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    Ancient Egypt… The first Giza Pyramid was being built when God Anubis decided to visit the planet to check on it. For centuries, he and his family had been guiding the Egyptians towards a lifestyle so far unknown to those living on the small blue planet. 

But this time, his visit hid a special motive. 

Aneksi tried to feel as excited as the rest of the girls in town for the emissary’s visit. She wasn’t as convinced as everybody else of the god’s power or even his will to protect her people. She had seen too many injustices, too many unforgivable acts that made her doubt the god’s existence. 
Despite her disbelief, she was summoned to become the emissary’s company. Though she wished she could say ‘no’, her people’s tradition wouldn’t let her. But that wouldn’t have stopped her, if she actually hated the God another force, one she couldn’t even explain or describe was the one making her say yes… 
Passion and desire had been rushing through her whole body ever since she had laid her eyes on him, and she couldn’t wait to see where that would take her… 
 
    What are you waiting?
Join my mailing list for free 
 
    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    Sandra finished tying her hair in a ponytail, as she walked into the building where her sister worked. Her twin sister, actually, she corrected herself with an amused scowl.  
 
    “Hi, Jane, is my big sister still in her office?” she asked the receptionist on the ground floor.  
 
    “I haven’t seen her come through those doors,” the chubby fifty-year-old woman said, with her usual smile.  
 
    Sandra had met her when Shannon started working for Adams and Johnson Industries, three years ago, right out of MIT. She used to pick her up a couple of times a week to grab dinner. It was her way to make sure her sister had some fun away from what she personally called a very boring job.  
 
    They might be identical twins, but they definitely didn’t have the same taste in practically anything.  
 
    She entered the elevator and pressed the eleventh-floor button, using the few minutes she had inside the small box to check on her hair, on the mirrored wall. Perfect as usual. She loved her thick, straight chocolate hair. She believed it was one of her best traits.   
 
    Shannon, on the other hand, hated it. She used to complain about how straight it was. She would rather have curls.  
 
    A small bell warned she was on her sister’s floor, and she turned to walk out of the elevator. But the minute she walked out, she stopped. All the lights were off on that floor.  
 
    Frowning, she took a couple of steps towards her sister’s office, with a bad feeling about the darkness on the whole floor. Pulling her cell phone from her bag, she turned on its light and feeling a bit more confident, she walked straight to her sister’s office.  
 
    She opened the door without even knocking. “Shannon? Are you in here? What’s with the lights out?” she asked as she entered the room.  
 
    Her sister’s office was in the dark as well, and that startled her. She didn’t even turn off the lights when she left the office. Could it be possible there was an electrical fault on the whole floor?  
 
    That was hard to believe.  
 
    “Sis? Are you in here?” she lit the room with her cell phone, but her sister’s desk was empty, and she was nowhere to be found.  
 
    Deeply worried now, she noticed there was some light coming from underneath the conference room, right next to her sister’s office. Cautiously, she walked towards the door and slowly opened it.  
 
    What she saw on the other side of that door, momentarily knocked the air out of her lungs. Her sister was being held by two men… no, animals… no, creatures of some sort, and they were dragging her into what looked like an energy vortex.  
 
    What the hell…?  
 
    “Sandra… call the police,” her sister shouted as she struggled to free herself from the creatures’ clutches.  
 
    Sandra raised the phone to place the call, but before she could key in the number, a third creature she had missed, walked towards her and snapped the phone out of her hand.  
 
    She looked at her sister, torn between her desire to help and the need to escape what her brain was shouting was an impossible situation.  
 
    She didn’t get to decide. The creature next to her grabbed her by the arms and forcibly pushed her towards the vortex, as she watched the other two push her sister through it.  
 
    She put up a fight, kicking and scratching the disgusting creature, but it was way stronger than her. It had little trouble carrying her across the room and throwing her through the vortex.  
 
    Whatever it was, it felt terrible. As if her body had been torn into a million tiny pieces and reassembled in a split second. She landed on a metallic floor, at the other side, with her body aching as if she had been kicked by a football team, all at the same time.  
 
    Shannon was lying a few feet from her, apparently going through the same pain as she was.  
 
    One of the creatures picked Shannon up and disappeared down a hall. Sandra opened her mouth to protest, but only a low whimper came out. The beast that crossed after her picked her up and carried her out of the room, too, hopefully towards where the other thug had taken Shannon.  
 
    She struggled to free herself, but once again, his strength was out of her league. At least two and a half feet taller and three times her weight, it was more of a beast than anything else.  
 
    The creature carried her down a long, wide hallway, with stark white walls, brightly lit. They passed several closed doors, and she was starting to wonder where it was taking her. The beast finally stopped in front of a closed door and pressed his hand on a small screen to open it.  
 
    The door silently slid open to what looked like an infirmary, with several beds lined against a wall. There was a woman in each bed, and Sandra counted at least ten before she was dropped on one and strapped to it. Shannon was bound to the one next to her.  
 
    “Not a good day for a visit, sis,” she grumbled, as she struggled against her restraints.  
 
    “Yeah, talk about timing,” Sandra agreed, doing the same, but it was useless. The restraints wouldn’t budge an inch.  
 
    “Where do you think we are? Who are these creatures?” she asked, looking at the small group hanging on the other side of the room.  
 
    The women on the beds next to them seemed to be unconscious.  
 
    “They look as if they stepped out of a freaking sci-fi movie. Do you think they’re aliens?” Sandra asked, taking a good look at the creatures.  
 
    They were fearsome, with thick, dark threads, instead of hair, enormous round black eyes, bare, sharp teeth, and no signs of lips anywhere. They had jet black complexions, large powerful four-fingered hands that ended in lethal claws. Their massive, sturdy bodies had thick legs that looked like tree trunks. They wore barely any clothes except for a short kilt that might have been made of heavy canvas. 
 
    Defeating those brutes wouldn’t be an easy task. No wonder one of them had picked her up as if she weighed nothing.  
 
    “Aliens don’t exist,” Shannon recited, a well-learned lesson from their childhood when their mom made her repeat the sentence a few times after a particularly bad nightmare.  
 
    Sandra chuckled. “I think mom would admit she was wrong if she saw them,” she said, signaling the creatures still at the door.  
 
    “Right…” Shannon admitted. “We need to find a way out of here,” she added, with a deep frown.  
 
    “We don’t even know where ‘here’ is. This looks like a damn spaceship,” Sandra pointed out.  
 
    “I know… just be on the lookout for anything that might be of use later on,” she whispered as she watched one of the creatures walking towards them. “And don’t cause any trouble,” she warned her, just in time.  
 
    The creature approached them, holding what looked like a syringe, and before they were even able to utter more than a whimper of shock, it had injected them both with whatever the damn thing contained.  
 
    When Sandra came back to her senses, she no longer was on the bed. The surface beneath her was cold and metallic. Though she tried to open her eyes, they weighed so much; it took her a while to crack them enough to realize she was lying on the floor of some sort of cell. 
 
    The place was barely lit, so she couldn’t distinguish much of her surroundings. She could tell there was a small bunker bed to her right and what looked like a toilet in the corner of the small cell, but not much more, other than the metallic bars locking the whole place.  
 
    Damn… she rolled to her side, her head pounding like hell, as if she had been drinking the whole night, her mouth and throat as dry as a desert.  
 
    Slowly, gingerly, she sat up and looked around, trying to get a better sense of her surroundings. She quickly realized she was practically naked, only covered by a short, flimsy, white tunic that left nothing to the imagination. Her whole body shuddered in disgust as she imagined the horrible creatures that had brought them here touching her and taking her clothes off.  
 
    Pushing her long hair away from her face, she groaned, as she wondered where they were keeping Shannon.  
 
    “Hello? Is there anybody else in here?” she asked aloud, but she only got silence from the walls surrounding her.  
 
    Wherever she was, she was alone.  
 
    Sandra got up and walked to what she thought was the toilet, with an acute need to empty her bladder. She had lost track of time, so she had no idea how much time had passed since she had left the gym where she worked as a Yoga and Pilate’s instructor.  
 
    Praying she wasn’t making a mistake, she used the piece of furniture, letting out a loud sigh of relief. Lamenting the lack of water or toilet paper, she got up and walked towards the bars to check them out. Shannon’s last words to her still resonated in Sandra’s mind, and she planned to follow it to the letter: she would stay out of trouble and on the lookout for any chance at getting out of that place.  
 
    The bars were locked. Sandra couldn't see the locking mechanism, but they didn’t move an inch when she shook them.  
 
    She checked every inch of the cell, but there wasn’t anything beyond what she had noted at first sight.  
 
    Frustrated, she lay on the bed, staring at the ceiling worried about her sister and what the future held for them.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    Sandra must have dozed, probably still under the effect of whatever drug they had used on her earlier because when she woke up, she could hear distinctive footsteps coming closer.  
 
    She sat in bed, swinging her legs out of it and waited.  
 
    A few moments later, one of the creatures showed up, carrying a tray.  
 
    “Food, eat,” he ordered in a husky tone as he slid the tray under the bars after they slid a few inches up.  
 
    Startled, she jumped out of bed and walked towards him. “You can speak English?” she asked.  
 
    “No… a translator was implanted in your ears. Now you can understand most of the languages on this side of the galaxy,” he explained, clearly not pleased with her curiosity. 
 
    She touched her ears instinctively. No wonder her head was still pounding. “What do you want from us? Where are you taking us?” she demanded to know.  
 
    He huffed his displeasure. “No more questions,” he grumbled as the bars slid back down with a loud thump as he walked away.  
 
    Sandra looked at the tray with a scowl. She wasn’t hungry, and the food, if you could call the brownish paste food, he had brought her, looked disgusting, to say the least.  
 
    She picked up the tray and took it to the bed, grabbing the small bottle with what she hoped was water.  
 
    It was, or something very close to it. Sandra drank half of it in a single gulp and saved the rest for later, but she didn’t even touch the food.  
 
    A few hours later, the lights went out, and she assumed it was time to sleep. By then, she had finished her water but still hadn't touched the food. She placed the tray on the floor, near the bars, and lay in bed, wishing Shannon was with her.  
 
    Her sister’s presence wherever they were was a bit of comfort for her, though she admitted she was selfish in that thought. She couldn’t imagine spending the rest of her life without her twin. They were two parts of a whole, and despite their differences, she would die of sorrow if she was separated from her.  
 
    Lights were turned on before she could get some real rest. She was pacing the small cell as one creature came by with another tray. Sandra couldn’t determine if it was the same from last time, finding it impossible to distinguish the aliens. They all looked alike.  
 
    “Push the empty tray my way,” he ordered in a harsh tone.  
 
    Yeah, it was the same asshole. 
 
     She did as told, as he put down the tray he had brought, with the same food.   
 
    “If you don’t eat, food will be shoved down your throat. This is your last chance,” he warned her when he picked up the tray she sent his way.  
 
    “It looks disgusting,” she protested.  
 
    “Not my problem! Eat!” he ordered.  
 
    “Where’s my sister?” she shouted before he left. “You know, the one that looks exactly like me?”  
 
    But he didn’t answer. Of course, she hadn't expected him to.  
 
    She grabbed the bottle of water and drank half of it. They were not giving her enough water. Grunting, she stared at the food for a few minutes, trying to decide if she could eat that stuff. The idea of being fed by force was unpleasant and she did have the whole day to finish it.  
 
    She picked up the tray and took it to the bed and sat down, sniffing it in the process. It didn’t smell that bad, so she picked up a bit with the strange spoon from the tray.  
 
    It tasted like nothing she had ever tried, not sweet, not salty, nor sour. It wasn’t as bad as it looked, but it wasn’t something she would eat by choice. Eating slowly, she finished the plate and put the tray where she had left the first one.  
 
    If she guessed right, she had the whole day to herself, with nothing to do other than think and worry about her sister.  
 
    Not willing to lose her mind, she decided to spend the day doing yoga and meditation. It would help her relax, and time might go by faster than she expected.  
 
    Despite all the yoga and meditation, her day lasted an eternity. At some point, when she was about to climb the walls of her cell, Mr. Nice Guy showed up to bring her dinner.   
 
    He looked at the empty plate but didn’t say a thing.  
 
    “Where are you guys taking us? Where are you from?” she asked, ignoring his sullen face.  
 
    He didn’t answer any of her questions, even when she asked a million of them, from the moment he walked into the moment he walked out throughout the next days.  
 
    She could tell he hated to bring her the food, but for some reason, they kept sending him to feed her and take her to the bathroom for a quick shower daily.  
 
    The bathroom was in the same room as her cell, but out of her view range. When the brute first took her there, on the third day of her stay, she almost kissed him. It had been glorious.  
 
    After the first week, she stopped asking questions and simply chatted with him. He kept ignoring her, but she found it stress relieving and it kept her sane.  
 
    Three weeks had gone by, more or less, when things changed. The door opened in the middle of the afternoon, and two males came in, stomping hard and looking menacing.  
 
    Sandra opened her mouth to ask them what was going on, but something in their attitude advised her not to.  
 
    The bars slid completely open, and one of them walked in and grabbed her by the arm.  
 
    “Where are you taking me?” she asked, with a deep frown.  
 
    “Silence, human!” he ordered as he dragged her out of the cell.  
 
    When they stepped out of the room, all the other women she had seen on day one, were being taken out of their rooms too, Shannon included.  
 
    It was a relief seeing her again. Sandra wanted to call out her name, but something told her that she should say nothing.  
 
    They were all led onto a stage and displayed in a row. Shannon was on the opposite side of the row, and she was wearing a golden tunic that perfectly matched her hazel eyes. Her hair had been artificially curled, and she had some makeup on.  
 
    Taking a thorough look at all the women, she realized she was the only one in white and with no makeup at all. They were deliberately making her different from the rest of the group. She wondered why.  
 
    One of the males stood in front of them and demanded silence, though none of the women had dared to speak.  
 
    “You will be auctioned today as life partners. Those who don’t get sold will be sold as sex slaves, either to any male or a brothel.” A loud protest came out from the women, and he quickly silenced them by just raising his hand. The look on his face was quite frightening. “I expect your best behavior during the auction. Any rebellious act from any of you will result in punishment for all of you. Selling you as life partners is more profitable for me, but selling you as a group to a brothel, wouldn’t be a loss. It’s your choice.”  
 
    His tone was ice cold and blatant. They could all see he didn’t give a damn to what might happen to them. They were just merchandise for them, nothing else.  
 
    The women stiffened and straightened, scared of the options presented but too afraid to do anything about it, Sandra included.  
 
    “I knew you would understand my point perfectly,” he said with a scornful smirk. “Let’s get this done.”  
 
    Hating the whole idea of being auctioned, Sandra watched as the first woman was sold after a hard-fought bid. They weren’t able to see who was bidding, and that was probably a good thing judging by the creatures that abducted them.  
 
    Though she had ended up seeing Mr. Nice Guy as a person rather than just a creature, she couldn’t picture herself as his or any of his friends’ life partner.  
 
    She would deal with that when the time came, not a moment sooner.  
 
    She hated watching the way her sister was auctioned. Shannon was furious, and Sandra knew she was biting her tongue to hold back the rant struggling to come out. If her fate was the only one at stake, Sandra knew she wouldn’t hold back.  
 
    She listened carefully to all the details on her sister’s sale, the planet she was being taken to, and the name of the buyer, hoping she would ever get the chance to find her again.  
 
    She knew Shannon would do the same, and she was praying she would get the chance to talk to her before they were shipped to the planets where their buyers lived.  
 
    Sandra was left for last.  
 
    Though she couldn’t understand everything that was being said, she did hear some comments about Shannon’s resemblance to her.  
 
    Bad Guy had a hard time assuring the bidders he was not reselling the same female, that they just looked alike. At some point, he was forced to bring Shannon back to the stage, so they could see them, one next to the other.  
 
    “I knew you would cause trouble,” Bad Guy ranted, in a low tone, only meant for her ears. “Let’s start the bidding.”  
 
    Sandra felt as if it lasted an eternity. Though she stayed still, as ordered, her eyes showed all her animosity for the males participating in the auction, challenging them to buy her. She would make them regret it.  
 
    When Bad Guy announced she had been sold, she focused on the information he gave about her destination: it wasn’t the same planet. Shannon was being sent somewhere else.  
 
    She was taken off the stage and guided to a small room where all the other women were gathered. Sandra crossed the room immediately towards Shannon, hugging her tight.  
 
    “We’re being sent to different planets,” Sandra murmured in her ear.  
 
    “It would be too damn lucky if it weren’t so,” she pointed out, with her usual pragmatism.  
 
    “I don’t want to live away from you, especially not on a different planet. We’ll never see each other again,” Sandfra sobbed, her heart hurting as if squeezed by an iron fist.  
 
    “Don’t say that,” Shannon scolded her. “We’ll get through this. Have faith.”  
 
    She hugged her sister tighter. “I have, in you.”  
 
    “Good. I’ll find a way to get in touch with you, and we’ll plan our escape,” Shannon said.  
 
    “Do you think that’s even possible?” she asked, with doubt.  
 
    “I sure as hell will try, Sandra. I  got my hands on what they call a communication device, AKA, a cell phone and I’ve been studying it. I have a pretty good idea how it works, so I want you to have it,” she explained.  
 
    “Shouldn’t you have it?” Sandra asked as she took the small device her sister was handing her.  
 
    “No. Your skills in technology are pretty bad,” she replied with a teasing smile. “Just keep it in a safe place and don’t let anyone find it. I’ll get in touch with you through it,” Shannon warned her.  
 
    Sandra nodded. “Please, don’t wait too long. I don’t know if I can live without you.”  
 
    “Of course, you can. But I won’t even let you try. Be strong, please, and stay out of trouble…” Shannon begged. “Play along with whoever bought you. Don’t make things harder on yourself.”  
 
    “I’ll do my best, I promise,” Sandra nodded. 
 
    “Just do it, Sandra. Don’t give them reasons to mistreat you. We have no idea what we’re up against,” Shannon pointed out.  
 
    “I hate this… they had no right to disrupt our lives this way,” she ranted in a low tone.  
 
    “I know that, but there’s nothing we can do about it right now. We have to wait for our moment.”  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Bad Guy entered the room, and they quickly stepped aside. “Your new owners will arrive in the next few days to pick you up. Until then, you will return to your cells,” he informed them before he exited, making way for the guards that would take them back to the cells.  
 
    Sandra hid the small device Shannon had given her under her armpit and followed the guys back to her solitary cell. 
 
    Though she couldn’t say she was happy, she certainly was glad she had had those few moments alone with her sister. She would keep that cell phone with her all the time and hope Shannon found a way to get another one and call her.  
 
    Computers and devices were Shannon’s thing. At the age of thirteen, she had transformed her common desktop computer into a powerful server she had used to hack into several of the government websites without ever being caught.  
 
    Biologically, Sandra was as intelligent as her twin sister, but she had chosen to use it in other ways finding computers programming and hacking boring. Few people knew more than her about nutrition, exercising, yoga and alternative medicine. She had spent a whole year in Asia learning all she could about their herbs and potions. It had been a great year. One she was planning to repeat.  
 
    She guessed that was a plan that would never leave her dreams. Even if they managed to escape, she doubted they would be able to go back to Earth.  
 
    That night, Mr. Nice Guy returned with her dinner. She had hidden the device under the mattress on her bed.  
 
    “So… did you have a good day today?” she asked him as he pushed the tray her way. 
 
    “If you don’t watch yourself, your new owner will cut out your tongue,” he mumbled through his teeth.  
 
    She chuckled. “I’m sure I can convince him that would be a bad idea,” she said with a naughty grin. A hint of a smile cracked his ugly face, and she smiled back. “How often do you guys do this? You know, go to Earth and abduct innocent women to sell throughout the galaxy?” she asked him, genuinely interested.  
 
    She wanted to know how much of the world’s missing women were their doing. 
 
    “Twice every sun rotation,” he replied, incredibly chatty that day. “But we’re not the only ones hunting on your planet. Human females sell pretty well, and everybody wants one.”  
 
    “Wow… that’s incredible…” she mused, astounded. “Most people on Earth still think we’re alone in this galaxy.”  
 
    He laughed aloud this time. “Yeah… sure…”  
 
    “How many women do you take on your trips?”  
 
    “It depends. From ten to twenty, depending on what we’re looking for,” he said, shrugging. “We usually do a survey amongst our buyers and determine how many blonds, brunettes, or redheads we will need for our next auction.”  
 
    “Good god…”  
 
    “You weren’t in our plans, especially because you are a copy of the other female, but we prefer not to leave any witnesses behind,” he added, with a mocking tone. “It was a good thing, though. After the initial confusion, we managed to get a good price for you.”  
 
    She grumbled, and he walked away laughing. “Enjoy your last moments alone, human,” he said before he closed the door behind him.  
 
    She stuck out her tongue to his back before she took her tray and started eating. After all that time, she had grown used to the paste they gave them as food. But that night, she was having more trouble than ever swallowing the sticky stuff. His last words played in her head, over and over again, torturing her.  
 
    What waited for her at the end of her journey? Would she ever see her sister again? Despite Shannon’s hopeful spirit, she knew it was a very long shot.  
 
    Traveling across the galaxy was not something anyone could do, especially not someone with no credits or ways of making some.  
 
    It took her ‘new owner’ two days to come and pick her up. When Mr. Nice Guy came to pick her up in the middle of the day, she had been doing some yoga, her cell phone safely tucked underneath her.  
 
    “Time’s up,” he told her when he reached the bars, pressing the button that opened them.  
 
    Sandra let out a long sigh. “So, he’s finally here?” she asked, with a faint smile.  
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    She untangled her body and sat up for a moment staring at him. “Is my sister still here?” she asked, in a low tone, hoping she would get a straight answer from him, this time.  
 
    “She’s to leave in a couple of hours,” he replied, a hint of compassion in his words. “How come you two look alike?”  
 
    “We were conceived by the same egg, we share the same genetic pool,” she explained.  
 
    “Have you ever been apart?” he asked, with a slight frown.  
 
    She gave him a sad smile. “No, never… not even when she went to MIT, a university back on Earth. I searched for a school near hers so that we could be together.”  
 
    His wrinkled face seemed to become a bit more lined than before, but he didn’t say a word.  
 
    “Do you think we could go by her cell so that I can say goodbye?” she dared to ask, having little to lose.  
 
    He stared at her for a few moments before he nodded. “No, let’s go. You don’t want to keep the male waiting.”  
 
    She slowly got up, careful to conceal the device with her body. She was almost up when the damn thing slid down her thigh, and she had to sit down again to hide it, though she was sure he had seen it.  
 
    With her heart thumping in her chest, she looked up at him, just to see him turn his head and walk to the exit. He was ignoring what he had just seen.  
 
    “Hurry up, I don’t have all day,” he grumbled.  
 
    With a deep sigh and shaking hands, she picked the cell phone and hid it on her body before she walked out of her cell for the last time.  
 
    They walked down the corridor for a few moments before he stopped and opened a door. “Hurry up,” he muttered, in a harsh tone. 
 
    With a thankful look, she entered the room and walked towards the cell where her sister was being held.  
 
    “Shannon!” she called out to her.  
 
    “Sandra! What are you doing here?”  
 
    “I’m leaving now. My jailor allowed me to come and say goodbye to you,” she said, getting as close as she could to the bars.  
 
    Shannon walked towards her, and they hugged despite the bars between them. “I’ve got a new device, so I’ll be calling you soon,” she whispered in her ear. “I need you to keep yourself out of trouble and keep your device always on you. When I’m sure I can call you, I’ll send you a message first to make sure you can take the call.”  
 
    Sandra nodded. “I’ll do my best,” she said, not a bit surprised with her sister’s resolution. “Just be careful, please,” she asked.  
 
    “Don’t worry about me, I’ll be fine,” Shannon assured her.  
 
    A raspy sound startled them. “Time to go,” Mr. Nice Guy called Sandra.  
 
    She glanced at the door and nodded. “I have to go now, sis. We’ll see each other soon,” she said, with a final hug.  
 
    “You can count on that,” Shannon assured her.  
 
    She said goodbye to her sister and walked out of the room. “Thank you,” she murmured to him as he locked the door after she exited.  
 
    He grumbled some gibberish as he grabbed her by the arm and dragged her down the hall to the docking area of the massive vessel.  
 
    Sandra wasn’t sure what she was expecting from the man who had bought her. Nothing good, of course. You had to be a deficient life form to buy a life partner. But, physically, she hadn’t given it much thought. One thing, though, she knew for sure. She wasn’t expecting the male standing in front of her.  
 
    ***  
 
    Cyran watched the approach to the Kraitians’ vessel. His life partner was finally here.  
 
    A few rotations back, when most of his men started getting their life partners, he had rejected the idea of getting one for himself. He enjoyed the trips to the nearest brothels and the idea of seeing the same female every day didn’t appeal to him at all.  
 
    But that had changed. As Cyran had grown older, those weekly trips started to bore him to the bone. He now looked at his friends with envy, because they had someone waiting for them at home.  
 
    He had looked all over the quadrant for a possible partner, but none of the females he had seen, met his expectations. Pandora had few unattached females, so finding himself a female had become a cumbersome activity that drained his patience.  
 
    Kulvar, one of his best friends and his second in charge, had told him about the auctions held by the Kraitians. Most of his men had bought their life partners at similar auctions, so he decided to take a look. He didn’t even have to leave his home, and that certainly made the whole idea quite appealing.  
 
    He had joined the auction a few minutes late. He had to welcome a couple that had escaped the Outcasts Camps, on the other side of the planet.  
 
    He usually didn’t receive the newcomers, especially since their arrivals had become rarer in the past couple of rotations. According to rumor, it the new leader of Dathomir had abolished the horrible law that forced parents of twins to outcast either the second-born twin or whichever one was considered the weakest or genetically inferior. They were sent right after birth to the Outcasts Camps, where they were fed but not much more. They weren’t expected to live long, but most did.  
 
    Cyran had been one of those outcasts. From the beginning, he had been a fighter, and he had always hated life in the camps.  
 
    The Dathomirians had chosen an inhospitable place to build their camps on the planet Wodani, not far from Dathomir. Located in the mountains, the camps spent the whole sun rotation covered in thick, cold snow.  Children weren’t allowed to go outdoors, and the adults-only went under strict surveillance.  
 
    By the time Cyran had turned ten rotations, he had already shown his leadership abilities, and he had quite a large group of kids, some older than him, following him around.  
 
    When he got older, Cyran led his growing group out of the camps, in a very well planned escape. It had been the hardest period of his life. He and his followers faced perils they had never encountered before. He led his friends across the unknown territories after escaping the guards from the camps.  
 
    Despite all they went through, he hadn’t lost a single man. After a few dozen rotations of traveling across the planet, they had finally found the perfect place to set up their community. Near the sea, with warm weather, fruit trees, and enough game to feed his men.  
 
    Little by little, they had built their city. When they were finally settled, he had led some of the first group back to the Outcasts Camps to free a new group of children and take them back to their city – Pandora. During that first raid on the camps, liberated a communications system that gave them the means to contact the outside world and get the things they couldn’t produce.  
 
    After a few rotations, they had found veins of precious metal that they could mine, and they had used it to finance their first space vessel.  
 
    The raids on the Camps became a usual endeavor that typically brought back most of their residents, though a few that had refused convinced they were better off at the Camps. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    Durlin had been one who had refused to leave the camps for rotations. He had befriended some of the guards who gave him a job as a security guard. But that only worked until he fell in love and decided to join his life with the owner of his heart.  
 
    Outcasts weren’t supposed to breed. They had inferior DNA, and Dathomirians were trying to eliminate such DNA from the gene pool. But their data was skewed because the environmental causes of the infrequent defects seen were never factored into their statistics. 
 
    As a result, very few of those cast out were genetically inferior.  
 
    Confronted with the ugly truth, Durlin finally admitted he had been wrong and had contacted Pandora, asking for help.  
 
    “Why should I trust you?” Cyran asked him at his arrival. “For all I know, you could be a spy from Dathomir.”  
 
    Durlin shook his head. “I understand your suspicion, I’m sure I would do the same, but Dathomir has no interest in us anymore,” he confessed, scowling.  
 
    “What do you mean?”  
 
    “Haryk, Dathomir’s new leader abolished the Outcast law allowing the parents the chance to be reunited with their children,” Durlin explained. “Some of those people with small children who had been forced to cast them out asked to get the children back, but the decision wasn’t well-received by most of the population.”  
 
    “Why not? Were they afraid to face the children they had easily given up?” Cyran asked scornfully.  
 
    “I’m sure that’s part of it,” Durlin recognized. “But the camps still refuse to accept the king’s decision. Apparently they don’t want to abide by the new law because it means they could lose their jobs. They refused to allow us to mate; that’s why we’re here.”  
 
    Cyran nodded. “You’re welcome to stay in Pandora. You’ll be under constant surveillance for a while before you’re cleared, but I’m sure you expected that.” 
 
    “Yes, of course. Am I allowed to stay with Sheyna, my mate?” Durlin asked as he discreetly grabbed his mate’s hand and pulled her closer.  
 
    “ Yes. You’ll both be taken to temporary housing where you can stay until you find a more suitable place for you. Enjoy your stay in Pandora.”  
 
    “Thank you, Cyran.”  
 
    Cyran watched the young couple leave his hearing room before he turned to look at Kulvar. “Make sure you keep them under surveillance.  He sounds honest, but it won’t hurt to keep an eye on them.”  
 
    Kulvar nodded. “I’ll take care of that.”  
 
    “We should find out more about this Haryk. What are his real intentions, and how will they affect our life here on Pandora?” he said with a slight frown.  
 
    “If he’s smart enough, he’ll stay away from this place. We want nothing to do with the people that sent us away,” Kulvar grumbled.  
 
    “You do know our parents were forced to do so,” Cyran pointed out, though he had never really believed that.  
 
    If enough parents had protested against the terrible law, the king would have been forced to change it. It had been easier to go along because they could have been jailed, otherwise. Those with other children had no choice. 
 
    A few couples that had chosen to go to Wodani with their children rather than give them up, but they were a tiny minority. They all lived in Pandora now.  
 
    “You don’t believe that, and neither do I,” his friend grumbled.  
 
    Cyran let out a bitter laugh. “Right.”  
 
    “You’re missing the beginning of the auction,” Kulvar warned him. “It’s time we have a queen, so get your ass to the communications room,” he added with a teasing grin.  
 
    “This better work, or I’ll give up on the search for a while. Who knew looking for a life partner was so hard?”  
 
    “Stop protesting and wasting even more time. The females they’re auctioning today come from planet Earth, and they are known by their beauty.” 
 
    “We’ll see…” he got up and walked to the communication room where the connection with the Kraitians’ vessel had already been established.  
 
    By the time he walked in, they were auctioning a blonde female with enough curves to tempt most males, but he wasn’t allured.  
 
    A couple of females later, he finally saw a female he considered attractive. Her dark hair and golden eyes were undoubtedly alluring, and yet there was something that didn’t quite satisfy him. He bid for her a couple of times but soon left the race to get her.   
 
    He was about to leave the room when one last woman appeared on the screen. She looked a lot like the one that had attracted him, and that similarity aroused a wave of protests before the auctioneer explained they were what on Earth they called identical twins.  
 
    He was immediately attracted to her in a way the other twin hadn’t appealed to him. They were physically identical, but for some reason, he was sure the similarities ended there.  
 
    There was a fire in this female’s golden eyes he hadn’t seen on the other one. Her luscious dark mane fell down her back, shining against her fair skin. Her eyes shone with a challenging light, daring anyone that bought her to tame her. He decided right then and there he would have her, no matter what.  
 
    The bid was quickly raised as high as her sister’s. Only this time, he didn’t give up, determined to have her. When the auctioneer finally announced she was his, he almost jumped on his chair to celebrate his triumph. Almost.  
 
    Instead, he transferred the credits and arranged his trip to go pick her up. He would do it personally, too eager to wait longer than was strictly necessary to get his hands on her.  
 
    He couldn’t wait to have her. 
 
    ***  
 
    Sandra gasped as she watched him. What the fuck? Was he for real? She had to be dreaming… that was the only explanation. No man… or male creature could be so perfect.  
 
    Over seven feet tall, his bare chest revealed an impossibly muscled body. His light gray skin was covered in what looked like dark tribal inks, including some on his high cheekbones, adding an even more handsome look to his gorgeous features. His bright gray eyes and gray hair grazing his shoulders, were like the cherry to the cake.  
 
    She licked her suddenly dried lips as chills of delight rushed through her. Could he be the guy that bought her? How was she supposed to resist that? Not in a million years.  
 
    In all her life, she had only had three lovers. Men and Sandra didn’t seem to get along. Sex with them had been disappointing, to say the least. But the specimen in front of her was something else… He was so attractive, something literally out of her world.  
 
    She chuckled and shook her head, discreetly. She was allowing sexual attraction to cloud her judgment and that was a bad thing.  
 
    Bad Guy showed up and grabbed her abruptly to shove her towards the male. “She’s the one you bought,” he said coldly.  
 
    Hot Guy stopped her fall, grabbing her by the arms and stealing her breath away in the process as blasts of excitement and anticipation rushed through her shuddering body.  
 
    “It was a pleasure doing business with you,” Hot Guy said, dripping sarcasm, his tone husky and seductive.  
 
    “Whenever you want,” Bad Guy assured him, as he invited them to leave the premises.  
 
    Hot Guy grabbed her by the arm and guided her to the passageway that led to his vessel.  
 
    “I can walk on my own,” she grumbled, doing her best to sound reasonable and composed while her heart thundered in her chest.  
 
    “I’m sure you can,” he said, without releasing her arm.  
 
    She grunted but didn’t push her luck. At five feet three, she felt dwarfed next to the Hot Guy. He could easily break her in two. Not the kind of male she should tease.  
 
    Despite his good looks, there was a hint of darkness in his eyes, a clear warning he wouldn’t tolerate rebellion.  
 
    They reached his vessel, and he ordered his men to shut the passageway and leave. “The Kraitians have a hectic day,” he added, mockingly.  
 
    One of the men at the entrance laughed. “Will we see you before the last meal?” his friend asked.  
 
    Hot Guy glanced at her. “Make it before first meal tomorrow,” he replied, with a mischievous grin.  
 
    “Good luck with that,” his friend said with a sarcastic grin.  
 
    Sandra watched them talk and shuddered, sure of what Hot Guy was implying and not liking it at all. She was in for trouble.  
 
    He dragged her down a dim-lit hallway, with doors on both sides, and stopped in front of one that looked a little bigger than the others. He opened the door and pushed her inside, finally releasing her.  
 
    Sandra quickly walked to the other side of the room and watched him in disbelief as he started to open his pants. 
 
    Discreetly, she let the cell phone fall to the floor and pushed it with her foot under the massive bed that she had put between her and the dark Viking.  
 
    “Whoa, whoa… what the hell are you doing?” she asked, raising her hands as if to stop him.  
 
    “Isn’t it obvious?” he mocked her, stopping for a second to look at her.  
 
    “You’re taking your clothes off, that’s the only obvious part. Why are you doing it?” Sandra asked, assuming a defensive position, her arms crossed over her chest.  
 
    “To take what’s mine,” he replied, pulling his pants down his hips.  
 
    “So, I assume rape is a common thing amongst your people?” she asked in a bitter tone.  
 
    He looked at her again, with a slight frown adorning his handsome face. “Rape? What’s that? We don’t have the equivalent in our language.”  
 
    “Forcing a woman to have sex with you when she clearly wants nothing to do with you,” she explained in a cold tone. 
 
    His frown became deeper. “I bought you,” he pointed out. “That means you belong to me.” 
 
    “So? That doesn’t make it right. I was abducted, stolen from my home planet where I was free to choose who and when I bedded someone or not. The kidnappers enslaved me and sold me to a male I never met. That certainly doesn’t make me willing to mate with you at first sight. I don’t even know your name.”  
 
    He took a couple of steps towards her. “How do I know that’s true? All I know is that you were sold to me, that you agreed to surrender your free will,” he spurted, showing some anger. 
 
    “Oh, hell, no! I didn’t agree with any of it. I was stolen… imprisoned …enslaved. You have bought stolen property.” 
 
    “I had nothing to do with that.” 
 
    “Buying stolen property, my property makes you a party to it. My only hope was that you bought me as a life partner, not a damn sex slave,” she retorted, breathing harder by the minute. His closeness both frightened her and aroused her at the same time.  
 
    “I did… life partners are expected to surrender their will to their mates…” he snarled.  
 
    “I should have known you were that kind…” she said resentfully.  
 
    “What do you mean?” he asked, clearly not pleased with her tone, his expression so cold and dangerous, she shuddered but didn’t back up.  
 
    Yes, the guy was probably the hottest man she had ever seen in her life, but that didn’t mean she was willing to jump into his bed right away, just like that.  
 
    “You don’t want a partner, you just want a doll to play with for a while,” she ranted, facing him, daringly though inside, she was shaking like a leaf in the wind. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    He took a few more steps towards her, forcing her to move back until her back was pressed against the wall. “So what if I want a doll? I paid enough for you to become whatever I want,” he replied, his tone dark and dangerous.  
 
    “Of course, you did,” she agreed, her tone so loaded with disdain and scorn it was impossible for him not to notice. ` 
 
    She stood there, staring at him, her expression tense and cold, while she waited for his next move.  
 
    She wasn’t going to fight him. That wouldn’t end well for her, considering how tall and strong he was, she didn’t stand a chance against him. But that didn’t mean she would accept it.  
 
    “You’re supposed to be willing and meek,” he grumbled.  
 
    “Says who?” she asked. “I was forced to be in this position. How the hell do you expect me to be willing?”  
 
    He stared at her with a bitter scowl. “I paid for it,” he insisted.  
 
    “Did you?” she asked, with a harsh tone.  
 
    He closed the distance between them and grabbed her by her arms. “I did. And yes, I expect you to be willing when I take you in my arms.”  
 
    “I’m sorry, I’m not that good as an actress.”  
 
    He leaned over and claimed a breathtaking, passionate kiss from her lips, sending her heart into a frantic rhythm, waves of arousal washing over her.  
 
    Damn!! He was too hot. How the hell was she supposed to resist him when a simple kiss was sending her arousal to unexpected levels?  
 
    “You want me,” he snarled against her lips. 
 
    “No, I don’t.”  
 
    “I can smell your arousal,” he insisted. “Your body is submitting to me,” he added.  
 
    “You’re sensing my fear… not my arousal,” she lied blatantly, though there was a hint of truth in her words.  
 
    She was afraid of the way he made her feel, of the powerful attraction she felt for him, one she knew could become very dangerous.  
 
    “You’re lying,” he accused her.  
 
    “You don’t know me.”  
 
