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      “Freya.” My older sister’s soft voice interrupted my deep sleep. “You need to wake up. Right this minute.”

      “Leave me alone,” I said, pulling the covers over my head. She shook me hard. I tried to ignore her, but she wasn’t giving up.

      “Freya,” she insisted. “You need to wake up! It’s important!”

      I opened my eyes and glanced over at the clock on my night table. The large, red numbers screamed at me. 5:36 a.m. As I assumed, it was far too early for her to be waking me up. What did she want?

      “Leave me alone,” I said firmly. Unless the White House was burning down, I had no interest in getting out of bed at this time. I didn’t smell smoke, so I assumed that wasn’t the issue.

      She was perched on the edge of my bed, refusing to move. It was dark, so I couldn’t make out her features. I swatted at her, angry. Like every other day, I wanted to sleep in. Apparently, she had other ideas.

      “What the hell d’you want, Anya?” I asked, closing my eyes and turning my back towards her. “Unless World War Three has started, go away. I want to sleep more.”

      “It’s worse than that,” she whispered.

      I turned back over and opened my eyes. I felt along the edges of my nightstand and found my lamp. Turning it on, I saw that her face was red and blotchy. Her eyes were swollen so bad that they were almost shut. It was obvious she’d been crying. I hadn’t seen her look this distraught since our mother’s funeral a few months ago.

      “Is it Dad?” I suddenly grew alarmed. She shook her head.

      “It’s not Dad,” she sniffled. “It’s you.”

      I sat up and grabbed her shoulders.

      “What the hell are you talking about?” I demanded. I was perfectly fine. I was 20 years old, healthy, and obviously alive. Why was she coming into my room before 6:00am?

      The tears began to pour down her face. She started to speak, but was so distraught that none of the words were making any sense. I thought I heard the words “trade”, “Athim”, and “Dad”, but other than that, she was too busy crying.

      “Anya, what the hell are you talking about?” I asked once again. “What do you mean it’s me? I’m right here. I’m OK.”

      A giant knot formed in my stomach. I was desperate for her to talk clearly. She wiped her eyes and took a deep breath.

      “Dad’s traded you to the aliens,” she sobbed, collapsing into my arms.
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      “Is this fucking true?” I swung open the heavy door to my father’s study. He glanced up from his laptop and back down again.

      “I’m assuming that your sister ruined the surprise,” he said dryly, avoiding eye contact with me. I’m sure he was expecting this type of confrontation from me today, but probably not at this hour.

      “I can’t believe you would do this!” My voice boomed throughout the large room. But, truthfully, I could, and did believe it. My father was calculating and devious. It was one of the reasons, if not the main reason, that he climbed to the top of the ladder in the American government. He was currently the highest ranked official in the country. The 48th President of the United States of America.

      “You’re being completely selfish, Freya.” He rose from his chair and walked across the room. “You know full well what peril we’re in.” He nodded to Joaquin, the head security guard who was stationed outside, and shut the door.

      “Sit your ass down,” he instructed, pointing to the chair on the other side of his desk. I let out a loud, irritated sigh, but followed his orders. Although I simmered with anger, I knew better than to disobey him. He had quite a temper, one that I was unfortunately all too familiar with. He sat back down in his chair and shut his laptop.

      “What exactly did your sister tell you?” He asked, leaning over the large oak desk. “As we both know, Anya tends to be over dramatic. Did she tell you exactly why I’m trading you to the aliens?”

      Trading. Just hearing the word infuriated me. I was a human being, not a baseball card. When I didn’t answer, he continued to speak.

      “As you know, their bio-engineering technology is exquisite,” he said. “Since the Athims have arrived on Earth, they have been eager to trade for certain types of humans. And we know that if they don’t get the kind of deal they want, they’ll look elsewhere.”

      I rolled my eyes. I knew why humans were being traded to the aliens. Greedy people, such as my father, were hungry for the alien’s advanced technology. Although it had been a short period of time since the Athim aliens had set foot on Earth, this wasn’t the first I had heard of the trades. Nothing had yet happened in the United States, but there were many public trades in Europe.

      I had recently read a People magazine article where young girls were traded to the Athims from a small, underprivileged town outside of Europe. It had disturbed me to my core, reading about their families trading them for money and other goods. I remember reading it and thinking how sad it was for their families to willingly hand them over to aliens, never to see them again.

      My father was still talking about the trade when I interrupted him.

      “I know about the trades all over the world between humans and technology, but I never once thought it would happen in America! Nor did I ever think the President of the United States would happily trade his youngest daughter to an alien race!”

      “It’s for a noble cause,” my father continued to speak. He showed no trace of emotion. Of remorse. “This technology can cure cancer, Freya. No one else on the planet will have this…”

      “Oh! I’m so sorry,” I interrupted him. “How silly of me to be upset that my life’s being traded for a cancer cure! I’m sure this has nothing to do with the fact that with this advanced technology, America will become the most powerful country in the world, and you, the most powerful man in the world!”

      “I thought you would be more understanding, seeing as your mother just died of cancer,” he said.

      I thought I was angry before, but now I was furious. How dare he play that card. We lost my mother six months ago to brain cancer. The wounds were still open, but that didn’t stop him pouring salt into them.

      “Speaking of Mom,” I said. “How do you think she would have felt about this? She’s probably rolling over in her grave!”

      “Freya,” my father spoke firmly. “You can sit here and try to guilt trip me, but it’s not going to work. The papers have been signed. The deal is final. This is happening tomorrow. Is there anything else you would like to say?”

      I knew I was fighting a losing battle when I came into his office, but hearing the word “final” was a piercing blow. When I failed to respond to my father, he pushed the intercom button next to his laptop.

      “I’m done with her for now, Joaquin,” he spoke into the intercom. “Please come and escort her back to her room. Make sure she doesn’t try to escape.”

      As soon as his finger left the button, the door opened, and Joaquin appeared. My father stood up, and it felt like I was looking at a monster.

      “This is complete bullshit,” I said, shooting him a dirty look. “I’ll never forgive you for this.”

      I stood up from the chair, fighting back the tears. My father walked over to my side of the desk, still emotionless. It was a face that I was used to seeing. He hadn’t even cried when my mother had died. And she was supposed to be the love of his life.

      “You’ll have the rest of the day to say your goodbyes,” he told me. “Use the time wisely, Freya. You leave Dulles in the morning. I’ll have the staff gather some of your belongings to take on your journey.”

      My journey! He was acting as if I were going on vacation or off to school. Before I could protest any further, Joaquin swiftly took me by my arm and led me out of the room. As soon as we were in the hallway, he let go. I rubbed my arm where he had grabbed it.

      “This is bullshit,” I said. “I can’t believe you work for such a pig!”

      “I’m sorry, Freya,” he spoke softly. He looked like he was about to cry. Despite leading my father’s security team for the past three years, we had grown very close. He was my rock throughout my mother’s battle with cancer. I was closer to him than I was to my sister. Of course, my father had no idea. If he had, Joaquin would have been fired on the spot.

      One thing I knew that couldn’t happen – he wouldn’t help me escape. He liked me, and he was prepared to do a lot for me – but not to lose his job.

      “If I may suggest, please stay here today,” Joaquin said. “Call your friends and have them come here. Word is already out about the trade. I’m afraid that our security team couldn’t handle it if you went on a goodbye tour all over the city. I can get someone to arrange a dinner party if you would like. I will make sure your favorite wine is flowing steadily. You still like Pinot Grigio, right?”

      While I appreciated that he was trying to help, I was too upset to have a dinner party. There was just one person that I wanted to see. My best friend of 10 years, Tiffany.

      “Could you just get Tiffany?” I pleaded. I knew that he could not resist when I looked at him like that. There were many nights that I had successfully escaped the White House by giving him that very look.

      He smiled at me and put his hand on my shoulder.

      “I’ll do that right away,” he said. “Freya, if you need anything at all today, please just let me know.”

      “I will,” I responded. “I just need Tiffany right now.”

      He nodded, and we parted ways.

      As soon as I turned the corner in the hallway, I sprinted to my room, ignoring the shocked look on the staff’s faces as I passed them by. I had a feeling that they all knew about the trade. I was starting to think that I was the last person to find out about it.

      Regardless, I didn’t want any more sympathy. Sympathy was not going to change the fact that my father was a heartless asshole.

      I shut my bedroom door behind me, locking it for good measure. I went to the window and opened the white curtains. Outside, the June sun began to rise. The birds were chirping, and the green leaves blew in the already warm summer breeze. It looked to be another picture-perfect day in Washington, D.C. At least God was on my side. He was giving me a sight for my last full day on Earth.

      As I turned to get back into bed, I noticed the long line of news vans streaming into the White House. The last time this many news vans had shown up was when my mother passed away. They stayed outside for days after that. For a solid week, they were a constant reminder every morning that I had lost my mother.

      I knew exactly why they were here this time. The American people were losing another Miller woman. This time it was me.

      I shut the curtains tight. During my mother’s passing, the paparazzi had somehow gotten a shot of me crying in Joaquin’s arms in my bedroom. PRESIDENT’S DAUGHTER SLEEPING WITH HEAD GUARD! Needless to say, my father was not happy with those headlines. It took me, Anya, and Joaquin to convince him that we didn’t have sex. To be honest, I was 20 years old, and still a virgin.

      Privacy was hard to come by when you were the president’s youngest daughter. I never invited a boy to the White House. There were many in school that had shown interest in me, but I was pretty confident that they had just wanted to see the White House. No one seemed interested in me as an individual, except for Joaquin.

      We had talked about possibly dating after my father’s presidency was complete in two years, but obviously that would not be happening now. Not only were the Athims taking me away from my friends, they were taking me away from someone I might have one day grown to love.

      Even if I did have privacy, the past year was mentally exhausting for me. Between basically being locked up in my room and dealing with my mother’s death, romance had been the last thing on my mind.

      I climbed back into my bed, thinking about how life was so different last year, before the Hallon aliens had invaded. In the past year, I had wrapped up my sophomore year at Georgetown University, buried my mother, and survived an attack caused by the first alien invasion.

      Ironically, the Hallon aliens invaded on July 4th, Independence Day, just like in the iconic movie. They attacked Washington D.C. first, knowing it was the heart of our government. However, due to our country’s surveillance, we knew they were coming a solid two days before they landed. While we could not stop them, a few of us were able to prepare.

      For obvious reasons, no one outside of the White House knew that they were coming. They prepped a small bunker underneath Washington D.C. for our family and a few key government officials. But, the rest of the country was caught by surprise when they landed.

      I spent a good two weeks of my life in a bunker underneath the White House with my father, mother, Anya, and Joaquin. It was Hell. It was also during this time that my mother started to feel ill. At the time, we thought it was just the stress of the alien invasion.

      The Americans, along with our other allies, defeated the Hallons. The remaining aliens left our country, promising to never come back again. We thought we were safe until months later, when the Athim aliens arrived.

      The Athims were a different breed of aliens. They were stronger, smarter, and more human-like. Unlike the Hallons, they didn’t come to conquer Earth. They were not violent. They wanted nothing to do with Earth as a planet. They were here for one single reason: Human trade. Some of the European governments had agreed to trade, but nothing had ever happened in America. Until today.
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      My best friend, Tiffany, entered my room. Since I had returned from my father, I sat cross-legged on my bed, and tried to calm myself down. I tried several meditation techniques, but unfortunately, nothing worked. I could’t stop thinking about the impending trade.

      “Jesus Christ, Freya! I’m so, so sorry!” She flung herself at me. accidentally knocking me over. I brushed myself off after the hug and got back into a seated position. I tried to talk to her, but she wouldn’t stop crying.

      We just held each other as I let her release her sadness. She finally took a deep breath and talked.

      “It’s all over the news, Frey,” she said. “‘President Miller trades daughter.’ It came across the news late last night. I tried to reach you, but of course, they had you locked in here. Joaquin couldn’t even let me get to you.”

      This didn’t surprise me.

      “What are people saying about it?” I asked, genuinely curious. I wondered if everyone else had similar thoughts to mine. Specifically thoughts that my father was a cold-hearted asshole. I couldn’t escape him, because by the time I realized what he was, we were on the fast track to his presidency, and you just don’t defy a man like that. One who would do anything to ensure his victory.

      “It’s crazy,” Tiffany continued. “I‘ve never seen anything so polarizing in my entire life. Half of the country think he’s a God, and then the other half, the devil. Some people are praising him for obtaining the cancer cure, but others can’t believe that he would do this to you, especially after your mother’s death. Here, I snuck this in.”

             She dug a ripped piece of newspaper from her jeans pocket and thrust it into my hands. If we were normal college students, we would have been able to look it up quickly on the internet. But we were not. I was the youngest daughter of the President, and completely sheltered from the outside world. I didn’t have a cell phone or a computer. I relied on getting my updates from Joaquin. My guests were not allowed to bring technology in the White House, either. All devices were secured at the door and kept on lockdown for the guest’s entire stay.

             “United States President Peter Miller obtains a cure for cancer,” I read aloud. “President Miller made a selfless trade with the Athim alien race late Friday night. Miller will trade his youngest daughter, Freya, for advanced technology that will cure all forms of cancer. The Athims have never made such a hefty trade, but specific interest in Freya as being the daughter of a powerful human finalized the deal. Athim Prince Modric and Freya will marry in a brief ceremony tomorrow before leaving the planet.”

             Marry? My father had failed to mention anything about that. Tiffany recognized the terror in my eyes, and instantly attempted to calm me.

             “Wait, wait, please don’t freak out.” She produced another piece of paper. This one was a picture printed from the internet. She handed it over.

             “I mean, your new husband is pretty fucking hot,” she said. As if that would somehow make the whole situation better. I looked at the picture. Prince Modric. I had heard his name before, but never saw his face. We did hear about the most prominent of their own. Just like they know about our leaders. Like most Athim aliens, he looked relatively human. He was tall, dark, and handsome. He must have been at least 6’6”. He had dark brown, human looking eyes and a full head of dark brown hair.

      The only real noticeable difference was his skin. It looked rougher than human skin, and had a pale blue tone. I had previously read that the Athim skin was more protective than human skin, and almost reptile-like. It was one of their strengths in the alien world.

      As strange as it sounded, I found myself strangely captivated by it. I suddenly wondered what it would feel like against my soft human skin. Would it be rough like sandpaper? Would it feel like a snake’s skin?

             “So, He’s not that bad,” I admitted. “He’s actually more attractive than some humans. But it doesn’t change the fact that this is all forced! I’m literally being forced to marry this alien. An alien! And why me? Anya is way prettier.”

             My sister, Anya, was two years older than me, and we couldn’t have been more different. She looked like my father – Flawless olive skin, beautiful, big brown eyes, and long shiny, dark hair. She was curvy in all the right places. For God’s sake, she was an international model. She had been in commercials and on magazine covers all over the world. She was absolutely stunning.

             Then, there was me. I took after my late mother – Red hair, green eyes, pale skin. I was as plain as they came. I never wore makeup and rarely left my hair down. A ponytail and yoga pants were my go-to. I was not ugly by any means, but when Anya was around, I was pretty much invisible. I didn’t even try to make myself prettier. I would never be on Anya’s level.

             “I read in another article that they are obsessed with ‘rare’ races and features, and you fall into that category with that gorgeous red hair of yours,” Tiffany said.

      I sighed. That was a first. Someone was interested in red hair? Usually it was a turn off.

      “Listen,” Tiffany continued. “No amount of analyzing or talking about this to death is going to change the fact that this is happening tomorrow. Let’s just enjoy today, Princess.”

      She emphasized the last word. She was right in calling me that. I would soon be a princess, whether I liked it or not. I suppose things could be worse, but I still wasn’t onboard with my father’s plans. I wondered if there was a way out of this mess, but knew with the security he’d be manning around me, there was no chance.

             As expected, the day went by too fast. Tiffany and I stayed secluded in my room, with occasional visits from Anya and Joaquin. As the hours passed by, I grew more and more nervous, but having Tiffany there helped. Eventually, darkness began to fall, and it was time for me to spend one last night on Earth.

             “This isn’t goodbye,” Tiffany hugged me. “I’ll be there tomorrow.”

      I nodded, knowing if I spoke that a waterfall of tears would ensue. Joaquin and one of the other guards appeared at my bedroom doorway. The other guard accompanied Tiffany out of the room and Joaquin shut the door behind him.

           As soon as I heard the door lock, I ran into his arms and collapsed. He stroked my hair, but did not speak. I knew he was as distraught as I was, but he was trying to be brave for both of us. After a while, I stepped back from our embrace and looked at him.

           “Is there any way out of this?” I asked. He knew the White House plans much better than I did. I knew there were secret tunnels. I had hoped that he could sneak me out. He shook his head.

           “I wish I could break you out of here,” he said. “I thought about it all day. I thought about escaping to Mexico or another country and just living our best lives. It sounded like a great idea until about noon.”

           “What happened at noon?” I asked.

           “Your father had a security meeting,” he explained. “He really beefed up the White House security. He brought in a whole new team from Canada, actually. There are some men stationed outside of your door and some men outside of your window. There is no way for you to leave this room without one of them seeing you. Your father is smarter than we think. He must have known that we had something going on. He hasn’t trusted me since those pictures leaked.”

           I felt defeated. My last hope of leaving the White House was crushed.

           “I wish I could stay longer, but I know the men outside are timing this,” Joaquin said. “Again, I’m so sorry, Freya. If I had only seen this coming earlier, I might have been able to save you.”

           He wrapped his arms around me. I took a deep breath and inhaled his scent. He smelled like pine and musk. He smelled like home. I looked up at him and he leaned down to kiss me.

           “Good night, Freya,” he said, leaving the room.

      After he left, I crawled into bed, and spotted the folded picture of Modric on my nightstand. I leaned over and grabbed it, unfolding it slowly. My future husband. I still couldn’t wrap my head around what had happened in the past twenty-four hours.

      I studied Modric’s features. Would we be able to communicate with each other? Would we have anything in common?

      “Probably not,” I said aloud to the empty room. “Probably not.” I scrunched the picture in my hands and threw it at the wall.

      I tried to fall asleep, even though I was terrified what tomorrow would bring. Despite being emotionally exhausted, I tossed and turned all night. I couldn’t believe this was my very last night on Earth. Not only that, tomorrow I would be wed to an Athim Prince. I shuddered, thinking about exactly what that meant. Would I be treated like royalty or would he keep me locked up, using me only when he felt necessary? Would he possibly trade me again to another alien race? The possibilities were endless.

      I had always meant to research the Athim aliens, knowing that it was only a matter of time before they made it to America. Unfortunately, I had been so busy with my mother’s cancer and her death, that I never got around to it. However, I did know a few things. They were the most human-like aliens in the universe. For the most part, they understood the English language and looked at humans as equals. Well, except for me. I was apparently just a pawn in their game of life.
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      True to her word, Tiffany was back bright and early the following morning, helping me to get ready for the ceremony. We spent the morning downing mimosas that Joaquin had snuck in. I was very thankful for this. There was no way that I could do this ceremony completely sober.

      I declined the “glam squad” that my sister had offered to fly in from Los Angeles for the ceremony. I truly didn’t care how I looked. I would have preferred to wear an oversized Detroit Lions t-shirt with yoga pants, but that outfit was swiftly vetoed by my father.

           I settled on a navy-blue sundress with flat sandals. Classy enough that I would not look like a train wreck in the papers, but plain enough that I could send a subtle message. I was not, and would never be, okay with this trade.

           Joaquin came to get Tiffany, Anya, and me when it was time to go.

           “You look beautiful,” he said to me. Tiffany and Anya began to giggle.

           “I’m going to miss this,” Anya said.

           “Miss what?” I asked her.

           “I’m going to miss pretending that you two didn’t have a thing going on!” She laughed. I felt my cheeks turn red. Joaquin looked down sheepishly.

           “You guys didn’t do a very good job of hiding it,” Anya continued. “I saw him tip-toeing out of here a few times, but I didn’t say anything.”

           We all laughed, temporarily breaking the tension in the room.

           The ride to the airport was silent. My father, Anya, Tiffany, Joaquin, and I sat in the back of the limo. My father knew better than to speak with me. I had not spoken directly to him since the morning before. We communicated through Anya or Joaquin. If I never had to speak to him again, I would be very happy. I hated him for this. But at the same time, if this really did result in people being cured, regardless of greed…

           I stepped out of the limo, surprised to see only a small gathering of people. I had expected my father to call everyone he knew to witness his “act of valor”. My father had been one of the showiest presidents in recent history. He was always calling news conferences or inviting the media to events, even at my mother’s so-called private burial. He had no filter. It was actually part of his campaign promise. To be open and honest with the American people. If he only extended that promise to his family.

           We walked toward the spaceship. The Athim alien spaceship had taken up much of the runway at the airport. Soon after the Hallon aliens left, my father demanded that Washington Dulles International Airport was turned into the first intergalatical airport in the United States. It had been quickly revamped to accompany large ships such as this one. Looking back, it was apparent that he hoped the Athim aliens would visit for a trade.

           As we walked towards the ship, prince Modric came into my view. He looked just like his picture, maybe even a little more attractive. But I would never admit those thoughts to anyone; not even to Tiffany. Our group walked up to Modric’s group. He was surrounded by a couple of Athim aliens, similar to his size.

      My father shook hands with the prince.

           “Prince Modric,” he said. “It’s so good to see you again. This is my daughter, Freya.” My father practically pushed me into the alien’s arms. I tumbled back, gathering my balance.

           “Is a pleasure,” Prince Modric said, extending his hand. I looked down at it. The skin that I had previously questioned was right in front of me. While I had previously wanted to touch it, I was now petrified of what it would feel like.

           “Shake his hand, Freya,” my father hissed. “Don’t be rude.”

           I did as my father said. To my surprise, Prince Modric’s skin was much softer than I had anticipated. It was almost softer and smoother than most human skin that I had previously touched. Prince Modric leaned down and kissed my hand before letting it go.

           I looked up at him. His brown eyes were inviting. He was looking at me like I was the only person on the tarmac.

           “We shall begin the ceremony now,” an Athim alien spoke in a clipped voice, interrupting my train of thought. I presumed that he would be the one marrying us.

      Prince Modric towered over me. While I had been relatively tall my entire life at 5’8”, I was small compared to him. The small group of humans and aliens circled around us. Both sides were very eager to finalize the deal. I couldn’t understand anything the officiant was saying, as most of it was in the Athim language, but I was certain that he didn’t mention one thing. Love. There was no love in this ceremony, except for maybe my father’s love for himself.

      When the brief ceremony concluded, it was anticlimactic. No kissing, no music, nothing. Prince Modric simply nodded at me, a smile forming on his lips. Although I did find him strangely attractive, inside I was fuming. I did not return the smile.

      I was angry with him for choosing me, angry with my father for trading me, and angry with myself for going along with it. It wasn’t like I had much of a choice, though. I had seen the Athim alien soldiers with their standing on the outskirts of the group. I had seen their silver guns gleaming in the June sun. They did not look directly at me, but I knew they were there just in case I caused a scene.

             My father sauntered over to Modric and me, shaking hands with Modric before embracing me in a hug. He had never hugged me, but with one look over his shoulder, I could tell why. One of his favorite press photographers was in the small crowd, and his camera was aimed right at us. This was all a gigantic publicity stunt for my father. The distraught hero who “had” to trade his daughter to cure the world of its deadliest disease.

             I refused to talk to him, and instead I turned to Tiffany.

           “This isn’t goodbye,” I put on a strong face as I hugged her.

           “I will see you soon,” she said, although neither of us were certain that would be true.

           Next, I hugged Anya goodbye.

           “I wish it were me instead,” she whispered in my ear. We both knew that was not true. She was just trying to play the part of the big sister. But it made me glad in a way she didn’t want me gone, that she said this. It was something.

           Finally Joaquin walked up to me. My father nervously watched us interact.

           “I will miss you,” Joaquin said softly. “I’ll never forgive myself for letting this happen to you.”

           I wanted to kiss him, but our relationship was over. I was now married to someone else.

           “I’m ready to go,” I told Modric. He nodded and shook my father’s hand one last time.

           “My people delivered antidote to White House as promised,” Modric said to my father. My father nodded, pleased.

           “Thank you again, Prince Modric,” he said. “It was a pleasure doing business with you.”

           Business. I scowled at my father and turned my back. I followed Prince Modric to the stairs that reached up to the spaceship. We climbed the tall, metal stairs, and Prince Modric stopped at the top. As we turned around to face the group, he grabbed my hand. Part of me wanted to pull away, but at the same time, I felt electricity run through my veins. While I did have something with Joaquin, it never felt quite like this. I was instantly confused. Why was my body reacting like this?

             After waving goodbye, we entered the ship. The doors slid shut behind us, sealing my fate. I was no longer an Earthling. Whether I liked it or not, I was now an Athim Princess.

           As much as I did not want to admit it, the ship was absolutely spectacular inside. It actually put the White House to shame. I had always expected the inside of alien spaceships to be bare and boring, similar to some of the military aircraft that I had been inside of. This spaceship was anything but boring.

           It gleamed. The walls were shiny and clean, sparkling as the bright lights from above shone down. The floors were bright white, equally as clean as the walls.

           Pictures of bright, exotic flowers hung on the walls, bringing pops of color to the long hallway. The ship smelled good, too, like a mix of vanilla and lavender. Two of my favorites.

           “This all for you,” Prince Modric said. I was taken aback at the implication of the gesture. It was like he had read my mind. It actually was all for me. He was trying to make this feel like home.

             “My English not great yet,” he spoke again. “Working on learning it. But, you also need learn Athim language. You will learn from my sister, Princess Natira. She know both languages well.”

             I didn’t respond. Although I was secretly pleased that he was trying to make me happy, I had no interest in learning another language. I hadn’t even wanted to learn Spanish in school. But, I knew the choice was not mine to make. We walked down a long corridor until we reached a room.

             “You will sit with Natira and others,” he explained. He used his fingerprints to open the large metal door. I was surprised to see that there were a group of women inside. All of them redheads like me, except for the one who I assumed was Princess Natira. She looked like Prince Modric, but in female form.

           Like him, she was gorgeous as well. She wasn’t as tall, but still had a few good inches on me. Her dark hair was in two, tight braids. She wore a slim-fitting, silver bodysuit that accentuated her curves in all the right places.

             As Princess Natira looked at me from head to toe with a strange expression on her face, Prince Modric spoke to her in the Athim language. The other girls were looking down at the floor. They looked familiar to me and it only took me a minute to realize why. These were the girls that I had read about and seen in the magazines. They had been traded to the Athims in Europe.

             “Return later,” Prince Modric spoke in his broken English. As soon as he left the room, Princess Natira approached me.

             “The infamous Freya Miller,” she said. “My brother was right. You’re gorgeous.”

             As she reached me, she took a tendril of my red hair in her hand.

             “Welcome to my little group of redheads,” she said. “It’s a damn shame that my brother claimed you before I could, because you’re absolutely delicious.”

           I looked nervously away from her. Was she hitting on me?

             “As Modric mentioned, I will be breaking you into the Athim world,” she continued. “Although sadly not in the way I would like to. Per Modric’s orders, I will teach you the Athim language and about our life, since you’re royalty now. Unfortunately, my brother is the one that gets to have all of the fun with you.”

             “Great,” I muttered. She ignored me.

             “You will need to start playing the princess part better.” She inspected my outfit. She obviously wasn’t impressed by my sundress. She led me past the group of girls and to a walk-in closet across the room. She went in by herself and emerged quickly with a beautiful, long white gown.

             “You’ll wear this for today, but first we will need to start with your hair and makeup.”

           “Hair and makeup?” I asked her.

           “Like I said,” she said. “You need to start playing the part better.”

             Sometime later, I found myself staring at my reflection in the mirror. Although I didn’t want the makeover, Princess Natira had done an amazing job. My makeup was flawless. My green eyes were accented with false eyelashes and bold, black eyeliner. She matched the foundation to my skin perfectly and added some bronzer and a little bit of blush. She pulled it all together by swiping on a red lipstick that complimented my skin tone.

      My hair was half-up, half-down, with the bottom half curled and falling on my breasts. The gown that she picked up was not only beautiful, but also cut very low. Between the cut and the push-up bra, my breasts were on full display. I was torn between feeling good about myself and looking like a slut.

             “My brother fucking owes me.” She spun me around in the chair. One of the other girls gasped.

             “You look like a movie star!” She spoke in a British accent. I blushed. I was not used to this sort of attention. The other girls nodded in agreement.

             “Thank you,” I said. “You’re all gorgeous as well.” Princess Natira must have done their hair and makeup, too.

             “Welcome to your new life, sis,” Natira said. “This is just the very beginning of your time as an Athim Princess.”
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      Princess Natira had left the room for a moment, leaving me alone with the four other humans. The first to speak was the one who had called me a movie star.

             “You’re the president’s daughter, correct?” she asked.

             “I am,” I responded. “Or maybe I should say that I was? In my opinion, he relinquished his parental rights the moment that he signed those trade documents.”

             “They’ve all been talking about you for days,” she said. “Natira said Modric is obsessed with you. Like, OBSESSED. We all thought he was going to pick one of us as his wife, but then you came into the picture and he never visited us again. Today was the first day that we’ve seen him in a while.”

           “What did he do when he visited you?” I asked. The more I could learn about Prince Modric from these girls, the better.

           “He just talked to us, really,” she said. “They treat us really well here. We sleep in the poshest beds. We get every meal prepared for us. The only thing that kind of sucks is the fact that we have to stay in here with Natira most of the day. She’s teaching us both the Athim and the Hallon languages. But you probably only have to learn the Athim language, since you’re an Athim princess now.”

           “I’m Rachelle,” another girl interjected, stretching her hand forward. “I will be the first to admit, the first couple of days here were really rough, but I’m starting to like this life better than my life on Earth.”

