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Running from a broken
heart sends her home, but home ends up a thousand worlds away, and
she ends up at the mercy of the master of the shattered world.

 


 


Keva has been having
the worst day. She has found out her boyfriend was cheating, gone
home to her father’s house, and been teleported across the stars.
It has been trying.

She wakes up
trapped in her house with no idea why, and the stars and space
station she can see from the house were not there yesterday.

Azzul won the
manor house and all contents in a card game and dispatched drones
to bring it to him. It was not supposed to be occupied. The living
being in the house should be dead. That puzzle alone has his
attention, and watching the human woman walk around the home and
grounds convinces him of one thing. She is art personified... and
she belongs to him.
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Chapter One

 


 


Knossos Morningwell
looked at the hand of cards and the dice throw that had just cost
him everything.

Azzul shook his
head as he exposed his winning hand. “I am afraid that I win, and
you lose, Morningwell. I will send drones to transport your
collateral.”

Knossos pressed
his head to the table. “How am I going to explain this to my
daughter?”

One of the
other players snorted. “Well, as you have already lost your ship,
you aren’t going to be able to get home, so I don’t foresee it
being a problem.”

Azzul sighed.
“When you are ready, I will return you home on a freighter, or you
can find a new occupation on board someone else’s trading vessel.
You are a good trader, just a terrible gambler.”

Knossos covered
his face with his hands. “What the hell am I going to do?”

Azzul got up,
flexed his wings, and pulled the man up and out of his chair,
dragging him through the halls and away from the table. “You have
been an interesting companion, Knossos, but your sobbing is
unpleasant. I will give you base-level accommodations here, and you
will come up with a plan for your new direction in a matter of
three days. That is the amount of time it will take for me to get
your home transported into quarantine.”

Knossos begged,
“Is there a way for me to contact my daughter?”

“Not until you
earn the funds for it. You know how pricey the use of the relays
is.” Azzul sighed. “I will offer you a discount. Bring me fifteen
hundred, and you will be able to make your call.”

Knossos paused
and then nodded. Azzul brought him to the office and had his
assistant set him up with basic accommodations and rations.

It was a shame.
Knossos had been a good trader. It was a pity that the temptation
of the possibility of winning big had taken over.

Azzul ordered
his assistant to work on the transport of the house and contents.
It was going to be fun for him to examine. He hadn’t seen many
human dwellings, and the Morningwell house was said to be ancient
and elegant for their species.

He loved old
things that were new to him. He was looking forward to going
through the building as soon as it could be decontaminated and all
creatures and tag-alongs destroyed. There was no sense wrecking his
carefully arranged eco systems.

He hummed and
waited for notice that the drones were on the way. He did so enjoy
a new acquisition.

 


* * * *

 


Keva sniffled as she
pulled a second bag of marshmallows off the shelf at the grocery.
Her cart was packed full of her favourite beverages, foods, snacks,
and comfort items.

Getting dumped
sucked. She shuffled to the chocolate syrup and grabbed two
bottles. She sniffled, and locals stared at her with
trepidation.

She looked at
one concerned woman and said, “I am not contagious. I am just a
loser.” She burst into sobs and pushed the cart to the
checkout.

Ten minutes and
three concerned glares later, she was on her way to her family
home. Her dad didn’t know she was coming, but he was off-world, so
she was just looking forward to curling up in her bed, sleeping for
a week, and getting herself back under control.

Three years.
She had given Trevor three fucking years before she had caught him
with Eldon from accounting. He just had to say that he didn’t want
her. She would have headed off for a new relationship herself, but
no. He wanted it all. Both of them. He wanted sausage and taco. She
sniffled. She wouldn’t have cared if she had just known. Eldon
knew. He had kept the secret as well. Asshole.

She pulled up
at the dark house and parked in the alcove that was always open for
her car. She unloaded the groceries via the kitchen access next to
the alcove, and twenty minutes later, everything was tucked away,
and she had pulled out the first bottle of wine. It was the first
of six. She had plans for her week.

Keva put on her
comfy pyjamas, grabbed some chips and the bottle of wine, and
climbed the stairs to her bedroom, curling up on her bed.

She hoped that
her dad was doing well on his trade mission. Her life had gone to
shit. At least she always had her home to crawl back to.

She watched
romances then switched to violent action movies and fell asleep as
someone was being run over with a car.

 


If she had been
sober, she would have noticed that the house was surrounded by
drones and the energy web was charged before the entire house and a
good portion of the grounds was thrown across the cosmos to settle
on a chunk of stone with its own atmosphere, and a dome of power
covered the entire structure. Atmospheric filters were keeping
oxygen in her environment and letting her dreams of revenge and
mourning run free.

 


Keva got up,
and everything felt wrong. Her body felt light, her mouth was dry,
and the television was off. She must have turned it off.

She wandered
over to the bathroom and tried to wash her face. There was no
water. She groaned and looked at the tap accusingly. The pump must
have blown the breaker or something.

Keva headed
down to the main floor, and the place was eerie. None of the
electrical humming was in her ears. The fridge was silent. “Shit!”
She ran to the breaker box and tried to activate the breakers.
Nothing. No power at all.

“Dad! Did you
forget to pay for the fucking power?”

She raced to
the front window and pulled open the curtains, trying to get light
in.

She was on the
third window when she paused and turned to the view out the front,
and she sat down heavily. The starlit sky was one thing, but the
space station in the distance was quite another. She wasn’t on
Hemmer, she wasn’t at home, and she had no water or power.

She was going
to die.

Keva covered
her mouth and sobbed for a moment before she saw the drones with
the lenses pointed at the house. She tried to remember how to write
common when she ran to the office and got paper and a marker to
make a sign.

She ran to the
front door and stepped out calmly, holding the sign up as she
walked toward the lens at the end of her drive. She carried the
sign and stood with the message displayed. The wording was simple.
HELP.

 


* * * *

 


“Master Azzul, there is
movement at the new acquisition.”

Azzul looked up
from his study of the architectural drawings of his new home. “Yes,
Tellian?”

“Master, there
is a living creature at the house.”

He waved his
hand. “I am sure there are many. They will be taken care of in the
extermination phase.”

“Master, she is
holding a sign.”

Azzul looked
up. “She?”

“She. It is a
human female.”

Azzul stood up,
flaring his wings. “Show me.”

Tellian led him
to the monitor station, and there was a human female standing and
holding a sign.

“So, that is
what their females look like, hm?” He zoomed in and noted a single
layer of clothing and yellow hair that did not resemble Knossos’s
brown locks. “I wonder if she was Knossos’s lover. Though he said
the house was not occupied.”

“Ask her what
she needs.”

Tellian looked
at him for a moment and then nodded, putting on a headset and
speaking in Hemmer. “What do you require?”

There was a
moment while they waited for the message to come through the
camera, and then, she thudded to her knees, flipping through the
page and then writing before she paused and asked in a bright chime
of a voice. “Water and power? Please.”

Tellian
chuckled. “She does look pretty on her knees.”

Azzul looked at
him with narrowed eyes. “Does she? She looks like she is putting
wear and tear on my new building.”

Tellian cleared
his throat. “What do you want me to do, Master Azzul?”

Azzul ruffled
his wings. “Have the bots hook up a power system that is compatible
and get her a water tank. We will begin running a tab for her, and
when the decontamination is complete, she can find a way to work it
off.” He looked at the long golden hair and nodded. “The brothels
on the station might be interested in her. Begin collecting a
portfolio to advertise her to them.”

Tellian
blinked. “Without her consent?”

“She is
trespassing on my property. I can take images of her from inside
the house if I wish. Send in the monitors and have them affixed in
the spaces she occupies. In the meantime, tell her that water and
power are coming.”

Azzul turned
and left the area, returning to his study. He had better things to
do than worry about an alien female on his new acquisition, no
matter how soft she looked. She would be better off in the brothel
where that softness could turn a profit.

 


* * * *

 


Keva was nervous and
tense until the first unit flew toward her, and a huge water tank
was settled into place at the rear of the house. Bots swarmed the
area and hooked up the water and more brought in a box with a
glowing centre and mounted it on the wall near where the power
normally came into the house. The bots seemed to know what they
were doing. A few tiny bots entered the house, but she couldn’t see
them after they got past her on the way into the main hall. They
must have been connecting things on the interior of the house.

A box was now
in the living room and another one in the kitchen.

She looked at
it and cocked her head. “Miss, if you have any further needs,
please vocalize them.”

“Um, this is
fine.” The septic system had been included in the cut of property,
so she thought that was fine. “Thank you.”

“Do not worry,
miss. Any further requests will simply be added to your bill.”

Keva’s voice
was strangled. “Bill?”

“Yes, miss.
Azzul owns the property you are on, and he does not miss out on the
chance to turn a profit.”

“This is my
father’s house. Why is it here?”

“It was lost in
a hand of cards. Your father is no longer the legal owner, so Azzul
brought his property to him. House and contents are his.”

“What?”

“Your father
gambled it away if you are Knossos Morningwell’s daughter.”

“I am. My name
is Keva. Where is my dad? Can I talk to him?”

“He does not
currently have enough funds to make a call.”

She nearly
burst into tears, but she asked, “Is it possible for me to make a
call to him?”

“No. We are
extending you credit to keep you alive, but until you determine a
means to pay your way, you will not be allowed extras or
luxuries.”

She paused.
“Credit? I have to pay someone to live?”

The voice was
wry. “Of course, miss. This is space. Our air, our gravity, the
water we drink, and the food we eat are all brought in or grown at
tremendous expense. We all pay, miss.”

“So, you are a
real person?”

He chuckled.
“You would not think so, miss. But I am. I work for the overseer of
the station and satellites.”

“So, he won
against my father?”

“He did
indeed.”

She closed her
eyes in despair. “Of course, he did.”

She waited.
“How long until I get somewhere I can make money?”

“The
decontamination of a space that large will take four days. You will
be able to authorize the debt for transport after that, and I can
look at job openings that you might suit. So far, we are thinking a
brothel is your basic opportunity to earn your way for a ticket
back to Hemmer.”

She stared at
the box in shock. “A brothel? I have never charged for it in my
life.”

He chuckled.
“That could change, and no one on your home world would ever know.
You would be trained, given an alias, and in a month or two, your
debts would be cleared, and you would have an option to return to
Hemmer.”

Keva swallowed.
“I... I don’t know.”

“You may think
on it. Speak to us anytime, and there is someone here to hear
you.”

“For a price.
This consult is going on my bill, isn’t it?”

He chuckled.
“Of course. That is the nature of life out here. Everybody has to
pay.”

The box went
silent, and Keva stepped back in shock. Not only was her home no
longer on her world, but it also wasn’t her home anymore. Her very
act of breathing was putting her in debt, and her body was her only
working asset.

She took stock
of her prior home and came to the realization that even her
clothing wasn’t hers. Oh, god. She was part of the contents of the
house!


Chapter Two

 


 


Keva ran to her room
and hid under the covers. It was stupid, childish, and useless, but
it made her feel a little better to have the scent of her things
around her. If they were decontaminating everything, they would
eventually remove all traces of her as well.

She sniffled
and tried not to cry. Crying wasn’t going to help. Even cursing
wasn’t going to help. She needed a plan. She had to find out what
she could do on a space station to earn money or credits or
whatever.

Keva was a
researcher and archivist. There must be something for her to do
that didn’t involve her using sex as a transaction.

After a few
hours of hiding and napping, she went to make a list of her skills,
and she took a short shower before she gathered her thoughts to
talk to the brick.

 


* * * *

 


Azzul sat at his desk
while Tellian gave him a briefing.

“I have
notified the female that the property no longer belongs to her
father. She accepted that. I believe she has figured out that she
is also included in the acquisition. Scans are being run
consistently, and based solely on appearance and rarity this far
out, we have created a baseline value for her.” Tellian sent the
number to Azzul’s tablet.

Azzul blinked
and smiled. “Is this open market or at the brothel?”

“Open market.
The brothel can’t do an estimate until they get a physical complete
with blood samples.”

He nodded at
the figure. “How is the decontamination coming along?”

“Ahead of
schedule. If we tackle her and her clothing today, we should be
able to move through the rest of the house in another day.”

“How does she
seem emotionally?”

“She
understands her growing debt and the ramifications of her being
here. Well, some of them. I have mentioned the idea of brothels to
her in order to gain enough funds to return her to Hemmer.”

Azzul nodded
and looked at his assistant. “You think that was wise? She has lost
her father and her home in one day. Now she is across the stars,
and home is a very long way away. Frankly, I am surprised she
survived the transport.”

“Humans are
sturdy for many physical trials. I have already mentioned her to
the brothels as a fact-finding mission, and they have begun bidding
astronomical numbers. They are on the list for additional medical
details when they are available. Apparently, humans are very
malleable and can be made very accommodating with very little
effort.” He checked his notes. “They also have hormones that are
easy to manipulate and can be made sensitive to pheromones with a
simple injection. The businesses are eager to welcome her on
board.”

Azzul raised
his brows. “If there aren’t any on the station, how are they aware
of it?”

“Human females
are on their wish list. Apparently, every brothel has a list of
requested beings, and she is very high on the list. These are their
current offers, and after her medical exams, they will begin
negotiations.”

Azzul nodded.
“Good, keep me informed as to the progress. She will be examined
when we can get her here to the station.” He stood up. “I am going
to stretch my wings. I will return in two hours.”

He left his
office and launched out the balcony platform made for this purpose.
He stretched his wings, looking toward the fragment of his dead
world that had the manor house on it.

He had begun to
create plans for it the moment that he had seen it. The small form
coming out and asking for help had derailed his scheme for his
library and sanctuary. He now saw the building as hers. Her home.
He rarely felt guilt, but she had not known anything about this
before they told her. She had been pulled from what she considered
to be a safe place and dropped star systems distant from where she
had started.

He found
himself hovering, staring at the building in the distance. Cursing,
he used his code to exit the dome and flew across the icy expanse
to the fragment of his original world. He used the same code to
land on the grounds. There was no sign of activity on the main
level, but he could see a heat signature on the second floor. His
wings carried him up to the window, and he blinked when the woman
came out of the bathing chamber, towelling her hair dry and wearing
nothing else. He paused and stared, but when he felt a burning star
under his skin, he turned to leave and used his code to let him
pass through the security screens and atmospheric seal.

On the way back
to the station, he let the fire out and relaxed when it stopped
trying to heat his skin. He hadn’t felt that for decades. He needed
to run some tests and to get his sketching pencils before the image
of her disappeared from his memory. He thought the image would be
burned in his mind, but he didn’t want to miss the opportunity.

He cruised
through the distance, and the dome opened and closed for less than
a heartbeat. Azzul went through the decontamination protocol in his
office, and then, he got his art supplies.

He set up his
easel and began to draw the female he had just seen. As he finished
the sweeping lines, he smiled, and the bright feeling settled in
his chest again. This time was different from the burn of lust. She
was art now; he loved art.

He caressed the
wet lines of her hair tumbling over her shoulders, tapped the curve
of her breast with his claw, and stroked the curve of her hip. She
was fun to look at.

He sat back and
thought about simply selling her. It might be easier for him to
just dispose of her that way, but if the brothels of the station
took her on, he would see her anytime he visited. He would need to
actually speak to her to learn if she could thrive and survive in
that situation or if she could be of better use elsewhere in the
station.

Azzul smiled
slightly as he moved back from the drawing. He looked forward to
speaking with her to find out if her clever curves sheathed a sharp
brain.

He paused and
muttered to himself, “Talk to her? Huh. That’s new. Well, I guess I
could get a better look at her face if she was dressed.”

He smiled at
his own whimsy. Since his people were officially extinct and he was
the last of his kind, the normal reasons for pursuing sex had faded
long ago. Procreation was not on the agenda, and moments of
pleasure had blurred together. What he had left was his art and the
station around him.

He looked at
the easel, and he nodded. “She’s art.”

 


* * * *

 


Keva ran around the
house a few times before her shower had been burned away, and she
was messy and sweaty. Two bots trundled up and said, “You will be
decontaminated.”

She stared at
them, still gasping for air. “What?”

“You will be
decontaminated. Your quarters are already being
decontaminated.”

She blinked,
and they rushed her. She backed into a larger bot that held her in
place while beams of light began to scour her from head to toe. Her
skin burned as the top layer was burned off, and her clothing was
shredded and discarded by the bots. “Hey!”

“Interference
with decontamination.”

She was
outside, exposed, and her skin was being singed at the surface.
This was a new low. The bot behind her turned her over, and she
felt like a spit-roasted chicken. The only hair she had left when
it was done was the hair on her head, but even that was squeaky
clean with a different light treatment.


“Decontamination complete. You must remain here, and clothing will
be provided.”

She stood and
shivered, not looking down to see if her skin was red and raw. It
felt red and raw.

They scanned
her and kept an eye on her until a small bot approached with what
she recognized as a slip dress. She pulled it on, and her skin
complained as she smoothed it over herself until she was
covered.

She checked out
her arms and legs and acknowledged that she had just gotten a
sunburn. Her sex was reacting to the clean sweep the same way it
always did. She was wet. She walked carefully back to the house.
She could either sit around frustrated at how having everything
exposed made her horny, or she could just take the edge off and
hope no one was watching. She was pretty sure that the entire place
was wired with monitors by now, but the only thing she could do was
live her life as usual, for as long as her supplies lasted. She was
damned if she was going to whore herself out for a ride to the main
station. She was willing to pay for water and power, but she would
eat the cupboards bare before she asked for more. Of course, she
would be charged for that, too. Fuck, she needed to cum!

Keva was
stopped at her bedroom, and she had to wait until the
decontamination bots finished their work. She went to her closet
and swayed. Nothing. All of her clothing was gone.

She stomped to
the kitchen and said, “Hello?”

“Yes, miss?”
The voice was deeper than it had been the first time.

“Where did all
of my clothes go?”

“They were
instructed to leave you one item, miss. The rest have been placed
in storage as part of the internal inventory.”