    Cyran stared into the eyes of the female he was still holding in his arms, feeling unsure for the first time. When he had decided to buy a life partner, he had assumed she would be happy and willing to become a part of his life.  
 
    He certainly hadn’t expected her to protest and reject his attention.  
 
    “This is not what I paid for,” he grumbled, taking a step back. “Perhaps, I should return you to the Kraitians.”  
 
    She tensed even more. “You’re free to do whatever you want. It’s not like I can stop you.”  
 
    “You’re not making any sense. What do you want from me?”  
 
    “Treat me as a person, not an object. Would you treat one of your friends the way you’re treating me? Imposing your will on him?” she replied, making an effort to use a conciliatory tone.  
 
    He grunted, pulling his pants up. “You’re not my friend. You’re supposed to be my…” he hesitated.  
 
    “Your slave?” she completed his sentence.  
 
    He snorted and left the room.  
 
    She was sure he would have slammed the door if he could.  
 
    Sandra sighed and dropped to the carpeted floor, suddenly exhausted. She knew he wouldn’t be away for too long. She was far from winning that battle.  
 
    *** 
 
    Cyran stormed into the central control room, furious with the whole situation. He had never been through anything like that.  
 
    Perhaps, he had been too naïve expecting a willing life partner, ready to embrace their life together, but he hadn’t expected a situation such as this one when the female was accusing him of forcing her.  
 
    He had never forced… well, knowingly forced a female in his life. The females he had been with throughout his life had always shown him his pleasure and happiness for being with him.  
 
    Being most of them were sex workers in brothels, he guessed some of their excitement wasn’t real, but he knew how to give pleasure to a female. Whatever reluctance they might have felt was quickly erased. That much he was sure of. So, why was she not like the others?  
 
    “Kulvar, I need a word with you, right away,” he shouted when he spotted his man on the other side of the room.  
 
    Kulvar looked at his boss with a snarky grin. One Cyran wanted to erase with a punch to his face.  
 
    “Sure. Where do you want me?” he asked, still smiling, despite the ire was written all over his friend’s face.  
 
    “Your chambers would be perfect.”  
 
    Kulvar nodded and walked towards the exit, walking past Cyran, barely containing his laughter, struggling to come out.  
 
    Once they were behind closed doors, Cyran turned to face his friend. “The smirk on your face tells me you knew this was going to happen,” he ranted.  
 
    “I have no idea what you mean with ‘this,’” Kulvar assured him, still grinning.  
 
    Cyran joined his thumb with his index. “I’m this close to erasing that smirk on your face with a well-deserved punch,” he threatened him.  
 
    Kulvar laughed but immediately raised his hands, asking for mercy. “If I had told you, you wouldn’t have wanted to buy her,” he confessed. “There’s a huge wave of humans abductions but there’s little we can do about it. The slaver will keep abducting them whether we buy one or not. Anyway, whatever female you chose would be better off with you.”  
 
    “Your mate acted the same way?” Cyran asked. 
 
    “Madeleine is human too. Like your female, she was abducted and sold in an auction. Humans abandoned slavery centuries ago. They don’t accept it well.”  
 
    “She accused me of trying to rape her. Do you know what that means?”  
 
    Kulvar nodded. “Madeleine was kind enough to explain it to me when I first met her.”  
 
    “But you’re happy with her.”  
 
    “Never been happier. But that wasn’t achieved in one day, Cyran. It took time to win her and seduce her, but believe me, it was worth every second it took me to get her into my arms willingly,” he assured him. “Human females are special, like no other species I’ve met.”  
 
    “We could have had this conversation earlier, don’t you think?” he ranted.  
 
    “You would have rejected the whole idea. You’re used to having females falling at your feet like ripe fruit,” he pointed out.  
 
    “That’s an exaggeration…” he grumbled.  
 
    “Is it?” Kulvar asked, raising his eyebrow. “Just give her some time. Seduce her. Take her to the edge and back up. Make her want you so much she will come into your arms by herself.”  
 
    “What if it doesn’t work?” he asked, not so sure he knew how to seduce a female. He had never had to seduce anyone.  
 
    “It will believe me. I saw Sandra looking at you. She almost drooled when she saw you for the first time,” Kulvar assured him.  
 
    “She told me she feared me,” he said, still not comfortable with those words.  
 
    Many males feared him, but that wasn’t something he wanted his life partner to feel for him.  
 
    “She lied. If she feared you, she would never have stood up to you.”  
 
    “How can you know that?”  
 
    “I’ve known a human female for a while now. Believe me, I know.”  
 
    Cyran rubbed his face as he paced the room. “I don’t have time for this,” he said through gritted teeth.  
 
    “Of course, you do. And you’ll agree with me that it will be worth any effort you put into it,” Kulvar assured him. “Just give her some time and be yourself around her. Let her know you. You can start by asking her name,” Kulvar suggested.  
 
    Cyran scowled. “That’s one of the things she was protesting about. That she didn’t even know my name.”  
 
    Kulvar laughed. “Yes, they seem to give a lot of importance to names.”  
 
    “This was supposed to be easy and smooth…” he grumbled.  
 
    “Life has never been that easy for us, my friend,” Kulvar said, patting his shoulder.  
 
    “Yeah… sure.”  
 
    “Are you going back to her right away?”  
 
    “No. I’ll let her worry for a little while longer,” he replied with a devious smirk. “What’s up?”  
 
    “It seems Durlin was telling the truth. The new king is changing things. Word on the street is that he will be visiting our planet soon. He wants to check the situation personally.”  
 
    “This might mean trouble for us. What can Haryk possibly be looking for?” Cyran asked, with a slight frown.  
 
    “No one knows for sure. There are a lot of rumors, though, some that point to the fact he too has a twin that was outcast.”  
 
    Cyran snorted, dismissing the possibility. “Please… it’s very unlikely king Eldar would do that. He believes himself to be above the law.”  
 
    “Perhaps. I’m not so sure. There has to be a very good reason for Haryk to abolish the law.”  
 
    “I’m sure there is, but missing a lost brother or sister is not the one, for sure.”  
 
    “We’ll soon find out if he actually comes to Wodani.”  
 
    “Tell our men on Dathomir to keep investigating. I want to know everything possible what Haryk is thinking and what he’s after in Wodani,” he ordered.  
 
    “I will. Our agent has been sending news daily. Things on the planet are a bit shaky. The elders are not happy with the king’s decision, but it seems Haryk has taken away most of the power they had during his father’s reign.”  
 
    “Good for him. He’ll never make a true change in society if he allows them to hold him back,” Cyran cheered the other man’s decision.  
 
    “He seems to have a lot in common with you,” Kulvar said in a teasing tone.  
 
    “Get back to work. I’ll have a second round with my lovely partner,” he said scowling.  
 
    “Go easy on her,” Kulvar advised him with a naughty grin.  
 
    “Yeah, sure,” he grumbled.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    He left Kulvar’s chambers and headed back to his own. The door opened silently, so silently, Sandra didn’t hear him, and he had the chance to see her without her knowing.  
 
    She was sitting on the floor, her head hidden in her hands, shoulders fallen in so much defeat and sadness, his heart scowled. He had seen that same defeat on too many people, while he was still living on the Outcasts Camps. His desire to change that had been one of his most potent motivators. He had worked so hard, every single day of his life to change the reality surrounding him, to give hope and happiness to those around him and to himself.  
 
    Cyran had hated King Eldar ever since he had been told why he had no family and why he had been sent to such a horrible place. The injustice of such actions had moved him to change them, and he had been doing so ever since he had memory.  
 
    Seeing that same defeat and sadness in the female he was supposed to share his life with didn’t sit well.  
 
    All of a sudden, he remembered the other female so similar to her. The auctioneer had said they were twins. Could it be possible?  
 
    As if sensing his presence, she looked up and tensed up immediately, jumping to her feet.  
 
    “The other female in the auction… the one that looked exactly like you… is she your twin?” he asked, intrigued.  
 
    “Yes, she is. My identical twin.”  
 
    “What does that mean?”  
 
    “It means we come from the same fertilized egg and that we share the same DNA,” she explained, looking at him with suspicion in her eyes.  
 
    “Were you thinking of her?” he asked, with a slight frown.  
 
    Throughout his life, he had always felt as if an essential part of him was missing and he knew all of his people felt the same. They all had been ripped away from their twins, those who had just shared the womb with them. It wasn’t hard to guess the link between two people who shared everything was even stronger.  
 
    “It’s none of your business. You might own my body, but you definitely do not own my mind,” Sandra replied, in a harsh, daring tone.  
 
    Yeah, Kulvar was right, he concluded with a hint of a smile cracking his face. His little shrew wasn’t afraid of him.  
 
    “My name is Cyran, by the way,” he said, deciding not to insist.  
 
    His abrupt change of topic took her off balance, and for a moment she couldn’t say a thing.  
 
    “Oh… ok…”  
 
    Cyran had to make a considerable effort not to laugh, sure that would be a terrible move. “Will you tell me yours?” he asked instead.  
 
    “Sandra… mine is Sandra.”  
 
    “It’s a lovely name,” he complimented her, loving the confused look on her face. It was apparent she had been expecting him to charge on her at his return.  
 
    “Thank you…” she muttered.  
 
    “Why don’t we start over?” he said, taking a couple of steps towards her.  
 
    She immediately backed up, suspicion written all over her face. “Meaning?” she asked, crossing her arms over her chest.  
 
    “You said we didn’t know each other, right? So, why don’t we get to know each other?” he suggested.  
 
    “Why would you want to do that?”  
 
    “Because, unlike what you think, I’m not into raping people. We’re stuck together, and I believe we should make the best of it,” he explained as patiently as possible.  
 
    “You could set me free,” she said, exuding scorn, knowing he would never do it.   
 
    “Where would you go? You have no credits, no home, no nothing. You would be in a far worse situation,” he pointed out.  
 
    “Or so you say,” she replied, scowling.  
 
    “An unclaimed female around these parts without a family to protect her doesn’t last long. She will be claimed by the first male she crosses paths with,” he warned her. “It’s just the way things are.”  
 
    She nodded, but he could tell she hadn’t believed a word he was saying. She would have time to learn that. He had no intention of ever letting her go. She would have to get used to that idea.  
 
    “Right. What do you want from me?” she asked in a cold, distant tone.  
 
    He walked towards the bed and took a seat on it, amused at her wary look. “Tell me about you, about your life back at your home planet,” he asked, making himself comfortable against the bed’s headboard.  
 
    She slowly walked as far as possible from him. “I was a Yoga instructor, and my sister worked with technology. Our parents died a few months after we left college in a freak car accident, and we didn’t have any other relatives.”  
 
    “Boyfriends… lovers?”  
 
    “Not at the time of our abduction. Don’t you have a harem or something of the sort? I assure you I wouldn’t mind sharing you,” she said, with a snarky tone.  
 
    He chuckled. “No, no harems. If I did, I wouldn’t have wasted my time buying a willful life partner,” he mocked her.  
 
    “It never occurred to you to seduce a free female? I’m sure you wouldn’t have that much trouble getting one to fall under your spell,” she scoffed.  
 
    “Oh, my! Was that a compliment? Do you find me that attractive?” he asked, amused.  
 
    Her cheeks gained a lovely pink tone, and she seemed embarrassed.  
 
    Sandra cleared her throat. “No… I mean… it’s not like you’re a Kraitian… I’m sure many women would find you attractive…” she stammered, trying to take back her involuntary confession.  
 
    “But not you?” he asked, though he already knew her answer.  
 
    “No… not me,” she lied blatantly, and this time he was sure she was lying.  
 
    “Not even a little?” Cyran insisted.  
 
    “Well… like I said… it’s not like you’re a Kraitian…” she said, stammering.  
 
    He smiled. “Yeah… they are quite ugly,” he admitted. “I actually tried. But after a long, fruitless search, I gave up. It was then when my friend Kulvar suggested the same auction he had found his life partner in,” he explained.  
 
    “So… buying females is a common practice amongst your people?” she asked, in a scornful tone.  
 
    “Yes, it is. What’s not common is for them to be against that practice. A lot of species around these parts sell off their females. The credits are split between the female and her family.”  
 
    She frowned. “You assumed the same had happened in my case? That I had received credits from the sale?”  
 
    “Yes, of course. That’s the usual practice.” 
 
    No wonder he had expected her to be willing and eager to jump into his bed, she concluded. “You already know that’s not what happened to me. I doubt that applies to forcibly abducted females.”  
 
    “I can see that now.”  
 
    “Was it different when your friend bought his female?” 
 
    “No. She’s human too. But he forgot to mention those little details to me,” he explained scowling. “He knew I wouldn’t have considered participating in the auction.”  
 
    “Why not? You said it is common practice.”  
 
    “I don’t believe in slavery, of any kind. I’ve spent my whole life fighting against it,” he said.  
 
    “If that’s true, why don’t you let me go?”  
 
    “You’re better off with me,” he assured her.  
 
    “So you say,” she grumbled.  
 
    “You’ll reach that conclusion by yourself.”  
 
    She snorted. “Right.”  
 
    “What’s a Yoga instructor?” he asked, curious.  
 
    “Yoga is a millennial Hindu spiritual and ascetic discipline.  It’s widely practiced for health and relaxation and includes breath control, simple meditation, and the adoption of specific bodily postures,” she explained, reflecting some of her passion for her work in her tone. “I used to combine it with a few other techniques that included healthier nourishment and alternative medical treatments.”  
 
    “It sounds interesting,” he said, though he still had no idea what she was talking about. “If you have the same DNA as your twin, shouldn’t you have the same interests?”  
 
    “No. We have the same intelligence, but your interests come from the things you’re exposed to while growing up,” Sandra explained. “I used to spend a lot of time with my grandmother, who was a Holism practitioner. She taught me a lot, and I devoted my life to develop all the knowledge she shared with me. Shannon, on the other hand, preferred to spend her time modifying her devices to suit her needs.”  
 
    “Is Shannon your sister?” he asked.  
 
    “Yes…” a shadow of sadness crossed her amazing hazel eyes. “What about you?” she changed the subject.  
 
    He jumped to his feet and closed the distance between them. He came so close she was sure her chest would graze his on her next breath. “We’ll leave my story for our next meeting,” he said, drawing one of his fingers down her silky cheek.  
 
    “Why? I thought you had nothing to do tonight,” she mocked him, struggling to control the chills of thrill traveling down her spine.  
 
    He smiled. “I had to change my plans,” he said, leaning closer to her.  
 
    She gasped loud enough for him to hear her. His hand cradled her face and his thumb caressed her lower lip.  
 
    “I’m sure you can handle that…” she stammered, her lips suddenly dry, her chest heaving heavily.  
 
    She wanted to push him away, to escape his spell, but that would only tell him how much she was affected by his closeness.  
 
    “Of course…” he agreed before he replaced his finger with his lips.  
 
    He wanted another taste of her delicious mouth. This time, he was going to take his time, making sure to delve through every single inch of her, relishing her inebriant taste.  
 
    She moaned at the touch of his lips, inadvertently giving him access to her mouth. His coarse tongue played with hers for a few moments before he deepened the kiss and every single coherent thought escaped her mind. All she could think of was the pleasure coursing through her body, clouding her mind and sending her into a world of haze and bliss.  
 
    Never had a kiss been so powerful, so mind-blowing.  
 
    When he finally stepped back to allow them some air, they were both breathing through ragged gasps.  
 
    “Perhaps, we should reconsider my original plans…” he whispered against her lips, just to measure her reaction. The rapture on her face disappeared in a blink of an eye. “Or perhaps not,” he added, smiling.  
 
    She cleared her throat and looked away.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    “It’s time for the night meal,” he announced.  
 
    “I’m not hungry,” she mumbled.  And she wasn’t. All of the day’s upheaval had taken away her appetite. Besides the idea of eating a similar paste to the one, she was given by the Kraitians. 
 
    “You need food,” he insisted, looking at her. “But you need clothes first,” he said with a slight frown.  
 
    Sandra looked at the slim tunic she was wearing. Yeah, she could use clean clothes. “Can I take a bath first?” she asked, suddenly conscious of her greasy hair and sweaty skin.  
 
    “Yes, you can. You’re free to have as many baths as you wish,” Cyran assured her, noticing for the first time Sandra hadn’t had a bath in some time. Her eyes had him enthralled.  
 
    “Thank you,” she said, avoiding looking at him.  
 
    “The bath is over there. Meanwhile, I’ll get you some clothes,” he informed her, signaling a door not far from where she was standing. “Let me know if you need help.”  
 
    She stiffened. “I’ll be fine,” she assured him. 
 
    “I’m sure.”  
 
    He walked out of the room, and she rushed to the bathroom, determined to have the fastest shower in her life. She wanted to be out of the bathroom by the time he returned.  
 
    Fortunately, the bathroom had a system similar to the one on the Kraitians’ vessel. Sandra took her bath quickly, making sure she washed away all the grease and sweat she had gathered on her the past few days.  
 
    She was wrapping herself in a huge towel when she heard him come back into the room. She opened some of the small compartments under the counter, looking for a brush or a comb when the bathroom door slid open.  
 
    “Do you need anything?” he asked, leaning against the door.  
 
    Sandra met his eyes on the mirrored wall. “Something to comb my hair with,” she replied, with a slight frown, biting her tongue to stop herself from complaining about his presence in the bathroom.  
 
    She didn’t want to push her luck.  
 
    He walked towards her and opened one of the compartments she still hadn’t checked and took some sort of brush from it.  
 
    She stretched her hand to get it, but he shook his head. “I’ll do it.”  
 
    “There’s really no need,” she protested.  
 
    “But I want to.” She stood still as he walked towards her and started to comb her long hair. “You have beautiful hair.” 
 
    “Thank you.”  
 
    “How was your trip here?” he asked while brushing.  
 
    “Awful. They kept us in small cells inside locked rooms. The only person you would see was the one in charge of bringing you the hateful paste they called food, twice a day,” she replied, scowling. “Bathing was a privilege given every few days.” He frowned but made no comment, nor did she expect any. “It lasted forever.”  
 
    “Your planet is very far from here. It’s in a different quadrant of the galaxy, and not all vessels manage to travel that far.”  
 
    “Does yours?” she asked, curious.  
 
    “No… traveling the universe is not something I’m interested in,” he explained as he finished brushing her hair. “There’s a clean tunic for you on the bed.”  
 
    “Thank you,” she walked over to the other room and put on the tunic over the towel.  
 
    She only took the towel once she was sure he wouldn’t see any of her naked skin. Again, there were no shoes and no underwear nor anything similar to it.  
 
    “Let’s join my men. They’re eager to meet you,” he announced, with an amused grin on his face as he opened the door for her.  
 
    “How many people do you need to fly a vessel like this one?” she asked, as they walked down the hallway. 
 
    “From six to ten, being ten the ideal number of crewmembers. It’s impossible to fly one of these by yourself,” Cyran replied.  
 
    “But there are smaller vessels that only need one person, right?” she asked, sure Shannon would give good use to that kind of information.  
 
    “Yes, there is, but their range is more limited. The smaller space crafts need to be refueled constantly and can only fly short distances. At most, from one planet to its neighbor, in the same solar system,” he explained. “If stolen, a vessel like that could easily be caught by this vessel, so don’t even think about it,” he warned her, with an eloquent smile.  
 
    He had seen right through her, but Sandra didn’t care. If they had the chance, they certainly would try to escape. He had no idea of Shannon’s abilities.  
 
    They reached a large room where a few males were gathered around an oval table. They were all from the same species as Cyran, but for some reason, she didn’t find any of them as attractive as the male standing next to her.  
 
    Cyran introduced her to all of them, but she couldn’t recall any of the names. He pulled out a chair for her next to his, and a few seconds later an android came out with a small cart carrying several trays of food.  
 
    At least, it wasn’t the awful paste she had been eating.  
 
    A few moments later, the table was filled with so much food she wondered how much of it would go to waste.  
 
    “Try a bit of everything. That way, you’ll be able to determine what you like and what you don’t,” he advised her.  
 
    “Do you always eat this way? This much?” she asked, still astounded.  
 
    “We’re big males, in case you haven’t noticed. We need a lot of food,” he assured her with a smile.  
 
    The others laughed and started putting food on their plates.  
 
    Sandra did what he had told her, not sure she would like any of the food served. It smelled delicious, that was a good thing, right?  
 
    She grabbed a bite of everything, and to her surprise, there wasn’t anything she didn’t like. The food was lush, well-cooked, smooth and simply delicious. Something she guessed was meat, was definitely her favorite. It tasted like the best steak she could ever imagine. The meat was so smooth, so tender it practically fell apart in her mouth.  
 
    There were also vegetables, but the meal was mostly proteins. And to Sandra’s surprise, by the end of it, there wasn’t anything on the trays. They ate like elephants.  
 
    “Is our food any better than the Kraitians paste?” Cyran asked at the end of the meal.  
 
    “Oh, definitely. Quite delicious, thank you,” she admitted.  
 
    “After we left the camps, we decided our food had to be delicious,” Kulvar said, with a smile.  
 
    “The camps?” she asked, intrigued, looking at Cyran.  
 
    He shook his head with disapproval on his face. “I’ll explain later,” he said, in a cold tone.  
 
    She nodded, with a slight frown, assuming it was related to his past. “Well, you certainly made it. I haven’t eaten like this in quite some time,” she said, smiling at Kulvar. “And I’m not talking about the journey with the Kraitians.”  
 
    “My mate said the same when she got a taste of our food,” he replied, smiling back at her.  
 
    Cyran watched them talk with a frown. She hadn’t smiled at him that way… uninhibited, openly, and he wasn’t sure he liked it.  
 
    He jumped to his feet. “I’ll take you back to my chambers,” he announced, stretching his hand to take hers.  
 
    She stared at his hand for a few moments before she looked at him. “So soon?” she asked, dreading the idea of going back to his room and all that meant.  
 
    For some strange reason, she felt safe amongst his men, which was crazy, since she could tell they would die for him. Their loyalty was unmistakable.  
 
    “Yes… They all have work to do,” he said, with a deep frown as he stared intently at his men.  
 
    They all jumped to his feet and mumbled some gibberish before they left the room.  
 
    “You didn’t have to make them leave,” Sandra grumbled as she stood.  
 
    “I didn’t.”  
 
    “Of course, you did,” she insisted, as she walked towards the door, knowing she wouldn’t make him change his mind.  
 
    Flashes of their last kiss crossed her mind, and she wondered how the hell was she going to resist him if he kissed her again? She would lose all her credibility if she melted in his arms after all her speech about rape and being forced against her will.  
 
    “I would like to do some stretching before going to bed. Is it possible?” she asked, desperate to buy herself some time.  
 
    He glanced at her amused. “Yes, if that’s what you want. It will allow me to see what that’s all about,” he replied with a mischievous grin.  
 
    She gulped but nodded as if she didn’t have a worry in the world. “It will be my pleasure to show you.”  
 
    “I’ll take you to the training area. I’m sure it’s more appropriate,” Cyran suggested, turning left in the next hallway.  
 
    “Thank you,” she replied, holding back the sigh of relief struggling to come out.  
 
    He opened a door in the middle of the hallway and invited her to come in. The place looked like a dojo, with matted floors and mirrored walls. But there was no training device anywhere in the room.  
 
    “What do you train in here?” she asked, curious.  
 
    “Whatever you need. You just need to select your preference and the devices will be pulled up from the storage room,” he explained.  
 
    “Nice…” she said, impressed.  
 
    “Do you need anything?” he offered.  
 
    “No… In yoga, you basically use your body.”  
 
    He took a seat on the floor, his back against the wall. “Let’s see it.”  
 
    She nodded. Doing yoga right after a meal wasn’t that smart, but she would start with a few simple stretching. She needed to stay away from the bedroom as much as she could.  
 
    “Don’t you need a special attire for that?” he asked her before she started.  
 
    “Well… yes, a tunic isn’t very appropriate, but I’ll manage,” she admitted.  
 
    “What do you need?”  
 
    “A suit… the kind that clings to your body like a second skin,” she explained.  
 
    He jumped to his feet and walked to a small cabinet she hadn’t noticed and took something out from it. “Will this do? It comes in one size only and stretches to fit your body,” he explained, handing her what looked like a spandex suit.  
 
    “Yes, that should be perfect.”  
 
    “Put it on,” he handed her the black suit.  
 
    She looked around, looking for a place to put the suit on. “Where?” she asked, with a slight frown.  
 
    “Right here,” he said with a naughty grin. “I’m sure you’re not ashamed of your body, right?”  
 
    “No, but that doesn’t mean I’ll show it around for anybody to see,” she grumbled.  
 
    “I’m not anybody, I’m your life partner… soon, I’ll know your body as well as I know my own,” he promised, his tone a little huskier than usual.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    Sandra looked at him with her lips pursed, considering her options. She could say no, but that would probably mean they would go back to the bedroom, canceling the training session. That was the last thing she wanted.  
 
    Saying yes, on the other hand… her heart thundered in her chest at the possibility of taking her clothes off in front of him. She wasn’t sure she was ready for that. But she would soon find out.  
 
    She grabbed the suit and turned her back to him, her heart thundering hard in her chest. She lifted her feet one at a time and put them into the leg openings, pulling it up to her waist while raising the tunic. She let the jumpsuit hang at her waist while she pulled the tunic up over her head. Quickly sliding her arms into the suit, Sandra shrugged it up over her shoulders. She did it all with her back to him.  
 
    She heard the low growl from Cylan but decided to ignore it as she finished zipping the suit, up to her neck. Well, that was a perfect fit, a true second-skin feeling. It clung to every single curve of her body.  
 
    “Perfect!” he said, in a cheerful tone.  
 
    She gulped and finally dared to turn around and meet his eyes. He was sitting down again and his eyes were glued to her voluptuous curves. No matter how much exercise and dieting she did, she never managed to get her curves a little less conspicuous.  
 
    His hungry eyes roaming over her got an immediate response from her body. Her nipples hardened and pushed the thin fabric, letting him know she was sexually aware in his presence.  
 
    This unwanted attraction warred with her outrage at her situation. Sandra couldn’t forget how she was ripped from her life, held captive, and sold like a piece of meat. Nothing could erase that from her memory. 
 
    Feeling the heat coloring her cheeks, she faced the nearest mirror and started the warmup exercises. It took her a while to calm down and focus on what she was doing but after a while, her years of practice kicked in, and she could fully concentrate on her yoga.  
 
    She started slow, but a few minutes later she was fully stretching her body and doing her favorite poses: the dolphin plank pose, the revolved triangle pose, and a few others. She finished her session with some relaxing poses, and when she finally opened her eyes and looked at him, she realized he hadn’t missed any of her movements.  
 
    “That seems complicated,” he said when she started to get up.  
 
    “It’s a matter of discipline and practice,” she replied.  
 
    “I had never seen someone with a full skeleton as flexible as you,” he added.  
 
    “There are humans a lot more flexible than me. It’s all a matter of how you train your body,” she explained.  
 
    He nodded. “Are you done?”  
 
    She wanted to say no, but he seemed impatient, and she decided not to push her luck. “Yes, I’m done, thank you.”  
 
    Cyran jumped to his feet and walked towards her, not even trying to hide his hard-on. The past minutes had been torturous. Watching her move on the floor in front of him, each pose giving him another view of her luscious body, her increasingly strong scent intoxicating him to the point he thought he would come in his pants without her even touching him.  
 
    No female ever had such an effect on him.  
 
    With each step closer, her scent became more evident, flaring his nostrils and hardening his cock. He was starting to doubt he would be able to resist that night, not to mention the next few he needed to withstand before he could make her his.  
 
    “It’s time to get some rest. Let’s go back to my chambers,” he said, sliding an arm around her waist and guiding her out of the training room. 
 
    “I would like to have another bath if you don’t mind,” she asked him as they walked into his chambers.  
 
    “That’s a good idea. We can share it,” he said with a lustful grin.  
 
    She turned to look at him, shocked. “What?” she asked, with a strangled tone.  
 
    “What better way of getting to know each other than bathing together?” he asked, cocking his brows, in fake innocence.  
 
    “I can think of a million other ways,” she protested.  
 
    “I’m sure you can,” he replied, with a sassy smirk. “But we’re doing this my way.”  
 
    “Bathing is a very intimate activity…”  
 
    “Not really. At the camps we were all put in a large room, naked and hosed with cold water. There was no place for privacy or shame,” he said in a harsh tone.  
 
    His words changed her focus completely. She stopped worrying about the bath to worry about those camps. “It’s the second time you and your men mention those camps. Will you tell me more about them?” she asked, furrowing her eyebrows.  
 
    “Do you want to know more about them?” he asked, with a snarky tone, as if he didn’t believe her interest to be real.  
 
    “Yes, I want to know more about them,” she assured him, sure that information would help her to understand the male standing in front of her.  
 
    “I’ll make you a deal: we bathe together, and I’ll tell you all you want to know,” he proposed.  
 
    She looked at him with a frown, pursing her lips with displeasure. He was putting her in an impossible situation. If she refused, he would say she had no real interest in knowing more about him.  
 
    “Very well. Let’s bathe. Just bathe,” she clarified.  
 
    He let out a burst of amused laughter. “Yes, just bath promised.”  
 
    She walked towards the bathroom and he followed her. Once there, he got rid of his clothes at light speed and entered the shower stall, activating the water system before he turned around and faced her, his cock in full display, hard and erected.  
 
    Sandra did her best not to look at him while she took off her clothes, but when she finally turned around to enter the stall, she had no choice but to look.  
 
    And her heart almost stopped.  
 
    His cock was huge… and thick… and weird… god, like nothing she had ever seen. Slightly darker than his skin tone, it was divided in wide rings covered in rows of round ridges. Any woman’s stimulator dream.  
 
    While she was staring at it, it seemed to grow an inch and get even thicker, and she looked away, sure her face was as red as a beet.  
 
    “See anything you like?” he asked, with a self-confident grin on his face as he looked at her.  
 
    She cleared her throat and walked into the shower, staying as far away from him as possible. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.  
 
    He laughed but didn’t insist. Instead, he picked up a fluffy sponge and poured some liquid soap in it before he closed the distance between them. “Let me help you with your bath,” he said, his tone hoarser than ever.  
 
    “That… was not… in the plans…” she stammered as he rubbed the sponge down her neck all the way to her chest and her hard nipples.  
 
    “We didn’t actually discuss the details,” he replied, lathering her breasts, one by one, ripping a heartfelt moan from her lips.  
 
    The pleasure was so overwhelming she couldn’t hold it back. Cyran was going to drive her insane. She had no doubt.  
 
    But he didn’t stop there. Slowly, he covered every single inch of her body, making sure he didn’t forget anything, clearly relishing the task.  
 
    When he was finally done, he handed her the sponge. “Your turn,” he invited her.  
 
    She stared at the sponge for a few moments before she looked at him. “You want me to bathe you?” she asked, her tone wary.  
 
    “Yes, please.”  
 
    She rinsed the sponge and poured some more soap on it before she started washing him, going over his body as fast as possible. But that didn’t last. He covered her hand and slowed her.  
 
    “There’s no hurry,” he said, moving her hand in slow circles over his chest.  
 
    Sandra gulped but did as he told her, not daring to take her hand from underneath his. He guided her most of the time, especially when it was his cock’s turn. It shuddered so much that for a moment she was sure it vibrated. Impossible, right?  
 
    Washing his back was a lot less stressing, and she actually enjoyed looking over his intricate inks. When she was done, she put the sponge in its place and turned to look at him.  
 
    He was already waiting for her holding the soap to wash her hair.  
 
    It was probably the hottest thing that was ever done to her that didn’t include sex. Damn… his long fingers massaging her scalp felt like paradise. If she had been in a tub, she would have melted away.  
 
    When he rinsed the soap from her hair, she almost groaned in complaint. He handed her the soap but changed his mind before she could grab it.  
 
    “You’re too short to wash my hair,” he explained at her surprise.  
 
    “Right…” she watched him wash his hair for a few moments before she snapped out of the enchantment and decided it was time to leave the bathroom.  
 
    She didn’t go very far, though. He blocked her exit and quickly finished rinsing the soap out of his gray hair.  
 
    “Is the color of your hair a sign of aging?” she asked, curious, but also trying not to think of the hard cock still dangling between his legs.  
 
    “No, we’re born with gray hair,” he replied, cocking one of his brows. “Your hair changes color?”  
 
    “Yes… sadly, it will slowly change to a gray tone like yours,” she said scowling.  
 
    “Why, sadly? Don’t you like it?”  
 
    “It looks great on you… in my case, it will be a sign I’m growing old,” she explained.  
 
    “I’m sure you’ll grow old beautifully,” he said, grazing her cheek before he turned off the water.  
 
    She shrugged. “Who knows what will happen?”  
 
    “Right… we weren’t supposed to live beyond a few years… but things don’t always end up as they are supposed,” he agreed.  
 
    “I’m guessing you’re talking about the camps. You promised you would tell me about them,” she pointed out, with a slight frown.  
 
    The more she heard about those camps, the more she hated them.  
 
    “And I’ll keep my promise,” he assured her before he leaned over and stole a tiny kiss from her luscious lips.  
 
    Startled, she took a step back, knowing she wouldn’t be able to resist much more if he kissed her again. And she would hate herself for surrendering herself to him so easily.  
 
    Cyran watched the struggle in her gorgeous eyes, and for a moment he wished to ignore all the alerts and take his seduction to the next level, sure she would give herself to him.  
 
    Her scent had spiked in a matter of seconds, and now, he knew she was aroused, not scared.  
 
    But for some reason, he was sure that would be a huge mistake. She wasn’t ready to admit her attraction to him, and forcing her might push her back rather than bring her closer.  
 
    So, he kissed her again, a tiny kiss meant to provoke her before he handed her a towel and grabbed one for himself.  
 
    “We can talk while we’re in bed,” he said, as if he wasn’t hard, on the verge of coming spontaneously.  
 
    “In bed?” she asked as she dried her hair.  
 
    “Yes… isn’t that the right word? The platform where you usually sleep?” he asked, as he dried his body and put on some indecent underwear he pulled from one of the compartments in the bathroom.  
 
    “Yes… it’s the right word,” she replied impatiently. “Are you sure you want to talk in bed? Don’t you have a living room or something?” she asked, dreading the idea of being in bed with him.  
 
    That might lead to more intimate scenarios she was trying to avoid.  
 
    “Yes… there’s a room where we hang out when not doing anything, but I would rather have some privacy while discussing my past,” he replied, handing her a thin tunic that wouldn’t cover much, but would be better than nothing.  
 
    She put it on and followed him into the bedroom. “Well… yes… it’s just that I’m not that sleepy,” she insisted.  
 
    She would do whatever it took to stay away from the bed.  
 
    “You’re aware that I can take you as easily in bed as on the couch, right?” he whispered in her ear, sending chills down her spine.  
 
    She cleared her throat as she stepped away from him. “I know,” she grumbled.  
 
    “Of course, you do,” he mocked her. “But, if it makes you feel better, we can go there for a while. I’ll tell my men to use another room for their gatherings,” he added, with a sigh, as if it would bother them to do so.  
 
    She doubted it, so she pretended she hadn’t understood his insinuation. "Thank you, that’s very kind of you.”  
 
    He sighed louder and handed her a robe. “Put that on… there’s no need to share your… attributes with the rest of the crew,” he grumbled, walking to the door.  
 
    She quickly put the robe on and followed him out, not wanting him to change his mind.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    It took Sandra a while to find the room. The hallways all looked alike, and she couldn’t read the signs written on the walls.  
 
    The place was empty, but the moment she walked in, an android entered from the kitchen area.  
 
    “Would you like something to eat?” the robot asked.  
 
    “Yes, please. I’m hungry.”  
 
    “Please, take a seat. I’ll bring you some food.”  
 
    She nodded and walked towards the main table, taking a seat at it.  
 
    She was looking around when the one Cyran called Kulvar came in.  
 
    “Josh… bring me something to eat, please,” he yelled towards the kitchen before he noticed Sandra was there.  
 
    “Hi, hadn’t seen you there…” he said with a bright smile.  
 
    “I was hungry… I’m not sure I’m supposed to be here…” she said, realizing she had acted freely.  
 
    He shrugged. “If you’re hungry, then yes, this is the right place for you to be in,” he assured her.  
 
    “Are you sure? Perhaps, I was supposed to wait for Cyran to pick me up…” the last thing she wanted was to break some unwritten rule or something.  
 
    “Did he tell you not to leave the room?” he asked, smiling.  
 
    She furrowed her brows. “No… he didn’t…”  
 
    “Then, you’re safe. Enjoy your meal,” he said, pointing at the food being brought out.  
 
    The android was pushing the same cart he had brought the night before, though this time, there was a lot less food on it.  
 
    He also brought three juice jugs, and Kulvar encouraged her to try them all.  
 
    “My mate prefers this one,” he said, pointing at the purple one. “She says it tastes almost like strawberries. No idea what that is, but you should know.”  
 
    She looked at him, surprised. “Your mate is human?” she asked.  
 
    “Yes, she is. I thought Cyran told you.”  
 
    She shook her head. “He mentioned that you had used the same auction to find your life partner, but he didn’t say she was human, too.”  
 
    He smiled. “She is… I’m sure you two will become good friends. You seem to have a lot in common.”  
 
    The idea of having another human female to spend time with was nice, but she would have to be careful not to become too attached to any of those people. She would escape them the minute she had a chance, and she would not let anything stand in her way.  
 
    “That would be nice,” she replied with a polite smile.  
 
    They were finishing their meal when Cyran walked in. He seemed to be looking for someone… probably her.  
 
    “I was looking for you,” he said, confirming her suspicions.  
 
    “I got hungry,” she replied, uncertain of his reaction.  
 
    “Then, you came to the right place,” he glanced at Kulvar. “You were hungry too?” he asked, lacing his words with sarcasm.  
 
    Kulvar shrugged. “You know I’m always hungry,” he replied, with a naughty grin, as if amused with Cyran’s reaction.  
 
    Cyran nodded but said nothing else. “We’ll be in Pandora tonight. You can use the training room if you want to. Josh will feed you whenever you feel the need,” he explained.  
 
    “Thank you.”  
 
    “If you need me, just press any of the buttons on the screens scattered along the hallways. The computer will put you in touch with me.”  
 
    “Thank you, that’s very helpful. I’ll try not to bother.”  
 
    “You won’t. I’ll see you around.”  
 
    He left the room before she had a chance to say anything else, and Kulvar followed him a few moments later.  
 
    She lingered a little longer at the table, not sure what to think of Cyran’s offer. She was sure he would follow her around the same way he had done the day before. 
 
    She finished her juice and got up. Josh immediately showed up and cleared the table.  
 
    “Thank you, Josh, the food was delicious.”  
 
    “We’re here to serve,” he said before he disappeared into the kitchen.  
 