           “It’s true,” the third girl spoke. “It’s very nice here. We’ve all been here for about a month. It does take some adjustment, but it’s much different from the lives we led in England.”

           “Are you all from England?” I asked.

           “We are. I’m Brenda,” the third girl spoke again. “That’s actually my sister, Kelly.” She pointed to the fourth girl who was sitting in the corner. She looked younger than the others.

           “She’s quite shy,” Brenda explained. Kelly shrugged.

           “I am,” she said. “I don’t think that’s necessarily a bad thing. I’m just soaking it all in.”

           I nodded, letting her know that I understood. Similarly, I was the same in most situations. I’d rather sit back and observe than talk.

           “You’re the last arrival before we head to Hallon,” the first girl said. “Us four will be traded once again to the Hallon people. I’m not sure what your plans are after that, but I will tell you one thing… you need to be careful around Modric.”

      “Nellie!” Brenda interjected. “She just got on the ship! This is her first day here. Don’t scare the poor girl!”

             “Oh, I’m way past terrified,” I admitted. “Nothing she could say would make this worse.”

             “Funny you’d say that,” Nellie spoke. She reached for a small bag next to her and retrieved a device that looked like a cellphone.

             “Watch this,” she shoved the device into my hands. It was a choppy video of Prince Modric talking with another alien. Neither of the aliens looked happy. There was a lot of shouting in the Athim language.

      Suddenly, Prince Modric’s body began to transform. The subtle scales on his skin intensified and a dragon tail busted through his pants. His body doubled, then tripled in size. Before I knew it, both aliens had morphed into full dragons.

      Prince Modric attacked the other dragon mercilessly. He swung his tail at the enemy dragon and swatted him with his claws. The enemy dragon attempted to fight back, but it was clear that he’d be losing this battle. Within seconds, the enemy dragon lay dead on the ground. Modric quickly transformed back into an alien, grabbing his torn pair of shorts to cover his now naked body.

      The device fell from my hands and onto the floor with a thud. Nellie noticed the expression on my face.

             “So, Princess,” she said. “Are you more shocked that he turned into a dragon, killed that alien in seconds, or that he has a massive cock?”

             To be honest, I wasn’t sure which of the three were more surprising to me. All were equally shocking in their own way. Before I could answer, Princess Natira entered the room. Nellie kicked the device under the table.

             “Freya, your man is ready for you,” she announced. Modric walked in the room behind her, his eyes widening when he saw me.

             “Down, boy,” she laughed, playfully slapping her brother. “Take it easy with this one, she seems like a good human.”

             He nodded and extended his hand out to me. I rose from the couch and took his hand. My eyes briefly wandered down to his pants, spying the girthy bulge underneath. Must not think about that. Must not…

           “Thanks, Princess Natira,” I said.

           “You don’t have to call me Princess,” she said. “We’re equals. You can just call me Natira.”

           I nodded.

             “Have fun, you two!” Natira called after us as we left the room. I looked at Prince Modric, but his face was emotionless. The door shut, leaving us alone in the empty corridor.

             “You look pretty,” he said. He seemed particularly fascinated with my hair. He reached down and touched it. To my surprise, I didn’t move back, despite what I had just seen on the video.

             “Thank you.” I wasn’t sure what else to say. I was petrified of him, especially after seeing him murder another alien. We were both quiet as we continued down the hallway. We finally stopped outside another room.

             “We have dinner now,” Prince Modric said, opening the door with his fingerprints. “Your favorite, steak and shrimp.”

             I was surprised that he knew my favorite meal. I had not told anyone my food preferences, but I did notice an Athim soldier talking to Tiffany before the ceremony. She must have divulged some of my favorite things. I was pleased that he had cared about my food choices, but I was still upset with what I had just seen. If I angered him, would he turn into a dragon and kill me, too?

           The door slid shut behind us. We were alone in the room. There was a small table set up with a candle and red roses. He pulled my chair out for me and I sat down.

             After he sat down across from me, he spoke.

             “You look different from before,” he said.

             I had to laugh. Although Natira had worked her magic on me, I didn’t think I looked that much different from this morning.

             “Not hair or makeup, but face. You’re… sad?”

             “I just… I saw something before you came back,” I admitted. His eyes urged me to continue. I hesitated, but knew that I had to say something.

             “Nellie showed me this video. It was violent. It was a video of you and another Athim. You were fighting and turned into dragons. You killed him!” I blurted out. I expected him to get angry, but his face remained fathomless.

             “He disrespected me. I do not like it,” Prince Modric said matter-of-factly.

             “Do you get angry often?” I asked. “Do I have to watch what I say around you? Will you kill me?”

             “No,” he spoke softly. “You’re my wife. I will never hurt you, Freya.”

             I wanted to believe him, but I couldn’t trust anyone, especially after what my father did to me. I decided not to push the issue further. The butler arrived with our food and we ate in silence. After our plates were cleared, Modric spoke again.

             “Please do not fear me,” he said. “I just want you happy.”

             I shook my head, still irked there was no trace of emotion on his face.

             “I will try not to fear you,” I said. I didn’t want to make any concrete promises. “The video was just… alarming.”

             He looked puzzled, and I realized he didn’t know what alarming meant.

             “Alarming. It means upsetting. It upset me, Prince Modric.” I explained.

             “Understood.” That was the end of the conversation about the dragon fight. “No need to call me Prince,” he spoke again. “I’m Modric. You’re Freya. We’re one.”

           “We’re not one,” I said. “You’re acting like I’m voluntarily here. I’m not.”

           I was suddenly angry, even more so when Modric again failed to show any emotion.

           “Ok,” he said. We did not speak again after that.

             Shortly after, we went to the sleeping quarters. The room was massive, almost four times the size of my bedroom in the White House. He pointed to a closet on the right side of the room and instructed me to get ready for bed.

           “Are we sharing this room?” I asked. As he nodded, my stomach sank. We would be sharing the same bed. Did that mean we would be having sex tonight? I was definitely not ready for that.

             He motioned for me to enter the closet. As I opened the closet door, my jaw dropped. The room was filled with clothes, shoes, and accessories from top to bottom. I had never seen anything like it, albeit in the movies.

             “You like?” He smiled. He was obviously pleased that he could provide me with such a luxury.

             “I do,” I said. “But, where are my pajamas?”

             He walked over to a drawer and opened it. I peered inside and saw lots of lacy lingerie. I did not want to wear any.

             “Pajamas,” he pointed. I shook my head.

             “This is lingerie,” I picked up one of the outfits. The back consisted of a single string. If I wore that, my entire ass would be on display. I had assumed that was the point.

             “Pajamas. Human pajamas. Not like?” He wasn’t understanding the difference between lingerie and normal pajamas, which consisted of an oversized t-shirt and yoga pants. I would have to talk to the girls about this tomorrow. Maybe Natira could explain the difference to him.

           “I’m not wearing this,” I told him sternly. I searched the closet for an alternative for the night. I found a plain t-shirt and jeans. Although it would be uncomfortable, it would fully cover me. It also would give Modric the impression that my body was off limits.

           “You not wear that,” he grabbed the clothing from my hands. “You wear this.”

           He replaced the clothes with a red lace trim teddy. It was completely see-through. If I wore that, my body would be very visible, nipples and all.

           “No,” I protested. “I’m not…”

           “You are!” he interrupted me. Flashes of him morphing into a dragon went through my head. Although he said he wouldn’t hurt me, the tone of his voice scared me.

           “This is stupid,” I told him. “You can’t force me to wear this type of clothing and lay in the bed next to you. We’re not having sex.”

           “We’re doing whatever I say,” he said, growing angry. “You may be wife, but I’m still the Prince of Athim.”

           “Whatever,” I said. “I’ll fucking wear this, but we’re not having sex.”

          I took the teddy from his hands. I shot him a dirty look and went into the bathroom. Like the closet, it was stocked with all the essentials that I needed. I pulled my hair up, removed my makeup, and changed into the teddy.

           I examined myself in the mirror. I felt extremely uncomfortable in something like this, although I did fill it out nicely. Despite looking good, I felt awful. I didn’t want to have sex with this monster.

             I walked back into the bedroom. Modric was in the bed, a blanket covering his body. He looked over at me and smiled. I did not return the smile. I was furious. How could he just yell at me and then smile at me minutes later? What a psychopath.

           He patted the bed next to him, inviting me to join him. I would do as I was told, only because I was scared of what he might do. However, I would refuse to get under the covers with him. I would rather freeze to death on top of the covers than be with him below the covers.

           “Are you getting in?” he asked. I shook my head.

           “I will sleep on top of the covers until you get me more suitable pajamas,” I told him. I refused to look at him again.

             Once I was settled on top of the covers, he turned off the lights. We lay in the dark in silence.

           “Goodnight, Freya,” he said. “I hope you enjoyed your first day on the ship.”

      I didn’t respond to him. Instead, I braced myself for his hands on my body. To my surprise, I soon heard him softly snoring. He hadn’t even tried to make a move on me. I felt conflicted. As much as I didn’t want to be here, I couldn’t stop thinking of the brief glimpse that I had of his cock. I had a feeling that I would soon being battling my own inner fight between my head and my body.
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      Predictably, I slept awful, despite the bed being extremely comfortable. When I could fall asleep, I had an awful dream that Modric and I had sex. The beginning of the dream wasn’t awful. It was actually very good, but halfway through, he turned into a dragon and nearly killed me. I woke up in a cold sweat. Modric was still asleep and had a smile on his sleeping face. I could only imagine what he was dreaming of.

      Modric woke up early the next morning. He turned over to face me. He looked refreshed and eager to start the new day.

      “Good morning, Freya,” he smiled. “Sleep good?”

      “No,” I said. “I didn’t sleep well. I need different pajamas for starters. I also slept in a bed with an alien who recently murdered someone.”

      Once again, his face was emotionless. He didn’t say anything, angering me more.

      “Why do you never have any emotions on your face except happy and angry?” I blurted out. The lack of sleep and events of the past forty-eight hours had begun to take a toll on me. Even though I was scared that he would yell at me, I also didn’t want to hold back.

      “Athims different than you,” he spoke in his broken English. “Humans have more facial muscles to show feelings. Athims, no. We feel things, but hard time showing them.”

      I rolled my eyes, but accepted his explanation as he continued to speak.

      “You should start with Natira today, but you need more sleep. I will leave you alone for now. Much work to be done. I come back later.”

      I didn’t protest. Sleeping alone sounded magical. If I could only talk him into doing it every night, I would hate this ship even less.

      True to his word, Modric let me sleep for a few extra hours. He came back later and instructed me to get ready to join the other girls for my daily Athim language lesson.

      “I get shower started for you,” he said. I got out of bed and stretched as I heard the shower begin to run.

      “I like it hot!” I called out to him as I walked towards the bathroom.

      “So do I,” he said, as I walked into the bathroom. I was still in my red teddy. I had almost forgotten about it.

      “I’m sorry for last night,” he continued to speak. “I frustrated sometimes. Then you get sad and I get mad and I’m sorry.”

      “I was a little harsh, too,” I said. “Please just work on getting me normal pajamas and I promise tonight will go much smoother.”

      He smiled as he tested the temperature of the water with his hands. Satisfied, he walked towards the small bathroom closet and produced a large, white fluffy towel. He set it down on the counter as he left the room.

      “You do look hot though!” he said from the bedroom. Well, he wasn’t wrong. I did look good, but the whole situation was still wrong.

      As with the rest of the ship, the shower was absolutely amazing. There were two shower-heads, one in front of me and one behind me. The perfect shower for sex, I thought. As soon as the thought entered my head, I shook it away.

      After my long shower, I went to the closet and fingered through the clothes. Most of them were way too revealing and sexy for my liking. I finally settled on a light pink baby doll dress. While it was short, it was one of the less skimpy items to choose from.

      After getting dressed, I blow dried and straightened my hair. I also decided to try a little bronzer and lip gloss. I looked at my reflection in the mirror. I looked fresh. Modric walked back into the bedroom from the hallway as I walked back in from the bathroom.

      “I like that dress on you,” he said. “Natira picked out all of those clothes for you.”

      It made more sense now. Based on Natira’s outfit yesterday, she seemed like a woman who liked to show off her body. She oozed sexuality.

      “Are you ready to meet up with the others?” he asked, reaching out for my hand. I reluctantly gave it to him. He had apologized for last night. I supposed that I could play along with his façade that we were a happily married couple.

      “I am,” I said. “But, if I have to work on the Athim language, you have to work on your English,” I said. He nodded.

      “Good idea,” he said. “Good idea.”

      We left the room and headed towards the study room. As soon as he opened the door, I heard Nellie.

      “Well, well, well,” she said, in a slow drawl. “Look at this. The princess finally decided to join us.”

      I shot her a dirty look, something I was becoming accustomed to doing on the ship. Before I could open my mouth to reply to her, Natira spoke.

      “Nellie,” she said firmly. “I told you once before and I won’t tell you again, Freya has a different set of circumstances on this ship. She’s a princess. You’re not her equal. If she wants to come late to the lesson, she can. If she doesn’t want to show up to the lesson, she doesn’t have to. You need to focus on Nellie, not Freya.”

      Nellie looked ashamed that she was yelled at and quickly sat down. I sensed that Natira ran a tight ship. Modric spoke to Natira again in Athim. After their conversation was done, he came back to me.

      “Dinner tonight?” he asked. It wasn’t like I had a choice, but I nodded anyway.

      “Of course,” I replied. He smiled and left the room.

      Natira walked to the other side of the room and returned with three large books. She set them down on the table in front of me with a thud.

      “Sit,” she said. “It’s time to learn.”

      I spent the next few hours learning the basic Athim words. I wasn’t impressed. I knew it would be beneficial if I learned the language, but I had no desire to do so.

      Luckily, the time went by rather quickly, and I found myself at dinner again with Modric. Despite his attempts to have a conversation, we ate in complete silence. I was frustrated with my lessons and had no desire to talk with him.

      “I have a surprise for you in the bedroom,” he said, as we walked towards our room. I felt nervous. What had he planned?

           My worries were squashed when we entered the room. A stack of black yoga pants and cozy t-shirts were on the bed. I wasn’t sure how he obtained them, but I didn’t question the results.

           “Thank you.” I smiled at him. He smiled back.

           “Remember,” he said. “Tell me anything you need, Freya, and it shall be yours.”

           His English was less choppy than before, I noted. Had he learned that fast?

           “Did you work on your English today?” I asked. He nodded proudly.

           “Is very easy compared to Athim language,” he laughed. “I feel bad that you have to learn our language.”

           “Well, it’s not like there is anything else to do on this ship,” I said. “I might as well learn it, so I can understand what you and your sister are talking about.”

           He chuckled as I grabbed my new clothes and put them all of them away in the closet, except for the two pieces that I was going to wear to bed. I quickly dressed and came back out of the closet. Modric lay in the bed.

           “You look comfortable,” he said. I pulled the covers down and got in next to him.

           “I am,” I said. “Thank you.”

           He nodded and turned the lights off. Again, he still didn’t try to initiate sexual contact, which baffled me. I knew that I made it very clear that we wouldn’t be having sex, but I hadn’t actually expected him to listen to me. Honestly, I thought that the prince would do whatever, and I’d be powerless to stop him. I fell asleep wondering if and when he would ever try to make a move on me.

           “I hate this language,” I said the next morning during class. Natira shot a nasty look my way from across the room.

           “You need to learn it,” she said. “The Athim people need to be able to communicate with their princess.”

           “It’s so clunky!” I protested. “Modric basically learned the entire English language yesterday and I’m stuck on basic Athim words!”

             The Athim language was confusing. It was clumsy and there were far too many exceptions to the rules. I found myself growing increasingly annoyed with the teachings of Natira. Like Modric, she was rather emotionless. She was very strict and wanted us to stay on plan each day. She also hated chit-chat.

      I did, however, enjoy my time with the other girls. When Natira left the room, we traded stories about our experiences.

      “Can Freya come to our room tonight?” Rachelle asked Natira after class that day.

      “For what?” Natira asked.

      “We just want to show the room to her,” Brenda said. “She hasn’t seen it before.”

      Natira shrugged.

      “I don’t care; just make sure you aren’t late to dinner with Modric,” she said to me.

           We left Natira in the room and traveled to the other side of the ship to the girls’ shared bedroom. Inside, there were four twin-sized beds. They were very soft and comfortable, but nothing compared to my gigantic marital bed. They also had one shared closet that was a third of the size of mine. I dared not tell them about my room. It seemed as if I were the only one that received royal treatment.

           “Do you like it?” Kelly asked. She was obviously proud of their living arrangements, giving me a sense she was used to very little.

           “It’s probably nothing compared to her house in the White House,” Nellie sneered. I turned to look at her.

           “What’s your deal with me?” I asked. I already I knew what her deal was. She was jealous of me but would never admit to it. She didn’t respond. Instead, she walked over and threw herself on her bed.

           “I’m tired,” she announced to no one in particular.

           The next couple of days were very uneventful. It was the same tired routine, day in and day out. I would wake up, have breakfast with Modric, and then not see him for the rest of the day. He attended to his business on the ship, and I went to my Athim language lessons.

      “You’ve been here for a week now,” Nellie commented one day. I looked up from my book.

      “I guess I have been,” I said. I didn’t particularly like conversing with her after our conversations earlier in the week.

      “How are you adjusting, Freya?” Rachelle asked.

      “I hate it,” I admitted, closing my book. “You know that we’re only here because of our hair color. I’m half-tempted to shave all mine off. Maybe Modric will divorce me and send me back to Earth.”

             “I’m not sure that I feel the same way,” Brenda said. “So far, I’m treated here much better than I ever was on Earth. I had such an awful experience on Earth.” Something trembled in her face, making me wonder just what kind of experience. “This is actually a blessing in disguise. For once, I have something to thank my red hair for!”

           “You don’t even know what’s ahead,” I said. “What if the other aliens treat you like shit?”

           “I don’t think they will,” Rachelle said. “From what I’ve heard, they’re pretty much just like the Athims.”

           “You’ve heard wrong,” I said, leaning across the table. “The Hallon race is the worst of all the aliens in the entire universe. They invaded Washington, D.C. last year. Because of them, I was forced to live in a small bunker underneath the White House for nearly two weeks. During that time, my mother grew very sick and we couldn’t get help for her. After we came out, we found out that she developed brain cancer. Those two weeks in that bunker were some of the worst in my life.”

           Kelly looked at me from across the table.

           “I’m so sorry,” she said. I shrugged.

           “It is what it is,” I told her. It occurred to me that the Hallons didn’t invade any other country on earth. So why would they know about the perils of it personally? “I just don’t want you girls thinking that it’s going to be amazing on Hallon. Chances are, it’s not.”

      Nellie examined me for a moment. “I just hope that when I get traded to the other aliens that I end up with one as considerate as Modric. He really hasn’t tried anything on you?” I saw her attempt to change the subject, and appreciated it.

             I shook my head.

             “Not that it’s any of your business, but he hasn’t tried a thing,” I admitted. “We’re very routine – Wake up, go our separate ways, meet for dinner, go to bed, and do it all again the next day. He’s actually very polite.”

             I wasn’t lying. He was very polite. He was always opening doors and pulling out my chair. He never showed one ounce of anger towards me since the first night. It was as if he’d researched up all the human forms of courtesy and then tried them all out on me. I didn’t know what to think about it, but I wasn’t exactly… opposed to it.

             With his English improving and my learning of the Athim language, our dinner conversations grew. I learned glimmers of his life and got the impression that despite the fact he was a prince, and he had such a bold, loyal sister, his life sounded lonely. Always going on state meetings, having little to no friends, and put on a pedestal.

      I could relate somewhat to the pedestal part, and the loneliness.

      Later that night, Modric began to tell me about the current mission that we were on. We were presently headed to a jump point that Modric had received intel on. After we reached the jump point, we would head to the planet of Hallon, where the Hallon leader, King Ryu, would greet us.

             I quickly learned that jump points were very important in space. Whoever controlled a jump point also controlled all trade within that jump point. The jump point that we were traveling to was one of the most crucial ones in the entire universe. It had direct access to Hallon and the two main Athim worlds. If the Athims’ enemy, the Hallons, gained full access, it could mean an invasion.

             We were traveling to the jump point for another reason, as well. Modric would be trading some of the girls to King Ryu as a peace offering. Humans were unheard of in this region of space. The four girls were extremely valuable – worth billions in local currencies. As much as I had despised being traded, I began to understand and accept why humans were traded. I didn’t agree with it, but I understood.

           The next day at class, we talked about the mission.

      “The Hallons are infatuated with red hair,” Natira said. As time went on, she became less cold to us and more inviting.

      “The Hallon women often color their hair and fins red,” she continued to speak. “They love the look, but the Hallon men want to naturally pass the trait onto their offspring.”

      I watched as looks of panic began to fill the girls’ faces. Whether we agreed with it or not, we understood what Natira was implying. The girls would be having sex with the Hallon aliens.

      “I’ve had sex with humans,” Nellie said, though she looked alarmed. “Is sex with aliens much different?” She looked specifically at Natira and me.

           “I like girls,” Natira admitted. “I’ve never experienced sex with a male of any species. Yet.”

           I wasn’t surprised, based on the comments she had made to me earlier. The girls turned their attention to me.

           “What about you, Freya?” Nellie asked. “What is sex with him like?”

           “I’m not sure,” I told them. “We haven’t had it yet.”

           They all looked shocked, especially Natira.

           “What?” she asked. “You haven’t had sex yet?”

           I shook my head.

           “We haven’t even kissed yet,” I confessed. “He hasn’t tried anything.”

           No one knew what to say. To be honest, I didn’t know what to say, either. I was beginning to think something was wrong with me. Everyone had told me how Modric was obsessed with me, but he was acting anything but.

           “That doesn’t sound like, Modric,” Natira commented.

             “Well, you do hook up with Modric, you will let us know?” Rachelle asked eagerly.

             “Of course,” I said, but truthfully, I was starting to believe that Modric and I would never consummate our marriage.
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      After class that day, I headed towards the dining room to meet Modric for dinner. I was starving and couldn’t wait to see what was served that night. I had secretly hoped that Modric could read my mind and would be serving pizza. I hadn’t eaten a good slice in a while. A delicious pizza dinner could change my mind about things, including Modric.

      I had been granted access to roam the ship freely, something the other girls didn’t have. Natira had to accompany them everywhere. I was grateful that I had a small amount of freedom.

             As I was walking, I heard a commotion in the main section of the ship where the command room was.  The main section was surrounded by windows and I had a clear view of what was happening inside.

             Modric was yelling at another Athim and shaking his finger in his face. The soldier wasn’t backing down, although Modric was his superior. They continued to yell at one another as Modric pointed at one of the main screens. The soldier shook his finger in Modric’s face. A chill ran through me. This looked ominously closed to the disrespecting that caused Modric to kill someone before.

      Both men began to morph into dragons. As I saw in the video, Modric’s clothes ripped right off him as he turned into a massive, blue scaled dragon. The command room was barely big enough to contain both of them in dragon form.

             The two dragons hissed at each other before Modric struck first. I looked around for help, but was frozen in place. Although I knew Modric had capabilities of transforming into a dragon, it was much scarier to see it happen right before my eyes.

             The fight continued with each dragon taking a turn striking the other. Claws and teeth slashed off their blue, scaly hides. The dragon opposing Modric clearly appeared to have the worst of it. Cuts materialized on his snout, and he let out a long, whimpering groan, now cowering, wings tucked, hunched in like a frightened dog. It seemed to be the cue. They began to morph back into alien form. Once fully turned back into aliens, Modric grabbed his clothes from the floor and pointed at the dejected soldier. Modric had obviously won the fight. He headed towards the door. I was desperate for neither of them to see me.

             I sprinted down the hallway, not stopping until I reached the dining room. Despite being in good health, I was out of breath. I had never run so fast in my life.

            After unlocking the door with my fingerprints, I thrust open the dining room door and sat down in my seat. It took Modric a few minutes to show up, but I wasn’t surprised. The clothes he was wearing prior to the fight were ruined. He needed a whole new outfit for dinner.

             He looked good when he finally did arrive. He wore a black suit and carried a bouquet of yellow Gerber daisies.

             “For you.” He handed me the flowers before sitting down. I was nervous to make eye contact with him. Just minutes ago, he was a violent dragon, and now he was back to normal. He seemed unbothered by the whole thing, which made me question how often this happened. Perhaps it was an Athim thing. Turning into dragons and fighting. As casual to them as breathing air.

             “What’s wrong?” He picked up on my obviously distraught facial expression. I shook my head, not wanting to admit that I had saw his fight.

             “Nothing,” I lied. “Let’s eat.”

           “I can tell by your facial expression that you’re upset,” he said. “Tell me what is wrong.”

           I debated telling him what I had seen but was afraid that he would yell at me. A part of me also felt surprised how easily he picked up on my upset attitude, given that Athim don’t experience as much of an emotional range as humans.

           “It was just a long day of lessons,” I lied. He nodded as if he understood. I wondered if he believed me.

             Our meal was silent, but not without Modric trying. He was asking me many questions about my former life on Earth, even mentioning that maybe Tiffany could come visit soon. I grew angry that he acted so nonchalant.

           “What’s wrong with you, Freya?” he asked. “I thought inviting Tiffany to Athim would appease you.”

           “I saw you fighting with that soldier,” I burst out. “You turned into a dragon again! Do you do that often?”

           “I told you earlier, Freya. I only do that when I’m angry. It’s not on purpose. To be honest, I don’t have much control over it. If I reach a certain point, I morph. It’s something I have done since I was a little one.”

           His words brought me zero comfort. I feared that I would send him over the edge and he would morph into a dragon.

           “He was defying my orders,” Modric continued to speak. “There is some space debris on our radar. He seems to think it’s not an issue, but I know better. If space debris contacts our ship, it can be very bad.”

           I nodded. Although I understood why Modric was mad, it didn’t make it any easier to accept that I had watched him turn into a dragon twice – Once on video, and once in front of me.

           “What are you doing anyway, to see me transform?” he asked. I could tell he was growing upset. “Were you spying on me?”

           Now, it was my turn to be angry.

           “No, I wasn’t spying on you,” I said. “I walked by the command room on my way here and saw it happen right in front of my eyes. Am I just supposed to pretend it’s OK that you morph into a dragon and attack a shipmate?”

           “Yes!” he said. “You’re my wife. You must accept the fact that I’m a dragon shifter.”

             “How is any of this okay with you?” I questioned, aware I might be pushing him to the point of no return. “Don’t you see anything wrong with this picture? You traded for me. I didn’t fall in love with you and voluntarily join you on this mission. I’m only here because my father betrayed me and for some reason, you wanted me. And if you wanted me so badly, why haven’t we…”

             I stopped myself before I could go any further. I wanted to ask why we hadn’t had sex yet, but I didn’t want him to think that it had bothered me. Given that I was the one who put the demand to not do it. I think a part of me never expected him to actually obey. While he didn’t show any emotion on his face, I could tell that he was hurt by my words.

             “You’re angry,” he said, lowering his voice.

             “Of course, I’m angry,” I yelled. “I had a good life on Earth before you came along! I was going to college to be a teacher. I had friends and I had a guy that was special to me. I was going to be someone in life, and now I’m just a trophy wife to some alien that sometimes turns into a dragon!”

             He carefully analyzed my facial expressions.

             “I don’t understand why you’re so upset, Freya,” he said. “I thought you liked your life on the ship. I give you everything you want. You have the best bedroom on the ship. I give you great meals with wine and give you flowers. You have freedom. You’re a princess.”

             He was genuinely confused, and I felt bad for exploding. He honestly believed that he was giving me a good life. He was, in one way, but the fact remained that I wasn’t here voluntarily. He ripped me from my life on Earth and had expected me to accept my new life immediately. Life didn’t work that way.

             “I’ve just had a rough day,” I sighed. “On top of seeing you morph into a dragon, I struggled with our lesson today. Learning your language from Natira is exhausting. She’s not a very patient teacher.”

             He let out a loud laugh. I liked when he laughed.

             “She isn’t, but she means well. She likes you, too. I don’t think she cares much for the other girls.”

             I wanted to tell her that she had thrown more sexual innuendos my way than he had, but again, I stopped myself. This was obviously not the time. Plus, I wasn’t sure if I was ready to be intimate with Modric. I had thought about it more often lately, but his size also frightened me. That is, not just with his body, but with down under as well. I’d only caught glimpses. But that was enough for me to think it might be either pleasurable or painful.

      Or both.

             “I just get frustrated with the situation sometimes,” I confessed. “This is all so new for me. I really do appreciate everything that you have done for me, but it’s still hard adjusting to this new life. I’m sorry I sometimes get angry at you.”

             He nodded, understanding the words coming out of my mouth.

             “It’ll get better,” he promised. “I’m very stressed as well. I want to reach the jump point and see what the Hallons are doing. I really do think they’ll be impressed with the other girls. Once I trade the girls, it may completely change our relationship with the Hallons for the better. It may put our race into a favorable position. I need this mission to go well.”

             He continued to reveal his fears about the future and told me about his past. I settled to listen, glad for an opportunity to understand him better. I did want us on a level to get on. I wanted there to be a connect between the person who gave me gifts and tried to the personality inside. To understand he wasn’t just some monster, but someone worth knowing. Even if I wasn’t sure about this whole relationship thing, at least I could… try to do something.

      His father, King Juri, had sent him out on the ship to carry out different diplomacy missions. King Juri wanted his son to visit jump spots and different planets, collecting resources that would be valuable to the Athim race.