She whirled and
checked out the fridge. “Where is the food?”

“Archived and
stored. A ration unit has been installed next to it. Scan your
hand, and the food that your body requires will be produced.”

“And it will go
on my bill.”

“Correct, miss.
Anything else?”

“Yes, how do I
find out about available jobs on the station that don’t involve sex
work?”

“You can send
me your skill list, and I can look. What did you do prior to our
transport?”

“I did research
for a variety of companies and maintained an archive of documents
and images that I could access in a matter of seconds.”

“Interesting. I
will see what is available, but the sex work would be the most
lucrative for you.”

“And would
drive me into depression and possibly self-harm. Selling my skills
is one thing, but sex is intimate, and there is a vulnerability to
being on the receiving end that does not sit well with me. It is
always something done to me, not with me, and that has left a
distaste for sex with a partner.”

There was a
pause. “I believe I understand.”

“Affection has
always been part of that kind of intimacy, and a brothel isn’t the
sort of place I could manage that. I can’t imagine many clients
into slow dating on a space station.”

He chuckled.
“You would be surprised.”

“Yeah, I would.
But, hey, this is probably costing me a fortune. Thank you for the
information. How many days of rations are there?”

“A few weeks.
You will be fine. The overseer of the shattered reaches will not
let you starve.”

“Oh. Good. So,
I just have to worry about doing laundry or sudden drafts.”

The gravelly
voice was confused. “What?”

“Never mind.
Inside joke. Thank you for your help.”

“We are here
when you need answers.”

“Thank you
again.” She turned and left the kitchen to take some of the tension
out of her body. The sex work wasn’t for her, but she didn’t knock
it. She just preferred to finish matters alone. It was
embarrassing, but her memory was going to be replaying his voice
over and over. She loved a guy with a gravelly voice. She wondered
if he even had actual limbs.

 


* * * *

 


Azzul stared at the
com, and he looked at the monitors. They showed her running up the
stairs and diving under her covers. He had left the bedding in her
quarters as well as the towel and toiletries. Her dress was
resistant to sweat and odour and would last her until she got to
the station.

With her under
the bedding, he switched to thermal cameras and watched as her
whole body warmed and the heat localized between her thighs and her
breasts. He zoomed in as she twisted, and the audio indicated sighs
and moans were filling the air until there was a short squeak, and
she ceased moving then slowly relaxed and lay there getting her
breath back.

He chuckled.
Sensors indicated a high release of endorphins and a reduction in
tension.

“Master, what
are you looking at?”

“I am being
educated about one human female. She asked me a few questions, and
I gained some information about her preferences. A brothel is now
out of the question. She will not thrive in that environment.”

Tellian
frowned. “What else can she do?”

“She is a
researcher and archivist. I was thinking she could work with my art
collection. I will have to see how she responds to others at a
gallery showing, but there is one in a few days.”

“You are going
to offer her a job... working for you?”

Azzul nodded.
“Yes. She is a work of art and deserves to be working at the
gallery.”

Tellian stared
at him and then nodded slowly. “You haven’t seen a human female
before.”

“No. Aspects of
her are very like the women of my own kind but in miniature.” He
sighed. “I will offer her the position tomorrow, once
decontamination is over. Please, arrange suitable quarters for
her.” He nodded and returned to his office. “Let me know if she
speaks again. I wish to become a voice she recognizes.”

“Yes,
Master.”

“Thank you,
Tellian. You never fail to not ask awkward questions.” He returned
to his office and looked at the sketch he had done and the dozen
others that had been crafted from his imagination. He did a sketch
of her heated body from the thermal perspective and knew he would
paint it. He needed to capture those heat centres in vivid
colour.

 


Two hours
later, an alarm that he had set made Azzul lift his head from the
painting he was working on. He stated, “Display large screen.”

The human was
bent over the edge of the bed and up on her toes as the colours
fluctuated, this time down the centre of her spine, one hand tucked
between her thighs.

He would have
to ask politely to find out what she had been doing so that he
could determine if a direct view was as tempting as the heat
signature.

When she
collapsed on the bed, he sighed and wanted to stroke her brow and
smooth the sweat away. He paused. That was new. He hadn’t wanted to
touch a female in years. Something about her energy patterns set
his sensors twitching. His cranial array had been picking up
subtleties when he had been at the manor, and now, he knew where
they were coming from. The little human in the house shared at
least one frequency with him.

He couldn’t let
her go to a brothel now. Her broadcasts would drive him insane.

 


* * * *

 


Finally, Keva had
exhausted herself, and she crawled into bed to sleep. She was
avoiding the rations as long as she could to save her debt.
Sleeping was a great way to ignore her body, and now that she was
physically satisfied, her appetite was subdued. She dreamed of a
shadow with a deep, rumbling voice and woke with a jolt.

Something was
coming.

She threw back
the covers and raced outside, looking toward the station. There
were two objects there. One was a small silver ball, and the other
was large and dark purple.

Keva froze. One
of the objects had wings, and he was sailing through space.
Fucking space!

She backed away
from the force screen that surrounded her house and grounds, and as
she did, the creature came closer, and then, he sailed right
through the shield!

He flew around
the manor, and then, he approached her, slowly descending. She took
in the large spurs at the major joints, the claws, the purple skin,
wings, and the fan of spines in a sideways crest on his head. She
was pretty sure he was male, but the proof was hidden by a wrap
around his hips in heavy silk. It was black and gold, but she was
caught up staring at her first actual alien.

“Um, hello.”
She bowed her head.

“Hello, miss.”
His voice reverberated through her in all the right places.

“You... you
spoke to me.”

He inclined
that huge head of his. “I did.”

“I am Keva
Morningwell.”

He nodded
again. “You are. I regret the circumstances of our meeting, but I
am Overseer Azzul, owner of all that you see around you.”

“You’re the...
oh, pleased to meet you, sort of.”

He held out his
hand to her, and she extended her hand to him. He lifted her and
pulled her against him. The fan of his skull began to glow
slightly, and he nodded. “I thought as much.”

He set her
down.

She hadn’t felt
a man with muscles that hard ever. His body was just rigid. She
didn’t remember feeling anything below the waist, but she had been
held so high that she didn’t think her knees were up to the task of
determining whether he had reproductive equipment or not.

She blushed
hard when she figured out that she was trying to analyze him as a
possible lover when there was no way in hell that he was going to
be after her. He was the overseer, so he could pretty well pick
what he liked when it came to companionship, or she assumed he
would.

And dear god,
why can’t I stop thinking about sex?

He stroked her
cheek with the back of his finger. “Why don’t we get you to the
station where you can have a medical check and you can get some
restful sleep?”

The silver orb
nestled against the force screen and pushed through it.

“Um, you have
been watching me sleeping?”

“There are
monitors in every room, as there are in your new quarters. Your
clothing has been stored as it is full of foreign bodies and
materials that will need to be treated.”

“But you
watched me sleep?”

“And ease your
tension so you could sleep, yes.”

She covered her
face with embarrassment. “Right. Can you just leave me here to
die?”

He let out a
harsh sound, and she realized it was a rusty laugh.

“No, Keva. You
belong to me. But, I have need of an archivist and researcher. You
will be able to earn extras and luxuries for yourself.”

“And my
freedom.”

He cocked his
head. “Your freedom? It is unattainable. As you gain new skills and
are known to be of value, your price will rise. It is highly
unlikely that you will ever overshoot your own value with your
savings.”

He put his hand
on her shoulder. “Do not fret about what may be. Concentrate on the
present. Get in the pod, and we can continue this discussion with
full attention after you have gotten a check from medical.”

“Didn’t the
bots scan me?” She looked at his hand, and it wrapped around the
socket of her shoulder, and she felt the prick of claws on her
spine. His hands were huge.

Mind out of the
gutter, Keva.

“They scanned
but didn’t analyze. They were simply looking for bacterial vectors
and microscopic mites. Blood samples and a genetic baseline will be
administered, and then, we will discuss your new occupation and the
various requirements it will entail.”

She looked at
the pod and at the hand still in contact with her skin. She glanced
at the manor. “Can I come back here?”

“With me. Yes.
I plan on using this place as a personal retreat and would enjoy a
guide who knows how to make the place work.”

She blinked
away tears. “Right. Yeah. I can help you with that.”

He frowned.
“What happened to your voice?”

“Grief.
Loneliness. Upset.” She explained what was wrong.

He paused and
nodded. “Those can be dealt with later. Get in the pod, and I will
propel you back to the station.”

“How can you
fly in space?”

He chuckled.
“It is a manipulation of radiation, but I can also hold my breath
for a really long time.”

Mind out of the
goddamn gutter, Keva!
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Chapter
Three

 


 


The pod had a seat
inside it and not much else. The overseer strapped her in and
patted her head then closed the pod, and she was pushed away from
her home. There was a sudden drop that made her scream, and then,
the pod was moving with an almost imperceptible rise and dip.

She felt a hum
along her skin as she was propelled to her new situation on the
station. It kept her from panicking in the pod that seemed large
enough for just her. She counted to a hundred, did it again and
again and then lost track of how many times she was doing it but
kept it up until she stopped moving and bright light streamed
in.

Keva was
unstrapped, picked up, and held against his smooth,
hardened-leather chest. “I can walk, sir.”

He nodded. “You
can, but you have no footwear and some of the areas I will take you
through have rough flooring. So, we will fly.”

She squeaked.
“Fly?”

He nodded.
“Certainly. It is the fastest way to get through the station.”

He walked to
the edge of something, and her eyes were still adjusting, but he
fell forward, and she squealed as they dropped, and his heavy
wingbeats took up the pulse that kept them off the folk below.

She kept very
still and curled up. When he landed, she held onto her crossed arms
and tried to open her eyes.

Keva heard
voices, and her ears wrestled with the alien common languages. She
heard the overseer speaking and paid attention.

“This is the
human that I told you about, Dr. Ymil.”

“He is very
small.”

Her eyes
opened, and she blinked at the violent orange furry physician that
was staring at her.

The overseer
corrected. “It is a human female. I need a health assessment for
her. Average specifications have been uploaded to your systems.
Just run the scans. Her skin is very prone to burning under
radiation, so watch the frequencies you use. It looks like the
decontamination burned her a little.”

“We can
probably repair that. I may need to consult with one of the
transport vessels that have a human on board.”

“Consult all
you like, but do not give any of her data away. She is not a
commodity; she is mine.”

The doctor
blinked all four of his eyes. “Yes, Master Azzul.”

“I will leave
her here, and only Tellian or myself will come to get her. Do not
let anyone else try and remove her.”

“Understood,
Master Azzul. She is your prized possession.”

She watched the
men discuss her, and her brain translated it a moment after they
spoke, so she could not interject.

She was handed
over to the furry physician and carried into a facility filled with
enormous pieces of equipment designed to scan and treat living
beings. Large living beings.

“Miss, do you
understand me?”

She nodded and
spoke slowly. “I do, and I have some common, but I have never used
it before.”

She paused, she
had spoken to the overseer, and that hadn’t been a problem. It was
just now that she was speaking to a stranger that it was awkward.
Wait, how is the overseer not a stranger?

“Good. I will
just give you direction, and the first thing you need to do is
remove that clothing. I recognize the fibres, and they will not
respond well to the scans. I will take care of it until you have
been fully assessed.”

“Is it that
precious?”

He chuckled.
“It is worth more than I am.”

“I am not used
to public nudity.”

“Well, you are
small and soft, so it makes sense that you require some protection.
Now, first your clothing, and then, you can begin the first
scan.”

She remained as
she was. “You will need to put me on my feet for me to take off the
slip.”

“Your feet are
bare, and the floor is cold.”

“No part of me
has a hover setting.”

He growled, and
then, he eased her to the floor. She didn’t hesitate, despite
wanting to. She pulled the dress up and over her head, handing it
to him. “Which machine?”

He eased her
into a machine, and her skin went rough from the cold. “Relax if
you can.”

“I can’t. Too
cold.” Her teeth chattered. “Why didn’t I feel it before?”

“I mentioned.
It is a very expensive dress.” He murmured, “I will increase the
warmth.”

He moved away
from the scanner, and she felt the air warming. Her tense muscles
slowly relaxed, and then, the machine whirred into action, and
straps emerged and held her in place as the unit scrunched up to
scan her smaller body.

She heard
excited muttering from the doctor. It didn’t seem bad; it seemed
like he had made a new discovery.

After the
machine had done what it meant to, including fluid samples that
surprised her. She got blood and saliva, but the probes into her
lower half had suddenly explained why she was strapped down.

The rectal
probe came and went, but the one that slipped into her sex remained
for an uncomfortable amount of time. She felt her body trying to
lube it loose, but it remained until she felt a trickle emerge. She
wanted to cover her face. She couldn’t control this any more than
she could control her arrival at the station. Her body had always
done what it wanted anyway.

When the probe
pulled out, there was a decidedly wet sound, and she wanted to stay
in the harness forever so that no one would see the mortified blush
on her skin. There was a bright chirp from the machine, and the
straps retracted.

The unit
opened, and she curled up.

Ymil frowned.
“Are you injured? Did it hurt you?”

“No. I am
just... it is embarrassing?”

He cocked his
orange head, his eyes blinking. “Oh, the slick! Not embarrassing,
just your body trying to avoid injury. You are also strangely deep
for one of your species. The probe estimates that you could
accommodate any number of species if you were so inclined.”

“Um, I am
not.”

“Just
understanding your physiology.”

She nodded.
“What next?”

“This machine
here. It is going to test your musculature, so you might be
sweating when you finish, but it will be interesting to see what
you can withstand.”

She sighed and
tiptoed over to the machine he showed her. She slid into it and
arranged herself as he had requested, and then, she was in for the
workout of her life. Every movement was recorded, and every
stressor was documented. When it was done with her, she was limp
and exhausted, but her body was really warm and slightly
sweaty.

“Endurance is
the next scan we normally do, but the overseer’s assistant is here
to collect you.” Ymil nodded. “I have enough to work on you in case
of injury.”

She swallowed
and nodded. “Oh. Good.”

The doctor
handed her her dress, and a new figure in a suit-uniform-styled
clothing arrived with a pair of slippers with rigid soles. The
assistant was silver, black, and white. His face was nearly
completely flat with just a small bump for his nose and then the
curve of his lips.

“Are those for
me?” She pulled the slip dress over her head and smoothed it down
as far as it went.

“Yes, Overseer
Azzul insisted.” He handed her the footwear.

Keva put the
slippers on, and they snugged around her toes for a weirdly
comfortable fit.

She spoke
carefully. “What now?”

The assistant
nodded. “Come with me. We will meet him at his offices.”

She nodded.
“Thank you for coming to collect me.”

Tellian paused
and smiled. “Thank you for being so polite.”

They left the
medical area, and she paced with him side by side. She finally
blurted, “It was you on the box the first time I spoke to someone.
Wasn’t it?”

“It was. You
were polite then as well.”

She shrugged.
“Never a reason to be rude.”

He nodded.
“Interesting idea. You were not traumatized by the situation at
all?”

“The transport
here or the medical exams?”

He chuckled.
“Either.”

“Um, not
traumatized by that. It is more my reaction to both. I feel
different. Is it the gravity? Wait, can I ask you questions without
incurring debt now?”

He laughed.
“Yes. We both work for Overseer Azzul now. So, you can ask me
questions without me billing my time to you. I simply bill it to
him.”

“Oh. In that
case. What is he?”

“His people had
a name once, but he is the last of them, so he doesn’t tell anyone.
It is his secret to keep. From what I am told, they were amazingly
talented with transport tech and new and innovative machinery. They
designed the scanner and transporter that brought you here, though
as far as I know, you are the first to survive the process.” He
chuckled.

“Wait.
What?”

“We did not
think the house was occupied. Normally, a building is scanned, and
if there is a being that isn’t compatible, it is left behind, or
the transport will not complete. The transport came through, so it
was thought that there was no one inside.”

“Um, is there
going to be some kind of side effect?”

“Of course. It
is just unknown as to what it will be as no one has ever survived a
transport before. That increases your value, as will the results of
your scans. This is why it is so vital that you be immediately
linked to the overseer. His protection will go far, and it does not
end.”

“What does that
mean?”

He chuckled.
“You will find out. He is fascinated by you. In all the years he
has been here, his true passions have been art and money. He has
decided that as you are one of a kind for this region, you fall
into both categories. Expensive art.”

“Uh, I am not
art.”

“You are if he
says you are.”

She swallowed.
“Right.”

They walked in
silence, and she noticed that anyone who saw Tellian made room for
them right away. Those who didn’t see him were elbowed by those who
did. A path occurred wherever they walked.

Keva tried to
stare without staring. Aliens—to her eyes—were everywhere. It was a
rainbow of colours, a plethora of textures, and a number of smells
that caught her by surprise. She wasn’t on Hemmer anymore, and this
proved it beyond a doubt. Her imagination wasn’t good enough to put
what looked like a dick in the middle of a male’s forehead.

She got as
close to Tellian as she could as they walked. Some of the males
started to follow her with their gazes, and it was unnerving.

They entered a
lift, and it closed behind them. He put his hand on a pad and
looked into a lens that descended to his level. “Overseer’s
offices.”

The lift
started to move.

They stood in
silence, and she got fidgety again. Thinking about the overseer got
her body warm again, and she couldn’t focus. That was a disturbing
trend.

The lift
stopped, and he had to go through the security protocol again. When
the doors opened, they walked into the offices, and they were
huge.

Tellian’s area
was the reception area, and it was large enough to host holiday
meals for a family of sixteen.

“This is my
office, here is the boardroom, this is our on-site archive, and the
boss’s office is down here.” He walked through a wide hall that had
colourful artwork on the walls, and he pressed a small square to
announce them. The square turned blue, and they stepped inside.

Overseer Azzul
was sitting and looking at something that looked like a portrait.
He was frowning. He stood up and hung it on the wall, tilting his
head. “I am not sure I got it right.”

