and around the back of my neck. Before I realize what it intends, it’s sliding down the inside of my shirt.

Giggling and squirming backwards to get away, I move out of reach. “I promise I won’t blame you for the prank. And really, I don’t even blame them. I’m aware of my reputation—”

“Reputation?” Remus sounds stilted as he begins to close up the front of his suit. 

“Sure. The alien girl. Abductee. Whatever.” Leaning to the right, I take another long drink of water. “It’s cool, really.” Tilting my head to the side, I look up at his face again. “I’ve never seen you around, though. Who set you up to do this?”

“I suspect you’ve misunderstood. Your markings are on your back.” When he maintains his serious face, I realize that he’s going to make me check myself.

Gritting my teeth, I straighten up reluctantly. “Fine.” Slowly unbuttoning my shirt, I turn away from him and walk back toward the bathroom. By the time I’ve reached the bedroom, my shirt is unbuttoned, so I pause to remove it and throw it on the bed.

The mirror and sinks are right inside the door, and I swivel around and glance at my back. Holy shit! There’s something there.

It takes a minute to pull my hair into a messy part in the back and lay it over my chest on each side. When I’m done, I rotate around to scrutinize the lines that cover my back from my neck to where they disappear into the top of my pants. They aren’t colored the same. 

As I study the design that looks eerily similar to Remus’s chest, he arrives at the door. He’s not looking in the mirror, his gaze is locked on my chest and pale pink sports bra. After a moment, he realizes I’m watching him.

Instead of leaving like I figured he would, he starts unfastening his suit again. At first, I imagine he’s going to put the moves on me, but he doesn’t come any closer. Sure enough, the lines he’s exposing match the design on my back. 

Perfectly. Except for the color difference.

“Okay.” My voice is a whisper as my nerves overwhelm me. This can’t be real, right? 

“The colors will be the same once we’re mated.” It’s like he read my mind. I’m speechless, really. 

“I thought we’re already mates?” Is he changing the story now? 

Swinging around, I face him straight on where he’s still hovering in the doorway. “We are. Completing the mating means… having sex. Intercourse.” My head gets lighter at his words. 

Sex? With him? He’s huge!

Is that even possible? It hurt so bad the first time, and that was with someone my size. Sure, a few inches taller but come on! Let’s be realistic.

Remus is backing away in the doorway. My face must show my horror at his words. He can’t be serious?

“Do we have to?” He looks surprised at my soft words, but he must have heard me.

“I… I don’t know.” Relief crosses his face as his legs hit the bed behind him, and he sinks down onto it. 

“Well, I don’t want to offend you or anything, but this is sudden. Unexpected.” I move into the doorway and lean against the jamb. His eyes are large as he gazes at me. It takes a second before I realize he’s staring at my boobs only partially exposed beneath my hair.

Pushing off the doorway, I stalk awkwardly over to the bed beside him and grab my shirt. Punching my arms into the arm holes, I wrap it tightly around my body before sinking down onto the bed next to him. 

“That’s why I wanted to talk to you. It was very… unexpected for me as well.” When I swivel to look at him, he isn’t looking at me. Instead, staring straight ahead, he grinds out, “I’ve been with my Ermada for ten annual rotations. A long time to be committed.” His eyes snap closed as his head falls forward.

“I’m sorry to ask this, but is an Ermada a girlfriend or wife or something?” It’s obvious that he’s going through a hard time about this for his own personal reasons. That only lends more validity to what he is claiming. I’m going to have to accept that maybe this isn’t a prank. 

His head swivels, and his mouth firms into a line before he grinds out, “It’s a committed relationship. We’ve had a commitment ceremony.”

Okay. So, he’s married. “Sounds like marriage on Earth. We have a ceremony, too.”

“Lisa said you aren’t married though.” So, they’ve been talking about me, huh? 

Yeah, score one point for him though. He’s probably a really great person. “I’m a little young for marriage.” He doesn’t need to know that I’ve never even had a real, long-term boyfriend. 

Nodding, he turns back to face the wall. I take the opportunity to study his profile. It’s unfair how good-looking he is. Especially now, with the serious set of his brow and lips, I can tell he's thinking hard. I've always liked the brooding types.

Yes, I’m attracted to him. Now more than ever. There’s something about a guy that’s totally committed to his wife. It’s an attractive trait.

And me creeping on him is very unattractive. Turning away from his face, I stare at the wall too. “Well, I don’t see why we have to get mated, do you?” 

When he turns toward me again, I keep my gaze fixed to the wall in front of us. “I believe that we make choices. You’re a good man, and you’ve already chosen. So, what is this?” 

I grasp my shoulders as I turn to look at him. He’s staring at me with a funny look on his face. “These markings? Can they make us be together?”

His mouth is hanging open as he stares at me incredulously, contemplating my question.

“What?” He still looks stunned. Hasn’t the thought crossed his mind? If he wanted me, he could have taken advantage of me while I was still coming around on the bed. 

“I… I just didn’t consider that.” His brilliant, green eyes are wide as he looks at me with surprise.

“Hm.” Seems pretty closed-minded. “Well, I don’t know why we can’t make our own choices. If something develops down the road between us, I’d expect you to let your wife… or Ermada know--before! It’s not really fair to start something new before you let her off the hook and all.”

He’s nodding by the time I’m finished. Well, that was easy. But why do I feel all the more attracted to him now?

 

CHAPTER TEN

 

 

- Remus

Jo-Anne’s logical conclusion about our mating makes sense. Of course, I need to let Lulila know. Will she be as devastated as I’ve been over the last couple days?

It’s been torment for me. Feeling Jo-Anne so close. The pull between us so strong and yet knowing in my mind that I’ve already committed my life to someone. Someone who has been kind and committed in return.

Yes, there are my brothers to take care of her. I wouldn’t be abandoning her to fend for herself, but the situation is just so different for me. I’m willing to admit that I don’t take change well. It’s one of the reasons I opted to pursue the historical records for my after-studies.

I’ve always known my path in life. Growing up, I knew my Ermada and visited regularly getting to know her slowly. The idea of a stranger—let alone another species—it scares me.

Everything about her attracts me, though. Her beauty and kindness are something I never would have anticipated. The way she invokes such strong emotions in me, makes it hard to understand what I should do. 

I’ve never been in such an awkward and uncomfortable position before. Actually, I’ve never spent time alone with another female besides my Ermada and mother. 

When she spoke about others and what they called her, my blood heated, and I could discern my rage building. Her fingers on my mating marks calmed me, but almost made my knees buckle too. It’s strange that such a light and innocent touch could have that effect. 

I’ve never felt anything like this before. It’s confusing and arousing. No wonder Travek was so smug.

It hadn’t crossed my mind to inform Lulila that mating marks had appeared on me. I should have told her. Immediately. This Earth female is obviously more educated in the nuances of relationships.

“Do you have anyone special on Earth?” Already, I want to know everything about her. Does she have a lover there? My breathing picks up at the thought. How is it that I care so much already?

Wait. Maybe she’ll want to go back to Earth? Could I let her?

“No. My mother passed away a few years ago.” Studying her, I can feel her sadness at this direction in the conversation. 

“A father or male in your life?” The sadness deepens in her, and I feel awful that I’ve asked.

“No. My dad left when I was young. No brothers or sisters either.” Her eyes flicker to me, and I see the moisture in them. I feel terrible when I realize I’ve already made her cry!

Instinctively, I move closer to her and wrap my arm around her, tugging her closer to my side. She doesn’t let go of her shirt that’s she pulled tightly against her chest. It’s easy to pull her closer and draw her into my lap. She’s so light and so small, I rest my head on top of hers lightly. My hair goes wild at the contact even as I detect my heart rate speed up. 

She stiffens but doesn’t pull away, and we sit there silently, both lost in thought. It only takes a few moments before she relaxes into me. I don’t know if I'll be strong enough to fight the mating pull. Her scent in my arms is pure heaven. 

I can’t help it. The sorrow I sense from her is making me sad too. Perhaps she doesn’t realize the depth of our connection yet.

“You have me,” I state boldly. 

She stiffens up again and pulls away slightly to look up at me behind her. “Why are you saying that? What am I going to do? Go home to live with you and your wife? Which reminds me, are they even going to let us leave?”

“You mean the Ashen?” She nods as I notice that her fear has escalated again. I need to assure her that they won’t harm us, and we’ll be leaving, eventually.

Ignoring her other statements, I try to explain more thoroughly what’s going on. “Our people made an agreement with the Ashen over two thousand years ago. It stated that they wouldn’t interfere with any unmated Quasarians they come across. Once we’ve completed the mating, the Ashen have agreed to discuss our past negotiations with all of us and draw up a new agreement with the new mated couples.”

Pulling away, she gingerly drops to the ground, still facing away from me. “Wait. I’m a little confused.” When she swings around, I see that she’s finishing the fasteners on her shirt. “Why would they wait? Don’t you want to tell them that we aren’t mating? I mean… I don’t really want to tell them. But don’t you want to go home to your wife? And why are you married when you could get mated at any time? Is she your mate too?”

My head spins at all the questions. I’m trying to decide what to answer first. “We can’t discuss the agreement with them until we’re mated, because they’ve too much control over us. They could make us agree to something, and we wouldn’t know. They’d make it seem as if it was our idea, and from the sounds of it, it isn’t always intentional. The mating prevents that. From what they’ve said, the mating locks our minds to each other, creating a bond between us that no one else can penetrate mentally.”

A look of shock and then elation washes over her face. “You mean that if we mated, the Greys—Ashen… they wouldn’t be able to control my mind like they have before during all my abductions?” Stepping away, she starts pacing at the foot of the bed. 

“Yes. It’s why our people cut ties. When our mating stopped, they felt controlled. I don’t know all the specific—”

“Wait.” She stops directly in front of me, almost touching my knees. Holding her hands up in front of her, her unfocused gaze is fastened to my neck directly in front of her line of sight. “So, there’s a lot more to this that I realized. You guys used to mate… then stopped. Made a pact with the Ashen, took off to a new planet. So how long has it been since these matings stopped?”

“Over two thousand years.” 

“Okay, okay. I’m catching up.” Visibly shaking herself, she moves back to the bed to sit by me. I’m not sure what she’s thinking as I turn to look at her again, but I can perceive something different in her. “And mating isn’t something that you ever planned on, and you got married to… what’s her name?”

“Lulila.”

“Pretty.” Biting her lip, she seems to drift off into her own thoughts for a few moments. “And you don’t want to mate. That’s too bad.”

What’s she thinking? The last comment has me intrigued. It’s been kind of her to offer to try not to mate, but I'm aware the likelihood of us ignoring the mating pull is slim. It will only get stronger.

Especially, with the way I feel about her already. I’m drawn to her. The small touches we’ve shared only make me crave more.

I’m torn by the guilt of my obligations to Lulila, but she’ll know there was nothing I could have done.  I can’t help wondering when I’ll be able to send a communication to her. Travek and I agreed, against my better judgment, to wait until we’ve reviewed what the Ashen have to say before either of us contact them. 

“Explain what you mean by ‘too bad’?” I have to know if she’s thinking the same as I am. I’d do anything to strip her body bare and study every difference between our species. The obvious differences, such as her tiny body and bountiful breasts, draw me like nothing I’ve ever felt before.

No longer looking at me, she studies a spot on the floor. Her voice is low, but I still hear every word as it’s etched into my memory forever. 

“Well… I can’t tell you how many times I’ve prayed… and swore to myself that I’d do anything to be left alone by them. Anything.” 

I don’t miss a single detail as she turns toward me. Her jaw is set tightly as she stares me square in the face. I not only sense, but can also see the resolve firmly in every line of her body.

I’m shocked as I study her. My chest tightens making my breaths shorter as the implication of what she means crashes down on me. But I have to confirm to be absolutely sure. “You’d mate with me… just for the benefit of never being bothered by the Ashen again?”

The surprise in my voice is obvious to us both, and I sense a flush of anger through our bond. Her hands clench into fists in her lap as she turns her face to me defiantly. “Bothered? Don’t you mean kidnapped, mind-fucked, and tormented year after year? And who knows what I don’t remember?” 

Standing, she puts her hands on her hips next to me. “So, yes. I’d mate with you to save me from them.” Spit flies from her mouth as she hisses the words between us. Her anger is palpable.

I grasp her elbow to tug her closer. She resists as her hand slips from her hip. I ignore her reluctance and bring her hand to my face.

Her warm, silky skin feels so perfect with her tiny hand in mine. I want to press my mouth to hers the way I’ve seen Travek touch his mouth to Lisa, but I don’t want to scare her. And how does one initiate such a thing?

Instead, I press my lips to her palm, trying to express my sorrow for all she’s been through. Just that simple touch seems so right, so perfect. All thoughts of commitments and responsibilities fade away in her presence.

I want to take all her fears away. To become the center of her world. For the first time, I consider what being with her as a true mate would mean for us. For me.

I might be able to have sex. Monogamy. Sharing everything. Maybe even producing children—the one thing I truly regret. I’ve never even had the opportunity to try. 

All the thoughts I’ve been burying because of guilt, spring up when I stop thinking about what I’m losing. My Ermada and family on Quasar. The life I’ve known.

Instead, I’m considering what I’ll be giving Jo-Anne. Safety. Freedom from fear. From the Ashen.

I can feel her uncertainty as her hand flips against my face, lightly stroking my cheekbone. She takes a step closer, moving until she’s only inches from my spread knees. Her eyes study my face with fascination.

“These are more hairs.” Her fingers are feather-light as they skim across my skin, stroking and encouraging the fine hairs on my face to follow her touch. I’ve given up on trying to control the hair on my head. It’s all around us both as it sifts through her hair, lifting and entwining, rubbing itself against her.

My entire body tingles as she scoots closer, one tentative step at a time. Her other hand comes up to join the first as she uses her forearms to brush my hair back from our faces that are now almost touching. The small smile on her lips looks almost sad as we stare into each other’s eyes.

Slowly, she leans in and presses her lips to mine. A jolt of awareness shoots through me as a wave of lust grips every part of my body. I stiffen at the surprising, new sensation she invokes.

Jerking back, she closes her eyes, panting lightly. “I’m sorry… I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have done that.”

Her eyes are still closed as my own eyes widen more. When she tries to move away, I grasp her forearms and shake her lightly. “No, Jo-Anne. You shouldn’t have stopped.” 

Her deep, brown eyes snap open as I tug her resistant body closer. Running my hands up and down her arms, I let them drop to grasp her hands again. “This isn’t wrong, and it will only get harder to deny. Many would say this is fate. Mates used to be called ‘Namete’, or ‘Fated Ones.’ Fighting it will be next to impossible. I’ve known this.”

Her mouth is hanging open slightly as her breathing slows. Whispering, she leans in, “But what about Lulila?”

Taking a deep breath, I admit what I’ve suspected since I met with her, my mother, and the Sacred Mother when this all began. “I’m fairly confident that she knew this would happen. I’ve been thinking about it since they called me to meet and get ready to go.”

Instead of moving away, she leans in and gives me her undivided attention. One of her hands comes up to stroke her lips that must still tingle the way my entire body does. “There was a prophecy the Sacred Mother claimed must apply to me. If it was that clear that I was the one that needed to come here and find Travek, it was also probably clear what would happen when I arrived. They knew. Lulila knew. The way she treated me. How sad she was… she must have known.”

 

CHAPTER ELEVEN

 

 

- Jo-Anne

I’m not sure whether Remus is making excuses for what’s happening between us, or if he really believes it. Or hopes it. I mean, I hope they knew, because I’m not sure I can fight the attraction I feel to him.

I was excited by being with Corey, but this is so much more. Deeper. The attraction I felt for Corey was fueled more by flattery than attraction. He was the first and only guy who’d ever shown an interest in me that I was even remotely attracted to.

Right now though, my entire body is shaking with anticipation. All I want to do is throw myself into his arms and let him ravish me. Is that wrong? 

Probably. Especially since he’s taken. But everything inside me, every particle of my being wants to be with him. 

Yes. It’s true that once I found out that being mated to him meant no more abductions, I was intrigued. To think that the memory loss aspect of my life would finally end. From the way he talks, it will be much more than that too.

He’ll be mine. My own big, hulking, protective alien man. That idea is super appealing and probably super wrong. Super selfish.

Technically, I want this for all the wrong reasons. Is that terrible of me?

With his face inches from mine, I’m tempted to kiss him again. Then, I want to touch him and stroke his bulging muscles that seem to have grown just in the last hour we’ve been together.

What is going on with me? I need to get a grip!

Tugging my hands gently from his, I step back and out of the grasp of not only his arms, but his hair. I’m already craving the way it flutters across my skin and into my own heavy, mess of tangles. Everything about him feels addictive.

Is this what he means about the mating pull and not being able to deny it?

What we need is space. He said Lisa is here with his brother, Travek. Now that I understand better what’s going on—and I have him to back me up, I’m more interested in getting out of this tiny house.

“You said that the… Ashen won’t speak to us until we’re mated? Because of an agreement they have with your people?” I finger comb my hair away from my face and up behind my head. Since it’s not technically his place, I won’t feel like I’m invading his space if I go through the drawers.

When he nods in agreement, I swing around and enter the bathroom, still looking at him behind me sitting on the bed through the mirror. “So, do you think that applies to Humans too? They’ll leave me alone?”

“Definitely.” He stands at his words, his massive body filling the doorway behind me. Damn. He’s big. “Nothing will happen to you while you’re with me. I give you my word.”

That’s sweet, and I might just hold him to it. Opening and shutting a few drawers, I easily find what I’m looking for. A brush and large hair tie that’ll make me feel a little more put together.

Remus watches me run the brush through my hair like he’s never seen anyone do it before—and maybe he hasn’t. With just a thought, he plaits his own hair back from his face, while it takes me a couple minutes to braid mine and secure it at the end.

“Have you been outside? You said you’d been here a couple days?” His eyes leave my hair to focus on my face before he answers.

“Yes, and it’s extremely nice outside. Warm. And there’s a huge body of water we can swim in too.” Remus turns and leaves the bathroom door, and I can hear drawers opening and shutting behind me in the bedroom. “Yes,” his voice calls out. “There are clothes here for you along with swimming attire. Would you like to change before we head outside?”

Looking past him to the sliding glass door, I consider it. Walking over to check this exit point, I search for the latch and handle, like I did on the front door. Nothing.

“Are you sure we can get out of here? There isn’t a way to open this door either.” Remus walks up and leans down to grasp my hand in his. Looking at him blankly, he lifts our entwined hands and holds it at my chest level, just to the left of the door. The entire glass surface along with the door frame disappears!

No sliding or swinging. It’s like the pane of glass never existed at all. Now I really realize I’m not on Earth any longer! “How… how did that happen?”

“Ashen technology. Impressive.” He steps out onto the patio before waving back to the bed. “We’ve sliding doors that open automatically, but nothing that totally disappears like that. I know Travek would like to reverse engineer that for Quasar.” 

Shaking his head, he waves again at the clothes still scattered along the bed. “I can wait for you out here if you want to pick out something clean to wear. Take a shower? It’s quite warm.”

I step out beside him, and the heat feels perfect. I definitely don’t need long sleeves. “Okay. I’ll wait on a shower, but let me change my shirt.”

Will not cleaning up make me less desirable to him at this point? I know I don’t feel comfortable enough right this second to take a shower in a strange place. Especially alone. I’ll sound like a baby if I ask him to guard the door, or better yet, stand in the bathroom and face away while I shower.

Watching Remus walk away, his tight suit flexes on his backside with every step. Perfect butt muscles shift, and I shake myself mentally. Focus.

Turning back to the clothes he pulled out, I sort through the shirts until I find a white tank top that I throw over my sports bra. I feel better already.

Remus has made it halfway across the green expanse of yard outside. Out back is surrounded by hedges that are taller than him. He must hear me on the grass and swings to smile at me, his eyes running over my chest and arms as he studies the shirt I’ve changed into. 

His appreciative gaze makes me uncomfortable as I hurry towards him, looking around warily. With the trepidation I feel, I grab his hand without thinking too much about it.