    With nothing else to do, she decided to go back to the training room. She could use some exercise, and it would keep her mind occupied on something else other than the puzzling man that had bought her.  
 
    It was easier for her to find the training room. Once there, she looked for another of the suits he had given her the night before and quickly changed into it.  
 
    A few moments later, she was training intensively, pushing her body to the limits, desperate to keep busy and think of anything else.  
 
    After a long while, her body strained and sweaty, she finally stopped and sat on the floor, breathing hard.  
 
    She missed Shannon. So much, she pulled the cell phone and stared at the small device as if she could send her vibes to her sister through it. She wanted to know she was alright, that she wasn’t being abused or locked up in another cell.  
 
    Her sister could be a bit of a troublemaker, and that could turn against her in her current situation.  
 
    She turned on the device, looked it all over just to make sure her sister hadn’t been able to send any message and finally putting it away when she confirmed it didn’t have anything.  
 
    Deciding it was time to grab a bite, she walked back to Cyran’s room for a quick shower before going back to the meals’ room. She was coming out of the bathroom drying her hair, completely naked when the bedroom door swished open to admit him.  
 
    Startled, she covered herself as best as she could with the towel. “What the hell are you doing here?” 
 
    He smiled, amused, leaning against the door. “This was my room, last time I checked.”  
 
    “Yes… I mean… you surprised me… I wasn’t expecting you…” she mumbled.  
 
    “It’s alright. I came to pick you up. Josh told me you haven’t eaten all day.”  
 
    She frowned. “Of course, I did… you saw me…” she replied, confused.  
 
    “That was this morning. It’s time for the night meal already.”  
 
    “That’s impossible… how long does a day last for you?”  
 
    “Twenty-eight hours. You ate twelve hours ago,” he assured her.  
 
    Her frown became deeper. Could it be possible? She had unplugged from the world around her, but she didn’t think that much time had gone by. “I lost track of time…” she admitted.  
 
    No wonder she was feeling so tired.  
 
    “Put some clothes on. We’ll be arriving at Pandora in a couple of hours, we have enough time to eat,” he told her.  
 
    “Yes… I won’t be long.” She picked one of the tunics he had brought for her and remembered she wanted to talk to him about shoes. “Don’t you have something for me to wear on my feet? The flooring around here is a bit cold,” she explained.  
 
    “Not on board. Your feet are too small. You’ll have to wear children’s shoes.”  
 
    “Oh… yes, I hadn’t thought of that…” she admitted.  
 
    “I can carry you if you find the floor so cold,” he suggested.  
 
    She shook her head. “No… it’s alright. It’s not that cold.”  
 
    He shrugged. “Let’s go then.”  
 
    The rest of the crew was already there, waiting, and Josh brought the food out the minute they sat down. Like the night before, she had a great time eating and watching them tease each other, even though she was feeling incredibly tired.  
 
    At some point, her eyes closed, and her head almost plunged into her plate. She stopped just in time.  
 
    “You’re tired,” Cyran said in a scolding tone. 
 
    She blushed a little. “Yes… I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to be rude…” she apologized.  
 
    “How long were you in the training room?” he asked with a slight frown.  
 
    “I lost track of time…” she replied.  
 
    He got up and picked her in his arms. “I’ll take you to bed. You need to get some rest,” he said as he left the room with her.  
 
    “But… you said we would… arrive in a few hours…” she protested, yawning.  
 
    “We will… but we can spend the night here.”  
 
    “I don’t want to cause any trouble…” she assured him, yawning again.  
 
    “You won’t.”  
 
    He took her to bed and tucked her in. “Get some sleep, I’ll see you later.”  
 
    Sandra closed her eyes and allowed the overwhelming exhaustion to take her right into Morpheus’ arms. She had never felt so tired in her life, which probably meant she had overdone it in the training room. If you added all the emotional stress she had experienced, her collapse wasn’t that surprising.  
 
    When she woke up, she was still alone in bed. For a moment, she thought not much time had passed, but when she looked out of the small window, she realized there was sunlight out there and not the eternal night sky of outer space.  
 
    She turned around in bed to see if he had slept in bed with her, and she found his mark on the pillow. He had been there, but she hadn’t even noticed it.  
 
    With a slight frown, she searched for the cell phone she always carried with her, sighing with relief when she found it still in her pocket. Cyran hadn’t found it.  
 
    She jumped out of bed and went looking out of the window. Her first sight of Pandora was incredible. She wasn’t sure what to expect, especially since this was her first landing on a different planet, but this wasn’t it.  
 
    The docking bay was an opened area, looking over a magnificent beach with the bluest waters. The city itself lay not far from the beach, with its ample streets and short buildings. None was taller than two stories, as far as she could see and between each building, there were trees, bushes, and gardens.  
 
    It was a pretty good version of paradise.  
 
    “Do you like what you see?” he asked her, startling her.  
 
    She turned to look at him, her heart thundering in her chest. “Yes… is this Pandora?” she asked, to confirm.  
 
    “Yes, it is. It took us a lot of work and time to make it this way, but it was worth all the effort we put into it,” he said with evident pride.  
 
    She nodded, with a hint of a smile.  
 
    “You didn’t have to stay with me…” she mumbled, a bit embarrassed.  
 
    “You’re my mate. My place is with you,” he said, shrugging.  
 
    “You barely know me…” she protested, her heart stopping for a second at the word ‘mate.’  
 
    It was the first time he had used it, referring to her.  
 
    “I believe I’ve grown to know you a lot, since we met, my dear Sandra,” he said, in a firm tone. “Now… would you like to have something to eat before we head home? You barely ate last night.”  
 
    She was hungry, but she could wait. Unless… “How far is your house?” she asked.  
 
    “A few minutes away, at the edge of the city.”  
 
    “I can wait for us to get there,” she assured him, but her stomach growled, denying her words.  
 
    He chuckled. “Why don’t you grab a bite from the food Josh prepared for you? It will make you feel better, I’m sure. There’s no hurry.”  
 
    “Thank you,” she accepted, embarrassed with her body reactions.  
 
    “Take a shower and change into the clothes I got for you and meet me at the meals’ room,” he instructed her. “Take your time. As I said, there’s no hurry.”  
 
    She nodded and watched him leave the room, trying to figure him out. After their start, she hadn’t expected him to be like this… thoughtful, understanding, and patient.  
 
    Despite her bravado that first night, she had expected him to ignore her words, shove her in bed, and take what he had paid for. But he hadn’t. He was giving her what she had asked for: time to get to know him.  
 
    She rubbed her face, confused and overwhelmed, not sure what to think of the man that saw nothing wrong at buying a life partner and yet respected her wishes. She wished she could reach out to Shannon and talk things over with her.  
 
    She always turned to her twin for advice, even if she knew they wouldn’t see eye to eye on the subject. Defending her point of view usually gave her the confidence she needed.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    Fortunately, by the time they reach the room, there was no one around. A few couches were scattered around the room, with some tables organized in a very cozy arrangement. It was a lot better than she expected.  
 
    He threw himself onto a couch and patted the cushion next to him. “Join me,” he invited her.  
 
    And she couldn’t help saying to herself: ‘said the spider to the fly.’  
 
    Taking a deep breath, she sat next to him keeping as much distance as possible between them. He hadn’t bothered to put on any other clothing, and his hard-on was still quite evident.  
 
    “What do you want to know?” he asked in a stern tone.  
 
    He didn’t want to discuss his past with her. That told her how much he had wanted to take a bath with her, and she almost smiled.  
 
    In fact, she was a bit surprised at the whole thing. Judging by the way he had taken her to the bedroom as soon as they had set foot on the vessel, she hadn’t expected him to agree with her request. She had been sure he was going to throw her in bed and rape her. After all, he had bought her. He truly believed he was entitled to act like that.  
 
    “All you can tell me about those camps you and your men keep mentioning,” she asked, not sure that would be any easier for him.  
 
    “They are called Outcasts Camps, and they are on Wodani planet, in the most inhospitable area of the planet. They were formed by the people from the planet Dathomir,” he started.  
 
    “What for?” she asked, sensing she had heard that name before, but not sure where.  
 
    “They needed a place where they could dump their outcasts,” he explained, conveying all the scorn and disdain he felt for the Dathomirians.  
 
    “How do you become an outcast?” she asked, with a slight frown, starting to think this was even worse than expected.  
 
    “You are born as a twin, but with the wrong genes, the wrong DNA,” he replied.  
 
    “What? You can’t be serious!” she shouted, so great was her shock.  
 
    “Unfortunately, I can. Although couples that give birth to twins are not the majority, the number that does is significant. Only one of the babies is accepted, and the other one becomes an outcast and sent to the camps,” he continued.  
 
    “Who determines which baby has the ‘wrong genes’?” she asked, lacing her words with the horror she was feeling.  
 
    “The doctors, at birth. The baby carrying what they have determined to be the wrong genes is taken away from the parents and immediately sent to the camps.”  
 
    “Right at birth? And parents allow it?”  
 
    “They can choose: send the baby to the camps, or the whole family joins the baby at the camps.”  
 
    “How many people do that? How many people go with their newborn?” she asked, barely hiding her rage.  
 
    “I’ve only known a few. I was told most people would rather send the baby. They knew they were sent to the camps to die. Most children didn’t live longer than a rotation… some just a few…” he explained.  
 
    “Why? What’s the matter with the so-called ‘wrong genes’? Do they carry some dangerous disease or something of the sort?” she asked, outraged with the whole thing.  
 
    “No. If allowed to mix with the right genes, it would alter the species perfect and pure DNA.”  
 
    She jumped to her feet, unable to stay still as she ranted. “You have to be kidding me. Who the hell invented such a law? Why did people accept it? How come nobody stood up for those babies and demanded justice? What kind of people are they?”  
 
    Cyran looked at her, a bit surprised. He had been expecting her to be sympathetic, maybe even a bit shocked with his story, but he had never expected such outrage, such rage. She was furious at the Dathomirians.  
 
    “It was a king, a few hundred rotations ago.”  
 
    “This has been going on for so long? And no one ever did anything to put an end to it?” she couldn’t believe it.  
 
    He rubbed his chin, still trying to understand her reaction. “Apparently, the new king abolished the law and ordered them to shut down the camps and take those still living there back to Dathomir,” he replied, and his doubts seeped through his tone.  
 
    “You don’t believe it,” she concluded, taking back her seat.  
 
    “No, I don’t. There’s almost no one living at the camps. We’ve been rescuing them regularly and taking them to our side of the planet, to a city we called Pandora,” he explained. “I believe his motives have more to do with Pandora than the law itself.”  
 
    She frowned, a little confused. “I thought you were one of the outcast babies.”  
 
    “I was. When I was around ten rotations, I gathered a small group of friends and we escaped the camps. We spent a few rotations wandering the frozen steppes and the dense woods until we settled down in Pandora, near the ocean.”  
 
    “Ten? How long is a rotation?” she asked, astounded.  
 
    “The time that takes the planet to go around the sun.”  
 
    “How far away is the sun from your planet?”  
 
    “We’re the fourth planet from the solar system. Dathomir is the third.”  
 
    She shook her head with disbelief. “This is unbelievable.”  
 
    “Kids were taken to Wodani to die. They weren’t supposed to live that long. The food is just enough to keep you alive, as well as the heating and the clothing. People in charge of the camps won’t move a finger to help a sick child or even an injured one. They couldn’t care less.”  
 
    “That’s outrageous… shameful…”  
 
    “I know… and after we built Pandora, word got out, and the rest of the quadrant learned about the Dathomir ways.”  
 
    “And you think that’s what is really behind the abolishment of the law,” she quickly concluded.  
 
    “That and the veins of precious metal we uncovered in Pandora,” he added, with a cynical scowl.  
 
    “I wouldn’t be surprised… at all. They want to cover up their shit.”  
 
    “Yes… I’m sure they will soon establish new laws regarding those born with the ‘wrong genes.’ They are just moving their prison.”  
 
    “My people have done a lot of bad things during our history, but certainly nothing like this. It goes beyond my description of cruelty.”  
 
    “Some of us managed to survive and make a good life, despite their evil plans,” he pointed out.  
 
    “What will you do?” she asked, sincerely interested.  
 
    “I have spies on Dathomir. Right now, they are trying to find out all they can about what’s going on, what are the king’s real intentions.”  
 
    “Why the change of heart? Why now?”  
 
    “It’s a new king. The old one died a few spans ago,” he explained. “This was his first move as crowned king.”  
 
    That might change things. “Don’t you think there’s a real possibility that he’s being honest?” she asked, though she too had serious doubts.  
 
    “No, not really, but I’ll wait and see. I was told he will be visiting the camps soon.”  
 
    “You’re not happy with that visit,” she concluded, surprisingly reading him clearly.  
 
    “No, I’m not, since I still don’t know what’s on his mind. People in charge of the camps had refused to accept the new law. They’re running the place the same as always, even when some of the new babies were taken back by the parents, right after the law was abolished.”  
 
    “They won’t relinquish their power,” she stated.  
 
    “Exactly, and their hands are stained with too much blood,” he said, with hatred evident in every word.  
 
    “Why are there still people living at the camps?” she asked, with a slight frown.  
 
    “Some are too used to living under their rules; they are too afraid to escape. The last couple that escaped had been invited to join us several times and had refused, too afraid to believe us. They only escaped because they fell for each other, and they weren’t allowed to be together at the camps,” he explained. “Bad blood must not have the chance to breed.”  
 
    “How the hell did you survive all that?” she asked, astonished.  
 
    He shrugged. “I was not about to allow a stupid law to determine the way I live my life,” he said blatantly.  
 
    “I can’t imagine life without Shannon. She’s a part of me… being away from her and not being able to contact her is terrible. I can’t even start imagining how it must be for you.”  
 
    “You can’t miss what you never had,” he pointed out in a cold tone.  
 
    “I’m sure you feel the loss…” she insisted, and the shine in his eyes told her he did, but the words never came from his lips.  
 
    “Is there anything else you would like to know?” he asked instead.  
 
    She thought about it, not ready to go to bed, with him, but nothing came to mind. She was overwhelmed.  
 
    “No… I don’t think so…” she admitted, reluctant.  
 
    He jumped to his feet and stretched his hand to take hers. “Great… I’m tired.”  
 
    She put her hand in his, reluctantly and allowed him to drag her back to his room.  
 
    “Get in bed,” he ordered, and she opened her mouth to utter a loud protest, but he didn’t let her. He covered her mouth with his hand. “We’re going to sleep, nothing else, female,” he clarified, impatiently. “Now, just get in bed before I change my mind and take what’s mine.”  
 
    She looked at him in the eyes for a moment before she got rid of the robe and crawled under the bed covers. She trusted him… a little… but she didn’t trust the passion that sizzled between them; that was for sure.  
 
    He jumped into bed and cuddled up against her, pulling her as close as possible. “Now, sleep,” he ordered.  
 
    But how the hell was she supposed to sleep while feeling his hard cock pressed against her ass-cheeks? Talk about a distraction! 
 
    She squirmed and tossed for a while until he threw a leg over her hips. “Stay still, please… you’re making it hard to keep my word to you,” he grumbled in her ear.  
 
    She lay still, immediately.  
 
    “Of course, if that’s what you want, I can change my mind,” he said, sliding his coarse tongue up and down her earlobe, sending blasts of thrill through her and hardening her perky peaks.  
 
    “No… I’m fine…” she replied, quickly.  
 
    He bit her lobe gently. “Are you sure?” he asked, his cock feeling harder against her.  
 
    “Yes… I’m sure,” she insisted, though she was sure he could sense her arousal.  
 
    He drew a trail of hot kisses down her neck before he stopped. “Then, stay still and sleep. I won’t force you to do anything you don’t want,” he assured her, sliding his leg away from her.  
 
    She took a deep breath and closed her eyes, making a conscious effort to relax and sleep. She used all her relaxing methods, and she must have fallen asleep at some point because when she came back to her senses, she was alone in bed and in the room as far as she could tell.  
 
    She stretched and stared at the ceiling for a while thinking of the  recent past events.  
 
    Cyran had proven to be a complicated man… male… alien… God, she didn’t even know what to call him. The story he had told her last night had shown her a very intimate side of him she had never expected to see from the man that bought her in a damn auction.  
 
    Clearly, people around here had different values, if they saw these auctions as something normal and usual, but she had to admit things hadn’t been that different back on Earth for a very long, long time.  
 
    The feudal lords owned those living underneath their care, and they sold people as if selling bread. Of course, they had left those years behind, but apparently, people around these parts hadn’t.  
 
    Sandra didn’t like it, but there wasn’t much she could do about it.  
 
    Feeling hungry, she jumped out of bed and went straight to the bathroom for a quick shower. She knew she was making up for all the times she had craved a bath and had been denied one, but she didn’t care. He had told her she could bathe as much as she wanted and she planned on taking his word for it.  
 
    Once done, she searched the room for clothes and wasn’t surprised to see he had left some for her over a chair.  
 
    She put on a dark chocolate tunic and combed her hair in a braid she tied with some laces she found in a drawer. That done, she opened the door to make sure there was no one around and went looking for the cell phone her sister had given her.  
 
    She wasn’t expecting to get news from her so soon, but she wanted to keep it with her all the time… just in case.  
 
    She slid the device into a small pocket in the tunic and went looking for the meals’ room. She needed to discuss underwear and shoes with Cyran. Wandering around barefoot wasn’t that nice when the floor was metallic and kind of cold.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
    She met him just a few minutes after he left the room. She didn’t want to wear on his patience with such silly matters. Josh had already brought out the food and rather than just a few bites to calm her hunger, he had brought out the usual feast.  
 
    She took a seat in front of Cyran and poured herself a glass of the purple juice. It really tasted like strawberries and had become her favorite so far.  
 
    “I’m glad to see you enjoy our food,” he said while he put the food on his plate. 
 
    “It’s quite delicious and not so different from the food we have back on Earth. It looks different, and the flavors are a bit stronger, but I can easily grow used to it,” she assured him as she put a substantial amount of food on her plate.  
 
    He nodded, pleased to see her enjoy her food.  
 
    They left the vessel a few minutes later and boarded a hovering vehicle that drove them across the city.  
 
    The houses looked even prettier with amazing gardens around them. It was quite a paradise.  
 
    “We tried to give our people the homes they didn’t have while growing up at the camps,” he explained, noticing her interest in the houses. It took us a while, but I believe we’ve done a pretty good job.”  
 
    “It’s quite beautiful,” she agreed. “How long did it take your people to build this city?” she asked, curious.  
 
    “Around twenty rotations.”  
 
    “Where do you live?”  
 
    “Just at the edge of town, over a small hill,” he explained.  
 
    “It sounds nice,” she said, looking around, trying to figure out where it was as she tried to memorize the route he was using to get to his place.  
 
    “You’ll see it soon enough,” he assured her.  
 
    And she did. More than a house, it looked like a small palace, looking over the city, behind fortified walls and substantial security measures.  
 
    “You live here?” she asked when the gates were opened to let them in.  
 
    That would make escaping a bit harder.  
 
    “Yes… this is my house. I told my men I didn’t want anything this big, but they insisted. So, they added a bunker underneath it so all the people in town could have a place to hide safely, in case of need,” he explained.  
 
    “You’re their leader,” she concluded, astounded. “But… you were only ten when you left the camps… you led them out?”  
 
    “Yes… I told you so,” he replied.  
 
    “You did… I thought you had left with the older kids at the camps…” she explained, with a slight frown.  
 
    “I led them out, yes, and they turned me into their leader.”  
 
    “And now you live here,” she said, as he stopped the vehicle at the main door.  
 
    “Yes, and so will you.”  
 
    The house was huge, but still had that warmth you find in a home. Furniture was there to be used, not merely on display.  
 
    “I usually have my friends over all the time. The house is way too big for me,” he explained as he guided her up the stairs. “I’ll show you to our room, and then you can explore the place. I have a few things I need to check.”  
 
    He opened the first door on the right, just at the beginning of the hallway. The room was actually a suite, and they were standing in a small living room with a few small couches and armchairs scattered around a couple of tables. A large floor to ceiling window opened up to what looked like a luscious, colorful garden.  
 
    “Make yourself at home. I’ll see you later.” 
 
    She watched him leave in silence, and with a sigh, she decided to look around. The bathroom was huge and even had a big tub in the middle of it. The bedroom had the biggest bed she had ever seen in her life and not much more, but she loved the place.  
 
    She would have loved it more if it wasn’t his bedroom, but she knew her chances of getting a room for herself were null. He wanted her with him, and he wouldn’t budge on that.  
 
    Feeling safe enough, she pulled her cell phone from its hiding place and checked it. No messages yet.  
 
    She sighed and wished she could do something to get in touch with her sister. The wait was killing her. And being around Cyran was confusing her. He was not the man she had expected, and she was afraid she might fall for the man she was getting to know.  
 
    She rubbed her face and decided to take a better look at the phone. She might not be a tech geek like Shannon, but she had learned a few things. Perhaps, she needed to widen the device’s range… anything to make sure Shannon would be able to reach her when she was ready.  
 
    The device was running out of battery. Sandra looked it over, trying to find out how to recharge it and found some tiny cells on its back that looked a lot like sun powered cells. She walked out to the small terrace, just outside the living room and exposed the device to the sunlight and checked the screen to see if she had been right about it.  
 
    She had. The battery was getting charged very fast. A few moments later, it was fully charged, and she could look at its functions and definitions.  
 
    Shannon had done a pretty good job reprograming the device, and it took her some time to find what she was looking for. With patience, she accessed the device’s programming, allowing the device to pinpoint her location. This way, Shannon would be able to track the com device more easily. That done, she hacked the city’s communication system, assigning the device an ID.  
 
    She hoped that would make things easier for Shannon, but at that point, she wasn’t sure. She built all the firewalls and hacking defenses she had learned from her sister and put away the device, feeling a bit more optimistic about the whole thing.  
 
    It was time for her to check around her new temporary house. With luck, she would be out of there soon.  
 
    She counted ten bedrooms before she gave up on counting them. Some had some personal items in them, others were clearly not occupied. The place was a lot bigger than she thought and it was so clean she wondered how, since she hadn’t seen a single person around.  
 
    But her questions were answered when she reached the kitchen area. There were a few androids, just like Josh, the one from the vessel, working there.  
 
    “Welcome. May we help you?” one of them asked, not a bit alarmed by her presence.  
 
    “Just looking around,” she replied, smiling.  
 
    “The next meal will be served in a couple of hours. We’ll let you know,” the android told her.  
 
    “Thank you. I’ll be around.”  
 
    After checking most of the ground floor, she decided to wander the gardens and look for an unguarded exit. She might need one, someday and she should start looking ahead of that time, right?  
 
    The gardens were too damn big. It took her what felt like an hour to get to the outside wall. Though she hadn’t noticed before, the walls were quite tall and impossible to climb with no assistance. Even with some rope and a hook, she doubted she could reach it. She would have to find a door somewhere. One with no guards at it.  
 
    Sighing, she decided to go back to the house, to avoid being questioned by Cyran, in case he came back for lunch.  
 
    The sun was shining high in the sky, but it wasn’t hot. A cool breeze blew around the trees and made the walk quite pleasant.  
 
    Cyran was already waiting for her when she entered the house, along with some of his men. Kulvar wasn’t around. She guessed he had gone back home to see his mate.  
 
    “Did you enjoy your tour?” Cyran asked her.  
 
    “It’s a wonderful house,” she replied with a shy smile.  
 
    “I’m glad you like it.”  
 
    Lunch went by as it did on the vessel, with the men talking and teasing, and she relaxed enough to enjoy the delicious food. They all left when the meal was over, including Cyran. He apologized for leaving her alone when she had just arrived at the house, but they were looking into some essential matters.  
 
    She suspected they were discussing the Dathomir king’s visit.  
 
    “You can have one of the androids drive you to the city. You need to buy yourself some new clothes. I can ask Kulvar’s mate to help you with that,” he suggested before he left.  
 
    “I would hate to bother her,” she said with a slight frown.  
 
    “Nonsense. I’m sure Madeleine will love the opportunity. I’ll call her, and she’ll get in touch with you.”  
 
    “Thank you…” she started saying, but he didn’t allow her to finish. He kissed her lips and walked out of the room.  
 
    “Damn, man…” she mumbled.  
 
    She wasn’t in the mood to meet anyone. Especially, not another woman going through the same problems she was facing.  
 
    But there wasn’t much she could do, right? Not unless she wanted to be tagged as rude and discourteous.  
 
    She would have to put on her best smile and pretend everything was perfect in paradise.  
 
    Sandra sighed and looked around, not sure what to do. She was about to go back to the bedroom when one of the androids arrived with a small device in his hand.  
 
    “You have a call,” he explained, handing her the device.  
 
    That was fast. Sandra picked the device,  and the android pressed a button. “Speak freely,” he told her before he backed away a few steps.  
 
    “Hello?” she said tentatively.  
 
    “God, I can’t believe it’s true!!” the woman that showed up on the screen shouted. “When Kulvar told me I was sure he was fooling around with me. Another human female on Pandora… this is too good to be true,” the vivacious blonde said with a wide smile.  
 
    “Well, I believe you’ve confirmed the news,” Sandra said, amused.  
 
    The other woman laughed out loud. “Girl, I’ll be there in a few minutes. I can’t wait to meet you. This is so perfect!!” she said, ending the call before Sandra could utter another word.  
 
    The android stepped towards her and asked for the device. She handed it, scowling. Cyran clearly didn’t want her with a cell phone. “Thank you.”  
 
    “You can wait for your visit in that room,” he informed her, signaling a door behind her.  
 
    “Perfect.”  
 
    “If you need anything else, all you have to do is press these small panels. There’s one in each room. We’ll answer you immediately.”  
 
    “Thank you, I will.”  
 
    The robot disappeared silently down the hall, and with a deep sigh, she walked to the room he had told her about.  
 
    Madeleine arrived very soon, but she didn’t even enter the house. She wanted to hit the malls, as she said, as quickly as possible.  
 
    “I’m sure you’re eager to get out of the house for a while, right?” she said with a smile.  
 
    A little taller than five feet, Madeleine was a human dynamo. Cheery and always smiling, as if she was the happiest woman in the universe.  
 
    “Well, I’ve only got here this morning,” she replied as they crossed the guarded gates.  
 
    “Ah, yes… right, Kulvar told me Cyran, and you had spent the night on board, though he didn’t give me that many details… his focus was somewhere else if you know what I mean,” she said, with a naughty chuckle.  
 
    She drove across the city while incessantly chatting about everything they came across. She knew everything and apparently, everybody in town. Amazing.  
 
    “How long have you been here?” Sandra managed to ask when she stopped talking to breathe.  
 
    “Six months… it feels as if it had been a whole lifetime, though. This place has become home. Much more than any home I ever had back on Earth,” she said, her tone a lot graver than ever. “Kulvar has changed my life in ways I never thought possible, and I have never been happier.”  
 
    “Even though he bought you?” she asked, not as shocked as she should be.  
 
    She laughed. “Yeah… when we first met, I made sure he knew my feelings about that,” she said with a bright smile. “He was very patient with me and found a way to crawl into my heart.”  
 
    “You would never leave him,” it wasn’t a question, but Madeleine answered it anyway.  
 
    “No, never. My home is here now, with him,” she said, and there wasn’t a hint of doubt in her tone as she parked the vehicle in a parking lot in front of a large group of connected buildings that made up the shopping center.  “We’re here. This is the only mall around here, but they have all you might need,” she assured her as they left the vehicle.  
 
    They spent the rest of the day shopping. Madeleine told her she could buy whatever she wanted, that Cyran had transferred enough credits to buy the whole place if she wanted to.  
 
    Of course, it was an exaggeration, but Sandra took the opportunity to buy some comfortable clothes and underwear as well as shoes. So far, she had been wearing some slippers she had found with her clothes that morning.  
 
    She looked for warm clothes and hiking shoes, just in case Shannon called, and they were able to escape.  
 
    By the time they went back to the palace, the night was falling, and bright stars lit the skies along with a huge blue moon.  
 
    “Sweetheart, it was great meeting you,” Madeleine said, hugging her before she hopped out of the vehicle. “I’m sure we’ll become good friends. I’ll call you one of these days for you to meet the rest of the gang.”  
 
    “Yes… that would be great.”  
 
    She picked up the few bags she had carried with her and hopped out of the vehicle. The rest of the things would be sent later to the palace.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
    Sandra entered the palace and headed straight to the bedroom. She didn’t know if Cyran was back, but she wanted to put away some of the things she had bought.  
 
    She was coming out of the dressing room when Cyran entered the room.  
 
    “Did you have a good day?” he asked her with a faint smile.  
 
    He looked worried.  
 
    “Yes, you were right about Madeleine. We had a lot of fun together,” she said as she watched him rip his clothes off. “How was your day?” she dared to ask.  
 
    “Shitty… join me in the bathroom,” he asked as he grabbed her hand and pulled her along with him.  
 
    By then, he was already naked, and his hard cock was quite obvious.  
 
    She entered the bathroom, reluctantly, not sure what he wanted. But he didn’t give her that much time to think. Instead, he cradled her face and claimed a passionate, mind-blowing kiss from her lips.  
 
    His tongue slid inside her mouth, delving every single inch of it, making sure she could only focus on the passion sizzling between them.  
 
    While his lips devoured hers, his hands kept busy taking off her clothes and getting her as naked as he was.  
 
    Once the clothes were out of his way, he slid his hands up her sides to grasp her perfectly round breasts and knead them for a while.  
 
    She moaned against his lips, pleasure coursing through her as he caressed her breasts, his fingers sweetly torturing her hard nipples, rubbing, pinching and pulling them.  
 
    Slowly, step by step, he took her to the shower stall and activated the warm streams of water, never letting go of her luscious lips, kissing her over and over again, spiraling her arousal to the highest levels.  
 
    One of his hands left her breasts and wandered downwards, across her belly, to cup her mound for a few moments before one finger slid inside her soaked folds… and they weren’t soaked by the water still falling on them.  
 
    God, she had never been so wet in her life. Right now, she didn’t care; she hardly knew the guy, she didn’t care; he had bought her on an auction… damn, she wouldn’t care if he confessed he was the devil himself! All she could think of was the pleasure he was conjuring for her.  
 
    “You want me,” he whispered in her ear, finally releasing her swollen lips. She moaned but refused to admit her lustful desires. “I know you do… but the first time I take you won’t be against the shower stall,” he said, grimacing.  
 
    She almost let go of a groan of protest. He couldn’t stop now… she would die. Her pussy was aching so much she would go insane if she didn’t have him.  
 
    But before she could utter her protest, he turned off the water and picked her up in his arms carrying her back to the bedroom. He laid her on the bed, crawling onto it right after her, reclaiming her lips while his fingers went straight to her aching pussy. 
 
    Her legs opened for him, allowing his fingers to delve every single inch of her wet folds. While he kissed her, a naughty finger slid inside her, making her gasp and her hips rock up to meet his touch eager for more.  
 
    He pushed it in and out of her for a few moments before he pushed a second finger into her, muffling her loud moans with his lips.  
 
    Sandra felt like her body was on fire. There were so many sensations blasting through her body; she felt right at the edge. When he slid a third finger inside her she almost lost it, but what really took her over the edge was the touch of his lips on her hard nipples.  
 
    Powerful waves of pleasure washed over her, and she came moaning and whimpering while her whole body shuddered, and her pussy coated his fingers with her fluids.  
 
    Growling his pleasure, he went down on her breasts, his fingers still buried inside her as he licked, sucked, nibbled and kissed her nipples, going from one to the other, dragging her back to the path to paradise.  
 
    She came a few more times while feeling his hard, cock pressed against her stomach, eager to have him inside her.  
 
    When she felt about to explode, he finally nested between her thighs and slowly pushed the throbbing cock inside her.  
 
    He was so thick and big, she thought it wouldn’t fit in her, but she was so wet, it actually slid right in, with barely any resistance, her walls stretching to make way for him. She could feel every single ridge on his cock as it slid inside her, stimulating areas she didn’t even know existed.  
 
    “Oh….” He growled again, as her hot pussy sucked him in, her walls clenching hard around him as if they would never let go of him.  
 
    Cyran had never felt so much pleasure. Sandra was so perfect, so delicious, he was already addicted to her, to her sweet, sweet flavor, and he couldn’t wait to make her completely his.  
 
    The way her body welcomed his felt like nothing else he had ever experienced. His pleasure had been so intense he almost came, right there and then.  
 
    Grasping her perfect breasts, he took a few deep breaths before he dared to move, rubbing his ridged cock inside her. Thrust after thrust, he increased his pace, going faster and deeper each time until pleasure grasped his soul, and the world exploded around him.  
 
    A loud growl echoed the whole palace, his head thrown back, his eyes closed as he poured himself deep inside her, his body shuddering so much, he was sure it would shatter into a million pieces. Especially when she joined him in the new wave of pleasure, her walls clenching hard around him, draining his essence to the last drop.  
 
    Cyran collapsed over her, barely aware of the world, just enough to roll to the side and not crush her.  
 
    “Are you still alive?” he asked, a few minutes later, still panting hard, his heart still drumming in his chest.  
 
    “Barely,” she uttered, with a silly smile on her face, her body still shaken by the waves of pleasure.  
 
    She had never felt like that, and if Madeleine was getting a tenth of that, it plainly explained the other woman’s happiness. No human male was capable of that, she was sure of it.  
 
    “Good…” he rolled to his elbow to look at her. “Because I’ll want more…”  
 
    She grimaced. “This shouldn’t have happened… yet,” she grumbled.  
 
    “You knew it was only a matter of time,” he pointed out, grazing his finger around her breasts.  
 
    “I should have had more time…” she insisted.  
 
    “Probably, but I’m glad it happened now.” She snorted, and he leaned over to kiss her lips. “We should go back to the shower and finish bathing,” he suggested.  
 
    “We will… in a few minutes… right now, my legs won't support my body,” she assured him.  
 
    Cyran laughed and jumped out of bed, disappearing into the bathroom. He returned a few moments later and carried her back to the bathroom, but this time to the big luxurious tub, he had filled with warm water.  
 
    “I thought you might enjoy this,” he said, as he entered the tub with her still in his arms and took a seat in a small bench, allowing the water to cover their bodies.  
 
    “Oh… yes, this feels so great,” she moaned, closing her arms.  
 
    He chuckled, moving her until he had her sitting between his legs, her head resting over his chest.  
 
    He grabbed a sponge and covered it with scented soap and started to wash her, but every touch felt like a caress, and soon she was moaning.  
 
    “I thought we were bathing,” she said, tilting her head back to look at him.  
 
    He kissed her forehead before he slid the sponge down to her pussy. “We are…”  
 
    She sat up and turned to face him. “It’s my turn to wash you, then,” she said, grabbing the sponge and rubbing it on his chest, admiring his inks. “Do these have any special meaning, or are you born with it?” she asked as the sponge went all over the drawings.  
 
    “We started doing them while still at the camps. At first, it was a way to identify those with you, but soon they became part of our identification of who we are,” he explained. “No one is asked to have them made, but they all chose to have them. It has become a sign of pride, of belonging.”  
 
    “They are beautiful.”  
 
    “Would you like to have them?” he asked in a low tone.  
 
    She didn’t answer immediately, realizing his question was about a lot more than having a simple tattoo done. He was asking her to become a part of his people.  
 
    She looked up at his eyes and opened her mouth to answer, but he covered it with his hand.  
 
    “Don’t answer it. That’s an unfair question at this point. I’ll ask it again when we’ve had more time to know each other,” he said, with a smile, before he replaced his hand with his lips and kissed her.  
 
    She wrapped her arms around his neck, feeling relieved he hadn’t demanded an answer. She was still scolding herself for the intense desire to answer ‘yes’ to his question.  
 
    She wasn’t supposed to feel anything for him, especially, not any feelings of belonging.  
 
    Cyran pulled her closer to him, her hips rubbing his, and his already hard cock in the process, feeling it poke her aching pussy. Eager for more, she moved her hips and dragged her core over it, feeling how it hardened even more and how it searched for her entrance.  
 
    “Just bathing?” she asked him with a scowl.  
 
    He chuckled as he positioned his cock against her entrance. “Take me,” he whispered, with a bright smile.  
 
    “Are you sure that’s a good idea?” she asked, easing his tip with her dripping pussy.  
 
    “Oh, yes, it’s the best idea I’ve ever had,” he assured as he captured her hips and made her go down on his hard shaft, watching the pleasure written on her face as his cock slowly entered her.  
 
    The ridges rubbed every inch of her hungering pussy, and she leaned her head back and moaned.  
 
    “You’ll kill me,” she moaned as the first waves of pleasure rushed through her.  
 
    “No… I need you alive and well,” he teased her as he helped her go up and down his shaft, his hands grasping her hips hard.  
 
    Despite the pleasure they had found in each other’s arms just a few moments ago, it didn’t take them long to reach paradise. A powerful orgasm washed over them and sent them flying into a turmoil of pleasure and bliss.  
 
    That night they slept in each other’s arms, their passion still not sated, but their bodies were drained.  
 
    When she woke up, she was alone in bed. She assumed Cyran had left for work or something of the sort, so she organized her day to spend it alone. She wanted to explore the gardens and draw possible escape routes in case Shannon got in touch with her.  
 
    She also wanted to know more about the woods where Cyran and his friends had lived before they got there, sure they too would be able to survive in them.  
 
    The only thing she wasn’t sure of, was their abilities to hide from Cyran and his men, in case he decided to hunt them down. She was sure they knew those woods like the palm of his hand, and that wasn’t good news for her.  
 
    That set the pace for her first days in Pandora. She would wake up alone and spend the day by herself, and he would come back at the end of the day, and after a quick meal with his men, he would drag her to the bedroom and make love to her until they both fell asleep of sheer exhaustion.  
 
    Madeleine had called her to invite her out, but she wasn’t in the mood to see her happiness when there were so many doubts in her mind.  
 
    Besides, she wanted to find a way out of the palace as soon as possible. Sandra sensed her sister’s anxiety as if it was hers, and she knew it was a matter of time for Shannon to contact her.  
 
    And she wasn’t wrong.  
 
    She had been in Pandora for a whole week when the cell phone vibrated in her pocket. The intruding vibration startled her while she wandered the gardens, and for a moment, she had been lost, not sure where it came from. When she pulled the cell phone out and looked at the lit screen she couldn’t believe it was Shannon.  
 
    She hid under a tree before she pressed the button to accept the call.  
 
    “Oh, god, it worked,” she said, with a deep sigh of relief. “I wasn’t sure you had set up the phone to your current location… it wouldn’t have worked if you hadn’t, and I forgot to mention that.”  
 