She couldn’t
make out what it was, and Tellian snorted and bowed,
disappearing.

The background
was shades of grey draping and swaying in a look reminiscent of her
bed in the manor. She froze. Once that was settled, she could see
the cooler limbs, hotter core, and arm reaching between her
thighs.

She covered her
mouth in shock. “Is that...”

“You? Yes.
During one of your efforts to calm yourself. I also did another one
where you were leaning over the bed, but the angle is bad. I was
hoping you would pose for another.”

His voice was
calm and reasonable.

“I... I...”

He sniffed and
then grabbed her arm and licked her from elbow to fingertip. “He
did not cleanse you before sending you here.”

“No. I finished
the endurance test, and then, Tellian arrived, and we came
here.”

She stayed
still as his head came toward her, his nostrils flared, and then
his tongue scraped at her neck. He straightened. “There is
something familiar about the taste.”

She was in
shock at the casualness of the right to lick her.

Keva stared at
him and the purple of his visible skin. “Have you licked a human
before?”

He cocked his
head. “No, not that I am aware of. It is definitely new to me, but
my entire being recognizes it. It is strange. So. Will you?”

She blanked.
“Will I what?”

“Pose for
another image while you are comforting yourself and relieving your
tension.”

Keva’s tone was
strangled. “It isn’t the kind of thing you can pose for. To stop in
the middle would just be frustrating.”

“I would not
ask for you to stop in the middle; merely allow me to witness the
end, so I get the colour saturation correct.”

She looked at
him, and he was deadly serious. “This is outside of my current
experience. Being watched.”

He shook his
head. “You have been watched since you arrived. You already have
had the experience. You just didn’t know it.”

Her mouth
opened and closed. “Right.” The logic was appallingly sound.

He touched his
claws to her chin, and she lifted her head. “I missed some details.
What is this discolouration?”

“Um, freckles.
They are additional melanin. Random occurrences.” She kept her
descriptions as bland as possible. Calling them angel kisses didn’t
seem right. “They spread with UV exposure.”

He nodded.
“Interesting and very specific to you.”

He stared at
the bridge of her nose.

“What are you
doing?”

“Memorizing the
constellation.”

“It isn’t a
constellation.”

He raised his
brows. “Are you certain of that?” He cocked his head as he used the
back of his finger to hold her chin high.

There was a
colour pulse in the projections of his fan. “You are weak. Hungry.
There were plenty of rations in the dispenser.”

“I didn’t want
to incur more debt.”

He sighed. “Ah.
Tellian!”

Tellian
appeared in the doorway. “Yes, Master Azzul?

“Take her and
make sure she eats.”

“Yes,
Master.”

Tellian held
out his hand, and Keva took the hint. “I have a lunchroom out here.
The dispenser should be able to handle your needs.”

“How much will
it cost me?” She fidgeted.

“Why? Are you
saving for something?”

“Um, no.”

“Then, don’t
worry about it and keep yourself alive. Eat, figure out what you
like the most and add it to your favourites.”

“How do I do
that?”

“When Master
Azzul has assigned you a formal designation, you will be able to
record your meals and go over them.”

“Do I have to
call him Master Azzul?”

“What would you
like to call him?”

“Um, a
dream?”

He made a
strangled coughing sound. “I notice you did not say unpleasant
dream.”

“I am
undecided. There is something, though.” She frowned.


“Something?”

“He is pretty,
isn’t he?”

There was
choked laughter. “Pretty?”

“It isn’t the
right word, but it is closer than the others. Striking. Fun to look
at. The wings are scary.”

“Your attitude
is interesting. Most folks are terrified. They have literally never
seen anything like him.”

She didn’t have
anything to say, so he took her to the small unit, stuck her hand
under the scanner, and the machine had a digital count down. It was
two minutes.

“Ah, your food
has to be sent from the storage facility. The more you eat here,
the faster it will become. It will be loaded into a nearby
depot.”

“Two minutes
isn’t bad.”

He chuckled.
“My meals arrive in twenty seconds.”

“Oh. Okay.”

They remained
in silence until her tray slid free of the small unit, and she was
surprised to see something that looked like vegetables, a starch,
and some protein in gravy. The quantity was the shocker.

“I can’t eat
all that.”

“You can, or
the unit wouldn’t have ordered it. Sit over here and eat.”

There was a
padded bench and a table scaled to Tellian’s size. He headed to his
desk while she ate her meal and drank water. When she looked down
at the empty tray, she was shocked that it had all fit.

“What do I do
with the tray?”

Tellian came to
her and showed her how to stow her tray and the wide fork. “Right.
Now, do you need to relieve yourself?”

“Oh. No. Not
right now, but I might, so where can I...”

He showed her
the lav and how the taps and the sanitary unit worked. She was
happy that he had. She wouldn’t have figured it out otherwise.

Once her hands
were clean and she felt ready to see the overseer again, Tellian
led her back to the office, rang the bell and walked away.

Treacherous
bastard!

The light
turned blue, and she walked in.

“Uh, Master
Azzul?”

He looked at
her and nodded. “Come in, Keva. You seem more stable.”

She nodded.
“Yes. Thank you.”

He looked at
her and cocked his head. She felt a strange hum moving over her
body. It started at her head and swept over her skin.

She jumped and
rubbed her arm. He blinked and stared.

The hum came
again, and she felt the tingle on her body having an obvious
effect, so she crossed an arm over her breasts and gripped her
other bicep.

He cocked his
head. “How is that possible?”

He didn’t say
another word to her but called up the physician and spoke in
another language. All she recognized was Ymil. The overseer was
urgent, and he was demanding something be checked.

He disconnected
the call, and she shivered again. “That shouldn’t be possible. Is
your skin normally sensitive?”

“Not very.
Why?”

He didn’t
answer. Instead, he stated, “I would like you to become the
cataloguer and archivist of my art collection and be my companion
for events around the station. I have quite a few on a monthly
basis. I also occasionally travel, and you would come on those
events as well.”

“Why?”

“Well, you are
getting more valuable by the moment, and I deem myself the only
being on this station suitable to defending my interests.”

“Your
interests?”

“I was trying
not to state that you belong to me, but if you need it stated
bluntly, I will say it. You belong to me.”

Aw, fuck.


Chapter Four

 


 


Keva looked at the
overseer, and all she could say was, “Oh.”

He tilted his
head. “Sit on that chair, face the balcony, lift your chin. I want
to capture the light on your face.”

She went to
touch her hair, and he tutted. “Don’t worry about your hair. It is
your skin and the line of your body that has my focus. There is not
a sharp line on you.”

She
hesitated.

“Sit.”

She sat. She
followed his direction, and she lifted her chin to let the light
play on her features. This was surreal. She had gone from the
terror of a brothel to being an artist’s model in two hours. She
was a little dizzy from shifting gears.

She sat there
as he actually used some kind of paper and charcoal to sketch her,
and then, he did it again. Then, he asked her to stand, and then,
he asked her to lie on the huge couch against the wall of his
office.

“Um, I have to
relieve myself first, Master Azzul.”

He grunted and
nodded. “Go and return. I believe I am getting closer to an
accurate likeness.”

She wanted to
ask to look, but it seemed weirdly intimate. Instead, she headed to
the restroom to attend to herself.

When she had
cleaned up all the moisture that her sex had been inexplicably
leaking for the last few hours and completed all the options for
the small chamber, she returned to his office and pressed the entry
request. There was a pause, and then, the light turned blue, so she
stepped in.

He finished
another discussion with the doctor in that same language and nodded
to her, gesturing to the couch.

He completed
the call and sat there in silence.

She lay on the
couch with her head on her tucked arm, and she felt that wave of
something, and she felt the surge between her thighs again.
“Uh, Master Azzul?”

He was watching
her closely. “Yes, Keva?”

“Is there the
possibility of my getting some underclothing or trousers or
something?”

“No.” He was
amused. “They are not necessary to life on the station, and getting
them woven is a time-consuming process.”

“Woven?”

“Yes, they are
woven by an inhabitant of this station. The first one was acquired
and happened to fit you. I have another being created that will be
yours for the art opening tomorrow. But honestly, do you not feel
completely comfortable?”

She thought
about it and nodded. “I am not hot or cold, but I keep getting a
weird static charge that runs over me from head to toe, stopping in
some strange places.”

“Strange?” He
glanced at her, his array glowing lightly. “How so?”

“Never mind.”
She muttered.

He got up and
positioned her in the manner he wanted. Her back was arched, one
leg pointed, one knee bent, and her body tense with her arms lifted
and crossed at the wrists above her head.

“There. Now, I
will try to be swift, but if you need to move, warn me.”

She nodded. “I
will.”

He made a
satisfied sound and sat to sketch her. The hum started crossing her
skin rhythmically, and she kept her thighs as tight together as she
could without changing position.

“Please, remain
still.”

“It is becoming
difficult. That feeling is persistent.”

“What
feeling?”

“The sensation
on my skin. Is it a side effect from the decontamination?” She
shuddered and tried to ignore the slick trickle leaving her sex.
Her clit was throbbing, and two more of those passes were going to
tip her over the edge, and there would definitely be more motion
there.

“No.”

Another wave of
heated prickles ran over her from head to toe.

“Do you know
what it is?”

He glanced up.
“Yes.”

Another wave
struck her, and she saw the faint light in the fan of projections
on his head. “You are doing this, Master Azzul?”

He looked at
her soberly, and the wave faded. She was panting and on the edge.
He met her gaze, the fan lit up, and the wave moved over her,
pausing at her breasts and then localizing over her clit.

She gritted her
teeth and tried to fight the release, but her orgasm hit, and she
arched higher, twisting her hips and bucking as she groaned through
clenched jaws.

When she
slumped back into the pose, she was panting, and her limbs were
coated with sweat. She looked at him slowly, and his dark purple
skin had lightened a shade.

He nodded,
“Yes. I was. There is something very specific that has happened to
you. Something that has not happened to anyone else in history, and
it has me convinced that you were meant to be here.”

She started to
lower her arms. “What happened t—”

“I will explain
once the final tests are concluded. Remain in position.”

She was still
dealing with the full-body rush she had just experienced, and her
pulse gradually slowed as she resumed her pose.

She felt the
light wave of sensation over her skin a few more times, but it was
very localized to her inner thighs and breasts. It was soothing but
still arousing.

He nodded.
“Enough for today. You may sit up.”

She sat and
kept her thighs tightly together. “What else would you like me to
do, Master Azzul?”

“Tellian will
take you to your quarters, and you can rest. You have a food
dispenser and entertainment unit. You can watch what you will, and
it will merely be deducted from today’s earnings.”

“I made money
today?”

He chuckled.
“You did. You are paid for everything done at my behest. That
includes posing for my artistic flights of inspiration. Your
responsibilities will include learning the common languages spoken
on the station, studying the history of the station, and
researching my artwork collection and any new acquisitions I wish
to purchase. Your work will need to be fast, precise, and
thorough.”

“Yes, Master
Azzul.”

“You can read
common?”

“Not rapidly,
but I will improve with practice.”

“Good.”

“Um, Master
Azzul. What do you believe happened to me?”

He waved a
hand. “That is all. I will see you when I summon you. Get some
rest.”

She frowned and
asked. “Is something wrong with me, Master Azzul?”

He got up and
walked up to her, leaning down to lick sweat from her cheek. “No,
Keva, you are perfect. Now go.”

She was
blushing, and she nodded before escaping.

She walked down
the hall to Tellian, and she said, “He—”

Tellian nodded.
“I am done here. Come with me.”

She folded her
hands in front of her and followed Tellian to the lift. They went
down one floor, and he nodded. “Here we are. All of our quarters
are on this floor. Even Master Azzul’s. It is only accessible via
bio-scan. Your information is now in the system. Presently, you can
travel on your own to the offices and to this level.”

“Oh. All
right.” She nodded and yawned.

He chuckled.
“Time with Master Azzul can be exhausting. You will gain stamina
with practice.”

“Uh. Okay. It
wasn’t what I thought.”

“It never is.”
They exited the lift. “My first day, I thought I would be working
on the administration of the station. I ended up in the cargo bay,
negotiating a truce between two freighter captains. Then, I had to
help them move their cargo.”

She smiled
weakly. “Oh. That sounds interesting.”

“It was
emotionally and physically demanding, but I learned a little each
day he sent me to different parts of the station.”

There was a
shielded room at the end of the hall, but he stopped at the door to
the left of it. “These are your quarters. I am across the hall. I
will collect you in the morning and bring you here in the evenings.
I will contact you to notify you if Master Azzul needs you to spend
a day in study. There will be tests.”

She chuckled
softly, and he showed her how her room worked. There was a lav, a
grooming station that would keep her body soft and her hair shiny,
entertainment area. Study area. And—of course—the tiny kitchen with
the dispenser.

Her bedroom
looked comfortable, but she knew she needed to start studying.
There was going to be a test.

Tellian left
her to return to his office, and she opened the computer as he had
shown her and started with the language lessons. Lyron was first up
as they were the most frequent and most troublesome on the station.
Apparently, they actually were the standardized alpha, beta, omega
social structure, and they were the template that a few of the
human societal alterations had been based on.

Keva started
learning Lyron, and she had made it to social greetings when her
yawning sent her to bed. She hoped that Tellian knocked loudly
because she didn’t know how long she was going to sleep.

 


* * * *

 


It was impossible, but
here she was. Keva’s transport had done what no med centre had been
able to do. It had put the genes of his people into a living host,
and she seemed to be bonding to them.

Her skin’s
response was the first sign that the fusion was taking hold. Azzul
looked at the dozen sketches he had done of her, and the one that
kept his attention was the quick one he had done as she shook and
shivered under the touch of his signal. It had been an amusing
experiment that he did on most females, but when she responded, he
had contacted Ymil. On further inspection, her new cells showed
indicators that she had caught the genetic signature of an extinct
people. His people. The transport had damaged her in transit and
had drawn on its own database to make repairs to her when she
arrived. It had filled in the damage with genes resistant to the
transport effect. She looked human, but over a few centuries, that
would change. He was going to record every phase of her
transformation. He had an entire gallery planned just for her.

 


* * * *

 


She was up, dressed in
the now-cleansed dress from the cleaning cabinet and wearing her
slippers while working on her language lessons. Keva was asking,
“Are you authorized to be here?” when the chime at her door
rang.

She shut down
the computer and went to the door. She squeaked in surprise.
“Master Azzul. Good morning.”

He inclined his
head, taking up her entire doorway. “Ready to relocate for the day?
Tellian has to attend to some matters on the docks. You will be
with me today.”

She nodded.
“Yes, Master Azzul.”

He smiled.
“Come along, Keva.”

She fell into
step with him, her taking two for every one of his.

“Did you rest
well?”

“Pretty well. I
picked Lyron as my first language.” She was trying to indicate that
she had taken her studies seriously.

He nodded. “I
am aware.”

He spoke
casually in Lyron. “How do you feel this morning?”

She paused and
then said, “I am doing good... well... toast... no, that’s
wrong.”

He chuckled and
put a hand around her back as they stepped into the lift. “You are
coming along well. It will improve. But, you passed your first
test.”

“What
score?”

He chuckled.
“Seventy-five percent. A better result than Tellian on his first
day. He got forty-five percent, so I started sending him down to
the docks for practice. He learned quickly. That is not an option
for you, but I will find another means of testing you.”

She blinked and
nodded. She heard the rustle of his wing, and it covered her back
and around her side. When he walked forward, she moved or would be
dragged along.

Instead of
dropping her in the front office, he hauled her along to his, and
to her surprise, there was a small desk, chair, and learning
station.

“You will be
here for the day. Study, go for breaks. Return, but you have your
choice between language and history today. I do not mind you
practicing language, but I may chime in with assistance.
Understood?”

She looked at
him and bit her lip. She nodded.

Master Azzul
reached out and tugged her lip free with his thumb. “Don’t bite my
property.”

She blushed and
then paled. “Right. Sorry.”

That had fired
it home succinctly. She wasn’t an employee. She was a free gift
with purchase. Well, a bonus.

She waited
until he steered her toward her workstation, and then, she took her
seat. She brought up the station information and started to go
through the station history.

She stiffened
when she felt the static move over her, and she just pulled her
hands in until the wave finished. When it had passed, she resumed.
She didn’t need to look to see if Master Azzul was watching her. He
definitely was.

When her
stomach rumbled, his head came up. “You didn’t eat?”

She paused and
looked at him. “Yes, Master Azzul, but it was hours ago. I am just
hungry again. May I take a break?”

He nodded.
“Bring your meal back in here. I wish to converse with you.”

Keva nodded,
and then, she left to go to the dispenser. Tellian was at his desk
looking a little frazzled. She scanned her wrist in the dispenser,
and the unit chirped and started to count down from one minute and
forty-five seconds.

She smiled at
him. “Rough morning?”

“Yeah. The art
events are always a nightmare of artists and galleries fighting for
space and transport personnel. I think everyone is where they are
supposed to be, thank goodness. Has your dress arrived?”

“Um, not that I
am aware.”

He groaned and
pulled at his head fur.

She smiled as
his dishevelled appearance was now understandable. “I would offer
to help, but I am way too new at this.”

He smiled,
showing sharp teeth. “Thank you for the thought. I am about to take
a break if you wish for company.” He sighed. “As soon as I check on
your gown.”

“I have been
asked to return with my meal. So I will offer my company another
day.”

“He wants you
to eat in front of him?”

“Uh, yeah.
Why?”

Tellian had a
bemused expression. “He doesn’t normally enjoy the scents of food
from other races. He only eats once a day and not every day.”

“Ah. Well, I
have to come back with my food and converse with him.”

“Fair enough.
Enjoy the meal.”

Her meal
arrived, and she took the tray with the dispensed cold tea
container and straightened her shoulders, walking back to Azzul’s
office with the tray balanced on one arm. She was about to reach
for the doorbell when the light went blue, and it opened on
its own.

She elbowed in,
and her desk had been snuggled next to his.

“Oh. Okay.”