He instantly tightens his fingers on me as I thread mine through his big palm. If I actually catch sight of a Grey alien, I’m not sure he’ll be able to stop me from taking off screaming in terror. It’s hard to say. I might just hide behind, but I’m pretty sure I’ll run.

Falling into step behind him, I’m shocked when we exit the hedges, and I see a large pool with stone tiles around it. There are even lounge chairs! No one is using it right now, but it’s obvious that it’s well maintained. 

“This is the large body of water for swimming you mentioned. A pool?” I smile as I look up at him. 

“Yes. I’m sorry. I should have called it a pool like Lisa does. Not everything translates directly.” He points to his head as his eyes gaze across and around the surrounding buildings. He’s probably tall enough that he can see over some of the hedges. “Let’s follow this path out to the wooded area. There are trails there that I’ve walked and am familiar with.”

As we move away from the circle of buildings around the pool, I notice that they’re all identical, small bungalows. Like a resort centered around the large pool. Something I’ve only ever seen in pictures. Nice.

The biggest difference is there isn’t any office building or a parking lot. As soon as we leave the front side of our building, we hit a trail that circles the area. I notice there are many offshoot trails that lead into the wooded areas surrounding the settlement here. 

Beyond that are rolling hills and even further back, large mountains. I’ve never seen the Rockies, but the majestic beauty of the large mountains, bare from halfway up their height, reminds me of pictures I’ve seen.

When we enter the woods, I exhale a sigh of relief. I’m thankful that we saw no one else, Ashen or otherwise. In a way, I just want Remus to myself for now. 

“What’s your planet like compared to this? I mean, this is pretty much identical to Earth. The trees and plants all look identical.” We’re gradually traveling up, and as we break out of the woods, I’m surprised to be right inside what looks like a constructions site. It’s large too!

“Very different. You’ll see. Less nature and more construction—like this.” Remus seems as surprised by the construction as I am. We walk between two of the three partially built buildings. One is just a hole in the ground. The concrete foundation is empty with no ladders to get down into it. But the other two buildings appear further along. One has wood framing and the other one even has the walls. 

It’s easy to make out the sky in this area. All the trees have been cleared. Or was it a natural clearing?

“I wasn’t aware they’re working over here. These are laid out identical to the buildings we’re staying in.” Remus has led me over to the most completed building. He climbs the stairs and walks inside the building that still doesn’t have a door.

Spinning in a circle, I admire the mountains in the distance. While I’m noticing how high they appear, I spot two large birds in the distance. Well, I think they’re birds. But with how far away they appear, they must be really large!

“Have you seen any aircraft?” Remus is at my side instantly as I shade my eyes. “See over there? Are those birds?” 

I point, but it’s unnecessary. They’re getting closer and bigger. They definitely aren’t planes. Not with the way they’re moving. 

The three shapes continue to get closer, but as I’m shading my eyes and squinting, they swoop low and out of sight with the trees. A few seconds later they breach the tree line again. “What are they?” 

My whisper has Remus pulling me behind him. I don’t know why. They’re birds, right?

“I don’t know, but they look big. Even with how far away they still are.” Keeping me behind him, he gently nudges me back into the unfinished building. The interior windows are installed, but the walls inside are only half done.

Remus moves to a window that faces out the front, and I peer around him as the shapes disappear again. I’ve no idea what they could be. Could this be a primitive earth in this dimension with Jurassic Park-sized birds out there? The idea is frightening, and I’m glad he’s being cautious. 

“Should we hang out here for a little while until we make sure that they’re gone?” 

 

CHAPTER TWELVE

 

 

- Remus

Pushing her gently ahead of me, I shuffle Jo-Anne back into the half-completed dwelling. All the windows are installed, but without a door, it’s not much protection. I’m a little concerned with how large the objects in the sky are.

With how far away they were in the distance, they shouldn’t have looked that big. I’ve seen spacecrafts and drones my entire life and they weren’t that either. Too big, and it was clear there was a movement in the wings. Jo-Anne acted like it wasn’t something she recognized either.

I have to believe that if there was anything we should be wary of out here, the Ashen would have let us know. As their guests, it wouldn’t do them any good to not mention any predators. Even so, I will not take any chances with my mate. 

The objects drop out of sight behind some treetops, and I examine the structure we’re in. There isn’t any place to hide. The framework of the building itself will have to do.

“It’s just like our place, only reversed.” Jo-Anne wanders farther into the dwelling where the interior walls have been installed but not finished. Pointing to the floor, she studies a mass of pipes and wiring. “This is where the kitchen island will go.”

Sure enough, as I get closer, I notice they even have it all marked out on the floor. Truthfully, I’m not even interested in the building. Instead, my gaze is drawn to Jo-Anne in her tiny top. It’s so thin it shows the color of her breast covering underneath. For such a small female, her breasts are very large, spilling out the top of the support covering.

Her scent calls to me, and I move closer just to inhale and, breathe her in. Being near her has brought more excitement and anticipation into my life. I don’t remember wanting to be with someone like this before. Everything she does is fascinating. I follow behind her as she walks into the sleeping area, and we look out the back door. Just like the front, it hasn’t been installed.

“I’ve never been in a construction site like this before.” When Jo-Anne spins around, she runs into my chest as I trail her closely. “Sorry!”

Grasping her shoulders, I catch her before she bounces off me and back toward the door. I’d prefer to get away from the windows and especially the open doors for a few minutes. The best way would be to take her into the cleaning facility to wait for a few minutes.

“I’d like you to wait in the cleaning facility while I check the windows and make sure those large flying objects pass by.” Jo-Anne as a puzzled look on her face, but as I move in the small room’s direction and point, she understands.

“But, wouldn’t it be better if you stay will me?” She crosses over the threshold and turns to grab my hand, tugging gently. “I’d feel safer if you’re here with me.”

Her teasing tone is enticing as she draws me further into the partially completed room. The vanity is set, and there are holes where the sinks will be installed. 

“Maybe I should go check out the window we saw them in last?” My reluctant question makes her lips quirk up in the corners. 

“There’s a window here? Shouldn’t we be able to spot them if they pass?” She’s already moving into the spray area where a large window looks out onto the side of the dwelling facing the woods. 

Following her, I peer out, but there isn’t much to see. The forest is dense with greenery, and even out the back, they have cleared none of the undergrowth.

Jo-Anne leans her head against me as we stand side by side. “How long do you want to wait before we head back?” Turning to me fully, my body freezes as she presses herself closer.

I see my hair start to flare around us as I lose control of myself. I’ve had no one besides Lulila this intimately close to my body. The fact that she’s my mate—mine… it’s a test of my restraint.

The scent she’s giving off in this tight space has my body tingling. For the first time in my life, I can detect a tightness in my cock. The tingling seems to be everywhere as I slowly bring my hands up to wrap around her shoulders, pulling her closer.

Instead of keeping any distance between us, she wraps her arms around my waist and snuggles closer into my chest. Tipping her head back, she rests her chin against me. With our height difference, her large breasts are pressed tightly against my groin. 

I’m shocked to feel my cock twitch at her pressure against them. She doesn’t seem to notice as she shifts and smiles, raising her eyebrows. “What should we do for the moment?”

My mind is blank. I can’t seem to concentrate on anything except the feeling of her pressed against me. I’m trying to gather my thoughts and answer, when her hands begin to trail down lower. Sliding them against my tailbone, she places a palm on each of my butt cheeks.

“You are so incredibly tight everywhere. Do you work out?” She punctuates her question with a squeeze to each cheek, and my cock twitches again as I involuntarily thrust against her. 

A strangled moan escapes my lips, and my arms tighten. Incredibly, her scent has grown stronger as we stand in this tiny room. It’s impossible to miss how it’s affecting me as I take a deep breath and concentrate on her question. 

How did she know that I work in the gardens by feeling by backside? “I work outside most of the time. In the gardens.” My voice sounds strangled coming from my dry mouth. Her hands continue to caress my backside lightly. 

Lifting her body from where she’s sagged against me, she glances down between us, and a pang of disappointment stabs through me.

Instead of moving away though, she looks up with a smirk. “Somebody looks happy to see me.” At her words, she shifts forward to press my sensitive cock between her breasts. Just that slight stroke and pressure is the most incredible sensation I’ve ever experienced. 

I don’t know if it’s because it’s her, or because her scent’s so concentrated in such a small space. But for the first time, I can feel the pleasure of what an erection would bring. She’s still staring at me as I watch her carefully. 

She doesn’t stop lightly brushing and pressing her body against me. It’s definitely intentional as her small hands release my back and reach around to the front of my suit. My hair encircles us as she taps along the top of my clothing before her face scrunches in consternation. “Where’s the opening to this?”

I don’t hesitate to press the release for her so it parts from the top. Returning my hand to her body, I slide it under her braid and lightly stroke her upper back, waiting to watch what she intends to do. With the blood pounding through my veins at hyper-speed, I hear a roar as if there’s thunder in my ears.

Her silky fingers slide into the top of my suit, and it begins to part for her. Once the mechanism is released, it’ll continue to part unless the release is re-fastened. Jo-Anne ignores the fabric as her hands part the material.

“Oh, wow!” Her eyes are wide as her fingers slide down, tracing designs that cause prickles of awareness to break out over my entire body. “The colors are even darker now.” 

Lifting both her hands, she stays leaning against me as her fingers flutter over the markings. “Are mine?” She angles her head to the side so I can peer over her shoulder.

“A bit.” Lifting both my hands, I flutter my fingertips over the markings on her shoulders and watch, enthralled as she shutters against me. I’m emboldened by the realization that I’m affecting her as she does me.

“Why do you smell so good?” Leaning in, her nose runs up my chest slowly. The fine hairs covering my body come to attention along with every nerve ending. 

“You think I smell good? That’s interesting because I’ve been thinking the same thing about you.” I can’t help mimicking her deep inhale since I’m given the opportunity. The scent bursts like a flavor, over my senses and my mouth waters. 

“Really?” Her head cocks back as if she’s surprised. I continue to trace the markings as she leans away and parts my suit. If her surprised look is any indication, she didn’t expect my garment to part as low as it did. The release has opened to mid thigh, and her eyes are immediately drawn, along with mine, to my hardening cock between us.

Freezing again, I wait to see if she will pull away. But instead, we both watch as she runs her fingers lightly down my body until she’s stroking my stiffening cock. Petting it as if she can’t believe it’s attached to me. The expression of awe on her face makes me wonder if she’s ever seen one before.

I can’t speak—in fact, I can barely breathe as her hesitant stroking makes tingles travel through my entire body, radiating out my limbs. My balls tighten uncomfortably as I get harder and harder, hitting against her chest as she wraps her hand around me as best she can. 

“Is this okay?” Her breathless question makes me realize that although she’s the only one doing the touching, she’s just as affected as I am. Looking down at her clothing, I’m dying to see her again in just the small breast support she had on earlier.

“May I remove your…” I pluck at the shirt strap by the markings my hand was resting by, and she laughs lightly.

“Oh, right.” When she draws back, I watch in fascination as she pulls not only her shirt over her head but also the pink contraption, releasing her breasts to my view. The strange device was making them smaller than they actually are! They spill into the area between us, jiggling enticingly. 

In awe, I reach forward to stroke down the top of one, admiring the dusty nipple that has hardened into a point. “Yes,” she whispers, pressing more firmly into my hand, “You can touch them.” Encouraged, I cup them as her hands return to my cock that’s now standing straight up between us. 

I can’t believe my good fortune! For so many years, I convinced myself that my cock was just another tool that could be used to pleasure my Ermada. That it didn’t matter it didn’t harden, because I brought her to completion without it. 

Sure, the lack of procreating was sad, but not entirely shocking. So many of our males are never able to produce offspring. I figured there was always the chance that’d be my lot too. I was fortunate to have my brother’s children to bring me joy. Castile and Dolan were such energetic and inquisitive boys, that I never lacked in interaction.

All my thoughts scatter as she uses two hands wrapped tightly around me to stroke the length of my cock. The pressure increases as she sets a slow, steady up and down motion that makes her breasts bounce. Our eyes are locked as she seems to watch for my reaction. 

“Jo-Anne… this feels… I…” I can’t communicate what I’m feeling as the pleasure morphs and joins with a pressure that makes my eyes start to roll back in my head. Trying to focus, gripping her nipples, I pinch them as the pleasure ramps up to something I’ve never encountered before. 

“Just relax, Remus. It’s supposed to feel good.” The last of her words end with her breath fluttering over my cock as she leans down and slowly licks the tip of me. It’s dripping fluid thicker than I’ve ever seen before, although I know the mechanics of what's occurring. It’s pre-cum, and as she glances down to flick out her tongue, her eyes snap back to me surprised.

“Mmm... Remus.” Her moan is loud in the tiny room. I’m not sure what she means until she turns back to focus on me and wraps her plump lips around the tip of my cock and sucks hard. I see stars as her tongue flicks on the underside and my cock erupts in her mouth.

“Jo-Anne!” I’m gasping her name over and over without thought. What will she think? I didn’t give her any warning, but I’ve never had this happen to me before. “I’m sorry!”

 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

 

 

- Jo-Anne

Holy shit! At first when Remus’s outfit exposed his cock, I was a little overwhelmed. He’s just so big—all over. And tall too. 

Stroking his cock felt similar to holding a bat. Thick and hard, and I just couldn’t resist. That’s the problem—he’s so irresistible. My hands itch until I’m touching him.

He smells like mocha chocolate, and when I saw the pre-cum leaking out of the head—practically at eye level, I wanted to taste it. If someone told me a couple days ago, that I would want to taste a guy anywhere, I would’ve laughed. But damn, he’s sweet.

Literally, sweet. Vanilla icing, sweet. As soon as I realized it, I couldn’t resist latching my lips totally around him to draw out more—and I got more! Lots more.

He looked more shocked than I was when he erupted five seconds later. Maybe he thought he’d be able to hold out longer? When he apologized, I let him know right away it was fine.

Pulling him deeper into my throat, was tricky with his girth, but I sucked him down greedily. I already want more. In fact, I realize I’ve a deep ache inside me, and my clit is throbbing in tempo with my pulse. My own excitement has totally soaked my panties. I didn’t see any of those on the bed, so I hope I can get an alien replacement version.

“Don’t be sorry.” I swallow again and realize I missed a spot. Leaning down, I lick up the side of his dick that hasn’t even softened a bit yet. A guttural moan escapes him, and my thighs clamp together tightly. 

Damn! Why does that make me even wetter? He’s still stroking my breasts as he pants, leaning against the window slightly. I study him in front of me, realizing the hair around his cock is the tickling sensation I feel. It languidly strokes my hands still holding him while he recovers.

“I didn’t mean to release in your mouth that way. That was…” His deep voice drifts off, so I cut in.

“Wonderful? Perfect? Exactly what you needed?” Laughing, I cup his balls and flutter my fingers over his length, tugging lightly. The fluid it pulls forward calls to me, beading on the head.

Pulling my eyes away, I look up at him where he’s gazing at me with a blank expression. His hair is waving around us both wildly, and that’s the only thing moving on him. As I focus back down at my hands and what's right there for me, I can’t resist.

Licking the last of his sweet release, I let him go and take a short step back, reaching beside me where I placed my shirts on the windowsill. “Are you upset?” Yanking my bra over my head, I’m starting to worry about his silence.

“No. No!” Pulling me towards him by my neck, Remus squeezes me to him, and I can feel him tugging my braid out of the back of my bra for me. “I just…” When his voice trails off again, I understand the issue.

“You feel guilty?” Damn! I knew this was wrong. I don’t even understand why I acted so boldly. It isn’t like me, but for once I just went with my gut.

“Guilty about coming in your mouth.” His arms squeeze me tighter, and I pull up my arms to give myself some room to peer up at him.

“No! I meant guilty about Lulila—you know, your wife?” My fists thump his chest lightly between us as I glare at him. This mating thing is so confusing. Everything feels so perfect and right, but I guess it’s no different from having past girlfriends and previous lovers. Everybody has baggage.

Except for me, really. Corey was great, but we were much better friends than lovers. I’m glad he’s the one who took my virginity, more because it felt like baggage than a good thing at the time. I was determined it would not be some old, creepy predator because of the situation I was living in.

“No, no, Jo-Anne. I’m handling this badly, but I’m not sure exactly how to tell you this, so I’ll just say it.” He takes a deep breath and my mind jumps around wondering what's coming next. “That was the first time for me.” I’m still blinking stupidly at him trying to figure out how that’s possible as he rushes to explain. “That’s why I didn’t realize I would release like that. Please, I’d really like to return the favor. I’ve been told I’m quite good at it.”

Damn. TMI. 
But how can he have been married and never gotten a blowjob? My mouth’s still hanging open as I try to process what he’s saying. I mean, I get how I’ve never been on the receiving end of oral sex, but to have been together for ten years and never bothered to go down on him? Why?

Looking around briefly, I shrug. “This isn’t ideal, you know?” Most construction sites don’t have beds and this one is no different, even if we are in another dimension. “And I didn’t plan that… it just kind of happened. So, you don’t have to feel obligated to return the favor, or some nonsense like that.”

Pulling my tank top over my head, I step toward the door and give him room to finish fastening his suit. “I’m sorry if it’s confused the issue between us. It just felt… right.” Swallowing the lump in my throat, I realize I’m close to tears. 

I hate this. My body wants to jump him, but I’m worried that he’ll hate me for it based on the weird way he’s acting now. “Do you think we’re okay to leave?” I want to change the subject and storm out so I can be alone for a few seconds, but it’s clear that even that slight bit of dignity isn’t going to be granted. 

“Jo-Anne, wait.” Glancing back, he catches me and effortlessly lifts me, sitting me on the sink counter top in between the two holes. Pressing himself firmly against my knees, he spreads them around his hips and tugs my ass to the edge, trapping me against him. 

Placing a hand at the back of my head, he pulls me forward for a kiss. Our mouths meet and clash, and he makes a loud, groaning noise, not stopping for an instant. His lips work fervently against mine, caressing and testing. 

Kissing him back, I flick my tongue against his mouth, parting my lips so he can taste the sweetness he shared with me earlier. 

In the next moment, his tongue brushes against mine, and my brain shuts off. It’s just him right now, with nothing between us. No aliens or past lovers matter. 

My clit throbs as it demands attention. I can still feel his rock-hard erection pressed against me as he thrusts his tongue in my mouth. I tighten my legs and pull him harder against me, rubbing myself wantonly on him as I moan back. The pressure is perfect as his tongue tangles with mine.

He keeps kissing me, his tongue playing against mine with aggressive, dominate touches. Over and over again, we kiss until I realize that the keening sound I hear is me. It’s just so perfect and I’m so… so close! 

My orgasm crashes over me as I totally lose control, grinding with abandon against his hard length. 

What the hell? As my thoughts start to finally make sense, I realize he’s cradling my head at an angle. I didn’t even notice we’d stopped kissing, but it’s probably a good thing we did. All rational thought disappeared as I came. I could’ve bitten his tongue or something!

My lashes flutter as I try to focus on his face inches from mine. “Let’s go back to our room. I need you now. I want to bury myself so deep inside you, we forget about everything and everyone else.” 

His furtive plea takes a moment to register. I can’t see anything beyond his hair that’s wrapped around us both. A beam of light from above is the only illumination on the stark planes of his face. He’s beautiful as he gazes at me. The softness in his eyes—the want… it’s overwhelming.

“Are you sure?” I manage to get out, clearing my throat and wondering if I screamed. My throat feels sore, and honestly, I’ve no idea why. “What about—”

“I don’t care. You shouldn’t care. No one will blame us for coming together. You’re perfect for me… you’re my mate.” 

Pulling back, he helps me balance on the edge of the counter top, straightening my shirt but never taking his hands off me. “Please, say yes. It was wrong of me to bother telling you about Lulila. I’ve experienced more here with you in the last little while, than I ever physically felt with her.”

“Really?” I mean, come on! I find that hard to believe, but I sure enjoy hearing him say it. For some reason, having him tell me I’m important—more important than anyone else now or in the past, means something. There’s a strange longing in my chest that I don’t understand, but I feel empty without him.

“Yes, really. You’ve misunderstood so much, and I don’t want there to be any more mis-communications between us. When I said that I’d never had that happen before, I didn’t mean taking my cock in your mouth…” 

As he hesitates, I scrunch my nose. I don’t get it?