    “Of course, I did. I remember all you taught me. How are you? Where are you? Is he treating you well?” she fired the questions, afraid she would lose contact with her sister before she had the answers she needed.  
 
    Shannon chuckled, used to her twin’s impatience. “I’m fine…” she said, but then a dark veil covered her eyes. “The guy isn’t as bad as he could be… but I still want out. I’m not a slave, and I will not be enslaved by anyone. Not even by him,” she added in a harsh tone.  
 
    “Where are you?” though probably not vehemently, she shared her sister’s feelings… when she was away from Cyran’s arms.  
 
    Once he had her between his strong arms, she forgot who she was and what she was supposed to feel for him, becoming a soft, moldable mass he turned into the lover he wanted her to be.  
 
    “I’m on a planet called Dathomir.”  
 
    “That’s not far… we’re in the same solar system…” she cried out, happy to hear that. No wonder the place had sounded familiar when Cyran mentioned it. 
 
    “I know… I was delirious too.”  
 
    “Are they treating you well? I thought they didn’t accept strangers that well,” she asked, worried, remembering the Dathomirians’ obsession with their pure DNA.  
 
    “They didn’t. It seems things are changing because their population was affected by a strange disease that wiped out a large number of people,” Shannon explained. “I can’t say I paid that much attention to his people’s problems,” she added, lacing her words with scorn.  
 
    “What are your plans?” Sandra asked.  
 
    “Tell me about you too. Are you alright?”  
 
    “I’m fine. Cyran’s treating me just fine.”  
 
    “Good. I have learned that a small committee from Dathomir will travel to your planet.” 
 
    “Yes, I’ve heard about it. But I’m very far from where they will be,” Sandra warned her.  
 
    “I know… I have been investigating it. It’s far, but it’s not impossible to reach,” Shannon assured her. “We’ll have to meet halfway. I’ll send you an escape route, and we’ll meet somewhere in the woods.”  
 
    “Are you sure that’s a good idea?” Sandra asked her sister. “We don’t know anything about this planet.”  
 
    “It’s our best chance of escaping. I have no idea when I’ll be able to go back to Wodani, and I’m afraid it will take me a long time to learn how to fly one of their vessels,” Shannon pointed out, in a firm tone.  
 
    “I know… I’ve discarded that option as well,” Sandra accepted. “But it will take us days, if not weeks, to meet in the woods.”  
 
    “So, I was told. See if you can get a vehicle. It has to be a small one so that we can go through the woods without leaving a trail.”  
 
    “I’ll see what I can find,” she promised. She quieted for a moment. “What if I asked Cyran to get you from whoever bought you?”  
 
    “Have you lost your mind? Why would he do that? And besides, that might alert him to our plans and ruin things for us,” Shannon ranted.  
 
    “It was just an idea,” she grumbled.  
 
    “Don’t you want to get rid of him?” she asked in a harsh tone.  
 
    Sandra wasn’t ready to admit her feelings for Cyran, not even to herself, much less to Shannon. Her sister had never been in love with a man. She used to say they only existed because women still couldn’t breed on their own, and they could be fun for short periods.  
 
    Sandra suspected she had been hurt in the past, but there were some things Shannon kept secret even from her.  
 
    “Yes, of course,” she said, but her tone lacked confidence.  
 
    Fortunately, Shannon didn’t notice it.  
 
    “Then, find the vehicle. I’ll send you the route and the coordinates of a possible location for our rendezvous.”  
 
    “I will. Can I call you if needed?”  
 
    “No, it’s better if you wait for me to get in touch with you. He rarely lets me out of his sight,” Shannon explained, scowling. 
 
    “Just be careful. I don’t want you to get in trouble because of me,” Sandra said.  
 
    “You’re the troublemaker, little sister, not me,” she teased her with a faint smile. “I have to go now. Please, don’t get caught. We can’t lose this opportunity.”  
 
    “I know… I’ll be careful, just promise me you will, too.”  
 
    Shannon nodded and ended the call after blowing her a kiss.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
    Sandra stared at the screen for a while, feeling more confused than ever in her life. She loved her twin, and she missed her every single second of the day. Talking to her had soothed the dull pain in her heart, but she needed to see her, hug her, and make sure she was alright.  
 
    She would do anything for Shannon, but, incredibly, she was having treacherous second thoughts about escaping with her sister. She knew it was her lustful body talking, dreading the idea of giving up on so much pleasure, one she doubted she would ever find in another male.  
 
    She shook her head, determined to erase such weak feelings from her heart and her mind. She would not live her life as Cyran’s pet, someone he used for his pleasure and ignored when his body had sated its need.  
 
    Her heart scolded her for such unfair thoughts, as it reminded her of the long talks they used to have while bathing, dining and when lying in bed in each other’s arms.  
 
    She knew he was worried about the Dathomirians’ visit to Wodani and that he had been working with his men to double the security around Pandora. They even made sure they had enough stored food and an evacuation plan in case they were attacked.  
 
    Cyran was leaving nothing to chance. Everything had been thoroughly planned, and Sandra was sure they were prepared for almost all possible scenarios.  
 
    She rubbed her face, as her heart broke in two, divided between her twin and the man that was slowly crawling into her heart.  
 
    She put the cell phone away, in its usual hideout, and went back to the palace. She still had the whole afternoon ahead of her, and not much to do but to think about all her sister had told her.  
 
    She was entering one of the smaller living rooms when she heard Madeleine’s voice.  
 
    “Ah, there you are! Since you haven’t called me back, I decided to show up and drag you out of your hideout,” she said, dismissing the android that was accompanying her into the palace.  
 
    Sandra gave her a faint smile. “You must think I’m so rude…” she said, embarrassed.  
 
    “Sweetheart, I’ve been in your shoes, remember? I have a pretty accurate idea of all the things going through your mind. The adaptation period is not easy, especially when you had weeks to prepare yourself to hate the male that bought you in a darned auction and everything related to him.”  
 
    Sandra chuckled. “Yes… that’s very accurate,” she admitted.  
 
    “Back then, I too needed to be drawn out of my mind and allow myself to get used to my new life,” she explained. “And that’s what I’m doing here today. Taking you out. So, go get changed, and let’s go partying.”  
 
    “I should tell Cyran… I think…” she mumbled, not sure what to do.  
 
    “Sweetie, that’s settled. I called him myself and told him about my plans,” she assured her. “Otherwise, those big fellows outside wouldn’t have let me in.”  
 
    Madeleine’s words answered a few questions Sandra had. Apparently, she wouldn’t be able to simply walk out the main gate. She would have to discuss that with Cyran, get his permission to wander Pandora’s streets. That would make things a lot easier when the time to escape came.  
 
    “I’ll be back in a few minutes,” she finally accepted as she rushed to her room to put something more appropriate on.  
 
    They met a small group of Madeleine’s friends in a cozy restaurant so close to the sea, the roar of the waves was background music. It was a marvelous place.  
 
    Some of Madeleine’s friends were Pandorians, as they called themselves, but there were two from other species and planets, brought to Pandora as life partners like Madeleine snf Sandra had been. They were a great group, and Sandra felt immediately accepted and part of the group.  
 
    Deep down, Sandra was feeling a bit like a traitor, since she planned to escape soon, but she pushed those feelings down, determined to enjoy all she could of the time she had left in Pandora.  
 
    At some point, one of the girls started talking about the vehicle her mate had bought her. Apparently, it was the best around, and the rest of the girls sounded excited about it. Sandra used the conversation to ask about any possible vehicles she could use to explore the woods, without sharing her intentions.  
 
    They talked about a very slim vehicle, for one person only that hovered and was quite fast. It ran on solar energy, so it was perfect for long-distance trips, and one could pretty much go everywhere.  
 
    She had to get her hands on one of those. It would take her very far before anyone even suspected she was gone. She guessed the vehicles had tracking devices, but disabling those wouldn’t be that much of a problem, especially, with Shannon’s help.  
 
    When she got back to the palace, Cyran was already there.  
 
    “You look tense. What’s bothering you?” Sandra asked after she greeted him.  
 
    He was sitting on one of the couches in the main living room and had pulled her into his lap.  
 
    “My men in Dathomir sent us new information. Apparently, their pure DNA made them too vulnerable to a disease that doesn’t affect us,” he informed her, confirming Shannon’s words. “The disease killed a lot of their people, including the last king. Though Haryk had insisted several times his father should abolish the outcast law, the king rejected the idea.”  
 
    “They now want what they called ‘the wrong genes,’” she concluded.  
 
    “Yes… that’s why he’s coming to Wodani. To find out what happened to all the babies they sent to the camps.”  
 
    “He doesn’t know Pandora exists?” she asked, with a slight frown.  
 
    “He must know by now since we’ve not been hiding, and we frequent the same intergalactic markets they go to.”  
 
    “So, you think they are actually coming here.”  
 
    “Yes. But they will have to ask me for permission first to enter my city. My people want nothing to do with Dathomir, and I intend to respect their will.”  
 
    “I understand their point of view, but I’m sure a lot of twins in Dathomir would love to have a chance to meet their twins. I’m sure they were kept in the dark about their existence,” she pointed out.  
 
    “Yes, I’m sure of that. No one would want the others to know they had an outcast baby,” he replied scornfully.  
 
    “That wouldn’t look good, I’m sure,” she agreed.  
 
    “Exactly. I still have no clue as to why Haryk is coming to the camps. He has kept his plans to himself, and he has dismissed almost all of his father’s counselors.”  
 
    “He seems to mean business,” she pointed out.  
 
    “I’ll believe that when I see it,” he said. 
 
    “When is he coming here?” she asked, eager to find out when her sister would arrive at the planet.  
 
    “It seems he got mated not long ago and he’s still enjoying his new mate’s company. But he will come in a week or so,” he informed her.  
 
    “You’re as prepared as possible. So, forget Haryk and forget Dathomir. There’s not much more you can do,” she suggested to him.  
 
    “I guess you’re right. I’m neglecting you when I should be giving you my full attention,” Cyran said with a sexy smirk, planting a kiss on her sweet lips.  
 
    She ran her fingers through his silky gray hair. “You know I don’t mind,” she said, her eyes locked on his.  
 
    Cyran scowled. “Perhaps, I want you to mind, I want you to miss me,” he murmured, with a strange expression on his face, Sandra couldn’t read. 
 
    But he didn’t wait for her to answer his comment. Instead, he cradled her face and claimed a passionate, mind-blowing kiss from her lips, making sure she felt his hunger for her.  
 
    “Did you enjoy your afternoon with the girls?” he asked when he finally released her swollen lips.  
 
    “Yes… it was fun.”  
 
    “I’m glad you had fun. I promise I will make time for you to show you my city,” he said, combining his words with small kisses, scattered around her cheeks, earlobes, and down her neck.  
 
    “Aren’t you hungry?” she asked him in an amused tone as she played with his locks.  
 
    “Yes… I’m starving…” he admitted, nibbling her earlobe, making her tilt her head back, giving him full access. “But not of food… I crave you and nothing else,” he added, jumping to his feet with her still in his arms and he carried her to his office, the nearest room he could close.  
 
    She wrapped her arms around him and kissed him, telling him just how much she craved him, as well.  
 
    Once behind closed doors, he took her to his desk and sat her over it, their lips still pressed together, their tongues entangled in a sweet battle. He ripped her clothes from her body and pushed his pants down his hips, allowing his hard cock to spring out, free.  
 
    She chuckled in the face of his eagerness, but her pussy was already drenched and clenching on itself, lost in her need for him.  
 
    He kissed her once more, his cock pressed against her belly, the first drops of precum smearing her skin.  
 
    Her hands slid from his hair down to his chest and belly, grazing his cock on her way down.  
 
    He growled with pleasure. “Take me in your hands,” he commanded, his tone huskier than ever, his need so clear, she didn’t doubt, not even for a second.  
 
    Sandra wrapped her hands around his thick shaft, feeling for the first time the ridged rings and loving their toughness wrapped in the smoothest silk. She ran her fingers up and down, relishing the feeling before she started stroking him, setting up a pace meant to take him to paradise.  
 
    Cyran growled as waves of pleasure rushed through him. Having her caress him that way was incredibly hot. It didn’t take her long to take him to the verge of losing control and coming in her hands.  
 
    He was about to stop her when she slid to the floor, kneeling in front of him and pressing her lips to his cock. 
 
    Too surprised to react, he simply stood there, watching as she licked the tip of his cock, making sure she picked the spurts of cum coming out of it, moaning and relishing its bittersweet flavor.  
 
    Her teasing tongue explored most of his shaft, while her hands kept stroking him. After a few moments, she even dared to take him into her mouth, sucking gently at first. Quickly she moved her lips and tongue over him in an almost frantic pace, as if she couldn’t get enough of him.  
 
    He was now roaring his pleasure, his head tilted back, his eyes closed, and his hands gently cradling her head as he handed her control over his pleasure.  
 
    Sandra glanced at him while sucking him, determined to please him. He was too big and too long for her to take much of him, but she took as much as she could, her tongue playing all over his ridges, loving the way they felt, but loving, even more, his taste. She was already addicted to it and couldn’t seem to get enough of him.  
 
    She caressed his tight balls for a few moments, acting on instinct, too eager to think clearly, letting her need to take over her mind.  
 
    “Sandra!” he growled, his hands tightening his grasp on her head, as his body shuddered and came hard, still buried in her mouth.  
 
    Sandra gagged when the first spurts of cum hit the bottom of her throat, unprepared for so much cum, but not pulling back, nor taking him out of her mouth.  
 
    Some of his load slid out of her mouth and dripped down her chin to her chest and breasts.  
 
    When the last spurt of cum came from his still hard cock, she looked up at him, not sure how he had reacted to the whole scene, her pussy wetter than ever and her heart thundering in her chest.  
 
    With a deep, primal growl, he pulled her up to her feet and bent her over the desk, crushing her ample breasts against the hard, cold wood, spreading her legs with his knee and pulling her hips up to meet with his. His hands clutched her ass cheeks, his finger digging into her tender flesh, as he pushed his still hard cock, deep inside her, his ridges massaging her walls as he went in and out of her, in rapid thrusts that quickly took her to her first orgasm.  
 
    But he didn’t stop.  
 
    He kept thrusting, taking her over and over again over the edge, into the mind-blowing universe of pleasure and bliss. When he came again, she had come so many times she had lost count, her body and mind lost in a blissful haze.  
 
    Cyran leaned over her back, his hands resting on the desk, on each side of her head, his breathing as labored as hers.  
 
    “You’re driving me insane,” he whispered in her ear, in an amused tone.  
 
    “The feeling is mutual…” she assured him, breathless, her eyes struggling to stay open.  
 
    He kissed her cheek and her shoulder before he slid out of her and pulled his pants back on. That done,  he pulled her into his arms.  
 
    “What are you doing?” she protested.  
 
    “Taking you to our bedroom,” he explained, kissing her forehead.  
 
    “I’m naked…”  
 
    “There’s no one other than me to see you,” he assured her as he walked towards the upper floor.  
 
    “You better be right…” she said, her voice fading. 
 
    By the time he laid her body in bed, she was sound asleep, rapture written all over her face. 
 
    Cyran stood there for a few moments, staring at her as a myriad of mixed feelings swirled in his mind. He had never expected to experience so much happiness with a female he barely knew, one he had bought in an auction.  
 
    So much happiness, he was having trouble to believe it was real or that it would last.  
 
    In the darkest moments of his life, he had believed he didn’t deserve to be happy. Though he had fought to erase such feelings, they still found the way to creep back into his heart. This was one of those moments when he had a lot of trouble believing this wasn’t just a dream.  
 
    Shaking his head, he went to the bathroom to get a wet cloth to wipe some of his cum from her body. She would feel better.  
 
    After he cleaned her up, he took a shower and went down to meet his men for the night meal. They had been discussing the need to find another place to hang out, now that Cyran had a mate. Though he would miss them, he knew they were right.  
 
    He wanted Sandra to feel at home, not in a place she couldn’t wander around naked if she felt like doing so.  
 
    When he entered the meals’ room, his men were already there.  
 
    “We’ve found a new place for us,” Aldous informed him. “If you agree, of course. Remember the new house being built on the seashore?”  
 
    “Yes, of course. It would be perfect for you. You can all live there while you’re still unmated,” Cyran said, nodding.  
 
    “Exactly what we were thinking. We can move out tomorrow, and you can always visit us when Sandra kicks you out of the house because she’s having one of those girly parties,” Severus said, with a naughty grin.  
 
    Cyran chuckled. “It’s settled then. I will miss you guys.”  
 
    “No, you won’t. You have a lot to keep you busy,” Aldous said, with a hint of sane jealousy in his tone.  
 
    His men wanted to settle down, but finding females wasn’t as easy as it sounded in a society where seventy percent of the individuals were male.  
 
    He would have to look into that, once he had dealt with the threat, the Dathomirians represented.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
    When Cyran went back to the bedroom, Sandra was still out, sound asleep, and hadn’t even moved from where he had left her. Her scent flared his nostrils, and he decided to sleep somewhere else. He wouldn’t be able to sleep right next to her and not touch her. Not when just her inebriant scent was enough to get him so hard his cock threatened to make a hole in his pants.  
 
    He fixed her covers and went to the next room, straight to the bathroom. He needed to blow off some steam.  
 
    Sandra woke up in the middle of the night. She was alone in bed, and she couldn’t sense Cyran’s presence anywhere in the room. He wasn’t there. She rubbed her face, still feeling sleepy, not sure what had wakened her up.  
 
    She snapped her fingers to turn on the lights and sat up in bed, looking around. She was still naked, and she couldn’t see the clothes she had on before their hot encounter in Cyran’s office.  
 
    She jumped out of bed, startled. Her cell phone. She had left her cell phone along with her clothes in his office. She would be lost if he ever found it. She needed to recover them as soon as possible before he picked up her clothes and found it there.  
 
    With her heart drumming in her chest, she put on a tunic and rushed to the ground floor, praying to all gods she knew for her clothes to still be there. She had no idea what she would do if they weren’t there.  
 
    She reached the ground floor and started looking room after room, where he had taken her. She wasn’t exactly paying attention when he had carried her into his office.  
 
    She finally entered the room, the wreck over the desk a silent witness of the passion that sizzled between them. With high hopes of still finding her clothes there, she entered and closed the door behind her.  
 
    The clothes were under the desk in a small bundle but her cell wasn’t anywhere to be seen. Desperate, she kneeled on the floor and crawled under the desk, frantically searching for it.  
 
    She was still on her knees when she heard someone clearing their throat.  
 
    “Looking for this?” Cyran asked, his tone harsh and cold.  
 
    Sandra froze and slowly came out from beneath the desk, her heart drumming so fast against her chest, she was sure he could hear it. 
 
    Cyran was standing at the door, his back leaning against the doorframe, waving her cell phone in his hand.  
 
    She got up and faced him. “Yes…”  
 
    “Where did you get this?” he asked, his tone grave.  
 
    “I got it from one of the Kraitian guards,” she said, keeping some of the truth to herself.  
 
    He didn’t need to know about her sister.  
 
    “You have used it recently. Who called you?” Cyran asked, his expression so stern she shuddered.  
 
    “That’s private. I know you believe you own me, but you don’t. I am not an object to be owned,” she said, crossing her arms over her chest. “I’m a person.” 
 
    “You do realize I can find out quite easily, right?” he pointed out, and she paled.  
 
    She couldn’t have him calling her sister or having someone investigating the call. It could get her sister in deep trouble.  
 
    “My sister called me. She knew we would be taken to different planets, and she wanted us to stay in touch,” she said, her tone as stern as his. “If you call her, you’ll get her in trouble with whoever bought her,” she said, as she took a couple of steps towards him.  
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me about it?” he asked, his tone colder than before.  
 
    She shrugged. “I wasn’t sure if you would understand. We have never been separated this long, and we miss each other,” she confessed. “Will you give it back to me?” she asked, stretching a shaking hand towards him.  
 
    Cyran looked at the phone and then back at her. “I’m not sure I should. You’ve made me doubt my decision to trust you.”  
 
    She kept her hand stretched. “Put yourself in my position. My sister is all I have left. Wouldn’t you have tried to keep in touch with her if you were in my place?” Sandra asked, her voice shaking.  
 
    “Probably. I just don’t like that you kept it a secret from me,” he said. “You should have told me.”  
 
    “Yes… you’re right… I should have,” she admitted. He finally handed her the phone, and she shoved it into her pocket. “Thank you.”  
 
    “Let’s go back to bed,” he said, stretching his hand to take hers. “How’s your sister? Is she alright?” 
 
    “She’s fine… struggling to accept her new role in life,” she said, keeping it as truthful as possible.  
 
    “I’m sure she will be fine.”  
 
    “I hope so… she didn’t give me that many details.”  
 
    “Where is she?” he asked the question she feared the most.  
 
    “I have no idea, she wouldn’t tell me,” she lied, avoiding his eyes. They were back in his room, and she put the cell phone on a small table near the bed. “I need a bath,” she said, feeling for the first time the stickiness of her skin.  
 
    “You do… you were sound asleep when I put you in bed,” he said, with an amused smile.  
 
    “You drained me,” she said, with a wavering smile.  
 
    “Go take your shower. I’ll get you something to eat. I’m sure you’re hungry,” he suggested.  
 
    She nodded and gave her cell one last look before she walked into the bathroom.  
 
    Cyran watched her go into the bathroom and sighed.  
 
    He had found the device when he had gone back to his office to pick up her clothes. The small device had slid out of them. It had surprised him so much to see it, he had forgotten to pick up the clothes.  
 
    He immediately took the device to Kulvar, and they had examined it. It had no tracking device, but they were able to hack into its system to find out more about it. Kulvar discovered she had received a call from Dathomir, though he hadn’t been able to fully trace the call, nor the caller’s ID.  
 
    He hadn’t liked to find out her sister was on Dathomir. It seemed too much of a coincidence for her to be there. He was probably overreacting, but he had hated to find the com device amongst Sandra’s things.  
 
    She had been hiding it from him all this time. Why? Hadn’t he shown her he would do anything for her? That he wanted to see her happy? Why hadn’t she trusted him? 
 
    Too many questions swirled in his mind, and her answers hadn’t been quite satisfying. He wanted to press her into telling him the truth, the whole truth, but he could sense that would push her further away from him.  
 
    Her rant about not being an object had shown that she still resented how she got there, that she wasn’t as pleased with her life there as he had thought. Even though he could understand and also sympathize with what happened to her, he didn’t know how to get her past it. 
 
    Kulvar placed a tracking and hearing device into Sandra’s phone despite his protests. Cyran kept saying that would bring more trouble if she ever found out, but Kulvar wanted him to be sure she wasn’t betraying his trust in any way. They couldn’t risk his people’s lives because of his feelings for a female he barely knew.  
 
    Sandra came out of the bathroom wearing a flimsy tunic and quickly hopped up into bed, pulling the covers over her body before she looked at him.  
 
    “Have a good night. I’ll see you in the morning,” he said, as he turned to walk towards the door.  
 
    He needed some time alone.  
 
    “You’re not sleeping here?” she asked in a low tone, sounding confused with a hint of hurt.  
 
    “Not tonight,” he replied, without giving her any further explanation.  
 
    Cyran knew he was punishing them both, but right now he couldn’t lay with her in bed.  
 
    Sandra watched the door slid behind him before she covered her face with her hands. She couldn’t believe she had been so careless. Shannon would be so mad at her when she found out, but there wasn’t much she could do now. The device had been compromised. She had no idea how long Cyran had had in his control nor what he had done to it. She would have to check it, but if she found anything new in it, she wouldn’t be able to remove it.  
 
    They would know, and that would only make things worse between her and Cyran. And she didn’t want that. She knew she had hurt him, and it pained her, but she didn’t know what else to do. She was split between her love for a sister and the new unexplored feelings she had for him.  
 
    Not a comfortable place to be in, that was for sure.  
 
    Sandra didn’t see Cyran the following day. She used the time to crack open the cell phone and go through it to make sure it hadn’t been adulterated. At first, she couldn’t find anything. A more thorough inspection of the device’s settings revealed new hardware had been installed to it. She couldn’t find it, and she wasn’t surprised she hadn’t, sure they had used nanotechnology.  
 
    Either way, she couldn’t remove it without them knowing she had, so her best choice was to leave it as it was. She would find other ways to outwit whatever they installed.  
 
    Cyran came back to the palace when she was already in bed, that night. She had been gnawing her nails ever since she had given up waiting for him to show up for dinner, nervous like she hadn’t been in years. She wanted things to go back to the way they were before she screwed up.  
 
    She wanted the long talks before dinner, the sex during the shower, and all the extra sex when in bed, until they collapsed in each other’s arms. She knew she shouldn’t. She knew it was a huge mistake to allow her heart to feel anything for Cyran, but she also knew it was too late.  
 
    When he entered their bedroom, she almost sighed with relief. He greeted her and walked straight to the bathroom, and when he came back, he was completely naked, and his cock was so hard and so erect it brushed his abdomen.  
 
    “How was your day?” he asked as he crawled into bed with her.  
 
    “I missed you,” she confessed, in a low tone, the words escaping her lips as she watched him pull the bed covers back to reveal her body.  
 
    “I missed you too…” he replied, covering her body with his, his hard cock pressing her belly.  
 
    Sliding his hands down her figure, he grabbed the hem of her tunic and pulled it up, over her head, in a fast move, eager to touch her skin.  
 
    Cyran covered her body with kisses, nibbles, and caresses, leaving no inch untouched, relishing her silky skin and its unique flavor, going everywhere, except her pulsating pussy.  
 
    He left it for last, pushing her up in bed and spreading her legs to give him full access to her dripping pussy.  
 
    He licked his lips as if in the face of a feast before he leaned forward and licked her wet folds.  
 
    His growl of pleasure filled the room, and Sandra arched her back, pleasure surging through her body, in powerful, mind-blowing waves. Parting her outer lips with his fingers, he uncovered her clenching pussy and her throbbing clit.  
 
    “You’re beautiful…” he moaned against her pussy, his breath caressing her and making her shudder.  
 
    His rough tongue licked her sensitive skin, going all over, combining licks with kisses and nibbles, making her squirm underneath his touch, eager for more.  
 
    He rapidly discovered her clit and how much pleasure it gave her, and he focused on it for a while, giving it full attention until she came hard for him.  
 
    “Interesting little button,” he said, as his thumb caressed it.  
 
    “It’s… called… clitoris…” she mumbled, still panting hard and shuddering from the waves of her orgasm.  
 
    “What’s it for?”  
 
    “To give pleasure… nothing else…” she explained, with a naughty grin.  
 
    He pinched her engorged nub, loving how her body reacted to the rough caress. “We’ll have a lot of fun with it,” he promised as he took it between his teeth and gently bit it.  
 
    “Yes…” she roared, her body arching once more. “That would be great…”  
 
    He smiled at her… a wolfish smile that promised so much she shuddered in anticipation. “But right now, I need to be inside you, buried so deep we won’t be able to tell us apart,” he whispered in her hear, accompanying his words with actions as he pushed his big cock deep inside her.  
 
    Sandra wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his hips, pushing him deeper inside her as they rushed toward ecstasy. Pleasure and bliss washed over them, and they stayed there, in each other’s arms, so pleased they didn’t want to move.  
 
    After a while, Cyran rolled, taking her with him, his cock still buried inside her and not willing to let her go.  
 
    “We should go for a ride around the city and the woods around it,” he suggested when their hearts were finally beating at a normal pace.  
 
    She nuzzled his neck, loving his natural, manly scent. “I thought you were busy,” she said, in a low, lazy tone.  
 
    “Not anymore. Would you like to go?” he asked, kissing the top of her head.  
 
    “Just the two of us?” she asked, excited with the idea of spending more time with him.  
 
    “Would you like that?”  
 
    “Yes… a lot…” she admitted.  
 
    “Then, yes… just the two of us.”  
 
    “We could do a picnic,” she suggested, excited, tilting her head back to look at him.  
 
    “A picnic? I’m afraid I have no idea what that is,” he asked, furrowing his eyebrows.  
 
    “Let’s leave early in the morning and take food along with us. When we’re hungry, we’ll stop, in a clearing in the woods, and eat whatever food we took,” she explained.  
 
    “What kind of food do you take on a ‘picnic’?” he asked, intrigued.  
 
    “Simple things, like bread, cold meats, cheese, beverages, fruits…”  
 
    “You’ll have to instruct the androids on that. I have no idea what any of those things are,” he said with an amused smile.  
 
    “It will be a pleasure.”  
 
    “Then, it’s a deal. We’ll go on a picnic.”  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
    The following morning, Sandra helped the androids to prepare the food she wanted to take for her picnic. They left, right after breakfast, on a vehicle quite similar to a motorcycle, but encased in a giant glass bubble that protected the passengers but still gave them the pleasures of the ride.  
 
    Sandra suspected the girls had been talking about this means of transport when they had mentioned the all-terrain vehicle.  
 
    Cyran pressed a button, and the bubble disappeared, allowing him to hop up and invite her to do the same. “Would you like to go without the bubble?” he asked her, and she quickly agreed, wrapping her arms around his waist.  
 
    The vehicle hovered, and a few moments later, they were leaving the palace behind them.  
 
    Cyran first took her for a ride across the city, showing her some of the official buildings. Then, he showed her the beaches, but despite the lovely sunny day, there wasn’t anyone laying around on the golden sands. 
 
    “Don’t you guys swim?” she asked, signaling the empty beach.  
 
    He shook his head. “We’re not sure if we can. They never talked about it at the camps so, we have no idea if our species can swim or even float. No one has been interested enough to try it,” he confessed.  
 
    She chuckled, understanding their point. “Is the water safe?”  
 
    “We tested it. It’s too brackish to be used for people’s consumption, but other than that, we didn’t find anything that might represent a threat,” he explained.  
 
    “Would you mind if I try?” she asked, the blue waters calling her in. She had lived most of her life, near a beach, and the sea was a significant part of her life.  
 
    “Go ahead,” he accepted with a smile.  
 
    They were on a secluded beach, with no one in sight, so she took off the suit she was wearing, keeping just their equivalent to underwear, a small, sleeveless body covering, with no fastenings whatsoever. It looked like a tank swimming suit but made of a thinner fabric.  
 
    Sandra threw her clothes to him and rushed across the warm sand, only stopping when she felt the water washing her feet.  
 
    She tested the water and its temperature before she dared to go further in. She also checked for possible hidden currents. When she was sure there was no danger, she walked further in and dived into the cool waters. It felt amazing.  
 
    She swam for a while, diving from time to time before she came back to where Cyran was sitting, waiting for her.  
 
    “It’s amazing. Wouldn’t you like to try it?” she asked, with an alluring smile.  
 
    “Will you help me?” he asked, smiling.  
 
    “Of course. You don’t have to go that far in to have some fun,” she assured him.  
 
    He smiled and jumped to his feet. A few moments later, he had taken off his pants and underwear and was walking utterly naked towards the water.  
 
    She scowled at his always hard cock. “Is that your natural state?” she teased him as she pointed at his cock.  
 
    He chuckled. “No… that’s my reaction to you.”  
 
    She smiled and guided him into the water. “Let me know if you feel strange or something, but since you don’t melt while bathing, you should be fine,” she told him with a teasing grin.  
 
    He laughed and allowed her to guide him into the water. She took him in until the water covered most of his chest.  
 
    “How does it feel?” she asked him, with a smile.  
 
    “It actually feels great… not quite the same feeling as being in the bathtub.”  
 
    “It makes me feel free… with no boundaries… all this water just for me to swim in,” she tried to voice her feelings about the sea.  
 
    “Yes, I can see why you feel like that,” he nodded.  
 
    “Try to float. Throw your head back and your feet up and relax. The water should do the rest,” she suggested.  
 
    The sea was calmed, with practically no waves, perfect for someone’s first venture into the water.  
 
    Cyran did as she told him, and a few moments later, he was floating, and it felt wonderful.  
 
    They played in the water for a while until they decided it was time to continue with their ride. They still had a lot to do that day, and they planned to enjoy every second of it.  
 
    “There’s a waterfall not far from here we can use to bathe,” Cyran told her before she put on her clothes. “I can make the bubble around the vehicle black, so we can go there as we are and change there after we bathe.” 
 
    “Perfect, let’s go then,” she agreed, smiling.  
 
    The waterfall was amazing, and they ended up staying there for the rest of the day. The place was too paradisiacal to leave. They had even used the grassy grounds around the pond where the water fell to make love and scare away some of the birds flying around with their roars of passion and bliss.  
 
    Things went back to the way they were after that, but Cyran would take more time to spend with her.  
 
    She hadn’t heard from Shannon in several days, and for a moment, she thought she had probably been caught with the cell phone, with graver consequences than hers. But by the end of the week, a day before the announced visit of the Dathomirian king, she received the call she had been expecting, while she was strolling through the gardens.  
 
    “Shannon, don’t say a word,” she warned her sister using the language they had invented when they were kids, and they wanted to leave the rest of the world out of whatever they were doing. “I have reasons to believe my cell phone was compromised,” she explained.  
 
    “How the hell did that happened? By whom?” Shannon ranted, as Sandra knew she would.  
 
    “By Cyran. I left my clothes with it inside in his office, and he found it,” she explained, knowing her sister would not understand.  
 
    “That’s the man who bought you? He found it and gave it back to you?” she asked, with a deep frown.  
 
    “Yes. He gave it back to me when I explained I used it to stay in touch with you. He saw you at the auction, so he knew I was telling him the truth,” Sandra replied, arming herself with a lot of patience. Shannon could be a pain in the ass when things didn’t go the way she wanted.  
 
    “How much did you tell him?” she shouted at her.  
 
    “Just that, nothing more. They are probably listening to this conversation, and that’s why I warned you about it.”  
 
    “I won’t be able to send you the coordinates,” she said, sighing with some despair in her tone.  
 
    “I can disable whatever they put in the cell. I haven’t done it because they will know I did it, and that would be too hard to explain. When you’re ready, I’ll escape and disable it as soon as I’m out of here,” Sandra explained, trying to calm Shannon down.  
 
    “That could work,” she nodded, sounding a bit more appeased. “We’ll be arriving at Wodani tomorrow. I’ll try to escape that same night, using the chaos of the visit as cover. They shouldn’t notice I’m gone for a while.”  
 
    “Do you want me to do the same?”  
 
    Shannon shook her head. “Find your moment and only leave when you’re sure you won’t be missed for a long while. If he goes after you right away, he will find you and probably find me too,” she warned her.  
 
    “Very well.” 
 
    “Once you have gotten rid of the bug, send me a message, and I’ll send you the coordinates,” she added. “Were you able to find a vehicle you can use?”  
 
    “Yes, Cyran has one. I paid attention to how he drove it, and I’m sure I’ll be able to do it too.”  
 
    “Perfect. That will be of great help. You should check for any tracking device on it. The last thing we need is for them to find us,” Shannon warned her.  
 
    Sandra nodded. “Are you sure you want to do this?” she asked her sister.  
 
    She knew she would rant, but she simply had to ask. Because she wasn’t sure she wanted to do it. Despite their start, she had found some degree of happiness in Cyran’s arms, she was sure could become a lot more.  
 
    However, she would never abandon her sister, not when she wasn’t sure what she meant to Cyran. So far, he had never talked about the future or what he expected of their relationship. Nor had he mentioned the mating ceremony Kulvar and Madeleine had had, where they recognized their bonds for the whole world to see.  
 
    As far as she knew, she was just a new toy Cyran had bought. After the first day, he hadn’t even mentioned she was supposed to be his life partner. And that wasn’t very ensuring, right?  
 
    “Of course, I’m sure. I won’t be any man’s toy,” Shannon said, rubbing her face.  
 
    Sandra could tell she was stressed and hadn’t slept well in quite some time. “Very well. You know you can count on me,” she said in a firm tone, though she could feel her heartbreaking already.  
 
    She didn’t want to leave Cyran. Not yet, anyway. She would miss him way too much.  
 
    “I’ll let you know when I leave the camps,” Shannon told her. “I have to go now.”  
 
    “Please, be careful. Don’t get caught.”  
 
    “I won’t.” Shannon looked away for a moment before she looked back at Sandra. “Are you sure you want to do this? I can do it alone if you don’t want to leave Pandora,” she suggested, in a low tone, trying to keep her feelings from it.  
 
    “I’m with you, Shannon. Always. Just be careful.”  
 
    Shannon nodded and ended the call. Sandra stared at the device for a few more moments before she sighed. A heavy, heartfelt sigh, laced with all the pain she was already feeling.  
 
    She walked back to her room.  
 
    During the past days, she had explored the palace thoroughly, and she had finally found an exit she could use easily to escape. It was used by the palace food providers, and she had been able to see the code used to open the door.  
 
    She had also found Cyran’s garage, with the vehicle she would need in it. She had even checked it to make sure she would be able to use it for her escape, and now all she had to do was look for any tracking device on it.  
 
    That done, she would be ready to leave.  
 
    Sandra knew Cyran would be away all day because he would be monitoring the events at the camps and the king’s possible moves afterward.  
 
    That would give her the whole day to escape, but she would be traveling without a predestined rendezvous. Of course, she could set her course to the camps; that way she would be closer to her sister’s location by the time she contacted her.  
 
    She had tried to find out how long it would take her to get to the camps, but she hadn’t been able to find that information. All she knew was that the camps were located to the northeast of Pandora, and she would travel in that direction.  
 
    She couldn’t wait for her sister to contact her. Cyran might come back to the palace before she could leave and there was no way she could escape during the night. Other than the night he found her cell phone, he had always slept with her wrapped in his arms.  
 
    Sandra sighed and rubbed her face, gathering all her strength for what she was about to do.  
 
    When Cyran arrived that night, she was waiting for him, determined to have the best night possible with him before leaving the following night. She had decided to leave the moment he left the palace to go to the security command center.  
 
    They sat down and chatted like they usually did. Cyran told her all he knew about the king’s arrival and how big his committee was.  
 
    “Has he made any contact with you?” she asked him, curious.  
 
    “No, not so far. I wish I had an idea what’s on his mind so that I could be prepared,” he replied, with a heavy sigh.  
 
    “You’re prepared. You just have to be a bit more patient,” she told him with a smile.  
 
    He chuckled. “You’re right. I can’t wait to find out what he’ll do when he gets to the camps… what he’s after…”  
 
    “Well, you’ll soon find out.”  
 
    Dinner was ready, and they enjoyed the meal, savoring the delicious food served by the androids. After that, she took over the night plans, dragging him to the bedroom and then to the huge bathtub in the bathroom. She had everything prepared for them to have some fun in the tub before going to bed.  
 
    “You’re very naughty tonight,” he whispered in her ear while she was straddling him, her belly caressing his already hard cock.  
 
    “Aren’t you enjoying it?” she asked, running her fingers through his hair, loving its silver strands.  
 