He nodded and
said, “Tell me about your life on Hemmer.”

She told him
about living at the manor, her mother dying when she was sixteen,
and her father then took to gambling and staying away from home in
equal measure. She covered her schooling, and by the time her meal
was done, she had gotten to her breakup.

“You had a
mate?”

“Um, no, a
courtship. It turned out that he was seeking the same relationship
with someone else, and his income was more reliable. He chose him
the moment I found out about the duality.”

“You were
mating with him. Attempting offspring?” He was calm, but his body
looked tense as hell.

“Oh. No. I
could never see him as a partner. He was just... someone fun, I
suppose.”

He relaxed, and
then, he authorized an entry through the door.

Tellian
arrived. “The gown is here.” He had a box in his arms.

Azzul nodded.
“Good. Put it in her quarters.”

“Yes, Master
Azzul. Keva, the dress has directions.” He nodded and left the
room.

“Two more hours
of studies, and then, you will go and get dressed. The grooming
unit knows how to arrange your hair and makeup.”

“Oh. All right.
I will just clear the tray.”

“Return
immediately and resume your studies.”

She nodded and
quickly took the tray away and sprinted down the hall, recycled the
tray, stopped in the bathroom, scrubbed her hands, and then
returned to Azzul’s office with the door marker turning blue and
the door opening at her approach.

She sat next to
him on what looked like her child’s desk, and she got into the
details of the dig for the station. She read the next few
paragraphs and said, “Oh!”

He chuckled.
“We will discuss that at the event this evening. Please, return to
your quarters. I will collect you in ninety minutes.”

She nodded.
“You will collect me?”

“Yes. You now
have eighty-nine minutes, and the grooming unit will take
forty-seven and getting into the dress another ten. You should also
have a light snack.”

She got to her
feet, and he caught her hand, pressing a kiss to her knuckles.

“Eighty-eight
minutes.” He looked at her with a twinkle in his eyes.

She tugged her
hand free, and then, she politely bowed and bolted from the room,
hearing a sound that she never thought she would hear in a million
years. He was laughing.

 


Walking into
the art event was strange, but having his hand on her shoulder or
back the whole time was like having a warm wall with her at all
times.

The artist was
looking at Azzul nervously. “Overseer, this is my homage to the
stars. Several types of radiation paint on the mundane surfaces
with amazing results.”

Azzul nodded.
“It is excellent, Raslik. You have come a long way. The images are
lovely, and the projectors are spectacular. What do you think,
Keva?”

Raslik looked
at her in surprise. “Your date has an opinion on art?”

“She is
becoming my archivist for matters revolving around art acquisition.
In the future, if you wish to add to my collection, you will be
going through her.”

She blushed and
looked around. “I am afraid that my eyes are unable to appreciate
the magnificence of your vision. I will need to get some lenses to
do it justice.”

Raslik
blinked.

Azzul slid a
palm over her shoulder and flexed his fingers. He leaned forward
and whispered, “Look again.”

She closed her
eyes and felt the tingle wash over her again, and when she opened
her eyes, she gasped. She reached out for the stars that she could
see. The entire area was living space. There were meteors, nebulas,
bubbles, and planets. Too many items for her to count.

“Look at your
dress.”

She looked down
and smiled at the glowing white, then gasped as she looked at him
as the stars had come to dance on his skin. “Oh, you are so
pretty.”

She clapped a
hand over her mouth, and he chuckled.

Raslik stared
at her. “You can see the projection on him?”

“I can see
thousands of lifetimes of stars on him.” She didn’t want to stop
staring at him, and he was looking down at her with an
indecipherable expression.

He smiled. It
was a tiny curving of his lips, but he smiled. “What else do you
see?”

She fought for
a word and found one. “Art.”

He cupped her
jaw and stroked her lips with his thumb. “Exactly.”

She felt waves
of static moving across her, and they pulsed faster and faster
until her body throbbed and her legs gave way. He caught her and
held her to him while the signal he gave out kept her sex clenching
and her skin tingling.

She turned her
head and looked at Raslik, and he gasped and bowed his head.
“Pardon, miss. I didn’t know.”

He backed away
and left them. So Keva looked up at Azzul. “What did he mean?
Didn’t know what?”

“That you are a
work of art.”

He was very
amused and rather excited by something, but she didn’t know what it
was. She only knew that she was glad the dress hung away from her
body. She might be art in his eyes, but under her dress, she was a
slick mess.
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Chapter Five

 


 


At some point, he
offered her his arm, but he still kept his wing flexed out behind
her so that no one could sneak up on her back.

“So, do you
have questions about what you read this afternoon?”

“Um, they dug
you up?”

He chuckled.
“Yes. I was the last, so I was asleep in a chamber far below the
surface.”

“There was no
mention of life support or anything.”

“I was on a
stone slab. I can sleep just about anywhere, but I don’t bother
with it much anymore.”

“Sleeping?”

“Correct.”

“Ah. Well, how
were you able to just sleep and not die?”

“I didn’t want
to. My species is an at will species. Once we are born, we
choose to live each day and find things to live for.”

She blinked.
“You chose art.”

“I chose
architecture and construction, then it ran its course, and I went
to rest in the chamber I had built. When they broke into my
chamber, it was on the last piece of my world that was in a large
segment and technically, I owned it. The station corporation paid
me a hefty some for the usage of the property. I took the money and
began a new pursuit. Finance. Having seen several societies rise
and fall, I was successful. I opened a casino here with private
gambling, and soon, I purchased the station from the corporation.
From there, the money continued to flow in, so I began to actually
look at the worlds around me, and I found art as my next
passion.”

“Ah. Wow. You
know what I am going to ask, right?”

He chuckled.
“They are all around you. They are the nebulas and meteors and
newly formed moons. The radiation that we are made of remains under
our control. The bodies that we have are made for containing it.
When we let them fade, our energy simply dances into the
winds.”

“That sounds
pretty.” She was in a pleasurable haze as he wasn’t letting her
down. “So, why can I suddenly see frequencies of light I didn’t
know existed?”

“Ah, yes.
Perhaps we should go and have something to drink.”

“What is wrong
with me?”

He chuckled.
“To my view, nothing is wrong with you. Your transport here made
some changes to you, but that was not something wrong. You have
merely had something... added.”

“I think I need
a drink.”

Azzul kept his
wing tucked around her as he walked them through the very exclusive
crowd, and the servers were milling around with beverages, but he
headed for the bar and spoke to the bartender. The male nodded and
reached for a high shelf and some purply-blue fluid in a decanter
that looked like the glass was still molten and moving.

He pulled a
thin glass about eight inches tall and poured the liquor into it.
It was a lovely colour, and the glass had the same twists and rolls
as the original decanter. “Here you are, Lady.”

Keva looked at
him and then Master Azzul. “That’s for me?”

“You said you
needed a drink. This is part of my private reserve.” He looked at
her expectantly.

She took the
glass and smiled at the bartender with his insectoid features. She
sipped at the meniscus of the pretty liquor, and her knees got
weak. “Oh. Wow. That is exceptional.”

He chuckled.
“Thank you. I enjoy making it.”

“Making it?”
She sipped at it.

“I grow the
trees on one of the domed fragments. Seeds from my home world. It
makes a lovely, sweet liquor.”

“So, you have
been scavenging the fragments?” She sipped again and was upset with
how easily it went down. It tasted like happiness, and that was a
very dangerous drink.

“I have. I have
a private garden that I would enjoy showing you one day. A
different fragment has an orchard.”

She sipped
again and sighed sadly when the glass was empty. “That was lovely.
Thank you.”

She set the
glass down on the counter and nodded to the bartender.

He took the
glass and put it aside, then took down a second and poured another
glass for her.

“Um...” She
looked to Azzul, but he took the glass and handed it to her.

“Now, let’s
meet some of the guests.”

She nodded, and
his hand wrapped around her waist, and she carried the glass
carefully after she sipped off the overpour. He led her around the
gathering where there were empresses, emperors, kings, queens,
warlords, and bounty hunters. She even met a flight of Lyron
huntsmen who were on a stopover from an assignment. Azzul spoke
earnestly with one of the walking-talking wolves, and the man
turned his muzzle to her. “This one is a human?”

Azzul nodded.
“She was. She is now mine.”

The wolf
paused. “It is that way?”

“Not yet, but
it will be. Besides, you wolves have an entire set of cities to
hunt in. Leave my female alone.”

She looked up
at Azzul, and she could still see the pretty spectrum of light on
his skin. “Don’t worry. He’s not my type.”

Azzul chuckled,
and she got a reward of an electric pulse along her skin. She
gritted her teeth as it localized around her clit in rapidly
increasing pulses. Her drink wobbled, and he put an arm around her
to stabilize her. He pulled her against him, and his thigh was
between hers. He caught her drink as she squeaked when her orgasm
hit, and he held her as she gripped his arm, and he held the hand
with her beverage.

The Lyrons
chuckled, and the man he had been talking to was amused. “No hands.
Very well done.”

She blushed and
pressed her face to Azzul. She whispered, “Master Azzul, why did
you do that?”

“I was pleased
you chose me over the Lyrons. Many females find their rugged good
looks enthralling.”

“Too much hair
in the bed.”

The huntsmen
laughed, which made Keva turn her face into Azzul’s chest to hide.
A wing folded around her, protecting her from the amusement.

“Ah, she is a
very new acquisition. She is not used to me yet. When you next pass
through, she will be one of my liaisons.”

She was in a
warm cocoon, and her arm slowly crept around Azzul’s waist to
support herself while he kept her safe and her thighs dried. Well,
they were drying until she felt the tingle moving across her.

She whispered,
“Don’t you do it.” Her breasts throbbed, her clit throbbed, and the
sensitive folds between her thighs took on a pulse of their own. A
light caress up and down her spine reminded her that she was in his
embrace with one of his arms joining her in the darkness.

“Oh. Uh-oh.”
She clung to him and whined as he teased her into another
release.

His hand
stroked her waist and hip, and his wing gradually pulled back to
expose her and her clinging to him, slightly sweaty.

She was still
panting and felt deeply embarrassed at the look in the eyes of the
wolves as she stared shyly at them. They bowed, and the majority of
the huntsmen left.

Keva sighed,
and she looked up at Master Azzul. “Is that going to happen a
lot?”

He handed her
her drink. “Increasingly, over time.”

She frowned.
“Why?”

“Because I can.
Because you respond, and because it makes me happy.” He chuckled.
“And it causes your body to relax and flush and show signs of
enjoyment.”

She swallowed,
and she knew he wasn’t wrong. It felt amazing at the time. It was
just afterward that she got confused as to his motivation.

She realized
that she was plastered against his unclothed torso, and she tried
to step away. The hand at her back kept her against him.

She took a
small sip of her drink and enjoyed the contact with him. He felt
solid. His instincts were protective, and she felt safe, even if
she had arrived here under rather unusual circumstances and was
bound to him via her father’s bad judgment and rampant gambling.
She looked around at the other species. Well, if she had to get
stuck to someone, he was a good candidate to keep her alive.
Eventually, he would tire of her, and she might have a chance to
start her own life in the stars.

The wrapped
kilt he wore was soft, and there didn’t seem to be any of the
standard indicators of arousal, so he was just having fun, like
taking a pet out and having it do tricks for visitors.

The Lyron was
still there talking with Azzul as she slowly weakened her knees
with the liquor.

“What are you
drinking, little bit?” The Lyron was looking at the glass she had
just finished.

Azzul chuckled.
“Kyf.”

The Lyron
inhaled sharply. “You are giving her Kyf? Out in the open?”

Azzul rubbed
her back. “She can handle it. Her body is adapting rapidly.”

She looked at
him, filled with the liquid happiness from the glass. “What is
Kyf?”

He smiled. “The
liquor that I make. Remember?”

“Oh, right. It
tastes like happy.” She giggled.

The Lyron
asked, “How much has she had?”

“Three
ounces.”

“Three...
that’s five hundred thousand credits.” The canine-headed male’s
voice was strangled.

Keva looked up
at Azzul in concern. “Five hundred thousand?”

He stroked her
cheek. “I ordered it for you. It is not on your account.”

She exhaled in
relief and held him. “I think I need to see more of the
exhibition.”

He nodded.
“That is a good idea. See you around, Sornoth.”

“Master Azzul.”
The canid bowed.

She hated to
leave the warmth of him, but she moved and took his arm again, but
he kept his arm close to his body and his wing curled protectively
around her.

“So, what is
the normal serving of Kyf?”

He chuckled. “A
drop. Three at a generous bar. You really feel happy when you
consume it?”

“It feels like
a sunny afternoon, laughter, and...” she pressed her lips
together.

“And?”

“Never
mind.”

He chuckled.
“Tell me.”

“It feels like
the glow after really good sex?” She winced as one or two of the
noble patrons looked at her when she said it.

“You don’t seem
sure.”

“I have had
okay sex. I don’t know if I have ever had really good sex.”

He nodded as
they walked past the exhibits. “That seems like something one would
just know.”

“Yeah. Maybe.
Anyway, the Kyf is really good.”

He smiled. “I
will have to have some placed in your quarters.”

She shook her
head. “No. Definitely not. I would overdose on it, and you would be
out an asset.”

“You cannot
overdose on Kyf.”

“Oh. What
happens then?”

He looked at
her and angled his head. She felt a wave stroke over her from head
to toe. “They fall into a temporary blissed-out coma and rise with
a heavy alteration to their personalities. Usually, for the
better.”

“Oh. So, let’s
avoid that.”

He chuckled.
“Don’t worry, you have a built-in immunity to that effect. You will
just get the bliss and none of the coma.”

She blushed.
“Blissed. That is the description.”

“That is why
Kyf means bliss in my original language. I don’t speak it
often as there is no one who understands it.”

Keva’s heart
thudded in her chest as she wanted to comfort him. He was alone. As
alone in this fragment of a world as she was, but for a very
different reason.

He stroked her
cheek. “Perhaps I should teach you. Then, I would not be the only
one who knows it.”

He was super
touchy all of a sudden. His touch was gentle but firm. There was no
doubt that the contact was deliberate.

His hand left
her cheek, trailed down to her jaw, and then he gripped her throat.
She swallowed nervously, and her heart picked up the pace.

He sent a wave
of prickly energy over her body, and she gasped.

“You were going
to tell me why my body is doing that.”

He nodded, and
they went to the next exhibit. “Ah, yes. You are the only one of
your kind in the entire universe.”

“I don’t
understand.”

“When my drones
flew to transport your manor here, they were acting under the
assertion that the property wasn’t occupied. I believe you were
asleep, and that is why this worked.”

She frowned.
“What worked?”

“When the
transport brought you to the decontamination site, the receiving
computer identified you and the damage caused by the transport by
doing what it had been designed to do, and it replaced all damaged
tissues and cells with that of one of my people.”

She blinked.
“It spliced me?”

He nodded. “It
did. It went to the tissue bank and replaced the patterns of a
female of my kind for the damage to yours. You are slowly
transforming into one of my kind, day by day.”

She slammed a
hand to her head. “What?”

He laughed.
“Your appearance may not complete for centuries, but I was right
when I said you were art. You are an excellent piece of
craftsmanship.”

She swayed. “I
am... not human anymore?”

He caught her.
“No, Keva, you are not. You are more, and I am very glad for
it.”

Keva clung to
him and exhaled slowly before she inhaled, and he had a scent that
she hadn’t been able to pick up before. Musky and strange with a
hint of root beer. Root beer? I love root beer.

“Why can I
smell you now?”

He looked
pleased. “You can? Excellent.”

“Why? What does
it mean?”

“What are you
getting from my scent? Is it pleasant or repulsive?”

“Um, pleasant.
It smells like hot male and my favourite things.”

He chuckled.
“That is very good news.”

“Um, do I
smell?”

He rubbed his
head along hers. “Like the light between stars and heated
female.”

“Oh. Do I
always smell like that?”

He nodded.
“Since I met you face to face. I wasn’t sure of what else was
happening until the tests were run.”

“Will Ymil tell
anyone?”

“No. He has
already altered the records to remove all traces of the change. It
will become apparent over time, but then, you will be able to
defend your own body. Until that day, I have the honour of watching
over you as you change.”

“Um, like a
babysitter?”

He chuckled. “I
think first as a lover, later as a mate. Perhaps after that, a
partner.”

“That is a
strange order.”

“It is a
strange situation, but I will need to get you familiar with my
species. I believe a biology lesson is looming.”

She blushed
when she met his intent gaze and then looked away. “Oh, I was never
very good at biology.”

He chuckled. “I
am a very patient teacher.”

He stroked her
lips with his thumb, and she realized that he had all the time in
the world, even if his world was broken.


Chapter Six

 


 


They were interrupted
by Raslik, and he looked into her eyes and relaxed a bit. Whatever
he was seeing now, it wasn’t what had spooked him earlier.

“Master Azzul,
do you think you want to add the projection room to your archive?
There are a few queries, but I wanted to make sure you had the
option first.”

Azzul looked at
her. “What do you think, Keva?”

Her mouth got
dry, and she said, “I would have to see it again for a final
opinion.”

“Then, we shall
return to the exhibit and see if your opinion remains favourable.”
He drew his fingers down her cheek, and she leaned into them,
despite their audience.

There was a
glow in his eyes, and he wrapped his hand around her back, curling
his wing around her as they walked with Raslik back to the
radiation band exhibit.

Azzul still
looked like a stellar storm, but when Keva stepped into the light,
Azzul let out a low hum of approval, and several of the watchers
gasped. She looked down, and her gown glowed bright, but it was her
hands and arms that were covered with falling stars.

She looked up
at the alien holding her. “What do you think, Master Azzul?”

He took her in
and smiled. “I would be honoured to add it to my collection.”

Raslik blinked
and then smiled. “Excellent.”

“Send the
invoice to Tellian. He will send the team to transport it when the
exhibition is complete.”

Raslik beamed.
“Excellent. Thank you, Master Azzul.”