“I meant I’ve never expelled out of my cock. It’s never been hard. I’ve never seen it hard and experienced that before—”

“Wait!” Grasping the side of the counter top by my hips, I scoot my butt back a bit to put some distance between us before bringing my hands up to pull his hair away. “What’re you talking about? How can you never have been hard before?”

I honestly don’t believe him. This must be a line, right? But as I squint my eyes in disbelief, I feel pleading along with my confusion. A pull that seems so strange between us.

“Can I carry you back? We can talk on the way, but I’d prefer to carry you in case those birds we saw are predators, and they return.” He’s still holding my shoulders, and I have to admit, I’d like that. My legs feel like noodles from my orgasm. I’ve barely begun to breathe normally again.

“Sure.” My answer is curt, but it’s hard not to feel like I’m being fed a load of bullshit. At this point, I’m curious. He’s never had an erection before? Could Lulila be more of a saint than I realized…

Scooping me up like a baby, I’m out of the bathroom, and we’re through the living space in what seems like a couple strides. It’s incredible as he quickly hits the tree line and sets off in a fast walk through the woods.

Turning my arm around his neck, I lock my fingers and stare up at his profile. A determined expression dominates his face as he glances between the trees above us and the path he’s navigating. “Okay, spill,” I demand.

“When the matings stopped, so did our males’ sexual performance. Finding our mates was a pivotal part of our growth. Because of that, we’re genetically much smaller than our females, and we’ve been using a drug called Canesta for procreation. You know to…”

“Get and maintain an erection?” I finish for him as he trails off.

“Yes. It’s never worked for me.” His voice deepens as he continues, and I realize he’s embarrassed.

Fuck! The equivalent of that would be not getting your period or going through adolescence as a woman. No tits. No curves at all. 

My heart goes out to him. “Is that common?”

His eyes shift to the trees, not looking down to answer. “It varies. Ten to twenty percent failure. It was disappointing.”

Ya think? It’s hard to imagine that happening to anyone, let alone a young man. Older men have meltdowns, and they’ve at least had sex.

I’m surprised to see the bungalows coming into view already. He’s made the trip back much quicker than our walk out. “Are you in a hurry?” The teasing tone of my voice has him glancing down.

“Yes.” His voice is firm. He’s practically jogging although he’s cradling me carefully against him with a smooth gait.

As we enter our yard, I glance back over my shoulder and see the two birds lurch into the sky. They almost look like they’re close to where we were at, and they’re much bigger now that they’re closer. They don’t look like big prehistoric pterodactyl any longer though—they look like men. 

“What are those?” As I glance up at Remus, I see he’s looking at them too.

“I’m not sure, but once we sit down with the Ashen after the mating, I want to find out.” They’re practically out of sight already and so fast! From the sound of what Remus is saying, we’re getting mated—now!

 

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

 

 

- Remus

There’s no question that what’s happening between Jo-Anne and I, is not only right—but inevitable. When the haze of lust and pleasure overtook me earlier, I knew I wouldn't want or care to stop what’s occurring between us. 

The only thing that kept me from figuring out a way to penetrate her with my cock instantly, was the thought that I couldn’t fully concentrate on what was happening between us. I could have totally held her and lowered her down onto my dick, but I want it to be less frenzied and more memorable. She deserves so much more than a dirty construction site with hard floors and little protection for her silky skin.

“Do you think they’ll be back?” Jo-Anne’s still glancing up at the flying objects that’re now quickly retreating into the distance. Her voice wavers with trepidation, and I wrap her back into my arms and steer her inside the dwelling.

Now that they’re closer, not only does it appear they’re very near the construction bungalows, but it’s clear that what I originally suspected is true. They’re men. Men with wings. 

It doesn’t seem like Jo-Anne can see them as well as I can as she squints and shades her eyes, still trying to look back around me. I don’t want them to see her though, so I smack her butt lightly and put my hand on the panel to close us into the dwelling. 

“I’m going to use the restroom.” She hurries ahead of me toward the cleaning facility before I realize what she means. My eyes are glued to her backside as it sways enticingly ahead of me.

Stripping out of my own clothes, I take the moments alone to fold back the blankets on the bed carefully, removing the bed covering completely. It isn’t identical to the ceremonial commitment bed, but based on how things went between us earlier, it doesn’t seem to be as big a priority to Jo-Anne. I shake my head with disgust at myself for how I almost took her in the filthy, half-built dwelling earlier. It was tempting. 

Pulling the privacy coverings on the windows, I use the dim settings on the lights to give us ambiance as I settle in to wait for Jo-Anne. Relaxing on the bed, I’m amazed at how hard and ready I am for her already. Just thinking about her naked over me has me ready to release again. All I can do is pray that she doesn’t change her mind.

The speed she swings the door open gives me hope. When my eyes meet hers, I’m pleased to see that she looks as excited as I feel. It makes me wonder if some of what I’m feeling is her arousal in addition to mine.

Pulling up onto my elbows, I pat the bed next to me in invitation. She practically skips to the bed, only wearing her light pink breast covering and bottom undergarment. My eyes follow her bouncing breasts as she slides across the bed’s surface. “I know you look hard and ready, but I want to make sure that you’re mentally sure you’re ready to do this? No regrets about earlier?”

Pulling her closer, I wrap my arm around her upper back and tuck her next to me as she throws her leg over my hip. Damp heat presses against my length as I inhale in a huge lungful of air at the stimulation. How can she still be worried?

Combing my fingers through her hair, I cradle her head and pull her closer. “Absolutely no qualms about what’s happening between us. You’re mine, and that’s something that I never would’ve believed was possible. I’ve shared everything with my brothers—never minding, of course. But to have you all to myself is more than I could have ever suspected I’d be given.”

Pressing her forehead against mine, her large, brown eyes widen. “I think you deserve me. Our mating marks mean we’re meant to be, right?”

Nodding, I suck in a breath as her fingers begin a slow exploration of my chest. Only the most basic and territorial thoughts are continuing to play in my mind. Her scent, the silky slide of her body against mine, and the heat of her cleft running against my length make all coherent thoughts fly off into space. “You’re mine.”

Drawing in a deep breath, I pull from her grasp to loom over her, looking down. “Can I take these off?”

My hand slides over her hip to stroke lightly across her public bone, pressing in where her body is damp and waiting.

“Please…” I answer her low plea with my own moan as I spread her legs and move between them. Grasping the material at her hips, I slide it down to expose her pussy to my view for the first time. 

Her sweet, musky scent wafts up, making my mouth water in anticipation. Her legs are still closed, so I draw her knees apart gently, opening her to my view. 

“Wait!” My eyes jump to her face as my gut clenches. “No, no. I just want to take this off too.” She’s already grasping her breast covering and ripping it over her head quickly before falling back on the pillows in front of me.

I’ve never seen anything more beautiful than her laying out in front of me, exposed and naked. “Spread your legs wide for me.”

Pulling her feet towards herself, her knees drop further apart, and I watch her folds open, exposing a deep pink color at her core. It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, and my cock jumps in anticipation. Sucking in a strangled breath, I try to express the feelings this monumental moment means to me.

“You are like seeing the sunrise for the first time. I didn’t realize how dark and lifeless my life had become. Monotonous. This… this is what I needed.” Leaning down, I hold open Jo-Anne’s knees to lean in and run my tongue across her rosy petals.

The flavor that bursts across my tongue is mouthwatering. Her legs shake in my hands as I can’t stop myself from dipping my tongue as deep inside her as possible. It’s like nothing I’ve ever imagined. So much better than any fabricated dream.

She’s the most delicious thing I’ve ever had the pleasure of licking. My hands slide lower to keep her legs wide for my head as she wiggles beneath me. Caressing the inside of her thighs, I lift my eyes to gaze over her breasts where her head is propped on the pillow.

“I’m so hard seeing you like this. You’re so wet and rosy for me. Your scent and taste are incredible.” Pressing myself against the bed, I try to control my raging cock by trapping it beneath me. 

It almost makes it worse as I latch onto her little, hooded clit to flick my tongue against it and encourage it to play. Jo-Anne bucks beneath my mouth as I suck harder. Her eyes are closed as I glance up, and I can’t resist cupping a large breast in my hand, flicking the nipple as it hardens and lengthens.

She’s rocking under my mouth, meeting my rhythm of licks and sucks. It’s incredible as she becomes more wet under my tongue, bathing my face in her fragrant juices. I can’t seem to stop myself as she writhes and moans beneath me to slow down or have any mercy. 

She’s too delicious and responsive. I know I’m not supposed to be comparing her to Lulila, but there’s no comparison. Even after she taught me exactly what she liked and how to pleasure her, Lulila never responded in such an arousing and wanton way.

As Jo-Anne’s body continues to give me what I crave, I can’t help the way the pressure of the soft sheets feel on my swollen and throbbing cock. I’m on sensory overload as she grinds against my mouth. Using my right hand, I slide some of her wetness over her folds and press a finger inside her, awed by how tight but giving her body is.

Rubbing gently inside her, she arches and grabs my hair, yanking me tightly to her as she squeezes my finger. A rhythmic, hard pressure grasps my finger. Her release turns tangier and richer on my tongue as she continues to gasp and shake, keening above me.

Easing my finger from her, I replace it with my tongue, savoring the last of her pleasure as she moans. Each breath and gasp makes my cock twitch harder even though I’m worried about my size and penetrating her. Travek didn’t pass along any cautionary measures, so surely we wouldn’t be mated if I couldn’t penetrate inside her safely?

“Remus… uh, Remus… please!” Her plea draws me from my feast, and I register her pulling my hair above me. “Enough. Wait.” 

Finally, drawing away after one last lick, I look up to see her collapsed with slitted eyes and a small smile. “I need you now.”

Her breathless plea and open arms make me wonder what she has in mind. “Come up here.” Waving her arms weakly, she tugs on my hair again. 

I can’t resist placing wet, soft kisses over her pubic bone to her belly as I work my way up her body. She’s languid beneath me but wraps her legs around my upper body and nudges me up her.

Stopping at her chest, I cup both sides to admire how full my hands are. These will feed our children well—not to mention they make my cock throb more as the nipples call to me. Drawing a tightened nub between my lips, I suck, then nibble as Jo-Anne’s moaning escalates.

When she pulls her legs up and settles her feet by my hips, I realize she's moving herself down the bed under me. I feel her wet cleft touch the top of my cock. Rocking her hips under me, I realize she wants me to press into her this way? Could that be right?

Abandoning her chest, I can’t help gasp out, “I want you now.” My voice is a growl, but she only smiles and pulls her knees back to her chest invitingly, spreading herself further beneath me.

As I lift my body slightly over her to look down, I realize I’ve heard nothing or seen anything more inviting than her spread beneath me. The display is breathtaking.

 

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

 

 

- Jo-Anne

Remus has literally blown my mind! I'd never have guessed that oral sex could be so wonderful. Boys always act like it’s so weird and gross to go down on a girl. Corey was no exception, so this is a first for me. When Corey told me that didn’t appeal to him, I took it at face value.

But Remus… I don’t think I could have told him no and had him take that as an answer. He acted like it was all he could do to wait for me to spread my legs so he could dive in. And it was incredible!

Even when he had me spread under him, I didn’t feel self-conscious. Not with the focused and aroused expression he wore. Like his next breath depended on seeing me, licking me, and then making me come. 

He did all those things perfectly, making me come harder than I’ve ever done before, too. Including when I pleasure myself. I’ve always needed clitoral stimulation to orgasm, and he made that his primary focus. But now, he’s hesitating.

I can see him throbbing above me as he hovers over my body. “Don’t you want to now?” He wavers above me undecided, and I can feel myself blushing. Have I been too forward?

“It’s just… I’ve never done this before. Won’t I crush you?” He looks puzzled as he looks between us seriously. I can’t help the nervous giggle that explodes out of me before I pull it together.

It’s common knowledge that guys don’t like you to burst into laughter during sex. Sensitive egos and all that. “I’m sorry, I’m not laughing at you—I swear.” 

Remus just smiles down without embarrassment. He’s doing better than me. I know I’ve never been naked like this in front of anyone before.

Tugging his shoulders, he does a push up above me, flexing all his muscles around me enticingly. He really is beautiful. Some of his mating marks even trail down over his upper thighs, circling his bobbing cock between us. 

“Just relax here above me and kiss me.” I don’t have to ask twice. His arms circle my shoulders, and he pulls my head up to kiss my lips lightly.

Wrapping my arms around his neck, I press my tongue into his mouth, rubbing my clit along his skin and digging my heels into his ass. He flexes above me, rocking his hips, and I feel the tip of him brush against my opening.

Moaning, I wiggle down until I can detect him exactly where I need him. He’s hard and hot against me. Shifting side to side, I feel him penetrate me with the tip of his cock, and I gasp into his mouth.

He’s so hard. I know he feels it too, because he stops kissing me to pull back. His nose is inches from mine as I arch my back, pressing him a tiny bit more inside me. We stare into each other’s eyes as I tip my hips back and forth, just having him slide slowly inside me, opening me to adjust to his girth. 

I’m so wet, I think I can slide onto him easily, but he’s large and extremely hard. “Tell me if I hurt you,” he manages to growl out, but I just smile.

“Okay. You tell me if I hurt you, too.” My full-blown smile has him rolling his eyes, but who’s he kidding. I’m the one pressing him inside me. He’s still frozen above me, like he’s panicked to move.

Unwrapping my legs from around his waist, I set them on the bed next to his hips to get more leverage. Rocking under him, I watch his lips open as I start to work him inside me. I moan as I slide him deeper, looking up I watch him bite his bottom lip.

He jerks over me, driving himself between my legs. Not too far, but enough for me to gasp and release him with my thighs. “Are you alright? I’m sorry I—”

“Again.” I demand as I circle my hips on the part of his cock still impaling me. I expect him to enter me fast and hard, but he pushes slowly. So slowly.

It’s a long minute later before he pauses. Instead of continuing to move deeper, he pulls back, and we both gasp as his cock drags over my tight, sensitive flesh. It’s incredible for me, and from the way his entire body has tensed above me, I’m betting it’s just as great for him. 

Dropping his head on the pillow next to my head, I swivel to look at him staring at me. As he sinks into me again, I hear him breathe, “I didn’t know.” 

This time, he goes deeper, and I notice an incredible burst of lust as every ridge and vein of his cock seems to torture my needy pussy. Crying out at the wonderful sensation of him inside me, I feel like every nerve in my body has lit up in wonder.

Grasping his butt in my hands, I pull him hard, urging him further inside me. Tightening around him, he groans as I clasp and pull him in. Grinding my clit against him, I want him to bottom out in me so badly. I want to rub on him. My needy clit feels extremely exposed and stretched around him. 

“Deeper, Remus. Please.” It’s like his body collapses into me as he loses all restraint. Rising above me, he finally thrusts his hips firmly forward, driving into me. 

Thank goodness he pauses for a moment as I stare at him in wonder. Now, this is sex! I feel like he’s my entire world. In me. Around me. Against me.

It’s all Remus. Lifting my head, I press my chest against him as I roll my hips and arch my back, enjoying the bite of my clit against his pubic bone. 

If I hadn’t just come, I know I would have then. My eyes roll back into my head, and I moan in pleasure. “Move in me, now. Please, Remus.”

Like a machine set into motion, he slowly pulls his cock from me as I twitch beneath him before he slides back in. He picks up speed, bottoming out harder and twisting his hips in a way that has me gasping and crying out with every incredible stroke.

Throwing my face against his shoulder, I hang on for the ride. In and out, he plunges into my body. He’s watching me with an emotion I can’t quite identify. An intensity I never thought I’d inspire in a man. Lust, desire… I’m not sure. But, it’s perfect.

My vision gets hazy as the pleasure makes me lose focus. He’s moving even faster now, driving up inside me as his hands cup my shoulders and help slam me back down on him. It doesn’t hurt. It feels so good, I’m almost sobbing in pleasure.

My body tenses and convulses as an orgasm slams through me unexpectedly. In the back of my mind, I can’t believe I’m coming, but that’s drowned out by my scream against his skin. My pussy muscles go crazy around him, squeezing and milking him as he throws back his head and shouts at the wall behind me. Jerking violently, I feel him come deep inside.

Collapsing onto the pillow behind me, I look up at him above me as his eyes slowly open with wonder. 

“Good?” I can’t help asking coyly with a smirk.

Watching him swallow hard, he opens his mouth before closing it to lower himself down to crush his lips to mine. I wrap my arms around him as he mutters into my ear. “We’re truly one now.”

I don’t understand exactly what he means, but I’m too overwhelmed by the immense satisfaction I feel. Which is weird, because I was just thinking about how surprised I was to have enjoyed having such a humongous cock in me. I should be crying right now, but instead, I’m wondering how soon we can do it again!

 

 

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

 

 

- Remus

As my release finishes, I realize that we’re truly joined. In the way our species has missed for so long, I’ve become connected to this small, perfect creature. She’s beautiful and so beguiling.

I experience her bewilderment as she considers my statement and realize again—I’ve so much to share with her. “I can sense you even more intensely now. Your feelings and confusion? What is it you’re unsure about? Please tell me it’s not your feelings for me?”

“No, no. I just… I guess I’m surprised about how wonderful that was. How intense, you know?” Her eyes are earnest as she lets her nimble fingers stroke through the hairs floating around both our heads. Even they look as languid as I feel.

“We’re mates. Perfect together. It’s supposed to be this way, although there are many in my society who assumed it was just a myth.” When I begin to pull my cock from her, she grabs my body with her legs and squeezes. It seems she doesn’t want me to leave her inviting cunt any more than I want to leave it.

“Wait, what do you mean?” Her hands smooth over my shoulders as her eyes roam over my body hungrily. 

Dropping my upper body lower, so it rests against hers again, I work on not crushing her while I settle comfortably on top. It’s easier than I thought, and she doesn’t protest as I lower down. My hair circles her as well as my arms, putting her inside a tight cocoon with me. 

“Well, my brother Castor for one. He doesn’t believe in the old teachings. Not even to practice daily reflections. When Bren arrived with Hannah, he was sure it was some kind of publicity stunt to sell something. I’m not sure what…”

“Really?” Smiling, she runs her thumbs over my lips lightly as she cups my face. “We’ve people on Earth who don’t believe in any religions or aliens or anything, too. Although, we don’t have any old stories like this—you know, matings and bonding and stuff.” Shrugging, she smiles. 

I can feel her happiness as she squeezes around my length still buried deep inside her. “I can sense your happiness, and I’ll always be able to tell what you’re feeling. Anger, sadness—”

“What?” Cutting me off, she shifts under me. I lift up to give her more room, withdrawing slowly. My cock immediately protests at the withdraw from her warmth. I look at her questioningly before settling next to her.

“What did you mean? You’ll be able to feel…” Her voice trails off with uncertainty. I sense her confusion and insecurity.

“I feel your confusion, but you heard me correctly. Can you discern me? How happy I am?” Grasping her hand, I lace our fingers and clasp it over my chest. Elation at our circumstances bubbles up inside me, and her eyes widen in wonder.

“That’s you?” Springing up next to me, she leans over my body and flattens her other hand on my chest. “It is you! Oh my fucking god, how’s that possible?”

Confusion with a touch of awe and fear cloud her surprise. “It’s how our bond works. It’s all part of what makes us mates and perfect for one another.” Lifting her heavy hair, I shift my head on the pillow to take in her progressing mating marks. 

Sure enough, the colors are identical to my own now. Richer, with a touch of iridescence that makes her deep, brown skin sparkle. Her voice is low and hesitant as she tries to glance over her shoulder to see them herself. “Do they match yours now? And this feeling sharing… is it like reading minds?”

I can feel her fear more strongly now. No, less fear and more insecurity. “You never have to worry about me judging you because of what you feel. I want to always be there for you. If you’re sad or mad or angry, I can help you. And it works both ways.” 

It’d be a strange thing to be exposed to a new culture and sense sharing. I never imagined this could happen to me, but I’m happy to share whatever I feel to have the commitment we now possess between us. 

She’s mine and only mine. Forever. 