             “I’m glad he did, because I have you,” he admitted. The first sliver of something that made me pause. That sounded awfully like an admittance of affection, love, whatever. But how could we be? We had never done anything noteworthy together. “But I want to conquer more. I want to stop the Hallons from running all over the universe. I want to find a habitable planet and colonize it. Could you imagine if you and I had our own planet? Don’t get me wrong, Athim is a great planet, but I’ve always wanted to have my own and get away from my father.”

           I understood this more than he realized. Spending the last several years in the White House, I often wanted to escape and be on my own. Now I was, but not in the ways I had dreamed of, prior to the trade. But getting away from a restrictive father? I got that.

             “That would be cool,” I said, but noticed the word had thrown him for a loop. My lips curved upward. “Cool. It’s like ‘nice’ or ‘fun’, it’s a good word.”

             He was reassured by my explanation and smiled at me. I had to admit, his smile did have a calming effect on me. His teeth were blinding white and perfect.

             “I have some business to attend to before bed.” He rose from the table. “Will you be OK on your own for a bit?”

             I nodded, secretly pleased that I would have some alone time. Getting alone time was rare, but when I had it, I cherished it. It gave me time to mediate, which helped alleviate some of the stress I had encountered in the past week. It didn’t completely calm me down, but it had helped.

             I expected him to turn around and head for the door, but he walked to my side of the table. He leaned down and awkwardly kissed my forehead.

             “I will see you soon,” he said, walking away before I could respond. The door sealed shut behind him, leaving me alone in the dining room. I sat there for a few minutes, pondering what had just happened. My heart beat faster, and there was still a dampness clinging where he touched his lips with my skin.

             It was the first intimate moment that we had shared. Despite being awkward, I liked it and yearned for more. I felt conflicted that I liked the physical contact with him. While my mind tried to push Modric away, my body opened itself up to the situation, evident from the chills coursing through it.

             I half-way floated to my room, thinking of Modric and that lingering kiss. I hoped his business didn’t take too long. I wanted to lay next to him in bed. Maybe now that he had kissed my forehead, he would try more. Or maybe he needed an extra push.

             I walked into the empty bedroom and headed straight for my closet. Although Modric had magically acquired proper pajamas for me, I ignored those clothes and I went straight for the lingerie drawer. I wanted to look good for him. I wanted him to try more.

             I fingered a white see-through teddy with matching thigh-highs and a garter belt. White. Virginal. The imagery floated through my head, and I took several deep breaths, wondering.

      Should I?

             I went into the bathroom and slowly undressed myself in front of the mirror, pretending I was putting on a show for Modric. I wanted to see if I’d like the image, or if I’d shrink away from the illusion. Either the chill of the bathroom or the excitement in my belly caused my nipples to harden. I cupped my round breasts as I closed my eyes. I slid my fingers upward and twisted a nipple in between each one. In my mind, Modric stood behind me, his hands replacing mine. I could imagine his breath on my neck as his other hand traveled down to my flat stomach. While I wasn’t here voluntarily, I might as well make the most of it. It could have been worse. I could have been completely turned off by Modric. He could have taken me instantly. But he didn’t. Such patience for a prince. Someone who undoubtedly wouldn’t be used to defiance. I read and saw plenty of examples of men who would rather choke themselves to death on their own pride, who felt like they had a right to the women around them. But not Modric. Yes… I could get into this.

           The ship jolted, snapping me back into reality. While we had hit turbulence in the past, it never felt like this. It was more jarring and violent than before. The initial jolt was followed by a steady shaking. A few seconds passed, and the shaking subsided.

             I shook my head, cursing the turbulence for ruining my fantasy. I put the lingerie on and exited the bathroom. Unlike prior nights, I kept my hair down and my makeup on.

             I walked towards the bed, and the bedroom door opened. I spun around, surprised to see Natira standing there. We both looked at each other in shock. She looked at me from head to toe, an involuntary spark flickering in her eyes, before speaking. I was uncomfortably reminded she found women attractive.

           “What are you doing here?” I asked, trying to cover myself with my arms.

             “You look great, Freya, but grab a robe,” she frantically commanded. “There’s an emergency and we have got to go… now!”
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      I followed Natira’s commands and bolted towards the closet. I grabbed a white robe, hastily tying it around my nearly naked body.

      “Get some shoes, too!” she called from the bedroom. The ship jolted again.

      I wasn’t sure what was going on, but I grabbed the first pair of sneakers that I could find and put them on. As I shut the light in the closet, the ship lurched forward, causing the insides of my closet to tumble down. I lost my balance and fell, hitting my head on the table that held all my jewelry. Pain radiated through my skull, and I lay there, dazed.

      The ship continued to shake. It was like an earthquake, but one that didn’t want to stop. I finally worked myself off the floor and back out into the bedroom.

      Natira nervously tapped her foot on the floor. I’d never seen her look like this before. As I got closer to her, the lights began to flick on and off rapidly.

      “What the hell’s going on?” I asked, wiping the blood from my forehead. Alarm sliced through me when I saw the blood on my fingers. How bad was I bleeding?

      “We need to get to safety,” she replied. “I’ll explain when we get there, but this is not a good place for us to stay.”

      As she said that, a large picture frame fell off the wall and shattered onto the floor below. We ran out of the room and down the hallway to the command room.

      We entered the room, securing the door behind us. Modric had his back towards me, but I could tell from the way he stood that he was tense. Natira scooted me towards the edge of the room where Nellie was sitting on the floor. Natira pointed down the ground, instructing me to sit. As soon as I did, she rushed back out, desperately looking for the remaining three girls.

      “What’s happening?” I asked, pulling my robe tighter. The room was cold, and I shivered. Nellie looked at my outfit but said nothing on it. She filled me in on what had happened in the past several minutes.

      “I was getting ready to go to my room,” she explained. “Natira accompanied me. We heard shouting coming from the command room and the ship began to shake. Natira pulled me in here and Modric filled her in on what was happening.”

      “Well, what’s happening?” I asked, voice now tinged with irritation. The shaking didn’t subside, and the fearful voice inside said that the ship was failing, somehow.

      “Someone’s attacking us,” she said. “They are not sure why or who, but they aren’t stopping. It’s bad, Freya. I think they can shoot us out of the stars.”

      The seriousness of the situation suddenly hit me. It wasn’t turbulence or a ship malfunction. It was war.

      I remembered how war felt. That oppressive terror and uncertainty. Despite Natira’s orders, I stood up, wanting to see what was happening. Modric had kicked the pilot out of the chair and was now driving the ship. I was pleasantly surprised and even slightly turned on that he was capable of flying the large ship – though if my father had done something similar to any of the staff back in the White House, I doubted he’d be any more skilled than them.

      “We got one!” he yelled triumphantly, raising his fist in the air.

      Natira returned to the room with Rachelle, Brenda, and Kelly. The girls sat down next to Nellie and me. We sat crouched, covering our heads with our hands. It reminded me of the tornado drills that we had to do at school in Michigan when I was younger.

      The battle still raged on despite our ship taking down one of theirs. I deducted from all of the chatter that there was more than one enemy ship, but I was unsure of how many there actually were.

      “It’s a short distance from here to the escape pods,” Natira said over the talk of the Athim working on their ship. “So in case it looks like our shielding fails, we’ll herd you off.”

      The shaking didn’t stop, and every time our ship got hit, we would lurch forward. The ship rocked back and forth so much that Kelly threw up in a recycling bin. I tried to paid attention to the chatter, to what was happening through the viewing ports, but visibility was awful. It seemed most of the visibility came from the scanners. Little red dots on the radars, attacking from miles away. I counted three. Four against one was terrible odds for a spaceship. They could just hammer that one ship until it ran out of ammunition and shielding. I prayed silently for the dots to vanish, then decided I couldn’t watch, and wandered back to the women.

      After what seemed like hours, the shaking stopped. It was eerily quiet. Modric announced that the three remaining ships had disappeared. We had managed to out-run them, despite severe damage to the structure of the ship.

      “This isn’t good,” Natira muttered under her breath. Modric paced the length of the command room, also muttering under his breath. Unlike Natira, he was speaking his Athim language, so I couldn’t understand exactly what he said, though I caught snippets. I just knew that we were in a lot of trouble.
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      After I returned to the room, I started to pick up the mess left behind. Natira said the maid would do it in the morning, but I had to occupy my mind. I was on a damaged spaceship, limping through the universe. Nobody knew who had attacked them, but speculation seemed to be on the Hallon. Which meant that the tribute mission Modric was on might be in jeopardy, or at worst, useless.

      I cursed myself for not learning more about the mechanics of the ship. Modric had asked if I was interested in learning more about it, but I stupidly told him no. Natira tried to make the situation better, but Modric was the only person right now who could calm my fears. Meaning when he was gone, that left the fears free to manifest. However, there was no telling when he would return to our room.

      Once the room was back to normal, I retreated to the bathroom and washed my face. Although it was only a little more than an hour ago, the time I spent in here fantasizing about Modric seemed like a lifetime ago. I took my lingerie off, carefully folding it and putting it away. Perhaps my plan would work another day. I was back to a plain t-shirt and yoga pants. Sex was no longer an option.

      I climbed into bed and felt a little queasy. As I adjusted under the covers, Modric opened the door. He closed the door behind him and made his way over to the bed. He squinted, looking at the cut on my forehead.

      “Freya, what happened to your head?” he asked. With all of the commotion in the command room, he had failed to notice the now bulging bruise on my forehead.

      “One of the jolts made me fall into the jewelry table,” I explained.

      “Are you OK?”

      I nodded.    

      “I am,” I said. “At least physically. I’m scared, Modric. What’s going on out there?”

      He sat down on the bed next to me. He looked extremely distraught. I knew our ship had taken some hits in the fight, but I wasn’t prepared for what came next.

      “We’re in really bad shape,” Modric admitted. “I can’t tell the others because I don’t want to cause panic, but it’s not good.”

      He went into detail about what had happened, though I’d already worked out the finer details. Four enemy fighter ships had attacked ours. He had assumed they were Hallon fighter ships. While he was able to destroy one of them, the other three continued to fire on our ship. While Modric was able to successfully flee from the ships, our ship’s shields were completely worn down. The batteries had been severely damaged, and a blasted airlock would need emergency repairs.

      “What does all this mean?” I asked, biting my bottom lip nervously.

      “I’m not sure,” he spoke softly. “I would love to come and lay with you, but I need to meet with the engineers as soon as possible. I just wanted to come in and check on you. Unfortunately, it’s going to be a long night for me.”

      “Is there anything I can do?” I asked.

      He stood up.

      “No,” he said. “But I must warn you of something. We’ll be losing gravity rapidly. You may start to feel a little light-headed or sick to your stomach. Please just try to stay here in bed and get some sleep.”

      He turned off the lights and left the room. I laid down in the dark, still feeling queasy. After the fight, I felt a sense of relief, but apparently, that was only temporary. A lot had happened in the past hour, leaving me frightened. Despite the situation we were in, my mind still drifted to earlier. Modric had finally shown affection. Although it was a small kiss, it had ignited a fire within me.

      Hard to entertain the idea of an attraction when I knew how close we were to disaster. Just when I’d started entertaining the thought of developing our relationship further… and now this.

      I’m not sure how, but I fell asleep quickly, not waking again until the morning. When I woke, Modric was sitting on the bed next to me.

      “Hello,” he said. I wiped my eyes as I stretched.

      “Good morning,” I replied. “Did you get some sleep last night?”

      “No, I tried to lay down, but I couldn’t fall asleep. It’s OK, though. I took an energy boost shot, so I feel like I’ve slept for hours.”

      This was the first time that I heard of this shot, but I was intrigued. I also knew that there were more important things to discuss.

      “How’s the ship?” I asked, stifling a yawn.

      He frowned.

      “As bad as I expected, if not worse,” he admitted. “We need to find a planet to land on to assess the damage better. We can’t continue on the journey to the jump point.”

      He went on to explain that the gravitational drive had been damaged. While the ship was capable of flying and getting through a jump point, the head pilot and engineers didn’t want to risk a jump point entry with a damaged gravitational drive.

      “You don’t feel well this morning, correct?” Modric asked. Now that he mentioned it, I had still felt sick to my stomach. I nodded.

      “Our microgravity is bad,” he said. “Some of the rooms have zero gravity. You can’t go in those rooms until our ship is better. You may feel sick until this is fixed. There is some effect on you, but for the Athim, is really bad.”

      His English still lacked at times, but I wasn’t about to correct him in a time like this.

      “Is very important that we land our ship as soon as possible,” he continued. “I fear that the longer we’re without gravity, you may become very sick. But, our ship can’t move fast. I know of a small planet we can land on, but it will take a few weeks to get there.”

      “Is there anything I can help with?” I asked. He shook his head.

      “Nothing yet. Maybe when we land on Arilia, that’s the next closest planet. I’m sorry if this is scaring you, but I need to be honest with you, Freya. As my wife, you need to know all the facts. If something happens to me, you need to tell the others what happened.”

      “If something happens to you?”

      He sighed.

      “I have never been in this situation before. I have heard of others having their ships damaged like this and there is one of two outcomes. You either survive or you die. Some great Athim soldiers before me have died in similar situations. I will get very sick before you do. You may survive me.”

      “Don’t talk like that, Modric!” I said, deeply upset by the declaration.

      “Like I said, I don’t mean to scare you, Freya, but you need to be aware of the situation.”

      Just then, Natira entered the room. Her usual glow had diminished. She looked sick as well.

      “The other girls are quarantined,” she told Modric. “The team is working on flying the ship and repairing what they can while we’re in space...”

      “Quarantined?” I interrupted Natira. She glared at Modric.

      “I’m assuming Modric hasn’t told you yet,” she said. “Parts of the ship have zero gravity and you can get very, very ill if you go in those rooms. Unfortunately, the main hallway is at near zero gravity. We have all made the decision to quarantine the humans.”

      “He did tell me about the lack of gravity, but he didn’t quite get to the quarantine part,” I said, shooting Modric a look.

      “Well, until we land, you’re stuck in here,” she continued. “And since Modric is the highest rank on the ship, he needs to stay in here, too. He needs to be in good health when we land. As do I.” She gave a thoughtful purse of her lips.

      I wasn’t sure how to feel. Being stuck in a room reminded me of my mother. My father had also quarantined her to a bedroom in the White House during her final few months of life. She hated it. She told me she wanted to spend time in the gardens, out in the sunshine and fresh air, but my father had vetoed that idea. He didn’t want anyone to see her in that condition.

      Modric and Natira noticed the worry on my face.

      “Aww, it won’t be that bad, Freya,” Natira tried to reassure me. “I’m sure that you’ll find a way to pass the time.” She licked her lips looking at me. Was she implying that Modric and I would finally have sex?

      “I think we’ll spend the time getting to know each other,” Modric said. “And not the way you like it.”

      Natira laughed.

      “Implying that I’m a slut, are we, Modric? I’d rather be slutty than a prude. You have this gorgeous human for the taking, and you haven’t even touched her! You should have seen her last night when I came to get her during the attack. She was ready for you.”

      Modric looked at me, raising his eyebrows. I felt my cheeks turn red. I had hoped this wouldn’t have come up. Trust Natira to say something.

      “She had these white thigh-highs on,” Natira continued. “And this bra that really put her tits...” She motioned upwards with her own breasts.

      “That’s enough, Natira,” Modric said sternly. “What we do together behind closed doors is none of your business.”

      Natira shrugged and turned to leave.

      “Apparently you don’t do enough,” she said.

      “Natira!” Modric yelled.

      “Freya, buzz me if you need anything,” Natira said, obviously unfazed by her brother’s attitude. “I’m going to be in my room until this ship lands, but we can get one of the soldiers to get you whatever you need. Maybe even cock. Or me. I’m not that fussy.”

      Modric threw a book from the nightstand at her, narrowly missing her head. She giggled and closed the door, leaving the two of us alone.

      “I’m sorry about her,” Modric apologized. “Although we’re related, we’re very different. She’s a bit of a wild child, as I’m sure you’ve noticed.”

      “I completely understand,” I said, nodding. “My sister and I were very different as well. But you shouldn’t be so hard on her. She’s just trying to get us to hook up.”

      He raised his eyebrows at me.

      “Do you want that?” he asked.

      “Let’s get through this mess first,” I suggested. “And then we’ll see what happens.”

      A wide smile grew on Modric’s face.

      “I like that idea,” he said.
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      Our ship had been damaged for over a week, and I was starting to lose my mind. But I had to admit, the first few days in quarantine weren’t completely awful. I was actually relieved that I got a break from my Athim language lessons.

       I had also discovered the ship had a large library filled with books on everything and anything. The soldiers gave me a steady stream of books and I read them as fast as they brought them to me. I learned a lot about the Athim culture and their history. Modric loved that I had shown interest in the Athim race. I figured I might as well do some of my wifely duties, if not all of them.

      Unfortunately, despite trying to stay in the room, his condition was deteriorating quickly. At the beginning, he had insisted on leaving the room to talk to the pilot and the others on the ship. There was a constant internal battle between being in control and being in good health. After a few days, he could no longer walk to the command room, which meant our room became home base.

      It scared me to see how quickly his health was going downhill. His once vibrant skin had a dull, almost dead, grey hue. His eyes no longer shone with excitement. The energy boost shots no longer worked. The night prior, I had to feed him some protein mush.

      Most of the day, we weren’t alone, but in the times that we were, I valued them. He taught me more Athim. Surprisingly, he was a much more patient teacher than Natira. I also helped him finetune his English.

      Between the two languages, we could have full conversations. The more I got to know about him, the more I liked him. However, with his health failing and mine beginning to get worse, there was no intimacy.

      We were laying in bed, talking about my past, when Natira came in the room. She looked awful, but not as bad as Modric. I had also learned that gravity affected the Athim men worse than the Athim women. While she wasn’t in top shape, she was much in much better shape than Modric.

      “I need a word with her,” she told Modric. She pointed to the closet door. I got out of bed and followed her. She shut the door behind us.

      “He’s doing really bad, isn’t he?” she asked. I nodded.

      “There are some times that he’s OK,” I explained. “He’ll be lucid, and we have conversations. But there are some times where he just falls asleep mid-sentence. Please tell me we’re close to Arilia.”

      With most of the discussions happening in my bedroom, I had learned everything about our mission to Arilia. It was a small planet, but Modric was confident that if we could make it there, they would allow us to stay until the ship was in top condition. He had been to the planet before and knew some of the top officials. While they weren’t exactly friends, they weren’t exactly enemies, either.

      “We are. In fact, we’re getting ready to land shortly,” she said. “But we need him to be healthy, too. Arilia isn’t exactly the best place for us to land. Modric can’t appear weak. It’s possible as well he’ll need me for some extra tasks.”

      I raised my eyebrows, inviting her to tell me more.

      “Arilia is a very small planet,” she explained. “It’s miniscule compared to Earth. I feel it’s similar in size to the city you came from. The entire planet is the size of Washington, D.C. It’s that small. There is a small tribe of people who make up the population. They are people who previously lived on a planet that Modric conquered. To put it bluntly, they hate Modric. If they see him in this condition, they will eat him alive.”

      This news surprised me.

      “He didn’t tell me any of that,” I said.

      “Of course not,” Natira said. “But everything I just told you is true. If Modric is healthy, he will be fine. I’m just afraid if they see him sick that they will try to attack him for revenge. Do you see why it’s important that we keep him secluded until he’s 100%?”

      “Just when I thought there was a light at the end of the tunnel,” I muttered. Natira nodded in agreement.

      “So, this is why I need your help,” she said. “When we land, me, you, and the other girls need to represent the Athim until the men can heal properly. It shouldn’t take them too long, maybe a couple of hours, but we will need to start the mission. We will need to find Arilians to fix the ship and get other supplies, like food and water. I know Modric will be against you going out there, but I spoke with the others, and they agree. The women need to start this, and there is power in numbers.”

      We devised a plan for me to escape from the room later that night once the ship had landed. While the Arilians knew we were arriving, since communications had contacted them, their government promised to keep it quiet to prevent chaos. We would be arriving at night, while most of the planet was fast asleep. With the right timing, we could get the supplies back to the ship and have the Arilians working on it before we were found out. The hours between midnight and sunrise would also give Modric and the others time to heal.

      Thankfully, Modric was asleep when we stepped out of the closet. Natira quietly left. I sat down on the bed, trying not to make a noise or disrupt his sleep. Despite being sick, he was still beautiful. I cuddled against his body. Once warm and inviting, it was now freezing cold. I pulled the blankets on top of us as he stirred.

      “What did she have to say?” he asked quietly.

      “We’re so close to Arilia,” I whispered, stroking his chest. “We’re landing in a few hours.”

      “I’m not sure I can make it,” he spoke. “If I don’t, make sure everyone knows that this was a casualty of war. The Hallons, they can’t get away with this.”

      “Hush,” I said, trying not to squeak in alarm. “You’re not dying. We’re landing soon, and Natira said within a few hours you’ll be back to normal. I just need you to hang on for a bit longer, Modric. Please. You’re all I have here.”

      It was true. Despite the way our marriage had started out, Modric was the only thing I had left in my life. If he died…

      He shut his eyes but gave a tiny nod. I waited for him to fall back asleep, and began to get dressed for the mission.

      Per Natira’s direction, I changed into jeans, a sweatshirt and a baseball cap to hide my hair. She instructed me to dress warmly and look as plain as possible. The Arilians could not know that I was an Athim Princess or connected to Modric in any way. I was instructed not to talk to any of them, even if they had asked me a question.

      I snuck out of the room, leaving Modric snoring. Once I got out of the room, the others were waiting outside. They were dressed like me.

      “We finally landed!” Brenda exclaimed. “It’s so good to see you, Freya! Isn’t it great to walk around and see each other again? Oh my god, you have been cooped up in there forever with Modric. Did you guys finally knock boots? Tell us all about it!”

      “There’s nothing to say,” I told her. “He’s very sick.”

      I understood that she was excited and tried not to hold it against her. She hadn’t seen Modric or been involved in any of the discussions. Ignorance really was bliss in this case.

      “No time for chit chat, ladies,” Natira said, signaling us towards a side door. We followed her quietly. Two Athim soldiers were stationed by the door. They both looked weak but were in much better condition than Modric.

      “There’s no telling what will be out there,” Natira turned to us. “I’m the lead. and I’ll do all of the talking. Of course, they will know you’re humans, but I don’t want anyone knowing why you’re with us. Especially you, Freya.”

      “Got it,” I said. The other girls nodded in agreement.

      She opened the door. A gust of cold air hit our bodies, signaling that our mission on Arilia began.
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      Natira was right. Arilia was dark and cold. We walked down the metal stairs. The sounds of our soles hitting the stairs were the only thing to break the silence. As soon as we reached the ground, a large vehicle pulled up. The headlights shone bright, nearly blinding us. It surprised me that it was so similar to cars that I had seen on Earth. The vehicle was long, like a limousine. The door opened. Natira motioned for us to go inside.

      The five of us went in, followed by Natira. An alien sat in one of the seats. He was less human looking than an Athim, but spoke perfect English. I couldn’t help but notice that the aliens seemed to love picking up English as a universal indicator. I heard Modric describe it as easy, but it was another thing altogether to see other species use it as their common tongue.

      “Welcome,” he said. “My name is Tabir. I will be guiding you throughout this journey. Where is Prince Modric?”

      “Prince Modric is resting,” Natira spoke. “He will be available in the morning. I’m his sister, Princess Natira. He wanted me to personally thank you for letting us dock in Arilia.”

      “The choice wasn’t mine,” he said dryly, peering at her from above his dark glasses. “It was my wife’s, Idira. It’s my understanding that your brother and her have some history.”

      I looked at Natira, but she had her calm, cool and collected game face on.

      “Yes, I do know of that. We used to be friends as well.”

      Tabir smiled and continued to talk.

      “Idira is resting, too, but will need to meet with Modric in the morning. It’s very imperative.”

      “I’m sure it is,” Natira muttered under her breath. “May I perhaps… persuade her to meet me instead? From my interactions with her, I have seen that she shares… similar interests to me.”

      I tried to search Natira’s face for any clue of who Idira was, but she was too busy playing the part of obedient guest to give anything away.

      “Perhaps.” There was something in Tabir’s face that I didn’t like. “I will take you into the town to get some supplies. I’m sure you’re famished from the long trip,” Tabir said. Natira’s head bobbed in agreement.

      “We are,” she said. “Again, we thank you for allowing us to land on your planet and provide us with resources. We will be forever in debt to you.”

      “Like I said, not my decision, but I will pass the word on,” Tabir responded.

      The ride into town was bumpy, far bumpier than any car ride on a dirt road on Earth. I tried to get glimpses of the planet outside of the window, but the darkness made it difficult. From what I could tell, it was relatively rough and dismal.

      It took a while because the vehicle was moving so slowly, but we finally arrived at the center of town. It consisted of two buildings, a store, and a hospital. Tabir noticed the look on my face.

      “We’re a rather new planet,” he said. “I’m assuming you’re from Earth...”

      Natira cut him off.

      “Please don’t talk to our help, they’ve been instructed not to communicate with anyone.”

      He rolled his eyes, but got out of the vehicle and opened the doors for us. The ground below was rough, covered with large rocks.

      “Be careful, ladies,” Natira instructed us. The last thing any of us needed was a sprained ankle.

      “Idira said you could take some water and food for the time being,” he said. “She will have the rest delivered.”

      We walked into the store, which was dimly lit. It was very small, only four aisles. Tabir stood outside, guarding the door.

      “Who the hell is Idira?” I whispered to Natira. I found myself struggling with a new emotion. Jealousy.

      “She and Modric had a fling in the past,” she said, grabbing some jugs of water from the bottom shelf and putting them into a cart. “But it became clear she had other interests rather than Modric. He thought it best to separate.” Her mouth twisted as she said this.

      “So, she basically owns this planet and has history with Modric?” I wouldn’t let it go. I needed answers.

      Natira laughed.

      “I see you’re becoming quite attached to my brother,” she said. “Have you guys hooked up yet or what?”

      “It’s none of your business, Natira,” I said. She motioned for me to grab a packet of food off the shelf.

      “So that’s a no. I must admit, this whole situation has me very confused. Contrary to popular belief, I’m not the only slut in the family. Our family is pretty much a bunch of sex-crazed Athims. I thought for sure he would have taken advantage of you the first night.”

      My heart suddenly ached. So, Modric was sexual. He liked sex, but had not tried anything more than a kiss with me. Was something wrong with me?

      “Nothing is wrong with you,” Natira said, reading my mind. “In fact, I’ve never seen Modric act this way around someone. He’s so protective of you. It’s actually rather cute. As soon as he saw your picture, it’s like he fell in love. I imagine if you asked him not to do anything, he would resolutely stick to your wish.”

      “When did he see my picture?”

      Natira sighed, realizing she’d said too much.

      “The Americans sent some pictures of women they were willing to trade,” Natira explained. “I was next to Modric when he was going through the pictures. He stopped at your picture and was done. His mind was made up. There was still a huge stack of women to go through, but he refused to look any further.”

      I wasn’t sure how to process this information. On one hand, Modric had picked me from the bunch to be his wife. On the other hand, my father had willingly offered me to Modric. He probably didn’t even have a second thought. Had my sister been on that list?

      “If he’s that attracted to me, why has he only kissed me on the forehead?” I asked. “Do you know how frustrating it’s to sleep next to someone every night and not have any physical intimacy?”

      Natira shook her head and laughed as she threw another packet of food into the cart.

      “That I don’t,” she said. “If someone’s in my bed, we’re fucking. And not just once, like over and over and over again. However, I suspect that this situation is entirely your fault,” she said with a purr. “You ask him not to do anything, he’ll take it as a commandment. It’s up to you whether you want to change it. On another note, I think my brother is doing this whole gentleman routine with you because he respects you. You’re his wife, not just another Idira...”

      “It’s time to go!” Tabir’s voice boomed throughout the small store. “We’ve got one more stop, and then we’ll return. But be fast. We don’t want our people here to realize we’re accommodating… your type.” He looked at Natira as he said this. Her hands rested on her hips.

      “Fine. I trust you won’t do anything to these girls, or you’ll have us to answer to.”

      “Yes,” Tabir said in a dry voice. “Nothing will happen.”

      Natira smiled fiercely, before asking Tabir to call her up a taxi service back to the ship. “Best I’m not caught outside if we are too late,” she said. I watched as she stepped into a sleek black vehicle some two minutes later, feeling a horrible, sinking sensation in my stomach.  I didn’t have any time to continue talking to Natira, but she made something very clear. Idira and Modric had some sort of a sexual past. Escorted by Tabir, we headed off to the next store to collect the rest of the resources we needed, including spare power banks in case anything didn’t work out in flight. We were mostly silent, and Tabir kept checking the time. I think it was probably thirty or so minutes left before he barked at us to finish gathering, and took us back to his vehicle.

      We arrived back at the ship as the sun was began to rise. The two Athim soldiers came to the vehicle to help us unload. They looked much better than we had left them, even though it was only a short time ago. This gave me hope that Modric was improving rapidly as well. A hover-car on the other side seemed parked in place. It didn’t look like the vehicle Natira had scrambled into

      “Uh oh,” Tabir said. “That’s my wife.”

      I gaped at the silvery vehicle. What was going on? Why was Idira here already? Wasn’t she supposed to be here in the morning?

      Well, technically, it’s been morning since after midnight…

      He shook his head, appearing like a long-suffering husband. “Trust her. Well, I suppose I better come in, too. I hope you people have some adequate food.”

      We ventured into the ship, heading off to our separate rooms. The Athim guards escorted Tabir to the kitchen area, and I headed to the bedroom. Modric wasn’t there. I hoped that to be a good sign, that he was up and about, recovered from the sickness.