She looked at
her escort. He was staring down at her. “I am delighted to add this
to my collection. It shall remain in a place of honour.”

Raslik looked
them over, and he left them alone, bathed in bands of radiation and
light.

“This isn’t
going to make me grow wings or a giant tumour, is it?” She asked
him quietly.

“No, this will
do no more damage to you than the decontamination lasers.”

“Those
stung.”

“I will find a
way to soothe you.”

She blinked as
she couldn’t imagine how that would work. His hand moved over her
back, and she nodded. He sent a wave across her, and she clenched
her thighs together and squirmed in place. “Stop doing that.”

He laughed.
“No, but you will get used to it.”

One of the
visiting imperial couples was staring at them and gasping in
surprise or, perhaps, because they were fish-related.

Azzul looked
down and smiled. “We look pretty. Together, we are art.”

“That is your
obsession.”

He lifted a
hand and stroked her lips with his thumb. “Yes, it is.”

She swallowed.
“Why do you keep stroking my lips like that?”

His lips
twisted upward. “Because it is as close as I can get to the softest
skin on your body without you starting to scream.”

“I don’t think
anyone has ever made me scream.”

He tugged his
thumb along her lower lip. “A goal for another time.”

She turned
bright pink. “It wasn’t a challenge.”

“I know, but it
is a worthy goal.” He smiled. “Shall we go through another tour of
the artworks? Perhaps pick something out for you? I believe there
was a jewellery alcove that we didn’t get to.”

“Um, I don’t
feel comfortable with jewellery. I am not really equipped to defend
it, and I am already in debt.”

“Do not worry.
If I place it on you, it is my responsibility, and it will not
affect your debt.” He chuckled as he turned, and they walked to the
section that had more guards and smaller displays.

“I thought this
was Raslik’s exhibition.”

“It is, but we
always have other artists coming to the station for introductions,
and we assess their works and let them display their creative
creations here if we deem them worthy.” He nodded. “There is always
room for more beauty. Though now I have an office filled with
it.”

She frowned and
then realized he meant her. She didn’t know what to say after
that.

The jewellery
was stunning, elaborate, and the prices on the displays explained
the hulking guards with grey skin, eight eyes, and a lot of
fangs.

Azzul walked
with her and discussed the merits of each item, but none of them
made her smile except the collar made of snowflakes.

He looked at it
and then at her. “That one? I would not think you volunteered for a
collar, but it is definitely suitable.”

She blushed. “I
didn’t. I wasn’t. It is just very pretty.”

He looked
around and smiled at the artist. The artist’s expression turned to
one of shock. “Yes, Master Azzul?”

When the woman
came out of the shadows, she was marked with stripes and scars, but
her smile came up when Keva stared at her. Her skin was a rich
brown, her hair was long, thick dark waves, and her amber eyes were
sparkling.

“You’re a
human!” Keva’s whisper was harsh.

The artist
laughed. “No, not for a very long time. A hundred years or more,
but I have been stopping by Azzul’s station and thought I could
show some of the arts and crafts I make when my battle station lets
me go to keep muscle tone.”

“Your battle
station?”

Azzul chuckled.
“Aretha is the hidden heart of the Arscoth battle station. We have
found one of your designs that my new archivist and curator
enjoys.”

Aretha
whispered softly with a smile, “The snowflakes. I miss those so
much.”

Keva nodded.
“Me, too. I saw them once when I was a child, and the memory stayed
with me.”

Aretha looked
her over and smiled. “You also are no longer human. Not completely
anyway. But your humanity deserves a gift. The collar is yours.”
She chuckled. “As are the matching cuffs.”

She turned to
Azzul and said, “The cuffs lock together, by the way. They might
assist in your artistic efforts.” She chuckled. “Or playtime.
Whatever you like, Master Azzul.”

Keva looked
around, and a set of bejewelled cuffs were on a nearby pillar.

Azzul nodded to
the woman. “You have become something else in the last
century.”

“I have become
alone. The station lives in my veins now, but its needs are not
mine. It has taken me a while to recognize the difference.”

Aretha smiled.
“Allow the pieces to be on display for the remainder of the
exhibit, and they are yours.”

Azzul nodded.
“Of course. I will have extra security on it.”

“Thank you,
station master. It will be an honour to adorn your companion.”

“Is there any
hidden tech in it?”

Aretha nodded.
“Recorder and monitoring tech.”

“Good.
Good.”

“Master Azzul,
is she wearing...”

He chuckled and
smoothed a hand down Keva’s spine. “She is.”

“Wow. Well,
Azzul is going to take good care of you until you can do it
yourself, miss.”

Azzul nodded.
“And afterward.”

Keva smiled and
looked around at the jewellery. “You call this arts and
crafts?”

Aretha nodded.
“I came from a jeweller clan. I had a broken leg, and we stopped at
the brand new Arscoth defense station. I was brought to the new
hospital, and the AI in the station scanned me, looking for the
break, and it found my nervous system was a perfect conduit. It
kept me, and now it provides me with things to keep my
interest.”

Azzul chuckled.
“Just wait. It will eventually bring a male home.”

Aretha cocked
her head. “That would be... something. It does not allow me
physical interaction, so someone to touch and hold would be high on
my wish list. It has been fun learning to cut diamonds, though. I
started on big ones and worked my way to the smaller ones. On
Liithar, that collar would have been priceless. Here, it is merely
exorbitant.” She winked.

The hand on her
back was warm, so Keva cuddled up to Azzul. His grip shifted to
support her.

“What is your
favourite species to look at, Aretha?”

The woman
thought and then hummed with a smile. “Hredon. I have always liked
the look of big cats, and it has been said they can purr their
mates into a stupor.”

“Is that good?”
Keva needed to ask.

Aretha smiled.
“I would love the chance to find out.”

Keva looked at
Azzul. “Are there Hredon here?”

“On the
station, yes. In your social circle, no. Just in case you feel
experimental.”

She blushed.
“No, not that way. The humming is more than enough for me.”

His hand
gripped her side, and she felt each finger squeeze in turn. “I see.
Well, that is a good start, I suppose.”

Keva felt him
turning her, and then, they were walking away from the only human
she had seen to date. “Bye, Aretha.”

“I will see you
again, I am sure, Keva. I come by this way every few years.”

“You do?”

“Yeah, the
station is on patrol.”

“What?”

“Well, it is
less of a station and more of a repurposed warship.” Aretha
shrugged. Light flashed along her scars. “And that is my three-hour
warning. I am glad you are enjoying my arts and crafts. I will file
the gift authorization for after the exhibition and be on my way.
It was nice seeing you again, Master Azzul. Good meeting you—”

“Keva. Keva
Morningwell.”

“Keva. I hope
you are bright and cheery on my return and that Azzul hasn’t sapped
your sense of fun.”

“I hope you
find your purring tiger and your ship lets you keep him.”

Aretha
chuckled. “I can dream, and when I do, the AI will create the
perfect lover. He’s very thoughtful that way.”

“It is
definitely a him?”

Aretha laughed.
“Oh, yes. I will introduce you the next time we are nearby.”

“Does he have a
name?”

Aretha’s skin
flashed again. “Sorry. We will chat again soon. The gift has been
registered.”

She bowed to
them and left the exhibit.

Azzul chuckled.
“The ship gets jealous if she makes friends. It does not want her
tempted to stay anywhere, with anyone.”

They began to
walk through the rest of Aretha’s exhibit, and Keva marvelled at
her craftsmanship. “Wow. She is really talented.”

“Aside from her
winter scenes, she does mountain ranges as a theme and seems to
love nature, which is odd considering that she travels through
space.”

“I think she
misses home.” Keva looked at the jewels with the same mountain
ranges and metal knitted together with gems studded in the same
constellations from slightly different angles.

“Do you miss
home?”

“I have been
gone less than a week, but I think I will in time.” She shrugged.
“I guess I will just have to do what I did at home when I was
homesick and keep busy.”

“You were
homesick at home?”

“Yes, my father
inherited his family home, and my mother and I were dragged to the
manor and tried to make it into a home. I was sent to school, lived
in the city, my entire life has been all about missing my home.”
She shrugged. “You don’t have anything to worry about. I haven’t
had a proper home in decades.”

“You have a
home now. Where I am, you are.”

She chuckled.
“So, you are my home now?”

He cocked his
head and nodded. “That is a good way to put it. I will be your
home.”

She cocked her
head. “All this on the first date.”

“A what?”

She suddenly
remembered where she was, who she was with, and why they were
there. “I am sorry, Master Azzul. Pardon my gaffe.”

“There was no
gaffe. I just did not understand the reference.”

She blushed and
bowed her head. “It doesn’t apply.”

“I am not a
date?”

She looked
away. “Not hardly.”

“What am I
then?”

She wrestled
with that thought as they went to another exhibit. “Master of the
station?”

“True. What is
a date?”

“Um, a form of
courtship. In your case, it isn’t necessary.”

He slowly moved
them through the exhibit. “What would be the steps in the
courtship?”

She looked up
at him, and he was staring down at her. “Oh, you are serious. Ah.
It would probably start with a meal, then entertainment, and
dancing or drinks afterward, kissing...”

“What
next?”

She felt her
cheeks heat. “Um, usually an attempt at sex.”

“Attempt?”

She sighed. “It
depends on how good the dancing and the drinks were. A man who has
no rhythm has no place trying to get a woman into bed.”

“You have sex
where you sleep?”

“Well, not
always, but it makes it easier if it tires you out. Then you can
just drop to your side and go to sleep.”

“Ah, so
logistics rather than a necessity. What if you can sleep on your
partner?”

“Um, I haven’t
met anyone who would let that happen.”

He looked at
her. “Ah, small humans.”

She laughed.
“They aren’t small. They are just human-sized. The changes in
gravity have just made folks like you enormous.”

He chuckled.
“It is superior evolution. You are just from a young and unevolved
species, though the incident is fixing that. The initial medical
investigations indicated yesterday, I could have made an attempt at
you.”

She blinked.
“Attempt?”

“Yes, for
sex.”

She tripped,
and he caught her. “I took physics in school, and that particular
situation seems unlikely.”

He whispered,
“But I have studied biology, and it is growing more likely by the
moment. I might not be able to get in all the way, but I definitely
can get in.”

She shivered.
Her body responded to the promise in his tone.

She looked up
at him, and he smiled. “As for kissing...” He caught her around the
waist and lifted her up against his chest. His mouth found hers,
and the first light kiss brushed across her lips.

He was textures
she wasn’t used to, it was like being pressed against a leather
statue, and his lips were hard and smooth. She froze for a moment,
and then, she rested her hand against his shoulder, moving past the
spike and then stroking his neck as their lips pressed together. It
was pretty chaste for a kiss from a mostly naked alien.

Just as she
finished her thought, his mouth changed angles and sloped over
hers, and his tongue teased at the seam of her lips. When he
slipped his tongue into her mouth, her eyes widened, and she pulled
him in tight. He tasted like Kyf.

She sighed and
pressed against him while trying to figure out the shape of his
tongue. It was long, it was thick, and sometimes, it was forked and
sometimes it wasn’t. She shivered and moaned against him, and when
he finally parted, his body was hot, and his colour was
lighter.

His eyes were
shining and casting a glow on the rest of his features. “So, I do
not dance, but how is the kissing?”

She was
panting, and her hands were braced on his chest. She blinked.
“Good. The kissing is good.”

He chuckled.
“Your eyes glow violet when you are aroused.”

She blinked
again. “That’s new. Do you always lighten a few shades while
kissing?”

He looked at
his skin and chuckled. “This is new as well.”

There was a
distant gathering of elite staring at them.

His wing was
covering her back, but around her, there were folk that were
staring.

She blushed.
“People are looking at us.”

“Unsurprising.
I do not engage in public displays of any sort. Even my occasional
assignations are done privately.”

Her warm blood
cooled as she thought about him with other females. It was stupid
because she had just met him, but part of her was physically mad
that he had other women.

She squirmed.
“Put me down.”

“No. Your skin
cooled.” He frowned. “What did that?”

“I do not wish
to discuss it here. Or ever.” She kept her chin down and didn’t
meet his eyes.

“You are
getting colder by the second. You were so hot a moment ago.” He
held her with one hand and stroked over her body with the other. “I
will take you to medical.”

She looked up
at him. “No. I am fine.”

He started
moving, and she got alarmed. “No. You are not. You are normally
warmer than this. I can see it. You are taking on a neutral
temperature. I do not like it.”

He changed his
grip and hauled her along in his arms. He walked along to a balcony
and launched himself out, and she screamed as they fell down until
he spread his wings. She was tense, off-balance, and her dress
didn’t give her a lot of room to move.

He landed near
medical, and the hall cleared out as he approached.

He carried her
in. “Ymil! She’s unwell.”

She hissed. “I
am fine, Master Azzul.”

Dr. Ymil wasn’t
there, but he stumbled in a few minutes later, his fur ruffled.
“Yes, Master Azzul?”

“She’s unwell.
She went cold. She hasn’t had a cold temperature since I first saw
her. Fix her.”

“Master Azzul,
she will have to be scanned, and I cannot do that with her current
clothing.”

Keva pushed at
him. “I am fine. I am just... I am fine.”

Azzul looked at
her and muttered, “Then why did you go cold when you were so
warm?”

She looked
down. “I got mad.”

Ymil frowned.
“A bout of madness?”

“No. Emotional
irritation.” She grimaced. “I don’t want to talk about it, it is
stupid, and there was no reason for it.”

Azzul squeezed
her. “Tell me.”

She shook her
head.

Dr. Ymil asked,
“Master, perhaps you could tell me what happened immediately before
she went cold?”

“We had been
kissing, and she was very warm, and then, we talked about public
displays, and I mentioned that no one here had seen me in that
manner, and even my assignations were private.”

She felt her
temperature drop again.

“There. She
just did it again.”

Ymil’s gaze met
hers, and she turned her head so his amused expression couldn’t
embarrass her anymore.

“Master Azzul,
she is jealous. Mad at your former partners.”

Azzul stilled.
“Why would she be?”

“If you were a
traditional species, it would be because you may have children from
the past who would have a claim to your support; therefore, the
women would have a claim on you. She is new. She has no right to a
claim.”

Azzul was
astonished. “Really? That is the reason?”

He held her
with one hand, and he caught her chin with the other, pulling her
head toward his. She kept her eyes down and lids lowered.

“Keva. Is this
accurate?”

She kept quiet
until she felt a pulse of energy localized where she didn’t want
it. “Fine! Yes. Close enough.”

“What is close
enough?”

“I was jealous,
and I don’t know why. Every time I thought of you with someone
else, I got colder. I just feel super calm now.”

He sighed. “We
will discuss this more. Thank you, Dr. Ymil.”

“Uh, you are
welcome, Master Azzul.”

He wrapped his
other hand under her knees and carried her tucked against his
chest. He returned to the air, and his wings beat heavily as they
climbed through the air of the station.

Keva was
dreading this. They were going to have a talk. Those never
went well for her.
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Chapter
Seven

 


 


He landed on a deck and
walked through a security screen that allowed them to pass.

Azzul carried
her into what had to be his quarters, and she tried not to look
down until they were completely inside.

“Um, we can go
back to the exhibition, or you can go, and I can go into my
quarters and think about why my attitude is wrong.”

“No, I believe
we should discuss what is happening to you now. It is important.”
He settled on a backless couch that was wide and long.

“It is
humiliating.”

“It is
natural.”

She looked up
and scowled. “What?”

He smiled
slightly. “It is a natural response, but I have never seen it in
action before. You are trying to put a claim on my genes. It is a
natural response for a pair of unmated members of my species trying
to find a partner.”

He stroked her
cheek. “I become hyper-focused on you, and you become the same with
me. Hearing about your previous lover made me want to seek them out
and tear them in half and comfort you in equal measure.”

She looked at
him and asked, “What about the energy waves?”

“Oh, those are
just fun. I have never had a female around me that responded to
them before. I have always tried, but none of them responded, and
then, one day, there is a human who lands in a new acquisition, and
she uses pleasure to calm herself, and when I send her the signal,
she lights up.”

“The
signal?”

He leaned
forward and whispered in her ear, “It is the signal that indicates
I am interested in sex. Every time I have sent it to you, your body
indicates that you are interested in the same.”

She shivered,
and her body focused on his breath across her ear. “I have no idea
what it is indicating.”

“Can we find
out together?”

Keva thought
about it. “Would there be any benefit to postponing it?”

“None. It would
just frustrate both of us and leave you in a state of insecurity as
to what will happen when we do join.”

“So, we should
just get it over with?”

He chuckled and
licked her ear, and she could swear that his tongue was forked
because something wet flicked inside while part of it cruised
around the outer edge. “I would not put it that way. I would say we
should continue our date, though I cannot prove my rhythm.”

She blushed.
“The flying is proof enough. We didn’t fall.”

“Excellent. I
am glad you worked out substitute criteria.” His tongue licked at
her neck.

“Plus, the
signal was pretty on point.”

He chuckled
against her skin and the invisible straps on her shoulder. The
threads were so fine that she couldn’t see them, but they held up
the dress securely.

“I may not fit
in you. Would that be a problem?”

She blinked.
“Not for me, but will it upset you?”

“It will just
mean that I will have to wait a few more days before we can
completely join. In the meantime, I can get you used to me so that
contact with me will not provoke a fear response.”

She shivered.
“You can tell?”

“You are
fighting it off, for which I thank you, but I think that kissing
might help.”

“You think it
will help?”

He nodded
against her shoulder. “I think it will help.”

She slid her
hand up to cup his jaw. “Well, if you think it will help.”

He kissed her
again, and this time, there was no slow buildup. It was fast, it
was carnal, and she held onto him as best she could. The signal
started up, and she reached down to pull the column of her skirt up
and out of the way so she could squirm around to kneel on his
thighs as she let her body get hotter until she was mewling and
clutching at him. When his fingers grazed her inner thigh, she
gasped and trembled, kissing him more violently and shuddering as
he slipped a finger inside her while the signal he was putting out
thudded against her clit.