    He pushed his hips up, poking her with his cock. “Oh… yes… definitely,” he assured her, capturing her lips for another passionate kiss, one of those that emptied her mind and filled her heart with all the warm, wonderful feelings she had been missing all her life.  
 
    She kissed him back, printing all the passion she felt for him in that kiss, pressing her body against his, rubbing her mons on his hardened cock, smearing her juices all over it, making him roar his need against her lips.  
 
    “You’re making me lose control…” he said, through ragged gasps as his hands kneaded and caressed her breasts, pinching and pulling at her rock hard nipples. 
 
    She leaned over and nibbled his earlobe. “Don’t hold back… give it all to me…” she begged, whispering, her hips moving faster on his cock.  
 
    Cyran growled and kissed her again, his hands sliding down her body to grab his cock and put it at her entrance, ready for her to take him.  
 
    She moaned her pleasure, her slick walls easing the process as she went down on it, his cock stretching her walls and filling her completely. She would never have enough of this, of feeling him buried inside her, all the way in.  
 
    His hands on her hips, ready to help her, she started moving, going up and down on his hard shaft, relishing every single thrust and the way his ridges stimulated her inner walls, taking her to heights of pleasure she had only known with him.  
 
    She came a few times, her whole body shuddering and her walls clenching hard around him, struggling to get all she could from him.  
 
    But he wanted things to last, so he held back, using the little control he had left. At some point, right after one of her orgasms, he pulled her off of his shaft, making her face the water, her hands placed on the edge of the tub, her hips pressed against his, while his hands dug into the soft flesh of her ass cheeks.  
 
    “You’re so perfect…” he whispered before he leaned over her back, his cock already pressing against her entrance, his hands sliding up to grasp her breasts, and his mouth pressed on the curve of her neck.  
 
    Two things happened at the same time… he thrust his cock deep inside her as he bit down, hard on her neck. He had never done anything like it, but the mix of pleasure and pain was so potent, so intoxicating she flew over the edge, so high, so lost in the haze of bliss, she barely noticed when his teeth sank deeper in her flesh, and his thrusts reached a frantic rhythm, until he finally came, harder than ever, inside her. When the first wave of pleasure blasted through him, he let out a growl so loud; for a moment it sounded like a wolf howling at the moon.  
 
    He poured so much of his essence in her, she could feel it sliding down her thighs with every single one of his thrusts.  
 
    The orgasm lasted so long, she almost passed out. She had never felt so much pleasure in her life… never.  
 
    Cyran allowed the surge of pleasure to rush freely through his body, making it shudder with no control, while he clung to her as if his life depended on it. He should have felt shocked by the bite marks he had left on Sandra’s shoulder and even more the tiny streams of blood coming out of it, but he wasn’t. In fact, shock wasn’t even listed on the extensive list of feelings and sensations rushing through him.  
 
    He felt possessive, proud, and happier than ever as if he had branded her and now she was unarguably his.  
 
    With the waves of pleasure still washing over him, he fell back to the water, with his cock still buried inside her, his arms wrapped around her, her head resting on his chest.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
      
 
    “What the hell… just happened…?” she asked, through ragged gasps, her heart thundering in her chest, the pain on her shoulder, dull.  
 
    “You told me to let go… that was me letting go…” he said, laughing before he kissed and licked his marks on her shoulder.  
 
    “Oh…. Please… feel free to lose control whenever you want,” she encouraged him, still feeling the waves of pleasure rushing through her.  
 
    He laughed, kissing her earlobe and caressing her belly. “I will, you can be sure of it.”  
 
    A wave of sadness tainted the moment for Sandra, but she shoved it back, determined to enjoy what she had now, and worry about the future later on.  
 
    They washed when they finally recovered their strength, going to bed right after. Once there, Cyran pulled her into his arms and made love to her, slowly, relishing the sweet taste of her skin and the inebriant scent of her essence.  
 
    The sun was painting the skies with the colors of dawn when they finally fell asleep in each other’s arms.  
 
    But Sandra didn’t sleep much. She had to leave, and delaying it would only make things harder. So she packed some of her clothes, making sure she grabbed a warm coat, along with some food she had been storing for this moment, and sneaked out of the house. At the last moment, she decided to leave him a note hidden under the pillows, in a feeble effort to explain the unexplainable.  
 
    Cyran had already left the palace, and that made things easier for her. She went to the garage where he kept his vehicles and walked to where he had parked the one she needed. Placing all the things she was carrying inside the small luggage compartment, she immediately searched the vehicle for a tracking device.  
 
    She couldn’t find any, so she placed a small device she had built from an electric toothbrush that would interfere with any sign sent in whatever frequency used.  
 
    It was good to have a hacker for a sister. She had learned a lot of things she would never pay attention to.  
 
    Once that was done, she got on the vehicle and turned it on, just like she had seen him doing it and pulled on the black shield he had used when they went to the beach.  
 
    A few minutes later, she was at the door the food providers used, introducing the code of one of them. The door slid open with a low swish, and she drove away. A few miles away, already in the woods, she stopped the vehicle and disarmed the tracking device he had put on her cell phone. She couldn’t have him following her.  
 
    Her hands trembled so much when she put away her cell phone, it almost fell from her hands.  
 
    She couldn’t believe how much her heart was hurting for the man she was leaving behind.  
 
    But she couldn’t let her sister down, so she took a deep breath, started the engine and left towards the camps.  
 
    Riding the vehicle through the woods wasn’t as easy as she thought. The trees were so close together and surrounded by bushes; it made her journey a lot more complicated than she had expected.  
 
    And to her dismay, she was leaving a trail of broken bushes and branches that anyone could follow. She had to find another way to cross the woods, or she would be caught in no time.  
 
    She stopped the vehicle and wasted precious time + it, trying to figure out if she could fly over the trees with it. She had no idea how high it could go, and she now realized she should have spent some time trying the damn thing.  
 
    Rubbing her face, she examined the main panel of the vehicle doing her best to understand the instructions. After a few failed trials, she finally found the button that lifted the vehicle as much as she wanted, up to fifteen feet from the ground. Some of the trees were taller than that, but not most. She could easily dodge those and move forward. She wouldn’t be as hidden as she wished, but right now, she just wanted to put some distance between her and Pandora.  
 
    Taking a deep breath, she checked her course and left the area. She was so nervous, so tense, she only made a couple of stops to empty her bladder and drink more water. She was sure she wouldn’t be able to keep any food in her stomach.  
 
    When the night fell, she landed the vehicle in the nearest clearing she found and got ready to sleep inside it. She didn’t dare to spend the night outside, unsure of the creatures she might find out there.  
 
    It was past midnight when Shannon’s message came through. “Where are you?” she asked using their language.  
 
    She could barely see her sister and she could tell she was walking. 
 
    “At the middle of nowhere,” she said, grimacing. “I left the palace in the morning.” 
 
    Shannon frowned. “I thought you were going to wait for my instructions.”  
 
    “I wouldn’t have been able to talk to you during the night,” she pointed out.  
 
    “Why not?”  
 
    “Because he sleeps with me every night,” she replied, scowling.  
 
    “I didn’t think of that…” she murmured.  
 
    “Doesn’t the guy you’re with do the same?” she asked, curious.  
 
    “No! He just uses me and orders me back to my room,” she replied, lacing her words with scorn and a hint of hurt Sandra could sense loud and clear.  
 
    “Where are you now?” she asked, changing the topic.  
 
    “I left the camps two hours ago. I was told he would be too busy to summon me, so I decided to anticipate my escape plans,” Shannon explained. “I’m sending the coordinates of a place where I believe we can hide. It’s not as cold as this place and far enough from Pandora.”  
 
    “Are you on foot?” Sandra asked, worried.  
 
    “Yes… there were no vehicles at the camps, and even if there were, I wouldn’t have had any time to check them out.”  
 
    “You’re walking on foot through the snow?” Sandra hadn’t thought of that.  
 
    “Yes… but it’s not that cold.”  
 
    “Find someplace to hide and send me your coordinates. I’ll come get you,” Sandra instructed her.  
 
    “No… it’s too dangerous. I can’t risk getting caught,” Shannon rejected the idea immediately, her words laced with fear.  
 
    Sandra wanted to ask more, her heart twisting in pain for a twin, but they didn’t have time for that. “Give me your current location and your expected route. I’ll find you.”  
 
    “Don’t expose yourself to come for me,” she warned her.  
 
    “I won’t. Just send the coordinates, and I’ll see you as soon as possible. Let me know if you make any significant change in your route,” Sandra replied, turning on the engine.  
 
    She had to move on.  
 
    Shannon sent her the coordinates, and Sandra input them to the vehicle leaving immediately. According to the map, it would take her two days to reach her sister’s position, if she traveled nonstop, and above the trees. She knew she had to stay low during the day, where the vehicle might be caught by any surveillance system they had on the planet, so she decided to fly up high during the night and through the trees during the day. That would make the journey longer, but it was her best chance at staying out of sight.  
 
    Sandra traveled all night long, only coming down when the sun came out. She made a small pause to have some water and eat something as well to take a nap. She knew her body needed rest, or she might collapse while traveling and that wouldn’t do her any good.  
 
    A couple of hours later, she was back on course, traveling across the woods, this time paying little attention to the trail she was leaving behind. They would have a hard time finding that trail in the middle of nowhere if they even bothered to look. She wasn’t sure they would.  
 
    She knew Cyran would see her departure as a betrayal, and she doubted he would do anything to get her back. He would simply forget her and move on with his life, once he got past the anger of her betrayal.  
 
    She contacted her sister that night. She needed to know how far she had managed to go and her current location.  
 
    “Where are you?” she asked Shannon. 
 
    “I’m sending you my coordinates,” she said, visibly shaking.  
 
    “Have you found shelter?” Sandra asked, worried.  
 
    “No… there’s only snow all over this damn place. I was forced to make a hole in the snow to get some rest,” she explained.  
 
    “I should reach you tomorrow afternoon. Do you think you can make it until then?”  
 
    “Of course. Just be careful, please.”  
 
    “I'm as careful as I can be,” she assured her.  
 
    She ended the call, wishing she could get to her sister right away, worried about her apparent deterioration and the tormented look in her eyes.  
 
    She rested a couple of hours and left right away, correcting her course and traveling as fast as she could, once she had a clearer path during the night.  
 
    The more open path at night meant she didn’t have to focus all her attention on finding her way. She had way too much time to think of Cyran and what he might be doing.  
 
    Was he worried about her? Had he forgotten her already? Had he sent his men after her? Was he looking for her? So many questions swirled again and again in her mind, making the ache in her chest grow worse, and she couldn’t shake it off.  
 
    When the sun came up that morning, she lowered the vehicle and stopped for a while. She needed to have some water and eat something before she continued. The weather was getting a lot colder than before, and there were some patches of snow here and there, as well as on the tree branches.  
 
    Though it made her shudder, it also made her happier. It meant she was getting closer to her sister.  
 
    She was about to leave when she heard the sound of flying vehicles passing over her head.  
 
    Startled, she looked up and saw a few small vessels traveling south. She counted four and frowned. They probably came from the camps, and it was apparent they were heading to Pandora.  
 
    What the hell was happening? Were they attacking Pandora? They didn’t seem to be looking for anyone, so she doubted they were after Shannon. Her heart ached at the possibility of an attack on the city she had grown to love.  
 
    She knew Cyran was prepared for every single threat he could conceive, but no battle came with no consequences. There was always a price to pay.  
 
    Just in case, she waited for the vessels to disappear before she resumed her way. The further north she traveled, the fewer trees she found along her route. Sometimes, she was forced to cross wide clearings. Going around them would have shielded her from any surveillance system, but it would have taken her a lot longer, and she couldn’t wait to get to her sister.  
 
    By sunset, she stopped hidden by a small group of trees and called her sister. She had to call twice for her to answer the phone.  
 
    “Damn, Shannon… what took you so long?” she ranted, worried sick at her sister’s delay.  
 
    “I didn’t hear it…” she apologized, her tone too low and the strain in her face too disturbing. “I’m too tired, that’s all.”  
 
    “I’m almost there. Give me your current location. I’ll be there in a few minutes.”  
 
    She pressed a button, and the coordinates were sent to Sandra’s phone. “Have you eaten anything since you left the camps?” she asked her sister.  
 
    “I grabbed some of those travel rations from the vessel we used to get here. The food tastes terrible, but it has kept me alive,” Shannon assured her sister. “I didn’t think it would be this cold. I haven’t been able to start a fire, and I’m not sure I should anyway…”  
 
    “Don’t move unless strictly necessary. I’m coming your way,” she warned her.  
 
    “I won’t. I ran out of energy for today,” Shannon confessed. “I had to dig another hole in the snow, but I put a cross on the top so that you can find it.”  
 
    “Just hang in there. I’ won’t be long.” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Seventeen  
 
      
 
    Sandra entered the new coordinates and hurried to meet her sister. Despite her expectations, it took her almost three hours to get to where Shannon was. By then, it was dark. 
 
    It was starting to snow again, and she had some trouble finding the cross her sister had left for her in the darkness. It took a few more minutes for her to clear the entrance of the hole. It was so incredibly cold out there, Sandra was amazed her sister had managed to get this far.  
 
    “Shannon… wake up,” she called out when she reached her sister’s body. There was barely any room to move inside the improvised shelter.  
 
    “You’re here…” she said, with a faint smile.  
 
    “Come out… we need to get you out of here,” she instructed her sister, worried at the look on her face.  
 
    “Can’t we stay here for the night? I’m too tired… it’s too cold outside…” Shannon mumbled.  
 
    “It’s warmer inside the vehicle I brought. Please, come out,” she insisted.  
 
    She didn’t answer for a few moments, but she finally moved, pushing herself towards Sandra.  
 
    She took hold of her sister’s booted feet and pulled her out of the hole, helping her to get up.  
 
    “I’m so glad you came…” Shannon mumbled, hugging her sister.  
 
    “You know you can always count on me, love,” she assured her, hugging her back. “Now, let’s get the hell out of here.”  
 
    She dragged her sister back to where she had landed the vehicle, and a few moments later, they were traveling away from there, this time following the coordinates of the possible hideout Shannon had found.  
 
    Sandra pushed the vehicle to its maximum, eager to take her sister to a warmer place, as soon as possible.  
 
    When the sun came up, she had left the snow-covered fields and was back under the protection of the trees, so she stopped and jumped out of the vehicle to check on her sister.  
 
    She was still sleeping, but her lips no longer looked blue, and her cheeks had a light pink blush on them.  
 
    She opened her eyes when Sandra gently shook her. “Where are we?” she asked, rubbing her face.  
 
    “Someplace safe,” Sandra replied, with a faint smile. “How are you feeling?”  
 
    “Beaten and half-frozen…” she said, with a sad laugh.  
 
    “You’ll feel better in no time,” Sandra assured her. “Do you want anything to eat?”  
 
    Shannon shook her head. “No… I’m not hungry. But I could use some water.” Sandra gave her some of the water she had left, and Shannon took a few sips before she hopped out of the vehicle. She turned to look at Sandra. “I can’t believe we’re finally together,” she said, a couple of tears running down her cheeks. 
 
    Sandra closed the distance between them and hugged her tight. “I’ve missed you too… so much…”  
 
    “I know it’s selfish, but I’m so glad you got abducted as well… I couldn’t go on living knowing I would never see you again,” Shannon confessed, before she started crying, still hugging Sandra as loud sobs shook her body.  
 
    Sandra cried as well, her sobs mixed with a few laughs. “I’m happy they abducted me too…” she assured her sister. “But now we’re together, and we’ll be fine.”  
 
    “Are you sure? In these past two days, I have begun to doubt that… I dragged you into this, and I never stopped to ask if you wanted to come along,” she confessed.  
 
    “You didn’t have to ask, Shannon. You know I’ll always be there for you,” she assured her sister.  
 
    Shannon took a step back. “Then, why is there so much sadness in your eyes?” she asked, in a low tone.  
 
    “You know me, Shannon… I always fell for the wrong guy…” she mocked herself.  
 
    “That makes two of us,” Shannon said, letting out a bitter laugh.  
 
    Sandra wiped the tears from her face. “We can’t linger here. We need to get to the hideout you found.”  
 
    “Do you think he will come after you?” Shannon asked, with a slight frown.  
 
    “I have no idea… what about the man you were with?”  
 
    Shannon snorted. “I doubt he even knows I’m missing. I was just one more in his harem and one he didn’t pay that much attention to,” she assured her.  
 
    “Why buy you then?”  
 
    “I was told he gets bored pretty fast,” she explained, oozing sarcasm.  
 
    “How many females were there with you?” Sandra asked, sad for her twin.  
 
    “I have no idea… I never saw any of them, we were kept in separate areas of the house.”  
 
    “So, there’s a good chance he won’t send his men after you,” Sandra concluded. 
 
    “Yes… I know for sure he won’t bother coming after me, and I doubt he decides I’m worth sending any of his men out to get me,” she assured her. “What about you? Don’t you think he’ll come after you? You seemed to be close…”  
 
    Sandra shook her head. “I have no idea why he bought me… he said he had gotten tired of looking for a life partner, but he never truly opened up to me… he certainly never talked about a future for us or what role I played in his life,” Sandra explained.  
 
    “Will he come after you?”  
 
    She shrugged. “He might… probably out of his sense of responsibility, but nothing else,” she sighed. “I rather, not take any chances… not after all we’ve been through.”  
 
    “Right…”  
 
    “Let’s go then… it should take us a few days to get to the location you sent me. We’ll have to look for water and food on our way there.”  
 
    They hopped back into the vehicle, and Sandra drove away, staying out of sight as much as possible. The further south they traveled, the slower they had to go, but she felt safer under the leafy trees.  
 
    They stopped when the sun disappeared in the skies for a quick snack and a few sips of water.  
 
    “We need to find water,” Sandra pointed out as they emptied the last bottle she had brought with her.  
 
    “These woods are too luscious to go with no water,” Shannon said, looking around. “There must be some small river or stream not far from here.”  
 
    “How can we find it?”  
 
    “We’ll have to look for the usual signs… animal trails, more weeds around…” Shannon suggested.  
 
    “Why don’t you stay here? I’ll go look around,” Sandra told her with a smile. She could tell her sister was still tired after all the walking across the snow.  
 
    “Don’t go too far and cry out if you need help.”  
 
    “I’ll be fine. Just get some rest,” Sandra said as she walked away, looking for the signs her sister had mentioned.  
 
    A few steps away, she found a narrow trail, and she decided to follow it for a few minutes to see if it led to a stream. Not long after that, she heard the water twittering on the rocks, and she rushed to find its origin.  
 
    Sandra was so excited about her discovery; she wasn’t careful. She didn’t look around, she didn’t see the signs, and when she stepped forward to the stream, a large hand came out of nowhere and covered her mouth, while another wrapped itself around her waist, pulling her against a firm male chest, one she didn’t recognize.  
 
    ***  
 
    Cyran hated to leave Sandra alone after the night they shared. With his heart still filled with all the feelings the night had conjured, he forced himself to leave the palace and head to the Pandora’s security center. The Dathomirians would arrive in a few hours, and he wanted to monitor their arrival from the first moment. The last thing he needed were surprises.  
 
    The next few hours were filled with the security footage they were getting from the camps and the feed he was getting from the man he had sent to get information directly from the camps.  
 
    They didn’t even stop to eat. Kulvar ordered some snacks so they could focus strictly on what was happening on the other side of the continent.  
 
    The sun was coming down on the horizon when he decided to call the palace and talk with Sandra. The android that answered his call immediately told him last time he saw her was at the morning meal.  
 
    He ordered the androids to look for her all over the palace’s premises and get back to him as soon as possible.  
 
    “What’s the matter?” Kulvar asked, sensing his tension.  
 
    “Did Madeleine have plans with Sandra today?” he asked, with a deep frown.  
 
    “Not as far as I know. I’ll call her,” Kulvar replied, pulling out his communication device and calling his mate. “Madeleine is at home, and she hasn’t heard from Sandra today,” he informed, with a slight frown.  
 
    Cyran opened his mouth to comment but closed it when his communication device started buzzing. He answered the call from one of his staff androids.  
 
    “The human female is not at the palace, sir,” he informed. “And there’s a Motor-Strom missing from the vehicles’ storage unit. We’re checking today’s footage from the security system, but so far, we don’t have many details.”  
 
    “Let me know the minute you have more information,” he ordered, with a strange tightness in his heart.  
 
    “I can check the palace’s security system too if you want me to. So far, there isn’t much information coming from the camps,” Kulvar suggested. “Do you think she escaped?”  
 
    Cyran didn’t want to think that, but it didn’t make that much sense to think she was lost or had been abducted. Of course, she could be out for a ride, but for some reason, he sincerely doubted that.  
 
    “Let’s check the cameras. Search the less used exits. Sandra’s smarter than that.”  
 
    Kulvar nodded. Using a picture of Sandra, he ran a scan through the footage. Other than a few moments in the morning, inside the palace, she wasn’t anywhere to be seen.  
 
    “Where was she last time the cameras caught her?” Cyran asked.  
 
    “In the gardens. She was carrying a small bag,” Kulvar explained.  
 
    “I want to see all the vehicles that exited the palace from that time on up until now,” Cyran asked in a stern tone.  
 
    Kulvar searched what he asked, and soon they were watching a few vehicles leaving the palace. Cyran demanded to know the identity of the drivers, especially those driving a Motor-Strom. There were only two.  
 
    “Those vehicles accessed the palace with their provider’s codes,” Kulvar explained.  
 
    “Did both of them entered the palace today?”  
 
    Kulvar checked, and only one had entered.  
 
    “She used the provider’s code. Can you see where she went? Follow her across town?” Cyran asked, clenching his hands into fists.  
 
    “Yes, we should be able to see her,” Kulvar said, as he punched the keyboard in front of them. A few minutes later, he had her route across the city, but she soon got lost into the woods. “Why would she go into the woods?”  
 
    “I’m not sure, but I believe this is connected to the Dathomirians visit to the camps,” he said, with a deeper frown.  
 
    “What do you mean?” Kulvar asked, intrigued.  
 
    “Her twin sister was bought by someone in Dathomir. I bet that someone is part of Haryk’s group,” he explained.  
 
    “You think they escaped together?”  
 
    “Or Sandra decided to go rescue her sister. It’s the only thing that makes any sense,” he growled.  
 
    “I can send a few men to follow her. If she stayed on the ground, she’s leaving a trail,” Kulvar suggested.  
 
    “Send them. But I’m sure the trail won’t be too long. She’s smarter than that,” Cyran agreed.  
 
    “Will you contact Haryk and his group?”  
 
    “No… not yet, anyway. That would endanger her sister and that won’t help anyone.” He let out a heavy sigh. “I’ll go back to the palace to see what else I can find out.”  
 
    “I’ll let you know the moment I hear from the team trailing her.”  
 
    “Thank you.”  
 
    Back at the palace, he searched his room, trying to see what else she had taken with her and if she had left something for him… a note… anything.  
 
    As far as he could see, she hadn’t taken much of anything. Most of her clothes were still hanging in the dressing room, as well as some of her personal items. She was definitely traveling light. Of course, she wouldn’t have been able to take that much on the Motor-Strom, especially if she was picking up her sister somewhere on the way.  
 
    He was about to leave the room, certain that she hadn’t even left him a note when he saw a small paper showing under the pillow.  
 
    With his heart thundering in his chest, he pulled the paper and read the short note.  
 
    “Cyran,  
 
    I wasn’t sure if I should write this note to you but couldn’t force myself to leave without saying goodbye.  
 
    I need to take my life back, to own it and be able to make the decisions I believe are the right ones for my life and not having them imposed on me.  
 
    I also need to get my sister back. She’s miserable, and I could never be happy knowing she’s not.  
 
    I know you don’t understand the bond between us, but she’s my other half.  
 
    You’re a special man, and I’m sure you’ll have no trouble at all, finding the right woman for you, the one you’ll love more than anything, and that will make you happy. Just take the time to find her… don’t buy her.  
 
    Sandra.”  
 
    There was something scratched over just above her signature as if she had written something she then decided not to let him read. He tried to read them but they were too scratched over.  
 
    He crumpled the piece of paper into a small ball, enraged by the whole situation, refusing to acknowledge the pain in his heart.  
 
    The night before had been her way to say goodbye.  
 
    He had never felt so happy in his life, so connected with someone else, and it had been all a lie. Sandra was just seducing him… probably expecting him to lower the guard he had on her.  
 
    And he had. He hadn’t checked on her device, he hadn’t monitored her whereabouts, trusting she would be home, where he had left her.  
 
    He cursed his stupidity. 
 
    He knew buying a life partner had been a mistake. But Kulvar’s happiness with Madeleine had shown him it was possible. Cyran had wanted to have someone to share his life with.  
 
    Sandra had felt perfect from the very moment he had seen her, and he had been sure she was happy with him. The nights of passion they had shared, especially that last one, had made him believe he had finally found the perfect female for him, his mate.  
 
    The last events had proven him wrong. It all had been a lie, nothing more. She had always known she would leave the moment she had a chance. Haryk’s trip to Wodani gave Sandra the opportunity to reunite with her sister and escape. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
      
 
    Cyran returned to the security main quarters; his decision made.  
 
    “Well?” Kulvar asked when he entered his office.  
 
    “Check the device she had on. See if you can track it or if she got any call,” he ordered, his tone a bit too harsh.  
 
    “Already done that. Sandra received a call from Dathomir, but we weren’t able to understand a word they said. They were using a non-registered language. After that, nothing more. She disabled the tracking device and the microphone as soon as she was far enough from the palace,” Kulvar explained.  
 
    “She was talking to her twin sister,” Cyran explained. “They had been planning to escape all the time. That’s why she had a communication device with her, so they could contact each other. Haryk’s plans to visit Wodani only made things easier for them.”  
 
    “The men I sent after her lost track not very far from the palace. She must have learned the way to fly the vehicle over the trees,” Kulvar informed him, regretfully.  
 
    “Did you check the surveillance satellites? If she was flying over the woods, some of them must have caught images of the vehicle,” Cyran asked, ignoring his friend’s tone.  
 
    “No, but I can check them right away.”  
 
    “Please do. Though, I’m sure Sandra is heading towards the camps to meet her sister. I doubt her sister could find a vehicle to leave the camps, so she must be traveling on foot.”  
 
    “Do you want us to warn them?” Kulvar asked, with a slight frown, as he entered the orders Cyran gave him. “She’s probably in danger. This is not the best time to go walking through the frozen fields around the camps,” he pointed out.  
 
    “She’s a resourceful female. She’ll be fine,” he replied in a cold tone. 
 
    “Will you go after her?” Kulvar asked, cautious.  
 
    “No. If Sandra decided to leave, I’ll respect her decision. I will not force her to be with me,” he replied, his tone becoming even colder.  
 
    “You seem to have forgotten how hard it was for us to live out there in the woods,” Kulvar pointed out. “Are you letting her go through it, over your hurt pride?”  
 
    “My hurt pride?” he shouted, showing some of his hurt. He let out a bitter laugh. “Yes… my pride is hurt,” he admitted. “But it’s my heart that hurts the most. She chose a hard, dangerous life over me, over asking me for help. I never forced her to do anything. I gave her all the time she asked me for. I did nothing to make her believe I wouldn’t help her if she needed help to get her sister out of an impossible situation… I even thought we had a pretty good chance at being happy together, just to have that thrown back at me, with a ‘no, thank you’ note,” he ranted.  
 
    Kulvar didn’t say a thing. He crossed his arms over his chest and waited in silence for the words he knew would come.  
 
    Cyran rubbed his face and ran his fingers through his hair. “Do you have the satellite images back?” he asked, in a defeated tone.  
 
    “The system is still searching, but it won’t take long,” he assured him.  
 
    “Give me the maps we drew from the woods. I’m sure they already have a destination in mind. Shannon must have hacked into our systems and gotten access to those maps,” he instructed.  
 
    “Quite the sister in law you have there…” Kulvar teased him.  
 
    “Sandra told me she worked with technology and judging by all she has done so far, I’m sure she’s quite capable,” Cyran admitted, scowling.  
 
    “If she hacked into our systems, she left no trace. We haven’t detected any possible threat,” Kulvar admitted, with a grimace, hating the idea of someone accessing their data bases unnoticed.  
 
    “We should hire her to build better firewalls,” Cyran suggested, scowling.  
 
    Kulvar let out a small laugh. “Not a bad idea. But we have to find them first.”  
 
    He pulled out the woods maps, and they studied them carefully.  
 
    “Even with the Motor-Strom, it will take Sandra a few days to get anywhere near the camps, especially if she stops for the night,” Kulvar said while trying to figure out the possible routes taken by the female. 
 
    “She won’t. If our satellites aren’t picking her up anywhere, she’s only traveling above the trees during the night, and so close to them, it would be impossible to detect her,” Cyran said with a frown. 
 
    “You think she’s sleeping during the day.”  
 
    “No… she won’t waste time sleeping. She knows she has to rest, so she will be making quick stops and going through the woods during the day, out of sight.”  
 
    “That’s what I would do,” Kulvar admitted.  
 
    “Yes… she knows how harsh the fields around the camps are, because I told her about them, so she will do all she can to get to her sister as soon as possible.”  
 
    “She’s probably traveling in a straight line,” Kulvar suggested. “Considering where she entered the woods, she should be somewhere near this line.”  
 
    “Yes… it’s possible, but she has several hours ahead of us. There’s no way we can tell where she’s at right now. I’m sure she tampered with the Motor-Strom tracking system as well.”  
 
    “Yes, she did,” Kulvar confirmed it.  
 
    “Our best chances of ever finding them are by identifying where they are planning to hide,” he said, frowning. “There are only a few possibilities…” he signaled them. “We need to get here… and wait for them.”  
 
    “Don’t you think those options are too obvious?” Kulvar asked, unsure.  
 
    Cyran looked at the map. He had noted the ruins of their campsites, places where they had stayed for a while on their way out of the camps. “You’re probably right,” he admitted. “We should look for caves… or places where they could build a safe hideout.”  
 
    “That increases the possibilities…” Kulvar pointed out.  
 
    They spent the night trying to find the most viable places for the women and deciding where to send some men. 
 
    When the morning came, it brought news from the Outcast Camps. Haryk was furious with the things he was unraveling there. Apparently, he hadn’t known half of what went on at the camps. According to his spies, he had no knowledge the camps were virtually prisons. When he arrived there, he had expected to find the Dathomirians he knew wandered freely through the galaxy, also known as Pandorians.  
 
    It had been a shock for him to find the camps almost empty and the records of dead children buried in the camps grounds.  
 
    “So, he didn’t know we existed,” Kulvar concluded.  
 
    “It seems so… he was given a romanticized version of the camps,” Cyran said, lacing his words with disdain.  
 
    He still had doubts about Haryk’s intentions.  
 
    “He’s being told we’re outlaws… not people he would want to get in touch with, so he might leave us be,” Kulvar said, with a slight frown.  
 
    “He’s no threat to us… just a bothersome neighbor we could live without,” Cyran grumbled. “All he has to do is shut down the camps and get the hell out of Wodani. There’s nothing here for him or his people.”  
 
    “Right…” Kulvar sighed. “I found a few new possible hideouts,” Kulvar announced, changing the subject.  
 
    “Tell me about them,” Cyran asked.  
 
    “Considering the area near the camps is too cold for them, they have to travel south.”  
 
    “Yes… and they also need more water than we need, so they will stay as close as possible to a water source: a stream, a river, a lake… water they can drink,” Cyran agreed.  
 
    “Exactly. There are only three rivers south of the camps and like ten small streams that feed those rivers. The only lake is too far. They would have to travel for at least four to five days to get to it. They will need supplies soon,” Kulvar said.  
 
    “Yes… but the lake is far enough from Pandora for them to feel safe. We can send a couple of men there, just in case we’re unable to find them before they can get there,” Cyran replied. “But we need to focus on the smaller streams near the possible course they are taking to get there. We might find them by one of those.”  
 
    Kulvar looked at the maps displayed on the big screen in front of them. “If Sandra is traveling in a straight line to the camps, she should meet her sister pretty soon, not far from the edge of the woods, somewhere around here,” he said marking a small area on the map.  
 
    “Yes… and if they are traveling towards the lake, they will probably go this way,” Cyran said, drawing a line uniting the possible rendezvous place and the lake area. “Show me the nearest river or stream. She doesn’t have enough water to last her that long. She will have to look for a water source,” he explained.  
 
    Kulvar amplified the area. There were two streams near the area. “She should be getting here in a few days,” he said, marking the area.  
 
    “Exactly. We’ll wait for them in this area.”  
 
    “What if we’re wrong?”  
 
    “Then, we’ll have to comb the whole area until we find them,” Cyran said, resolve written all over his face.  
 
    Kulvar nodded. “Things were getting too boring around here,” he said in a teasing tone.  
 
    Cyran snorted but made no comments. He should have guessed what she was up to. He shouldn’t have allowed her to keep the damn communication device. She wouldn’t have been able to stay in touch with her sister, and she wouldn’t put herself in danger, escaping on a planet they knew nothing about.  
 
    There wasn’t that much wildlife in Wodani, but there were creatures in those woods, they wouldn’t want to meet. Food was also scarce and hard to identify. They had spent so much time eating one of the few edible vegetables you could find in the woods, they hated the damn thing nowadays, and it was banned from their menus.  
 
    “We’ll find them,” Kulvar said, in a cheerful tone.  
 
    “Of course, we will,” Cyran agreed. “Call our spy at the camps and ask him to find out who bought Shannon and if she’s being missed by now. Tell him to be discreet,” he ordered.  
 
    “I’ll call him right away. But I doubt Shannon could escape yesterday morning, right after the Dathomirians arrived.”  
 
    “I agree. She must have waited for the night, so there’s a strong possibility no one has missed her yet.”  
 
    “I guess it’s possible,” Kulvar said. “How do you think she managed to escape?”  
 
    “With Haryk’s arrival, the camps are no longer a prison. There won’t be guards around the place. I’m sure she could easily walk out one of the back doors.”  
 
    “You have a point there. It’s a rough journey for her, especially if she’s not properly dressed. She could collapse on the way.”  
 
    “Yes… but Shannon’s a smart female. I’m sure she found a way to get the warm clothing she would need for the trip, but I doubt she managed to get that much food or water. She couldn’t carry that much across the frozen fields,” Cyran pointed out.  
 
    “When are we leaving for the possible interception points?”  
 
    “Tomorrow morning. That should give us enough time to intercept them, if we’re right on our calculations,” Cyran told him, rubbing his face.  
 
    The sun was coming down already, and he felt as if he was carrying the world on his shoulders.  
 
    “Why don’t you get some rest tonight?” Kulvar suggested.  
 
    “Do you really believe that’s even possible?” Cyran asked with a self-deprecating grin. “I shouldn’t have allowed her to keep that damn communication device.”  
 
    “You had no way to know she would escape,” Kulvar stated.  
 
    “I should have guessed, especially when we found out her sister was on Dathomir,” he insisted.  
 
    “We underestimated their bond…”  
 
    “Yes… we did. We’re all twins here, but we never had the chance to form that kind of link with our siblings,” Cyran said with a heavy sigh.  
 
    “I have to admit I always felt something was missing in my life… a part of me…” Kulvar confessed.  
 
    Cyran nodded. “They should never have told us we were the wrong twins… you can’t miss what you never knew you had…”  
 
    “I’m not so sure about that…”  
 
    “I’ll go back to the palace to take a bath and change clothes. Let me know if you hear anything from our spy,” he instructed his friend. “And go home for the night. I’m sure Madeleine misses you.”  
 
    “I’ll go home for the night meal, but I’ll be back in a few hours. She, too, is very worried about Sandra.” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Nineteen  
 
      
 
    Cyran nodded and left the building. A few minutes later, he was at the palace, in one of the guest rooms. Sandra’s scent still lingered in his room, and he wasn’t ready to face it, not when he wasn’t sure he would get to Sandra in time or if he would ever find her.  
 
    He returned to the security center as soon as possible, and he was already there when his spy at the camps contacted them.  
 
    “What news do you have, Willem?” he asked his man.  
 
    “The human female that escaped was bought by Haryk,” he announced.  
 
    “The king? Are you sure? Why would he buy a female from another planet? Does he own a harem?” Cyran asked, surprised.  
 
    “Not as far as I know. Dathomirians pure DNA only brought death among the people, and I believe he’s trying to encourage his people to look for mates outside Dathomir,” Willem explained.  
 
    “How the hell did she escape?” Cyran asked, intrigued.  
 
    “I have no idea. Haryk was busy going through all the files he found in the camps of all the babies brought here, and how many of them died before they were toddlers.”  
 
    “Has he missed her?” he asked, still astounded.  
 
    “Yes… a few minutes ago, when he finally went looking for his room and didn’t find her there. They are searching the camps’ premises, but we both know they won’t find her there.”  
 
    “Let me know if they decide to go looking for her outside,” Cyran requested.  
 
    “I will.”  
 
    Kulvar arrived a couple of hours later, and Cyran told him what Willem had told him.  
 
    “Do you think Haryk will go looking for her?” Kulvar asked.  
 
    “I have no idea. It would be better for us if he didn’t. Sandra told me her sister was miserable, so I have no idea if he even cares about her.”  
 
    “We have no idea what kind of male he is.”  
 
    “Exactly… we’ll have to wait and see. He was supposed to leave tomorrow morning, right? There isn’t much more he can do at the camps.”  
 
    “Do you really think he won’t try to contact us?” Kulvar asked, with a slight frown.  
 
    “Why would he? He must know by now we want nothing to do with them. His best decision should be to ignore us and go back to his planet,” he said, his words laced with contempt.  
 
    “Right… but I doubt he will do that… I have the feeling he’s looking for someone…”  
 
    “You still think he had a twin? Do you think king Eldar would let such a child live? He would have him killed and hide the truth, so no one would ever know about it,” Cyran assured him.  
 
    “You’re probably right… but he has searched all the children’s files as if looking for someone…”  
 
    Cyran shrugged. “I doubt he will find whatever he’s looking for…”  
 
    A few hours later, while they were examining the maps and calculating Sandra’s position, they were contacted by someone at the camps.  
 
    Cyran decided to let one of his technicians do all the talking, choosing not to empower whoever was contacting them, while he watched the whole conversation on a third screen, along with Kulvar.  
 
    “We know it’s very late, but we wouldn’t bother you if it weren’t a matter of life and death,” the male said.  
 
    Cyran couldn’t recognize him, so he assumed it was someone from Haryk’s retinue.  
 
    “How can we be of service?” the technician asked, his tone bored on purpose, showing little interest in whatever problems they were having.  
 