      I sat on the bed, wondering about what I’d seen and heard. Modric and Idira had history. Idira had approached the spaceship, and Natira returned early as well. Had she arrived at the same time? Before? After? Had Idira been planning to visit Modric alone? All sorts of notions teased through my mine. They’ve had sexual history. What if… what if this Idira had been planning to catch up on it?

      The jealousy writhed inside. Modric’s absence became less of a good thing, and more of a worry.

      Lying here accomplished nothing. I got up with the intention of searching for Modric. Hoping my paranoia was unfounded.

      As I walked to the command room, where I last saw them poring over their scanners to plan against their attackers, I noticed the door to the library was wide open. As we passed the door, I looked in and found Natira writhing on top of a blonde Goddess. They were locked in a passionate kiss.
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      I gaped, for a moment unable to move, or speak. Natira and that woman, Idira, were most certainly naked. Doing sexy naked things. The blonde human moaned beneath the Athim, her legs splayed out, and Natira’s hand danced between her legs.

      Hastily attempting to back out didn’t work. Natira’s attention flicked to me, though the blonde remained paralyzed in pleasure, her eyes squeezed shut. Natira gave me a sultry wink, and my cheeks reddened. I stalked off, wanting to erase what I’d just seen. I finally found Modric in the command room, looking strangely huddled up on himself as he examined something in his hands. It reminded me of an iPad.

      “Hello,” he said in a subdued voice.

      “Hey,” I replied. “Um… are you aware…?”

      “Yes. I know what my sister’s doing.” His eyes appeared flinty. “You know that Idira and I have some history? I’m sure Nadira mentioned something.” When I nodded, he continued. “It was part of the reason Idira and I broke up. Idira showed a lot more interest in her. Since Idira is the ruler here… we knew she’d want a favor. Either from me or Nadira. Turns out the favor is still Nadira.” He clenched his fingers hard over the tablet in his hands. “I’m glad my sister’s doing it. I would have been… uncomfortable.”

      “Wait,” I said. “You needed to do a sexual favor for Idira to land here?”

      “Yes.”

      Holy crap, I thought. That was a thing. “And you were thinking… it would have to be you?”

      “Yes. She might have wanted to humiliate me and anyone I happened to be dating at the time. And of course, if I had a wife… even better.” His smile became thin. “Thankfully, my sister can be very persuasive when she wants to be.”

      I didn’t know what to think about the situation. Natira’s comments earlier about needing herself and Modric to be healthy took on an ominous tone. So that was what she meant. Healthy for sex.

      Should I be grateful that Natira filled the role? Or angry that it might not have been Natira that I saw there, but Modric? Modric between someone else’s legs. Modric pleasuring someone else. The jealousy that hit inside was astonishing.

      It took another ten minutes or so of awkward silence, before Natira and Idira sauntered into the room, both looking very rumpled and sex-happy.

      “Thank you for the wonderful accommodation,” Idira drawled in her cool, light voice. She spoke perfect English. I couldn’t quite tell the accent, but she had to be at least somewhere from Europe. Since they started trading humans first. “Much appreciated. But I’m sure my asshole husband is waiting downstairs. Is he outside still?”

      “No. He’s inside being fed.”

      Idira smirked. “I bet he is,” she said to no one in particular. She then seized Natira right in front of us and pulled the Athim into a passionate embrace. She then leaned into Natira and kissed her. I waited for Natira to turn away, but she grabbed a handful of Idira’s blonde hair and pulled her closer. They were making out as if Modric and I weren’t there. Modric looked away, his face clouding over with anger. Perhaps this was designed to aggravate Modric. Natira certainly didn’t seem to be complaining, and Idira… I got the impression she would enjoy tormenting someone.

      Natira left with Idira, gently ushering her to her brother. I stared at Modric, before saying, “You really thought that woman would have sex with you?”

      He appeared deeply uncomfortable as he nodded. “A few years ago, there was a long and tumultuous war on a planet called Xabu,” Modric began, forming what sounded like familiar words. I wondered how many times he’d told the story. “I was young, and it was my first mission on my own. While I was fighting there, some Xabu aliens had returned from a secret mission to Earth with humans in tow.”

      “I thought the Hallons were the first to invade?” I asked. He shook his head.

      “You see, everyone thought the Hallons were the first alien race to invade Earth. They were not. The Xabu actually invaded Sweden years prior, but it was kept under wraps by the Swedish government.”

      I was shocked. Growing up, I had always heard stories of alien sightings, but I never thought any of them were true until the Hallons came to Washington, D.C. Modric continued to explain.

      “One of the girls they brought back with them was Idira. She was the first human being that I had seen up close and I became obsessed with her…”

      I interrupted him, sensing where this was going.

      “This isn’t helping the situation,” I said, folding my arms across my chest. “I’m not sure I want to hear about what you two did.”

      “I’m sorry, I’m just being honest,” he said. “I’ll never lie to you, Freya. Keep in mind, this was years ago, before I even knew you existed. You dated men before me, right? I remember you mentioning about someone you were interested in.”

      I shook my head.

      “I was never allowed to have a boyfriend,” I explained. “I pretty much went from single my entire life to married. Yes, there was someone I was interested in, but I had to wait until my father’s presidency ended.”

      He bit his lip, processing the information I had just given him.

      “I don’t understand,” he said. “You’re gorgeous. All of the men on Earth must have been fighting over you, no?”

      I laughed.

      “No, my sister, Anya, is an international supermodel. When she was around, no one looked at me.”

      “Well, you and that man, Joaquin surely had a thing, right?” he asked, startling me. I didn’t realize he knew Joaquin’s name. “I saw the pictures of you in your bedroom after your mother’s funeral. I also saw the way he looked at you throughout our ceremony. If you two thought you were hiding your feelings for each other, you were wrong.”

      I felt my cheeks turn red, in both embarrassment and guilt. I actually had not thought of Joaquin in a long time.

      “Joaquin and I did develop feelings for one another,” I explained. “But we never had a real relationship, and we never had sex.”

      “But you still had another man in your life,” Modric said, not accepting what I said as an excuse. “You can’t fault me for my past.”

      He did have a point. I couldn’t fault him for what had happened before our marriage. “But what about the business with Natira?”

      “That,” he said, “Annoys me even now. I caught her cheating on me with my sister. True, we were supposed to be breaking up… but…” he grimaced. “It took awhile for Natira and I to heal the rift between us.”

      “Okay,” I said, accepting it for now. “I want to hear the end of this story. But please… don’t go into detail about… whatever you and Idira did before this.”

      Modric frowned and continued his tale.

      “Like I said before, this was my first mission on my own. I was lonely and needed some company. Even though we were at war, I talked the Xabu into trading some goods for Idira. She became my companion on the planet during the war. She was actually very smart and helped me with some strategies. We were a good team.”

      I raised my eyebrows at him.

      “A few months later, we won the war and took over the planet. I had incorrectly thought that we would put our flag in the soil and move on to the next planet. However, my father had big plans for Xabu. He didn’t want anyone on it unless I was going to stay on it. There are many valuable natural resources on that planet and he was afraid the remaining Xabu friendlies would farm all of them as soon as we left. Are you still with me?”

      I nodded to let him know that I had understood everything so far. He continued.

      “I had no intentions of staying on Xabu,” he said. “The last thing I wanted was to be stuck on a planet. I wanted to conquer more planets, I wanted to see the universe. So, I did what my father asked of me. It was my job to move the Xabu friendlies to a much smaller planet that my father had previously conquered, Arilia.”

      Arilia. The planet that we were currently on.

      “I transported the handful of Xabu friendlies and Idira to this planet,” he continued. “While I had a great time with Idira, she was not Athim Princess material. We both knew this, but she took it much harder than I thought.”

      “Of course she did,” I said, suddenly feeling a bit of sympathy for Idira.

      “It was bad,” Modric continued. “We had a massive fight about it, but I told her if she stayed on Arilia, I would make her the ruler of the planet. It was a deal that benefitted both sides. We said our goodbyes... but before she left, she had that one last hit out at me by bedding my sister. That was the last I knew of her until… just now.” His lips twisted downward.

      I didn’t like what I’d heard, but I understood that people had their pasts. I tried to imagine how I’d react if my sister slept with Joaquin, after the both of us decided we’d stay apart. I don’t think I’d forgive her so easily. The anger simmered inside at even the slightest hint that my sister would approach Joaquin. Or Modric.

      “I need to sleep,” I said, as drowsiness began to creep up.

      “Are you mad?” he asked.

      “No. I just… want to think this over a bit. Don’t worry.” I gave him a tentative smile, and left, my head full of thoughts of Joaquin, Anya, Natira and Modric. All of them mixed up, leaving me confused to my emotional state.

      Jealousy also implied something else.

      Apparently, I was far more attracted to Modric than I previously wanted to admit.
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      “And this is exactly why I don’t date men,” Natira said, finishing off an elaborate story about how dickish all the people she’d met were. Including her brother.

           To be fair, there were some good points about it. “Athim men are the same as human men,” I said. “None of them think with their big heads, just their little heads.” My dad had a little head, come to think of it. He might have given off the perfect image outside, but inside… we knew he was arranging some high-class escorting services. It made what happened to my mother so much worse.

           “I almost think Athim men are worse than human men. No offense,” Natira said. We were sitting on my bed, eating a mid-afternoon snack that the kitchen had prepared for us.

           “None taken,” I said, popping a pretzel in my mouth. “You know, even though I know… you’re the one taking care of things,” I said, trying to be discreet about the sex she had with Idira, “I’m worried that this Idira will still try something with Modric. We’re meant to be having dinner tonight, all together. To discuss things. And I can’t get it out of my head what they used to do, you know?”

           “I don’t blame you,” Natira said, lounging with sexual ease on my bed. Though I wasn’t attracted to women, I could… see the appeal of her. “Tell you what. How about we get you a killer outfit? Something to make both Modric and Idira stare at you? I’m sure that’ll put to rest any intentions that woman has.” She jumped up from the bed quickly and headed out of the bedroom. I was curious to see what outfit she had for me. I had seen her clothing choices. They were very risqué. But maybe that’s what I needed for tonight. Maybe I needed something risqué to show my dominance as Modric’s wife and an Athim Princess. Especially if I kept worrying about a past relationship, knowing I still hadn’t actually taken to bed Modric as of yet.

      I was the one who asked for that, I reminded myself. Well, decisions could change, couldn’t they?

           Minutes later, Natira appeared in the doorway with a tight, black, latex bodysuit. It was similar to the silver one she had worn the first day.

           “I can’t wear that!” I said. She laughed as she closed the door behind her.

           “You can, and you will,” she said.

           “It’s a dinner, not a sexual encounter,” I rebutted.

           “Maybe if you wear this, it can turn into a sexual encounter,” she said. “Please, just entertain the thought of it.”

           I thought about it for a second, as requested. It was different than anything else I had ever worn before, and unfortunately, I knew that I would look good in it.

           “I’ll wear this if you help me with my hair and makeup,” I bargained.

           “Deal!”

      Later that day, I stood in front of the bathroom mirror with Natira by my side. Similar to the first day, she had transformed me into a sexual goddess. We decided to curl my red hair, but pull it up in a high ponytail. My makeup was done more dramatic than usual. Dark smoky eye makeup, a bit of blush, and a nude lipstick.

      The bodysuit fit like a glove. The latex wrapped around my curves. There was a silver zipper on the front which Natira made me unzip down to my breasts. To finish the look, I wore black stilettos. I looked hot and was thankful that Natira had basically forced me into wearing it.

      “Have you ever been with a girl?” Natira asked. I couldn’t tell if she was being serious or not, but she laughed.

      “Don’t worry,” she said. “It was just a joke! But seriously, if you were into girls, I would be all over you. You look great, Freya.”

      While I still found it strange to be hit on by my sister-in-law, I also thought of it as one of the highest compliments.

      “Thank you,” I said.

      “Are you ready to do this?” Natira asked.

      I nodded. The boost of confidence that I got from both Natira and the outfit was the extra push that I needed.

      “This whole day has just really sucked,” I admitted. “First, I found out that my husband, who hasn’t tried to get with me, is some sex-crazed alien. Then, his gorgeous ex-girlfriend shows up, and apparently the only thing that might have stopped him having sex with her is you. Meanwhile, I’m just over here waiting for him to make a move like the stupid virgin I am.”

      Natira put down the hairspray can and looked at me. Her eyes widened with surprise.

      “You’re a virgin?” she squealed. “Oh my god!”

      I sheepishly nodded my head.

      “I am,” I explained to her. “While I escaped from the White House a few times, I never ended up in anyone’s bed or vice versa. My lack of privacy growing up in the spotlight severely affected my sex life.”

      “What about that dreamy bodyguard of yours?”

      What the hell? Had everyone known about me and Joaquin? Natira noticed the look on my face.

      “Modric had me do some intel on you,” she said. “I came across the ‘scandal’ in my findings.”

      “Joaquin and I had a thing,” I explained. “But it never went anywhere. Not with a man like my father around.”

      “Does Modric know that you’re a virgin?” she asked. I shook my head.

      “No, we never discussed it,” I told her. “It never came up.”

      “Oh shit, that boy is in trouble,” Natira laughed. I smiled, feeling like I was chatting with an old friend. While Natira and I did not start on the best of terms, she had quickly become my closest ally on the ship, even more than the other human girls. She finished fixing my hair and touching up my makeup.

      “Perfect!” she announced, kissing her fingers like an Italian chef. “It’s time to show Idira who really runs this show.”

      A few minutes later I found myself in the dining area where Modric and I often ate before he grew sick. I was surprised to see that the small, circular table was set for only two people. Wasn’t Idira supposed to be here? Candles were the only source of light in the room. Soft music played in the background and a bouquet of exotic flowers sat on top of table. As I walked inside of the room, Modric entered from a side door.

      My heart skipped a beat. While I found him gorgeous on a daily basis, he had really stepped up his game for this dinner. He had on a royal red suit jacket that complimented his blue skin tone, paired with black pants and black shoes. His hair was slicked back. He looked amazing.

      He motioned for me to sit down, pulling out my chair. I floated towards the table, unsure of what was going on, but liking where it was headed. After he sat me down, he took his seat across the table.

      “You look absolutely stunning,” he said. “Ravaging.”

      Ravaging. The word turned me on.

      “Where is she?” I finally found my voice.

      “I canceled,” he confessed as he sipped his wine. “Idira wasn’t happy,” he said, though he appeared pleased at this fact. Political mind games, I guessed. “She’ll have another chance to see me… and my sister.”

      Silence fell between us for a moment. “These flowers are beautiful,” I blurted out. I wasn’t sure what to say, but turning his attention to the flowers seemed to be the next best thing.

      “They thrive on this planet,” Modric explained. “I can get you more, if you would like. Whatever you like, Freya, just ask.”

      I felt a wave of passion and confidence roll over me. A beautiful man, my husband, was willing to give me the world. I stood up slightly and leaned across the table, purposely letting my cleavage show. I watched as his eyes wandered down to my breasts. He squirmed in his chair, and I could tell I was turning him on.

      “Whatever I want?” I asked.

      “Whatever you want,” he replied. I toyed with the zipper on my bodysuit, pulling it down a little further. I felt my confidence rapidly building. A whispering thought crossed my mind, and the words came out of my mouth before I could stop them.

      “I want you to treat me,” I said. “Not like a princess. Like a sex toy.”

      “What?” He looked up at me. At that moment, I wanted nothing more than to be dominated by him. I didn’t say anything more, and he didn’t wait for me to change his mind. He quickly jumped up from his seat and cleared the table with one swift movement of his arm. The dishes and glasses clattered to the ground below, some of them breaking and staining the floor with wine. None of that mattered. The only thing that mattered at the moment was us. He seized me hard, his fingers gripping the latex. As if wanting to tear through it and reach me. Our lips mashed together, and I experienced momentary panic since I wasn’t exactly a good kisser, given how little practise I’d had. He didn’t seem to notice.

      His hands groped along my sides, and my attention was split between the hot wetness of his lips and breath, and the tingling friction as the latex was rubbed. He backed away from me long enough to work at the zipper on my latex, the one that happened to be tugged right down to my breasts. One sharp jerk, and he pushed the material away from my skin to expose my breasts at last. His hand trembled as he stroked along them, brushing the nipples.

      I let out a quiet groan, breath shuddering. Which seemed to snap something inside him. He grabbed me by the sides, and quickly braced me against the table, until my body sprawled along, and my legs dangled. I braced my feet against the overhang.

      “I’ve wanted this for so fucking long, Freya,” he hissed, lowering himself on to me. I felt his rock hard cock through his pants as it brushed my thigh. While I had seen it before, it felt much bigger than it looked.

      Our lips met again as he pushed against me, his tongue seeking mine. He tasted sweet, and I let out a soft moan. This was better than I imagined. He moved the zipper on my bodysuit completely down and pulled the suit off, leaving me completely naked. Completely at his mercy.

      His lips began to wander down my neck, closer and closer to my left breast. He finally reached the nipple, taking it in his mouth. I cried in pleasure as he began to suck harder. I threw my head back and closed my eyes. He began to nibble on the tender skin with his teeth, causing small waves of pleasure to radiate throughout my body.

      “Oh god, Modric! That feels so good,” I purred, my eyes squeezed shut. I opened my eyes back up, eager to see what he looked like sucking on my breasts. What I saw caused me to grow even more wet. The pleasant sensation on my breast connected to the even more pleasing sight of Modric’s lips upon me, tasting such an intimate area.

      I wanted to be taken. I wanted to be taken now. He couldn’t get those damn pants off fast enough for me.

      He began to reach for his lower clothing. A noise grabbed my attention, however. I noticed a figure standing near the door. It was her. Idira. I froze like a deer in headlights, the hot pleasure suddenly gone, dunking me in a wave of cold. I could not move, I couldn’t make a noise. She started to walk towards the table, watching us as if we were in a movie. Intruding! I finally broke out of the trance that kept me still.

      “Jesus Christ!” I cried out, pushing Modric off me. I covered my exposed breasts with one arm, my crotch with the other as Modric jumped off me. Modric stood on both feet, alarmed at both my reaction and Idira standing in front of us. I waited for him to yell at her, but he said nothing.

      “Not feeling well, huh?” she asked Modric. She was visibly pissed off. He failed to answer her, so she turned her attention to me.

      “Well,” she said. “He replaced me with you, did he?”

      She touched my bare shoulder and I pulled away.

      “Don’t touch me,” I spat. My teeth were clenched. I was both angry, upset, and embarrassed.

      “Listen, honey,” she said. “I’m glad you were able to enjoy yourself tonight, but playtime is over. I will pick up from here. I want some time with this one.”

      She began to walk towards Modric, eager to embrace him.

      “That’s my wife you’re speaking to!” Modric’s voice boomed throughout the room. Idira spun to look back at me. I wasn’t sure who was more surprised, Idira or myself.

      “Your what?” A look of disgust formed across her face.

      “This is Freya, and she’s my wife. She’s the princess of this ship,” Modric said, his voice growing stronger.

      Idira’s face grew the color of my hair. She wasn’t taking this well.

      “Your wife.” She lowered her voice. “Hmm. Your wife. Is that so?”

      “Yes,” Modric said. “We’re done, Idira. We’ve been done for a while. You’ve already had my sister. Don’t get greedy.”

      She turned her attention back to me. “Well, this is an interesting turn of events, is it not?”

      “You can either leave on your own or you can be escorted out,” Modric said.

      Idira cleared her throat.

      “Modric, I have to admit, I didn’t see this coming. You didn’t get jealous of my stunt with Nadira earlier?” she asked. Modric got closer to her, and I fumbled for my suit, managing to zip it back up again.

      “I told you, Idira. It’s long since been over. And I suppose you forgot what you did with my sister back then, too? I thought you said you preferred women.”

      “Perhaps, Modric.” She gave a tight smile. Something seemed off about her expression, somehow. “Or perhaps I just wanted to see you jealous. How… upsetting that you’re not.” Disgust returned to her face when she regarded me. “Don’t think I didn’t see the way you looked at this one. And if we’re being honest, I know you never looked at me that way. Such a shame, really. So, I planned ahead.”

      She slowly reached into her purse and revealed a small, silver gun. I gasped.

      “Oh, Modric,” she said, toying with the gun in her hand. “You have really fucked up this time.”

      I looked at the gun, then at Modric, and then back at the gun again. I didn’t see this coming. I wasn’t sure if Modric did, either.

      This woman is crazy!

      “You don’t need to resort to violence,” Modric told her, eyeing the gun. “If you try to shoot either of us, our guards will storm this room within moments. I can assure you that they’ve already seen the gun from the command room.”

      Idira looked around for cameras. If they were there, they weren’t visible. She then gave a casual shrug. “Well, it looks like they’re taking their sweet time coming to save you,” she said. “Now, should I kill sweet, little Freya first or just leave her out of this?”

      Before he could answer, Natira flew into the room in dragon form. Blue, scaly, smaller than Modric, she was able to easily fit. Her tail knocked the gun out of Idira’s hand, and onto the floor.

      “What the hell?” Idira screamed, scrambling to reach the gun. Natira circled back, her tail knocking the gun further out of Idira’s reach. She might have been smaller, but the fangs upon her snout were just as sharp as Modric’s.

      “What the hell is this?” Idira screamed, shielding her head from Natira’s tail.

      “That’s my sister!” Modric announced. “Just because you fucked her, doesn’t mean she’ll let you go ahead and shoot me!”

      Natira continued to circle the room, occasionally slapping the floor with her tail to send a clear message to Idira.

      “You need to leave now, or she’s going to kill you,” Modric said. “And I won’t stop her.”

      Idira looked at him, and back at Natira in dragon form.

      “So that’s what an Athim woman looks like when riled.” For some reason, a kind of perverse smile entered her lips, before she said, “This isn’t over, Modric!” She stormed out of the room. Although I was glad to see her go, I knew she was right. This wasn’t over. I had a feeling that she would be back before we could leave the planet.

      After the three of us had composed ourselves, we sat at the table. Natira shifted back to alien form. She picked up the tablecloth to cover her body.

      “I wanted to make her my toy,” she said. “But that doesn’t look like it’ll happen, now. She was going to kill you guys, you know?”

      Modric nodded.

      “This is all your fucking fault,” Natira went on, throwing heat at Modric. “If you never let her have so much power over this planet, or hinted you might come back some day, the crazy bitch may have been less upset.”

      He hinted he’d come back? This was new.

      “I know, I know,” Modric said. “Though you could have just not slept with her back then, too.”

      “Oh, come off it now, brother. You know full well if it wasn’t me, she’d have picked one of the crew members. Now, are we going to kill her or not?”

      He glared. “Believe me, I don’t want her alive any more than you do, but we’re on her planet. We can’t assassinate her on her own soil. We still need the resources on Arilia.”

      Natira pouted, but we all knew Modric was right.

      “Well, the ship is close to being repaired, and we have enough resources to make it to Hallon,” Natira informed us. “The engineers have a little more to do, but we should be back up and fully running by the morning.”

      I let out a sigh of relief. The sooner we were off Arilia, the better. After a few minutes, Natira left the room, leaving Modric and I alone.

      He looked at me sheepishly, no doubt thinking about what we had done before Idira interrupted us.

      “Well, I guess this night is ruined,” he said. I agreed.

      “It was good while it lasted,” I said, helping him clean up the mess that we had created during our passion. I wondered if Natira had picked up on that.

      He said they have cameras… could they all have been watching us? I did not want to think about that for too long. Once we were done picking the dishes from the floor, Modric spoke.

      “I apologize for cutting this short, but I want to go talk to the team about getting out of here sooner rather than later.”

      He left the room, and once again, left me wanting more. And worrying about what the rest of his crew must have seen. I still couldn’t make out any cameras.

      I went back to the bedroom and changed into my pajamas. It had been a long day and I needed a good night’s sleep. I crawled into bed with thoughts of Modric dancing in my mind. I hoped we could soon pick up where we left off.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 13

          

        

      

    

    
      I awoke to several sharp jolts and a loud succession of beeps. It almost felt like we were being attacked again. I turned over in bed and found the light on the night table. I pushed the button, but it didn’t turn on. We had no electricity.

      I felt next to me in bed for Modric, but he wasn’t there. I wasn’t sure what time it was or what was going on. As I stood to get out of bed, I heard a voice coming from the corner.

      “Freya,” the voice said. It took me a minute to recognize who it was, and when I did, a thrill of dread went through me. Not Modric. Not Natira. Idira.

      We were in the room alone.

      “What are you doing, Idira?” I asked. “You’re throwing away everything you have for something you can’t have.” I couldn’t see her. I could only hear her. I tried for the light again, even though I knew it wouldn’t work. A flashlight turned on. I could see her now, illuminated by her own flashlight.

      “I’m taking back what is mine,” she said. “This was supposed to be my life. I love this entire family, and you took that away from me. Modric. Natira. I see how she looks at you, too. I see it!”

      I wasn’t sure how to respond, so I let her talk. Trying to stall her. Modric had to come in and check on me, right? Or maybe Natira again, bursting in with dragon form?

      They probably don’t have cameras in the bedroom, I thought uneasily.

      “I worked hard for where I came from,” Idira explained. “Similar to you, I was plucked from Earth and traded to aliens. But as soon as Modric came along, I knew I had an opportunity to make more of my life. He was a prince, and I could be a princess.”

      “You were never going to be a princess,” I interrupted her. “Modric told me the whole story. If he loved you, he would not have left you on this shitty planet. And if you loved him… you wouldn’t have slept with Natira.”

      Her flashlight bobbed up and down as she walked across the room to my bed. Without a single word, she reached down and slapped me across my face. It stung.

      “Didn’t you hear? I love them both!”

      I grabbed her thin wrist and twisted it. I’d never had physical contact like this with someone before, but I anger pumped throughout my blood.

      “Oww!” she screamed out, pulling away from me. As she did, the flashlight fell to the floor. She raised her hand to hit me when the door opened.

      Modric stood there, the flashlight the only thing illuminating him. He stood tall, and held a silver gun in his hand.

      “Idira!” He screamed. “Get away from her now!”

      She turned to look at him.

      “Why?” she asked. “So you can have a fair shot to kill me?”

      She moved closer to me, trying to use me as a human shield.

      “You did this to yourself, Modric!” she yelled back at him. “I can give you a better life than she can! Please, Modric. Take me off this planet. I’ll even be a second wife to you. To your sister! Please.”

      Her strong demeanor quickly faded. She was weak when it came to love and the Athims, apparently. Not to mention absolutely insane.

      “A second wife?” Modric said. He rubbed his chin, contemplating the thought.

      “Yes,” she said, still not moving from the bed. “I’m willing to share you if it means I can have you and your sister. Maybe even just your sister. I just want to see you.”

      I couldn’t believe that at a time like this, she’d resorted to begging. To be with Modric in some form or another.

      “It’s not a bad idea,” he said, sounding like he was genuinely considering it. “Two women at once…? It doesn’t sound like the most awful thing.”

      I was completely floored. Was he serious? Idira let me go, and got up from the bed.

      “We can make this work, Modric,” she said, as she began to walk towards him.

      And then, everything seemed to move in slow motion, like it did in the movies. I watched as he raised the gun up and aimed it directly at her chest. She had no time to react or move out of the way. The bullet punched into her. She fell to the ground. Unmoving.

      “Oh my god!” I cried out. Tears began to run down my cheeks, and my body shook. Modric stepped over her body and grabbed me from the bed. I continued to cry into his chest as he carried me out of the room and into the hallway.

      He didn’t let me down. We continued down the hallway and into the command room where he finally set me down. Natira and the rest of the crew were in the room. They turned to look at us.

      “What happened?” Natira asked.

      “Idira’s dead,” he announced. “Seems like we did have to kill her after all. The locals won’t be happy. Nor will her husband.” Natira covered her mouth in surprise.

      “Idira was on the ship?” she asked. “Unbelievable. She should have left while she had the chance.”

      “She was behind all of this,” he explained. “She purposely fucked with the electricity, so she could get in the room and to Freya. Without electricity, the doors allow anyone in and out. She knew that from the short time she stayed on the ship. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say she was there to murder her. Hard to commit a murder without a weapon, though.”

      I thought so, too. Given that Modric had it. What on earth was Idira thinking?

      Although the initial adrenaline rush felt good, standing up against Idira, fighting wasn’t something I wanted to do again.

      “The electricity is almost fixed, Prince Modric,” one of the engineers said from the other side of the room.

      “Can you go take care of Idira?” Modric asked a soldier. The Athim male nodded and left the room with another guard.

      “What are they going to do with it?” I asked. Not wanting to think of the body as something that was once alive.

      “I don’t want anyone on Arilia to know that she’s dead until we’re gone. As awful as this sounds, we’re going to keep her on the ship until the last minute we leave.”

      I shuddered. Although she was an enemy, throwing a dead body off the ship once we left was a little unsettling. To say the least.

      “Are you okay?” Natira asked, approaching me. I nodded.

      “I’m not sure,” I said. “I’m not sad that she’s dead.” Did that make me a monster? “I’m just... emotional from everything. Tired.”

      “For the record, I never wanted her as a second wife,” Modric said. “I was just trying to diffuse the situation and get her away from you.”

      “I know that,” I replied. “I just can’t believe she did all of this.”

      The lights suddenly turned back on, but a new beep started.

      “What’s that noise for?” Modric turned to look at the control board.

      “The airlock,” an engineer said. “She tried to fuck with that, too. We need to fix this before we launch.”

      Modric pounded his fist on the desk.

      “Do we have the tools we need to fix this?” he asked. The engineer shook his head.

      “Dammit,” Modric said. “Now that she’s dead, we really need to get out here before her people coming looking for her. Let’s go and get what we need.”

      The remaining crew stood up, ready to follow Modric.

      “Where are you going?” I asked, although I already knew the answer.

      “Freya,” Modric spoke. “I know you have been through a lot tonight, but I need to go out there and get the tools.”