Travek will gloat, but he was absolutely right. Sometimes that’s a hard strike to suffer, when a sibling is so right. How many times had I wished that my brother’s words about Canesta had been right? 

That it would be wonderful, and I’d feel this close to our Ermada? To potentially be helping her create life in a society so in need of new blood?

Now? I’m extremely happy that it never happened. That I’ve only shared this with the beautiful, dark female beside me. She’s still staring at me with her mouth open but nodding.

“I can… I can definitely feel your happiness about this. And I’m happy to be here with you, but this is kind of blowing my mind. You realize you didn’t mention this aspect of the mating.” If I couldn’t sense her lack of anger, I might believe she was upset, but it’s clear from her body language and what I sense that mostly, she’s overwhelmed.

Maybe a change of scenery would help? Now that I know we’ll be addressed by the Ashen, I can take her out and introduce her to my brother and his mate, Lisa. I’m sure Lisa expected to see us by now, but if they’d been out in the water earlier, we’d have stopped to visit. 

I’m glad they weren’t though. We may have stopped, and this may not have happened so quickly. Already, I’d like to sink into her again. 

“I’m sorry that I didn’t mention this, but we’ve had quite a bit going on… and you sidetracked me with kissing and licking and sex.” Her slow smile as she lays down to put her head next to mine, lets me know I’m forgiven.

Wrapping my hand behind her head, I pull her lips to mine and begin a slow exploration of her mouth, tangling my tongue with hers. My cock that had settled once exposed to the cooler air, perks up, distracting me. It will be awhile before I become adjusted to experiencing the heightened and pleasurable sensitivity she inspires in my entire body.

Already, I’m getting drawn from my purpose. Pulling my lips from her, I grind out, “Would you like to walk over to Lisa and Travek’s dwelling?” 

Her eyes brighten immediately. “Yes! Please.” 

Swinging a leg over me, she straddles my body as she pulls out the hair tie at the end of her braid. “I need to re-braid my hair. I’m sure I have bed head now.”

When she tries to hop off the other side, I grasp her hips tightly in my hands. “Wait.” Squeezing her backside, I pull her harder against me to rock my length against the wetness that’s seeping onto me.

“You’re insatiable.” Her lips curve into a teasing smile as she lifts higher on her knees to settle her pussy around my cock, rubbing our combined juices on me in a soft, rocking motion. “Is that good?” she purrs as I feel her own pleasure kick up in our bond.

“Can you feel how good it is?” Her eyes narrow as she considers my question. Instead of answering, she presses into me harder.

Picking up speed, she tilts her hips back and forth making my balls tighten and my breathing pick up. It’s so intense and wonderful, I just want to pull her higher to slam her down my length, but I’m intrigued at her toying with me.

Trying to control myself, I begin to count backwards so I don’t take over or spill all over my stomach. I clench my teeth and smile encouragingly. 

Lifting up higher, I watch her tits sway with each twitch of her hips along me. Grasping a nipple in each hand, I squeeze them together and pull up to lick a nipple, teasing it to lengthen and tighten for me. Her guttural moan makes my cock harden, before she grinds out, “Oh, I feel you now. That’s incredible.”

And she’s right. It is incredible. I feel her elation and lust mixed with my own. While I’m distracted, she slides to the top of me, and my cock enters her in one hard thrust.

When she freezes above me, I groan, trying not to move. She moans above me, and I don’t feel pain, but elation as her pussy quivers and kneads me. 

Her orgasm milks me, and I arch beneath her, shooting deep inside her depths as our combined exhilaration makes us squeeze each other tightly. When she falls onto my chest, I wrap her in my arms as I arch under her, making her keening cries escalate as she melts into me. 

It’s several long moments later before she looks up at me lazily with a satisfied smile on her face. “What were we going to do again? I think my brain is fried…”

Laughing, we roll onto our sides as our breathing slows down. Eventually, we’ll get up, but Jo-Anne seems in no hurry as she lounges using my bicep as a pillow. 

I revel in the knowledge that my mate is safe in my arms, filled with my seed, and potentially carrying our child. It’s a sobering idea that I never thought I’d be lucky enough to consider.

 

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

 

 

- Jo-Anne

I feel so wiped out! Who’d have thought that having muliple orgasms would do you in like this? Since it’s never happened to me—I’d no idea!

I’m still marveling about how great sex is with Remus. It’s a revelation! Corey was a sweet guy, but compared to Remus, he was a boy. Remus is one-hundred percent man.

Fluttering my hands over his chest in front of me, I think about getting up. I want to, my body isn’t totally cooperating yet. If only the call of nature wasn’t less demanding.

Rolling out of bed, I tiptoe to the bathroom door, but when I glance back, Remus is watching me. He wasn’t sleeping after all. “Did you still want to head out to the water?” 

Propping his head up on one hand with his nudity on full display, I can’t help feeling like I’ve stepped into someone else's life. He looks like a biker god with all his colorful tattoos and muscles bulging everywhere.  How did someone that looks like that ever become interested in someone like me?

“Uh, yeah.” Grabbing the robe I noticed earlier on the back of the bathroom door, I slip into it, trying to act casual about my own nudity. “Just give me a few minutes, and I’ll get dressed.”

A big smile spreads across his face while his eyes follow every movement I make with a predatory stare. “Excellent. I saw some bathing outfits in the drawer. Can I pick one for you?”

Only my head is peeking out as I mutter, “Sure.” 

Splashing water on my face, I grin like a fool at my reflection. Except for the fact that I’ve been abducted and now have a very alien boyfriend, this has been one of the best experiences that I’ve ever had—or even imagined. 

Mind blowing, earth shattering—is that even right? We’re still technically on Earth. Fucking awesome is the most accurate description.

Dropping the top of my robe, I take a second to flip my hair over my shoulder and study my back. Yep, they’re darker, and just as beautiful as Remus’s. I look bad-ass too.

After using the little girl’s room and splashing water on my face, I’m surprised to find Remus sitting on the side of the bed in a pair of very Human looking swim shorts. Even his hair is nicely laid back against his head in what I’m coming to recognize as his normal style of braid. I wonder how long it’d take him to do that to my hair? It makes my quick braid look like a toddler did it in comparison.

“I’ve picked out this one?” He picks up the swim suit next to his hip, and I’m surprised to see it’s a tiny, hot-pink bikini.

Blinking in shock, I begin to sputter. He looks down at the suit in his hand with concern. “Is there something wrong with this?”

“It’s just… let’s just make sure that it fits… properly.” Remus smiles and waits expectantly for me to try it on. My nerves jump again as I realize he plans to sit and watch.

“What’s wrong?” His smile has disappeared. I know I’m being ridiculous, but I can’t even look him in the eye. Pulling me toward him, he wraps his arms around me as his perfect hair unravels to stroke my face as the same time. “What’s this you’re concerned about?”

Keeping my eyes on his naked chest, I try to plan a way to explain. Before I can figure out how to communicate my embarrassment, he draws me in and wraps his arms around me. “You’re shy? Is this what I’m feeling—this insecurity? Fear?” 

He pulls back to lock eyes. “You never have to worry about me judging you in any way. You’re perfect. Everything about you is perfect.”

I can’t look at him. He’s just being nice now. I appreciate it, but I’m not stupid.

“I’m serious, and I want you—no, need you to understand that. If it makes you uncomfortable, then you can take it in the bathroom. But just remember…” He locks eyes with me seriously. “… I’ve licked everything between your legs.”

I can feel myself flushing red at his crude words. Sure, it’s true, but still…

“Jo-Anne, please look at me.” It takes a moment for me to brace myself and peek up from his perfect chest to his equally beautiful face. It’s so easy for him to say—he’s the best-looking guy I’ve ever met. “Do you think I’m attractive?”

His question catches me off guard since it’s exactly what I’d been thinking. How good-looking he is. I feel myself blushing as I nod wordlessly. That’s a stupid question. I bet he’s never been told he’s overweight. “Well, yes—”

“You do realize that we’re mated because we're a perfect match. I find you just as attractive as you find me.” 

When I snuff in disbelief, he grasps my chin and tilts my head up to meet his eyes. “You’re the most exotic female I’ve ever seen. Your beautiful hair…” He runs his hands down to the end of my braid and releases it in front of us, slowly unwinding it between us. “Your big eyes and plush, pink lips.” Bending toward me, he places a chaste kiss on my lips.

I don’t even realize he’s pulled the bow on my robe until it falls open, and his gaze drops. “Your big, beautiful breasts.” As he cups them I moan, pressing into his hands more firmly before wrapping my arms around his head to kiss him properly. He’s so sweet to me.

Instead of deepening the kiss as I expect, he pulls away to look down at me seriously again. “Your taste and scent draw me, too. Everything about you is perfect, but I can feel your insecurity.” Looking down at the discarded bathing suit by his leg, he picks it up to swing it in front of our faces. “If you aren’t comfortable with something, you just have to tell me. But don’t hide from me. When it’s us, let’s just be us. Alright?”

Tears well up in my eyes at his words. Could he be right? For the first time, instead of assuming that anything complementary coming out of a guy’s mouth is an attempt at getting into my pants, I think he might really mean it. Does he actually see me the way I see him? As the most perfect specimen of man I’ve come across?

Taking a deep breath, I throw my shoulders back and straighten my arms to let the robe fall behind me. Grabbing his knee for support, I pick up the bikini bottoms and step into them. They fit perfectly and aren’t quite as skimpy as I originally thought.

Remus watches me as I arrange the straps on the string bikini top and turn around for him to tie them. “Double knot, okay? Do you know what I mean? We don’t want one of these coming undone!”

“Well, not on purpose.” His hands are quick and efficient. Making sure he doesn’t catch any stray hairs around my neck, he finishes up and swings me around by my shoulders with a smile. “I like this.”

I bet he does. It doesn’t leave much to the imagination. I’ve never worn anything but a one-piece bathing suit before. But what does it matter? It’s just us, right? And Lisa and her mate? And they may not even be there.

Grabbing towels, Remus ushers me to the door and grabs my hand as he walks across the grass. It’s picture perfect outside with  a clear, blue sky. As we walk through the tall hedges, I begin to hear laughter and realize there are others at the pool already.

“Jo-Anne!” Lisa flies at me like a long-lost sister, and I admit I’m relieved to see her. I’m actually relieved to see anyone from my study group. It lets me know I haven’t been fed a line of bullshit until this point. “How are you? Has Remus been good to you?”

She doesn’t wait for a response, before continuing to gush. “I wanted to be there, but the Ashen forbid it… and Travek said it’d be better if I gave you two some time, too.”

I hug her back enthusiastically as she squeezes me. “I’m good,” I assure her directly in her ear. 

Lisa pulls back to look at me seriously as I spin around and pull my hair to the side, displaying my mating marks.

“Oh, wow! Nice…” Her voice drops conspiratorially. “…I’m so happy for us both if you know what I mean.” She winks and then does a quick twirl to flash me her back. The colors glow and reflect the sunlight before she turns around.

Studying my face, she smiles as she takes in my pink suit. “I have one just like that in yellow.” Tugging on my hand, she turns me towards Remus, who’s a step away with another clearly alien man. “And this is my mate, Travek. He’s the one you’ve to thank for bringing you here to Remus.”

Travek throws back his head and laughs as Remus looks at me nervously. “I’m not sure that either one of them will agree with you, but I’m sorry, Jo-Anne. It wasn’t my intention to take everyone in the room with Lisa.”

So this is who’s fault it is? I’m not exactly sure how I feel about everything, but five minutes ago I was content. Remus pulls me into his arms and locks them around my shoulders, facing me toward Travek. “You’re right.” His voice rumbles through his chest against my back.

Travek continues to laugh at Remus’s confession as he wiggles his eyebrows suggestively. “Oh, really? Specifically, what was I right about?”

“Don’t gloat.” Lisa slaps Travek’s arm lightly and then links her body around him. “But seriously, do you feel better now? More settled?”

I look up at Remus curiously. He didn’t mention anything about his arrival and not feeling well.

“Yes. I was torn, but once I met and talked to Jo-Anne…” He looks down at me as his voice trails off. “She’s beautiful and totally irresistible.” 

I can feel my blush creep up my face as he talks me up. I’m still looking at the ground before I realize that there are others who’ve walked up. 

They didn’t make any sound when they arrived! But there are two Greys standing right next to Lisa when I raise my eyes from the ground.

“Welcome, Jo-Anne from Earth.” 

 

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

 

 

- Jo-Anne

“Welcome, Jo-Anne from Earth.” 

My mouth opens and closes as I begin to shake. This is exactly what I’ve been dreading. My skin prickles as goose bumps pop up on my skin, and I begin to shake involuntarily.

“Bill and Ted, you need to back up a few steps and let Jo-Anne have some room.” Swinging me into his arms, Remus takes off at a sprint, and before I know it, we’re on the other side of the pool.

“Are you alright? I can feel your shock and fear, but I assure you, they won’t hurt us.” Remus looks at me seriously as I wrap my arms around him and shift to get a look at the Grey aliens that’ve haunted my dreams for my entire life.

They look exactly the way I remember. Big, bald heads. No ears. They’re smaller than I remember. One is even shorter than me, but it makes sense that I’ve blown them out of proportion in my nightmares. “Could you… did you hear them too? I mean, did they even open their mouths?”

They’re standing next to Lisa, and I realize that they’re inches shorter than her too. I don’t know if I ever remember them talking to me before? But they must’ve, right?

“They speak directly into our minds but usually address us all when they come out. They can speak one on one, but we all heard them just now.” Squeezing me to get me to look back at him, he takes a few more steps away. “Do you want to go back to our room? I promise they just want to check on you.”

I can feel myself relaxing now in Remus’s arms. He won’t let them hurt me. I know that. I can sense his resolve and concern.

“No. No, this is good. I’m facing my demons.” Nodding at him, I try to communicate my decision without being too obvious.

“Are you sure? We’ve time, and I don’t want you to feel pressured.” Lisa walks toward us around the pool, and I pat his shoulder lightly. I’m sure I look like a baby. I can handle this.

“It’s okay. Put me down.” The longer they’re there, the better I feel. As long as there isn’t some strange influence they have over me, I’ll be good.

As soon as my feet touch down, Lisa’s there grasping my arm. “Are you okay?” I’m relieved that she seems to be sincere and doesn’t consider me an idiot. 

As I nod, she continues explaining. “They freaked me out at first too, but they did rescue us from Earth where we’d been imprisoned in a government facility.” 

I gasp and she nods. “Yeah, there was a strange reptile-type alien species that Travek calls the Taxin working with them! They also saved Travek’s life twice since we’ve been here. That was kind of their fault since they locked us in one bungalow together without even explaining where we were and what the point was, but whatever.”

“They aren’t known for explaining anything to anyone.” Remus huffs out as I look at him curiously. “It’s strange, because they appear to have a general idea of what will happen.”

“Like the future?” I glance over at them again. It’s interesting, because even though I’m still wary, I am definitely starting to appreciate the situation I’m in. I owe them for that. For Remus.

“Yeah.” Lisa’s voice is breathless as she cuts in. “When Travek ‘accidentally’ grabbed us all from school, they kept you, me and Karen here, but sent Jenny, Rachel, Shelly, Susan, and Beth off in Travek’s ship to their planet Dactyles.”

“So, Karen’s here?” Lisa gets a funny look on her face but nods. 

“Yeah, but she’s still in stasis. I haven’t been told exactly why, but everything so far has had a reason that I never would’ve guessed. So, how can we argue with that?” 

I guess. But what does that mean? “What is stasis?” 

Lisa shrugs, but Remus crouches down. I realize he’s pulled over a chair to this side of the pool. “It’s an induced coma state where your bodily functions are slowed to such a rate that you age very little during the travel across space. Most spacecrafts have at least a few for the crew to rotate through depending on their duties. Sit here.” Pulling me into his lap, I see that the Grey aliens have moved closer again, still talking to Travek.

I study their fluid movements as they draw closer. Suddenly, the air around brightens, and a flash erupts, forcing me to close my eyes. But nothing changed around me. 

Lisa is still moving towards Travek and the Greys who’re almost next to us… The greys…

Wait.

I remember everything. Every moment with them from the first time which was… a really long fucking time ago. In fact, the very first time I remember, I had to of been about three years old! I remember the nightgown I was wearing at the time. It was a gift to me for my third birthday.

Grasping my head, I grapple with the new memories. Shock rolls through my body as memory after memory surfaces in my mind. Are they real? Did they really happen? Why do I remember now? What’s happening to me?

“Jo-Anne? Is everything alright? I’m right here and nothing will happen.” Remus’s voice is right in my ear and his arms have tightened around me. 

Wiggling slightly, I turn in his embrace as shocking and unexplainable memories continues to roll through me. “I remember! I remember everything!”

“What do you mean? What do you remember?” Remus strokes my face as he tries to comprehend what I’m trying unsuccessfully to explain.

“She means she’s remembered her time with us.”

Swinging around, I stare at the small alien in his tight suit that covers his totally hairless body. How do I even know that? 

“I do. You’re Ted!” He nods at my exclamation. With no facial expression, it’s often hard to tell what he’s thinking, but I know him! “Is Joan here?” I can’t help asking about the tiny, alien Grey who was always my contact as a child. She was my best friend and someone my mother considered an imaginary friend when I talked about her.

“No. She’s not here now, but I suspect you’ll see her before you leave.”

Turning to the other alien next to him, he waves his hand with their traditional flourish. 

“This is Bill, and we’re your liaisons and negotiation contacts. Now that you’ve mated with Remus, not only can we discuss the current Quasar contract, but the mating has locked your mind with his, making it impenetrable to our influence and removing any current blocks segregating your memories. I assume you now can remember back to our past dealings with you?”

Damn. I say nothing as I reflect back to all the times they’ve met with me. Taught me. Shared with me. Prepared me.

“Yes.” My voice is a whisper as emotion crashes down on me. Even my eyes are watering as the reality of the situation settles into my mind. “All this time…” My eyes are locked on Ted as he nods. “… I thought I was some fucking lab rat for you, but that wasn’t it at all.”

“No. It’s a common misconception and there are many on Earth like you. Humans seem to want to believe the worst. It’s part of your DNA to fear the unknown.”

“I don’t get it?” Lisa’s looking back and forth between us with confusion. 

“I think the point is, Jo-Anne’s remembering all the times that the Ashen dealt with her in the past and then she forgot, correct?” Travek waves between us as he goes on. “The Ashen are a lot more involved in every species development. Way more than we realized. On Quasar, we’re told they’re watchers, but that’s not completely true. Is it?.”

“Yes. Due to our influence on those we come into contact with, there are many species that fear us and have developed stories both in folklore and legend, regarding our interactions and intentions.”

My mind reels as I think back to the time I spent with them. Some memories are harder than others to remember, especially the ones from when I was young. But the one thing that stands out, is that they never hurt me. Never probed me. In fact, I remember one time being very sick and them making me feel better!

“We’re sorry for the way our interactions affected you over the years, Jo-Anne. But we felt you were important and that the short-term torment would be worth the long-term benefits. Can you forgive us for this so we can move forward?”

What do you say to that? Of course, I’ll forgive them—eventually. It’s been a lot of years and I can’t help thinking back to the disorientation and ridicule. Then, the shrink visits and even drugs they tried to prescribe me over the years. I’m so thankful my mother never bought into the diagnoses and bullshit evaluations. Sure, some of it may have been lack of funds, but it still would have only made things worse.

“Yes.” My voice comes out as a whisper, so I straighten up against Remus and lean forward slightly. “Yes. I don’t understand everything I’m remembering right now, but I will trust that the new adventure that I’m walking into will have it all making sense here… eventually?”

 

CHAPTER NINETEEN

 

 

- Remus

I shift Jo-Anne slightly on my lap. Reaching into my pocket, I pull out the large stone given to me by the Sacred Mother. Holding it out in front of us, I remind Bill and Ted about our agreement. “Yes. Let’s start with this.”

“What is it?” Travek leans over us and plucks the stone out of my fingers. Holding it up to the sun, he has it catching the surrounding light. Prisms dance in the air, reflecting off our clothing and faces.

“If we’re going to do this now, then let’s make it more comfortable. You’ll be able to read the crystal better in here.”