    “One of the females traveling with us got lost outside the camps, and we fear for her life,” the male on the other side of the screen explained. “We were told your people had a better knowledge of the area and king Haryk is asking for your help. Of course, he’s willing to pay for your assistance.”  
 
    Using a hidden audio device, Cyran instructed his man on how to answer the questions.  
 
    “How did she get lost? Why would she be out, in that cold?” the technician asked, sounding doubtful, yet not too interested. “Are you telling me the truth? My superiors will not waste their time looking for someone that doesn’t want to be found.”  
 
    The Dathomirian asked for a moment and paused the call. He was clearly asking permission to tell them what really was happening. When he resumed the call, some of his arrogance was gone.  
 
    “We have reason to believe she might have escaped…” he finally admitted. “But the real problem is she knows nothing about this planet and is in serious danger of dying outside,” he added, doing all he could to persuade them to help them. “We tried to send a search team after her, but they got lost in less than three hours, and another team was sent to rescue them. There’s a snowstorm over the camps right now, and we have no knowledge of what she might be going through.”  
 
    “How long has she been missing?” the tech asked.  
 
    “We’re not sure…” the Dathomirian confessed.  
 
    “I’ll send your request to my superiors, and they will contact you as soon as possible.”  
 
    “Every minute that goes by is one more minute she spends outside in the storm…”  
 
    “I’ll contact you as soon as possible,” the tech assured him before he ended the call and turned to look at Cyran and Kulvar.  
 
    “Tell them we have reason to believe she’s far from the camps and that if we rescue her and she refuses to go back to Dathomir, we’ll respect her wishes,” Cyran said in a cold tone.  
 
    “He won’t accept that. If he had no interest in her, he would simply let her die out there…” Kulvar pointed out.  
 
    “Things aren’t that simple. He might have no interest in her and still not want to see her harmed or killed, because he did nothing to rescue her,” Cyran said, grimacing. “Call them back. Let’s see what they have to say. If they refuse to accept our conditions, then they will have to be part of the rescuing team.”  
 
    The technician called the camps and the same male answered the call. “Will you help us?” he asked before he could say anything.  
 
    The technician told him what he had been instructed, and the male shook his head. “We can’t accept that… this has been only a big misunderstanding…”  
 
    “You’re welcome to participate in the search. We’ll leave first thing in the morning.”  
 
    The man looked to his right as if asking for permission. “We’ll be there by sunrise.”  
 
    The technician nodded. “I’ll send you the coordinates.”  
 
    “Thank you.”  
 
    They ended the call, and Kulvar looked at Cyran. “Do you think this is a good idea?”  
 
    Cyran shrugged. “I don’t think he will try anything stupid, and if he does, we’ll be ready to stop them,” he said. “I want to see if Haryk will come personally or will send a lackey. That will tell us exactly how interested he is in Shannon.”  
 
    “Will they get here in time? There are only a few hours until sunrise.”  
 
    “I’m sure they will fly here, so yes, they will be on time,” Cyran assured him. “Get everything ready. We’ll leave as soon as they get here.”  
 
    “Very well.”  
 
    They planned the details of their trip, the vehicle they would use, and how they would land in the locations, they had chosen. They would also fly there, to gain time and get there as soon as possible.  
 
    They were about to leave, from the docking bays, when they were notified of the approach of four small vessels.  
 
    “That’s a bit too many people for a simple rescue,” Kulvar pointed out with a frown.  
 
    Cyran shook his head. “Those vessels only carry four people… it seems Haryk decided to come personally, and he couldn’t come without some of his aides,” he explained, oozing scorn.  
 
    “Will you receive them?” Kulvar asked, scowling. 
 
    “I’ll leave that to you,” he said with a mocking grin. “I’ll be here if you need me.”  
 
    Kulvar sighed loudly before he walked out of the small building, leaving Cyran rechecking the maps and making sure he had made the right decision heading towards the lake.  
 
    He was still looking at the maps when he heard Kulvar entering the room and clearing his throat.  
 
    “Cyran… king Haryk is here,” he announced, in a grave tone that startled Cyran and had him turning to see his friend.  
 
    His face was a lot paler than usual.  
 
    “What’s going on?” he asked, his hands looking for his weapons.  
 
    “He’s… you better see him for yourself… damn… just prepare yourself…” Kulvar stammered as if he had seen a ghost.  
 
    “What’s the matter with you?” Cyran asked, his frown growing more profound.  
 
    “What’s going on?” a voice too similar to his own asked from the entrance, and Cyran turned to look at the man that had just come in.  
 
    The shock was great. Probably, the greatest of Cyran’s life. For some reason, he had never expected to meet his twin. He knew he existed, but he had no idea who he was, and he doubted he would ever find out. Not that he had any interest in knowing who he was. Why should he? He couldn’t possibly have anything in common with the man that had been chosen over him.  
 
    His rational side knew his brother was as much of a victim as he was, but it was hard to accept he had never missed him, that he had never asked for him.  
 
    But now, he was standing in front of him. A man that looked so much like him, he could be looking into a mirror. He even had the same shocked expression.  
 
    Kulvar cleared his throat once more. “Uhmmm… King Haryk, meet Cyran… Pandora’s leader,” he said, introducing both men, though he wasn’t sure they were listening.  
 
    Kulvar’s voice snapped Cyran out of his astonishment, and he let out a bitter laugh. “This would be comical if it wasn’t so tragic. No wonder my hate for the old king was so visceral… personal even…”  
 
    Haryk straightened. “I’ve been looking for you for some time now… ever since I was told, you existed…”  
 
    “I’m sure it was a shock for you,” Cyran replied derisively. “Though I can’t imagine why you would be looking for me,” he added.  
 
    “We need to talk…”  
 
    “Perhaps,” Cyran granted, interrupting him. “But we have to leave now. I’m sure whatever you think you need to tell me can wait.”  
 
    Haryk pursed his lips and nodded. “Yes… we need to find Shannon.”  
 
    “And Sandra,” Cyran added.  
 
    “Who’s Sandra?” Haryk asked, surprised.  
 
    “Shannon’s twin sister. How is it possible you don’t know she has a twin sister?” Cyran asked, with a frown. “They were auctioned at the same time.”  
 
    “I left the auction right after I bought Shannon, and she never mentioned she had a twin,” Haryk explained, his face contorted with discomfort and hurt.  
 
    “Well, she does, and I bought her,” Cyran admitted, scowling.  
 
    Haryk nodded. “I can’t say that surprises me…” he said.  
 
    “We have to leave now… Are you going along with us?” Cyran asked.  
 
    “Yes… that’s why I came here…” Haryk replied, his tone filled with doubt.  
 
    “Let’s go then… any other thing will have to wait until we get the females back,” Cyran ordered, as he exited the room towards the vessel that would drop them off at the position they had chosen.  
 
    “I’m coming with you,” Haryk said when he realized Cyran’s men were being split into teams.  
 
    Cyran cocked an eyebrow to what sounded a lot like an order, and Haryk added a reluctant ‘please.’  
 
    “As you wish,” he agreed though he wasn’t very pleased.  
 
    Seeing his twin brother for the first time had been a shock, and he still hadn’t recovered from it. He had been counting with a few hours alone to assimilate it and come to terms with that reality.  
 
    But it seemed Haryk had no intention to leave him alone.  
 
    They boarded the vessel that would take them to a small stream not far from the point where they expected the females to meet. Kulvar joined them as well. Three other vessels were departing to different similar positions, with teams of three men as well.  
 
    It took them a few hours to get to their position and grabbing backpacks filled with food, water, and first aid supplies, they were lowered to the ground, near the small stream.  
 
    “Do you have any idea where they are?” Haryk asked when they landed.  
 
    “Not exactly. This is a vast territory, and the women have been painstaking to prevent us from tracking them. They disabled every device we had on the vehicle Sandra took from the palace and from the communication device they use to call each other,” Cyran explained.  
 
    “You knew they were in touch?” Haryk asked, not very pleased.  
 
    “Yes… I did. I placed a spying nano-hardware in it, but they outsmarted us by using a nonregistered language,” he grumbled.  
 
    “Were you aware Shannon was my mate?” Haryk asked in a cold tone.  
 
    “Mate?” Cyran asked, with scorn. “I knew her buyer was from Dathomir, but nothing else.”  
 
    Haryk frowned at Cyran’s remark on the word ‘mate’, but made no comment. “So, why are we here?”  
 
    “We mapped the whole area once we had the technology to do it. I have reason to believe Shannon hacked into our systems and got all the information she needed for her plan to work,” Cyran started explaining. “There are only a few viable places for them to live, all of them near water sources. Humans require the vital liquid a lot more than we do, and considering Sandra stole a Motor-Strom, with little storage capacity, they will need water soon.”  
 
    “But I’m sure this isn’t the only stream around,” Haryk pointed out.  
 
    “Of course not. We studied the area and chose the most probable places they would choose to hide and the routes they would choose to get there, routes that had to include a stop to get more water and more food,” Cyran replied. “I doubt Shannon could get much of anything from the camps.”  
 
    Haryk shook his head. “The people at the camps weren’t able to give me many details on the missing supplies. They only knew for sure she left on foot, so my guess is she didn’t take much.”  
 
    “Right. I sent some of my men to the places they might choose as a hideout, as well as other places on possible routes. If my calculations are right, they should get here at some point in the next couple of days.”  
 
    “If they are traveling on a Motor-Strom, how are we supposed to stop them?” Haryk asked, not convinced.  
 
    “They will stop for water… I’m sure of it. This should be the best place for them to do so. I also have people watching the skies, since we believe they are flying over the trees during the night.”  
 
    “You thought of everything,” Haryk said, grimacing.  
 
    “If none of this works, we’ll have to comb the woods.” 
 
    “Why aren’t we doing it now?”  
 
    “That would take too long. The faster we get them out of these woods, the better. There isn’t much food around, and though there’s not that much wildlife, they could be in danger if they meet one of the beasts wandering these woods.”  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Twenty 
 
      
 
    Kulvar appeared from behind some bushes. “I believe we can set up camp here. We’re close enough to the stream to see or hear them if they come this way.”  
 
    “Perfect, thank you,” Cyran said, walking towards his friend. “We have to make sure they don’t see our camp.”  
 
    “Don’t worry. If they came our way, they won’t see us,” Kulvar assured him.  
 
    “Give the king a communication device. I’ll go for a walk along the stream,” Cyran instructed him.  
 
    “Aren’t you going to talk about it?” Kulvar asked, signaling the other male, standing a few feet away from them. 
 
    “There’s nothing to talk about,” Cyran grumbled, in a harsh tone.  
 
    “How can you say that? He’s your twin…”  
 
    “So what? That won’t change a damn thing,” he hissed through gritted teeth. “No, let me correct that… this only means I’ve spent my whole life hating with all my guts, my own father. The man with the power to change things that preferred to give away his own child rather than abolish a law that should have never existed.”  
 
    “If it makes you feel any better, I too spent my whole life hating him,” Haryk said, interrupting their conversation. “He used to yell at me; he had made the wrong choice. At first, I had no idea what he was talking about. His words made no sense to me. Until I heard about the outcast babies. I was ten, by then.”  
 
    “I was told you had no idea what was going on at the camps,” Cyran said in a snappish tone.  
 
    “I didn’t. When I asked my mother about them, she started crying and walked away from me. She was never what you would call a loving mother, but her reaction startled me, and I decided to find out more about it,” Haryk explained. “I asked around, and people kept telling me some babies were sent to another planet so they could have a better life there, while in Dathomir, they would never be totally accepted due to their defective DNA.”  
 
    Cyran snorted at Haryk’s words.  
 
    “I believed them. Or perhaps, I should say I wanted to believe them. I asked other people if I had a sibling sent to the camps, and I was told no by all the people I asked. My mother refused to discuss it with me. But no matter how many people told me I had no siblings, I knew they were lying.”  
 
    “Why?” Kulvar asked.  
 
    “I knew there was a missing part of me,” Haryk said, in a clear, firm tone. “While my father was alive, no matter what I did to dig deeper into the subject, I always kept coming back empty-handed. I didn’t even know the name of the planet where the babies were sent, and no one would tell me.”  
 
    “Why did you care? You had everything you wanted.” Cyran asked.  
 
    “No… I had nothing. I was sure I had a sibling somewhere, and I wanted him or her back into my life. All people ever told me sounded like lame excuses, and I refused to accept them. Especially when the so-called pure DNA made us all vulnerable to a disease that wiped out most of our people.”  
 
    “And yet, your people did nothing. They kept sending the babies to the camps,” Cyran pointed out.  
 
    “I did all I could to prevent it. But people were too afraid to go against the rules, to be banned from Dathomir, they wouldn’t dare to do anything.”  
 
    “So, you waited until your father died…” Kulvar said.  
 
    “No… I kept fighting to abolish the law, to make people think, to make them protest against it, but I had little success. When my father died, and I took over the thrown, I was finally able to actually do something. Even then, the version I was given had nothing to do with the hard, cold facts I found when I got to the camps,” he admitted.  
 
    “So… are you willing to take back all of the survivors?” Cyran asked skeptically. 
 
    “Yes… you’re all welcome on our planet,” Haryk assured them. 
 
    “Will their parents and siblings welcome them as well?” Cyran asked, still not buying the whole story.  
 
    “Mother is still alive. When I told her I was going to abolish the law, she cried so hard I thought she would die. She could never forgive Eldar for forcing her to send you to the camps nor forgive herself for not being strong enough to fight him and keep you,” Haryk revealed. “She believes you’re dead. She was told you died when you were ten.”  
 
    Cyran snorted, doing all he could to mask his feelings, desperate to hide them from his twin. His words were stirring emotions, opening up scars he thought were long gone. “I escaped the camps when I was ten,” he said in a cold tone.  
 
    “I imagined so when I saw you today. They have fake death records of all of you at the camps, and I was told they had no way of knowing which ones were real and which weren’t,” he explained. “Mother stayed at the camps looking for your records, for a grave… anything to confirm or not their words.”  
 
    “She’s here?” Cyran asked, startled.  
 
    “Yes… she wouldn’t stay behind. She needed to see where you were taken. It was quite a shock.”  
 
    “Have you told her I’m alive?” Cyran asked, not sure how he felt about the woman.  
 
    “Not yet. I was hoping we could do that together,” Haryk admitted.  
 
    “I don’t think that’s a good idea,” Cyran rejected the idea immediately, pain crushing his heart.  
 
    “Take your time to think about it. I understand your feelings for her… I’ve felt most of them myself, and I had a hard time learning how to forgive her and understanding her reasons,” Haryk asked.  
 
    “How can you possibly forgive a mother that gives away her baby?” Cyran asked, in a harsh tone.  
 
    “Eldar never told her where you were sent. And he threatened her that if she insisted on knowing, he would divorce her and keep her away from me as well. She had no choice.”  
 
    “So you say…” Cyran raised his hand, quieting his brother. “I need some fresh air. Call me if you sense the females’ presence,” he announced before he wandered off to the stream.  
 
    Haryk’s words swirled in his mind, mixed with his worries for Sandra and her sister, and he felt like shouting his frustration up to the sky. How the fuck had his life changed so much in just a few days?  
 
    There was no sign of the females that day, nor that night.  
 
    Cyran was starting to worry he had gotten it all wrong when he received a call from his surveillance team. The Motor-Strom had been spotted heading their way, at dawn. They had been able to see it right before she landed in the middle of the woods.  
 
    He told Haryk and Kulvar.  
 
    “When do you think they will get here?” Haryk asked, tensing up.  
 
    “They can’t travel too fast through the woods, so I would say we would be hearing them if not seeing them by nightfall,” Cyran guessed.  
 
    “About time. I thought we were following the wrong lead,” Kulvar said, sighing with relief.  
 
    Cyran looked at Haryk and noticed the relief in his face as well. He had spent the last hours avoiding the king as much as he could. He was having trouble accepting the bond between them, still not sure he could trust the other man and his intentions.  
 
    He guessed it would take him some time to process the whole thing. Of course, he had always known he had a family somewhere in Dathomir, but Cyran had decided he would never try to find them or get in touch with them. They weren’t worthy of a moment of his life.  
 
    But if Haryk was telling the truth, things weren’t as well-defined as he thought. There were too many shades of gray in his life story and now he wasn’t sure he could continue to ignore his past and the family members who were helpless to prevent his father from casting him out.  
 
    Not when all he had always wanted to have was a family of his own. Even if he had never shared such awish with anyone, nor would he ever.  
 
    “Will you allow Shannon to stay here if she decides not to go back with you?” Cyran asked Haryk. Judging by Sandra’s note, her twin wanted nothing to do with the king.  
 
    Haryk’s expression changed completely. “Why would I do that?”  
 
    “I can pay whatever price you paid for her. You could find someone else,” Cyran insisted.  
 
    “Again, I ask: Why would I do that?”  
 
    “It’s obvious she doesn’t wish to be with you. She risked her life just to escape you,” Cyran replied.  
 
    “I could say the same about Sandra and you. She too escaped you.”  
 
    “I’m sure she just wanted to help her sister.”  
 
    “How do I know it’s not the other way around?” Haryk asked, his frown getting more profound by the moment.  
 
    “You both clearly have issues with your life partners,” Kulvar intervened. “What if you reach a compromise? I know how hard it is to conquer a human female’s heart. They are stubborn and a bit insecure. I should know since I have one at home.”  
 
    “What kind of compromise?” Haryk asked, not even bothering to look at Kulvar, his eyes locked on the eyes of his twin.  
 
    “You get to keep your females for… let say… three moon cycles. If by the end of that period, she still wants out, you’ll make sure she’s taken home, or wherever she wishes to go,” Kulvar proposed, looking at both men, feeling they were about to jump at each other’s throats.  
 
    He could see what they couldn’t. They both wanted their females back with fierce passion, and they were willing to do anything it took to get them back. But they both had the same problem. The women had escaped them. They didn’t want to be with them, or at least, they were confused and clearly, scared.  
 
    “I can do that,” Cyran said, with a challenging tone.  
 
    “I can do that, too,” Haryk accepted.  
 
    “You’ll both have to sign a compromise with the females. Letting them know you’re not imprisoning them. That you’re just asking for another chance,” Kulvar stated.  
 
    “Shannon will never agree to that. She’s too stubborn,” Haryk protested.  
 
    “I’m sure Madeleine can convince Sandra to accept it, and Sandra will convince her twin,” Kulvar assured him.  
 
    Haryk ran his fingers through his gray mane. “Why should I accept this? She’s mine. You can’t stop me from taking her back home with me,” he ranted.  
 
    “Of course, we can,” Cyran assured him with certainty.  
 
    “But, that’s not the point,” Kulvar intervened again. “Did you buy a slave or a life partner?” he asked Haryk.  
 
    “A life partner,” he replied, almost barking at Kulvar.  
 
    “Then, I don’t think it’s too much to ask you for a little commitment. If Shannon had been happy with you, she wouldn’t have escaped, right? If you want a chance at being happy with her, make a +. Try to win her heart. A human female’s love is worth fighting for,” he assured them both.  
 
    “Love? What the fuck is that? I can assure I never had that in my life, nor do I expect to have it. All I want is a life partner. Someone I can share my life with, to give me offspring, and make my life a little less boring. Nothing else.”  
 
    Cyran let out a scornful laugh. “No wonder Shannon left you.”  
 
    “Sandra left you too,” he pointed out.  
 
    “Just because she felt the need to help her twin.”  
 
    “God, you two sound like two toddlers fighting to see who the best boyfriend is,” Kulvar shouted, losing his patience. “Grow up and suck it up. You both screwed up with your females; otherwise, we wouldn’t be having this conversation,” he took a deep breath before he continued. “No matter what you think or say, none of you will have another chance with the women unless you sign a compromise. They deserve better. They are not toys. When you bought them, you bought a chance at conquering their hearts and winning an incredible life partner. You did not buy a slave or a damn doll for you to play with. So, get your shit together and make a decision. Because I will make sure the females have what they deserve.”  
 
    “You and what army?” Haryk snarled at him.  
 
    Kulvar crossed his arms over his chest and smiled at him. “Try me, and you’ll find out.”  
 
    Cyran knew Kulvar meant every word he had said. He also knew his men would follow him to protect the females, even from him. They would not allow him to keep Sandra against her will. Not if she proved she wanted nothing to do with him.  
 
    “I need some air,” Haryk said in a cold tone before he wandered off to the stream.  
 
    Kulvar turned to look at Cyran. “You know that I mean what I said,” he said in a calm tone.  
 
    “I know…” he sighed, his fingers running through his hair a few times. “I was convinced she was happy with me… the night before, it was so special I didn’t suspect anything…”  
 
    “She was saying goodbye.”  
 
    “I know… and I won’t force her to stay with me if she truly doesn’t want to be with me…” he took a deep breath. “I should have known buying a life partner wouldn’t work.”  
 
    “It worked for me. You just need a bit of patience. They are intelligent women, and they know going back to their home planet, and the lives they left behind is not an easy feat. They will make the most of the lives they can find here.”  
 
    “Then, why did they escape?”  
 
    “That question, my friend, can only be answered by her.”  
 
    “I’m going for a walk. Let me know if you see or hear anything.”  
 
    “I will…”  
 
    Cyran wandered the woods around their camp for the rest of the day, with no desire to see the king’s sour face.  
 
    He had always imagined his twin’s life as one filled with love and the warmth of a family, where he wouldn’t have lacked anything. Haryk’s words talked of everything but that. He was sure his twin hated Eldar as much as he did, and his mother had given up one son and ignored the other one… that certainly didn’t sound like the perfect family he had envisioned his whole life.  
 
    He stayed away most of the day, and he was about to go back to the camp when he saw a shining object amongst the trees, not far from where he was standing. The females had arrived.  
 
    He pulled his communication device and texted the other men, as he approached the vehicle as silently as he could.  
 
    ***  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Twenty-One 
 
      
 
    Scared to death, Sandra struggled to fight the male holding her prisoner, to no avail. Though she was sure he was not Cyran, he was as strong as him. As smart too, since he easily dodged all her kicks and the scratches from her nails didn’t seem to even tickle him.  
 
    “Sandra, I presume,” he whispered in her ear. 
 
    “Who the hell are you? Let me go!” she shouted, her words muffled by his big hand as she fought harder, squirming to escape his grasp.  
 
    “We’ve been waiting for you,” he told her as he dragged her away from the stream and into the woods.  
 
    “Let me go… you have no right…” she shouted again, not even sure he understood a damn word she was saying, her mouth still covered by his hand.  
 
    “Where’s your sister?” he demanded to know. 
 
    His question froze her. This wasn’t one of Cyran’s men... she resumed fighting, harder this time, but she didn’t stand a chance against him. Soon, he had her in what looked like a campsite. Kulvar was there, and with the corner of her eye, she saw when Cyran walked into the campsite carrying Shannon in his arms.  
 
    “She’s unconscious,” he shouted. “Kulvar, call the ship, we need to take her to the hospital as soon as possible.”  
 
    The male holding her dropped her immediately, almost making her fall to the ground in his rush to get to Shannon.  
 
    Kulvar pulled out his communication device and called for help, while Sandra too rushed to where her sister was.  
 
    “What happened?” The male that had held her prisoner shouted.  
 
    “She’s burning up, and I couldn’t wake her up when I found her on the Motor-Strom,” Cyran explained. 
 
    Sandra rushed to the small improvised bed where Cyran had laid her down. “She has a fever. We need to cool her body temperature immediately,” she said, as she kneeled next to her sister and felt her forehead and the side of her neck. 
 
    “I can bring some cold water from the stream,” Kulvar suggested.  
 
    “Please, do,” Sandra asked, as she took off her sister’s heavy clothing. She should have guessed this would happen after all Shannon had walked across the frozen steppes.  
 
    “Will it be enough? How long will the vessel take to get here?” the man who had caught her asked.  
 
    “I have no idea… she was conscious when I left her a few minutes ago… she didn’t tell me she wasn’t feeling well…” she explained, words gushing out frantically.  
 
    “The vessel is not far from here. It should be here in an hour,” Cyran explained.  
 
    Kulvar came back with some water in a bottle, and she took off the improvised scarf she had made from a towel before she left the palace, and poured the water on it. 
 
    She placed it over her sister’s forehead and kept it there for a few moments. Her skin didn’t feel any less hot.  
 
    “We need to get her into the water. Is there a place where we could submerge her whole body?” she asked, her worry growing at a fast pace.  
 
    “Yes, there’s a small pool not far from where I found you,” the man that had captured her said, in a harsh tone. “I’ll take her there. Tell me what I have to do.”  
 
    Sandra looked at the man for the first time, startled with his suggestion. His face was a shock. Confused, she looked at where she had last seen Cyran and back again to the man already standing next to her. “Oh, god… you’re twins.”  
 
    “So are you. Tell me what I have to do,” Haryk demanded impatiently, in a harsher tone.  
 
    “I’ll take care of my sister,” she protested.  
 
    “Sandra… let him do it. Show him what to do,” Cyran asked, his tone grave. “There’s no time to waste.”  
 
    She opened and closed her mouth a couple of times, controlling her desire to rant against the men standing in front of her, but Cyran was right; there was no time to waste. They needed to lower Shannon’s temperature.  
 
    “Just keep her body underwater, making sure to cool her head,” she explained, watching him pick up her sister and carry her away. She turned to look at Cyran, worry, and distrust were written all over her face. “Will she be alright? Who the hell is he? I mean… besides your twin?” she asked, wriggling her hands nervously.  
 
    “He’s the man who bought your sister, also known as king Haryk and apparently, my twin brother,” he explained, his last words coming out tainted with scorn and disbelief.  
 
    “King Haryk? Dathomir’s king? He bought Shannon?” she asked astounded.  
 
    “Yes… she never told you?”  
 
    She shook her head. “No… she barely talked about him,” she realized with a slight frown.  
 
    Of course, she had kept a lot about Cyran to herself, too. And talking about Cyran, she raised her eyes to look at him taking into account, she had been escaping from him just a few minutes ago.  
 
    She rubbed her face. “How did you find us?”  
 
    “We figured you would choose the lake as your hideout. It was far enough from Pandora and from the camps… it seemed the logical choice,” he explained, his tone a bit harsher than it had been.  
 
    “I see…”  
 
    Kulvar walked away, but neither of them noticed it.  
 
    “Why did you escape?” he asked, crossing his arms over his chest.  
 
    “Do we have to discuss this right now? I need to check on my sister…” she mumbled, avoiding his eyes.  
 
    “I’m sure Haryk is taking good care of her,” he said, in a firm tone.  
 
    She rubbed her face, still not looking at him. “What do you want me to say?” she murmured.  
 
    He crossed the distance between them and grasped her chin, gently forcing her to look at him. “The truth,” he demanded. “I thought you were happy with me… the night before you left… I thought it had been special,” he said, his words showing his disappointment.  
 
    “It was…” she confessed, lowering her eyes, unable to look in his eyes. 
 
    “Then… why escape? I wasn’t holding you prisoner. I never locked you up; I never forced you to do anything you didn’t want…” he accused her. “Why did you feel the need to escape?”  
 
    “My sister needed my help,” she replied, though she knew it wasn’t a valid excuse.  
 
    “You could have told me. I would have helped you.”  
 
    She snapped and push his hand away. “I didn’t know that, did I? After all, you bought me in an auction, too. How was I supposed to know you wouldn’t take the guy’s side?”  
 
    “Don’t you know me by now?”  
 
    She closed her eyes for a moment, not willing to see the disappointment in his eyes. Yes, she knew him. She should have known he would have helped her to free her sister from a situation she clearly hated.  
 
    “You allowed him to take her away…” she mumbled, trying to justify the unjustifiable.  
 
    “Because things are never black or white. I’ve learned that these past days. Haryk deserves a chance to make his wrongs right,” he pointed out.  
 
    “Why? Because he’s your brother?” she asked, lacing her words with sarcasm.  
 
    “No… because he called her his mate.”  
 
    The words sank in Sandra’s heart, and she looked away. Cyran had called her that once. She had learned these people did not use that word lightly, so perhaps, he was right, and Haryk did deserve another chance. But that was for her sister to decide.  
 
    “I told her we should ask for your help, but she refused. She was afraid you would warn Haryk about her plans,” she confessed. “I told you how important my sister is to me.”  
 
    He nodded. “I know… but you put yourselves at great risk. There are only a few vegetables you can eat out here in the woods, and if you have no knowledge of them, you might get poisoned, not to mention the wild animals that wander these parts.”  
 
    “You managed to survive for years…” she pointed out.  
 
    “Indeed, we did, because we already knew what to look for and what to expect. I had studied the area for a whole year before I led my friends into the woods,” he explained.  
 
    A tense silence fell upon them.  
 
    “What will happen now?” she asked, a few minutes later, not sure what she wanted and still deeply worried about her sister.  
 
    “You tell me, Sandra,” he threw the question back at her. “Is your sister so important you’ll ignore what we have?”  
 
    “What do we have, Cyran? Is this just a fling? Great sex? Is there a future for us?” she asked in a sardonic tone.  
 
    His expression became so stern, so grave she thought he wouldn’t answer her questions. “Perhaps, we need more time to find that out. Will you give us that time?”  
 
    She let out a loud sigh. “Will you let me go if I tell you no?” she asked, with a slight hint of scorn in her tone.  
 
    “Don’t you think we deserve some time?” he asked, ignoring her question.  
 
    “I have no idea what I think anymore…” she confessed.  
 
    The roar of a vessel approaching interrupted their conversation, and Sandra rushed to the stream to alert Haryk of its arrival.  
 
    Cyran followed her, carrying the towels and blankets his men gave him.  
 
    “The ship is here,” Sandra told the couple in the middle of the stream.  
 
    She was happy to see Shannon was conscious again. Cyran entered the cold water and handed Haryk the towels.  
 
    “We’ll give you some privacy. Don’t be long. Shannon should get to the hospital as soon as possible,” Cyran told Haryk, as he dropped the towels and blankets on the shore, where they found their clothes.  
 
    He dragged a reluctant Sandra away. “You’ll have enough time to talk to your sister,” he told her when she looked at him with a frown.  
 
    “What will happen to the vehicle I brought with me?”  
 
    “You mean the one you stole?” he asked, ironic.  
 
    She stiffened at his words, suddenly aware he could hold her for that. If they were back on Earth, she would have been sent to jail, no matter what the circumstances were.  
 
    “Yes… the one I stole,” she admitted in a grave tone. 
 
    “We’ll take it with us. The ship is big enough for it,” he explained.  
 
    Haryk joined them still carrying Shannon, and a few minutes later they were leaving the area, heading straight to Pandora. It took them a few hours to get to the city, and a vehicle, similar to an ambulance was already waiting for them.  
 
    Shannon was taken to the hospital, and Haryk accompanied her, leaving a worried Sandra behind.  
 
    “I’ll take you to the hospital once you take a warm bath and get something to eat,” Cyran told her, as he guided her to his vehicle, parked outside the docking bays.  
 
    “I’m fine,” she protested.  
 
    “Perhaps, but I’m not taking any chances with your health,” he replied as he helped her hop into the vehicle. “Either way, you wouldn’t be able to be with her right now. The doctors will be examining her.”  
 
    She sighed. “I suppose you’re right.”  
 
    “I am.”  
 
    The sun was coming up in the skies by the time they got to the palace. “Go take a bath. I’ll order something for us to eat,” he ordered.  
 
    “Thank you.”  
 
    She walked to the upper floor and straight to the bathroom. She hadn’t bathed in days, and she hated the feeling. She didn’t even look at her image in the mirror, sure she looked disgusting.  
 
    She stood under the warm stream of water for a few moments, staring at the bathroom door, waiting for him to join her, but he never did. Her heart cringed with pain, and she finally allowed the tears she had been holding back since she had left the palace to fall freely.  
 
    Her decision had ruined things between Cyran and her. She had known that would happen, but she hadn’t expected him to find them so quickly.  
 
    Now, considering all things, especially Shannon’s collapse, she was happy they had found them. She would have been dead worried for her sister, days away from any medical help. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Twenty-Two 
 
      
 
    After the shower, she put on some clean clothes and joined Cyran in the dining room. His still wet hair told her he had taken a shower somewhere else, and that simple fact felt like a punch to her stomach, getting rid of the little appetite she had had.  
 
    “The food is ready,” he announced in a cold tone when he saw her enter the room.  
 
    “I’m not hungry,” she mumbled, wriggling her hands, with discomfort.  
 
    “You still need to eat. Take as much as you can, and I’ll drive you to the hospital afterward.”  
 
    She nodded, and they took a seat at the table. The androids immediately served the meal, and Sandra forced herself to eat a few bites of the food, but Cyran’s silence and stern pose didn’t help.  
 
    He was mad at her, and she could understand why, but that didn’t make things any easier for her.  
 
    The trip to the hospital was made in silence, each lost in their own thoughts. Once there, they were informed Shannon was already in her private room, being treated for a lung infection, caused by the exposure to the steppes’ low temperatures.  
 
    “I would like to see her,” she asked the nurse talking to them.  
 
    “Yes, of course, I’ll take you to her room,” she said with a smile. 
 
    Haryk was there, but he left the room the minute Sandra walked in, and Cyran stayed out with his brother.  
 
    Shannon was so pale, so still, Sandra rushed to her side to make sure she was still with her. “Sis…” she whispered, not willing to wake her up if she was sleeping.  
 
    Shannon opened her eyes. “Hey… how are you?” she asked in a low tone.  
 
    “I should be the one asking you that,” she protested.  
 
    “I’m fine… the doctors said I would be fine in a few days…” she answered, wiping away a tear that rolled down her cheek. “I’m sorry I put you in danger… it was all in vain…”  
 
    Sandra hugged her. “Hey… no, it wasn’t. We got to see each other and spend some time together. How can you say it was in vain?” she protested.  
 
    Shannon chuckled as more tears ran down her cheeks. “I feel so lost,” she confessed. “I don’t know what to do, what path to choose and I don’t work well without thorough planning, you know that,” she added, sobbing.  
 
    Sandra held her tight to her chest. “I know… perhaps it’s time you allow some space for improvisation, to accept things as they come.”  
 
    Shannon sobbed louder. “He won’t let me stay with you,” she said, but other than rage or fury, Sandra sensed confusion in her sister’s tone.  
 
    “Why do you think that is?” she asked, cautious.  
 
    “How should I know? He’s an impossible man, you can never tell what the hell is going through his mind. It’s as if he’s always hiding behind a mask, and he won’t let anyone see his real self.”  
 
    “Have you talked to him about that?”  
 
    Shannon coughed. “Damn… that hurts…” she grumbled as she rubbed her chest.  
 
    “Why the hell didn’t you  tell me you weren’t feeling well?” Sandra scolded her.  
 
    “You would have wanted to abort the whole thing,” she confessed, scowling.  
 
    “Is he that bad? If you want, I can ask Cyran to keep him away from you. I’m not his favorite person right now, but he’s a fair man. He won’t allow Haryk to take you away if that means you would be in any kind of danger,” she assured her.  
 
    “No… no, he would never hurt me… at least, not physically. It’s his coldness, his sternness that hurts the most,” she said, her words laced with hurt. “I don’t even know why he insists on keeping me. It’s not like I mean anything to him… I guess it’s his pride talking.”  
 
    “Will you go with him?”  
 
    “What choice do I have? I won’t cause any more trouble for other people. He’s a powerful man, and the last thing I want is for more people to come out of this hurt,” Shannon explained.  
 
    “I won’t let you do this out of fear,” Sandra warned her.  
 
    Shannon covered her sister’s hand with hers. “I do not fear him,” she assured her with a firm tone. “He’s a stubborn man, and for some reason, he has decided he wants me in his life, and he won’t let me go. I can deal with that.”  
 
    “Are you sure? This doesn’t sound like a healthy relationship,” she expressed her doubts. “Hell, we were abducted and sold off in a damn auction. We have the right to want out of it.”  
 
    “They didn’t know we were being forced. They bought us in what they thought was a proper transaction and ended up with two unwilling females; they had no idea what to do with,” Shannon stated.  
 
    “They should have let us go,” Sandra insisted.  
 
    “Where to? It’s not like we can go back home and pretend this never happened, right?” It would be irresponsible on their part to simply kick us out of their homes…”  
 
    Sandra took a seat near the bed. “You’re defending them,” she said, in a low, calm tone.  
 
    Shannon scowled. “Let’s say his speech made a lot of sense.”  
 
    Sandra chuckled. “Did he tell you he’s Cyran’s twin?” she asked, changing the subject, convinced her sister would be perfectly alright with Haryk.  
 
    If there were someone able to crack open the stern male, that would be Shannon. She just needed to be sure she wasn’t fighting for a lost cause, and the man’s insistence on taking her back home had given her that.  
 
    “No…, are you sure?” she was surprised.  
 
    “I guess he didn’t find the appropriate moment. They are identical twins.”  
 
    “Shit… you know what that means, right?”  
 
    “Other than we’re now in-laws?” Sandra asked, amused.  
 
    “Yes, that too… but now the chances we too have twins have just doubled…” she said, with a slight frown.  
 
    Sandra laughed. Shannon had never been able to get along with kids. She didn’t know how to relax around them.  
 
    “Oh, yes… that’s right… that assuming our DNA is compatible with theirs.”  
 
    “Right… so, all this time, he had been looking for his twin,” she concluded in a sad tone.  
 
    “I guess. I haven’t been able to talk about it with Cyran. Unlike him, I doubt Haryk knew about his twin. The outcast babies were a very well hidden secret.”  
 
    Shannon nodded. “What a fucked-up situation. I wouldn’t mind killing with my own hands the mind behind such atrocity,” she ranted.  
 
    “Yes… I know the feeling.”  
 
    “Their mother is still alive, did you know that?” Shannon told her, in a concerned tone. “She and Haryk aren’t close, probably for all the shit that went on when she was forced to send her baby to the camps. I had never seen eyes so tormented in my life.”  
 
    “Cyran hasn’t told me anything. I didn’t ask either, we’re not exactly in the best terms right now.”  
 
    “What about you? You were never clear about it. Do you want out? I’m sure Haryk would take you away if you want to,” Shannon asked.  
 
    Sandra let out a deep breath. “No… if things between us don’t work out, he’ll make sure I’m cared for.”  
 
    “Why did you escape then?” Shannon asked, in a harsh tone.  
 
    Sandra looked away. “I wouldn’t let you go all alone. I would be worried, sick.”  
 
    “I messed up your life.”  
 
    “No, you didn’t. It was my decision. If Cyran cares for me, we’ll solve this together… if not…” she shrugged. “I’ll move forward.”  
 
    “You love him,” she stated.  
 
    “Do I? You know how terrible I am with guys.”  
 
    “I have the feeling things are slightly different with Cyran.”  
 
    “Time will tell.”  
 