      “Can’t you just send them?” I asked, motioning towards the rest of the crew.

      “I can’t,” he said. “I know the terrain and the layout much better than anyone else. The quicker we get there and back, the quicker we can leave.”

      “Well, can I go with you?” I asked. “I went last night with the girls. I know the area.”

      “Absolutely not,” he said. “Actually, Natira, can you please take care of her? Once the bedroom’s back to normal, can you please take her back?”

      Natira nodded.

      “Not a problem,” she said.

      I wanted to protest, but I also knew that it wouldn’t do any good. His mind had been made up. He was going on the mission and leaving me behind. He gave me a kiss on the lips. He turned with the rest of the crew and left the room.

      Natira and I sat in the room alone for a while, neither of us talking. I was still in shock from everything that had happened. One of the soldiers came back to us and told us the room was back to order. What he really meant to say was that Idira’s body was removed. I was reluctant to go back to the murder scene, but I was also exhausted, and needed sleep.

      “You can sleep in my room if you would like,” Natira said.

      I thought about it for a second, but declined. Perhaps not with someone as randy as Natira.

      “No,” I said. “I need to go back there sooner or later. I might as well get it over with now.”

      She nodded that she understood, and we got up from our seats in the command room.

           “I see things are finally progressing between you and my brother,” Natira said as we walked down the hallway. I blushed.

      She must have seen.

      “We’re getting there,” I told her. “It’s been slow, but it seems like one thing after another keeps coming up. Crazy exes, for one...”

      “It’ll happen,” she reassured me. “Once we get off Arilia, the jump point isn’t too far off. We’ll get there quickly once the ship is back to normal. Then you and Modric can fuck each other’s brains out.”

      While that sounded like an absolutely fantastic idea, I was still nervous about Modric’s current mission. Although he seemed confident about finishing it successfully, I still was not keen on the idea of him going out there. If Tabir or anyone else had an inkling that Idira was dead, I feared that Modric would be next.

      “What’s wrong?” Natira asked. Both her and Modric had grown to examine my facial expressions to determine my mood. I was not sure how I felt about that. I couldn’t hide any of my feelings from either one of them.

      “I’m worried about Modric going out to steal supplies,” I admitted. “What if he runs into Tabir or someone else? What if they find out Idira is dead? What if they kill Modric?”

      Natira laughed.

      “You shouldn’t worry so much,” she reassured me. “It’s late. I bet Tabir is sleeping. He probably has no idea that Idira even came back here.”

      “But what if…?”

      She interrupted me.

      “Trust me, Freya,” she said. “Modric will be fine. He took a lot of the crew with him. They’re all armed. This is not their first mission together. It will be quick and painless. I promise.”

      I had no choice to believe her as I went back to the bedroom. Exhaustion dragged me under the bedsheets, and I closed my eyes, sinking further into it…

      I woke to Modric standing by the bed, breakfast tray in hands.

      “For you,” he sat down the tray. It held coffee, an arrangement of fresh fruit, toast, and one single pink rose. I had often questioned where the fresh food and flowers had come from, but never brought it up. I was dealing with aliens who had the cures to every disease on Earth. I’m sure it didn’t take much to whip up a breakfast fit for a princess.

      “Thank you,” I said, scooting up to a seated position. I reached for the coffee right away. Despite the deep sleep I had after the sabotage and Idira’s murder, I was still exhausted. So much had happened since we landed on Arilia, and my head was still spinning.

      “I have good news,” he sat down in a chair near the bed. “Believe it not, we’re back on track. We just took off from Arilia. We’re no longer on the planet.” He beamed with excitement. I felt the weight of the world lift off my shoulders. The ship was fixed. But I still thought about Idira’s dead body.

      “What did you do with Idira?” I asked, not sure if I wanted to know the answer.

      “It was taken care of,” he said. “You don’t need to know the gritty details. Just know that it’s taken care of.”

      This was his way of politely telling me to not worry anymore about it.

      “I’m assuming everything went well last night with the mission? You didn’t run into Tabir or anyone else?”

      “Nope,” he said. “We actually didn’t run into anyone. If I had a visiting spaceship on my planet, I would be guarding that door with my life. Apparently the Arilians are much more laid back than the Athims. No one even knew we were out and about. We found our supplies and left quickly. I hope we’ll never go back there again.”

      “Do you think they’ll be upset about Idira?” I asked. Modric shook his head as he sipped his own coffee cup.

      “I doubt it,” he said. “I mean, she was the ruler of the planet, but I sensed that her own husband did not even care that much for her. I’m sure they will find another successor and life will go on as usual.”

      “How are you feeling after all of this?” I asked.

      “Full of questions today, are we?”

      “I’m sorry,” I said. “I just feel like so much has happened in the past couple of days. You can easily tell how I feel about things, but I never know how you’re feeling unless you ask me.”

      “I get that,” he responded. He stopped talking to think for a minute.

      “Should I be honest?” he asked.

      “Of course, you should!” I responded, even though I was worried what he was about to stay.

      “I have no regrets about killing that bitch,” he said. I didn’t expect that answer.

      “She used to be someone important to me. But as soon as your life was in danger, all of that went out the window. I would kill her again in a heartbeat if I knew you to be in danger.”

      I smiled. Although it was a strange circumstance, it made me happy to know how much he had cared for me.

      After I ate my breakfast, Modric informed me that we would be arriving at the jump point later that night. He said that it would be a big deal, and I should dress the part of a princess.

      “You look great always,” he said. “But I want everyone to know that you’re an Athim Princess.”

      “So, something like last night?” I wanted him to remember how “ravishing” I had looked last night. Perhaps we would have time before we landed to pick up where we left off. He looked at me and licked his lips.

      “Although that outfit was fantastic, I need you to take it down a notch. If anything, for my sake. I can’t deal with everyone eye-fucking my wife. Natira will help. She knows what I want you to look like.”

      He walked over to the side of the bed and leaned down to kiss me. It wasn’t our usual forehead kiss. It was a full-blown kiss. Steamy and sensual.

      “Wait,” I said. “That’s it? You give me a kiss like that and you’re out of here?”

      He smiled deviously at me.

      “Tonight, we’ll pick up where we left off. I can promise you that. Tonight, you’ll be all mine.”

      With that, he left the room.  

      Damn you, Modric, I thought to myself. He always left me needing more.
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      Since the ship was fixed and the gravity was back to normal, I was able to meet up with the girls later that morning in the study.

      “Have you ever heard of the term ‘Nervous Nellie’?” Nellie asked us. “That’s literally me right now.”

      We laughed, but she was nervous for good reason. Once we arrived at the jump point, the four girls would be immediately surrendered to the Hallon aliens. None of us knew what would happen after that.

      “Don’t be nervous,” Natira said. “It’s not going to make the situation any easier.”

      “Will they treat us okay?” Kelly asked. She looked the most nervous out of all them. I truly felt bad for them. I knew what it felt like to not know what the future held. Hell, I still didn’t know what my future held. It seemed like there was a new surprise in store every day.

      “You girls need to eat some lunch before we land,” Natira instructed them. “They have prepared a light lunch in the dining room for you.”

      The girls reluctantly got up.

      “I can’t eat at a time like this,” Nellie muttered.

      “You must,” Natira said. “Not eating will make everything worse. Now, go eat and come back. I’ll get all of you ready for the landing tonight.”

      The girls left the room one by one, leaving Natira and I alone.

      “I feel so bad for them,” I told her. “I wish there was something I could do. Do you know what’s going to happen to them?”

      Natira shook her head. “I see this situation going one of two ways,” she said. “The best case is scenario is that the girls will be married to some of the top-ranking members of the Hallon government. The most favorable best case scenario is that one of them marries the king of Hallon, King Ryu. The Hallon race are polygamists. They have no problem having multiple wives. I believe King Ryu only has one wife right now, Queen Amira. But, if he wanted one of these girls, he could take them. They would be treated as royalty, but would have to breed little redheaded aliens for King Ryu and others.”

      That thought was a little troubling to me. Breeding aliens. But then I thought of myself. Would I be breeding aliens in the future, too? It was something I had never thought of. Could I even grow an alien inside of me?

      Natira interrupted my thoughts.

      “What’s going on in that head of yours?” she asked.

      “Nothing,” I lied. “What’s the second scenario?” I wanted to turn my mind off having an alien baby.

      “The worst-case scenario would see the girls being auctioned off among the commoners,” she said. “Then there are no-holds barred. They could be treated like slaves, depending on who purchased them.”

      “That’s awful!” I exclaimed.

      “It is,” Natira said. “But, I really doubt that will be the case. The officials want to have redheaded children. I’m confident that they will keep the girls and treat them as royalty.”

      I prayed that Natira was right.

      A few hours later, we were in the girls’ room prepping for our Hallon debut.

      “Are you sure you can’t just keep us?” Brenda asked. Natira shook her head.

      “I really wish you girls could stay with us,” Natira said. “Believe me, I do. But that decision isn’t mine to make. It’s not even Modric’s decision to make. He’s just following orders from our father. And, it really is nothing personal. You girls are great.”

      The four girls were surprisingly understanding with this explanation. I’m not sure that I would have been, but luckily, I didn’t have to entertain that idea. Although I still wasn’t completely accepting of the idea that I had been traded and forced to marry Modric, it was a much better option than the other girls had.

      “I will miss you girls,” I admitted, as Natira began working on Kelly’s makeup. Natira was working on all the girls, leaving me for last.

      “Modric told me to save the best for last,” she whispered to me earlier. Like Nellie, I was nervous as well, but for a different reason. I would be making my debut as an Athim Princess. The shy girl who grew up in a small suburb of Detroit would now be thrust into an unknown world. If I thought I had insecurities before, they would be magnified with everyone’s eyes on me.

      While I was used to being under scrutiny as the President’s daughter, I was also shielded from the press. I never knew what people thought about me, nor did I really care. This was different. I wanted to be accepted as Athim royalty. I wanted both the Hallons and the Athims to like me, especially after the hatred I’d received from Idira.

      I was also growing nervous about after the ceremony. Modric had eluded to the fact that we were going to have sex tonight. While it was something that I wanted, I was also petrified. His cock was huge. Would it hurt? Would it even fit? What if I was bad at sex? Was it possible to be bad at sex?

      “Helloooooo,” Natira’s voice cut through my thoughts. “Earth to Freya.”

      I blushed, slightly embarrassed I hadn’t been paying attention.

      “You look more nervous than all of us,” Rachelle said.

      “She’s going to bang my brother tonight,” Natira said. I gasped.

      “Natira!”

      “Oh come on,” Natira said. “You guys are married. It’s not a big deal.”

      “Now I’m really upset!” Rachelle said. “I wanted to hear all the details!”

      We all laughed.

      “She still might have time to tell you,” Natira said. “We’re all staying at the palace tonight as guests of King Ryu. Maybe we’ll all see you in the morning.”

      “I hope so!” Nellie said. “I’ve been thinking about what Modric would be like in bed ever since I saw him!”

      This took me by surprise.

      “Are you serious?” I asked. Modric was very attractive, with those dark, brooding eyes, and his dusted blue skin tone, but I never thought anyone else on the ship had thought of him sexually.

      “Oh, I ‘ve heard her call his name out when she’s been alone in the shower before!” Kelly admitted.

      Wow. Not only had Nellie had a crush on Modric, she had obviously pleasured herself while thinking about him. My husband. Once again, while my mind knew this was strange, my body radidated with excitement.

      “That’s enough,” Natira said, finishing Kelly’s makeup. “I’m not going to sit here and talk about you girls masturbating to thoughts of my brother. Only Freya can do that.”

      Natira worked fast and furious on the girls, transforming them from pretty to absolutely gorgeous. I’d never seen any of them look as perfect as they did in that moment. It did make sense, though. The girls were part of a trade, and the Athims wanted them to look their best in order to get the most bang for their buck.

      Now it was my turn in the chair. Natira combed out my long hair. I expected curls or waves, but she surprised me when she began to braid my hair. They were very similar to the braids that she often sported. Two tight braids. Nothing special.

      She then did my makeup, and it was very basic. Foundation, mascara, a little bit of bronzer, and a nude color on my lips. Compared to the others, I looked like the odd one out, and not in a good way. I handed back Natira the mirror and pouted. She laughed.

      “Oh, it’s not that bad, Freya,” she said. “You’re still absolutely beautiful with those green eyes of yours. Anyway, my brother’s the one that told me to tone it down. Blame him if you want to blame anyone. He’s very protective of you. If it was up to him, he would probably have you wearing a brown bag over your face.”

      I moaned, but knew this was probably true. At least I had some makeup on. I still didn’t imagine my Athim Princess debut to be so boring. Unfortunately, I had no idea how much worse things were about to get.

      She presented me with my dress next. It was white, but completely different from the one I had first worn. This one had long sleeves covered with lace. It was so long, I feared it would drag on the floor as I walked. I was completely covered from the neck down. It looked like something from the 1800s.

      I groaned, putting it against my body. I secretly hoped it wouldn’t fit, but I knew it would.

      “This is ridiculous! I feel like such a grandma in this!” I complained. The other girls had revealing, short dresses that I was accustomed to. Their breasts were on display, and their butts were almost hanging out of their short skirts. I heard a hearty laugh from behind me. I spun around to see Modric standing in the doorway, a grin on his face.

      “Freya, you’re being… what’s the word? Dramatic?” he said. I blushed, knowing he was right. He walked towards me and kissed my forehead.

      “Don’t worry, my wife,” he whispered in my ear. “That dress will be off before you know it.”

      “You still find me sexy in this?” I whispered back. He nodded.

      “Absolutely,” he said.

      “All right, that’s enough!” Natira said. She pointed to Modric. “You need to go get into your traditional clothing. We need to finish some things up. We’ll meet you in twenty minutes.”

      Modric reluctantly followed his sister’s orders, but not before turning to kiss me. After he left, Nellie spoke.

      “You two are so hot together!” she exclaimed. “I love it.”

      Once we were all dressed and ready to go, we made our way to the main doors.

      “We’re at the jump point,” Natira explained. “We will need to stop here for a search before we can head to Hallon where the ceremony will take place.”

      We all nodded.

      “The Hallons need to come on for inspection,” Natira said. “They will be checking our ship as well as checking out our trade items. Treat them with respect and they will do the same with you.”

      The girls nodded. We were no longer smiling or joking with each other. The impending trade was becoming reality. We stood near the door waiting for the Hallon soldiers to come onboard.

      We watched as they trekked up the stairs. Long rifles were attached to their backs. They looked stoic. When they reached the top, Natira greeted them in English.

      “Welcome to our ship,” she said, allowing them on. Our soldiers stood by the door as well, watching the Hallon soldiers carefully. The Hallon split into two groups. One went further inside the ship and the other group stayed with us.

      “They’re just making sure that we aren’t bringing anything illegal to the planet,” Natira said. We nodded. It reminded me of growing up in Michigan and crossing the border into Canada. A basic search, nothing more, nothing less.

      The group of soldiers that stayed behind began to eye the girls up and down. One of them produced what looked like an ink stamp from his pocket.

      “Don’t be alarmed,” Natira told the girls. “They will simply be marking for proper identification. This won’t hurt, nor is it permanent.”

      The soldier approached Nellie first, taking her hand and stamping the back of it. He then did the same with Kelly, Brenda, and Rachelle. He turned to me.

      “Your hand?” he said. I looked at Natira.

      “No,” Natira said to him. “She’s Princess Freya of Athim. She’s not for trade. She’s Prince Modric’s wife.”

      He shrugged and walked away from me. As soon as he was done, the other soldiers came to the front of their ship. Their search had ended successfully. No illegal products were found on the ship. Once we received the all clear, they left the ship.

      Brenda looked at the stamp on her hand and began to sob.

      “It’s all becoming too real,” she cried. “I’m scared.”

      Nellie hugged her, but I knew that no amount of hugs would help this situation. It was petrifying and reminded me of the American slavery I had read about in history class. They were basically being prepared for trade. The mark on their hands just made it even more real.

      “It’ll be okay,” Natira said, desperate to calm her down. “Please don’t cry! You will ruin all that hard work I put in with those false lashes!”

           Brenda laughed in between sobs, but the soldiers marking them had put a dark cloud over our ship. Things were about to drastically change. I had wanted to save them, but I was helpless. There was nothing that I could do, nor was it my battle to fight. They would be traded tonight, whether we liked it or not.

           I silently sat by a window for the remainder of the journey to Hallon. I would not have known we landed if I wasn’t watching. Ship landings were so much different than airplane landings. No bumps, no turbulence, just an easy swoop onto the ground below.

           I was surprised what Hallon looked like compared to Arilia. Hallon looked very similar to Earth. The terrain reminded me of Arizona. There were many mountains with different shades of orange, raising high above the ground and into the clouds.

           There was no vegetation, aside from a few cactus-like plants. They were taller and fatter than the cacti in Arizona. The skies were blue with fluffy white clouds. The sky was the same as Earth. Natira walked over to the window and picked up on my observations.

           “They call this Earth 2.0,” she commented. “Do you want to know a secret?”

           I nodded, eager to hear what she had to say. She leaned down and whispered in my ear, making sure none of the other girls could hear.

           “Modric wants to overtake this planet for you since it’s so similar to your home,” she said.

           I was flattered. Someone wanted to overtake an entire planet for me? While I knew Hallon would be the most difficult, and possibly deadly, to overtake, the fact that Modric wanted to win it for me turned me on. Despite his often hard demeanor, he really did have a heart.

           “I guess it’s time to get this show on the road,” Natira said, standing straight and running her hands over her dress. Like me, she wasn’t dressed as sexy as the other women. It was actually pretty funny to see her dressed so conservatively.

            The four girls sat up nervously, catching their first glances of Hallon out the window.

           “It doesn’t look that awful,” Kelly said meekly.

           “You girls will be fine,” Natira said, motioning them to get near the door. Natira instructed us on how to leave the ship. She and the girls would go first, accompanied by Athim soldiers both in front and behind them. Next would be our crew, including the pilot. Finally, I would emerge, hand-in-hand with Modric. My first public appearance as alien royalty.

           I hugged the girls goodbye, unaware of when I would see them next. Unlike goodbyes on Earth, this was hard, because there was no guarantee that I would see them the next morning.

           After we left Hallon, we would be planets apart. Although I had only been traveling with them for a few weeks, we had shared experiences unlike any I have ever had. When Modric entered the room, I put on a brave face. Although I would miss the girls, my purpose here wasn’t to make friends. I was here to be Modric’s wife.

           He looked amazing. He was in traditional Athim royal clothing. He wore a long, hooded maroon robe with a large, gold Athim crest on the chest. With his flat sandals he looked comfortable, but also in control. As the girls left the room, he turned to me.

           “I’m so excited to show you off,” he said. I would have normally been offended, but since our dining room incident, I felt closer to him than ever before. My sexual needs trumped every other emotion. I wanted him to show me off. I wanted people to feel the sexual chemistry we exuded.

           We stood by the door, the ship quickly emptying of Athim soldiers and the crew. Finally, it was just us. While we waited for everyone to go down the stairs, I turned to Modric.

           “The ship is empty,” I said quietly. “Are you sure we can’t just stay back here?”

           He surprised me by slapping my ass. I jumped as he laughed.

           “We’ll have much more time for that later, my princess,” he said. He reached for my hand. My ass still stung, but I was incredibly turned on. I had never been spanked before. I had a feeling that Modric would be surprising me in a lot of ways once we finally made it to the bedroom.

           As we reached the top of the stairs, I was shocked by all the people below. It was similar to when my father had been sworn-in as President. There was a sea of aliens below, some cheering, some booing. I was surprised with how different they looked. Some were tall, some were short. Some were thin, some were fat.

           I became uneasy as I began to think about things that previously had not crossed my mind. The big one: The Americans had chased the Hallons off Earth. I could be looked upon as an enemy, even more so than Modric. I suddenly wanted to step back into the ship, but Modric carefully led me down the long staircase. We walked down the staircase, step by step.

           “Some of these aliens might recognize me as the President’s daughter!” I hissed at him.

           “Don’t worry about such a thing,” Modric said softly. “You’re not the President’s daughter. You’re my wife.”

           He was right. I was no longer connected to my father or the United States. I was now an Athim Princess.

           “Wave,” Modric commanded. “Wave and smile.”

           I did as I was told, channeling my inner Meghan Markle. She was an American thrust into the royal spotlight. If she could do it flawlessly, so could I. As we got closer to the ground, both the cheering and booing became louder. It was so loud that I could no longer hear Modric as he attempted to talk to me.

           Once we finally reached the ground, a tall Hallon came forward. He was larger than Modric and more alien-like. While he had human features, his skin was a turquoise green, and his hands were scaly. I noticed a tail sticking out of his robe. He was grossly overweight and waddled over to us. Instantly, I felt worse for my friends. While Modric was an alien and a dragon, he still was rather human. Human-like and attractive. Hallons were a completely different animal.

           Modric and the alien bowed to each other. I had seen this happen before with my father and other country rulers. This must have been the Hallon King that Natira had told us about. King Ryu.

           “My wife, Freya,” he introduced me.

           “King Ryu,” the king said, introducing himself. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

           He bowed to me as well and kissed my hand. His lips were cold and slimy. I was not impressed, but knew that I had to save face. I smiled sweetly and bowed in return.

           King Ryu stepped aside to make way for another alien. I was surprised. She was stunning. While she had the same skin tone and alien features like Ryu, she was nearly a third of his size weight-wise. They were both about the same height. She had beautiful silver hair and everything about her screamed “regal”.

           “This is my wife, Queen Amira,” he introduced her. We exchanged bows.

           “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Princess Freya,” she said. “You’re simply gorgeous.”

           “Thank you,” I replied. “It’s a pleasure to meet you as well.”

           “I will be accompanying you when the men take care of business,” she said. “I have a fantastic day planned for us tomorrow. I will tell you all about it at dinner.”

           My fears slowly began to fade away. Neither Queen Amira or King Ryu seemed to hold a grudge against me. I wondered if they knew who I was. I wondered if they knew that my people had chased them off Earth. If they did, they didn’t act like it.

           King Ryu and Modric began to converse in a different language, one that I assumed was Hallon. As they spoke, I looked around. We were on a platform, high above the other aliens. Natira walked up behind me, putting her hands on my waist.

           “Isn’t he good looking?” she whispered, pointing at King Ryu. I looked at her, my eyebrows raised in suspicion.

           “Are you being serious right now?” I asked. She nodded.

           “I know, I know,” she said. “I’m usually into girls, but something about him… I don’t know. I think he’s really attractive.”

           I couldn’t believe the words coming out of her mouth. She was surely joking. I studied her face, but she looked pretty serious to me.

           Weird, I thought to myself, but before I could think any further, Queen Amira interrupted our conversation.

           “Let’s sit down,” she said, pointing to three chairs near the podiums.

           “Sounds good to me,” I said. We walked over to the chairs. Queen Amira sat down on one side of me and Natira sat on the other.

           “I will translate this speech for you,” she whispered into my ear. Modric and King Ryu walked towards two podiums. Despite the crowd and the noise, Modric looked composed and in control. King Ryu began to speak, and the crowd grew silent.

           “King Ryu is introducing Modric,” Natira explained. “He’s telling the people that although we have had differences in the past, Modric and the Athims have brought valuable resources that would change the relationship between the two races.”

           “The girls?”

           She nodded.

           “He’s explaining how the girls are already taken by Hallon royalty. He’s excited to introduce human traits into their gene pools.”

           I felt better for the girls. They weren’t going to be auctioned off. They would become royalty. While they would still have to breed and birth Hallons, they would be well taken care of as royals.

           As King Ryu mentioned the human traits, the crowd roared with excitement. He finished his speech and Modric began. Modric also spoke in Hallon. I was unaware that he knew the language, but it did make sense. It was better to keep your enemies close. And by doing that, you would need to learn their language.

           “He’s saying that he has a wife that he can’t wait to fuck tonight on their planet,” Natira said, interrupting my train of thought. I gasped.

           “Just kidding,” she continued. “It’s all of the typical government bullshit that I’m sure you’re used to hearing. You know, ‘I’m honored to be here’, ‘I look forward to our future relationship.’ Blah blah blah.”

           “Oh, I know that all too well,” I rolled my eyes. “What I didn’t know was that you and Modric are fluent in Hallon.”

           “Since they are one of our biggest enemies, our father made sure that Modric knew the language,” she explained. “Although I voluntarily wanted to learn it.”

           “Why?” I asked.

           “I’m obsessed with the Hallon culture,” Natira whispered. “I always have been. Growing up, it was forbidden, but I could get magazines and newspapers from Hallon. Ever since I was a little girl, I dreamed of visiting here. I know it’s not on the best of circumstances, but I’m so happy to be here. It’s really the only reason that I signed up to train the girls.”

           I was surprised by this. Not necessarily by the fact that Natira had liked Hallon, but the fact that she was opening herself up to me. The more I learned about her, the more she became a real person and not just Modric’s sister or my language teacher. I still wasn’t sure if she was serious about finding King Ryu attractive or not. We would have to get into this more later.

           Modric finished his speech, and some more people spoke after him. They also spoke in Hallon, but I told Natira she could stop translating for me.  I was very bored, but enjoyed the alien watching. I couldn’t get over the fact that this species was so different than the Athim aliens.

           Like most Americans, growing up, I had assumed aliens were dark grey or green with gigantic eyes. They had small, skinny bodies with huge heads. We were all so wrong.

           After what seemed like a lifetime, the speeches wrapped up, and our group was led inside. The girls still looked frightened, but kept fake smiles plastered on their faces. We sat down in a large room and the King Ryu began to speak.

           “We prefer speaking in English, but many of our citizens are not familiar with the language,” King Ryu admitted. “I just wanted to express my gratitude to the Athims for bringing us these prized possessions. I must admit, there was a point in time that we thought you weren’t coming. We were pleasantly surprised when you showed up today.”

           Natira and Modric exchanged glances.

           “We will feast tonight,” King Ryu announced. “But I need to tend to some things before our dinner. Queen Amira would love to show you all around our palace.”

           “That would be wonderful,” Modric said. “But, I would like to have a quick conversation with my wife and sister beforehand. Would that be acceptable?”

           The king nodded.

           “We will leave you alone to talk amongst yourselves,” he said. “Queen Amira will wait outside for you to finish.”

           “Thank you,” Modric said.

           King Ryu grabbed Queen Amira’s hand and they left the room. However, several Hallon soldiers remained with their guns visible. Modric, Natira, and I had picked a large, yellow couch to sit. We were far enough away from the soldiers that we could have a conversation without them overhearing. Natira leaned over me to whisper to Modric.

           “I told you! It knew it was them,” she said. “These motherfuckers tried to kill us.”

           “I knew it was them, Natira,” Modric said in Athim. I followed the conversation easily. The lessons had paid off, after all. “But we can’t just come in here with guns blazing, accusing them of trying to kill us.”

           “What are you talking about?” I asked in a whisper.

           “The four ships that attacked us before we went to Arilia, it was them,” Modric said. “It was the Hallons. We had a feeling it was them, but the fact that he said they were surprised we showed up just confirmed it. He didn’t expect us to show up.”

           “Modric didn’t think it was them at first because they were attacking us with the girls on board,” Natira chimed in. Modric rolled his eyes.

           “It just makes me want to be even more careful and leave here as soon as possible,” he concluded. “I will attend to the business that I need to with King Ryu, but after that, we’re out of here.”

           “Do you think they’ll try anything, now that we’re here?” Natira asked. Modric shook his head.

           “I don’t think so, but we should be vigilant. For now, we will just pretend that we don’t know it was them who attacked us. We just need to act civil and friendly.”

           Natira and I agreed with Modric, and we got off the couch to find Queen Amira. True to King Ryu’s word, she was standing outside in the hallway.

           “Do you girls like wine?” she asked. Natira and I laughed.

           “We drink it like water,” Natira responded.

           Queen Amira led us to a small sitting room. There was a chilled bottle of white wine and a bottle of red.

           “I wasn’t sure what you girls would like, so I brought both,” Queen Amira commented.

           “Anything is good with me,” I said, pouring myself a glass of the white wine. Natira poured herself a glass of red.

           “So, tell me about yourselves,” Queen Amira said, sitting down with her glass of wine.

           “What do you want to know?” Natira asked cautiously.

           “Anything you would like to share,” Queen Amira said. “As my guests, I would like to know more about you.”

           “Well, my name is Princess Freya,” I told her. “I’m married to Prince Modric. I’m from Earth, the United States specifically. I was sort of thrust into this world, but I’m enjoying it very much.”

           She nodded as she sipped her wine.

           “And you?” Queen Amira turned to Natira.

           “I’m Princess Natira of Athim and I’m pissed off that you tried to kill us,” Natira said. I buried my face in my hands.

           Queen Amira cleared her throat and set her wine glass on the table next to her.

           “Excuse me?”

           “We know that you tried to kill us,” Natira said. Her voice had grown louder with more confidence. “Your men attacked our ship. My brother almost died. And now, you’re all acting like it’s not a big deal! We know.”

           “Natira,” Queen Amira said. “I’m not sure what you’re talking about. I’m not saying that you’re right and I’m not saying that you’re wrong. You very well could be correct, but I have no knowledge of anything that my husband does.”

           “Well, would he order an attack on us?” Natira asked. Queen Amira picked her wine glass up again and took another sip.

           “He may have,” she said. “But, his younger brother, Prince Kyan, is behind a lot of his decisions lately. You would need to talk more to him.”

           “Will he be at dinner?” Natira asked. Queen Amira nodded.

           “Well, let’s fucking go,” Natira said, standing up.
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      The dinner table was filled with food of all kinds. I had never seen such a spread. It took up most of the long table that had been set up for us. There was human food for myself and alien delicacies for the others. The other girls had already been whisked away. All that remained was myself, Natira, Modric, King Ryu, Queen Amira, and a few others.