Pointing behind us, Travek turns first and almost stumbles back a step. “Where did that come from?” His exclamation has us all twisting quickly to see what he’s referring to. 

Where previously there was a flat, empty surface with green grass, there’s now a small building. It’s a dome-shaped similar to the crystal I produced with no discernible windows or doors. It looks like the size of a sleeping room, but without any visible windows.

“Remus was sent with an Accord crystal contract, and this’ll make the viewing easier.”

Without another word, they walk to the building that opens with the same disappearing technology of the dwelling we’ve been staying in. The surface in the side of the dome—just disappears as if it was never there.

“I’ll never get used to them doing that.” Lisa’s voice is flat as she follows them in without another word. Travek is right behind her as I turn to Jo-Anne to make sure she’s finding this acceptable.

“Are you alright with this?” She’s already standing as I swing my legs over to straighten up beside her. Her hands smooth back her hair as I take in her breasts jutting out at me at eye level. As much as I want to find out exactly what our ancestors agreed to and know, I can’t help being distracted by her body.

“Yes. It’s so strange the way I keep remembering things. It’s as though all I have to do is think about a certain instance or moment in time and memories keep flooding back.” Taking a step away, she blows out a puff of air and shakes her arms. “It’s disorienting.”

“Should I carry you?” 

“No, no.” She pats my chest lightly before grabbing my hand and moving towards the entrance. “This should be interesting.”

She wasn’t wrong. Interesting was too simple of a word for how strange it is to walk inside the dome. The interior is entirely different from the exterior.

From the outside, the dome only looked a few lengths across, but the inside feels as though we’ve stepped onto a spacecraft. A large, round table that has to be bigger than the entire dome exterior, sits in the middle of the room. Everyone is already sitting by the time I pull out a chair for Jo-Anne and settle in beside her.

“Place the Accord into the table.” 

Travek leans forward to slide the crystal into a holder with the same faceted shape as the stone. Immediately, the room around us changes as a three-dimensional hologram projects into the air in front of us, hovering above the table.

Lines connect the projection above us. As we all gaze at it in wonder, I can see Travek’s mouth is hanging open. It’s beautiful and terrifying as rays of light project from the center and slowly work their way towards us.

Creeping out slowly, they pulse in a rainbow of color. “Uh, guys… what exactly is this? And why is it coming at us again?”

“It’s loading the memory. When the feed reaches you, you’ll receive the full download of past information. Please be patient. This particular crystal has never been accessed, and it’s collating the information based on the number of receivers.”

I see Lisa shift again through the haze of color in front of me. “That didn’t really tell me anything.” Lisa’s mumble to Travek echoes my own feelings. 

Pulling Jo-Anne’s hand closest to me towards my lap, I brace when the feed is inches from my face. Instead of shooting into me like I expect, it stops when it almost touches my forehead. Spreading into a haze of color, it pours over my body.

Everything turns bright, and my vision fades even though I can clearly feel Jo-Anne squeezing my hand. Squeezing back, I brace, but being prepared physically can’t adequately prepare you for what happens next. It’s total immersion. 

As if I’m there, I watch in fascination as the original discussions and negotiations play out. There are twelve Quasar females along with twelve Ashen sitting around a large table. From the beginning statements, I’m stunned.

The meeting begins by discussing their petition to utilize any means necessary to stop the matings between males and females! Every female testifies of their separation anxiety. A large portion of the male population had been enticed into a paid war by the Koluka. They’re off-planet, even though I’ve never heard of them or the war they’re fighting.

All the Ashen agreed that what they’re requesting can be done, pointing to Humans as an example. But the Quasar females were adamant that they didn’t want to interbreed with the primitive species. They’re totally aware that Earth is cloaked by the Ashen at their request to keep any matings from occurring!

The entire negotiation wound down amicably, but with many warnings by the Ashen representatives. They explained how the mating was an integral part of the male development, tied to their growth spurts and hormones. No matter what entreaties are tried, the females were adamant. 

They want the mating to end immediately. They want the freedom to choose who they’re with and committed to. Even when they’re warned that they would likely have fertility rates drop, they held fast in their resolve. 

When the Ashen pointed out that they’d be severing the chemical mate bond and opening themselves up to their control, they wanted to rewrite the agreement with separation and no contact status with the Ashen if they came across an unmated individual. This clearly would isolate any unmated populations from ever realizing what had occurred. 

The longer the visual playback continues, the more agitated my thoughts become. Jo-Anne lightly squeezed my hand periodically, reminding me that I wasn’t there alone and nothing I’m experiencing can be changed. It was done.

By the time it’s over, I’m in shock. The flickering withdrawal of the feed dims my vision back to the low light level around the table in the dome. Everyone’s faces reflect the same shock I feel.

Furious, I turn to Bill and Ted. “Why? Why would they do this to us all?” Their placid faces infuriate me as they answer with no inflection.

 “So often, it’s in all species’ nature to want what they don’t possess. There’s a Human saying, ‘the grass is always greener on the other side of the fence.’ Your women wanted their males back in their lives, but on their own terms. Every caution we advised them of, they had a plan for. Your society had reached a state where they didn’t need us any longer. It was their choice to make. If we hadn’t helped them, they’d have worked on doing it themselves and potentially made the issue worse. By giving them what they wanted, we let our creation go with a clear conscience.”

Travek stands on the other side of the table, leaning his body on his upper arms. “That’s easy for you to both say now. You haven’t lived it. Dozens of us share one female and some—like Remus, never enjoy sex or procreation because the drugs only work for eighty percent of the population.”

A sharp intake of air has me looking over at Jo-Anne. Her eyes are locked on Travek as she asks, “You all are having to share women? It’s that bad?”

Travek’s gaze turns to me, clearly unsure of how to respond, but Lisa answers for him. “Yeah. Travek would have been her ninth husband if he’d gone back for the commitment ceremony. I take it Remus didn’t mention he was one of eight guys in his harem?”

Jo-Anne’s eyes widen, but she doesn’t look at me or respond. Instead, she squeezes my hand tighter and settles back in her chair. I can feel her sorrow—pity for me. Just as I’m about to speak, she hops to her feet.

“I need some fresh air.” She’s left the dome before I can stop her. I want to follow her immediately and find out what she’s thinking. Surely, she doesn’t blame me?

“Travek and I need to discuss this further and put together a list of additional questions for clarification.” There’s so much we learned that between Jo-Anne leaving the room and my swirling thoughts, I try to end the discussion.

Travek’s face is as dark as a thundercloud across from me. Lisa strokes his upper arm before linking her fingers with his as he begins to speak. “I know it’s impossible for Sol and Gilip to be involved with you—the Ashen—at this point, but we all need to talk about what we’ll be doing moving forward. Do you have anything to add? A proposal moving forward for us to consider?”

“We’ve just added what we propose to the main menu for you to review as a group. You’ll be able to find written transcripts and signed copies of everything available inside as well.”

I stand, ready to leave and find Jo-Anne, but Travek stops me with a hand on my arm. “How’re we supposed to view this? See it again? We don’t have one of these domes or viewer things handy to pull out like you do.” I can’t believe I didn’t think of that? 

How many years has this information been sitting around but inaccessible? The stone’s been passed to me as if it was a talisman, but really it’s everything we need to expose the sins of our past.

“Jo-Anne will be able to display it whenever you need. She’s been trained on these since she was a child.”

Without a word, I jerk my arm from Travek’s. I exit the dome, mind spinning. What a mess our ancestors created by making agreements with this species. 

Their title as observers is well deserved. Do we really want to trust them moving forward? Who says that having any ties with them would be wise? 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY

 

 

- Jo-Anne

I feel like I’m suffocating as I leave the dome. A heavy, oppressive pressure feels like it’s sucking the life out of me. It must be Remus’s feelings?

I was so relieved when we went into the dome. I thought I’d get to sit and just remember. Totally remember everything. 

It’s been such a revelation, and there’s still so much I don’t understand. Things I remember without any context. Who’d have thought that I’d ever remember every interaction? 

It’s incredible! I remember how to use the Accord crystal properly, including accessing the display without the hive. In fact, the Accord holder they used, called a “hive”, is only necessary when they want to display all the information in a group of people who haven’t been trained. And now that I remember that, I can recall learning it. The circumstances, the teacher, and even the visit with them. It’s just—kind of weird.

I stop outside the dome to look at the inviting water. Taking deep breaths of the fresh outdoor air, I walk to the side furthest away from the dome and sink down on the edge of the pool. Dangling my feet in the water, I let my head clear.

Incredibly, the first time I remember seeing the Greys, I was still in my crib. I don’t recognize the room or even the Grey that comes in. But I remember their smooth hands and the feeling of comfort they left with me.

Why have things gone so sideways with Remus’s people? When Lisa told me that Remus was one of eight husbands, I expected him to deny it at first. But what I felt was an apology in our bond. 

He forgot. Forgot he never mentioned it, and that I wouldn’t automatically know that his world was set up that way. How can I be upset with him for not telling me when I can clearly feel it was an honest mistake?

I was actually surprised that Remus had the Accord on a ComRock with him. I’d never seen it and probably wouldn’t have recognized it if I saw it before meeting Bill and Ted. The ComRocks hold more information… but I’ve never been able to absorb everything on one. 

And it can be absorbed. It doesn't have to be played the way we watched it. Similar to watching a video on your computer, you can watch it real time or download it for later. If you do that with a ComRock, you’ll remember it similar to the memories I now have from my abductions.

So, Remus was sent here by his society on Quasar that—if Bill and Ted are to be believed, is on its last leg. They’re dying out slowly. The lack of mating long term, combined with the lack of female births, and now their men are starting to hook up with human women? That will just cut down on the number of men in the pool…

A part of me wonders how sincere Remus really is? How could he not know any of this? Doesn’t it seem odd that he had the Accord on him? And then, took me out to this common area as soon as we mated?

Sure, he acted like he felt guilty. But maybe some of that guilt comes from the thought of using me. Could I just be a means to an end?

Maybe. 

Maybe not.

And is he going to want to go back to Quasar? After watching how condescending the women and Council were about human’s, talking about us as if we’re inferior… is that still the way they feel? Sure, thousands of years ago the humans on Earth were pretty primitive. But if they consider us lower than their males… that doesn’t sound good.

Tilting my head back, a shadow catches my eye, and I squint to try to make it out. Covering above my eyes, I can just make out something off in the distance. Which reminds me… we forgot to ask about those flying objects we saw earlier.. Maybe everyone will come out in the next minute or so, and I can point out the object I see now?

When the object I’m tracking dips lower on the horizon, I stand and move further back towards another bungalow. It’s hedge has cut off my view, so I enter the surrounding area, backing up towards the left side, trying to keep the dark object in sight.

Incredibly, the closer the flying thing gets, the more it looks like a man-shape! Is that possible? It’s dark in color, but it really does look like a humanoid shape between the wings. And did I think they were closer before?

Now it’s close! And huge! As it circles above me, I take in the very human shape between humongous wings. 

Yes. It looks like a man and in addition to the wings, he has arms, too! I’m having a hard time making out details, because his skin is so dark. The sun is still in my eyes and glowing around the large, dark shape. When it seems to freeze fifty feet over me, I’m shocked to watch it fall right out of the sky above me!

Landing only ten feet from me, I’m relieved it isn’t hurt. With how fast and far it fell, I expected a huge bang when it hit the ground, but it must have used its wings to slow its descent. I’m left staring at a dark-skinned angel? 

Except...are angels naked? Because this one is naked except for feathers. Instead of being bald like he appears at first glance, eathers cover its head in a hair shaped area. Parts of its body on its chest, arms, and even around its groin and legs have more of the feathers instead of bare skin.

I try not to stare like I’m checking it out sexually, but it’s hard not to when it’s staring back with stark concentration. It looks male though. His eyes are deep set in his face under a heavy brow. With a sharp, defined Roman nose, his features have a regal look.

Even though he’s clearly part humanoid, part bird, his facial features are all man. He has lips, not a beak. I stare paralyzed in place before I realize neither of us has said a word.

Lifting my hand slowly, I give him a little wave. “Hi.”

His head cocks slightly, and he seems to be listening to something? Before I realize what he intends, he’s next to me and his large arms wrap around me. The air is knocked completely out of my lungs as he springs into the air. My stomach plummets! I’m still gasping, trying to catch my breath at the abrupt accent, but his arms are like iron bands around my middle.

Still not able to breathe properly, I flail and gasp, starting to panic. One of his hands drops lower, wrapping around my low back and grabbing my ass! The position he has me in makes me lay back a bit, so I swivel my head to the left—such a bad idea!

The ground is already far below me. We aren’t even over the bungalows any longer, and we’re still climbing! Fuck, I’m in deep shit.

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

 

 

- Remus

A shock of panic shoots through me as I move toward the door. It only takes an instant for me to realize that it’s Jo-Anne feelings coming through my senses. Bursting out of the dome, I don’t see her, though.

Walking toward the large body of water, I realize I can smell which way she walked around earlier. It was only moments before, and her scent is strong, tickling my awareness of the fear now coursing through my own nerves.

“Jo-Anne!” Yelling loudly, I follow her scent trail past the water and toward a bungalow that isn’t ours. It doesn’t make sense, but she seems to be getting further away so quickly. That infinite thread that binds us is thinning as I start to run toward the hedges that block my view.

Another spike of panic shoots through me and then magnifies as I realize her scent ends next to the shrubs on the one side closest to the communal pool. “Jo-Anne!”

Spinning in a circle, I know I’m standing exactly where she just was. Her scent is strong. Not only her natural, attractive essence, but also fear. Scanning the area quickly but carefully, I start inspecting the ground.

Travek bursts through the hedge with our brother Sol and his friend Gilip right behind. I haven’t seen Sol or Gilip for a day, but they must have heard my yelling. Lisa’s the last to trail through the break in the bushes. I point to the disturbed ground not far from me. “What made that?”

Travek circles the area with me, and we both inhale. It’s a foreign scent. Musty and rich, I don’t have anything I can compare it to. 

Even just standing here, I can feel Jo-Anne getting further away, and my heart speeds up in fear. She can’t be that far. I must be misinterpreting this new sense I feel.

“I’m going to check your place, maybe she’s back there? Have you checked it yet?” I can’t even focus on Lisa’s question. I feel a direction now, and not just a growing distance between us. I realize it’s towards those bungalows we were at. Why would she go back there without me?

Ignoring everyone, I take off at a run in their direction. Pounding feet follow behind me, but I don’t bother look back. My single focus is Jo-Anne. 

Panic, fear, and dismay well up inside me. I have to find her! I just discovered her, there’s no way I’m going to lose her already. Life wouldn’t be that cruel.

Weaving through trees, I break through the woods and into the clearing around the dwellings under construction. Pausing, I take a deep breath, hoping that I’ll either smell or feel Jo-Anne’s presence. When I hear crashing behind me, I don’t bother to turn.

“Whoa. I didn’t know these were here.” Sol sprints ahead of me while I walk carefully around the perimeter. I don’t smell her at all.

“Who’s building these?” Sol calls out, swiveling to look at me as I head towards the dwelling we were in together before. 

“I don’t know. We came across these before, but I don’t smell her here now. In fact, I’m not getting anything now. She feels really far away.” Marching through the partially completed building, I still smell us and the faint scent of spend from our time in the shower area.

When I spin and make my way back toward the door, Sol’s face looks surprised and… pleased? Ignoring him, I stand in the clearing between the buildings and spin in a slow circle. 

Yes. I can feel her. It’s far, and I don’t even know how I know that? But it has a clear direction now. Staring at the mountains in the distance, I feel foreboding creep over me. Remembering the large flying objects we saw earlier, I wonder. Could they have been small personal crafts?

I can’t think that! Someone wouldn’t dare steal her. Would they?

Hearing movement in the woods, I turn to see Travek and Gilip crash through the clearing. When they spot us, they head in our direction. 

Meeting them halfway, I hear Sol following behind me. “I can feel her. I’m taking off.”

“Think, Remus.” Travek grabs my arm to shake me, but I pull away disgusted.

“I have to go. She’s frightened—”

“Look at what you’re wearing. At least get better shoes.” Gilip nods his head in agreement at this statement, and I look down at my scant clothing. Just what Lisa calls ‘board shorts.’ 

I’m having trouble focusing on them as they begin to argue amongst themselves. Advice on what to wear, what to take, and where to go are offered as I start back.

“We should get Bill and Ted—” 

Travek is cut off by Gilip, who hates how the Ashen can control him so easily. “Those fuckers may have something to do with this.” His face scrunches in hate and disgust as he glances around where he walks next to me, scanning the woods for anyone besides us.

“Do we even have a way to get in contact with them?” Sol looks to Travek after I shrug. Travek answers, but I’ve pulled away, starting back toward the dwellings.

My focus is totally on Jo-Anne. It doesn’t feel like she’s getting further away any longer, but if I don’t take off soon, I’m not sure I’ll get back before nightfall. Maybe I should go back and put together some provisions and changes of clothing?

Yes, she’ll want clothing too…

“They were just there going over the agreement our ancestors made with them—”

“They were?” When Sol cuts off Travek, I realize I can’t wait any longer.

Ignoring them all, I take off at a run towards my room already cataloging what I need to stop and get. Change my clothes, get food and clothing for Jo-Anne…

“Wait, Remus! We’ll come with you!” I hear them crashing behind me, but I’m at our dwelling before they even get out of the woods behind me. 

Slamming open our door, I’m shocked to see Lisa in our bedroom. “I thought maybe she’d come back? If she just wandered off, you know?”

Nodding slowly, I ignore her, opening drawers and putting on my travel suit. It’s the most indestructible item of clothing I have and the most comfortable. With flexible, breathable material, it’ll be almost impenetrable to grasping branches and thorns I might run across running over the terrain.

When I drop my board shorts, Lisa spins around to face the door. “I, uh… I put together this bag of clothing.” Turning her head slightly, she talks over her shoulder. “She was only wearing that bikini and flip-flops.”

Spinning around, her eyes drill into me as I finish fastening my suit. “Please, find her. Please, Remus.” Tears have welled up in her eyes, and I feel Travek rush by me to wrap her in his arms.

Pulling the bag from her grasp, he passes it to me without a word. Lisa continues to babble. “I don’t know Jo-Anne that well, but she’s always been quiet. She’s got to be petrified! Who could have her?”

“We’ll go with you.” Sol’s already dressed and in the doorway. Gilip stands at the edge of the porch, hands on his hips.

“I don’t know about that. We’ve no idea what I’m walking into—”

“Exactly!” Sol knocks my arm to get my attention.

Lisa and Travek watch us carefully before Travek begins to explain why he isn’t coming, “I’d go, but I don’t want to leave Lisa here unprotected—”

“I’m not unprotected! These places are practically impenetrable. I’ll stay inside—”

“No!” I cut them both off. “You both stay here and try to get help from Bill and Ted. Find out what I’m up against. I don’t even know where my craft is, and it sure would be nice to have right now. I’m headed towards the mountains.” Walking toward the doorway as I speak, I stop beside Gilip. “There.”

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

 

 

- Jo-Anne

As my captor gets higher and higher, I begin to remember I’m not a fan of heights. Oh yeah, it doesn’t help that I’m only being held onto by a man—with wings. I’m not strapped thoroughly into an amusement park ride that’s been safety tested by their insurance carrier.

I turn my face back into his chest. Scrunching my eyes closed tightly, I make sure I don’t accidentally look and pee myself. Short, soft feathers brush my face, but I’m too frightened at this point to open my eyes. 

I don’t remember seeing feathers on his chest, but his skin is a deep ebony. The feathers must match. With my arms pinned to my sides, I can only use the lower half of my left arm. 

Trying to distract myself, I begin to try to slow my hyperventilating. For some reason, I’m having trouble. Gasping, I turn my head and make the mistake of peeking. Bad, bad move.

I’m higher than I ever remember being. I’ve never had a chance to take a trip in a plane, so I don’t have any comparison except for photos. Is it my vision, or is the world looking curved this high?

The arms around me loosen, and I begin to worry he plans to drop me. My left hand has burrowed into his feathers along his side and onto his back, but other than that, I feel strangely limp. 