    “I’m sorry…” Shannon murmured.  
 
    “Don’t be. I’m not, we needed to try, you know, so we don’t spend the rest of our lives wondering what would have happened if we had escaped.”  
 
    “I guess you have a point there.”  
 
    The door opened and both men entered the room. Shannon gasped.  
 
    “I failed to see you this morning,” she said, looking at Cyran. Like Sandra, she had no trouble knowing who was who, despite their resemblance. “Will you take good care of my sister?”  
 
    “As much as she allows me to,” he replied, scowling.  
 
    “Just keep her on a short leash, she can be a bit impulsive,” she warned her, ignoring Sandra’s snort.  
 
    “I will,” Cyran smiled. “Are you feeling any better?”  
 
    “Yes, thank you. You have pretty good doctors here.”  
 
    “We try to give our people the best.”  
 
    “The doctors cleared you to travel tomorrow morning,” Haryk announced, in a grave tone, changing the topic abruptly, as if he expected those in the room to protest or try to stop him.  
 
    Shannon nodded.  
 
    “Are you okay with that?” Cyran asked, ignoring his twin’s murderous look and his threatening grunt.  
 
    “I am, thank you.”  
 
    “Good.” He turned to look at Sandra. “We need to go back to the palace. We have visitors,” he informed her.  
 
    “Aren’t you going to ask Sandra if she rather leave with me tomorrow?” Haryk asked harshly.  
 
    Cyran arched his eyebrow. “Do you?”  
 
    His tone was so cold, so distant, it made her wonder if she would ever get back the passionate man she had lived with in the past, but she didn’t waver while answering his laconic question.  
 
    “No, I don’t.”  
 
    “Good, because I had no intention of ever letting you go,” he said before he left the room.  
 
    Sandra smiled and jumped up from her chair. “I’ll come back in the morning to say goodbye,” she told her sister, hugging her.  
 
    “You better,” she warned her with a smile.  
 
    “I’ll come back later. Will you be alright?” Haryk asked, in a tense tone.  
 
    “I’ll be fine.”  
 
    Sandra left the room, and Haryk followed her. Cyran was outside waiting for them.  
 
    “What’s going on?” Sandra asked after looking at the men’s faces.  
 
    “Mother is on her way here. She still doesn’t know I found Cyran,” Haryk explained, while they walked out of the hospital.  
 
    “You have to be kidding me. Why the hell didn’t you tell her?” she demanded.  
 
    “We thought it would be better for her to see him with her own eyes,” Haryk replied coolly.  
 
    “Really? How the hell will that be better? Do you have any idea how the hell she will feel?” she insisted.  
 
    “No… that’s exactly what we are trying to find out,” Cyran replied, scowling.  
 
    “You’re playing dangerous games with her feelings.”  
 
    “She’s partly responsible for all that happened,” Cyran said, shrugging.  
 
    “Is she? For all I’ve heard of your father, he wasn’t exactly the kind of man you could confront without being backed up by a damn army. So, how exactly is she responsible for a mad man’s decisions? What was she supposed to do? Abandon Haryk and come to the camps with you?”  
 
    “He wouldn’t have let her,” Haryk said, tense. “She never knew where the camps were. Eldar threatened she would lose us both if she persisted in knowing where Cyran was.” 
 
    “Of course, he did. Her departure wouldn’t have looked good. How was he supposed to enforce a law on his people when his own wife was fighting it?” she asked, looking at both men. “She was in an impossible situation.”  
 
    “How were we supposed to tell her the news over a call? She would be all alone,” Cyran asked, clearly not comfortable with Sandra’s hard questions.  
 
    She snorted. “Just make sure you don’t have an audience when she sees you for the first time.”  
 
    “I will.”  
 
    They arrived at the palace, and Cyran guided Haryk towards the living room.  
 
    “When will she be here?” Sandra asked, watching as both men wrung their hands nervously.  
 
    “In an hour or so,” Haryk replied.  
 
    “Enough time for you to fill me in,” she asked in a gentle tone.  
 
    Cyran nodded and started explaining all that had happened after she had left the palace and his first meeting with his brother.  
 
    “Will you go back to Dathomir?” she asked Cyran.  
 
    He shook his head. “My home is here. But now my people can decide their future since Haryk is opening Dathomir’s doors for them, but no one wants to leave.”  
 
    “That’s understandable,” she said, nodding. “There’s too much hurt on both sides. That won’t heal that easily.”  
 
    “Yes… I know. They are free to visit Dathomir whenever they want,” Haryk assured.  
 
    “Those who truly want to meet their family can do the same. They can travel here,” Cyran offered.  
 
    “You need to build bridges to close the gaps all these years of wrongdoing created,” Sandra said, with a hint of sadness in her tone. An android interrupted them to announce the Queen’s arrival. “I’ll leave you alone,” she said, turning to leave the room. 
 
    But Cyran grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her back. “Stay with me.”  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Twenty-Three 
 
      
 
    His words sounded like an order, but the doubt and the fear she saw in his eyes told her it was a cry for help. He didn’t want to be alone to meet his mother.  
 
    He covered her hand with his, and she nodded.  
 
    The door opened, and a fragile woman entered the room, fixing her hair with shaky hands.  
 
    “This is so much nicer than the camps,” she said, with a wavering smile, as she looked at Cyran, the twin closest to the door. She immediately stopped and covered her mouth with her hand a moment before she dropped to the floor on her knees. “Oh, sacred stars…” she mumbled, her eyes filling with tears.  
 
    Both men rushed to help her up. 
 
    She looked at Haryk. “You found him… he’s not dead…” she mumbled as she allowed them to help her up.  
 
    “Yes, he’s alive,” Haryk said with a scowl.  
 
    Sandra could see the pain in the other man’s eyes. Though he had her there with him, he had never truly had his mother. She had been lost in her grieve for the loss of her other baby she had ended up pushing away the son she still had at her side.  
 
    She had seen that so many times. People weren’t conscious of their actions, and unless you looked for counseling, for help, families ended up torn apart.  
 
    The queen hugged both men as if she would never let go. “I can’t believe this is truly happening,” she kept muttering.  
 
    Hesitant at first, the men finally hugged the small female, awkward and uncomfortable at first, but quickly allowing their true feelings to come out.  
 
    Cyran was struggling to keep his self-control. This was not how he had always imagined this encounter. He had played this meeting in his mind a million times, while he was growing up. He would show her how far he had gone, how much he had done, and how little he needed her in his life. He would show her all the contempt he felt for her, and treat her the way she had treated him, like trash he could swipe out of his life.  
 
    But the heartfelt sobs coming from his mother told a whole different story. It spoke of a heartbroken woman that had been forced to say goodbye to one of her babies and whose grief had pushed away from the other.  
 
    He didn’t know how long they stood there, just hugging her and trying to give her some comfort. When her sobs finally faded, he guided her to the nearest couch and helped her to take a seat, doing the same next to her. Haryk did the same on the other side.  
 
    “You must hate me so much,” she mumbled, looking at Cyran and then at Haryk. “I failed you both.”  
 
    “We know things weren’t easy for you either, mother,” Haryk told her.  
 
    “I’m sorry I never told you the truth… I was so afraid he would send me away…” she said, wiping the tears from her cheeks.  
 
    “I know… now, I understand.”  
 
    Cyran looked for Sandra, but she wasn’t around. At some point, she had left the room, giving them a bit more privacy.  
 
    His mother cleaned up her face with a tissue and looked around. “I thought I saw Shannon. Where is she?” she asked.  
 
    “That would be me,” Sandra said with a smile as she entered the room, pushing a small tray with food and beverages. “But I’m Sandra, not Shannon. I’m her twin.”  
 
    “Oh… she never mentioned she had a twin…” the woman said, with a slight frown. “Did you find her? Is she alright?” she asked Haryk, sounding worried.  
 
    He gave his mother a brief version of the events. “She’ll be in the hospital until tomorrow,” he concluded.  
 
    “What about you, my dear, are you alright?” she asked Sandra.  
 
    “I’m fine. I used a vehicle to escape,” she explained, with a naughty scowl.  
 
    “Smart girl,” she said, with a hint of a smile. 
 
    “May I offer you something to drink? You must be thirsty after your journey,” Sandra offered, with a smile. 
 
    “Oh, yes, I would like that.”  
 
    “I fell in love with this juice on my way here. I don’t know if you have ever tried it, but if you haven’t, you should. I assure you, it’s absolutely delicious.”  
 
    “Thank you, dear, I would love to,” she said, doing her best to smile, but there was still a shadow of sadness and pain in her eyes.  
 
    Sandra was sure it would eventually fade, but that would be a long process.  
 
    She accepted the glass Sandra offered her, but her hand shook so much Cyran gently took it from her hand.  
 
    “I’m so sorry… I’m just a clumsy old woman…” she mumbled, not daring to look at Cyran.  
 
    “There’s nothing to be sorry for,” he assured her.  
 
    The queen sobbed again. “I allowed him to take you away from me… I shouldn’t have… I should have fought him…” she said, as new tears fell down her face.  
 
    “He was stronger than you, more powerful. You wouldn’t have won,” he assured her.  
 
    “I missed you every single day of my life. When they told me you were dead, I refused to believe it. My heart kept telling me you were alive, somewhere out there… I just had to believe that or I would have lost my mind,” she said, wiping the tears. “I couldn’t die without asking you for forgiveness… asking both of you…” she added, looking at Haryk. “I was a poor excuse for a mother.”  
 
    “You did the best that you could in an impossible situation,” Sandra told her. “Especially if you had no one to talk to, to share your grief with.”  
 
    “It was strictly forbidden to talk about it. We couldn’t mourn the loss of our babies,” she said, closing her eyes for a few moments. “I never believed their reasons but I was too scared to do a thing about it,” she confessed.  
 
    “That’s all over now,” Cyran told her.  
 
    “Is it? Is it really possible to erase all the pain?” the queen asked, oozing bitterness.  
 
    “All we can do is try, mother,” Cyran replied, acknowledging her for the first time.  
 
    The queen sobbed, still overwhelmed by guilt and pain. “You have no idea how many times I dreamed of hearing that word coming from your lips,” she confessed.  
 
    Cyran pulled her closer and hugged her, finally letting go of some of the pain that had haunted his heart.  
 
    After that, things calmed down, and they were able to enjoy the snacks Sandra had brought them.  
 
    Right after they finished eating, Haryk jumped to his feet. “I have to go now. I need to go check on Shannon.”  
 
    “Of course… Where are you staying? Is there a hotel or something?” the queen asked, not sure what to do.  
 
    “We don’t receive that many visitors here at Pandora, so there’s no hotel, but you’re more than welcome to stay with me, here at the palace,” Cyran offered.  
 
    “No… I would hate to impose…”  
 
    “You wouldn’t. We still have a lot to catch up,” he assured her.  
 
    “Come, I’ll show you to a room so that you can settle in and get some rest,” Sandra offered. “This was an overwhelming day for all of us.”  
 
    “Thank you, dear.”  
 
    Cyran watched the women leave the room before he turned to look at his twin. “Will you come back later?”  
 
    “I’m not sure. Why?”  
 
    “There are a few things regarding our people we should discuss.”  
 
    “Yes, I know, but we can meet some other day for that,” he said, clearly impatient to leave.  
 
    “Why not tomorrow? You’re already here. Postpone your return.”  
 
    “I’ll think about it, okay?”  
 
    Cyran nodded, and Haryk almost fled out the door. He sighed and walked towards his office, seeking a moment alone to reorder his thoughts and feelings.  
 
    He had been there for more than an hour when Sandra walked in.  
 
    *** 
 
    Witnessing the meeting between Cyran and his mother had been so emotional, Sandra felt like an intruder. As silently as possible, she had walked away, to give them the privacy she knew they needed.  
 
    She walked into one of the androids and asked him to prepare a snack for them, for when things calmed down, and she waited patiently for the right moment.  
 
    The queen’s question had been her cue, and she had moved in.  
 
    She knew the pain between those three was too great to be erased that easily, but she sincerely hoped they would find a way. They were all victims of the same man, one that was beyond their reach, so they would have to find a way to solve their problems.  
 
    After she walked the queen to a room and helped her to settle in, she went looking for Cyran, the need to talk to him, eating her alive.  
 
    Sandra had known she had made a mistake the minute she walked out of the palace. She was leaving her heart behind, and her whole body ached for him, a craving so powerful it hurt. She had missed him every single moment she spent away and the further she went the stronger the pain. A special bond had been built between them, one she hoped she hadn’t broken the moment she left.  
 
    Seeing him in the middle of the woods had been so good, she almost passed out of sheer relief. At least, until she realized he was carrying her sister and how ill she was.  
 
    But now, things were different. He was different, and that had her scared to death. But this time, she refused to escape.  
 
    This time, she would face whatever fate had in store for her.  
 
    And yet, she had no idea for how long she stood in front of his office door, gathering the courage to walk in and face him. It was the hardest thing she ever did, but once she stepped in, she steeled herself determined to take whatever he threw her way.  
 
    “I guess you wanted to be alone, but we need to talk,” she said, closing the door behind her and leaning against it.  
 
    He leaned back on his chair. “What’s so urgent that can’t wait?”  
 
    “Should I move my things to another room?” she asked, in a low tone, not sure how to address the subject that held her heart in embers.  
 
    “Do you want to?” he asked, in a cold tone, his gray eyes piercing hers.  
 
    “It’s not about what I want. It’s your room, and this morning, you used another room to bathe… so… I just want to know where we’re standing,” she mumbled, making little sense.  
 
    He slowly got up and closed the distance between them. “I only used another bathroom this morning because I was sure being in the same room with you would be a mistake,” he confessed, grazing a finger down her cheek and down her neck, along the the neckline of her tunic. “I wouldn’t have been able to control myself, and I would have done what I have wanted to do ever since we found you.”  
 
    She gulped. “Kill me?” she asked, half sobbing, half laughing.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Twenty-Four 
 
      
 
    He cradled her face and claimed a passionate kiss from her lips, kissing her with hungry passion and feverish need.  
 
    “Do you have any idea how I felt when I realized you were gone?” he murmured against her lips, his forehead resting against hers.  
 
    She lowered her eyes. “I was torn… between you and my sister.”  
 
    He released her and took a step back. “And you chose your sister over us.”  
 
    Sandra pressed her eyes closed to hold back the tears threatening to come out. “There was no choice. I couldn’t abandon my sister, not when she needed me the most. I was sure she would have escaped alone if I had said no. I couldn’t let that happen,” she tried to explain.  
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me?”  
 
    “I already explained that to you,” she said.  
 
    “Did you?” he snorted. “You left me, and if I hadn’t gone after you, you wouldn’t have come back.”  
 
    “Put yourself in my place. Wouldn’t you have tried to escape? Wouldn’t you have tried to get your freedom back? Your life back?” she ranted.  
 
    “Did you feel trapped while you were with me?” he asked darkly, and Sandra’s heart sank in her chest.  
 
    She was making things worse, failing to find the right words, and keep her heart safe, just in case he didn’t love her the way she loved him.  
 
    “No… I didn’t,” she replied in a firm tone. “But the whole situation was overwhelming, stressful. I was taken away from my home planet and sold in a damn auction to a perfect stranger.”  
 
    She took a deep breath, wriggling her hands and struggling to find the words to explain what went on in her heart back then.  
 
    “I didn’t know you. I didn’t know what would happen between us… damn, I didn’t know anything. You never mentioned the future, and I had no way to know what you wanted for us,” she said, pacing the room. “When my sister contacted me, I felt torn between you too. I wanted to stay and see where what we shared would take us, but I couldn’t, wouldn’t abandon my sister. She’s my other half, and I would gladly die for her,” she added, looking at him, scowling at the stern expression on his face.  
 
    She hid her face for a second, making a considerable effort to collect herself before she continued. “After I talked to her, you started to open up to me, to let me know the man behind the hot looks and the fascinating gray eyes, and I started falling for you,” she confessed, letting out a small laugh. “God, that scared the hell out of me. In the past, whenever I fell for a man he turned out to be an asshole, and my heart ended up broken and bruised. What I was feeling for you was so much stronger, powerful I knew you could break my heart beyond repair.”  
 
    Her last words echoed in the room, and she looked out the window, watching the blue moon coming out without really seeing it.  
 
    “So, you ran,” he concluded, his tone still harsh, still cold. 
 
    She muffled a hysterical laugh. “So, I ran… as if pursued by a thousand demons, scared to death, driven by the self-preservation instinct I had spent my whole life using as a shield.”  
 
    “What changed? Do you still want to run?”  
 
    “No.”  
 
    She couldn’t utter more than that single word, too afraid to make things worse if she said more.  
 
    But he wanted more.  
 
    “Why not? What changed?”  
 
    Fair question. Hard as hell, but yes, fair.  
 
    “I guess I changed. These days away from you made me realize I wanted more, that I missed you as I had never missed anyone, that I should have given you… us… a better chance,” she said, in a shaky tone, doing her best to remain in control of her feelings.  
 
    “What if I don’t want more?” he asked his tone, not a little bit warmer, each word hitting her heart like sharp droplets.  
 
    Her chest heaved, each breath painful, as she pushed the words through the huge knot that grew in her throat. “Then, I’ll take what we had,” she said, sure she had her soul exposed, naked in her eyes, for him to see, but unable to look away.  
 
    “What if I don’t want that anymore?”  
 
    Sandra closed her eyes for a moment, feeling her heartbreak into a million pieces. “Then, I’ll take whatever you want to give me,” she said, staring at the floor.  
 
    “Acquiescence is not a virtue I would associate with you, my dear Sandra,” he said in a low, thoughtful tone, as he stood in front of her and lifted her chin.  
 
    She sobbed. “Usually, it isn’t,” she agreed.  
 
    “Why change now?” he asked, grazing the contour of her heart-shaped face.  
 
    “Because I don’t want to lose you,” she confessed, in a barely audible tone.  
 
    He pulled her into his arms and held her tight to his chest. “You’ll never lose me. You had me the moment I laid my eyes on you. And yes, I saw Shannon before I saw you, but though she looked beautiful, she wasn’t the right one. You were.”  
 
    Sandra wrapped her arms around him, finally allowing the tears to fall down, as the waves of relief washed over her.  
 
    He pulled her head up from his chest. “I love you,” he said, making sure she heard him. “You taught me what love is, and I know I’ll love you for as long as I live. You’re my mate, my other half.”  
 
    “I love you too. I’ve never felt so complete as when I’m with you.”  
 
    “Not even when you’re with your sister?” he asked, still hurting for her choosing her sister over him.  
 
    She chuckled. “Not even when I’m with her. She will always be a part of me, but you own my heart and my soul.”  
 
    He devoured her lips in a passionate kiss before he lifted her in his arms and carried her out of his office, straight to her room.  
 
    Tearing their clothes apart, he pushed her onto the bed and crawled into it with her, the hunger shining in his eyes a perfect match for hers.  
 
    He kissed her a million times, while his hands ran frantically over her whole body as if he wanted to make up for the time they had lost.  
 
    Kiss after kiss, caress after caress, they set their passion free, and soon they were burning in its sizzling fire, as wave after wave of the sweetest pleasure washed over them.  
 
    She was still riding the waves when he flipped her over, motioning her to get on her hands and knees before he slid inside her once more, his mouth kissing and nibbling the scar he had left last time they were together.  
 
    “This is my mark,” he whispered in her ear. “That night, I claimed you, I mated you,” he added.  
 
    Her heart stopped for a moment, and a lone tear escaped her eye, for the lost time.  
 
    “I should have told you how much you mattered to me, how much I loved you, but, haughtily, I trusted my actions were sufficiently clear.”  
 
    “I wish you had told me…” she murmured as he thrust harder and deeper inside her.  
 
    “Perhaps we needed this time away from each other so that we could see just how strong the bond between us is,” he said before he sank his teeth on the marks he had left on her skin.  
 
    The sharp pain mixed with the pleasure already raging through her body, made her climax with a loud sob, wholly lost in the haze of bliss that wrapped itself around her.  
 
    They collapsed onto the bed, still in each other’s arms, his cock firmly buried inside her, wishing they could forget the rest of the world and stay there forever.  
 
    But they couldn’t.  
 
    So, eventually, they jumped out of bed and joined the queen for dinner. Haryk didn’t show up, and they guessed he had chosen to stay with Shannon.  
 
    Things between Cyran and his mother were still a bit tense, but Sandra was sure it was only a matter of time for them to put the past behind them and move forward to a new life.  
 
    There were still a lot of things he had to sort out with his newfound family, but that only needed time.  
 
    That night, they made love slowly, exploring each other’s bodies and leaving no inch untouched.  
 
    Cyran kissed her one last time before he rolled out of her.  
 
    She moaned in protest. “I love to feel you inside me,” she confessed, cuddling against him.  
 
    “I love you,” he said, kissing her a few more times.  
 
    “How was it to see your twin for the first time?” she asked, a few minutes later, too curious not to ask.  
 
    “Well, I certainly hadn’t expected him to be a darn conceited king.”  
 
    She laughed. Haryk was a bit of an asshole; that was for sure.  
 
    “I don’t know. I never thought I would actually meet him, not even when Haryk started changing things on Dathomir. To see him walk into Kulvar’s office was quite a shock,” he chuckled. “For Kulvar too.”  
 
    “Did you warn him about my sister’s disappearance?” she asked, curious. 
 
     “No… we didn’t want to make things harder on you. But he called us just a few hours after nightfall looking for someone that knew the frozen steppes to help him look for her.”  
 
    “I see… Shannon was sure he wouldn’t notice her absence and that if he did, he wouldn’t bother looking for her,” she explained.  
 
    “Well, she was wrong.”  
 
    “What will happen now?”  
 
    He shrugged. “I guess we’ll coexist. My people refuse to go back to Dathomir. I believe they should have the chance to get reunited with their twins, so I’ll make sure they can if they want to. I’m sure Haryk has the same thing in mind.”  
 
    “Will you visit him and your mother at Dathomir?”  
 
    “Why not? That way, you can visit your sister. And before you ask, you can talk to her daily, if you feel you need to. Just not more escape plans.”  
 
    She hid her face on his broad chest, chuckling.  
 
    “By the way, Kulvar was not able to identify the language you used.”  
 
    She laughed louder. “He never would. We invented the language when we were kids, and we didn’t want anyone to understand what we were saying.”  
 
    “Naughty girls,” he scolded her in a teasing tone.  
 
    Sandra sighed and closed her eyes, relishing his heartbeat, rhythmic and soothing.  
 
    Her life had changed so much in just a few weeks, she no longer recognized it, but she would never go back to the life she had before. Not after she found her soul mate, the love of her life.  
 
    Her life now was perfect, and whatever the future held out for her would only make it better; she had no doubt.  
 
      
 
    The end 
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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    Jarcor grunted. He could feel the pain rushing through his whole body, but mainly through his legs. For a few moments, he wasn’t able to remember what had happened but soon, flashes of the battle in the middle of the desert and the bombs exploding everywhere came back to him.  
 
    The last thing he remembered, was running out of a building that was collapsing on him. Apparently, he hadn't been fast enough.  
 
    “Captain Jarcor, can you hear me?”  
 
    A man’s voice sounded next to him and he slowly opened his eyes. “Where am I?” he mumbled, feeling his throat incredibly dry.  
 
    “You’re at the military hospital in Washington. You were hurt on your last mission and brought here, as soon as possible,” the man explained, as he offered him some water.  
 
    “What happened to me?” he asked after he took a few sips of the cold liquid.  
 
    “The building collapsed on you, smashing your legs completely.” There was compassion in his tone and Jarcor frowned.  
 
    “Your bones were smashed beyond repair.” Another man replied, from the other side of the bed.  
 
    “What are you trying to tell me?” he asked, in a stern tone, looking around.  
 
    There were at least three doctors and two nurses around him.  
 
    “That we’ll have to amputate your legs, Captain,” the first doctor answered his question.  
 
    “There has to be another way,” he protested, trying to get up, refusing to believe the man’s words. He couldn’t lose his legs.   
 
    “Actually, there is, but it’s still in the experimental stage, it would be risky using this technology on you when we still don’t know how it would affect you in the future,” the other doctor replied, pushing him back to the bed.  
 
    “Who cares about the future? I’ll deal with that when the time comes. Right now, I’ll do anything to keep you from cutting off my legs,” Jarcor grumbled.  
 
    The doctors looked at each other, apparently pleased with his answer. 
 
    “I’m sure you’ve heard we have been working with Nanocybots and Ectogenesis, trying to create the perfect soldier. So far, we have been successful, but the babies take too long to grow up and reach the perfect age to be considered an adult,” the second doctor said.  
 
    Jarcor frowned. He had heard the rumors about it but hadn't known they were true until now. They were playing god, and that usually was a colossal mistake, but right now, it wasn’t the moment to express his feelings on that. “I’ve heard the rumors, like everyone else.”  
 
    “Well, it’s a reality. We’ve managed to narrow the growth time to six years, but as you can imagine, that’s not an ideal situation, especially if the Taucets finally invade us,” he mentioned the alien threat that had the whole planet on edge. “So, we’ve decided to try this new technology on full grown men and see if we get the same results, but a lot faster.”  
 
    “What exactly are you proposing to me?” Jarcor asked suspiciously, not sure he liked what the man was implying.  
 
    “We want to try the new technology on you, Captain Jarcor,” the first doctor explained. “We would be introducing Nanocybots into your bloodstream and wait for them to do their work on your body, the same way they do with the embryos we’ve developed.”  
 
    “What are they supposed to do?” he asked, his frown becoming a bit deeper.  
 
    “Nanocybots are programmed to find weakness or health threats on the host body and fix them,” doctor number two explained. “In the case of the embryos, they’ve altered the DNA, giving the body more strength, more intelligence and making it self-healing. Nanocybots are able to reproduce themselves and get whatever they need from the subject’s diet,” he added.  
 
    “In your case, it should rebuild your broken bones and coat them with the metal alloy they are able to manufacture inside you, making them unbreakable,” doctor number one continued.  
 
    It was hard to believe all they were saying was true. “What’s the catch?” he asked, suspiciously. 
 
     in a cold tone. Again, the doctors exchanged looks that were starting to make him feel unnerved.  
 
    “Nanocybots have artificial intelligence, they think for themselves and make the decisions based on logic and sometimes it’s not the best decision, or at least, not one the host would make,” doctor number two explained.  
 
    “How bad can it be? You said they operate for the host’s wellbeing,” Jarcor inquired, still not sure he wanted microscopic things inside him.  
 
    “We’re not sure since we haven’t tried this on a human being,” doctor number two replied.  
 
    “I thought you said you were experimenting with embryos.”  
 
    “According to our legislation, the beings created and enhanced in a lab aren’t considered humans. We’ve therefore decided to call them cyborgs,” the third man explained, in a cold tone. 
 
    That didn’t sound right. “Don’t they have human biological parents?” Jarcor asked.  
 
    “Yes, but they are created and raised to be war machines, nothing else,” the man replied, without even flinching.  
 
    “Anyway, that has nothing to do with you, Captain,” doctor number one quickly said, with a sleazy smile on his face.  
 
    Jarcor nodded, quickly considering his options. He wanted his legs and his only option at keeping them was on accepting the offer of these men. Nothing could be worse than becoming a cripple. Of course, he knew the new prosthetics were impressive, but they were still plastic parts.  
 
    “Very well, you can do whatever you want with me, as long as I get to keep my legs,” he finally pronounced the words the men had been waiting to hear. He had the feeling of being played, but at that moment, he couldn’t care less. He wanted to get his legs back and that was all that mattered.  
 
    The third man immediately stepped forward and handed him a small clipboard with several papers attached. “If you would be kind enough to sign all these papers, we can start right away, with the first stage,” the man said, in a tone a bit too eager. 
 
    Jarcor was sure he should read the papers thoroughly, but the pain was becoming unbearable. Although he had the feeling they didn’t want him to read them, he didn’t care. All he wanted was to have his legs fixed. He would deal with the rest later.  
 
    So, he signed the papers and put himself in the doctors’ hands. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    The next time he opened his eyes, the pain was far more significant than the last time. It was as if his whole body was on fire. His breathing was labored, and his heart drummed in his chest in protest of all the pain he was experiencing. 
 
    Doctor number one was standing next to him. “Ah, Jarcor, how are you feeling?”  
 
    “What the hell happened? I feel worse than last time I saw you,” he grunted through gritted teeth.  
 
    “I guess the Nanocybots are working on you. They’re probably trying to get you fixed as fast as possible. We’ve kept you in an induced coma so far, but we needed to know how you were feeling,” the man explained. The way he looked at Jarcor made him feel as if he was some sort of lab rat.  
 
    “As if my whole body is on fire, that’s how I’m feeling,” he moaned. 
 
    “They are working on your legs, Captain. As you can imagine, that is certain to involve some amount of pain.”  
 
    Jarcor held back on his desire to show the man just how that bit of pain felt. 
 
    “We have been working on you for two weeks now, but you won’t feel the difference until you’re completely healed. The good thing is, we are  having great results with you.”  
 
    “I’m glad to hear that,” he snarled, as the pain got worse.  
 
    “Well, I’ll let you get some more rest. Be well, Jarcor.”  
 
      
 
    When Jarcor next woke up, he was feeling much better. His whole body felt sore, but the excruciating pain was gone. He was still lying in a hospital bed, staring at the white ceiling, but he was definitely feeling much better.  
 
    At first, he felt confused, with the amount of information rushing through his mind, in a dizzying turmoil. It took him a few minutes to get control over it.  
 
    The world felt strange. His sight was a lot more accurate and he could hear a couple of women talking in a room nearby. Pulling the covers off his body, he looked at himself.  
 
    His legs looked as new. There were a few scars here and there, but other than that, they looked perfect, making him wonder how long he had been unconscious. Slowly, he tried to move his legs, and amazingly, he was able to. There was no pain, no restraint; his legs felt and looked as if they were good as new. Determined to test them, he got up, pulling the IV’s connected to his arm.  
 
    At first, he felt dizzy and the room spun around him at light speed for a few minutes before he was able to focus and clear his head. He walked around the room, trying his legs, crouching and kicking the air. They were perfect.  
 
    He was trying some martial arts kicks when the door was opened, and a startled nurse entered. “Hey, what are you doing? You aren’t supposed to be out of bed,” she cried out, running to meet him.  
 
    He stopped her, raising his hand. “I’m fine. I haven't felt this good in a long time,” he assured her. “Where’s the doctor? I want to talk to him.”  
 
    “I’ll go get him.” She turned around and left the room.  
 
    Jarcor chuckled and walked towards the window. It was around midday, the sun shining.  
 
    “Jarcor, you shouldn’t be out of bed,” doctor number one said, as he entered the room.  
 
    “Doctor. I don’t think I heard your name,” he replied, ignoring the doctor’s words.  
 
    “I’m Dr. Masterson. It’s too soon for you to be out of bed,” the man answered, with a deep frown.  
 
    Jarcor only listened to his name. Immediately, a lot of information filled in his mind about the man. His full name, his curriculum vitae, his family members and a lot more. He had no idea where it came from and he was confident he hadn't met the man before.  
 
    Something was wrong. “I’m fine,” he cut the man with a cold tone. “Would you care to tell me what exactly you did to me, while I was out?” 
 
    The man cleared his throat, distinctly uncomfortable. “Your legs are fully recovered, as you can see─”  
 
    “I’m not talking about my legs and you know that,” he pointed out, in a stern tone.  
 
    “When we realized the Nanocybots were working perfectly on your body, healing your wounds and recovering your bones with their special metal alloy, we decided to take the next step forward and add a few intelligence chips to your brain. We figured the Nanocybots would quickly integrate them into your brain, as they do on the cyborgs we create on our labs,” he explained.  
 
    “I don’t remember giving you permission to play games with my brain,” he said, trying to keep his anger at bay.  
 
    “The papers you signed gave us permission to do whatever we saw fit to restore your body, and that’s exactly what we did,” the man retorted, in a firm tone, as if reciting a rehearsed speech.  
 
    “We both know I wasn’t able to read those papers. I was in too much pain to even try.”  
 
    The man shrugged. “That’s irrelevant,” he dismissed his complaints. “Right now, all I want to know is how you feel? How are your senses working?”  
 
    For a moment, Jarcor considered not answering the man’s questions but it was a pointless battle. He had to act carefully around those people, at least, until he knew how much they had changed him and how that affected him.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    “At first, I felt a bit dizzy and a lot of unwanted information keeps coming to my mind, like the fact you’ve been married three times now,” he replied, in a scornfully tone, enjoying the man’s fluster.  
 
    “You’ll be able to control that with time, as well as all the improvements we’ve made to your body.”  
 
    “Like what?” he asked, frowning.  
 
    “Just some minor details you’ll discover in time.”  
 
    Jarcor nodded, not very pleased with the man’s answers. “When will I be able to go home?”  
 
    “I know you feel fine, right now, but I need you to stay a few more days, while we test all the improvements made to your body.”  
 
    “How long will that take?”  
 
    “We can’t tell for sure. We need to be certain you’re perfectly alright before we send you back to the battlefield. While you were unconscious, the Taucets landed on our planet. We need to get you back out there, to lead the other cyborgs and fight these aliens off our planet.”  
 
    “Other cyborgs? Are they ready for the battlefield? And why do you include me in that group?” Jarcor asked with suspicion oozing out of his tone, stiffening his body.  
 
    The man cleared his throat once more, wiping the sweat from his forehead. “After all the improvements we made to you, you have been redefined as a cyborg,” he explained.  
 
    “Meaning?” he asked in a threatening tone.  
 
    “You are now the property of the United Nations Political Organization.”  
 
    For a moment, Jarcor was so surprised, he couldn’t move. Had they turned him into a war machine? Who the hell permitted that?  
 
    “You had no permission to do that. All we discussed was healing my legs, nothing else,” he growled through gritted teeth.  
 
    “Did you honestly expect them to spend such expensive technology on you for free? I’m sure you’re not that naïve, Jarcor,” mocked Dr. Masterson.  
 
    Jarcor pursed his lips and frowned. He had never expected anything for free, but he sure as hell hadn't expected to have his life and his identity taken away from him. “I’m a human being…” he yelled, but he could see it was no use.  
 
    “Not anymore. It’s better for you to accept your new life and start acting as is expected of you. Otherwise, life will become very hard for you.” There was a definite warning in the man’s words and ignoring it wouldn’t be a smart move.  
 
    “So, now I’m your lab rat?” he asked, oozing scorn.  
 
    “If you’d like to think of yourself like that, I guess it’s a suitable description.”  
 
    Masterson nodded and left the room, returning only a few minutes later with the same men that had convinced him to allow them to play with his life. During the following hours, they interrogated him exhaustively and put him through a lot of tests, until they were satisfied.  
 
    “We’ll send you to the training camp tomorrow. We don’t have time to waste and we need all the help we can get to defeat the Taucets,” General Smithson told him. He had joined the group interrogating him a couple of hours ago.  
 
    “What if I refuse?” Jarcor asked with a very calm tone, considering all the rage boiling inside him.  
 
    “That’s no longer your prerogative. You have been programmed to follow orders,” General Smithson explained. “Even if you managed to circumvent those orders, you wouldn’t get far. We’ve installed tracking devices in you that will allow us to find you faster than you can blink.”  
 
    “How many men like me were fooled into this trap?”  
 
    The Doctor sighed, impatient. “You are the first one we’ve transformed, but depending on your results, I’m sure there will be many more,” the man replied in a cold tone. “Besides, we didn’t fool you. We saved you from a dreadful future. You should be on your brand-new knees thanking us,” he snarled at Jarcor.  
 
    “I’m afraid having my freedom and life taken away from me doesn’t make me very thankful,” Jarcor retorted.  
 
    “Nonsense. You had no life left,” the general insisted in a vain attempt to make Jarcor believe in his words.  
 
    Jarcor remained silent and the general finally gave up. “I’ll see you tomorrow at the training camp,” he said before he left Jarcor’s room.  
 
    The other men followed the general and Jarcor was left alone with Dr. Masterson.  
 
    “Do you think this is ethical? Fooling wounded men to accept false hope and then stealing their lives away from them?” he asked the man, his voice deadly.  
 
    “I’m not here to judge. I’m paid to do my job and that’s exactly what I do,” the man replied, not showing a hint of regret or shame, as if he couldn’t care less.  
 
    Jarcor shook his head and walked towards the window, silently inviting the other man to leave his room.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    That night, Jarcor ran several analyses of all his new programs trying to find the tracking devices and searching for a way to deactivate them. But it was no use. He didn’t even know how to access the circuitries they had installed in him. It would take him some time to figure out how they worked and what he needed to control them.  
 
    They had chosen the wrong man to use as a lab rat. Jarcor had been hacking undetected into the government’s systems since he was ten. Hacking into his own systems might take him some time, but he was certain he could figure it out. 
 
      
 
    The following morning, he was taken to the Cyborgs’ training camp. There were a lot more than he expected, and he wondered how many more of them were scattered around the world.  
 
    He was introduced to Sergeant Miller, his new superior officer. He pursed his lips and clenched his hands into fists, but kept silent, at least until the man addressed him.  
 
    “Soldier H01, you are to present─”  
 
    “Excuse me, are you talking to me?” he asked, through gritted teeth. H01? What the hell was the meaning of that?  
 
    “Yes, of course I’m talking to you. You’re a cyborg and as such, you are referred to by the serial number assigned to you,” the man replied in a cold tone. “Yours is H01, since you are the first converted human.”  
 
    Fury blinded Jarcor and he had to make a considerable effort to control himself not to jump down the man’s throat. “My name is Jarcor, and you better use it, Sergeant,” he added, stepping forward and towering over the shorter, and probably weaker man. He wasn’t going to tolerate being called by a serial number. He was a person, a human being, not a damn robot.  
 
    The man opened the mouth to insist but something in Jarcor’s expression must have told him it wasn’t worth it, and he finally nodded. 
 
    He was taken to the quarters he was to share with another twenty men. Immediately, he missed his own home, at Camp Freedom, back in Quantico. He guessed he had not only lost his humanity, but every aspect of his life.  
 
    The place was empty when he was guided to his bunk and he thanked the opportunity to put his things away and get acquainted with his new life before he was forced to face his new roommates.  
 
    A short while later, a soldier came to escort him to the gym where he was asked to show the men gathered his skills in the ancient martial arts.  
 
    “Though the Taucets usually avoid a hand-to-hand combat, you can find yourself in a position where this knowledge will save your life,” Sergeant Miller said. “Copy his moves and add it to your fighting repertoire. Once you’ve done that, I would like you to put your knowledge to test, against the new recruit,” he added, with a touch of scorn in the last word. “Show us what you’ve got, soldier,” he ordered him.  
 