           “Want to try this?” Modric teased, swinging a large, live insect in his hand. I shook my head as he popped it into his mouth.

           “Delicious, but not the best thing I’ll taste tonight,” he winked at me. Even though we all knew the Hallons had tried to kill us just weeks ago, the dinner was very civil. Modric was still in a great mood, because he didn’t know that Natira had confronted Queen Amira. I was sure it would come up during dinner.

      “Modric,” Prince Kyan spoke. “Are you sure you don’t want to trade your wife today? I can definitely sweeten the pot for that one.” He spoke of me like I wasn’t even at the table.

      Prince Kyan made King Ryu attractive. While Prince Kyan was not as grossly overweight as King Ryu, he was still large. He drooled when he spoke. His eyes were yellow and so were his sharp teeth.

      “She’s not for trade,” Modric said. His voice was stern and filled the room. Queen Amira and King Ryu stopped eating and turned their attention to the conversation between Modric and King Ryu’s younger brother.

      “Perhaps a gentleman’s talk after dinner can change that,” Prince Kyan said. “I have quite a selection for you to choose from. I know you like blondes as well…”

      “Maybe I wasn’t clear enough before,” Modric interrupted him. “She’s not to be traded. She’s my wife. I’m keeping her.”

      Prince Kyan laughed and tipped his chalice to Modric.

      “We shall talk later,” he said. “I have been catching her eye quite a few times tonight. She may be more willing than you think.”

      Modric slammed his fists on the table, jolting the plates. Before he could say anything, I spoke.

      “I. Am. Not. For. Trade,” I spoke slowly and clearly. “And if I were, I would make sure I wouldn’t end up with someone like you.”

      Prince Kyan carefully set down his chalice. The smirk he had quickly faded.

      “I’m done with this shit show,” he said, rising from his chair. He walked out the room without saying goodbye to anyone.

      “I’m so sorry about that.” Queen Amira leaned towards me. “He’s a spoiled brat, and is used to getting what he wants.”

      “I shouldn’t have lashed out at him,” I said. “I just get so irritated when men don’t listen.”

      She laughed and took my hand in hers.

      “Don’t you dare apologize for being a strong woman, Freya,” she said. “I admire that about you. Actually, we need more women like you in Hallon. If only to knock Prince Kyan down a notch. How he’s related to my husband, I’ll never know.”

      “Cheers to that,” I said, lifting my chalice. She clinked hers against mine and we exchanged a smile. I felt a sense of pride run through my veins. I had never stuck up for myself. It felt good.

      We stayed at the table through another course of food and a dessert. The wine was flowing heavily, and everyone was a bit tipsy.

      “Are you enjoying yourself?” Modric asked. He put his hand on my thigh.

      “I am,” I said. I grabbed his hand and placed it closer to the inside of my thigh. He shuffled in his seat.

      “I think we should cut this party short,” he whispered in my ear. While I wanted to leave, I also wanted to tease him a bit.

      “Soon enough,” I said. “Soon enough.”

      To be honest, if we were headed back to our room on the ship, I would have gladly cut dinner short. However, against Natira’s better judgment, Modric accepted King Ryu’s invitation to spend the night in the castle. I would have much rather spent the night in my own bed on the ship, but Modric told us it would be rude if we refused the invite.

      I was also enjoying the company. Queen Amira and I were like kindred spirits. She told me how she was from a different planet and was traded here against her will.

      “It was years ago,” she sighed. “My life back then is just a distant memory, almost like a dream. But, I would not change this for anything. I love my life here. Even if you’re not in love with your life right now, that’s OK. You will be, just give it time.”

      “It’s hard,” I admitted.

      “I see the way Modric looks at you,” Queen Amira continued. “I have never met Modric before, but I can tell that you’re special in his eyes. I can also tell that you’re slightly holding back. Let yourself be free. Give yourself to him.”

      I contemplated her advice for a bit, savoring the last bits of my chocolate cake.

      “I’m ready when you are,” I whispered to Modric.

      “I think we’re ready to retire to bed,” Modric announced, rising from the table. I stood up next to him and said goodbye to Natira and Queen Amira. Natira winked at me, knowing what would happen next. The whole room probably knew what was coming next. The sexual tension was out of control.

      “I will lead you to the guest room,” King Ryu said. He motioned for a guard to join us.

      We walked down a narrow hallway in a single file line. The guard was first, then Modric, then me, and behind us, King Ryu. We passed Prince Kyan in the hallway. He shimmied his way past the guard, stopping when he reached me.

      I smelled his breath before he spoke. It was a disgusting mix of alcohol, tobacco, and whatever repulsive food he had ate at dinner.

      “Give me a few minutes alone and you’ll be begging to be traded,” he whispered in my ear. I felt cold chills run up and down my body. I stopped walking and turned to him. Wordlessly, I slapped him across the face. The sound reverberated down the hallway. Modric, King Ryu, and the guard stopped dead in their tracks.

      Prince Kyan raised his hand to his face, rubbing the spot that my hand had made contact.

      “A feisty little redhead,” he said. “Just what I like.” He wasn’t backing down. Fearing that Modric would soon turn into a dragon, I tried to diffuse the situation.

      “Prince Kyan, while I appreciate the interest in me, I’m happily married to Modric. By choice. I understand some women are traded, but I’m not one of them. Modric and I are in love. As he has mentioned before, I’m not for trade. We have no interest in that. Ever.”

      “My apologies,” Prince Kyan said. “I have known Modric for many years, and have never seen him in love, let alone married. Going forward, I will respect your marriage.”

      “Thank you,” I said. “I apologize for the slap.”

      “It’s okay,” he responded. “I suppose I deserved it. I do get a little aggressive after too much to drink.”

      He continued to walk the opposite way, not making eye contact with his brother or Modric. The tension in the air had lifted, and we proceeded to walk to the guest room. Once we reached there, we said goodbye to King Ryu and went into the guest room.

      “That was great!” Modric said. “I can’t believe you slapped the shit out of Prince Kyan. I’ve been wanting to do that for years!”

      I shrugged and sat on the bed. The room was the size of a shoebox, compared to our bedroom on the ship.

      “It turned me the fuck on,” Modric said, climbing up on the bed next to me. He put his hand behind my head and pulled me close to him. As soon as our lips met, electricity surged throughout my body.

      “You know what turned me on,” I said, in between kisses. “The way you wouldn’t trade me. The way you make sure I’m yours and only yours. Make me yours tonight, Modric.”

      He began to kiss me more aggressively, laying me down on the bed. His lips wandered down to my neck.

      “I have something to tell you,” I said, as his hands reached my clothed breasts. My heart beat faster as I prepared the words in my mind. “I’m a virgin.”

      He stopped kissing my neck and looked up at me. A smile formed on his face.

      “I’ll take it slow,” he said. “I won’t hurt you.” He looked at me with such compassion, that I believed him.

      “Can we take this dress off?” Modric asked. “It does nothing for your figure.”

      “You made me wear this!” I said, as I jumped off the bed.

      He sat up straight, watching me unzip the back of the dress.

      “Do you need help?”

      “No. Let me do this.” I continued to unzip the dress, letting it fall to the floor. I carefully stepped out of it, standing in front of him. While the dress itself wasn’t flattering, I had planned ahead. Underneath, I wore the same white, virginal lingerie that I’d tried to show him the night our ship was attacked.

      Modric’s eyes practically popped out of his sockets. He looked at me up and down and licked his lips, a faint growl emanating from his mouth.

      “You look amazing,” he said. I walked towards him. He sat on the edge of the bed, his legs spread. I positioned myself inside them and leaned down to kiss him. As we kissed, I undid my braids. My hair fell, waving from the braids.

      Modric laid back and I crawled on top of him. I felt his strong hands unclipping the bra strap. With one swift movement, he pulled the bra off me and threw it across the room. We continued to kiss passionately as he fondled my breasts. He squeezed my nipples between his fingers with just the right amount of pressure.

      “I want to taste you,” he said, flipping me over so that I was now laying underneath him. His hands traveled down my stomach and rested on my hips. He worked the thong and garter belt off me slowly. When I was completely naked, he stopped everything.

      “I just need to admire this view,” he said. “You’re absolutely beautiful, Freya. I’m so lucky.”

      My head spun from everything going on. The compliments, the kissing, the fact that I was completely naked in front of this specimen. I felt a high that I had never felt before, not even when I was drunk from wine. He began to kiss me on the neck, before his lips traveled down to my collarbone, then to each breast in turn. I loved the contrast of his hot mouth against my skin.

      “I want to see you naked,” I said, breaking the silence. He still had on his robe.

      “Fair enough,” he said, removing the robe. Unsurprisingly, my eyes found his cock right away. While I had seen it before, up close it looked so much bigger and thicker than before. I gulped. Although he said he wouldn’t hurt me, I knew that I would no doubt feel some uncomfortableness at first, whether he meant to or not. I instead tore my eyes to focus on his muscled body, and the way the light glinted off his blue skin.

      “Are you OK?” he asked. He must have noticed the look of panic on my face.

      “It’s… so big,” I said, still not looking back at it. “What if it doesn’t fit inside me?”

      He laughed.

      “Back to you,” he said. “Spread your legs.”

      I did as he instructed, laying back and spreading my legs wide open. He got on top of me again, kissing me. His right hand traveled down to my core. After seeing his cock and feeling his body on top of me, I was soaking wet.

      One finger teased the opening of my vagina, he slowly stroked it from the clit down. My body reacted by shuddering. Taking this as a confirmation to move forward, he inserted one finger inside. My vagina wrapped tightly around his finger.

      “Oh my god,” I moaned. While it felt good, I knew it was only the beginning. He put another finger in, watching my face for a reaction. He slowly began to pump his two fingers inside of me. I heard my wetness as he put a third finger inside.

      He continued to pump the three fingers in and out, in and out. Each time he put them back, my body shuddered with pleasure.

      Eventually, he moved his fingers out, wiping them on the blanket. He put his hands on my knees and spread them further. He bent his head down to my open and willing vagina. I practically came as soon as his tongue hit my clit. He took it in his mouth, softly sucking it. As he did this, he put two fingers inside me and began pleasuring me again. His tongue moved down lower and I felt both his finger and his tongue inside. The heat made me wonder if he was partly transforming, or whether he ran at a higher temperature than normal, because my whole core radiated heat and pleasure. My hips raised from the bed, and I wanted him to drive his tongue deeper inside.

      I heard him lapping up my juices as he continued to pleasure me orally. I put my hands around his head and pushed it further into my pussy.

      He stopped his lapping suddenly.

      “What’s wrong?” I asked, nearly out of breath. I was so close to having an orgasm.

      “You’re not allowed to orgasm yet.” He raised his head. My juices were all over his chin. I playfully pouted. He took all three fingers out.

      “Now, it’s my turn for mouth service,” he said. He raised himself from the bed and jumped down. I wanted more oral, but had also wanted to please him as well.

      “Are you okay with this?”  he asked. I nodded, hoping against hope that the brief discussions I’d had with my friends, including some vivid demonstrations from them, would be enough.

      He walked towards the top of the bed where my face was. He stood against the mattress, his cock fully engorged. I wrapped my fingers around his cock and began to stroke slowly. He threw his head back in pleasure.

      “Do you know how long I’ve waited to have your hands on me?” he asked. “That feels so good, Freya.”

      I continued to stroke him, noticing the pre-cum form at the tip of his blue penis. I wanted to taste what he had to offer. I licked the top of his penis, cleaning up the pre-cum. Surprisingly, it tasted sweet. Much sweeter than the semen I had tasted before on Earth.

      I licked my lips. I looked up at him with my green eyes. “You taste wonderful.”

      He grabbed the back of my head with his hands, forcing some of his cock in my mouth. While it was a bit aggressive, I liked it. I had a feeling that I would be dominated in the bedroom, and I didn’t mind it at all. I continued to lick his cock as it bobbed in and out of my mouth. He moved it in and out, faster and faster. I almost choked.

      Sensing my discomfort, he pulled his cock from my mouth.

      “That was wonderful,” he said. “But I’d like to feel my cock in another area of your body.”

      As much as I wanted this as well, I suddenly grew nervous. His cock was very large, much larger than any human penis I had seen. A cock that large was not ideal for a virgin. He put a hand on my chest and lowered me to the bed. He climbed on top of me.

      “Just let me know if it hurts,” he said, looking in my eyes. He put one arm behind my head, and used his other to open my legs. When my legs were fully spread, he guided it to my vagina.

      I felt the tip go in first. While it hurt, it was also caused pleasure to rocket inside. My core wrapped around his cock as he went deeper.

      “Are you OK?” he asked, noticing as I winced. I nodded. He continued to move in and out slowly until I adjusted to his length. And at that point, I grew impatient.

      “Go faster,” I said. I didn’t have to tell him twice. He began to pump in and out of me.

      “This feels so good,” I whispered. As he fucked me, my hand found my clit and I began to stimulate it. I had masturbated before, but this was unbelievable. I could feel an orgasm start to build again, but I didn’t want it to stop. Before I could orgasm, Modric spoke.

      “Let’s switch positions,” he announced. He climbed off me and flipped me over. He commanded me to get on my hands and knees. Doggie style.

      “Your ass is fucking magical,” he said. He spanked me. I jumped from the bed. I didn’t know if I was more surprised from the spank itself, or the way it made me even more wet.

      He took a chunk of my hair in his hands and began to fuck me again, pulling on my hair.

      “Modric!” I yelled out in passion. I couldn’t take much more. I had to come. He slapped my ass again, taking me over the edge.

      My body shook with an orgasm. I felt it everywhere in my body, especially in my toes as they curled up. I wanted to collapse in ecstasy when I was finished, but Modric still hadn’t come. Not that it took him much longer. He soon pumped his seed into me. He seemed to come forever. When he finished, he rolled over on the bed. I put my head on his sweaty chest. We were both extremely out of breath.

      “Wow,” I said. “I don’t even have words.”

      He laughed.

      “That was exactly how I imagined it,” he said. “If not better.”

      “I’m ready to fall asleep,” I admitted. “Can we just fall asleep here naked?”

      Modric nodded.

      “That sounds like a great idea.”

      It was an even better one when Modric wrapped his arms around me, holding me tight to his body. I accepted the spooning, and relaxed in his grip, letting his heat soothe me. Though I’d probably want to wriggle out once he got a little too hot. After-sex cuddles. So that was a thing.

      I quite liked it.

      I closed my eyes and was almost asleep when I heard a pounding outside the door. Modric jolted out of bed, grabbing his garb.

      “What’s that, Modric?” I asked. He ran over to the window and I followed, grabbing a sheet for extra coverage.

      Below us, a steady stream of Hallon were entering the castle. Some had pitchforks, others had stick of fires. They were shouting at the top of their lungs.

      “Kill King Ryu! Kill Modric! Death to the Athims!”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 16

          

        

      

    

    
      Modric ran over to his satchel and retrieved a gun.

      

           “Take this,” Modric said. He shoved a small, silver pistol into my trembling hands. I had never held a gun before, as they made me nervous.

           “Listen carefully,” he said. “The first button is for short range. It’s the most precise and the deadliest. If you’re in fear of your life, and your enemy is within reach, use this button. It will kill them instantly. The button underneath that is for long range. It’s accurate, but there is a small chance of missing your target. The bullets that come from that chamber will just temporarily stun them. It gives you enough time to either finish the job or to run away. First button, short range, kill. Second button, long range, stun.”

           First button, short range, kill. Second button, long range, stun.       We quickly gathered our clothes from the floor and got dressed. As soon as I had my dress on, the door swung open, and three Hallon soldiers appeared. I raised my gun, my finger already near the first button.

           “We’re here to help you!” one of them shouted, motioning us to lower our guns.

           “There has been an attack on the Palace,” another one stated. “There has been an attempt on the life of King Ryu and his guests. We must get you to safety as soon as possible.”

           Modric and I looked at each other, unsure of what to believe. Unfortunately, we didn’t have to time to question the soldiers. I heard shouting and fighting nearby. Two of the men grabbed my arms, acting as human shields as we left the room.

           “Protect her at all costs,” Modric demanded. As we entered the main room, chaos ensued. A mixture of Hallon and Athim soldiers were fighting each other and it was hard to tell who was on what side. Natira appeared at my side, disheveled and out of breath.

           “Get them out of here!” Modric yelled to the soldiers who were still protecting me. They herded Natira and I and began to drag us out of the room.

           “I’m not leaving you, Modric!” I yelled as the soldiers took me further away. Modric turned around, and it was then I noticed something on his face that I hadn’t seen before. While he had an inability to show some emotions, this one was very clear. He was scared.

           “I will come for you,” he yelled back. I wanted to stay with Modric, but I knew that I could be killed.

           “Traitor King Ryu!” An alien flew by us, entering the main room to fight. I heard more chants mixed with gun fire and swords clattering.

           “Death to King Ryu!” A voice shouted in the distance. “Death to Queen Amira! Athim are enemies!”

           The Hallon soldiers led us down another hallway, the noise growing quiet in the distance. We finally reached a small door at the end of a hallway, and the soldiers instructed us both to go in. It was very small. Natira went in first and I followed.

           “We will guard you from out here,” said one soldier as he shut the door, leaving us in complete darkness. I started to sob.

           “Don’t you dare cry, Freya,” Natira said sternly. “We’ll get out of this. We’re safe right now.”

           “But Modric isn’t!” I cried.

           “He’ll be fine. He has been in many battles before. Most Hallons don’t know about his ability to turn into a dragon. Since that’s pretty much a royal-only thing. This will be over before you know it.”

           We sat in silence for a bit. I was too petrified to say anything, and Natira didn’t want to make the situation worse. Suddenly, we heard two thuds from outside the door. The small space between the floor and the door where light had once gotten through was now dark.

           Natira covered my mouth with her hand before I had a chance to scream. We watched silently as the light slowly returned. I shivered as I realized what had happened. The two guards had been shot. Whoever shot them was moving the bodies away from the door. Natira removed her hand from my mouth.

           “Don’t make a sound,” she whispered. She quietly maneuvered herself between my body and the door. With the guards dead, she would now become my human shield. I nervously held the pistol in my hand, reassured by the weight of it.

           The door was thrust open. Prince Kyan appeared at the door.

           “Oh, thank God,” I said. “It’s you!”

           “Ha!” he spat as he talked. “Now you’re glad to see me? I’m sorry to inform you princess, but I’m orchestrating this attack.”

           Before we could say anything, he took Natira by her arm and threw her out of the room. She landed on the floor with a thud, but turned, baring her teeth, her mouth starting to stretch into dragon form. Kyan yanked the pistol from my hands before I could register what was happening, and he pulled the trigger several times at Natira. She collapsed. Horror welled inside me, even though a part of my mind noted that he’d used the wrong button. Those were stunners. Not killers.

           “Modric’s little fuck toy.” He reached for me. I scooted back in the room as far as I could. I hit the back wall and he still could reach me. He was more careful with me.

           “You already smell like sex,” he said. “That’s OK. I’m good with Modric’s sloppy seconds. It wouldn’t be the first time.”

           I felt tears begin to fall from my cheeks.

           “Stop fucking crying and crawl out of the room,” he barked the order at me. I looked behind him to where Natira lay motionless on the floor. I crawled out, the lights temporarily blinding me.

           The two dead guards lay on the ground near where Natira was. Prince Kyan and I were the only alert ones in the room.

           “Get on your knees,” he said. More spit flew from his fat lips, landing on my cheek. I positioned myself on my knees.

           “I’ve been eyeing you up all night,” he said, licking his lips. Which was obvious, given his lecherous attitude towards me. It was then I realized why he wanted me on my knees. He began to adjust his robe to reveal his penis, when something roared nearby. With a thud and scraping sound, a huge blue dragon emerged, fangs dripping blood. Modric. He looked like a monster. With one whip of his long, serpentine tail, he knocked Prince Kyan on the ground. I ran towards Natira and pulled her under the empty staircase with me.

           Prince Kyan fought back, even though Modric in dragon form was much larger. Modric thrashed around, continuing to knock Prince Kyan down as he continuously tried to get back up. Any moment, I expected Modric to stop toying with him and just end it, but he seemed determined to make Kyan suffer. Red whip-slashes appeared all over Kyan’s skin. He’d long since dropped the gun, and in the fight, it’d been kicked near us. I scooped it up again and tucked it away.

           “What the hell’s going on?” Natira sat up, rubbing her eyes. She gaped at her brother in dragon form.

           “Oh shit,” she said. “This isn’t going to end well.”

           She was right. Although the Prince Kyan had tried to fight back, he was no match against a fierce dragon. With one violent move, Modric switched from lashing with his tail with snapping at Prince Kyan with his fangs. I looked away, sickened.

      Natira and I remained silent, though I flinched slightly when blood sprayed nearby.

           Modric quickly transformed back into alien form, wiping his mouth when I finally faced him, trying not to pay any attention to the dead Prince. Thinking quickly, he removed the robe from the body of Prince Kyan and put it on.

           “We’ve got to get out of here,” he told us in a hoarse voice. I helped Natira up, who still seemed weak from the stunner. “Lucky he didn’t know about the buttons.”

      “Yes,” she said, wincing as I positioned her to drape over my shoulder. We grabbed our guns and moved down the hallway.

           “The large room is cleared,” he said. “I need to find King Ryu. I fear he’s in trouble.”

           We made our way through the hallways, stepping over dead Hallon bodies. I had no doubts that Modric had killed them. We finally reached the dining room where we had just been hours before. Modric opened the door to find a crouching King Ryu. Queen Amira was behind him with our four red-headed friends.

           “Modric!” King Ryu stood. “This isn’t my doing. My own brother turned on me!”

           “I know,” Modric said. “He almost killed Natira and Freya. He’s dead now.”

           “Dead?” King Ryu asked. A mixture of sadness, confusion, and anger filled his face.

           “I killed him,” Modric said. “I had to.”

           King Ryu nodded as Modric spoke.

           “I know it’s hard to hear, but we must leave now. Let’s all get on my ship and then we can decide what to do from there. What’s the quickest way out?”

           “Follow me.” He ran out of the room. We followed him as Modric rounded out our group. We ran quickly down the hall. While it was still quiet, we feared the unknown. Soldiers could jump out of a room at any time. We reached outside and it was a similar scene. Tons of dead bodies were on the ground. I had never seen anything like it before in my life.

           We ran towards the ship, now joined by more Athim fighters. We almost reached the stairs when bullets started whizzing by our heads. Queen Amira screamed and fell to the ground. She’d been hit.

           A lone alien stood in the distance, holding the gun that had delivered the bullet to Queen Amira. Without thinking, I grabbed the gun from my boot. First button, short range, kill. Second button, long range, stun.

           I hit the second button. My bullet quickly reached the alien and he dropped to the ground. I watched as another Athim soldier ran towards him and delivered a sword to the alien’s chest. I stood in shock.

           “Keep going!” Modric commanded. Natira and the other girls ran past me.

           “Is she… dead?” I asked, although I already knew the answer.

           “Get on the ship, NOW!” Modric yelled. I listened to his orders, climbing the stairs two by two. When I reached the top, an Athim soldier shut the door behind us.

           Nellie began to cry.

           “She’s dead! The Queen is dead!” She buried her head in her hands. The door opened again. Modric and King Ryu came in. Modric barked orders at the crew.

           “We need to leave Hallon right now,” Modric said. “King Ryu and the girls are staying on the ship with us until it’s safe for them to return to Hallon.”     

           King Ryu began to protest.

           “But my wife, I can’t leave her!” King Ryu cried. Despite the fact he had tried to kill us before, I felt terrible for him. Modric grabbed him by his shoulders.

           “I’m sorry, Ryu,” he said. “She’s gone. You can’t be the next. We’ll return when this chaos has died down. I promise.”

           Ryu collapsed in a chair and let out a howl unlike anything I’d ever heard before.
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      No one spoke for hours. We were all mentally and physically exhausted. I had wanted to sleep, but every time I shut my eyes, I saw Queen Amira’s dead eyes. I didn’t even get a chance to know her, but I knew if I had, I would have liked her very much.

           Natira nursed her sprained wrist as the other girls sat in silence. We had sat in the meeting room for hours, barely speaking to one another. Modric, King Ryu, and the other Athim soldiers that fled Hallon were in deep discussions in the command room.

      No one was sure what to do next. There was no plan. We couldn’t return to Hallon, and the next closest planet was Arilia. We wouldn’t be returning there, either.

      “This is awful,” Rachelle spoke. “I would have never imagined tonight going as it has.”

      “I’m in shock, I think,” Natira said. “Between almost losing my life and see Queen Amira lose hers, I don’t know what to do next.”

      “When we will be going back?” Kelly asked. No one answered her, because no one knew.

      Modric appeared in the room. He looked fatigued, almost defeated. King Ryu was behind him. Needless to say, he was much worse off than Modric.

      “What’s going on?” I asked. Modric and King Ryu looked at each other.

      “We need to float around for a couple of days,” Modric announced. Natira jumped up.

      “And then what?” Natira asked.

      “Then we go back to Hallon,” King Ryu spoke. “I need to clean up the mess, but your brother wants me to wait a bit.”

      “So, are you two best friends now?” Natira was clearly annoyed.

      “Natira!” Modric raised his voice.

      “No, Modric, I want to know. How can you two be best friends after we nearly lost our lives twice because of him? Are you forgetting that he nearly shot our ship out of space?”

      Modric opened his mouth to speak, but King Ryu stopped him.

      “I owe you an apology and explanation,” King Ryu sat down in a chair. “As soon as we get back to Hallon, I’ll call off the gathering invasion forces. Prince Kyan had previously told me that the Athim people couldn’t be trusted. He told me numerous times that Modric needed to die. He wanted me to have him killed so we could seize the jump point.”

      Natira rolled her eyes.

      “I’m so very sorry,” he said. “I had no idea that my own brother and others close to me had plans to murder me. They were my only source of information, and I trusted them with my life. I know that you’re angry, but imagine how I feel, Natira. My wife was killed by people that I trusted.”

      “I know,” she said, with force in her tone. “And believe me, I’m very sympathetic, but what’s next? Where does that leave us all now?” she asked. Modric spoke.

      “We will cement our alliance,” he said. “We will accompany King Ryu back to Hallon. We shall finalize the trade between the girls and the resources. Once we’re all satisfied and life has returned to normal on Hallon, we will begin our journey back to Athim.”

      Natira rolled her eyes, but stopped her protest. She could have fought all night, but we all knew the plans were set in stone. There was no going against Modric. King Ryu turned to the four girls.

      “We will treat you with the utmost respect,” he assured them. “Please don’t think that anything bad will happen to you. Our people will love you.”

      The girls smiled graciously at King Ryu. I could tell they were a bit hesitant, but like the rest of us, they had nothing left to do but put their trust in the plan.

      We all scattered after that. Modric and King Ryu returned to the command room. The four girls went to their bedroom quarters to get some sleep. I was exhausted as well, but my mind was racing a million miles a minute.

      “Do you think we should trust him?” Natira asked me. We’d stayed in the study after everyone left.

      “I’m not really sure, Natira,” I said, stifling a yawn. “I mean, we have to at this point, right?”

      She nodded.

      “Do you think he will take one of the girls as his new bride?”

      “That’s an odd question,” I replied. “Why on earth are you thinking about something like that at a time like this?”

      She shrugged.

      “Queen Amira isn’t King Ryu’s first wife,” she explained. “He was married before her, but his first wife betrayed him, and she was executed.”

      I gasped.

      “As the King of a planet, he always needs to have a queen. It’s an unwritten royal law,” she explained. “After his first wife’s death, he married Queen Amira within two days.”

      “Hmm,” I processed the information. “Well, if that’s the case, I suppose Nellie is the most level-headed and regal. Should we recommend her?”

      Natira frowned.

      “No,” she said. “Forget I ever mentioned it. I think I’m so exhausted that I’m just thinking nonsense. I’m going to head to bed.”

      Following her lead, I headed to my bedroom to get some sleep as well. I passed the command room and noticed King Ryu and Modric deep in talk. I wanted Modric to come to bed, but I knew that wouldn’t be happening any time soon.

      I slept for over sixteen hours. My body needed it in more ways than one. In the past few days, I had been introduced as an Athim Princess, had my virginity taken, helped to kill an alien enemy, and nearly lost my own life in the process.

      I went to the dining room, in desperate need of coffee. Natira and the other girls were eating when I arrived.

      “Good morning, Sleeping Beauty,” Brenda said.

      “Good morning,” I responded. “Any updates since I’ve been asleep?”

      Natira shook her head.

      “Nothing,” she said. “We’re still on plan to float around outer space for the next few days until everything settles down below.”

      I grabbed some coffee and a bagel.

      “I’m in desperate need of a hot shower,” I told the girls as I left the room.

      The rest of the day was rather uneventful. I barely saw Modric or Natira, as both of them were busy with King Ryu and confirming the plans to go back to Hallon.

      Floating around in space was more boring than I had imagined. I had read all the Athim books. I needed to pick up a new hobby. Natira, in response, had brought me a journal and a pen.

      “Write,” she said. “It helps me to clear my mind. Maybe it will with yours.”

      I decided to take her advice and was writing when Modric came in. I protectively shut the journal.

      “What’s in there?” he teased. “Let me guess. You’re writing about our hopes and dreams for our future?”

      “What’s going on out there?” I asked, changing the subject.

      “Just typical nonsense,” he confessed. “Trying to help King Ryu from losing his mind. I feel bad for him. I couldn’t imagine having someone close to me turn against me and then lose you on top if it. I’d be completely devastated.”

      I nodded sympathetically.

      “I found this kind of weird, though. He may actually take one of the girls as the next Queen,” he confessed. Natira was right. Modric noticed the concern on my face.