She wailed
against his lips when the feeling of tension unravelled in a rush,
and he hummed without pressing his lips together, and that hum
reached into her and tugged at her soul.

She slowly
drifted back to her senses to find that her thighs were on either
side of his and his fingers were inside her.

She remembered
his claws, and she tensed. He nuzzled her and kissed her again.
“What is it, Keva?”

“Your
claws.”

He chuckled.
“They retract if I have reason to pull them in. I consider the
amazingly tight slick softness inside you an excellent reason. My
goal is for this to happen without any injuries.”

“Good
goal.”

“So, my claws
are in, your heat has returned, and you are slick. Shall we
continue?”

She bit her
lip. “Can I freak out and go back to the manor?”

“No.” He
chuckled and tugged her lip free.

“Then we had
better continue so I have an idea of the worst it can be.”

He snorted, and
it was a funny sound coming from him. “The worst?”

“Well, you said
you wouldn’t fit.” She shrugged.

“I said I
wouldn’t fit all the way. Let’s see how far I can go.”

Keva sighed.
“If I can be honest, I never understood going deep anyway. Most of
my nerves just register entry and withdrawal.”

“Ah, you will
want me in all the way.”

“Why? Is there
a cookie at the end of it or something?”

He looked
surprised and amused. “No, do humans have some kind of treat
attached?”

“No. it was
just an idle thought.”

Azzul nodded.
“Let’s remove your gown, and then, I can continue to explore
you.”

His hands slid
up the back of her thighs and dragged the fabric upward. It was
whisked over her head and flicked over his head to the couch behind
them.

He looked her
over, and she shivered. He sent the signal to her, and she started
to twist in his embrace. “That doesn’t feel fair for some
reason.”

“Your power
will eventually rise to mine, as the females of my people did
before. The signal cuts through thought, focus, and distraction. It
leaves no room for misinterpreting.” He smiled. “It is a handy
adaptation in a society full of researchers, but we began to die
off anyway.”

His hands were
moving over her slowly, and she relaxed into his touch.

He kissed her
again, and she leaned back. “Why do you taste like Kyf?”

He grinned. “I
taste like happy?”

She bit her lip
and nodded. “You do, but you didn’t drink any.”

“No, I didn’t,
but I can call the Kyf.”

“What?” She met
his gaze with surprise.

He nuzzled her
and kissed her again. “A trick for another time. Perhaps, I should
get it over with?”

The signal
started to move across her, sensitizing her skin, and she began to
pant as the pulse picked up the pace. When he caressed her breasts
carefully, she arched into his touch, noting that his claws were
not visible. It was a relief.

She looked up
at him. “Can I close my eyes?”

He kissed her
sweetly. “Yes. Because then my hands are just hands, and my limbs
are just limbs.”

“It is the size
thing, actually. You are huge, and if something shows up, I don’t
want to balk.”

“Ah, well,
thank you for that.” He chuckled. “Yes, you may close your
eyes.”

She closed her
eyes, and things moved along swiftly. The signal throbbed along her
skin, and his fingers moved inside her, finding the spot along her
front wall that made her jolt.

Keva listened
to herself panting, whining, and rocking against him. She groaned
and flexed then clutched him as his attention to her g-spot sent
her over the edge, and a humiliating amount of fluid dripped from
his hand.

“There we are.”
His satisfaction smoothed his tone. “Now onto your knees.”

She almost
opened her eyes as he lifted her, turned her, and set her on the
firm and soft surface of the couch. He widened her knees and
adjusted her until he was satisfied with her position.

“Ah, lovely. I
wish you could see yourself the way I do.”

She shivered,
and he stroked her body, and the signal ran over her and through
her again. He knelt behind her and stroked a wide hand down her
spine while the other moved inside her, two fingers and then three
stretching her and sliding into her until she was moving her hips
against his hand and gasping, “More.”

He withdrew his
fingers, and she heard soft sucking sounds before he gripped her
hips and something hot was pressing into her. Her mind drew a
sketch of what she thought was entering her, but when the first
band pressed into her, her eyes flew open, and she gasped. It
pressed, stretched, and then was inside her, and she was panting.
He smoothed a hand down her back, petting and easing her as her
body clenched and flexed around him. She had just relaxed when he
pushed forward again, and she felt a larger band enter her. Her
hands clawed at the couch, and she waited, gasping and twitching,
when the second band settled into her.

She was hot,
shivery, twitchy, and pretty sure she had just cum, but she was
still excited and on the edge of her control.

“You are doing
very well, Keva.” His voice was in her ear. “I think one more will
be enough for today. You are hot and squeezing me so tight.”

Her voice was
breathy, “More?”

“Oh, yes. Move
little past comfort and then... pleasure.”

She whimpered
as the third band began to twist its way into her. She tried to
brace and stay relaxed at the same time. When she had finished
widening, he did something he hadn’t up to this point and shoved
his hips forward slightly, and she flexed around him and gripped
the shaft tight. The sudden change caused a short, hard orgasm that
still left her way too high.

She mewled in
frustration.

He licked her
neck. “What is it, Keva?”

“I came. I am
sure I did, but...” She whimpered and shuddered. “I feel
worse.”

“Worse?”

“More tense.
Wound up. Tight.”

He chuckled.
“Well, you are that. Slowly flexing around me is driving me mad,
but at the same time, nothing has ever felt this good.”

She squirmed.
“How many bands are there?”

“Ten.”

“Ten? Ohmygod.
I only have three.”

He chortled.
“It is a very solid three.”

“Can you try
for a fourth?”

He whispered
again. “I can if you can, but I don’t want to hurt you.”

“It doesn’t
hurt. It feels remarkably good, but I also feel like I want to fly
to pieces.”

He licked her
ear. “Perhaps one more.”

He eased
forward, and she felt the building of pressure and the tension
coiled, concentrated, and then she was shuddering endlessly as her
body flexed back around the girth of his cock. “Ohhh.” She went
limp, and he caught her.

He wrapped an
arm around her and pulled her back against his chest. “How does it
feel?”

“Really good.
Really, really good. Almost too much and not enough at the same
time.” She was panting, her body was sheened with sweat, and he
seemed to be enjoying himself.

She put her
hands over his, and he hummed as he ran his hands over her. He
pressed his hand over her sex, and his thumb started to rub her
clit.

She was so
tense that she yelped and squeaked, “No, don’t!”

It was too
late. She clenched hard on him and shivered as her body jerked
against his touch, and she clutched the cock inside her. She felt
tremendous pressure, and then another climax waved through her. She
was senseless, in a haze, and every movement gave her a flutter of
aftershocks.

“Now we are
lovers.” There was satisfaction in his tone.

She whispered,
“Not until we are done. Right now, we are modern art.”

He laughed, and
it moved him inside her. The waves of pleasure shimmied through
her, and she was limp in his arms when he stopped laughing. “I like
the thought of us as art. I will have to work on some
sketches.”

She sighed and
rolled back her head to look up at him. “You definitely have an
interest in art, but if you pick me up like this to go look for a
sketchbook, I may never forgive you.”

“Well then, I
will withdraw, and we can tuck you into your quarters, and you can
see me in the office tomorrow.”

She shook her
head and reached up to hold his neck. “Stay, just for a bit longer.
I don’t want to be alone yet.”

He carefully
eased her to her belly and idly stroked her clit again. “You tell
me when you want it to stop.”

She nodded, and
the next few hours were spent with him, bringing her to half a
dozen lazy orgasms and two more bands encompassed at her whispered
request. She felt really full but so very good when she finally
felt a little drowsy. She chuckled. “Master Azzul, I think that we
can stop now.”

He laughed and
rubbed his cheek against hers. “Very well, Keva. This is where I
move a little, so you might want to grip my wrists.” He planted his
hands next to her head, and she took the hint.

She gripped his
wrists, and he rocked his hips into her before he pulled out by one
band. She screamed in shock, it felt so good, and then, he did it
again. Rocked forward and pulled back. She continued to moan and
shriek until he was out of her. He lay against her. A hard, hot
wall that made her sleepy.

She was sweaty
and limp. “You didn’t...”

“Oh. We will
get to that, but that can only happen after the tenth band. You did
get close, though. Far closer than I thought you would so soon.” He
nuzzled her neck and kissed her temple. “You can see why the
adaptation is important.”

She nodded and
yawned. “I should get back to my quarters.”

Azzul spoke
softly, and the signal was slower and softer. “You have some
time.”

The caress of
energy skated over her skin and lulled her into a heavy sleep while
her sex throbbed and pulsed happily. It felt appreciated.

 


Keva woke with
a jolt, shivering. Her entire body ached, and she was alone. She
looked around and found her dress, then found the large doors that
led her into the staff hallway, and she tiptoed her walk of shame
down to her quarters and slipped inside.

She took a
quick shower and then set the groomer for massage. It couldn’t get
to all of her muscles, but it got to a few, and while she was being
pummelled, she fell asleep.

 


The knocking at
her door woke her. She slipped on her short dress and went to
answer it. “Tellian, you are early.”

The large
purple figure was not Tellian. She nodded her head. “Master
Azzul... I... I was expecting Tellian.”

“You left my
quarters.”

She looked at
his calm features. “Well, yes, you said that I should go back to my
quarters after. Since I woke up cold, I imagine that you had gone
elsewhere to rest.” She smiled. “I mean, it makes sense. That was
not a comfortable position for you by any stretch of the
imagination.” She smiled brightly. “Shall we go to your
office?”

He folded his
wings back and angled himself into her quarters. “It is still
early, and you have not eaten.”

“Please, come
in and have a seat. There isn’t much space, but as long as you
don’t flap, you should be fine.” She kept her relentlessly cheerful
expression on.

He reached out
and caught her wrist, pulling her toward him. “You are
nervous.”

“Oh. Very. Did
I do something wrong?” She was near to tears. If she had done
something wrong, he could dump her in a brothel and be rid of
her.

He held her
neck and kissed her lips. Slowly and thoroughly. “You did nothing
wrong. I returned from attending to matters on a lower level of the
station, and you were gone. You got cold?”

She nodded.

“Then, in the
future, I will make sure you are tucked in and safe before I
leave.” He trailed a finger down her cheek. “I have heard that
humans enjoy sex in the mornings and would like to try it
sometime.”

“Please, tell
me you don’t have a list of human things you would like to try
out.”

He shrugged. “A
few intrigued me. I looked up bondage after Aretha’s offer for the
linking cuffs. I think you bound in silken ropes would make for an
excellent statue. I will have to practice, of course.”

She shivered.
“You found rope bondage as your preferred method of tying me
up?”

He laughed. “It
was one of several options, but it has the best aesthetics.”

She looked at
him. “Are things going to be weird because of last night?”

He cocked his
head. “I may occasionally ask you for tokens of affection during
the day.”

“Tokens?”

“A kiss, a
caress, a quick run of the signal.” He was smiling.

She bit her lip
and then let it go when his thumb touched her lip. “Fine.
Acceptable.”

He nodded.
“Good. Now, come with me to the office. You can have your meal and
a hot beverage, and I can tell you about what I would like you to
focus on for the day.”

She eased away
from him and stepped into her slippers. “Ready.”

He got up and
bent down and kissed her slowly. She went up on her toes to meet
him halfway. He caught her up, and the kiss was intense. Her toes
were pointed and hanging two feet above the ground, and her arms
were linked around his neck.

His look was
kind. “Good morning, Keva.”

“Good morning,
Master Azzul.”

“When I have
had all ten bands inside you, you may be slightly less formal.” He
was amused. “At this point, you may address me as sir.”

“Yes, sir.”

He shook his
head. “No, that won’t do. It will have to be Master or Azzul or
both. Try my name.”

She blushed.
“Yes, Azzul?”

He groaned.
“That makes me imagine you whispering my name as I am locked to the
tenth.”

“It locks?”

“Oh, Keva, it
will stretch you to your limits, but the pressure will cause my
spur to emerge, and that will be very pleasant for you.”

She licked her
lips. “Spur?”

He chuckled. “I
don’t want to ruin the surprise.”

She blinked.
“Oh. I am not sure I am a fan of the idea of surprises during
sex.”

He kissed her
softly. “You will be, and after the first time, it won’t be a
surprise.”

She swallowed
and looked up at him and nodded. “Right.”

His eyes glowed
happily, and he said, “Then, let’s begin our day.”

She nodded.
“That sounds like a good idea because there is no chance of me
getting any more sleep this morning.”

He smiled, and
there was the light of challenge in his eyes. “Of course, you
won’t.”


Chapter
Eight

 


 


Azzul nodded to Tellian
and said, “Speak softly. She just nodded off.”

Tellian’s gaze
rested on the exhausted and sweaty form of the human in Azzul’s
lap. “Of course, she did. I am sure you had nothing to do with it,
Master.”

“Of course
not.” Azzul felt his mouth smiling. He had done more of that in the
last fourteen hours than the last fourteen decades.

“Her father saw
her on the station news, and he is demanding to talk to her. There
is a strange urgency about it, and I would not trust him around
her. Having given her away by accident, he might be trying to use
her connection to you to leverage for a new start.”

“It is likely.
I would in his position. Keep a guard or a drone with her at all
times.”

Tellian
murmured, “Does she have trackers in her?”

“Three. They
were installed during her decontamination.”

“I will get the
frequencies and have a drone track her. How will we get him to take
the bait?”

He stroked her
forehead. “Pass along the message. I am also curious to see what
she will do when confronted with her remaining parent.”

Tellian looked
at them and cocked his head. “You seem... happy.”

“It is not
something I expected, but I am very satisfied with how things are
turning out. Last night we became lovers. Eventually, we will be
mates, and then, we will become partners. Gratifyingly, it will be
a rapid evolution. She is exhibiting more traits of my people with
every passing hour.”

Tellian nodded.
“Excellent. You look better. Lighter. Literally.”

“Side effect of
being with the female of my choice.” He chuckled. “I was stunned
when Ymil showed me the results, but I recognized the genome of my
people. Thankfully not my own code, or things would be strange.
Some random researcher put in an average gene into the transporter
for this eventuality, and I doubt they imagined that another
species would be using our tech.”

Tellian smiled.
“Well, they weren’t. You were.”

“True.” He
sighed and looked at the pale hair across his shoulder. “This was
unexpected. Very welcome but unexpected.”

“She seems
intelligent and personable. She will be an excellent companion when
you have to socialize.”

“I believe that
is the case. Even the Lyron watched their manners.”

Tellian raised
his brows. “Around a female? That is unheard of. No wonder they hit
the brothel so hard after meeting with you. Well, all except
Sornoth. He went to the communication centre and contacted his
parent. Images of an infant were shared by the overlord of
Y’tel.”

“Interesting.
He did the same thing on the last stop eight months ago, but then,
it was a very pregnant young woman. There is no registration of
mating for him. Perhaps an accident?” He looked at Keva. Perhaps
one day in a few decades or centuries, he would have the same
moment. Her body was changing, but it would be over a decade before
she would have reproductive cells compatible with his. He could
wait. He would enjoy practicing and getting her ready to fuse her
life to his.

One day he
might tell her that he survived his people’s extinction because he
was alone. An incomplete soul could not ascend, and not having a
partner on the final days was a death sentence for the
consciousness. He had chosen sleep and time, and his world had
broken up around him. Now he owned it all, and alien races flocked
to his station for their treaties and negotiations. He was seen as
a sign of survival and longevity, and no other world had a claim to
the space he occupied. It was neutral territory, and one mistake,
and you could not return. The species were on their best
behaviour.

He stroked
Keva’s thigh and sighed. “How many species are on the station who
would consider her vaguely compatible?”


“Seventeen.”

“Right, so if
Knossos is trying to gain an advantage, we have no idea who he will
use to get close to Keva.”

Knossos was
banned from approaching the administrative offices, so he would
have to lure Keva down to the lower levels. Azzul didn’t know if he
was going to let him. He didn’t want to let her father have her,
but staying with him had to be her choice, or at least, it had to
appear to be her choice.

He pressed a
kiss to her forehead and used his left hand to bring up the
requests for communication with Keva. When she woke up, he would
let her know. For now, he was cuddling his lover and enjoying the
day. He had not felt this good for a very long time.

 


* * * *

 


Keva stirred and
stretched. She wobbled a little then steadied. She rubbed her face
and looked around. Uh-oh.

The last thing
she remembered was sitting on his desk with her feet braced on his
shoulders, and her hands braced on the desk. It had been
embarrassing, but his tongue was definitely forked. She had been
mindless by the third climax, and she knew the fourth had come; she
just didn’t remember it.

She was cuddled
on Azzul’s lap, and she was hungry enough to know that quite a bit
of time had passed.

She rubbed her
head against his shoulder. “Master Azzul, how long was I out?”

He smoothed a
hand over her bare thigh. “Three hours. You require a lot of
sleep.”

“Yeah.
Sorry.”

“Do not
apologize. I am observing and making notes. When I know what you
require, I can make sure you have it.”

She put her
hand on his chest. “I should move.”

“Why? I can
work perfectly well with you in my lap.”

She smiled.
“Yes, but I can’t study. I thought part of my job was to get my
languages up to par.”

He stroked her
cheek. “Think about our conversation and tell me how many languages
we used.”

Her eyes went
big. “Five. I didn’t even notice when you switched.”

He smiled. “The
signal is also used to transfer information. I have been chattering
to your mind all afternoon. You soak up information easily. The
writing in the languages you will have to learn manually to create
muscle memory. That is a different part of your brain. You have to
do that on your own.”

“How many
languages do I have now?”

He chuckled.
“Thirteen. It was a slow morning for me, so I kept the information
flowing. You can take quite a bit, but I learned that last
night.”

She blushed.
“How far did we get?”

He chuckled.
“Seven. I was willing to stop at three.”

“I guess I got
carried away.”

“I enjoyed
it.”

“Did you? You
didn’t... uhh.”

He smiled.
“When you live as long as I have, it isn’t the destination but
rather the journey. You can enjoy the destination, but the stories
are all about the journey.”