It isn’t until I feel shaking that I realize he’s looking down at me. My head lolls back to glance up. I can’t seem to support my neck any longer. 

I’m surprised to see a concerned look in his gaze. His arm around my upper back loosens, and I’m instantly threading my arm up out of the support under my ass to grip his side and feathers there too. 

Will these rip out if he drops me? Don’t they pluck feathers out of chickens and turkeys? Is that before or after they kill them?

My thoughts flit from one topic to another with wild abandon before I realize his hand has crept up behind my head where he’s plastered my face to his chest. What’s with all these huge men? I’m constantly being manhandled. Is it called “manhandled” if they aren’t technically men?

When a hollow thump sounds and I jerk in his arms, I scream. Not a healthy, full-breathed scream either. A little girl, breathless high-pitched scream. His arms loosen, and I feel his silky feathers sliding against me as I’m lowered down. 

Looking behind me, I grasp at him again desperately. We’re on a ledge! Peering down, I realize it’s a healthy size ledge, but still!

Letting go of me, he backs up, and I realize that we aren’t just on a ledge. There’s a cave opening behind him. I’m too afraid to take the five steps back and see exactly how high we are—but it’s really fucking high up!

A crisp, healthy breeze whips across me, and I move toward him automatically. He ducks into the opening in the mountain we’ve landed on, while I crouch down. There isn’t much to see. 

A narrow fissure continues into the mountain, and he beckons to me to follow him. Dropping to my butt, I look back out and only see other mountains. We aren’t just on the first mountain that showed up at the edge of the valley the bungalow was in. There’s now a full out mountain range in front of me. I’m so fucked.

Crawling on my hands and knees to the edge a few feet away, I peek carefully over the side. Nothing. No trail or path exists from here. 

If I wasn’t afraid of heights—and I’d brought my mountain climbing gear—and I had a buddy, maybe… maybe I could get down. As it stands now, I’m not going anywhere. Not this way.

Just to be sure, I work my way along the edge, looking for any handholds or rope ladders—or a fucking bridge? By the time I’m done, I’m panting from exertion and my hands and knees are a bit scraped up from the loose rock and dirt. 

When I glance back at the cave entrance, I can just barely make out his dark form standing inside the opening, watching me. He knows I’m looking, but he’s giving me the chance to realize that it’s hopeless. And yeah, it’s hopeless from this angle. The bastard.

Backing into the opening where he waits, I brush off my hands, knees, and butt. I still have one flip-flop, but I managed to lose the other during our flight. It’s funny that I didn’t even notice. Looking down at my feet, I start to giggle.

Slowly at first, but as the horror and direness of the situation sets in, I can’t help the outbreak shaking my frame. Winding down, I wipe my eyes and glance up to see him watching me like a bug under a microscope. “Sorry, sorry. I just… I’m freaking out a little here.” 

After a moment where he just stares at me curiously, he steps slowly away, motioning for me to follow him. With no other choice, I gingerly walk after him. It only takes three steps in before I notice a couple things.

Number one, there’s no way I can see him. I’m not sure if he can see in the dark or what, but it’s pitch black. Reaching out blindly, I’m met with a wall of feathers. Large feathers. 

Trying not to grope him, I lightly rest my hand along feathers that have to be as long as my body. His wings have folded up nicely along his back, but they’re higher than his head and almost brush the floor. He can move them easily, and I feel them twitch and shift under my hands as his eyes reflect light and glow like a cats when he glances back at me.

Number two, they don’t sweep the floor. My right foot is constantly stepping on small pebbles, rocks, and shards of other strange things I don’t want to think about. Was he wearing shoes? I don’t remember seeing shoes on him, but I was trying really hard not to look at him from the waist down.

Wincing, I stumble when I hit a sharp stone perfectly in the fleshy arch of my foot. Falling to the left, I grasp blindly at nothing but air before I’m caught against his chest. Picking me up, he huffs a bit as he shifts me in his arms, but I just concentrate on not moving.

Of course, now that I’m not flying through the air or fearing that I’m about to be eaten—although I haven’t totally written that option off yet, I can’t help but worry about Remus. He’s going to be freaking out. Seriously, freaking out.

I’m freaking out, too. I can only hope that they’ve a general idea of who’s taken me. So far, he hasn’t been cruel or tied me up or anything.

These positive ideas are still flitting through my thoughts when he stops and puts me down. Frozen in place in the darkness, I lightly rest my hands on his abdomen, desperate not to be left here alone. If he leaves me in a dark cave, I’ll have a mental breakdown. Just thinking about all the creepy crawlies that could be in here with me that I can’t see, makes me start to hyperventilate again!

We only walked a few minutes, but with no light, I’m totally disorientated. Or lost. I’ve no idea if there were branches going off in other directions. The thought dismays me, because I’m not going to be able to find my way back to the ledge we came in on.

But what good would that do? I can’t get down. Tears well up in my eyes as I start to feel sorry for myself, and they overflow, dripping down my face.

A flash of light in the corner of my blurry vision distracts me, and I turn curiously as he lights what I think must be a lamp. I’ve never seen one like it, but it’s rectangular with a wick of fuzzy material popping out the top. Once lit, it throws quite a bit of light around the space.

Sniffling and wiping my nose on the back of my hand, I turn in a slow circle. This space must be his home. There’s no bed, but it’s clear that the baskets lining the walls hold an assortment of items. It’s clean, so I sink to the floor with the intention of looking at my foot. It still throbs unpleasantly.

Blood is trickling from the puncture, but it doesn’t look too bad. I glance up and watch in amazement as he easily picks up a large slab of rock and places it over the opening that we came in. Is that to keep others out or keep me in?

If it’s to keep me in, that’s overkill. There’s no way I could move that. I already know there are others like him, because Remus and I saw three flying objects before. Are they here too?

I’m not sure if I should be more worried about them or being locked in here with him?

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

 

 

- Remus

I take off at a full run toward the direction I feel Jo-Anne in. The pull to her is undeniable, and there’s no mistaking that’s what it is. I don’t understand how it works or why it works, but it’s as if my body is encased in magnets and I’m being pulled.

It’s not pleasant. The sensation was worse the longer I stayed in the room listening to the others argue. Gilip and Sol still intend to follow me, but already I can no longer hear them as I sprint in the direction I’m needed.

Jo-Anne’s feelings and reactions come to me as sensations. At first, I only sensed fear, but now there’s determination. She must know I’ll come for her. Her resolve fortifies my own intention, and I pick up speed as I move into a more open area. 

I can clearly see the mountains now. Rising up like huge projectiles from the ground, I can’t help but wonder how far away she actually is. So far, I haven’t felt anything that makes me feel like I’m getting closer. In fact, it feels exactly the same. She’s still so far away.

There’s an incredible itch under my skin. Panic? I’m not sure. But knowing that she’s been taken, and is now at the mercy of others, makes it all the worse.

The vegetation thins as I leave the more heavily wooded areas behind. I can’t remember ever running this fast before. That’s why it makes no sense that I’m not getting any closer?

I spot a river to my left and run at an angle, wanting to make sure that I’m moving towards her but knowing, at the same time, that I need to hydrate. I don’t have anything with me to carry water so I’ll need to follow this water source for as long as possible.

Crashing through the larger growth next to the water, I come across its bank, marveling at the size. I can’t cross it by jumping. Kneeling down, I take large handfuls of  the cool liquid quickly. It isn’t until after I’ve swallowed a few that I wonder if it’s fine to drink? It’s too late now.

Standing, I move back out towards the direction I need to go. I still haven’t seen Gilip or Sol behind me, and I hope they don’t get themselves totally lost by the time I retrieve Jo-Anne. They don’t have the mating pull I do and could easily get disoriented and lose their way.

I suppose I’m not giving my younger brother enough credit. He’s not an idiot, just inexperienced. Except for the simple gardening and exterior yard care I’ve done, I don’t really have that much experience outside either. But it’s simple. I need to keep going in the most direct line to Jo-Anne.

A jolt of anger and disgust shoots through my senses, and I know that I’m experiencing Jo-Anne’s reactions to what she’s dealing with.

I’m coming, love. I’m surprised by the depth of my feelings for her. Even though I didn’t think that anyone could take Lulila’s place in my heart, I now realize that the tiny sliver she owned was never the part that a mate would dominate. She was a conscientious decision.

Jo-Anne’s an entirely different matter. She doesn’t only have a special place in my heart; she owns the entire thing. If she said not to ever speak to Lulila again, I’d agree. And I never thought that would happen.

I muse over the differences between them as my worry continues to escalate. The more I run, the more daunting I realize the travel at this pace appears to be. I’ve totally left the vegetation and begun covering rocky terrain now. Only low-lying bushes and scrub plants jut from the cracks between boulders as I scale a wall, moving to the tiny ledge that offers support.

I’m heading in the right direction, but nothing looks promising. If I have to go over every one of these mountains, I wonder how Jo-Anne will hold up until I reach her. Because eventually, I will. There’s no doubt in my mind that I’ll reach her, but I’m worried about what she’ll endure until then.

Suddenly, a severe jolt of fear shoots through my system. The dismay, then anger, morphs into something I don’t recognize. Pausing, I throw back my head and scream my frustration.

She’s so far away and there’s nothing I can do! A red tint clouds my vision as I lock in on her location. I’m no longer thinking. My body is operating on an ancient, primitive… something, and I jump from rock to rock at a pace that I can’t even think or pre-plan for. 

I realize I’m losing focus on my decision. Instead, I’m moving through the terrain in a way that defies all logic and gravity. Springing from place to place, I notice absently I can jump that river now. My capabilities are expanding, and I hear the animals in the brush and even in the water.

Another squeeze of panic has me totally losing focus as all I sense and feel is her. Roaring my frustration again, I mindlessly cover the ground at a breathtaking speed that has my own eyes losing focus. Giving over to the raging instinct inside me, my vision narrows into a tunnel of light as I press on at a blinding speed.

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

 

 

- Jo-Anne

“I don’t suppose you speak English?” Except for a slow blink that says nothing, my half-bird, half-man captor doesn’t respond to me. Instead, he turns toward the wall. Following his gaze, I see stacks of woven baskets.

When he turns his back to me and rummages through them, I study his wings that are tucked back snugly against his back. They cover him from halfway down his head to just behind his knees. I know for a fact they’re huge when spread, and he’s a big… whatever he is.

Turning around, he comes back over with his arms full. Tucked under his arm is a blanket that he spreads out on the floor, dropping to his knees to smooth it flat. Patting the spot next to him, he waits for me to follow his directions and join me on its surface.

This looks bad. It doesn’t take a lot of imagination to get an idea of what he may potentially have in mind. I have to put a stop to this by trying to communicate. That starts with not joining him on his makeshift bed.

Limping over to the massive rock in front of the opening to this room, I pat on it before looking back at him. “Open?” 

He stares at me blankly. “Open the door? Come on!” My escalating voice echoes around the space.

Running my hand along the edge to the side, I follow it over until I can see where it hits the wall. The stone he used as a door is even thicker than I realized!

Slapping the surface in frustration, I rest my forehead against the cool surface. Irritation bubbles up inside me, and I don’t even realize he’s moved closer.

His hand on my ankle startles me. Jerking back, I try to move away, but he’s quicker. Lifting me, I grab the top of his wings by his ears to steady myself as he takes a few steps back before dropping me unceremoniously on my back. I feel the blanket he’s laid out against my skin. A series of clicking noise comes from him as he keeps a firm hand around my ankle, dangling my damaged foot in the air in front of his face.

Flipping onto my stomach, I brace my hands by my shoulders to strike out with my other foot, catching him along the face. Shaking with panic and fear, I grab the blanket above my head and try to pull my ankle out of his grasp. It’s hopeless though, as he keeps a firm hold on it high in the air, keeping me off balance.

Crying incoherently, I feel tears dripping down my face as I wiggle I ineffectively, trying to get him to release me. It takes a few seconds before I register the cold water he’s pouring over my broken skin, on the foot he’s still holding in the air. 

Freezing in place with the blanket bunched under my head, I’m still facing away as I feel him wiping the debris from my cut. Stinging pain makes me suck in a sharp breath, and I feel his large hand patting my calf. Is he… comforting me?

Get a grip! He’s obviously trying to be nice. I need to make friends, not make him think he needs to keep me tied up and imprisoned in these caves somewhere.

The chattering sounds continue as I slowly shift and roll my body so I’m facing him again. His serious expression as he continues to doctor my foot reminds me of a scolding parent. It’s the way he’s shaking his head slowly and clicking away at me. 

When he glances up, I realize the chattering and clicking he’s making must be his form of communication. There’s no way in fucking hell I’m going to be able to learn that! Studying the way his facial features appear, it doesn’t look like there’d be any reason he couldn’t speak my language, but I haven’t seen in his mouth. Does he even have a tongue like a Human?

Except for the feathers instead of hair—and wings, he looks totally human. Weird. His skin is dark, but the feathers are just a touch darker, creating the illusion of a black cap on his head.

For a bandage, he ties a clean cloth around my foot, still chatting away in his strange clicks and occasional whistles. As he finishes, he finally glances up to determine if I’m watching him. Satisfied, he pats my calf again and motions to stay.

Climbing to his feet, he moves back over to the wall and returns with a large, square piece of wood with a pile of what looks like seeds. Setting it down, he settles on the other side and takes a small handful, popping it into his mouth.

Motioning at me to do the same, I pick up a small piece and pop it into my mouth to chew it experimentally. It’s good. I don’t know what they used to sweeten it, maybe honey? But it’s better than I expected. Is this his version of trail mix?

He takes a bit more and then motions for me to do the same. Following his lead, we eat in silence. Now what?

If we can’t communicate, I’m a little worried about what he’s going to expect next. The water container he has is huge, as long as my arm and shaped to strap along your body. After demonstrating how to drink from it, he holds it out.

I lift my arms to take it, but he shakes his head and motions for me to come closer. Hesitating, he wiggles it slightly—as if the enticing sound of water will make me feel any better about getting so close to him!

Crouching forward on my knees, I open my mouth, and he settles the tubular end on my lips. I have to suck harder to pull the liquid to the end, and I jump when his free hand comes up to cup his palm to my forehead.

Immediately, I see a picture of Remus and I in the construction site, walking through the homes we checked out. It’s so clear! There’s no mistaking it for anything else. It’s not my memory. It’s as if I’m there, but the perspective is different, since I’m looking at myself.

Yanking away, I look at him shocked. How did he do that! His hand is still hovering in the air between us expectantly. Slowly, he lowers the forgotten water down next to us, waiting for my consent.

“Yes.” I nod slowly. “I saw it. That was Remus and I earlier.” I don’t know what he’s getting at, but if that’s one way he can communicate, it’s better than nothing.

His hand moves slowly towards me again, and to encourage him, I tilt my head back to wait for it. Settling his palm back on my forehead, I immediately see a picture of me giving Remus head.

Stunned, I jerk back. “No! Are you serious!” Hopping up, but staying on the blanket to save my feet, I shift uncomfortably from side to side. I can’t even look at him as I cover my face with my hands, blushing furiously. “You saw that… you little creeper!”

So, that explains why I’m here. Just great! This bird guy saw me with Remus and now appears to be… curious? Dropping my hands, I look at him at him waiting.

When he reaches for me, I flinch back. I’m not fast enough though as he catches my hand and brings it to his forehead.

Ah. So, he thinks I can do that too? Still trying to tug my hand back, I hesitate.

Maybe I can? Memories of times with the Greys flit through my thoughts. Mind speaking with them was as effortless as thinking but done more with visual pictures than thinking words. Who's to say that I can’t project my thoughts back?

Relaxing my hand, I let him press my palm squarely against his forehead. My fingers brush across his head feathers, and the surprising softness distracts me for a moment. What to say?

Closing my eyes, I concentrate on calling up how scared I was when he picked me up and flew off. How quick it was, how dizzy I felt, and most importantly—why?

Pulling my hand back, I peer at him curiously? “Did you get that?”

He’s looking at me with a pensive expression. Does that mean he got it?

His hand comes up to mine and at the same time he grasps my wrist with his other, pressing my palm back to his forehead.

This time, a series of memories flits through my head. I don’t know how I know they’re memories, but in all of them, it’s just him and a few others. They’re flying over the forest, picking berries from bushes, gathering nuts from high in trees, and then last of all, him in this room. Alone.

And that’s the overlying theme that carries through on all the memories. Being alone. It’s then I get another flash of myself. I sense awe and… hope.

Nothing he’s telling me is good. He’s lonely and curious. When is the last time he saw a woman? 

I project a picture of Remus. Carefully, I think about the mating marks on his chest. Their design and the colors bursting and shifting through them. 

Releasing his head, I pull away to turn and point to my back. “Mates.” Flipping my hair further out of the way, I repeat the word slowly. “Mates.”

After tapping my upper back, I reach up to put my hand back on his forehead. Closing my eyes, I concentrate on imagining going back to Remus. How happy he’ll be and how relieved I’ll feel.

Snapping my eyes open, I see him looking at me with a resigned look. Good. He needs to realize he can’t keep me here.

It’s only a matter of time before Remus finds me. He’ll enlist the help of the Greys, and they have to know these guys exist out here. Sure, I’m underground in a mountain, but it stands to reason that they’ll know where these guys live. 

Scratching at the door distracts us both, but he hesitates before moving to the large slab. A series of clicks and low whistles has him lifting it as if it’s a piece of styrofoam! His muscles bulge, reflecting the low light as he sets the stone down, exposing an almost identical bird guy at the door. 

If I saw them separately, I wouldn’t realize this was someone new. Everything about him is identical. Coloring, feathers, and lack of clothing… the only real difference is the sneer on his face as he leers at me.

His eyes travel down my scantily clad body and a terrible foreboding washes over me. Slowly, I move further behind my captor. We seem to be communicating okay, and I don’t want to be at the mercy of this new guy.

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

 

 

- Remus

Red clouds my mind as I race through the mountains that seem to go on and on. I know I’m getting much higher than I’d originally planned, but I’m running totally on instinct with no clear thoughts, except to find my mate. My body pulses with need as every pump of blood pounds through my veins.

It’s a powerful pull inside me, spurring me on. I don’t feel anything but anger and need. Someone dared to take my mate, and I intend to make them pay. 

It doesn’t matter that I know nothing about fighting or the enemy. It doesn’t matter that I have no idea where I am or where I’m going. All I can see clearly is my mate. My beautiful Jo-Anne, who’s so kind and giving. Both her body and mind call to me as I continue to leap from one rocky incline to another.

The tingling sensation that begins in my hands only makes me pick up speed. Something is trying to stop me. I can feel myself numbing slowly until suddenly my vision burns brighter and brighter. Things around me begin to lose focus as the bright light washes out features of even the ground beneath my feet.

Instead of red in my vision, I now see orange! Then yellow—until the light is so bright, I can’t see the ground I’m running across any longer.

My perception shifts as my limbs feel weightless and the pounding of the ground beneath my feet disappears. Roaring in frustration, my own bellowing anger is the last thing I hear as I lose substance, and the world around me disappears.

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

 

 

- Jo-Anne

Birdman one—my captor, thankfully tucks me behind him when he sees my concern. Their clicks and speech pick up, and I get the distinct impression that they’re arguing. When the new, big birdman tries to push his way in, birdman one lunges forward, pushing away from me.

There’s a brief tussle at the door before the second, leering birdman steps back.

It’s then that my captor turns to me looking… resigned. Lifting his hand towards me and my head, I step forward to let him rest his hand on my forehead. I want to know what the hell is going on!

Flashes of all the birdmen gathered together bloom in my mind's eye. After a flash, I watch us walking through similar hallways to before. Dark, dim, and narrow before opening up into the room where all the birdmen are gathered. Does this mean we’re going to go to their meeting room?

As he waves me toward the door, I hesitate. Now?

Glancing back at our makeshift pallet on the floor, I wonder if we’ll be coming back here. Certainly, he doesn’t intend to let anyone else take me… or take me away from him!

It’s only a matter of time before someone comes looking for me, right? I don’t know why I feel so confident about that, but I do. I just need to keep my head on my shoulders and communicate that I’m Remus’s mate. 