      “He told me that he has to, Freya,” he explained. “The people need a Queen. So I suggested that he take Nellie. She’s the most mature of them all. I’m sure you feel bad about Queen Amira, but it’s strictly business at this point.”

      That wasn’t what bothered me. The way they just so easily replaced one Queen with another… “So, if I died, would you find a replacement like that?” I furrowed my brow.

      “No!” He leaned down to kiss me. “I would never replace you. Ever. I promise.”

      His answer made me happy. We parted ways with Modric promising to come back to the room shortly. He had a few things to wrap up with King Ryu.

      We would hopefully be returning to Hallon in two days. They had received words that the rogue Hallons had already fled the planet, and the remaining friendlies were working on cleaning up the awful mess that was left behind.
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      I met Natira in the dining room for coffee the following morning. She looked exhausted but was also glowing and had a smile on her face.

           “What have you been up to?” I asked, sipping my drink. She shrugged.

           “Nothing much,” she replied.

           “So, you were right about King Ryu taking a new Queen,” I told her. “Modric told me last night that he suggested Nellie. Isn’t that strange to think that she might be a Queen? I’m not even a Queen!”

           “You will be one day, though,” she said. “And to be honest, it’s just a title. It’s no different than a princess. I don’t think he’s going to pick Nellie, though.”

           “Why not?”

           “I just don’t,” she said. “She doesn’t seem like his type.”

           “I don’t really care who his type is,” I confessed. “I just can’t wait to drop them back off on Hallon and head to Athim.”

      

      Natira didn’t say much after that. Modric entered the room. He looked happy and refreshed.

      “I’m so glad we’re going back to Hallon tomorrow,” he said, stealing a sip of my coffee. “I know King Ryu thinks that we’re staying until things are good, but I want to leave immediately.”

      “Why?” Natira asked, suddenly concerned.

      “Natira,” Modric spoke firmly. “It’s not our duty to help Hallon rebuild. I know that things have changed, and King Ryu is no longer our enemy, but He isn’t our best friend or a family member. He’s still an opposite race. I would not expect him to stay and help rebuild Athim if the tables were turned.”

      Natira got up from the table abruptly.

      “You told him that you would help,” she said, walking towards the door. “Now you’re going against your word. What, are you just going to open the doors and kick him off?”

      She left the room before Modric could follow up.

      “What is her deal?” he asked, grabbing a croissant from the table.

      “I have no idea,” I said. “She has been acting a bit off since this all happened. Maybe she has some sort of form of PTSD from the other night. I don’t know.”

      He shrugged as he continued to eat the croissant.

      “Are you going to make some time for me today?” I asked. He shook his head as he finished his food.

      “I wish I could, babe,” he said. I jolted at the endearment. The first he’d ever used. “Please don’t think I don’t want to. I definitely want to pick up where we left off before the attack, but there’s been so much going on that unfortunately, sex is the last thing on my mind.”

      I understood. Despite the passionate lovemaking we had before, I hadn’t been craving sex, either. I did crave Modric, though. Just having him around made me feel less lonely and more comforted.

      “Dinner tonight,” he said, noticing the sad look on my face. “Just you and me.”

      I perked up and flashed him a smile.

      “That sounds great,” I said. He kissed me goodbye and left the room. I cleaned up my dishes. I was headed back to my room when Natira stopped me in the hallway.

      “I need to talk to you,” Natira said, taking my arm. She led me down to her chambers and closed the door behind her. This must have been serious. I’d never been invited to Natira’s chambers before.

      “I have something to tell you,” she said. “I’ve not told Modric yet, and you can’t, either. Please promise me you won’t tell him before I do, Freya.”

      I searched her face for answers. What was she talking about, and why couldn’t Modric find out?

      “What’s wrong?” I asked, suddenly very concerned. Was she OK? Had she found out intel from the Hallon aliens?

      “I’m going to stay on Hallon,” she announced. I was stunned.

      “What?” I wasn’t sure I’d heard her correctly. Stay on Hallon? The enemy planet? I knew she’d been obsessed with it as a child, but I thought that with everything we went through, she wouldn’t want to stay there.

      “I’ve been spending a lot of time planning with King Ryu. We’ve discussed it and we feel like they need a strong Athim figure to rebuild, to promote the sense of an alliance. Modric needs to go back to Athim, so he’s out of it. I volunteered.”

      “Wow,” I spoke slowly. “Wow… but, why? There has to be more than meets the eye about that.” And hadn’t she been protesting about Ryu earlier?

      Speaking of eyes, she wouldn’t look me in mine. Suddenly, everything was beginning to make sense. Her bringing up the need for King Ryu to take a new Queen, her glow at the table this morning.

      “Natira,” I said, grabbing her hand. “You’re smitten with King Ryu, aren’t you?”

      She shrugged her shoulders and smiled.

      “I thought you liked girls!” I said.

      “True,” she said. “Girls do it for me. But I do really like King Ryu. I know he just lost his wife, but he’s a man. He has needs, too.”

      “You guys had sex already, didn’t you?” I asked. She grinned.

      “We did,” she confessed. “Seriously, Freya, I know you think I’m crazy, but I’ve never felt this way before. I think I’m in love.”

      I didn't see this coming. But there was one thing that I knew. Modric would not like this. As much as Natira annoyed him, she was his little sister.

      “Please don’t tell him,” she said. “I’ll tell him when it’s time.”

      “If you’re happy, Natira, I’m happy,” I said, hugging her. While I was genuinely happy for her, I would also miss her immensely. She had become my best friend.

      “We can visit each other whenever,” she said. “I’m sure you’ll get sick of Modric after a while. Obviously, his idea to overtake Hallon is on the back burner now. You can come vacation on Hallon.”

      “Deal,” I said, extending my hand. I couldn’t believe what had transpired, but if I learned one thing on this journey, it was that things were always changing.
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      Somehow, I managed to make it through dinner without spilling Natira’s secret. I desperately wanted to discuss it with Modric, but respected my sister-in-law’s wishes.

           “I’ll be so glad when this mission is finally over,” Modric spoke after sipping his wine. “I’ve always liked being away from Athim, but now that I have you, I want to stay there for a while.”

           “I would very much like that,” I said. I was curious to see what life on Athim would be like.

           We spent the rest of the dinner talking about Athim life. After a little too much wine, we headed back to the bedroom. But between the wine and the events that had happened, we were both far too tired to do anything physical.

           Our group met the next morning to discuss the plans for the day. We were going to land back on Hallon.

      “My new advisor informed me that there will be a special ceremony for all of you,” King Ryu said. “My people are very grateful that you saved my life and took care of me for the past several days. To show their affection, they want to give you some of our most sacred awards. Please promise me that you will stay long enough for that.”

      I knew Modric would want to protest, so I stepped in before he could.

      “That sounds absolutely wonderful, King Ryu,” I said, embracing him in a big hug. “Of course we will stay. We’ll stay as long as you need us to.”

      Modric shot me a dirty look, but I ignored him. I had a feeling once he found out that Natira would be staying on Hallon that he wouldn’t be so eager to leave. I wondered when she was going to tell him.

      “Girls, let’s go get ready,” Natira said. The six of us left the command room and headed towards the girls’ bedroom chambers.

      “When are you telling him?” I asked Natira. The other girls were far ahead of us, too far ahead to hear our conversation.

      “I’m scared!” she admitted. “Modric isn’t going to want me to stay here. I mean, my father is going to kill me. But I need to stay here, Freya. It’s time for me to be my own person. Not Juri’s daughter or Modric’s sister. I’m ready to be Queen Natira of Hallon.”

      I had to admit, Queen Natira of Hallon did have a nice to ring to it. I had no doubt that Natira would be a strong queen to the Hallons. She was brilliant, gorgeous, and brave. Not to mention the whole dragon shifting thing. King Ryu would be lucky to take her as a bride.

      “So, when are you getting married?” I asked. Natira smirked.

      “Today,” she said. “I really want you and Modric to be there. I want my brother to give me away.”

      I would have normally been shocked, but so many crazy things had transpired lately that I wasn’t.

      “Well, let’s get you ready for your wedding day,” I said, interlocking her arms with mine.

      Soon after, the six of us met back up with the men in the command room. Modric turned to look at us. His eyes specifically lingered on his sister. She looked the best that I had ever seen her before. While she was naturally beautiful, the way she did her makeup and hair really made her breathtakingly gorgeous, like a movie star.

      “Why are you so dressed up?” Modric asked her.

      “I’m not,” she replied. “I just decided to do something different with my hair today.” She failed to make eye contact with him. He rolled his eyes.

      “Whatever,” he said. He turned his attention to me. “Freya, you look absolutely lovely, as usual.”

      I smiled, walking into his open arms. He kissed me passionately on the lips before Natira spoke.

      “That’s enough,” she said. “Let’s get this party started.”

      We lined up in order of how we would leave the ship. An Athim guard first, followed by the four girls. After them was Natira, then me, Modric, and King Ryu. Some of our crew would follow after King Ryu, and some would stay on the ship to stand guard.

      I watched as the girls headed down the stairs.

      “You’ll miss them, won’t you?” Modric asked me. I nodded. While I would miss all of the girls, I was specifically sad about Natira. Of course, he still had no idea.

      “Modric,” King Ryu suddenly spoke. His voice sounded different, and it took me a moment to realize why. He was going to tell Modric about him and Natira’s relationship. He was scared. Modric turned to look at King Ryu.

      “Are you OK?” he asked him. Oh shit, this was going to happen right now. I couldn’t help but think for all their secrecy, they really should have just said it before. Were they hoping that the public eye would moderate his reaction?

                 “Can we talk?” King Ryu asked nervously. Modric looked at him, down to the crowd, and back again.

           “Right now?” He shook his head. “No. We need to go do this right now. Let’s talk after this.”

      Modric grabbed my hand. When we appeared at the doorway, the crowd erupted in loud applause. People were holding signs of thanks above their heads. Athim and Hallon flags popped out in the sea of people.

           “Thank you, Modric and Freya!” One sign read in wobbly English. Another declared their love for the Athim forces.

           This was all so surreal. I couldn’t believe all the love and support that was being projected at us. Arriving back to Hallon was far different from how we had left it. The sun was scorching hot as it shone down on my face. It reminded of Earth on a hot August day. As we proceeded down the stairs, the cheers grew louder.

           “Thank you! Thank you!” they chanted. Modric turned to me and smiled. As we reached the bottom of the staircase, we parted ways. Modric walked to the podium with King Ryu. I took a seat with Natira and the others.

           “Did King Ryu tell him?” Natira whispered as I sat down next to her.

           “No,” I told her. “He tried, but Modric wouldn’t let him speak. He said they could talk after this.”

           I watched as the color drained from Natira’s face.

           “Shit,” she said. “King Ryu was supposed to tell him before the speech. He’s going to tell his people about it right now.”

      “Maybe you shouldn’t have chosen to wait on this…” I folded my arms. “This is entirely your fault, you realize.”

           “My people,” King Ryu began to speak, hushing the crowd, with Natira translating what he said, since he addressed the crowd with their native language. “It has been a long few days for our planet. We have lost our beautiful and mighty Queen Arima. We were stabbed in the back by some of our own, including my own brother, Prince Kyan. But today, we stand strong. Today we overcome the challenges and work on rebuilding our planet. Today, and every day going forward, we’re united with the Athim people!”

           The crowd clapped in agreement as King Ryu continued his speech, Natira following word for word.

           “During my darkest hour, Prince Modric of Athim and his wife, Princess Freya, graciously opened their ship to myself and some other Hallon soldiers. For days, they made sure we were well taken care of. They fed us. They gave us warm beds to sleep in. They have shown us their true colors. They are no longer our enemies. They are our friends. They are our family.”

      I caught him looking at Natira when he mentioned the word “family”. King Ryu motioned for Modric to come to the stage. I admired how Modric always looked so calm and stoic, even in front of hundreds of people. He played the part of a prince very well.

           “Thank you, thank you,” Modric spoke, again with Natira translating. “Although it wasn’t under ideal conditions, I’m honored that I was able to help King Ryu and the Hallon people in this situation. As King Ryu said, going forward, we will be allies. There will be no more war between the Hallons and the Athims. After I leave Hallon, I will be returning to my home planet to personally inform all my people of this turn of events. I also need to introduce them to my gorgeous new bride, Freya.”

           This made the crowd go wild.

           “We love Princess Freya!” they shouted. I felt my cheeks blush. I had never been admired like this before. It was flattering and overwhelming at the same time. I waved to the crowd and it was at that moment that I finally felt like a real princess.

           Shortly after, Modric wrapped up his speech, and King Ryu returned to the stage.

           “Our Athim friends will join us for a fantastic feast tonight before they travel back home,” he announced. “I do have one surprise, though. Modric’s sister, Princess Natira, will be staying on Hallon to help us rebuild. Over the past few days, I have seen Natira’s strengths, and have determined that she will be a perfect fit for our community. Natira and I will work closely together as she takes over some of Queen Amira’s duties.”

           Natira stood and waved at the crowd. I had incorrectly assumed it would take a while for the people to warm up to Natira. Instead, they showered her with the same affection as Modric and me.

           “In addition,” King Ryu continued. “I will be taking Princess Natira as my wife. I want everyone to know that Queen Amira will always be in my heart, but for our planet to rebuild and move on from this tragedy, we must have a strong, healthy queen leading us. We will be married shortly in a private ceremony, but you can be sure that we will be celebrating our new queen publicly very, very soon.”

      I watched Modric’s face for a reaction, but there was none. He kept a straight face throughout the rest of King Ryu’s speech. We walked off the stage and into the castle, where Modric erupted in fury.

           “What in the fuck?” Modric’s voice boomed throughout the castle halls.

           “Modric,” King Ryu tried to quiet him. “I tried to tell…”

           Modric interrupted him.

           “I opened my ship up to you, King Ryu!” His voice was still raised. “I trusted you, and you’re stealing my sister!”

           Natira stepped forward.

           “He’s not stealing me, Modric,” she said. “I’m willingly going with him. King Ryu doesn’t have to trade for companionship.”

           She was talking specifically about mine and Modric’s relationship.

           “This is fucking bullshit,” Modric said. “Why, Natira? Why do you want to stay here? We were enemies just days ago! Don’t you remember? He led an attack that almost killed us all!”

           “Modric,” I said, trying to calm him down. “We were enemies. King Ryu has shown that he’s good person with a big heart. He will not hurt Natira.”

           Modric ignored me and continued to speak to Natira.

      “This is crazy. You’re acting crazy, Natira. We need you on the ship. You’re a crucial part of the ship.”

           Natira stroked her brother’s shoulder.

           “You don’t need me on the ship anymore, Mod,” she said softly. “You have Freya now. Plus, the other girls are going to be on Hallon. You don’t need me to train anyone. It’s time for me to do my own thing. I want to be here. I want to stay with King Ryu. I want to help him and the others rebuild.”

           Modric was quiet for a while, but finally spoke.

           “I still don’t understand where you’re coming from,” he said. His voice had returned to a normal tone. “I didn’t see this coming. Were you two sneaking around the ship behind my back? I barely saw you two together while we were on the ship. Are you two secretly in love or something?”

           King Ryu and Natira chuckled.

           “We’re not in love, Modric,” King Ryu said. “Not yet. I’ll admit, I do see a lot of potential in your sister, and am very attracted to her. Natira offered to help me and I gladly took her up on the offer. I would like her to stay and see if this situation works out for both of us. Do I have your blessing?”

           King Ryu extended his hand to Modric. Modric looked at me, Natira, and then back to King Ryu. After some hesitation, Modric shook King Ryu’s hand.

           “Yes, you have my blessing, King Ryu,” he said. “But she’s my only sister. She’s my only sibling. I still have people on this planet. If you hurt her, I will find out and I will return.”

           King Ryu gulped. I assumed he was thinking of the time that he saw Modric transform into a humongous, deadly dragon. I would have been petrified by the threat as well.

           “Understood,” he said, wrapping his arm around Natira’s small waist. “I will treat your sister with the utmost respect, Modric.”

      Modric turned to me next.

      “What about you?” he questioned. “Why aren’t you upset about this?”

           “I was,” I said. The words tumbled out of my mouth before I could catch them. I had just admitted to knowing about this tryst. I was in big trouble.

           “You knew about this?” A flash of anger appeared across Modric’s face.

           “I’m sorry,” I apologized.

           “I told her not to tell you,” Natira piped in. “It’s not her fault. It’s mine.”

           “You can’t ask my wife to keep your secrets!” He threw his hands in the air. “Fuck, I need something to drink. Can we sit down please?”

           King Ryu nodded and led us into the royal hall.

           “We will talk about this later,” Modric said to me as he pulled out my chair.

           Dinner was a bit awkward, to say the least. The sexual chemistry between King Ryu and Natira was now very apparent, making Modric visibly uneasy. Since Natira and Modric’s secret was out, they no longer tried to hide anything. They were practically attached at the hip. I had never seen Natira glow like she was. Her skin almost sparkled.

           “I don’t like this,” Modric whispered to me during the meal, motioning to Natira and Ryu. “And I really don’t like that you kept a secret from me.”

           “I told you I was sorry,” I whispered back. “Natira told me that she was going to tell you.”

           “You’re my wife,” Modric said. “You shouldn’t disobey me. You’ll be properly punished later tonight.”

           Properly punished? I wasn’t sure if that was a good or bad thing. I guess only time would tell.

           After our meal was over, the wedding ceremony between Natira and King Ryu was set to begin. Natira and I had gone to another room to touch up her hair and makeup.

           “Are you sure you want to go through with this?” I asked her. I knew the answer, but I felt like I needed to ask.

           “I’m very confident in my decision, Freya,” she responded, applying more lipstick. “More confident than anything I’ve experienced before.”

           Her words reassured me. Plus, it was not my place to tell her if her decision was wrong or right. Modric had already made his thoughts very clear. Despite being married to him, I wanted to support Natira as a friend and a sister-in-law.

           Their marriage ceremony was very similar to mine and Modric’s. Short, sweet, and relatively uneventful. However, they kissed at the end of theirs. A lot.

           Modric put his arm around my shoulders as the ceremony finished.

           “King Ryu told me that he’s happy with the conditions on Hallon,” he whispered to me. “It’s time for us to go.”

           I looked up at him and stuck out my lower lip.

           “Are you sure?” I asked. “Are you ready to leave Natira?”

           He shook his head.

           “No,” he said. “But I know my sister. She’s made up her mind. Once her mind is made up, She’s done. It’s time for us to go, Freya.”

           I sighed, knowing that his mind was made up as well. We would be leaving Hallon and the girls immediately.

      We began to say goodbye to our friends. I started with the four girls. After King Ryu had promised to take good care of them, their moods had changed drastically, and for the better.

           “Please come visit us,” Nellie wrapped her arms around and embraced me in a long hug.

           “We will,” I said. “I promise, especially with my sister-in-law here now.”

           “Freya,” Modric interrupted us. “I know you could stay here all night, but it’s time to go.”

      He was very anxious to get back to Athim to spread the word about the alliance with the Hallons. He was also excited to debut me as his bride. While I was also anxious to leave Hallon, the words “properly punished” still lingered in my mind. However, I didn’t have much time to think about it, as Natira came up to me.

           “Are you sure you want to stay?” I cried, hugging her. I would miss her massively. She began to cry, too. It was a side of Natira I never thought I would see.

           “I do,” she said, wiping the tears from her cheeks. “I really do. I told you, King Ryu makes me feel things that I never felt before. I never thought I’d be interested in men, but he makes my heart go crazy.”

           “I’m happy for you,” I said, nearly choking on my tears.

      “I will miss you, Freya,” she said. “You opened my mind and my heart to a million things. I’m so very grateful for our friendship. I don’t think I would be making this choice if it wasn’t for you.”

      I stepped back from our embrace.

      “What do you mean?”

      “You’re so strong, Freya,” she explained. “You’ve completely transformed from the girl we picked up at Dulles. Just watching how you’ve come into your own has made me want to grow as a person. I love you, Freya.”

      “I love you, too,” I cried, hugging her again. Modric disturbed our cry fest.

           “Jesus, you two are so fucking dramatic,” he said. “We’ll be back. Natira will come to visit Athim. Stop this nonsense immediately.”

           He rolled his eyes as Natira and I laughed through our tears. He was right, although it came across in very unsympathetic way. Typical Modric.

           “I will see you later,” I kissed Natira on the cheek.

           “I will take good care of her, Modric,” King Ryu said, shaking Modric’s hand. He turned and embraced me in a hug.

           King Ryu and Natira escorted us back outside. While the crowd had dissipated, there were still a few stragglers.

           “We love Athims!” One of them shouted.

           “Thank you for your help!” Another one shouted. I waved to them. Modric took my hand and led me up the staircase.

      Once we were on the ship, I went to the bedroom to change into my pajamas for bed. Modric said that he would join me as soon as he confirmed the flight plan with the crew. We were finally heading home.

      I went into my closet to grab some clothing. Instead of grabbing my basic pajamas, I headed over to the lingerie drawer. I knew Modric was still upset with me, and I was desperate to make it up to him. I figured the hotter I looked, the better the apology would come across.

           I opened the drawer, pondering what to wear next. The standard thigh-highs were always a great option, but I wanted more for tonight. I had been bad. I kept a secret from my husband. I moved some things around until I finally found it. The perfect apology outfit.

           I shimmied out of my dress and removed my bra and panties. I clutched the black one piece that I had selected and began to put it on. The top barely covered my round breasts. There were three strings on each side that came off the top and cascaded down my stomach until they attached to the bottom. The bottom consisted of very little fabric, just a patch in the front and a string in the back.

           I turned and looked in the mirror. I looked damn good. Turning around, I smacked my own ass.

           “Go get ‘em, girl,” I said.
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      As soon as I situated myself I under the covers, Modric walked into the bedroom. I nervously bit my lip as he closed the door behind him.

           “Well, you look like the cat that just ate the canary,” he said, kicking off his boots. “Did I use that saying correctly?”

           I laughed.

           “You did, but I have no clue what you’re talking about.” I smiled, pulling the covers up further. My entire body from the chin down was now covered.

           “What do you have hidden under there?” He sauntered over to the side of the bed. Without another word, he flung the covers off my body, revealing my sexy outfit. His eyes nearly popped out of his head.

           “Goddamn,” he said under his breath. “Wait... I’m still supposed to be mad at you.”

           He walked away from the bed and into my closet.

           “What are you doing, Modric?” I called out. I was very confused. There was no reason for him to go into the closet. I called his name again, but there was still no response.

           He emerged with my white robe and threw it at me.

           “Put this on,” he said. “I’m taking you to another room.”

           I was still extremely confused, but did as I was told. I wrapped the fluffy robe around myself and we left the room. We walked down the hallway and to a room in the ship I never entered before. To be honest, I’d never noticed it before.

           The door was very narrow and almost hidden in the wall. I also noticed that the door had far more security than any other on the ship. Instead of a simple fingerprint, Modric had to open the door with a full-face scan. The door slid open, but Modric didn’t turn on the lights. Once he closed the door, I heard him shut several locks.

           “Where are we?” I asked. He flicked on the lights.

           The dim lights slowly started to turn on, revealing a single bed in the center of the room. The walls were covered with bondage toys and sex gear. As we got closer to the bed, I noticed there were ankle and wrist restraints.

           “What is this?” I gasped, taking one of the restraints in my hand. I had seen them in movies before, but never up close. Was he planning on tying me up?

           “You were bad,” he said. “You kept a secret from me. A very important secret. I told you that you’d be punished.”

           He slipped the robe off me and pushed me back on the bed.

           “Put your wrists up there,” he said, signaling towards the wrist restraints. I did as I was told. He walked to one side of the bed, tightening the restraint around my wrist, and then did the same on the other side.

           “Ankles next,” he said. I spread my legs, positioning them so he could put the cuffs around my ankles. He clicked them on and walked away from the bed. He turned back to look at me.

           “I like this look a lot,” he said, as he walked towards one of the walls. I had to admit that I enjoyed the way the restraints felt against my skin. He grabbed a feather tickler off the wall.

           Walking over to the side of the bed, he placed the tip of the tickler on my shoulder, slowly dragging it down to my breasts. It was a sensual feeling, one that both tickled and turned me on. The tickler put my body on full alert. He worked it further and further down my body. He then stopped and examined the tickler in his hand.

           “I feel like this is not enough of a punishment,” he said to himself. He placed the tickler on the side table and returned to the large wall of goodies. He grabbed a leather crop and brought it back.

           “This is better,” he said, dragging the tip of the leather crop from my breasts to my pelvic bone. The movement caused my back to arch off the bed.

           “I’ve changed my mind,” Modric said, putting the crop on the bed next to me. He began to take the restraints from my hands. Would I not be punished after all?

           “Am I off the hook?” I asked, rubbing my free wrists. He laughed and shook his head.

           “I’ve changed my mind about the position, but not about the punishment,” he said. “Believe me, you’ll still be punished.”

           He flipped my body over and instructed me to get on my hands and knees. He grabbed my wrist, placing it in the restraint again. He tied my other wrist as well, but left my legs free this time.

           “Put your ass up in the air now,” he demanded. As soon as I followed orders, I was delivered a swift whip from the leather crop across my naked ass cheeks.

           “Are you sorry for keeping Natira’s secret?” he asked, delivering another blow. Although painful, the pleasure that followed was secretly worth it.

           “I am,” I cried out. “I’m so sorry, Modric. I’ll never keep a secret from you again.” Although I might just, if I got this kind of reaction from him.

           He whipped me again. Then he inserted a finger deep into my core and quickly pulled it out.

           “You’re a naughty little girl,” he finally said. “You like this, don’t you? You must, because you’re absolutely soaking wet.”

           He positioned himself behind me and entered me in one forceful push. He pumped his cock deep once, then twice, and then removed it. I whimpered. It felt so good inside me. I needed more.

           “Modric, please,” I begged. Not sure if I was begging him to stop or to continue.

      He got off the bed and removed my wrists from the restraints once again. Modric flipped me over and got on top of me. Leaning down, his lips met mine. He pulled away from the kiss as he spread my legs. His large cock found its way inside me again and I moaned.

           “That was just a preview of what happens when you disobey me,” he said as he fucked me. I wrapped my legs around his back, forcing him to drive deeper inside of me. He went deeper and faster as he grabbed each of my breasts with his hands. My orgasm quickly built with each pump. As soon as I felt him orgasm inside, I was done.

           “Fuck!” I screamed out as waves of pleasure ran from my head to my toes. I closed my eyes and ran my hands through my hair. He rolled off me and laid next to me on the bed.

           “I may be naughty more often,” I admitted. His hand found mine.

           “You liked that, did you?” he said. “I kept this room a secret from you. I wasn’t sure how you would react to this lifestyle.”

           “It’s different for sure,” I said, closing my eyes.

           We lay quietly for a few minutes, both of us desperate to regain our regular breathing patterns. Our hands entwined.

      After we were finished, Modric got off the bed and picked up my robe.

           “Do you like baths?” he asked, putting the crop away. I sat up on the bed.

           “I love baths,” I responded. It had been a while since I had one, but it had been one of my favorite things to do in the White House.

           “Let me prepare you one,” he said.

           Shortly after, I found myself in a gigantic bubble bath with him. He was no longer my master, but my equal. He had obtained a bottle of white wine and chocolate covered strawberries. The perfect post-orgasm snack.

           “To relaxing.” He clinked his wine glass against mine. I leaned back against the side of the tub and closed my eyes.

           “Wiped out?” he asked. I nodded, my eyes still closed.

           “Mentally and physically. I had no idea that room existed,” I admitted. Modric sipped more of his wine.

           “I know you brought it up before, but you didn’t go into any details. What are your thoughts about that room? I probably should have slowly introduced you to it.”

           “I was actually surprised by my reaction to it,” I confessed, opening my eyes and looking at him. “I quite like it when you’re in control.”

           He smiled, massaging my calves with his strong hands.

           “I like it, too.” He winked at me. “Can I ask you something?”

           “Sure, anything,” I said, enjoying the slight wine buzz I’d already acquired.

           “Are you OK with everything here?” he asked. “I know none of this was your choice. It wasn’t fair to you, but I wanted you so bad, Freya. From the moment I saw your picture, I fell in love. I never meant to make you angry or upset.”

           “I know,” I said. “It took me a while to realize that. It was just so hard at first, being traded by my father. I had my entire life turned upside down in a matter of hours. I barely had enough time to say goodbye to those close to me.”

           Despite how mine and Modric’s relationship had evolved, there was no denying that it was very difficult in the beginning. I thought back to the dinners we ate in near silence, and the nights we slept next to each other, but did not touch.

           “Do you think that you would you like to go back?” Modric asked. “We can swing back by Earth on the way to Athim. You can go back if you would like. I don’t want to keep you here like a prisoner. I want you to be here by choice. I can take you back. I’ll even let your father keep the resources that I gave him. I just want you to be happy, Freya.”

           I sat up in the tub, setting my wine glass on the side of the tub.

           “Modric,” I said, looking him straight in the eyes. “I’m your wife, not a prisoner. I’ve grown to love my life here. I want to be here. I want to be with you. I no longer feel like I’m as here as a trade. I’m here by choice,” I reassured him.

           He reached across the bath and placed his hand on my cheek.

           “I love you, Freya,” he said. I didn’t have to think twice before returning the words.

           “I love you, too,” I said, kissing him delicately. I loved feeling his lips against mine. Sometimes just kissing him felt better than the sex we had.

      “Seriously,” I continued, “I have no desire to go back to Earth right now. Someday, perhaps, but the last thing I want to see right now is my asshole father. I truly want to go to Athim. I want to meet the rest of your family. I want to start a family with you.”