“Please, don’t
tell stories about last night.”

He stroked her
thigh. “No one aside from us would understand.”

She blinked and
leaned back. “I thought you said that you engaged in this activity
with women at the brothel.”

“Not in the
last several decades, and they never got beyond the second
band.”

“Why not?”

He leaned in
and whispered, “They couldn’t take it. They panicked and tensed up,
and that was orally.”

“Well, since I
can’t dislocate my jaw, that won’t be happening any time soon.” She
chuckled and ignored the shiver that ran through her. She felt her
body readying and tried to calm it down, but now that she could
hear his whispered suggestive conversation, she was lost.

“Oh, as I
demonstrated before, the lips and tongue can be quite effective
without hands involved.”

“Do you want me
to...” She gestured below her thigh.

“When you are
comfortable with me. Yes. No part of me will be off-limits, though
my fronds are rather ticklish.”

She blinked.
“Fronds?”

He slid a claw
up his forehead to the fan of spikes on top of his head. “These.
They broadcast the signal.”

“Okay. Fronds.
Got it.”

He drew the
edge of his claw down her cheek before he curled his finger and
rubbed his knuckle across her cheek. He was leaning in to kiss her
when her stomach growled.

He sighed. “Go
and get your meal, and eat it with Tellian as proof of life. Oh,
and your father has been attempting to get in touch with you. If
you want to speak with him, Tellian can give you the codes and help
you if you wish to see Knossos.”

She sat up.
“You would let me do that?”

“Of course. The
initial confinement is for your orientation. Now that you have been
seen at my side, you have the protection you would not otherwise
have had. Anyone who sees you will now know that you are
off-limits, and anyone who pushes those limits will be ejected from
the station.” He touched her cheek. “Possibly out of an
airlock.”

She blinked and
realized that she was in space. “Oh. Wow.”

He cocked his
head. “You just realized that you are in space and there is no
atmosphere on the stone below?”

“Yeah, and you
flew through the void to bring me here.”

He chuckled. “I
told you, and as you learned this morning, I can hold my breath for
a really long time.”

She blushed,
and her stomach rumbled. “Right, and on that note, I am going to go
have lunch.”

He set her on
her feet and tapped his lips. “Kiss. When you see me and when you
leave. At first, I thought the activity was strange, but then, I
experienced it, and now, I am an enthusiast.”

She twisted her
lips. “You are very good at it.”

“I have
practiced over the centuries to be good enough for you.”

That deserved
the kiss. She leaned forward and kissed him, stroking his neck
until they parted ways. She wanted to crawl back into his arms, but
her stomach reminded her she was hungry. “You are dangerous.”

He laughed.
“Never to you, Keva. Always remember that.”

“I think I
believe that.”

He smiled.
“Then, we are making progress. Now, go eat. Your stomach is
distracting.”

She gave him a
peck on the lips and left his office. She waved at Tellian while he
worked on a call and headed for the kitchen. She got her meal and
her beverage and was about to eat when Tellian came in and snatched
her meal away. “Hey.”

“The master
said you can communicate with your father, so we are going to the
level twenty food court.” He put the tray in the recycler and
offered her his hand.

“Are you sure
he is okay with this?”

“Did he tell
you to have lunch with me?”

“He did.”

“Well, he knew
I was having lunch on level twenty.” He nodded. “Let’s go.”

He was holding
out his hand, so Keva took it and soon found herself in the lift
and on the way to the first food court she had seen off Hemmer.

“Oh. Wow.” She
looked around at the sights, inhaled the smells, and kept Tellian
within reach. “I am overwhelmed.”

“It can have
that effect. Also, you are minimally dressed for someone on the
station, so you are garnering attention.”

She looked down
at the slip dress and blushed. “Oh, right. I forgot. I feel so
warm.”

“If you ever
want to meet the weavers. let me know. Ah, this kiosk is good. I
will pay today. Your turn next time.”

“I don’t even
know if I am getting paid.”

“You are. Your
efforts last night gained quite a bit.”

She turned
scarlet. “What?”

“Acting as his
companion at the exhibition. You made it quite clear that you did
not want to be paid for any intimate acts.” He was walking and
talking, and that was when she realized that no one had come near
them.

“Tellian, why
is everybody going so far around us?”

“Oh, to touch
us is to incur a death penalty.”

“Oh. That’s
nice.” She couldn’t think of anything else to say.”

They got in
line, and she still had to scan her wrist, but it gave her options
that the dispenser didn’t offer.

She had the
choice of a lot of noodles or something that looked like rice, and
shredded meat was on both of them, like stir-fry.

She got her
order and the tea that was offered and sat with Tellian in the
eating area. She was halfway through a very satisfying meal when
her father walked up to her and asked, “Keva?”

“Hi, Dad.” She
didn’t hug him. They weren’t huggers.

“How did you
get here?”

“Long story,
but I came with the house.” She kept eating.

He stood next
to her. “What is that? It looks like Greebar noodles.”

Tellian looked.
“It is.”

“How can you
afford that?” His tone was accusatory.

“I am working
for Master Azzul.”

He sneered. “In
what capacity?”

She turned and
looked at him. “As a liaison and companion during public events.
Last night was the first event, and I didn’t cause any kind of
incident.”

“Nothing
else?”

“I don’t get
paid for anything else, so you can stow the attitude. So, how did
you enjoy losing the manor?”

Knossos
blinked, and his mouth opened and closed. “What is the going rate
for a human around here, Keva?”

“I don’t know.
As far as I know, I am the only one on the station.”

He opened and
closed his mouth, and then, he stormed off.

Tellian looked
at her. “That is not how I thought that would go.”

“He and I
stopped getting along when he sold my first two cars to pay
gambling debts when I was younger.”

“Well, he
purchased them if you were a child.”

She finished
her noodles and drank her tea. “You would think that, but I rode a
bicycle to and from town to a job at the bakery every day until I
could buy my first one, and the bakery and a hardware store were my
jobs for the second one. I was still years from adulthood, but I
earned a conveyance, and he took it away as if it was his due, when
he was legally obligated to support me until I was an adult.”

“Ah, I can see
there was resentment there.” Tellian nodded.

“A little. If I
earn something, it is mine.”

Tellian
grinned. “Master Azzul has the same attitude. He feels like he has
earned you.”

“Well, I did
make him work very hard.”

She finished
her tea. “So, are you done waving me around as bait?”

Tellian
grinned. “Almost.” He finished his meal.

Cleaning
personnel carefully reached around and whisked her tray away.

Keva looked at
her lunch companion and said, “So, what are you hoping that he
does?”

Tellian
finished his beverage. “Something stupid.”

That was answer
enough for her, and they walked back to the lift.

The attack was
so sudden that Keva didn’t even have a chance to scream. Tellian
was struck, and she was grabbed from behind and hauled into the
lift. It descended rapidly, and she kicked and screamed, but then,
a huge hand covered her mouth, and oxygen was at a premium.

“You are an
expensive little piece.” The hissing was in Nogathu.

She squirmed
and clawed at the hand that covered her mouth.

“Now, what has
the master taught you to do for him? You probably don’t understand
me, but I will teach you to please me as well. Your father was paid
good money for you.”

She rolled her
eyes amongst her panic. Of course, he was.

She didn’t know
anything about the Nogathu other than its species name. Her mind
was a blank, and her heart was pounding.

The hand that
wasn’t holding her mouth started to paw at her breasts and belly as
they descended, and when they arrived at the lower level, his
fingers were pressing between her thighs. She had never felt colder
and drier.

“Frigid little
one. There are drugs for that. Soon you will be purring for contact
and rocking on my cock. Your father assures me that I can breed
half a dozen offspring on you before your beauty fades.”

Her meal
threatened to flip out of her stomach. Great, he wasn’t just
pimping; he was advertising.

The creature
who held her carried her out of the lift and toward a loading dock.
There was a whoosh above them and then a thud. Azzul had arrived,
and he was pissed.

“Where are you
taking my mate, Captain Threhoriss?”

“My breeder.
Her father sold her to me for passage on my vessel.”

“He cannot sell
what he does not own. He lost his house and contents. She was
inside the house; that makes her mine. She has entered my employ,
and I have entered her. Do you understand?”

The captain
hesitated, and it was all that Azzul needed. He swept his wing
forward, which sent the captain tumbling. He let Keva go, and Azzul
clawed a hole in the captain’s chest with his left hand while
lifting Keva against him with his right.

The captain
shuddered and lay still.

Keva cuddled
against Azzul when she caught a look at what had been holding her.
Taut black skin, wide mouth, and huge jagged teeth with eyes that
were flat glassy plates going dim.

Azzul shook off
the blood and looked at her. “Keva, are you all right?”

She nodded. “I
am struggling to keep my meal down, but I am fine.”

He held her
against him. “Hold that thought.” He bent his knees and propelled
them upward. He headed to his quarters but started talking when he
entered his personal space. “Security, detain Knossos Morningwell
and prepare him for launch to Tuvaki Colony. Bring Tellian to
medical, and send Captain Threhoriss to regen and charge his ship
full price.”

There was a
click in acknowledgement. He set her on her feet and went to his
bathing room, coming back without the dark blood staining his skin.
“I do not want to get blood on you.”

She was about
to say, on me? But he picked her up and hugged her, kissing
her and licking her skin. “He touched your face.”

“He touched a
lot of me.”

He nodded and
carried her to the bathing chamber, filling the tub half full
before he pulled her dress off and hung it in the cleansing
chamber. He picked her up and set her in the tub, soaping a soft
cloth and rubbing it over her shoulders and back before he moved
around to her breasts. “I was expecting the attempt, but I was not
guessing at the speed of it. It caught me by surprise that your
father already had a buyer for you.”

She blinked.
“It surprised me as well.”

He asked,
“Where else did he touch?”

She moved the
hand and cloth between her thighs, and he carefully washed her
there, too.

When she was
clean, rinsed, and shaking, he helped her out and wrapped her in a
drying cloth. “There you go, precious Keva. You are safe
again.”

Those words did
what none others could have, they broke the dam, and she started
bawling.

He held her
close and just waited her out. It took a very long time.
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Chapter Nine

 


 


“You sent him to regen.
What’s that?” She sat cuddled in his lap at the office again.

“A recent
enough wound can be repaired if there are enough cells still alive.
It is an expensive process, and the good captain will not be able
to trade here anymore, so he will have a hard time cleansing the
debt.”

“Oh. Wow. Okay.
I am sorry again for crying all over you.”

He stroked her
hair. “It is fine. I would not crave being around you if I could
not handle all your moods. You had a nasty shock, and the tears
were your outlet for the emotion you could not previously express.
I was happy, actually. It was a sign you trusted me enough to let
go.”

She sighed.
“That is a fairly accurate assessment.”

He worked at
his terminal, moving the screens so rapidly she couldn’t even
follow. She was sitting on his lap as if it was a throne. She was
surrounded on all sides, and she didn’t mind a bit.

“How is
Tellian?”

“He’s fine.
He’s been repaired and has the rest of the day off. He is
embarrassed that he has been taken by surprise as well.”

“I can
accurately say that it surprised us all.”

She leaned back
against him and breathed him in. “So, when are you going to let me
off your lap?”

He sighed.
“When I am calm again. I do not feel calm. I feel agitated that I
nearly lost you. He had launch clearance, and if Tellian hadn’t
been so quick on the alarm, you would have been gone, and I would
have had to go after you.”

She gripped his
arms. “Would you have come after me?”

“Of course. You
are my lover. You will be my mate and eventually become my partner
here. I would have torn his ship apart for you, but I am very glad
he did not get you to it. He had breeding on the mind and would not
have spared much time before bringing you on board and taking
you.”

She shuddered,
and he wrapped his arms around her, pressing a kiss to her
shoulder. “I’ve got you, Keva.”

She nodded and
whispered, “I never thought he would do something like that.”

“Ah, your
father. Would you like to speak with him before he is shipped
off?”

“You can do
that without a trial?”

“First, there
is no doubt as to his guilt, and second, this is my home. My house
is this station, and all thousand shards of my world belong to me.
Nothing happens here without my authorization, and I am the only
law.”

“Oh.
Right.”

“I have
empowered security, but they act on my orders alone.” He held her,
and she relaxed into his arms.

She turned her
head and looked up at him, and he pressed a kiss to her lips. She
whispered, “Thank you for coming for me.”

He gave her a
wicked look, and he sent a pulse of the signal.

She wrapped her
hand around his neck and twisted up for his kiss; he ran the pulse
through her over and over until she felt like her skin was glowing
with energy.

She knelt on
his thighs, and he slid two fingers into her. She rocked her hips
on his fingers, and he chuckled.

“Instinctual
response?”

She nodded and
kept kissing him. “Uh-huh.”

“So, my being
inside you must have driven you mad.”

She nodded.
“Um, yes.”

He chuckled.
“Poor, Keva.” He widened his fingers and added a third.

Uh-oh.

She whispered,
“You aren’t thinking of that now, are you? I still ache a little
from last night and—”

“Just a little
practice to see how far I can go today, but today, I want to watch
your expression.”

She liked her
lips. “Oh.”

He moved
terminal and tablet aside and lifted her to set her on the edge of
his desk. He spread her thighs wide, and his tongue darted out to
lick her. As it had been that morning, her aches and pains were
soothed when the prongs of his tongue skated over her slippery
folds and inside her.

She mewled and
tried to grip anything, but she couldn’t reach, and all that was
available was his head. She breathed in deep gusts but carefully
gripped his head, and he paused as her fingers combed through the
fronds at the top of his skull. The signal pulsed harder, and she
dropped back, shivering as an electric orgasm worked on her
nerves.

She was limp,
and he spread her thighs wide, lifting her heels to his desk before
he leaned over her and kissed her. “How many bands today,
Keva?”

She contracted
around his fingers. “Four? Four seems safe.”

His eyes were
hot. “We will start with four and see how far we go.”

He moved the
fabric he wore, and she saw that there was a hard plate. As she
stared, it opened in the centre, and his erection emerged, dark
bluish-purple with nearly black bands about half an inch apart and
three inches at the tip to gain a foothold, so to speak.

She held tight
to him as he lined up and slowly pressed into her, watching her
expression.

“This was the
part I missed last night.”

She shivered
and met his gaze as the fat head slid inside her and the first band
pressed against her. He was watching every flicker of expression on
her face, and as he pressed inward, she gasped when the first band
popped inside.

He smiled and
stretched her arms above her head. “That was one.”

He pressed
again and began a devious counting interrupted by him stroking her
through her dress and caressing her clit in turn. When the third
band entered her, she clamped down and groaned as her body clutched
at him rhythmically.

“And there is
one for you. Three for me, one for you, we will continue.”

She gasped and
twisted against him. “We are keeping score?”

He laughed and
started to press inward. “More like keeping track so that I don’t
try and get myself in to the hilt.”

She whimpered
at the pressure. “You can do that?”

“Of course. It
would not be at all comfortable for you, but it is very
possible.”

She shivered at
his veiled threat. “Well, then, as you were.”

He laughed, and
they made it to seven with two more climaxes for her because the
bands now gave her g-spot much-needed friction. She had dripped a
spot on his desk, but he didn’t seem to mind.

Her hips were
rising and falling against his in the most disconcerting way. She
was trying to beckon him deeper. She felt full and hot and
throbbing and achy and wonderful, but she wanted more.

She ran her
hands up his arms, and she whispered, “More please, Azzul.
Pleasepleasepleaseplease.”

He looked at
her, “You are a mess but not in any distress. So, one more.”

The pressure
built, and she undulated against him, and the band slid in. She
held onto him, shaking and knowing that her expression was
mindless. He seemed to be doing some kind of assessment as
well.

Once she got
used to him, she shifted her hips and looked up at him and asked,
“More?”

He kissed her
savagely, and when they parted, he said, “It will be too much.”

“I am fine.
There is room. More?”

“The moment I
see pain, I am stopping.”

She smiled
brightly and nipped his lip. The pressure was intense, but she
worked herself onto him and then the hardest part was over. She
reached between them and counted the single band left as well as a
protrusion that hadn’t been there before.

“What’s
this?”

He chuckled,
but it was a strained sound. “The spur.”

She fondled it
softly, and he groaned through gritted teeth. His hips jerked
forward, and the tenth band was trying to get in. She squeaked and
tried to focus on relaxing because his cold intelligence just shot
out the window. He was turning primal and at the most dangerous
time.

He pressed into
her, so she swivelled and screwed herself against the tenth band,
and near the apex, she felt it. The spur pressed against her clit
and began to change in its appearance and texture. It started
hanging on. She whimpered, and sparks began to shoot off
behind her eyes because the signal was coming from the spur, and as
the tenth band slid home, her body was being caressed from the
inside out with his cock as an antenna.

She shrieked
and came and kept coming while he was over her and in her.

She fainted for
a moment, and then, she woke with a cold compress to her forehead
and a hard, hot cock still inside her.

Keva looked at
him. “So, seven, huh?”

He snorted.
“You took all of me, but I am astonished you aren’t sobbing.”

She wrinkled
her nose. “It feels tight but not horrible. Sorry, I passed
out.”

“It was the
shock I needed to stop the signal.”

“So, the spur
puts it out. I recognize it.” She smiled. “It also explains the
rhythm. It is a very direct message.”

He sighed. “It
is my second brain. It has been getting a lot of use since you
showed up.”

She blushed.
“Not really.”

“Really. The
brain in my skull is for cognition and physical motion. The mating
brain has its own agenda. It runs the biology needed to create the
next generation. It can also tell you are not ready, but it does
want to practice, so it is not a surprise when you are.”

She blushed,
which was ridiculous as he was still all the way inside her, and
she was still dripping.

“If you are
ready, I will begin withdrawing from you.”

She bit her
lip. “When you get down to five, can you pull back to six and then
pull it out to four. Come out in increments and slide back in a
little?”

He cocked his
head. “This will give you pleasure?”

“Probably. I
think it should work.”