Yeah, I feel bad that they appear to be lonely, but certainly they have each other, right? Maybe this will be for the best? 

Stepping closer to him, I grab his forearm and tuck my arm around it. If we’re going to go someplace else, I don’t want to start over-communicating. Maybe they intend to take me away from him? Or maybe he’s in trouble for taking me period?

He looks surprised when I link my arm in his, but then steps out the door to follow birdman two who is walking down the tunnel ahead of us. He’s traveling the opposite way we came in, and a brief flash of panic shoots through my system. We’re getting further and further away from the way he brought me in. 

It’s a fairly short walk, even with my sore foot. He slows his pace and allows me to hang on him a bit to keep as much pressure off the actual cut in my foot as possible. By the time the tunnel starts to widen, we’ve passed numerous other passages shooting off in each direction. This entire mountain seems to be a maze of caves and tunnels.

But when the entire tunnel ends at a huge open area, I’m stunned. It’s easily as big around as a football field and the ceiling is way, way up. I’ve no idea how high, but the most impressive part is I can see the sky!

Bright blue illumination shines in, lighting up the space. Natural light pours into the area, and I look around in amazement. This appears to be some kind of meeting area, but also there are also tables and benches and way over on the other side, there looks like there’s a pool of water.

My attention is snagged by the small group of other birdmen waiting for us. They’re already sitting on benches that appear to be arranged facing a raised podium area. They all turn to watch us as I limp over to where they’re sitting. 

The birdman leading us has widened the distance between us during the walk, obviously assured that we plan to continue to follow him. I wonder what would happen if I just took off at a sprint back the other way? It’s tempting, but I’m not sure I could find my way back to the ledge I was brought in on. 

No. My best bet at this point is to convince them that they need to take me back. If that takes too long, I can’t imagine that I won’t be found. I mean, really, how many clearly sentient beings can be here like them. The Greys will know it was them, and Remus will make them come for me.

I’m led to the front with my escort, and we stand next to the visitor birdman that stopped by and led us here. The rest of the birdmen have begun to speak to each other. Their unique clicks and chatter start low but pick up in speed and volume as we stand before them.

Holding up his arms, our visitor presses his palms toward the floor in an obvious attempt to quiet them. In less than a minute, they all pause and stare up at us expectantly. Well, they stare up at me.

My gaze jumps from one to the next. They all look so much alike? How is that possible?

I can see a couple looking alike or similar, like twins and triplets looking alike. But, damn! As the guy next to us begins speaking, I count over the crowd. Twenty-three faces look back at me with identical expressions. That’s twenty-five of them all together!

All identical. Glancing up at the birdman who grabbed me, I study his profile before he glances down, and I look away. It’s incredible.

They all have the dark skin of Denzel Washington, and now that I don’t have to worry about staring—since I’m clearly being ogled myself, I let my eyes travel over one of the birdmen sitting the closest. In addition to the feathers on their heads that mimic closely cropped hair, they’ve a smattering of feathers on their stomach that looks just like a happy trail as it thins to a line pointing at their groin.

Turning my attention back to the man I’m still clinging to, I realize that even though they’re naked, their feathers cover everything important in the groin area. In fact, I’m not sure that they even have penises under there. Birds lay eggs so maybe they do too? But why the fascination with me… ?

Their discussion is escalating, and a few of the birdmen sitting in the crowd have begun to argue, cutting in with their clicks and sharp whistles. Their voices rise on the end, and I think they’re asking questions. My captor has begun talking back next to me. He must be answering them.

Squeezing his arm, I wait to see if he’ll look down. When he doesn’t, I hold my arm up, palm out towards his head. 

I want to know what’s going on. Even if it’s only what he’s saying to them. It stands to reason, I should be able to if I’m just touching his head, right?

I wave my hand more in front of his face, although I’m still a good six inches away from blocking his eyes. I don’t know exactly how tall he is, but probably somewhere close to seven feet. 

When he grasps my forearm, I think he’s just going to move it out of the way, treating me like an annoying child that’s trying to interrupt the adults. Instead, I’m relieved when he lets his grip travel to my wrist, and he leans into my palm.

He’s still talking and images burst into my brain in techno-color. They’re fast and bright as I bring my other arm up to lean into his chest as the communication washes over me. Clearly, he was babying me earlier with simple and slow communication.

This is the real deal! Fast, bright, visually overwhelming communication I can see, but I have to concentrate to understand. Blanking my own mind, I push out any extra thought or assumptions as I watch him tell them about grabbing me.

A picture of the Greys flits through his mind. I see some of his people at the construction site Remus and I were at, and it appears they’re the workers. That would explain why they were there. They have something to do with the development there, and that was why they saw us.

From the communication I see with the Greys, they were instructed to stay away from the homes we’re in now, but they’d begun the work on the other places just recently. In anticipation of…

That I couldn’t gather. But the big question he’s answering now is where they came from? How many are there? Why are we there? 

They feel… slighted? Angry or aggravated? They don’t understand why the Greys would bring another species with females into the dimension, but they didn’t bring females in for them? 

Someone must have asked about my lack of wings, and I “see” his answer back. We don’t have any. They aren’t removed or broken. They never existed in the smooth skin of my back I see pictured.

I don’t even stop him when he pulls my hair to the side as I stand in front of him, his body still leaned into my hand. I practically feel their collective gasp through his perception as they take in the mating marks and note the differences of our bodies.

He agrees. A picture of my naked back appears in his mind again. No wings. Maybe this is why the Greys have never brought in any females of their species?

But from the looks of things around me, their identical features, bodies, etc. Maybe they’re clones? After the initial shock of our differences, I can feel his acceptance of me. Picture of us talking earlier, my hand on his head like it is now. He’s explaining that even though we’re different in so many ways, we can understand and communicate.

I can see him telling them he wants to take me back to the Greys and question them. He shows pictures of Remus, who he remembers from the construction site. He knows I’m his. He tells them all he wants to confront the Greys and ask about others like me.

When he’s cut off by the birdman at the front, nothing changes for a moment before he answers and pictures begin again. The Greys and their mind-talk and expressing what they want. A few other negotiations flit through his mind, and I realize he’s talking to them about creating goodwill by returning me and asking about others for them all? 

Pair after pair of human women with each of them appears in my mind. Holy shit! I’m not sure this is good? 

Now that they’ve seen me, they all seem to figure they need to get their own. Does that mean they’ll be enlisting the Greys to snatch women from earth to match up with them?

Who are those poor women going to be? They won’t really do that, right? If the Greys thought that was acceptable, it’d have already happened.

My dire thoughts are cut off by a flash of light. The birdman whose forehead I still have my hand on spins me around quickly, pushing me to the floor. His body crashes over mine and everything goes dark instantly.

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

 

 

- Jo-Anne

It takes a moment before I realize that it’s just dark around me. I’m tightly enfolded in black arms and wings. I don’t know how he did it, but I’m totally covered by him and his feathers. 

“Rise, Steward and release the Human woman.” 

I know that mind voice! The Greys were quicker than I thought too. Is Remus here as well?

A rustling starts, and it takes me a moment to realize it’s feathers. The surrounding whirlwind of shifting wings only lasts for a second before I realize that it’s a lot brighter in here now. I feel the birdman’s weight leave my back, before I gingerly climb to my feet.

Brushing off my knees, I swing around to face the Greys that arrived. Stewart, the birdman has moved a step or two away and is hanging his head. Whether it’s in defeat or because he knows he’s in hot water, I’m not sure.

I realize there’s a new light as I look around for others. I can see so much better now because of a dome about twenty feet away. It’s cloudy, but I gasp as the mist inside clears. Remus materializes, looking like a statue inside. 

He’s frozen in place as my heart drops. “Is he okay?” When neither Bill nor Ted answer quickly enough, I turn to them indignantly. “What the hell have you done to him?”

“Fear not, Jo-Anne. The paralysis is temporary and for his own safety.”

Right! “I was the one that was taken. Why does he need to be paralyzed like that?”

Travek steps closer, and I realize Sol and Gilip arrived with him as well. “I agreed to it!” He holds his arms out pleadingly, dropping them to his side in defeat. “We tried to contact him to communicate. We could barely keep up with him in the craft. Berserker rage it’s called… the Ashen said this is normal when a mate is threatened?”

Ted nods solemnly as he turns towards the bird guys, addressing them directly.

“This is good for the Stewards to see. You caused this. Instead of contacting us and arranging a meeting with the new inhabitants we’ve welcomed, you stole one of their mates. See what you will deal with if you proceed down this path in the future?”

Angling his body, Ted steps away from Bill, who also takes a step back allowing us an unobstructed view of Remus. He’s not paralyzed any longer. As he shakes his head and looks up, I see an expression I’ve never seen on his face before.

I take a horrified step toward him, covering my mouth as he runs right into the forcefield keeping him from us. He bounces back and doesn’t appear to be hurt, just stunned as he slides on his ass all the way to the other side until his back hits the force-field there. 

He’s raging alright. Scrambling to his feet, his eyes light on me briefly before he seems to forget himself, and his gaze goes skittering away to review all the birdmen watching in the room.

Steward reaches out his hand toward me, and I immediately step into it. Flashes of him in what I can only assume are groveling bird-style positions pop into my head. With his wings out to the side, they’re spread wide, and he’s on his knees, head down. 

It’s weird, but I get it. He wants me to know that he didn’t intend to make a big ruckus. He’s sorry.

I have to agree with the Greys though. He should have gone to them and discussed it. They must have some form of communication with them since they appear to be doing some work on the new construction.

Taking a step back, I try to smooth over the entire incident. Sure, it scared the fucking piss out of me—and I lost a shoe. But for the most part, no harm done. 

“I forgive you.” Turning to Travek, Sol, and Gilip, I try to make sure they all realize that I’m fine. “It was scary, but he didn’t do anything bad or… inappropriate. He can send mental images into your mind like the Greys—Ashen, you know? Only by touch, and once we figured that out and started communicating, it was fine.”

I can’t help turning to the Greys to plead his cause. I’ve always been a sucker for the underdog. After all, I was one for a long time—the social outcast that was always made fun of.

“Where are their females? From what I gathered from him,” I jerk a thumb back toward Steward, “They’re lonely. That’s what this was all about, really. Loneliness and curiosity.”

“They’re clones. Certainly you can see the resemblance between them?”

Ted’s explanation confirms what I already suspected. There are just too many of them that look alike for it to just be a family resemblance. Travek starts to sputter while Gilip’s normal sneer turns into a look of pure disgust.

“Are you serious? Why would you do that? That seems…” Travek loses his train of thought, and Ted picks up smoothly, his calm, even tone settling everyone down.

“Would it have been better for them to disappear altogether? Their people were decimated in your Earth dimension many thousands of years ago. The one survivor was brought here. It’s not perfectly ideal, but better than the alternative of extinction.”

I have to agree, although I don’t say a word. Nodding, my eyes snap back to Remus, who is still pressed against the side of his enclosure, breathing heavily and not looking anywhere near calm.

“In fact, the human women will see many of the animals in this dimension that’ve been extinct on their world. Our intention is to preserve life. Of course, we apologize for not informing you about the Stewards, but we’re surprised at their interest in the opposite sex. Especially ones so different. We’ll plan to discuss this with them shortly. For now, I suggest Jo-Anne go to Remus. That will calm him down—”

“I can go in there with him?” At my question, Travek looks alarmed at the suggestion. Stepping in front of me,  he blocks my view of Remus.

“Whoa, wait a minute! Remus will kill me if he harms her. Is it safe?” Grasping my arm, he holds me in place while I peer around him. Remus’s roar can be heard through the force-field he’s behind, and he’s not impressed.

“Of course, he’d never hurt her. And you will be able to go right in. The cage field allows entry but not leaving. Once he’s calm, we can drop the enclosure. Until then, let me speak with the Stewards.”

It finally dawns on me that the birdmen are all called Stewards, that’s not my birdman’s name. Ted distracts me by turning away as Travek releases me reluctantly. “Okay Jo-Anne, just go slow…”

Ignoring him, I run towards the enclosure, only slowing as it comes into reach. Remus has his hands pressed against the side as I reach out to connect our palms on the surface.

At first, the force-field feels slick to my hand. Could he be wrong? But then like the tension on water, the surface gives. I feel Remus catch my hand and pull me inside.

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

 

 

- Remus

I materialize in a cave? My sight has barely returned when I feel the mate bond. Jo-Anne is here.

Looking across the room, I see Jo-Anne with her hand pressed to the top of the head of one of the flying creatures that clearly took her from me. What is she doing touching him?

Roaring, I run towards them, not even thinking about how I might scare her. When I bounce off the side of something hard and unyielding, I’m thrown back sliding on my ass until I reach a solid surface at my back. 

Jo-Anne is now running towards me and I regain my feet, moving slowly until I reach a clear barrier I’m contained in. Banging my fists on it, I focus on her face. She’s smiling as she runs, holding out her arms. Slowing down as she reaches me, she presses her hands to mine, and the barrier melts between us.

As soon as our palms touch, I entwine my fingers with hers to pull her to me. Her scent and warmth immediately surround me as she flies into my arms, wrapping her legs and arms tightly around me. “Remus! Remus! Are you okay?”

Am I okay? Taking a step back from the barrier that’s keeping me from the kidnappers who’ve taken her from me, I squeeze her tightly. My jaw is clenched so tightly, I can barely speak as I grunt an approving sound that means nothing.

Running my hands over her barely-clad body, I try to convince myself she’s fine. Alive and unharmed. Twining my fingers in her silky hair, I direct her face to within inches of mine.

“I’m okay, really! I’m more worried about you. You ran right into that barrier!” Cupping my face, she strokes my cheeks lightly as she straightens her legs. “Put me down. I want to look at you.” 

I can’t seem to release her and instead drop to my knees to let her feet touch the ground. Without letting her go, I pull back when she runs her hands down my chest. 

I keep stroking my fingers through her loosened hair, trying to assure myself she’s really here, and not some hallucination brought on by my frantic trip to find her.

I barely remember any of it. Now that I’m with her, it seems dreamlike and hazy. Crashing my lips to hers, she meets me enthusiastically, opening her mouth and allowing me the entry I so desperately crave. Like the air around us, I need her.

Her intoxicating scent envelopes me as I plunge my tongue into her mouth. I feel myself hardening as she moans and droops in my arms. Our mouths slide against each other, and I try to calm my nerves and breathing as we kiss passionately. 

I can smell her lust as we continue to kiss, and my hand reaches down to stroke her ass and pull her closer, grinding into the cleft between her thighs. Stiffening slightly, she pulls back panting.

“Wait, Remus. Just wait.” Keeping our foreheads together, our breath mingles as I try to come back and focus on more than just her. But it’s difficult. Disorienting.

“The Greys… Ashen are talking to the birdpeople. They’re called Stewards, I think.” She glances over her shoulder and turns back to me with a puzzled look on her face. “They’re out there, but I can’t see them very well.”

Now that I’m focusing on her, I begin to glance around. She’s right. It’s hazy outside this barrier, and if I hadn’t been so focused on her earlier, I’d have clearly seen that we’re in some kind of containment field.

“They picked you up on the way over, they said. You were on your way here?” I nod, still mute in shock as I try to think back on the last period of time I remember. Slamming her hands onto my shoulders, I know she means it to hurt, but it feels like a tap. “Ow! Fuck, that hurt my hands. But, what were you thinking?”

“Only of you.” I manage, although my voice is scratchy and hoarse. 

“Well, that was stupid. You should have waited for their help. They knew exactly who took me and came with everyone to get me. They’re out there.” I nod slowly at her words. 

We knew they probably would, but I couldn’t wait. “We did discuss Travek and Lisa waiting for the Ashen, but I couldn’t wait. I had to leave. Something inside me—it’s hard to explain. The pull…” My voice trails off, at a loss of how to communicate the pressure I felt to be back by her side.

“Are you in control now, Remus?” 

Ted’s solemn face peers at us both from outside the barrier. His mouth didn’t move, but the force field around me doesn’t keep his projected thoughts from coming to both Jo-Anne and me. 

Climbing to my feet, Jo-Anne clings to my waist as I move closer to the barrier, testing its surface between us. It’s springy texture as I press on it explains why I wasn’t hurt severely when I bounced off its surface earlier. 

“Let us out!” Punctuating my words with a fist to the barrier, Ted’s expression at my outburst never changes.

“Jo-Anne can leave at any time, but I suspect she won’t leave you in there alone. When you can promise to control yourself… totally, we’ll lower the barrier.”

His words infuriate me, and I’m shocked to see the tinge of red creeping in from the edges of my vision. My anger is quick and fierce as all rational thoughts exit my brain and instead, cold, calculating anger takes over.

“They took my mate. Scared her and could have severely damaged her, physically and psychologically. I demand their punishment!” Jo-Anne is hanging on my body now, moving her entire length up against mine.

“And what punishment would you demand, Remus? Imprisonment? Physical whipping? What is it you feel they deserve?”

I deflate as Jo-Anne’s voice cuts through the haze of anger. “Remus, they’re mostly curious. Really, they were quite nice for the most part. See that one over there?” She points to the tall, dark male with wings she had her hand pressed to. My anger flares again, faster, brighter, and even hotter than before as I stare at him with hate.

“Yeah, he saw us at the construction site, and they’d never seen a human female—I think? Well, anyway, it doesn’t matter. The point is, they wanted to know more about us and stuff. Just curious. No harm done.” As she winds down, her voice gets softer, and I realize I’ve turned her away and dragged her to the other side of the barrier. She won’t leave me here, right?

A part of me wonders what’s wrong with me, but the other part want to pummel the flying male into the rocks beneath his feet. I’ve never been a violent male in any way. I’m known for my controlled, patient ways. What’s wrong with me?

“It’s the mating hormones. Part of the mating issue your forefathers and ancient mothers were so sure needed to be bred out of your species. It makes you strong—and violent. Fierce protectors, but not the best thinkers. Hence, your females wanted it to end. They felt that ending the loss of control—always coupled with the uncomfortable sensation of separation—would make everyone more pleasant to be with.”

My eyes widen as his words sink in. It’s all making a lot more sense now. A part of me wants to rage, kill someone, and then carry off Jo-Anne to somewhere… somewhere where no one will ever find her. Somewhere safe where no one will bother us for days… or ever.

“So, now maybe you can understand the appeal of losing the mating bond?”

Looking down at Jo-Anne, I think about my celibate and lonely life before she entered it. “Never.”

Jo-Anne’s smile beams brightly at me, and I could swear it lights up this entire space. My world definitely brightens when she’s in it. Wrapping my arms around her, I look out at the others who’ve moved closer to the enclosure I’m contained in.

“Never?” Gilips sarcastic voice is skeptical, and my eyes swing to where he’s standing. With his hands on his hips, I can read the disbelief in every line of his body. He just doesn’t understand.

“Definitely never,” I declare to them all. “Even the native population of this dimension is curious about my Jo-Anne. She’s totally irresistible.”

Jo-Anne smacks me in the side then winces. Grabbing her hand, I bring it to my lips as she turns to Ted. “How long is he going to be like this? I mean, yeah… it’s kind of hot, but he was already really big. Now he’s even bigger and way harder.” When I release her hand I’ve kissed, she runs her hand over my face.

“I can’t even get the skin to flex on his cheeks.” When she turns back to Ted, I bring a questioning hand up to my own face. It feels pretty normal to me. 

“It could be up to a day before all his senses return to normal. His skin and anger will taper off, but he may never lose the size.”

What are they talking about? 

“I think it’s probably fine to let him out of there.” Travek steps closer to the barrier, looking at me seriously before turning back to Ted. “Seriously.” Glancing at me again, he waits for confirmation. “Right?”

“Look at the Stewards, Remus.”

Without much thought, I look over at the male who stole my female from me. Anger surges immediately, but I get what he’s trying to do. It’s a test. Just knowing and realizing that it’s to gauge my reaction is a big step forward. 

Gritting my teeth, I tamp down the rage bubbling through my system and turn my gaze to Jo-Anne. Without thinking, I pick her up and she immediately wraps her arms and legs around me, blocking my view of the others. Supporting her ass in my hands, I squeeze the globes as I concentrate on her face… and ass… and her warm, tight, wet cunt.