           His face lit up like a Christmas tree when I mentioned the last part. It made him more handsome than ever.

           “Really?” he asked. “You want to have a family with me?”

           I nodded.

           “Eventually,” I said. “I know we still have a couple of days before we arrive to Athim, but we can practice making a baby on the way there.”

           I moved over to Modric and snuggled my way into his lap. I leaned my head against his chest and closed my eyes.

      Modric was now wide awake. Excited he began talking about Athim and how he would introduce me to everyone. I started to drift when he mentioned teaching me how the ship worked. While I was truly interested, my body and soul desperately needed to sleep. The mix of wine, sex, and a warm bath me craving our bed.

      Eventually, we made our way out of the bath, into warm pajamas, and back into our gigantic bed. We cuddled in the bed, the smell of bubble bath lingering on our skin, and the taste of wine remaining in our mouths.

           “Goodnight, Princess,” Modric whispered to me, kissing my forehead. I closed my eyes with a smile on my face. For the first time in a while, I felt completely safe and happy. There was no place in the universe that I would rather be, than in this bed with my Athim Prince.
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      I woke up the next morning in Modric’s arms. I slept throughout the night and surprisingly woke up without a headache or a hangover. Modric was already up before me, as usual.

           “You’re simply amazing,” he said. I laughed.

           “Well, good morning to you, too,” I said.

           “I mean that, Freya,” he said. “You really are. I’m so happy with you.”

           “I’m happy with you, too,” I told Modric. I truly meant it. Despite being forced into where I was, I wouldn’t have had it any other way.

           “What are you going to do with all of your free time, now that Natira isn’t here?” Modric asked me. I shrugged. To be honest, I hadn’t even thought about Natira or the other girls.

           “Oh, I’m sure that we’ll find something to fill the time with.” I winked at him.

           The journey to Athim went surprisingly quick. Modric and I were able to spend more one-on-one time together, learning about each other’s pasts and about each other’s bodies. We visited the “naughty” room more times than I could count.

           “You know, I can get one of these in our palace,” Modric teased one night.

           “I’d actually like that,” I said.

           It finally came time to land on Athim and meet Modric’s father. I had learned that his mother had died when he was a baby. His father never remarried, for Athim men only marry once. This also made me happy. Modric would never have another wife. It would only be me.

           “I’m a little nervous to meet your father,” I confessed. It was the morning before we were to land on Athim. I had grown so attached to Modric, and was afraid that his father wouldn’t think highly of me. I know that he never approved of Idira. Would he approve of me?

           “Please don’t worry about that,” Modric said, rubbing my back as we drank our coffees. “He will love you as much as I do.”

           We parted ways after breakfast and I went to my closet to get ready for the day. Modric told me that my closet in the palace would be even bigger.

           “Plus, there are many, many stores for you to shop in on Athim,” he said. Shopping. I hadn’t done it in so long that I almost forgot how much I liked it. Even when I was in the White House, I didn’t have the luxury of going to the mall much.

           I missed Natira, especially when it came to getting ready. She had the magic touch when it came to hair and makeup. Modric also told me that he could bring in a makeup and hair team when we landed on Athim. I had to admit, I didn’t hate this idea. If anything, I could learn to be as good as Natira was, and then I could do things on my own.

           “You look great.” Modric entered the bathroom. I looked at him and back at myself in the mirror.

           “Are you sure?” I asked. I wore the navy-blue dress that we married in. While it may not be royal, it made me feel more comfortable.

           “I’m positive,” he said, twirling me around. I felt and looked good. He took me in his arms and kissed me.

           “We’ve landed on Athim,” he told me. “But it’s going to take a few minutes before we can get off.”

           “Speaking of getting off, do we have time to hook up before we leave the ship?” I asked. Although we had sex before breakfast, I wanted more. Natira had told me Athims were sex-crazed. I had to play the part.

           Modric surprised me by picking me up and placing me on the bathroom corner. He quickly pulled his pants down, revealing his already rock-hard cock.

           “A quickie?” he asked. I nodded. He didn’t even bother taking my underwear off, he just pushed them aside and shoved one of his fingers inside. I grabbed his shoulders and pulled him closer to me.

           “Are you ready?” he asked, taking his finger out. I nodded. He quickly pushed his cock against my entrance, sliding it inside.

           “Oh, that feels so good,” I whispered in his ear, as he pumped in and out of me.

           He picked me off the counter and held me up by my ass. I was literally bouncing up and down on his cock when I heard a noise.

           “Ahem.” An older Athim stood in the doorway. He looked just like Modric, except many years older. My father-in-law.

      Shit.

           “Oh my god,” I said, jumping off Modric. I was thankful that I was still fully clothed. Modric managed to pull his pants up without zipping his cock up in his zipper.

           “Father,” he said.

           I was right. This wasn’t the best way to introduce myself to Juri. I waited for him to yell at us, but instead, he started to chuckle loudly.

           “Good to see you son,” he said, embracing Modric in a hug. He turned to me next.

           “Sorry for interrupting you guys,” he said, “But in all fairness, the door was wide open.”

           He embraced me next. I was still embarrassed, but felt relieved.

           “Hi Juri,” I said. “I’m…”

           “Freya,” he finished for me. “I’ve heard so much about you. I’ve also received many updates from the ship, and I hear that you’ve made my son very happy. Welcome to the family.”

           “Thank you,” I said.

           “Everyone is ready to meet you,” Juri said. “Why don’t you two freshen up and come down? There is someone in particular I want you to meet, Freya.”

           “I can’t wait,” I said, as Juri left the room. As soon as the bedroom door closed, Modric and I erupted in laughter.

           “Holy shit,” I laughed, crying through tears.

           “I’m so sorry,” Modric said. “I accidentally left the door open when I came in to check on you. You looked so good that I forgot to close it. I’m glad it had a happy ending, though.”

           “Or not,” I laughed.

           We quickly freshened up and headed down to Athim. I was excited to see what Athim had looked like. I had seen pictures, but nothing prepared me for what it looked like.

           We opened the door to complete paradise. A warm breeze wrapped around me as we stepped out of the ship and on to the platform of the stairs.

           There were palm trees everywhere. We had landed on what looked like a pristine beach. The beach was white and pure. Turquoise waves with white tops lapped against the shore.

           “This is beautiful,” I whispered to Modric. We walked down the stairs. I had expected a large gathering, but there wasn’t. Juri stood at the bottom of the stairs with a brunette human woman next to him.

           “Who is that?” I asked Modric. We were still too high up to see them properly. Modric smiled at me, but didn’t respond. We were about halfway down the stairs when she came into view.

           “Tiffany!” I ran down the stairs, two at a time and practically tackled my best friend.

           “I’ve been waiting for you!” Tiffany squealed. We jumped up and down.

           “You look so great!” Tiffany said. “The glow on your face… you aren’t a virgin anymore, are you?”

           Modric walked up to us.

           “Surprise,” he said. “I know that you’ve been missing Natira and the girls, so we arranged Tiffany to visit for a few weeks.

           “I love you!” I wrapped my arms around him next. I was so happy to have both my best friend and my husband next to me.

           “I have some things to attend to, but we’ve set up a little area for you and Tiffany to relax before we head to the palace,” Modric explained, pointing to a beach cabana.

           “Girl time!” Tiffany and I said in unison.

           Juri and Modric went back up into the ship, leaving us humans behind. We trekked through the white sand to the beach cabana. An Athim soldier handed us frozen margaritas as we took our seats on the large chaises.

           “This planet’s so amazing,” Tiffany told me. “I wasn’t sure about coming here, but now I don’t want to leave!”

           I laughed.

           “Well, I’m sure you don’t have to!” I said.

           “Does Modric have a brother?” she asked, putting on sunglasses. I laughed into my drink.

           “That’s a negative, but I’m sure he has a cousin or a friend we can hook you up with!”

           We spent the last hour catching up on everything. Even though I had only been gone for a couple of months, it seemed like we had years’ worth of stuff to catch up on.

           “Have you seen Anya or Joaquin?” I asked. She shook her head.

           “I have not seen them, but I have talked to them,” she said. “Your sister is doing well. She hasn’t gone back to the White House since you left. She has been too busy with work to go back. It isn’t like your father cares.”

           “What about Joaquin?” I asked. She frowned.

           “He left the White House shortly after you were traded,” she said. “He left on his own, which is a good thing. He’s working as a bodyguard for Justin Bieber now, actually. He said it’s much less stressful.”

           I laughed. He’d actually teased me for liking Justin Bieber, and now he was his bodyguard. How times had changed.

           “And my father?” Part of me didn’t want to know, but the other half wanted to.

           “He’s your father,” Tiffany said. “Nothing has changed. They put out some news story about you being very happy as an Athim Princess, so most of the country has forgiven him. Do you think you’ll ever go back?”

           I looked out at the never-ending ocean in front of us.

           “I’m not sure,” I confessed. “There’s really nothing there for me anymore, especially if you can visit. I’m sure that Modric can arrange for Anya to visit, too. Maybe she can be a model here.”

           We laughed. The tequila in the margaritas were already making me a little buzzed.

           “So, how are you and Modric?” Tiffany asked.

           “Juri just walked in on us having sex, so there’s that,” I said casually.

           “Freya!” Tiffany raised her hand to her mouth. I shrugged.

           “We’re really good, though,” I said. “I never thought I’d fall in love with him, but I have. I’m actually really excited to start a family with him.”

           “Start a family?” she questioned. I nodded.

           “Yes,” I said. “I want to. We’ve been trying.”

           “Wow,” Tiffany said, drinking her margarita. “Cheers to that, girl. Cheers to that.” We clinked our margarita glasses against each other. It felt so good to have my best friend next to me again.

           We lay in the sun, soaking up the warm rays for another hour until Modric came to get us.

           “Are you girls ready to head to the palace?” he asked. I was more than ready.

           “Have you seen it yet?” I asked Tiffany. She nodded.

           “It’s amazing!” she admitted. “I’ve spent the last two nights there. You’re going to die.”

           Modric looked at her, confused.

           “It’s an American saying,” I explained. “I’m not going to literally die.”

           He shook his head.

           “Americans,” he laughed.

           The trip from the beach to the palace was a good thirty minutes. However, the scenery stayed pretty much the same. Lots of palm trees, clear, blue skies, and endless beaches.

           “Is the palace on the water?” I asked, as we traveled in a vehicle similar to a hovercraft. Modric nodded.

           “It is. Our bedroom has a huge balcony that overlooks the Athim Ocean,” he said. I gaped at him. I’d always wanted to live oceanfront, but never had.

           When we arrived at the palace, my jaw nearly dropped out of my mouth. I had expected it to be similar to the Hallon palace, but the size completely blew my mind away. It was nearly double the size of the Hallon palace. It was light pink and at least twenty stories tall.

           “This is it?” I asked.

           “Yes,” Modric said, squeezing my hand. As we got closer to the doors, I saw the people I’d expected when we originally landed. There was a crowd of Athim aliens, touting the Athim flags.

           Modric stepped out of the hovercraft first and grabbed my hand. As soon as I emerged, the crowd went wild.

           “Princess Freya!” they yelled at me. Since I had practice on Hallon, I felt comfortable waving to them as their princess.

           “Welcome!” They cheered as we walked past them into the palace. Juri, Tiffany, Modric, and I entered the palace, and Modric shut the door.

           “That was quite a welcoming,” Tiffany said.

           “They really like you, huh?” Juri said. Modric put his arm around my waist and pulled me closer.

           “Of course they do,” he said, kissing the top of my forehead. “She’s the perfect Athim princess.”

           “Speaking of Athim princesses,” Juri said. “I miss Natira. I still can’t believe that she married a Hallon.”

           Modric shrugged his shoulders.

           “Neither could I,” he said. “But there was no stopping her.”

           Juri nodded.

           “I wouldn’t have expected you to stop her,” he said. “I know her only too well.”

           Juri led us to the sitting room. It was beautiful. White walls, white carpet, white furniture. There were white flowers in white vases. Not to mention, there was a large bay window that overlooked the Athim Ocean. It was absolutely gorgeous.

           “This is amazing,” I said.

           “This was Modric’s mother’s favorite room in the palace,” Juri said. “I don’t use it much, but please feel free to make this your own, Freya.”

           I felt honored. I knew how much he loved his wife. Allowing me to take over her favorite place at the palace was so special to me.

           “Thank you,” I said. Modric beamed. He was pleased that I had taken such an immediate liking to the palace, but how could I not? It was more than I had ever dreamed of.

           “Let me take you girls on the rest of the tour,” Modric said. We left Juri behind, promising to be back before dinner.

           “You lived in the White House,” Modric said. “This surely can’t be that exciting?”

           Tiffany and I giggled.

           “This is very exciting,” she said. “We have never seen anything like this before.”

           She was speaking the truth. We had never experienced anything this beautiful, this lavish.

           Modric took us from room to room, pointing out Juri’s bedroom, Modric’s office, the command room, and so on. The rooms were endless. There were bedrooms for all the help from the soldiers to the maids.

           “This almost feels like a castle,” I told Tiffany. She nodded.

           “So, Modric, do you have a cousin you can hook me up with or what?” Tiffany asked. We all laughed, but also knew that she was halfway serious.
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      Dinner that night was similar to the one we had on Hallon. There was a large, long table filled with different types of food. Athim food and human food lined the table. Fresh fruit, fresh vegetables, bread, and wine.

           I met Modric’s extended family – Some aunts, uncles, and cousins. Unfortunately, Tiffany didn’t hit off with any of Modric’s cousins.

           “Pipe dream, I guess,” Tiffany said as she sipped her wine. “I’m not mad, though. I’m in this paradise for free. Plus, there are still a lot of Athim men to discover.”

           “Cheers to that,” I said as we clinked glasses.

           “I love seeing you in this environment,” Modric said to me. I turned to him and smiled.

           “I love seeing you in this environment,” I said back to him. It was true; I did. He was much more relaxed when he was on Athim.

           “I’ve missed home,” he confessed. “I thought I wanted to venture out in outer space, but now that I’m back here with you, I kind of want to stay.”

           “Kind of?” I asked curiously. He shrugged.

           “I haven’t quite made my mind up yet,” he said.

           “Well, you better let me know when you do,” I said.

           Juri began to clink his knife against his wine glass. He was, of course, sitting at the head of the table. The rest of the group immediately went quiet.

           “Thank you,” Juri spoke. “First, I would like to thank everyone for attending this special dinner. I know they were delayed by a few days, but I’m so happy that my son and his wife, Princess Freya of Athim, have arrived back to their home.”

           Those gathered around the table clapped.

           “Freya is a breath of fresh air to our family,” Juri said. “With Natira on Hallon, we need a strong, young female in our family. Of course, I’m not saying that Freya is taking Natira’s place in our family, I’m saying that she’s a good addition. Also, I may have had too much wine to drink.”

           The gathered relatives erupted in laughter. I loved how open and honest Juri was. I felt like I was going to fit right in with this family.

           “Let me take over please, Dad,” Modric said, rising from the table. Juri nodded and sat back down.

           “I would also like to thank everyone for being here,” Modric said. “Thank you also for being so warm and welcoming to Freya. She may never admit to this, but she was a bit nervous about coming to Athim.”

           I felt myself blush.

           “But, like I predicted, she fit right in,” he continued. “Believe it or not, this woman has completely changed my life. I never have felt such love from or for another being. I had spent so much time in the universe looking for my purpose. I thought it was conquering another planet or fighting off another race. In reality, my purpose in life was being Freya’s husband.”

           “That’s so cute,” Tiffany whispered to me.

           “Basically, I just wanted to gloat about how happy I was,” Modric said with a grin. He raised his chalice in the air. “To my beautiful wife, Freya!”

           The others raised their glasses.

           “To Freya!” They all said in unison. Modric sat down next to me and kissed me on my cheek.

           “Can I speak?” I asked. Modric looked at me in surprise.

           “Absolutely,” he said.

           “Ladies and gentlemen,” he said loudly. “Freya would like to speak.”

           I stood up from the table, suddenly a little nervous with the eyes on me, but there was something I wanted to say. I wanted to declare my love for Modric as well.

           “Thank you,” I said. “I feel so much love from everyone in this group. Thank you so much for being so warming to both me and my best friend, Tiffany. I’m not going to sugarcoat it. The past couple of months on the spaceship have been rough. Our ship was attacked by the Hallon aliens, then we ended up on Arilia with Modric’s psycho ex-girlfriend. After surviving all of that, we arrived to Hallon, only to find ourselves in the middle of their internal turmoil. But throughout all of that, Modric and I grew as a couple. We learned each other’s languages. We talked about our pasts and our dreams. In the past couple of weeks, I found myself as a person.”

           I stopped to take a drink of my wine. While all of this felt extremely freeing, I also needed another sip of liquid courage.

           “I just wanted to say that I’m honestly happy,” I spoke again. “I never thought that I would be after my own father betrayed me, but it honestly turned out to be the best thing that ever happened to me.”

           I sat down to claps and smiles. Modric leaned over to me.

           “I love you,” he said.

           “I love you, too,” I replied.

           Later that night, we found ourselves on the main balcony after dinner. Juri had excused himself, leaving Modric, Tiffany and myself.

           “What a long, strange trip this has been,” I said. I may or may not have been a little drunk from the wine that freely flowed at dinner. I lay on a chaise next to Modric. His hand touched my leg.

           “Seriously, though,” Tiffany said. “You two are so cute, I can’t take it. I need to find someone like you, Modric!”

           As if on cue, a tall Athim appeared at the balcony door. He walked on the balcony and Modric rose from his chaise.

           “Dereki,” Modric extended his hand to the soldier. Dereki was tall and handsome, just like Modric. Both had dark, wavy hair, the same tone of blue in their skin, and a similar angular jawline. He looked like he was maybe a year or two younger.

           “Ladies,” Modric turned to us. “This is my cousin, Dereki. He couldn’t make dinner tonight, but I invited him for drinks on the balcony. I hope neither of you mind.”

           Tiffany and I looked over at each other and grinned. Dereki walked over to us and took my hand.

           “Princess Freya,” he leaned down to kiss my hand. “You’re absolutely stunning like Modric said you would be.”

           “Why, thank you,” I said. “This is my best friend…”

           “Tiffany,” Dereki said, walking over to her side of the chair. I watched as she basically melted into a pile of mush.

           “Well, this is a nice surprise,” I whispered to Modric as he sat back down next to me. He grinned.

           “It may not be completely innocent,” he said. “Since we’ve landed, I haven’t had a chance to get you by yourself.”

           I smiled back at him. He was right. Since landing, Tiffany had been by my side the entire time.

           “They look like they could be a cute couple,” I said. Tiffany and Dereki were already in deep conversation. Modric nodded.

           “Dereki is my younger cousin,” he explained. “He has always wanted to be like me growing up. Now that I have a beautiful human wife, he wants one, too.”

           I watched as Tiffany giggled and smiled with him. I had seen her around some boys before, but she never got along with them as quickly as Dereki. My husband might have been quite the little matchmaker.

           I laid back in my chaise, watching the colors of the sunset dance in front of me. The colors were much more vivid than the sunsets on Earth.

           “This is gorgeous,” I said.

           “It’s OK,” Modric said, “But there are more gorgeous things I would like to see tonight.”

           “Down, boy.” I playfully swatted him. “There’ll be plenty of time for that later.”

            Although I wanted to fool around with him again, I enjoyed the buzz I had, and the view in front of me. I felt like I was on a tropical vacation.

           “So, do you think we should stay on Athim for a while?” Modric asked me.

           “You already know the answer to that,” I said. He laughed.

           “No more missions?” he asked. “You don’t like the crazy ex-girlfriends trying to kill us? Or the ship getting hit in the middle of space?”

           “That would be a negative,” I said. “Let’s just stay here for a while.”

           He smiled at me.

           “That sounds perfect,” he said. I climbed over to his chaise and sat on his lap. He ran his hand through my hair.

           “Have I ever told you how much I love your hair?” he asked. I laughed.

           “I kind of had an inkling,” I said. Our lips met.

           “So, uh, we can see that you guys are busy,” Tiffany said. “We’re going to take a walk on the beach if you don’t mind.”

           “I don’t mind!” Modric laughed. I nodded in agreement.

           “Have fun you two!” I called, as they got up from their seats. Tiffany winked at me as they passed us by. She and Dereki left the balcony hand-in-hand.

           “Alone at last,” Modric whispered to me. I snuggled into his chest.

           “It feels good,” I said. “Really good.” We sat together in silence for a few minutes, listening to the waves crash against the sand. We watched below as Tiffany and Dereki walked across the beach.

           “Good call,” I told him. He nodded in agreement.

           “I know I said everything earlier,” Modric finally spoke. “But I really do mean it, Freya. You changed the way I look at everything. I have a whole new outlook on life.”      

           “Same with me,” I said. “I meant everything that I said at dinner as well.”

           I looked up at him and he kissed me again.

           “Are you ready to head to the bedroom?” He asked. I nodded. I was secretly eager to test out the bed, purely for sleeping reasons. It looked amazing when we toured it earlier.

           “I just want to lay in bed,” I confessed, as we took the elevator to our room. Modric chuckled.

           “I was actually thinking the same thing,” Modric said.

           We reached our room and I fell into the pillowy bed.

           “This is amazing,” I said, as Modric laid down next to me. We both sank into the bed.

           “It is,” he said. I closed my eyes, feeling the wine buzz more and more by the minute.

           “Thank you,” I said, leaning over and kissing Modric on the cheek.

           “For what?” he asked, turning to face me completely. I scooted closer to him.

           “For picking me,” I said. “You could have any woman you wanted, and you chose me, so I just wanted to say: thank you.”

           He returned the kiss on my cheek.

           “Thank you,” he said. It was my turn to question him now.

           “For what?” I asked. He grinned.

           “For allowing me to pick you,” he said. “For opening your heart to me. For being you.”

           “You’re welcome,” I giggled. He gently slapped my ass.

           “Go get ready for bed,” he told me. I jumped off the bed and into the bedroom. Modric had set out my usual pajamas on the counter – Yoga pants and a t-shirt. While I appreciated the kind gesture, I was ready to give them up for Modric’s type of pajamas.

           “What’s wrong?” Modric asked as I came out of the bedroom.

           “Nothing,” I said. “Closet is this way, right?” I pointed to the right of me. He nodded.

           “I set your things out already,” he called out. I ignored him. I went into the closet. Like the rest of the rooms on Athim, it was larger than the one on the ship. I quickly found the lingerie area, filled with new goodies for me to try on.

           There was a lot to choose from, but I grabbed the first outfit I saw. A green see-through nightdress that would make the color in my eyes stand out. I quickly took my sundress off and replaced it with the teddy. I brushed my hair out and looked at myself in the mirror. I was quickly becoming comfortable with wearing less clothing.

           I couldn’t believe how much I had grown as a woman in the past few weeks. I had become increasingly more comfortable with my body, a large part of that due to Modric and the compliments that he showered me with.

           I came out of the closet and met Modric’s eyes. He looked surprised, but pleased with my choice.

           “Where are your pajamas?” he asked, although I knew he didn’t mind. I shrugged.

           “Aren’t these pajamas?” I teased. It was reminiscence of our first night on the Athim ship together. Sometimes, I couldn’t believe how far we had come since that first night.

           “Get over here,” he said. I jumped into bed and under the covers. The soft covers against my skin felt good. I stretched my arms and legs out, so that I was still close to Modric, but also had my own space in the oversized bed.

           “What’s on the agenda tomorrow?” I asked Modric as I fluffed my pillow.

           “What would you like to do?” he asked. “The possibilities are endless. We can go to the beach, we can go shopping, we can go into the main part of town, or we could just lay in bed all day.”

           All those options sounded incredible to me. I wasn’t sure which one to pick. I had a feeling that I would never get sick of the beach, but shopping also sounded good, too.

           “Do we have money for shopping?” I asked with a grin.

           “Oh, I think we can scrounge some up,” he said, winking. “You don’t have to decide right now. You can sleep on it, Princess.”

           “That sounds like a plan,” I said, as he turned off the lights. Although I was tired, I wasn’t quite ready to fall asleep.

           “Modric?” I asked, making sure that he was still awake.

           “Yes?” he asked.

           “Are you really happy?” I asked. I know he had made the speech at dinner, but I was still afraid that this was all a dream. I had never had something so good happen to me before, and I was scared it was all going to turn out badly.

           He switched the light back on and looked at me.

           “Are you crazy?” he asked. “Of course, I am! You know I’m an honest person, right?”

           He was right. He was always honest with me, even if certain things had hurt, like his past with Idira.

           “Why are you questioning it all of the sudden?” he asked. I shrugged.

           “It just feels too good to be true,” I said. “I guess I’m struggling with it a bit.”      

           He stroked my hand with his fingers. The sensation felt good.

           “It’s not too good to be true,” he told me. “This is your reality now, Freya. You’re an Athim Princess with a husband who loves her. Sometimes good things happen to good people. I know you’ve had a rough past, but your future will be bright.”

           Normally, I would have found something like this cheesy, but with Modric, it felt strong and true.

           “I’m sorry,” I apologized. “My mind’s just racing right now. I thought I was ready to fall asleep, but I’m not. Maybe I should go sit on the balcony with my thoughts.”

           The idea of walking on the beach had sounded good. In the past on vacations, late night walks on the beach allowed me to clear my mind and free my soul from the trappings of my father and my life.

           Modric grabbed my hand and looked at me.

           “You aren’t going anywhere,” he said. “I think I know a way that I can tire you out.”

           “Oh, really?” I raised my eyebrows.

           “Really,” he said, pulling me closer to him.

           “What do you have in mind?” I asked, still playing the game.

           “I don’t know,” he said. “Maybe we can start working on that family we talked about.”

           I pretended to think about it for a second, but quickly grew tired of playing around. I licked my lips and smiled.

           “That sounds good,” I said, kissing him. “Let’s work on that family.”
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        Get It Here

      

      

      REASONS TO ESCAPE FROM THIS PSYCHO CAPTAIN:

      
        	He basically bought me. To protect me? No. Of that I’m sure.

        	He is cold-hearted. Obviously.

        	Aggressive.

        	Homicidal.

        	Half-dragon.

        	And everything else bad there exists. 

      

      
        
        He just decided to keep me for himself instead of selling me as a human slave.

      

      

      
        
        But I’m not the little pet he thinks I am. Do you know what I do to *people* like him?

      

      

      
        
        If..... destroy them. I’ll wipe his existence off this ship, along with all his ugly, unruly aliens on board.

      

      

      
        
        Captain Kylen will learn not to mess with me -if he is still alive by the time I’m done with him.

      

      

      
        
        My name is Sarah Dawson, captive of the Slipstream F6... but not for long.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            One Night One Secret
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        It was a one-night stand. 

        That was all it should have been. 

      

      

      
        
        All I remember is a big wolf paw tattoo on his chest.

        Everything else is a blur.

      

      

      
        
        I never intended for there to be a child… 

        My beautiful boy, Jason.

        His life is in danger.

      

      

      
        
        I need to find his father. 

        But finding Jason’s father means going deep into shifter territory. 

        I’ve heard terrible rumors about what they do to people…

      

      

      
        
        Will I be able to find my child’s father in time and leave Undervale with my heart intact?
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      What do you do trapped in a mansion with two hot AF werewolves?

      Nothing.

      

      I’ve got two killers after me, and the wolfies are holding me here -I don’t have much choice.

      But I don’t trust anyone -so I must stay put.

      My biggest challenge?

      I don’t do well with tension…

      There is so much you can do inside a house all day…and all night.

      

      So far I’ve survived:

      Stair traffic encounters -what kind of mansion has one-person-only stairs?

      Mid-night kitchen snaking wearing almost-nothing.

      Wrong boxers size?

      Too big of a container? - I don’t want to know.

      

      Not yo mention disturbance issues -I don’t like to be woken up when I’m having nightmares.

      Go back to your room!

      How ungrateful I am, you may think?

      I’m gonna tell you something:

      I think they are using me.

      I won’t play their little game.

      As soon as I have a chance I’m getting the **** out of here.

      

      My name is Mila Autumn, and tonight I’m escaping this hell.

      Watch me…
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        We’re all in cages, counting ourselves lucky to be alive, let alone to still have our clothes on…

      

      

      
        
        I’m imagining scalpels and labs and sci-fi nightmare fuel until I’m taken away and given as a gift to a grey-skinned alien with star-white hair, a scaled face, and the leathery wings of nothing human: Luras Darin.

      

      

      
        
        Now I have to convince him, from the confines of this stupid white birdcage, that I’m not just some stupid animal so I can get out and find a way home.

      

      

      
        
        I’m learning the language from scratch, but it doesn’t look like speaking will be enough…until suddenly it is, and I show him what humans can do when they’re alone in a dark room…

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Gifted To The Dragon King
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      Captured. A slave. And then gifted as a pet to a callous, ill-mannered Dragon King.

      

      And this what he calls “saving” me?

      

      BS.

      

      Your girl here has a very high-end Navy training.

      I could destroy him in an instant -just allow me to plan it.

      

      Just have to resist a few more days.

      He looks at me? I look away.

      He gets close to me? I silence my heartbeat.

      He touches me? I mute my breathing.

      

      And if he catches me looking at him in his sleep?

      No. Let’s repeat.

      

      Resist. Resist. Resist.

      No jawline, no chiseled body, no musky smell will dilute my mission.

      I’m a strong woman. Super strong woman… I’m so proud of myself.

      

      Damn it, he’s looking at me again…

      

      Can dragons read your thoughts?

      

      Sh$%^!!!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Let’s Be Friends!
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        How did you like your read?

        What would you have changed?

        What do would you want me to write next?

        🤗

        Join my mailing list and let’s have a chat!

      

      

      

      
        
        Click here to join me & Fiffy: http://eepurl.com/c7bCWz
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