He grinned and
set her back on his desk. “Getting the spur to release you may be
difficult.”

She nodded as
he gripped her hips and began pulling out of her. She came randomly
during the extraction. The spur hung on until the eighth band was
being extracted from her, and she could feel its disappointment.
Immediately, he began radiating the signal hard and strong, and
when the rocking in and out started, she was right. It felt
amazing.

When he was
completely out, she was a quivering mess cuddled on his lap, and he
was grinning. “That worked well.”

She leaned
against him and said in a breathy voice, “Yeah. It did. I need to
wash the dress again. I don’t think it was meant for this much
sweat and slick.”

He stroked her
cheek and tilted her head to look at him. “You can take all of
me.”

“Well, now we
know. I hate not knowing things.”

He kissed her
softly. “So do I. Now we know. You were put in that house for a
reason.”

She chuckled.
“Yeah, my heart was broken.”

She put her
hand to the left of her sternum and paused. “Where did it go?”

“It is under
the bone plate now. A much more suitable place for it. The rest of
your organs will slowly migrate into better positions, and when
that is ready, you will generate suitable eggs and be
receptive.”

“I already have
all the eggs I will ever generate in my body.”

His lips
quirked, and he repeated, “You will generate suitable eggs and be
receptive.”

She sighed.
“Fine.”

He laughed.
“Now, we shall clean you up and go for dinner in the station. I
think we have concluded the fun and games for now.”

She sighed.
“Yes, Master Azzul.”

He chuckled and
got to his feet. “The weavers are going to love and curse you.”

“Why?”

“The clothing
they are making for you is incredibly complex, and I wish you to
have several to choose from. It has been pointed out to me—mostly
by Tellian—that the length I chose for you suits me and not you. It
is very easy to see all of your limbs, which is not necessarily
desirable if you are mixing with visitors who are of a predatory
nature.”

She nodded.
“Yes, I noticed a few looking at me at the exhibit, and you are not
always going to be around to be a deterrent to action.”

She paused. “So
you actually have a second brain?”

He laughed and
explained a bit about his physiology that made her pause with her
mouth pursed in surprise.

He carried her
to his quarters, and he bathed her, cleaned her dress, and helped
her up again, by which point, her legs were moving again. She
looked up at him. “You don’t need to bathe?”

He shook his
head. “I run a radiation cycle when you are distant. It takes off
the top layer of my skin. Anything else can be cleaned off with a
wet towel.”

She sighed.
“Ah. I just thought if you had a bathing room here, that you must
use it.”

“Occasionally,
I do, but not most days.”

Her dress was
clean, and she slipped it on. “So, we are going to dinner?”

“We are. There
are several stellar restaurants with amazing views of the shattered
cluster.”

“So, you do
eat.”

He laughed. “I
do, but the food I consume is excessively expensive, so I don’t eat
in front of others. My body requires things that are fresher and
grown in soil for the nutrients.”

“Like Greebar
noodles?” She hadn’t even looked at the pricing.

He beamed. “I
love those. Yes. Exactly.”

“I am going to
have to actually work soon so I can pay back Tellian for him buying
my lunch today. Geez, was it just today?”

“I will add a
bonus to his pay.”

He picked her
up and launched them into the space in the centre column of the
station. He slowly spiralled them down until they were on the tenth
level, and he walked onto the landing area and set her on her feet,
offering her his hand.

She was
blushing. “Level ten?”

He grinned and
led her to the most exclusive and expensive level in the station,
walking her through the halls where folks dripping in jewels and
silks bowed at her respectfully.

“What the hell
is going on?”

“Tomorrow, we
will meet the weavers. You might understand then.”

“Fine, but what
is so special about this dress, and I am guessing the other
one?”

“Tomorrow,
Keva. Have some patience. You have a very long life ahead of you.”
He paused. “A very long life.”

“Like, how
long?”

“We will talk
to Dr. Ymil, but I think that it will be exactly as long as you
want it to be, and my lifespan will match with yours. Also, if we
have offspring, we now know how to make mates for them if they find
a likely being to join with.”

She looked up
at him and did a scale assessment. “We are going to discuss
offspring and gestation.”

He grinned.
“Don’t worry, we use external equipment. We would not risk your
life for the next generation. I will begin to create the secure
canisters in my off time. There are other species who use the
original designs my people created, and I simply need to refresh
based on the needs of our bodies.”

“Wow. You have
a new hobby.” She nudged him with her hip.

He chuckled.
“It has been a very interesting week. So, now I am in the mood for
noodles, and there is an excellent noodle house nearby. It has a
view of the segment with the manor on it.”

“Oh, yes,
please.”

He chuckled. “I
love how polite you are. The sound of your please rings in
my brain.”

They entered
the noodle house, and she asked, “Which one?”

He laughed and
kept his hand on her backside. It was time for dinner.


Chapter Ten

 


 


Keva walked into
Azzul’s office, and she settled at her desk.

“Keva, we have
been invited to a wedding.”

“Really? Like
off station?” She perked up and grinned at him.

“Yes, on Y’tel.
Sornoth is getting married, and he has invited us to the
ceremony.”

“That’s
sweet.”

He chuckled and
flicked a look at her. “We leave in an hour.”

“What?” She
stared at him. “Seriously?”

“Seriously. The
weavers have some items to give as gifts, and you just need to run
down and get them.” He looked at her and tapped his lips.

She sighed and
walked over to him, kissing him and tangling her tongue with his
until his fingers coasted up her inner thigh. “Oh, no. Don’t start.
You are becoming incorrigible.”

He smiled and
stroked the liquid invitation she was offering. “You are nearly
there, Keva. So close. I don’t want to miss an opportunity.”

“Between you
and the med team watching me like hawks, you aren’t going to miss
anything. Right, I will go and get the presents.” She tried to
move. “I will move faster if you get your hand off my thigh,
lover.”

“Another
kiss.”

She kissed him
again easily. It was one of her favourite hobbies. He cupped her
breast and slid two fingers into her, leaving her wanting more when
he raised his head.

“Do we have a
pilot for the ship?”

He nodded. “We
do.”

“How long is
the trip?”

“Two days.”

She licked his
jaw. “Can we spend the two days levelling up?”

“That is a
disturbing way to state it.”

She giggled.
“But no one knows what I am saying.” She stroked his chest. “Except
you.”

He growled
playfully and smacked her butt with his free hand, removing his
fingers before licking them slowly. “Fifty-five minutes.”

She groaned and
broke from him, running. It took fifteen minutes to get to the
weavers and fifteen minutes back. The ladies were chatty, so it
took ten minutes just to say hello, ten to get what she needed, and
normally ten to say goodbye, which left her five minutes short
unless she used her overrides to speed up the lift and drop down to
eleven. It saved four minutes.

She was ready,
and the moment the doors opened, she bolted down the hall, and
folks saw her coming and got out of the way. Six months after
arriving and folks were very familiar with her. Newcomers got an
image of her when they arrived on the station. In general, they
were warned to stay clear if they wanted to maintain trade.

She skidded to
a halt at the weaver’s shop, and she bowed low in the doorway. She
smiled and waved at the security camera. “Morning, ladies!”

The door
whispered open, and she spent the next six minutes speaking to the
huge spiders weaving the clothing that was all she was allowed to
wear. It was insulated, bulletproof, and more than an exclusive
worker could make in ten years. She had seven dresses of varying
lengths made of their fabric. There were no seams, no closures,
just long panels of fabric that had been woven together.

She spoke to
the four weavers, and they went through the greetings formally. She
collected the items that Azzul had requested, and then, she had to
say her farewells.

She managed to
shave a minute off the farewells before she bowed out of the shop
and then bolted back to the lift.

There was a
crowd that was milling back and forth near the lift, waiting for
it. “Apologies. It will be back in regular service in six
minutes.”

The doors
opened as she sprinted toward them, and they closed immediately
after. She sighed, and the lift shot up to Azzul’s office level. He
was just leaving his office and laughed. “Well done, Keva. You are
getting faster.”

He inclined his
head for her to follow him, and she waved at Tellian as they headed
out.

“Have fun,
Keva. See you in six days.”

She waved and
trotted after Azzul to the drop window that he used when going to
the ship. He stood there and gathered her up. “You have a good grip
on the gifts?”

“Yes. Don’t I
have to pack?”

“No, your
clothing is already on the ship. The weavers wanted to kill me, but
you need to blend in.”

She sighed and
then held her breath as he tipped them off and into the abyss above
the station core. He circled until level five, and then, he darted
through the tunnel that was only accessible by him.

They emerged in
the shuttle area, and he landed neatly in front of his personal
shuttle, where Junatic was waiting to fly them to Y’tel.

She grinned,
and they got checked in, stowed the presents, and then they were
off.

Junatic
grinned. “I have been looking forward to flying the new
acquisition, Master Azzul.”

“Well, today is
your day. Is the rest of the crew onboard?”

“Yes, Master
Azzul.”

“Good. Keva and
I will retire to our quarters. Fly any way you want, but get us
there in two days.”

Junatic grinned
and nodded. “Yes, Master Azzul.”

Keva watched
Junatic touch the controls lightly, and then, they glided out of
the bay and off toward the new and gleaming ship that had been
named a month ago. Vargo Keva.

Everyone
thought that he had named it after her, but that wasn’t the case.
Her name just translated to something in his original language. The
coincidence had not been lost on him, so when it came time to take
possession of the new vessel, he had named it something that made
him smile every time.

They got to the
ship, and she brought the gifts with her. Azzul’s hand was at her
back, and she started giggling as they passed serious personnel in
the halls. He was counting against her spine. He was going to start
at six. He never did, he was always careful with her, but it was a
moment for her to remember how six felt and what she would have to
do to get him to seven. It usually involved begging, but she could
speed things along by using her tongue on him.

He couldn’t sit
still for that. She was usually on her back or stomach or now her
side. He had gotten some human sex vids and tried to figure out
what her body could and couldn’t do. He had then tried a bunch of
things out, and her lying on her side with her leg pressed to her
chest let him kiss, fondle, and fuck her at the same time.

She giggled all
the way to their quarters, and when they were inside and the door
was locked, she carefully set the gifts down somewhere safe an
instant before he grabbed her hips and pulled her back against
him.

She rocked her
hips against him, and he chuckled. “Keva.”

She blushed,
knowing the meaning; it always made her feel like she was
cherished, protected, and short.

He laughed at
the expression she shot him over her shoulder. “I cannot help it if
that is your birth designation.”

She growled.
“You can stop saying it like that.”

“Like
what?”

She exhaled
softly with wonder in her tone, “Kee-vah.”

He slid his
hand under her skirt. “But I do feel the wonder when I touch you,
Keva.” He exhaled her name on a long breath.

“I know that,
Azzul. I do. Maybe stop talking for now.”

“But then what
shall we do?”

She laughed and
turned in his embrace. “Find constellations.”

He scowled.
“What?”

“Eridor
Raslik.” The room dimmed, and they were bathed in light. She
found a shooting star on his chest and traced it with her fingers
to his arm.

He looked down
at her. “Ah, Keva. You look wonderful. You had this installed for
me?”

“I had Raslik
make a more portable one, just for us. Don’t worry. You paid
through the nose, but I think it is well worth the funds.”

He whispered,
“Take off your dress.”

She flicked off
her shoes and lifted her dress, putting it aside. She was covered
in constellations and ancient star maps, moving and turning with
her. The transformation that had begun in the manor was nearly
complete. Genetically, if not physically, she was nearly a match
for Azzul.

She turned, and
his wings fluttered, and he started shaking. Keva rushed to him and
held him. He had been alone for a very long time, and while her
transformation had given him hope, it had taken a lot of patience
to watch her changing by the tiniest increments.

She kissed him
softly, chastely, brushing her lips across his. His mouth suddenly
twisted in a grin, and he lifted her. “I have some constellations I
wish to chase, now... where were they?”

He spent the
next day and a half wearing her out and sleeping curled around her,
his wing tucked over them both.

 


The wedding was
lovely, the dancing was fun, and the Lyrons certainly had a spirit
of occasion. Keva remained at Azzul’s side during the events. He
wasn’t sure, but he thought she might be receptive, so he was going
to make sure no Lyron alphas went sniffing after her skirt. To make
sure that folks knew they were a couple, she was dressed in a
version of his clothing. A long kilt tied in front and a fabric
band wrapped around her breasts. The collar of snowflakes with
matching wristbands were definitely the most striking if the least
expensive part of the outfit.

They were shown
to their seats, and after more dancing, the bride and groom came
over to speak to them.

Sornoth paused
and looked at Azzul. “I am sorry, I don’t know the name of your
companion.”

Azzul smiled.
“This is Keva Morningwell. I won her in a card game.”

Keva elbowed
him. “Not quite accurate. My father offered his home and contents
as collateral for a bet. He had no idea that I was going home after
a bad breakup.”

Azzul shrugged.
“I found her, got her cleaned up, and she was technically mine, so
I kept her.”

Sornoth nodded.
“Certainly easier than hunting your mate down. Nyna is deceptively
quick.”

Nyna elbowed
him and growled.

Azzul chuckled,
and Keva grinned. “You make a lovely bride, Nyna. I was excited at
the chance to travel a bit. I never thought I would leave home, but
since home left home, it was easier than it should be.”

Nyna asked,
“Where do you live?”

Keva smiled.
“On a chunk of broken stone floating out past the lesser moon. Out
where there aren’t protections for other species and humans are
exotic.”

Azzul murmured,
“That is just because humans rarely venture out on their own,
Keva.”

“I didn’t
venture anywhere, still ended up there.”

Nyna smiled.
“You had no choice?”

Keva’s
expression softened as she reached out and took Azzul’s hand. “I
made my choice.”

Azzul looked at
her. “I was stuck.”

Keva sighed.
“He’s a jerk.”

Nyna laughed.
“He’s your jerk.”

“Yeah.”

Azzul raised
her hand to his lips, and Keva’s breath hitched.

Sornoth smiled.
“We have to thank our other guests, but thank you for coming,
Azzul.”

Keva nodded.
“Nyna, the dancing was amazing and hilarious. You kick ass.”

“Thank you.
Enjoy your visit to Y’tel.”

That was it.
The last formal part of a semi-formal day. Dinner was done, and
since Azzul didn’t dance, they had nothing else to do.

She looked
around at the Lyron and their mates coupling off and disappearing.
She smiled. “This was a nice wedding.”

“Did you want
one?”

She was looking
into the distance when he asked. “Did you want a wedding?”

“Oh. No. I
never thought of one for myself. I was going to partner up. Maybe
have a child by contract and then spend my life pursuing my
career.”

“Instead, you
got me and no child.” He leaned down and nuzzled her cheek.

“Well, if the
transformation is as complete as it was thought to be, there might
be a child in the works eventually.”

He sighed. “We
should get back to the ship.” He got to his feet.

“Why?”

“We need to
keep practicing. I don’t want to be caught out of practice on the
day you manage to craft that egg.”

She smiled.
“Well, we are two different species. You are so rare you are an
anomaly. I guess we have to be on point in case something goes
off.”

He chuckled.
“That is the attitude I want, Keva.”

She took his
hand, and they left the party, the sounds of coupling were in the
night all around them.

“Would you like
to walk or to take the scenic route?”

“I haven’t
really seen any of Y’tel.”

He gathered her
in his arms, and her skirt slid nearly completely open. “Oh, stars.
Quick trip and then back to the ship.”

She laughed.
“Fine, and what do you want to do then?”

He took flight
and told her everything he wanted to do to her when they got back
to the ship. She still didn’t see any of Y’tel.

 


He was a
burning brand inside her, and the spur was attached and
broadcasting frantically. Her body hummed to its tune and twisted
in his arms.

He was sitting
on a lounge, and she was plastered across his lap. He was panting,
and she was grinning because she knew something he was about to
find out.

He tried to
withdraw the tenth, but his spur kept hold of her and paralyzed
him. He fell back and frowned. “What the hell is going on?”

“Your second
brain has caught on to something. Are you comfortable?”

He frowned.
“No, it feels like there is a fire under the spur at the base of my
shaft.”

“Looks like you
have something else to practice.” She started rocking on him, and
the spur hung on to her clit. The signal got stronger and throbbed
through her, and then, she came, and he got a surprised expression
on his face as he came as well. She felt the throbbing bands propel
the first jet all the way up, and then, the wave of heat that
struck her had her moaning and going limp over him.

He was shaking,
and with great care, he slowly removed from her, his spur letting
her go and retracting. The heavy shocks as he pulled free sent her
tumbling into a lovely bliss that culminated when he was holding
her against him and pressing kisses to her temple.

She glanced
down and saw the dark ichor-lick stain. “Glad to see I am no longer
solely responsible for lube. It was a heavy burden to bear.”

“You
are...”

“Receptive. We
don’t know if the egg is viable, but I have one. A big one.”

“When were you
going to tell me?”

She looked
around. “Now. Right about now. No, I just found out before you sent
me down to the weavers. It hasn’t entered my mind until your second
brain caught on to a change in my chemical signature.”

He hugged her.
“It’s working. You are becoming like me.”

“This is
your clue?”

He stroked her
cheek. “Your people say men think with their penises. I truly do in
some instances.”

He cuddled her,
and soon, they decided to try and see if he would do it again. He
did. If the volume kept doubling, she wasn’t going to get pregnant;
she was going to blow.

 


Hours from
home, she leaned against him and read him one of the books taken
from the manor. The radiation was still glowing around them, but
the stars were settling against the walls. They had both given
their all, and now, it was time to relax. The Travel with My
Little Lover would be at the dock in a few hours, and they
could enjoy a few more stories and a bit more practice in between.
Practice made perfect after all.
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So there are some
illustrations in this book. The story behind that is long and
complicated, but I like them. I rarely actually have a visual
representation of the characters.

The images were
drawn before the book was, so each situation matches, as opposed to
Caught by the Hunter, where the images came last.

This is one
series, with the pictures of the characters and moments from the
book frozen in an image.
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