“Okay. He’s fine.” Sol’s dry observation is met with laughs from Travek and Gilip. 

I don’t even look up and instead concentrate on Jo-Anne as she presses her chest and lips to me. I’m surrounded by her. Her scent and soft warmth calm me, drawing me back to her and her alone.

There isn’t anything else I want. Not revenge and definitely not to rage.

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

 

 

- Jo-Anne

I’m sure Remus and I totally disgusted everyone with our very public display of affection. I don’t know what it is that makes him so irresistible that I just can’t say no. Or pull away. But honestly, I just can’t.

The other thing that I love about the Greys—or Ashen as everyone here calls them, is how quickly we travel from one spot to another. This was the first place they came looking for me with their transporter beam. I still can’t help thinking about it like Star Trek. “Beam me up, Scotty!” runs through my head every time we go somewhere. 

Remus and I didn’t even talk to anyone again after their little test. While we were making out, everyone else acted like they wanted to throw up. So, they went ahead and beamed us home. 

I think maybe Ted said something to us, but honestly, I don’t remember. For the first time during the transportation beam, instead of the daunting dismay of knowing it’s an abduction, I feel safe.

And it went fast! Bright light, tingling, and bam—back in our yard. 

With a low growl of frustration, Remus turns with me still in his arms and only lets go of me briefly to touch the panel next to the slider and gain access to our room. It’s strange to see everything look the same as when I left. Clothes are strewn on the bed and drawers hanging open though.

“What happened here?” As I ask, Remus lowers me down on the bed, keeping me caged between his arms. Shifting his weight onto me, he rubs his very hard erection against my pink bathing suit bottoms.

Instantly, I don’t care. All I can think about is getting him inside me. A ripping sound and a slight tug makes me realize that Remus has exactly the same plan. 

His hair is a curtain of wild, undulating masses around us, so I don’t even see my bottoms go flying off somewhere. Warm hands, familiar and purposeful, run down my sides before spreading my legs wide. I don’t have time to complain about his detour. The firm press of his lips is followed quickly by the flicking penetration of his tongue. 

Running his lips over my folds, he opens my sex to his probing. He tastes me like no one else has before. Questing and exploratory, his fervent moans add to my pleasure as he laps and growls. 

All I can do is grasp the bedding beneath me and submit to his ravaging. My body quivers and tightens even as warm, slick wetness seeps from me. My pussy tightens and clenches, wanting more from him. I need his cock!

Attacking me hungrily, Remus laps at me with enthusiasm before latching onto my clit and sucking. Instead of a gentle exploration, he’s moved into a fervent movement that has my insides churning desperately for more. Tilting my hips, I give him the angle we both need right now.

Grasping his hair, I try to lift my head, but all I see is his face buried between my legs. His eyes are closed as he savors me, lapping and sucking as he continues to growl and devour me. Tugging on the strands I’ve manage to capture of his hair, I pull them like reins. 

“Please, Remus.” His eyes flicker to mine as his face lifts, slick with my juices.

“Tell me, Jo-Anne.” His breath flits across my abandoned clit, and I arch under him. I want him to stop and fuck me. I feel what he wants though. He’s going to make me say it.

“Fuck me! I need you inside me.” His eyes widen at my words, but his head lowers. I watch his tongue skate out for one more lick.

Then his teeth lightly skim me as his lips curl into a smile. I almost come right then as my body arches and twitches beneath him. Fingers sink inside me, exploring and rubbing while he lifts his body and centers himself over me. As quick as they penetrated me, his fingers are gone and cool air touches the heated skin between my legs before I feel the press of his erection against me.

Gasping, I look down and see he’s released his uniform down the front, and I have a perfect view down his chest where his mating marks colors are going wild. Red, pink, orange, and a deep purple shift together wildly. Probably reflecting his excitement.

When I see how big and hard he appears pressing between my legs, I can’t help but worry. It’s huge! Definitely bigger than before, but that makes sense that it’s a proportional growth.

I’m not stopping. The key is to relax—and lube. Reaching down between us, I grasp his length and pull him up slightly to rub my own liquid excitement around us both. 

“Please, Jo-Anne.” Remus pants above me, looking down between us as I slowly rub the silky head against myself. “Don’t tease. We can talk later, but right now, I just need to be inside you.”

“I feel the same,” I breathe out before wiggling myself into place on his length. Grabbing his hips, I look up at his grimacing face where he’s fighting for control above me. “Take me.”

Pulling him forward, I feel the tight stretch as he breaches me. Instead of hurting as I’m prepared for, it’s the most erotic and stimulating experience ever. As he pushes deeper, my eyes roll back into my head from the pleasure.

He doesn’t stop, instead thrusting further until he’s impaled me so thoroughly, he has no other choice but to rock against me. Immediately, I topple over the edge. Even though I was telling myself to relax so he could penetrate me, I tighten. Milking his length, while pleasure explodes through my body as I begin to come.

I hear him roar above me as I come, joining my own wail of pleasure with his satisfied sounds of ecstasy. He continues to rock, extending my orgasm as he twitches and shoots deep inside me. I feel every high pressure release as he groans in pleasure. It’s almost too much as he winds down.

As if sensing my need for a breather, he freezes, buried deep inside me. I can feel myself continue to squeeze him involuntarily, but he peers down on me with a huge smile.

“I feel better now.” His lips crash down on mine, and he opens his mouth to share our joint pleasure. I never thought I would like something like that, but tasting myself on him makes me moan and clench around his cock still buried inside me.

His answering moan is joined by his probing tongue as we plunder each other's mouths. The slick slide of tongues dancing makes me arch beneath him to rub my clit along the top of him. Grinding against him, I’m sad when he pulls away. I feel so close again already.

“Are you ready to talk about what happened?” It takes me a moment to realize what he’s talking about. I blink at him stupidly for a moment before letting out a groan.

“I guess. There isn’t much to talk about,” I continue quickly. I don’t want him to get any ideas. “Nothing happened. Like sexually, you know?”

He looks calmer at that statement than I thought he’d be, but he just nods knowingly. “I could tell. I’m relieved… for both of us.”

I cock my head at an angle on the bed to look at him confused. “What do you mean you could tell?” 

“When I tasted you. All I tasted was you and me.” I’m startled speechless. I’d no idea he was able to tell something like that. 

“Is that normal to have such a great sense of taste and smell like that?” Taking a deep breath, I don’t smell anything different about either one of us. I mean, yeah, I definitely think Remus smells great.

Sliding my hand over his velvety chest, I watch the fine hairs chase my fingers just like the hair on his head does with me constantly. Reaching for me, they catch the dim lights in the room. 

Lifting up, I run my nose along his collar bone. He smells great. Not like sweat or anything.

“As far as I know. I think I’m more in tune with you than anyone else though. When I realized you were missing, I could follow your scent to the yard of the other dwelling where they took you.” His face darkens, and I realize maybe we shouldn’t be talking about this already. He still needs to calm down from the rage he went into earlier.

“That’s impressive. It’s hard for me to imagine being that accurate with a sense of smell.” Grabbing his shoulders, I tug him closer while planting my right foot on the bed, lifting my knee up.

Pushing off the bed, I roll him to the left, never losing the connection of his cock still inside me. He catches onto what I’m doing and grasps my hips to make us flip over quicker until I’m resting on top, our faces inches from each other.

“Let’s not think about anyone else for a little while. Maybe after a couple more rounds of sex, I’ll feel like discussing everything, okay?” He squeezes my ass for emphasis. 

I can’t help the answering squeeze of my muscles around him, causing him to groan. “Okay.” Life is rough, but I think I can deal with that.

 

 

CHAPTER THIRTY

 

 

- Remus

“Just relax and let me do the work this time. You’ve had a taxing and busy day.” Jo-Anne smiles sweetly above me, still impaled on my cock. 

I’ve never seen anything so beautiful until she sits up straight and reaches back behind her. It thrusts her breasts forward enticingly. She still has the pink top with triangles covering her, but as soon as I cup each rounded, heavy globe, the top loosens and springs up around her neck.

She’s untied the part around her back. Lifting it over her head, her chests shakes and wiggles in my hands, and I just can’t wait. Lifting up, I bring one of the puckered nipples to my mouth, licking it while watching her expressive face. She doesn’t disappoint!

With a started hiss, she arches into me before grabbing my shoulders and pushing me back, never breaking the contact of my mouth on her skin. Cupping the full mounds, I draw one nipple into my mouth to nibble the tip, pinching the other firmly while rolling it in my fingers.

Her cunt tightens even more around me as I suck. It feels incredible as her hips start to roll in a movement that brings us both additional pleasure.

It all feels good to me. Everything about Jo-Anne is erotic and sensual. Her scent, shape, and even her voice call to me on a cellular level.

And to think that I used to believe I would never love anyone besides Lulilla. I mistook kindness from her as love, and my commitment to her as love. Now I understand love so much better.

Kindness and commitment are necessary, but definitely not all there is to it. This need that has me lifting my hips to help her press me more deeply is a starting point. And I’ve never had this with anyone.

Jo-Anne is unique and mine. All mine. 

I’ll never need to share her or raise another’s children. That might make me selfish, but after ten annual rotations, aren’t I allowed to be selfish for a while?

“Remus! Wait!” Jo-Anne pulls her taut nipple from my mouth with a pop as she sits up on me. “I’m so close already. Let’s slow down.”

Sitting back further, one of her hands drops behind her back, and I feel her fingers skating across the base of my cock. Tingles of pleasure rip through my body as I arch and moan beneath her.

“How is this slowing down?” I manage to pant out. 

Her tinkling laughter greets me as I try to relax and look back up at her. Her fingers drop lower, circling my balls before rubbing even lower. I almost jump out of my skin. I could explode instantly, and I’m fighting for control as she applies more pressure.

“Do you like that?” Her silly question has me grunting an affirmative as she lifts more weight onto her knees and begins circling her hips in an erotic display over top of me.

In and out, I watch my cock disappear into her warm, wet sheath. Her fingers keep a slow, but steady circular motion as her hand cups my balls. It’s wonderful and torturous as I fight for control.

Gripping the bedding next to us, I use my arms and legs to thrust up inside her further, enjoying the way she speeds up and begins to lose control too. I want her to come apart on top of me. I’ll settle for nothing less than inflicting the same amount of agonizing pleasure.

“Oh, Remus… yes!” Her cries spur me into a faster pace as she falters above me.

Grabbing her hips tightly, I take over from below, still continuing to watch my hard cock disappear inside her tight body. She’s stretched wide around my girth with her tiny pleasure button rubbing me on every upward thrust. 

Lifting my eyes, I watch her open hers to look at me at the same time. Her hands move from my balls to my chest as she leans over me to thrust back on me with abandon. There’s nothing more erotic than her losing control as she grinds down on me.

Throwing her head back, her hair entwines with mine as she starts to come apart on my hard length. She freezes above me, and I continue to thrust inside as her pussy spasms around me, milking me with every pull of her release.

Groaning, I pull her down to collapse on me as my hands slip down to cup her ass cheeks. Thrusting up inside her as deep as possible, I let go with an explosion that feels like my balls have turned inside out, taking me by surprise. How could no one have explained how powerful and pleasurable this actually is? 

Pumping the last of my cum deep inside her, I start to realize how tightly I’m holding her ass. I hope I haven’t hurt her with my enthusiasm. “I’m sorry,” I manage to pant out breathlessly.

When she starts vibrating on my chest, it takes a moment before I realize she’s laughing. Her body lifts until her chin is resting on my me as she gazes up to return my puzzled look. 

“Why are you sorry? For killing me with pleasure?” She’s still smiling as I try to pull my scattered thoughts together. 

“For squeezing you so tight… for thrusting inside you so hard…”

“For making me come twice in the last hour and making me see stars each time?” Her smirk makes she realize she’s teasing, but I’m truly serious about my concerns.

The Ashen, Ted, just let us know how strong and impenetrable our skin is when we go through a rage. “Ted said it would take a day for my skin to go back to normal. I want to make sure I don’t bruise you.” 

Rubbing her hips softly, I peek around her shoulder and get brief glimpses through my hair that’s traveled down her back. It enjoys touching her silky body as much as I do. I let out a sign of relief when I confirm she’s unmarked.

“I’m fine, really.” Sliding her hands up onto my chest, she puts them under her chin as she stares at me with her head cocked slightly. “Are you sure that you don’t have any regrets? After all, I’m not a Quasar woman and so far, I’ve been nothing but trouble for you.” 

When I open my mouth to argue, one of her hands sneaks out to cover my lips. “I know your body feels like mine. It’s constantly saying ‘yes, yes, yes’, but what about your head? This has been a big change in your life—really fast.”

As quick as I can, I roll her under me, reversing our positions effortlessly. With a squeal, she pants lightly under me as I cover her mouth with my fingers like she did to me.

“The only reason I had any reservations at the beginning of this mating was because of ignorance.” Pausing, I try to pull together the words that will explain how I feel properly. “Before, I’d no idea what a sexual relationship was like. I thought I knew—but I was wrong. I let guilt blind me from being open to something new.”

I hesitate before continuing, but I think it’s important to be honest and open about everything. My relationship with my Ermada is something that will always be in my past.

“I think that Lulila knew… I think everyone knew. Even me. And when I met you, the pull to you—everything about you from your body to your vulnerability—it drew me to you. I love you, Jo-Anne. I’m totally dedicated to what we have between us. When you were missing, I literally lost my mind. There was nothing left of me but the drive to get to you. So, don’t think for an instant that my head isn’t in this, along with my body.”

Tears have begun to well up in her eyes by the time I’m done speaking. Could I have hurt her with my talk of Lulila? “Please, Jo-Anne. I’m sorry about my past. If I could change it, I would…”

“No!” Her hand flies to grasp my wrist and tries to tug away my fingers. Releasing her mouth, I wipe the moisture that has trickled down her cheek. “No, that’s not it at all! I’m happy! And so thankful that you don’t feel forced by the mating. I mean… I’m actually thankful that you’ve experienced things both ways. With Lulila and now me. You know?”

Is she serious? Based on the sincere thankfulness I feel from her, she must be. “No.” My voice is hesitant as I try to understand what she means.

“You wouldn’t want to regret not trying with her—”

“Stop.” Cutting her off, I shake my head slowly. I’m not sure how I was able to get someone so perfect. “Thank you, Jo-Anne. For being so perfect. And mine.”

Crashing my lips onto her, I savor her lips as she melts sweetly below me. 

 

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

 

 

- Jo-Anne

Remus’s fingers tighten on mine where he’s holding the Accord from below as I rest my hand on top. 

“Fascinating, right?” I mentally opened the equivalent of a filing cabinet and we’re blasted with millions—or is it trillions of pieces of information? 

It’s hard to say, but lots. Too much to process right this second. What catches my eye though, is the genetic information in the familiar double helix, ladder shape. DNA.

“Look at that!” I fly by the information, knowing we’re getting hopelessly off track. What started off as a demonstration of access to the Accord, has quickly morphed into a sight-seeing expedition.

This is perfect! I have tons of questions. Like will Remus keep getting bigger every time he gets pissed off about something?

We’ll be teaching everyone to access this on the trip back to Dactyles. Surely, they have others on the Discovery that will understand all this genetic stuff. It’s way over my head!

“What is all this?” Remus’s voice is baffled as he watches all the information we’ve gained access to stream by. I don’t pause to access anything, but continue to back out as I answer.

“I’m guessing a lot of genetic information about your species? Maybe even everything they knew about you all at the time they made the Accord? But do you know what this means?” Exiting that area, I perform the equivalent of a mental bookmark so I can find it again. With the volume of information here, you could spend a lifetime reviewing it and never get through it all.

“What?” I can tell Remus doesn’t totally understand how important this is. It’s easy for me to slide into the Accord’s records without the Hive, but only continued access with a host like me will train his mind to establish its own connection. It’s almost like a built in fail-safe in ComRocks.

“Maybe this information will help your people reverse the genetic changes that made the matings disappear?” There’s a good chance the Ashen know exactly what to do, but there’s been so many other things to discuss. It doesn’t change anything either, since they have a severe shortage of women on their planet too.

Based on the fact that human women are mating with Quasar males on the prison planet, one of the first stops is to rendezvous with the Discovery at Dactyles to discuss the Ashen’s proposal. They’re offering to “host” our stay in their Earth dimension for the next century. Yes, one hundred years.

I suspect we’ll be guinea pigs to them. They make it sound like they’re helping us out, and it’s all about making sure the human and Quasar births work out—which are very legitimate concerns since two of the women, including Hannah Becker, are pregnant. But what don’t we know?

“Oh.” Remus’s shocked response has me leaving the pulsing intro area that’s accessed as soon as you connect to the ComRock. It acts as a gateway to more information and gatekeeper to keep out unsynced minds.  As soon as you access the Accord, the dull, throbbing hum of the dimension portal calls to you. It’s main purpose was obviously to get them back to the Ashen’s dimension.

How they could have let this information die out with no one remembering how to access it is beyond me. I guess those sorts of things happen with day to day life all the time. Of course, it was probably intentional.

They didn’t want the Quasarians to remember where they came from. The Council women were so adamant. I’m sure they had no idea of the  long-term damage.

Blinking out, I slide my hand from the ComRock up Remus’s arm, snuggling into his arms. “You don’t think that’s a good idea?”

He blinks absently as he leaves the ComRock interface with me before focusing on my face, inches from his. “No, I do think it’s a great idea. I’m just not sure how well it will be received.”

“We don’t know. Just like we don’t know how everyone else is going to feel about living here on Sovran with the Ashen.” Even though technically we’re on Earth, because it’s a different dimension, they’ve given it their own name.

“True, but if it will get the mated males off Dactyles, I have a feeling most of them will be willing.” The Ashen believe they may have a work around for the genetic programming in the nanos embedded in prisoners on Dactyles. I don’t totally understand everything, but according to them, there are two different viable options they’d like to try. That’s one of the reasons why they’re meeting us there.

Just one reason, though. Part of their “show of good faith” is bringing more mates. Yes, more human women. I argued, but we’ve all been assured these will be young women with life-threatening illnesses. 

According to reports from Dactyles, my friend Jenny from the study group had cystic fibrosis and now she’s cured. The nanos from her mate Devlin actually “fixed” her genes! How can I argue with that?

They’ve also assured us that they’ll be networking through mates to acquire future volunteers. I’m not sure how that’ll work, but it sure beats just being kidnapped. They’ve asked me to work as a liaison in a team with Jenny when they move forward—as long as the new Accord is finalized.

“Do you think you’ll be able to get into the Accord by yourself now?” Remus looks down at the ComRock he’s still holding as I cuddle in his lap in the chair we’re sharing. “Go ahead. Try.”

This will be the real test. Can I really teach others to get into this thing? I don’t want to be the only one that knows exactly where and how to access the dimension portal.

Even though I know the Ashen expect me to be able to locate it without the Accord, I don’t totally understand what they mean. Ted says I will the first time we go through it, but if what he claims is true, I should be able to feel, locate, and access it without any ComRock. He just taps my forehead and says it’s all up there. Whatever.

Remus is holding the Accord up at his chest level when I see the telltale prisms of light begin to flash through it. He did it!

As quick as it begins, the lights flicker out. Pulling me into his chest, I savor our celebratory kiss, deepening it when his tongue plunges into my mouth. Just like that, I want him again.

“I did it.” Resting his forehead against mine, my eyes open slowly to see his satisfied grin.

“You did. I’m not surprised.” Pecking a chaste kiss to his lips, I pull back to look at him seriously. “You’re a quick study.”

“You’re a great teacher.” When he tugs me closer, I throw my leg over his lap, straddling his legs below me.

“Maybe there’s something new I could teach you now?” My playful, teasing tone isn’t lost on Remus as I slide forward to rub my bikini bottoms across the bulge in his swim trunks. We’ve pretty much lived in bathing suits the last couple days.

“I’m interested in anything you’d like to instruct me on.” I giggle as Remus picks me up and practically runs towards the bedroom. 

Instruction time—at least on the ComRock—is definitely over. I can’t say I’m sad about that as Remus lowers me down to the bed and begins to peel down my bottoms, following the material with his lips.

“Mm, honey. Show me what you know…”
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