    Gritting his teeth, he controlled his desire to punch the man in his face. They had taken away even his rank.  
 
    Instead, he did as told; showing the men assembled around him, most of the basic kicks and attacks. He had no idea how they would assimilate all the information he was giving them, but when they put into practice what he had just shown them, he was amazed.  
 
    Though they were a bit clumsy at first, it didn’t take them more than a couple tries to get it right. He could see now why the government wanted more men like this. Their ability to learn was impressive and their physical condition was a lot better than the average soldier.  
 
    That night when he returned to his quarters, he was greeted with a tense silence. His roommates were standing next to their bunks waiting for him, apparently not very pleased with his presence in the room.  
 
    “Good evening, gentlemen,” he greeted them in a calm tone.  
 
    “Why are you here? You’re not one of us,” one of them said, getting straight to the point.  
 
    “Apparently, I am now,” he replied in a flat tone.  
 
    “What do you mean?” the same one asked, clearly too curious to be silent.  
 
    “They’ve turned me into one of you, or so they say.”  
 
    “I didn’t know that was even possible. We were born cyborgs.”  
 
    “Well…” he paused inviting the other man to identify himself.  
 
    “Jayport.”  
 
    He looked at the man surprised. “I thought you had serial numbers,” he said, making a parenthesis on what he was saying.  
 
    “We do, but despite their efforts to turn us into machines, we’re part humans and we deserve names, like everybody else,” Jayport explained in a cold tone.  
 
    Pleasantly surprised, Jarcor nodded. These men were more human than he had expected, with a mind of their own, considering the way they were born and how they had been raised.  
 
    “Well, Jayport, like I was saying, apparently it is possible. And since they’ve changed me into one of you, according to them and their laws, I’m no longer human.”  
 
    “They can’t do that, can they?” asked someone from the other side of the room.  
 
    “They say they can,” Jarcor pointed out, shrugging.  
 
    “But you can’t possibly agree with that,” there was a shock on Jayport’s tone.  
 
    “I don’t, but do I have a choice? Do you have a choice?” he asked, in a cold tone.  
 
    “No, we don’t, but that doesn’t mean we’re happy with it,” he replied, confirming Jarcor’s suspicions. These men dreamed of freedom as much as he did.  
 
    “Well, I don’t have a choice either, Jayport. For now.”  
 
      
 
    Time flew by amidst training and battle exercises, and three months later, they were finally considered fit to fight the alien invaders and they were sent to the battlefield.  
 
    Despite his hopes, Jarcor wasn’t deployed with the rest of the men he had been training with. Instead, he was assigned a new group of cyborgs ready to be trained. He wasn’t very happy. He had hoped he would be able to escape once out there fighting since he had no intentions of being the government’s little marionette for much longer.  
 
    However, they must have had some idea as to his intentions, because during the following months he wasn’t allowed out of the camp where they had sent him unless he was required at the hospital for more tests and upgrades. He hated the way they treated him. A lab rat ignoring his will or even his pain.  
 
    They were playing with his body, especially his brain and no matter how many times he had asked them to stop, they didn’t. The pain he experienced each time they added new circuitry to his brain was excruciating and he hated with all his heart every single one of those sessions. 
 
    Once, right after one particularly painful session, he turned to look at the doctor working on him. “Is this what you do to all the cyborgs you breed in your labs?” he asked, with apparent hatred in his tone.  
 
    “Cyborgs are bred with Nanocybots. They start working on the embryo the minute it’s conceived, adding all the upgrades we’re giving to you,” the woman explained with pride on her tone. It was as if she was talking about machines other than human babies. Yes, special babies, but still babies. “When they are born, they already have many of the special abilities inherent to cyborgs. The other ones are inserted right after they are born and fully developed during the six years they need to reach their full maturity.”  
 
    “Six years? Six damn years? Are you kidding me?” he asked, outraged.  
 
    “Yes, six years,” she dismissed the anger in his tone and replied in a cold tone. “We’ve tried to reduce it, but we’ve discovered the results of sending them to the battlefield before time, aren’t good enough as to risk losing one of them.”  
 
    “I can’t believe what I’m hearing. When did the government lose sight of all the principles that ruled this nation?” he ranted, shaking his head.  
 
    “I really don’t see what the problem is, soldier. It’s not like they’re real people,” she retorted in a self-defensive tone.  
 
    “You still use a human egg and human sperm to conceive those babies, right?” he asked, in a stern tone.  
 
    “Yes, but─” 
 
    “Then, please explain to me how the hell they aren’t humans like you and the rest of the people in this place?” he asked, crossing his arms over his broad chest, towering over her.  
 
    Over the past months, his body had become a lot taller and broader than it had been previously, he was still getting used to it, but it came in handy in moments like this.  
 
    The woman looked at him, flustered, unable to find a suitable answer to his question. “They have too many mechanical parts to be considered human,” she finally muttered, but, for the first time, there was no conviction on her tone.  
 
    “Is that what you keep telling yourself at night when you’re trying to have a peaceful night’s sleep?” he asked, sarcastically.  
 
    The woman snorted and walked away from him, but he didn’t mind. At least he had been able to make her think about what they were doing here and how wrong they were treating all the cyborgs, himself included.  
 
    A couple of soldiers came to escort him back to the camp and he went straight to his barracks, eager to have some time alone and rest. Each upgrade they gave him required some readjustment on his part and the process was quite painful.  
 
    Lying on his bunk, he ran his hand over his shaved head, feeling every one of the scars from the multiple surgeries they had done on him. He sighed. He was starting to look like freaking Frankenstein’s monster, and he was beginning to doubt his dark hair would ever grow back.  
 
    His eyes certainly didn’t look the same anymore. After all the changes they had made, they were starting to look a lot like the rest of the cyborgs, with a grayish tone. He now had night and infrared vision, but he was still learning how to use those upgrades and headaches had become a daily presence in his life. Of course, his own programming and hacking didn’t help, but at this point, he didn’t care.  
 
    Each time he had access to a computer, he accessed the chips inserted in his brain and started working on them, breaking their codes, learning more about them and making all the changes he was allowed to. He had tried to record everything they did to him, trying to get access to the main programming codes, but so far, they shut him down before they made any changes and he hadn't been able to activate the recording process and keep it running despite the shutdown.  
 
    He was sure it was a matter of time before he was able to get the codes. Right now, he was working on a way to communicate with the other cyborgs without the humans finding out.  
 
    He let out a bitter laugh when he realized he was starting to think of himself as a cyborg too. Not in the derogatory sense the humans did, but as a proud new race that deserved freedom and a place in the world.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    He had his eyes closed when he sensed someone entering the room. His nostrils flared when he perceived Sergeant Miller’s scent and he wondered what the hell he was doing there.  
 
    “Getting some rest, little flower?” the man asked, in a scornful tone, and not for the first time, Jarcor wished he could teach the little worm a much-needed lesson on manners and humanity.  
 
    “Is there a point to this visit, Sergeant? Or you just missed me so much you had to come see me?” he asked in a mocking tone, not even opening his eyes. The man was no threat to him. He was just human. Right now, he could smash him as quickly as he would smash an insect.  
 
    But, apparently, the man thought he was safe behind his rank because he decided to kick Jarcor out of his bed. Or at least try.  
 
    The moment Miller raised his leg to kick Jarcor, his senses captured the motion and his powerful hand flew to grab his ankle and send him flying into the nearest bed. He jumped to his feet and faced the man, towering over him menacingly.  
 
    “Is there a problem, Sergeant, that you would like to discuss with me?” he snarled, his teeth gritted, still holding the man’s foot, ready to break it, if he insisted on attacking him.  
 
    Jarcor felt a surge of pain rushing through him, but he ignored it.  
 
    “You can’t attack me. I’m your superior.” Miller mumbled, clearly scared. It was probably the first time one of the cyborgs had decided to fight back.  
 
    “Where does it say that? If you attack me, I’ll attack back,” he assured him, adding pressure to his grip.  
 
    “You can’t, you have been programmed not to attack us under any circumstance,” he mumbled some more, revealing facts Jarcor had started to suspect but hadn't yet confirmed.  
 
    “It seems my programmer forgot to add that,” he mocked him, adding a bit more pressure. Certainly, he could feel the pain, but it wasn’t strong enough to stop him. “You’re nothing but a cowardly little worm. You’ve been abusing the soldiers in your unit, just because you knew they couldn’t fight back.”  
 
    “You…you have no right to talk to me like that─” he ranted, but Jarcor knew he was scared.  
 
    “Who’s going to stop me? You?” he asked, in a mocking tone, finally releasing the man’s foot and stepping aside. “You’re not worth the effort.”  
 
    “This will be reported immediately. I’m sure they’ll review all your programming.” Miller quickly jumped up, trying to recover his composure, but his shaking hands took away the effect he was trying to get with his threats.  
 
    “Do as you please, but before you go, you might want to tell me what brought you here in the first place,” he pointed out in a cold tone.  
 
    “You’ll be deployed to the front line in the morning. They need someone with a bit more experience leading the new cyborgs,” spat the sergeant.  
 
    “They should have sent you. After all, you’ve trained them,” Jarcor replied with an ironic tone. The man was too much of a coward, making Jarcor wonder how the hell Miller had gotten his rank in the first place.  
 
    “My place is here. I’m too valuable for them to endanger my life,” Miller replied, infatuated with his own self-importance.   
 
    “Sure, whatever makes you happy.” Jarcor replied, too happy with his deployment to pay attention to the man’s delusions.  
 
    “Though, after your display of violence, I’m starting to think that deployment isn’t a good idea…” the Sergeant continued, determined to reestablish his superiority over the human cyborg.  
 
    Jarcor wasn’t going to let that happen. “I’m sure you wouldn’t want to have me breathing down your neck all day long, Sergeant. Who knows what I might do with my next display of violence─” he left the threat hanging between them and watched the man gulp.  
 
    “I guess you’ll find a better use for it on the battlefield,” he said, and turned around, stomping out of the room.  
 
    Jarcor rubbed his face and walked to the nearest window. They were finally sending him into combat. He would be able to check the possibilities of escape and perhaps even start making plans towards it. He knew he still wasn’t ready to escape, but he was close and being on the front line would allow him to assess the real possibilities of a successful escape.  
 
    But that night, when he was getting ready to go to bed, his quarters were invaded by three doctors, accompanied by one of the programmers that had worked on him.  
 
    He pursed his lips, regretting his decision of giving Sergeant Miller a taste of his own medicine, but it was too late now.  
 
    “We’ve been notified that your obedience program is malfunctioning, so we decided to come and check it before you are deployed out to the battlefield in the morning,” one of the doctors announced, taking a syringe out of his pocket.  
 
    He considered resisting and though he was sure he was more than able to take them all down, he wouldn’t go that far. So, he just stood there and allowed them to do whatever the hell they wanted to. It would only delay his plans, nothing else.  
 
    The following morning, when he came to his senses, he felt a bit strange, but he couldn’t quite put his finger on what was making him feel that way.  
 
    Ignoring the sensation, he grabbed his gear and left his quarters to join the group of soldiers that would be deployed to the front with him.  
 
    He hadn't trained this group and they seemed even more inexperienced than the groups he had worked with in the past months. They were flown out of camp, in one of the fleet’s fastest vessels.  
 
    They got to the battlefront unit in just a couple of hours and soon they were being taken to their tents and handed all the equipment they were going to need on the battlefield.  
 
    “Unit H01, I was told you have experience on the battlefield.” General Brown said, in a stern tone.  
 
    Jarcor pursed his lips, furious. “My name is Jarcor, Sir. I used to be a Captain and my last battle was in the Middle East,” he replied in an even tone.  
 
    The man frowned, surprised. “We didn’t send cyborgs to the Middle East.”  
 
    “I wasn’t a cyborg back then, Sir,” Jarcor was surprised. He was sure they would have notified General Brown of his battle record, but it seemed they hadn't.  
 
    “What the hell does that mean?” the man sounded quite upset and that surprised him even more. “Follow me, I need more information from you,” he finally decided and Jarcor followed him sighing, confident this would be a total waste of time.  
 
    General Brown took him to his tent and took a seat at his desk. “Start talking,” he ordered.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    “What would you like to know?”  
 
    “All of it.”  
 
    Jarcor wanted to sigh, instead he complied. Telling General Brown his story, summarizing where possible, highlighting the more important facts and when he was finally done, he was able to see the general didn’t look very happy.  
 
    “How many of you are there?” he finally asked, in a stern tone.  
 
    “As far as I know, I’m the only one, Sir. They wanted to see if it would be faster to transform soldiers into cyborgs rather than breeding them,” he explained, allowing his tone to show precisely what he thought about that idea.  
 
    “Have they reached a conclusion?”  
 
    “I don’t think so. This is the first time I’ll be on an actual battlefield since my transformation,” he replied, honestly. He saw no point in lying to the man.  
 
    “I see. Did you agree with all this? Losing your human condition and being degraded to a simple soldier?”  
 
    “They gave me some papers, rushing me to sign them. According to them all that information was written in them,” he explained. “However, I was in a lot of pain, in no fit state to study the papers and all I wanted was for them to fix my wounded legs. I assure you it was my mistake that I didn’t stop to read any papers.”  
 
    “Indeed, well, Jarcor, we surely can use your experience out there. The soldiers they’ve been sending me have no idea how to act in the middle of a battle and we’ve had way too many wounded in the past few months,” he said, in a dispassionate tone. It was obvious he wasn’t going to comment on what his superiors had done to Jarcor, but it would warn him and others like him not to make the same mistake Jarcor had.  
 
    “I’ll do my best, Sir.”  
 
    General Brown nodded standing up to guide Jarcor out. “I’ll introduce you to the unit you’ll be leading into the battlefield, as soon as possible.”  
 
    Like General Brown had said, the cyborgs he introduced him too appeared to be younger than the average cyborg and seemed to be clueless as what to do with the heavy guns they were carrying.  
 
    Jarcor took a deep breath before giving them a few instructions, telling them how to act as a group, protecting each other from enemy forces. “In case of doubt, ask,” he concluded. “The general idea is to kill as many enemies as possible and return in one piece. Protect yourself and protect those around you. Work as a team and you might get out of this alive and well.”  
 
    The men nodded, and he smiled, pleased. “Try to emulate what I do on the battlefield and feel free to act as your instincts tell you to.”  
 
    With those last words, he guided his men into the battlefield. The Taucets preferred fighting on foot and their senses seemed to be a lot more accurate than those of humans or even cyborgs but from what Jarcor was able to see, they were lousy warriors.  
 
      
 
    After his first week on the front line, Jarcor was convinced the Taucets used to win their battles based on the vast number of fighters they had rather than any other tactic. He believed they hadn't expected to find well-prepared armies willing to fight them, but they didn’t seem to be willing to surrender.  
 
    Nor would the humans. They weren’t willing to deliver their planet on a silver platter to the alien invaders.  
 
    After an intense week fighting on the battlefields, Jarcor finally had some free time, to dedicate it to himself. He managed to get access to a computer and working as fast as he could, he finished working on the private communication channel between all cyborgs.  
 
    He hid the channel and made it imperceptible to the humans, encrypting it on the off chance they managed to find it. He wanted a channel all cyborgs could use without fear of being caught.  
 
    He decided to try it with one of the guys in his unit, eager to see if it worked as planned.  
 
    “Johlan, can you hear me?” he asked, in an excited tone.  
 
    “Jarcor? Is that you? This is a new channel. How the hell did you get access to it?” he asked, surprised. 
 
    Jarcor smiled, pleased and opened the conversation to all the cyborgs within a mile. “I’ve created this channel. It’s a secure channel, just for cyborgs. It leaves no trace and no records. Humans don’t know about its existence and even if they did, they wouldn’t be able to crack my defenses.”  
 
    From the other side of the line, he heard the cheers of happiness of the other cyborgs. “This is great, Jarcor. We sure need a private channel,” Johlan said, sounding as excited as he was.  
 
    “I’m working on a few other apps to store private information I’ll send to you through this channel,” he added. “But I need you guys to transmit it to all cyborgs you can reach.”  
 
    “Sure thing. Keep up the good work,” someone else said.  
 
    “You can also have private conversations by just naming the person you want to talk to. A private sub-channel is immediately created and when you’re done talking, it’s erased. It won’t leave any records or trace of the conversation,” he explained.  
 
    “That’s perfect.” Some of the men cheered.  
 
    “I’ll let you know when I have other information to share,” he ended the conversation and relaxed in his chair.  
 
    He erased all he had been working on and went back to his quarters. He had been planning his escape, but his instincts told him it wasn’t the right moment. He had to wait a bit longer until he had his recorder ready to activate even when he was unconscious. Otherwise, escape would be futile. 
 
    “Johlan, one question,” he called out the other cyborg.  
 
    “What’s up?”  
 
    “Do you have any idea where the main control panel is located? You know, through where humans access our circuitry.”  
 
    “It’s hidden in your thorax, right under your armpit, but you need to cut open your skin to gain access to it,” Johlan explained. “And we’re programmed to avoid the area. There’s no way we can cut it open ourselves, though we wouldn’t be able to do anything without the main codes.”  
 
    “I see. I’m sure breaking into that program won’t be easy, but either way, we need to get those codes.”  
 
    “Good luck with that.” There was so much disbelief on the other man’s tone, Jarcor couldn’t help laughing.  
 
    “I’ve faced harder challenges.”  
 
    “I’m sure of it.”  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    The following days were another succession of endless battles and by the time Jarcor had another free moment, he was exhausted. Though his whole life had been dedicated to fighting the enemy, there were moments where he wished he could escape the life. He had seen enough bloodshed.  
 
    Despite his exhaustion, he went looking for a computer and dedicated a few minutes to work on his own recording system. He was nearly finished when he sensed someone approaching. Quickly, he closed everything he had been working on and got up only he wasn’t able to leave the room on time to avoid Sergeant Miller. 
 
    “What the hell are you doing here?” he snarled.  
 
    “Having a bit of fun. Is there a problem with that?” Jarcor replied calmly, trying not to provoke him.  
 
    “You have no business being here.”  
 
    “Why not? I wasn’t aware this place was off-limits.” It wasn’t and they both knew it, but Jarcor knew Miller still had a score to settle with him, after their last encounter.  
 
    Miller’s face got so red Jarcor thought he was about to have a stroke. But the sergeant managed to control himself before he spoke, oozing venom towards Jarcor. “You think you’re better than anyone here, don’t you? Having trouble accepting your new place in life, are you?” 
 
    “My place in life hasn’t changed at all. Your opinion on the matter has no importance to me,” he stated coldly, watching as Miller lost control over himself once more.  
 
    He stepped closer to Jarcor, yelling at him. “You’re nothing, just a weapon to use as we see fit, as we please, completely dispensable. I could kill you right now and you would be replaced immediately by another one of your kind.”  
 
    “Go ahead, what’s stopping you?” challenged Jarcor, crossing his arms over his chest. Miller wasn’t a threat to him, despite his words.  
 
    Miller threw a punch at him and Jarcor moved his head, easily avoiding the blow and sending the smaller man stumbling across the room.  
 
    “Is that all you have?” mocked Jarcor. He knew he was looking for trouble, but he was sick and tired of men like Miller.  
 
    The sergeant attacked him again and Jarcor managed to avoid him and his punches once more but when he tried to hit back, his arms wouldn’t respond to his commands. Instead, a searing pain rushed through his body, taking his breath away.  
 
    What the hell was going on? Jarcor dodged one more attack but again he wasn’t able to fight back, and every time he tried, he was stopped by the excruciating pain.  
 
    “What’s the matter, Jarcor? Why don’t you fight back?” Miller asked, mocking him. “Machines are built to obey orders, not to rebel against their superiors.”  
 
    “You told them to do this to me, didn’t you?” he snarled, through gritted teeth.  
 
    Miller let out a victorious laugh. “Of course, I did. I let them know you had attacked me with no provocation and they immediately took care of that rebellious spirit.”  
 
    “You really are a cowardly worm. Does it make you feel better, knowing you can abuse your position against helpless people?”  
 
    “People? I don’t see any people around here, just a babbling robot that thinks too much of itself.”  
 
    Jarcor clenched his hands into fists and made an extraordinary effort to move his hand to knock out the other man, but his hand didn’t move. He was so focused on moving his hand, he didn’t see the other man approaching and throwing a punch to his jaw.  
 
    The punch didn’t have the effect Miller was expecting since it wasn’t able to move Jarcor one inch. Instead, it gave him the necessary strength to move his hand and punch the other man back. The pain was worse than anything he had ever experienced, but he didn’t care. He had the satisfaction to see the other man fall to the ground, knocked out.  
 
    Falling to his knees, Jarcor stayed there for a few moments recovering from the waves of pain still rushing through his body. When he was finally able to move, he left the room without even looking back or checking on Miller. He knew he would be alright.  
 
    That night, their camp was attacked by a small group of Taucet vessels and Jarcor was sure that was the only reason why Miller didn’t seek retaliation.  
 
    The place was utterly destroyed and though they were able to destroy most of the Taucet crafts, it was impossible to rebuild the camp in the same location. The Taucets now knew its location and would be back to attack them again if they stayed.  
 
    Fortunately, there were no casualties on their side and they would be evacuated in a few hours.  
 
    Though he still hadn't tested his recorder, Jarcor decided it was the ideal time for him to make his first escape. He knew they would capture him faster than he would like, but he needed to force the doctors to access his primary control system so that he could hack the access to the codes he would need to really escape the human’s control and help the other cyborgs to flee with him.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    Taking advantage of the chaos at the camp after the battle, Jarcor escaped from the area, stealing a MotorStorm he had found abandoned under some debris. The vehicle allowed him to put a lot more distance between himself and the humans. He knew they would miss him soon enough and that they would be after him in no time, but for the moment he was enjoying his freedom.  
 
    He was able to reach a small village, up in the mountains and decided to look for a signal blocker, to delay as long as possible his capture. Spotting an electronics store on a side street, he decided to use his savings to buy what he would need. He knew that he would be leaving a trace but right now that was not important.  
 
    Entering the store Jarcor found the reaction of the man behind the counter almost comical. It was as if he had never seen a cyborg in the flesh.  
 
    “Are…are…are we being…attacked?” the poor man stuttered, clearly nervous.  
 
    “No, you’re not. I’m here to get a few things I need. Usually, I would get them from our regular suppliers, but our base has just been attacked,” he explained, trying to leave his expression as blank as possible.  
 
    Ever since he had left the camp, pain had been his companion. It was apparent the cyborgs had been programmed not to escape and his actions were a clear violation of such programming. Fortunately, the pain levels were bearable, though they made it hard to smile.  
 
    “Sure…sure…whatever you need,” the salesman offered.  
 
    Jarcor named all the supplies he needed and the man quickly gathered them in front of him.  
 
    “I thought cyborgs were a bit grayish…” The man’s curiosity was stronger than his fear.  
 
    “They are. I used to be human, like you, but I was turned into a cyborg, to avoid having my legs amputated,” he glamorized the truth, not looking for the man’s sympathy.  
 
    The truth was his skin had slowly lost its natural golden tone and it was gaining the grayish skin tone typical of the cyborgs.  
 
    “Oh, I didn’t know they could do that,” the man was astounded.  
 
    “Apparently, they can. How much do I owe you?” he cut the conversation, eager to get the hell out of there.  
 
    “It’s on the house. It’s a pleasure to help the brave men fighting for our freedom,” the man said, with a full smile.  
 
    Nodding, Jarcor didn’t wait around to see if he was being serious. He grabbed his supplies and left the store, leaving the small village as fast as possible. He needed to find a suitable place to build his signal blocker.  
 
    A couple of hours later, he reached a small cave, hidden in the mountains, where he hid the MotorStorm and started working on the blocker.  
 
    He knew he didn’t have much time before they found him, so he worked as fast as he could. It was a real relief when he got the device working.  
 
    He knew that wouldn’t keep them away forever, eventually they would figure out he was using a blocker, but it would give him a couple more days of freedom.  
 
    Smiling, he attached the blocker to his wrist and jumped in the MotorStorm, he headed out. He needed to get as far away from the cave as possible before he dumped the vehicle. It was too loud and too noticeable. He would continue on foot, hopefully making things harder for them to find him. 
 
    He travelled up the mountains until he considered he was far enough away from his last trackable position. He pushed the MotorStorm down a cliff before taking off at a run.  
 
    He spent that night hiding in a cold and dark cave, unwilling to start a fire and make himself visible to anyone who would be looking for him.  
 
    He controlled his body temperature using his new cyborg features, but when the sun came out from behind the horizon, he was so hungry he could eat a bear.  
 
    Jarcor knew he should try to find something to eat, but wanting to get as far away as possible, he ignored his growling stomach took off running again.  
 
      
 
    At sunset, he stumbled upon a small cabin hidden in the middle of the woods and after checking the place, he didn’t worry about breaking in. With his talent on hacking, opening the electronic lock was easy.  
 
    There was no one around and he decided he could wait for the soldiers in the comfort of the cabin.  
 
    With luck, there would be food in storage he could eat.  
 
    And there was. The cupboard was filled with all kinds of canned food, as well as all the ingredients you might need to cook a delicious meal.  
 
    Being too hungry to wait, he grabbed a couple of cans and opened them, eating them without even heating them first.  
 
    With his primary need satisfied, he searched the small abode finding a comfortable bed he would use as soon as he took a shower.  
 
    He was coming out of the shower when he heard someone entering the house. Cursing himself for being so distracted, he wrapped the towel around his waist and quickly moved to the door, trying to find out who he was up against.  
 
    A flowery scent filled his nostrils when he slightly opened the door and he knew it was a woman. By the sound of steps, he was able to tell she was alone and he doubted she could be a danger to him. Her footsteps were barely audible, so he assumed she wasn’t a big woman. Carefully, Jarcor left the room and followed her to the kitchen.  
 
    She was examining the empty cans he had left on the table. She must have sensed him behind her, because she turned around, startled.  
 
    “Who the hell are you? And what are you doing in my house?” she shouted, after a moment of shock.  
 
    The woman had guts, he had to admit it. Even before he had been changed into a cyborg, he had been an impressive man; over six feet tall, with a muscled body. Now, he was almost seven feet tall and his body was a lot more powerful than it had ever been. Still, she hadn't hesitated to confront him.  
 
    A hint of a smile cracked his face. “Who I am is not important. I needed a place to get some rest and this place looked perfect,” he said in a cool tone, as his eyes surveyed her body.  
 
    She was barely five feet ten, with a slim, tidy body, with curves in all the right places. Her coppery hair fell down her back in amazing curls and her heart-shaped face reminded him of a naughty wood nymph, with the green eyes.   
 
    For the first time in a long while, Jarcor’s body responded the way it was supposed to in the presence of such an attractive woman and he took a deep breath, in order to control himself.  
 
    Unaware of his examination, she pulled her cell phone out of her pocket and threatened him. “Well, I don’t care what you need. This is my cabin and you have exactly five seconds to get the hell out of here before I call the police.”  
 
    “You don’t want to do that,” he replied, in a soft tone, taking a few steps towards her.  
 
    She gulped visibly but didn’t step back. “Of course, I do, and I will.”  
 
    Before she was even able to turn on the phone, he was next to her, taking it out of her hands and smashing it between his fingers. “I don’t think so,” he murmured, opening his hand and allowing the small pieces of the device to fall to the floor.  
 
    Looking scared for the first time, the woman tried to run for the door, but Jarcor wasn’t about to allow her to escape. Stretching his arm, he quickly captured her and pulled her against his naked chest.  
 
    He needed a bit more time of freedom and he couldn’t allow her to ruin that for him. “I’m sorry, but you’re not going anywhere. I promise I won’t be here for long, but while I do, you’ll stay with me, like a nice little girl,” he whispered in her ear, allowing his nose to relish her sweet perfume. Her scent was driving him insane and he had to make a considerable effort to control himself and not act like a brainless animal in heat.  
 
    “Please…please…let me go. I promise I won’t tell anyone about you,” she begged him, breathing hard, her heart drumming in her chest, so hard he could hear it.  
 
    “I’m afraid I can’t believe in you,” he replied, as he looked around, trying to find something he could use to tie her up. 
 
    “What are you going to do to me?” she seethed, struggling to free herself from his powerful embrace.  
 
    “Nothing, as long as you behave,” he assured her, as he dragged her along the kitchen floor, opening the drawers on his way until he found duct tape. Just what he needed.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    He dragged her to the nearest chair and quickly tied her to it.  
 
    She tugged at her restraints, trying to free herself, but it was useless.  
 
    “You have no right to do this. This is my house, not yours, you’re the invader,” she fumed, sounding more frustrated than scared.  
 
    “I know. I totally agree with you. But I don’t have much time left, so I’m not going out there looking for another shelter,” he said shamelessly. “This place is big enough for the both of us.”  
 
    “I come here looking for peace and quiet. Not to be manhandled by a… a…” she stuttered, looking for the right word to describe him, seeming to realize for the first time he wasn’t a regular man.  
 
    “I believe cyborg is the word you’re looking for,” he helped her, scowling.  
 
    Her eyes almost came out of their sockets. It was obvious she had never seen a cyborg before and surely, she hadn't expected to see one in her home.  
 
    “I thought cyborgs were grayish, and more mechanical…” she muttered, sounding as astonished as she looked.  
 
    “I was human before they turned me into a cyborg, my skin is gradually changing color,” he explained, in a flat tone. “Listen, I know this isn’t what you had planned, but I’m not going anywhere. If you promise not to run out the minute I untie you, I’ll set you free,” he promised.  
 
    “You can’t expect me to simply stay here with you! you’re a stranger, and as far as I know, you could be a lunatic,” she muttered, struggling with the tape that imprisoned her.  
 
    “I’m a soldier, turned into a fugitive right now, but still a soldier. I won’t harm you, I just want a place where I can hide for a while,” he replied. “We can do this one of two ways: the easy way, where I untie you and we stay here together. Or the hard way, where I keep you locked up in a room until it’s time for me to leave.”  
 
    She looked at him, clearly upset.  
 
    “For the record, choosing the easy way and then trying to escape wouldn’t be a wise decision. I’m a lot faster than you and my sensors would find you in the blink of an eye. There’s no escape from me,” he added, his tone colder than ever. “Please, choose. I’m tired and I would like to get some rest.”  
 
    “I don’t really have a choice, do I? Please, untie me,” she grumbled.  
 
    “Wise choice.” A hint of a smile cracked his face.  
 
    “But get some clothes on first, please,” she asked, when he approached her, his erection quite obvious underneath the towel he was using to cover himself. “You’ll find men’s clothing in my room’s closet. They belonged to my father.”  
 
    He allowed a full smile to light his face. “Thank you, that will be of use.” But he untied her before he left the room.  
 
    He wanted to test her. He wanted to make sure she would keep her word and wouldn’t try to escape, and though he wished she didn’t, he was sure she would. As he walked into the room to get the clothes, he set all his sensors to monitor her.  
 
    He could even hear her labored breathing as she got up from the chair he had left her on.  
 
    She was there for a few seconds, before she walked to the main door. She stood there for a few moments. But to his surprise, she didn’t open the door and run out. She returned to the kitchen area and grabbed something from the fridge.  
 
    Bewildered, Jarcor put on some shorts and a t-shirt before he returned to the kitchen.  
 
    “Are you still hungry? I was thinking about making us some supper,” she asked, as if she had not a worry in the world.  
 
    “That would be nice, thank you,” he replied, still aroused by her presence. He couldn’t explain why he was feeling that way about her. He had never reacted to a woman the way he was responding to her. And the worst part was her age. She couldn’t be much older than twenty, twenty-one, and that made her a lot younger than him at his thirty-five.  
 
    “What would you like?”  
 
    “Anything will be nice, believe me.”  
 
    She started working, grabbing food from the cabinets and the fridge. “You said you were a fugitive. Why did you escape?” she asked, apparently too curious to hold back the question.  
 
    “I got tired of being treated like a machine with no rights. The government decided to ignore cyborgs are part human, with hearts, souls, and needs like any other person and I’m afraid I don’t agree with that,” he explained, in a stern tone. “I know their decision makes it easier for them to send six years old cyborgs into the battlefield and feel no remorse, but that only makes things more reprehensible,” he explained, taking a seat on a chair at the kitchen table.  
 
    He could tell his presence made her feel nervous, but she did her best to hide it from him.  
 
    “I thought cyborgs were some sort of android?” she queried, while she prepared the food.  
 
    “We’re not.” By now, he considered himself more cyborg than human and he actually felt proud of it, despite the human’s intents on making him feel less important for it. “Though cyborgs aren’t conceived in the usual way, they still come from an egg and a sperm. Of course, they are genetically enhanced and, inside each one of them, lives a true army of Nanocybots that protect their bodies, but they’re still mostly humans.”  
 
    “I had no idea, the government’s propaganda doesn’t mention any of that,” she stated, with a frown.  
 
    “Of course, it doesn’t, that wouldn’t suit their purpose.” He rubbed his face. So far, he hadn't noticed anyone around the cabin, so he assumed the signal blocker was working as expected and he allowed himself to relax. “What are you doing up here all alone? Don’t you know there are Taucets around looking for women just like you?” he asked, in a scolding tone.  
 
    She stood in silence for a few moments before she answered his question. “My father passed away last week. He died of a stroke, after refusing to take his meds the way he was supposed to. I guess he lost all interest in life after my mother died last year.” She let out a deep sigh. “I just needed some time alone.”  
 
    “I’m sorry to hear that. But it’s too dangerous for you to be up here all alone,” he insisted.  
 
    “Well, I’m not alone anymore, am I?” she asked, with sarcasm.  
 
    He nodded. “I’ll protect you while I’m here,” he assured her.  
 
    She turned to look at him. “And who’s going to protect me from you?” she asked, with a mocking scowl.  
 
    “If you keep your word, you have nothing to fear from me,” he promised, in a stern tone.  
 
    “You seem to forget I saw your reaction to me,” she pointed out.  
 
    “That doesn’t mean I’ll act upon it.”  
 
    She snorted and went back to what she was doing.  
 
    He got up and closed the distance between them, imprisoning her between his arms and against the kitchen counter. “I'm not alone in this and you know it. Should I worry about it too?” he asked, ironically.  
 
    She turned around to face him. “I have no idea what you’re talking about…” she mumbled.  
 
    He inhaled deep, his nostrils flaring as her scent flooded his senses. “I can smell your arousal and I can hear your heart pounding in your chest,” he warned her. “You can’t lie to me.”  
 
    She gulped. “What I feel is private, you have no right to intrude,” she protested.  
 
    “Oh, but I do, especially when it concerns me,” he assured her, leaning towards her, capturing her lips in a deep, passionate kiss.  
 
    For a moment, he thought she was going to push him away. She even put her hands on his chest, but it only lasted a second. She quickly surrendered to the passionate kiss and her hands slid up to his neck and wrapped themselves around him.  
 
    He only released her lips when they were both breathless. He picked her up in his arms and lifting her onto the kitchen counter, to get better access to her. They kissed each other insatiably, lost in their passion until the microwave oven warned them the food was ready.  
 
    “God…this is insane…” she mumbled as she pushed him away and jumped down from the counter.  
 
    Jarcor considered going after her and kissing her again, but something told him not to push her too far. She didn’t know him. He had invaded her home and imposed his presence on her, it was only natural she felt uncomfortable around him.  
 
    She served the food she had prepared and invited him to join her at the table. “I would appreciate if you would stay away from me,” she said, in a measured tone, when he took a seat in front of her. “You forced me to accept your presence in my house and I know there isn’t much I can do about it. But unless you’re planning on raping me, I really would appreciate you stay away from me.”  
 
    “You want it as much as I do.”  
 
    “Maybe, but it’s my prerogative to act or not on it,” she retorted, coldly.  
 
    He nodded but didn’t promise anything. He could still feel the passion between them, burning fiercely.  
 
    They ate in silence and when finished, he helped her to clear the kitchen and put the dirty plates in the dishwasher.  
 
    “There’s only one bedroom here─” she started saying when they were done.  
 
    “You can use the bed. The living room couch is more than enough for me,” he interrupted her, walking towards the piece of furniture in question. “I’m sure you’ll feel a lot safer with a closed door between us,” he added, sarcastically.  
 
    She snorted but turned around to head to her room. “What are the chances you’ll be out of here by morning?” she asked, without even looking at him.  
 
    “None. I’ll stay here as long as I can.” 
 
    She clearly didn’t like the idea, but she refrained from saying anything else. The slamming of the door was more than enough to let him know how she felt about it.  
 
    He chuckled, shaking his head. He would take care of her in due time. Right now, he had more important things to do, like using the computer he had spotted on a desk in the corner of the living room to work on hacking his circuitries and chips. He wanted everything ready for the moment he was inevitably captured.  
 
    Jarcor spent almost the whole night working on the computer and though he did his best to forget about the woman sleeping on the next room, his concentration was often broken when images of her crossed his mind.  
 
    The sun was about to rise in the sky when he decided to take a small nap. He needed to recover his energy, but a few minutes of sleep would be enough.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
    He woke up when she came out of her room, heading towards the kitchen. She was wearing some sort of jogging clothes, along with hiking boots and looked lovelier than ever. Her hair was combed in a tight ponytail and swung behind her back in a tempting way.  
 
    He took a deep breath and summoned all his self-control. “Good morning. I don’t think you’ve mentioned your name,” he greeted her, jumping to his feet.  
 
    She glanced at him and ran a hand through her red hair. “My name is Sabrina. Sabrina Myers. And you are?”  
 
    “I’m Jarcor.”  
 
    “What’s that? First name or surname?” she asked, furrowing her eyebrows.  
 
    He shrugged. He hadn't been called by his given name for so long he had almost forgotten he had one.  
 
    “Surname. My given name is Lucas, but no one uses it anymore,” he explained, as he watched her prepare coffee. The fresh scent filled the room and he sighed. He hadn't had a good cup of coffee in a long time. The food at the military base was dreadful.  
 
    “Why not? Lucas is a lovely name,” she said, handing him a cup of fragrant coffee.  
 
    “They always call us by our last names in the army. I’ve been with them for so long, I’m no longer used to being called Lucas.”  
 
    “I see. How long have you been in the army?” she asked curiously, as she prepared eggs, ham, and bacon with bagels.  
 
    “Eighteen years now. I joined the army as soon as I left high school,” he explained.  
 
    “How’s that possible? Cyborgs were only conceived ten years ago,” she asked, frowning.  
 
    “I wasn’t born a cyborg.” With a few words, he explained what had happened to him, leaving out all the darker details.  
 
    “Was that the reason you decided to escape?” She asked as she put the food on the table. 
 
    “Yes, it’s one of the reasons. They treat cyborgs as if we are machines, with no feelings or needs, and that’s not right.”  
 
    She sighed. “The human race has often made that same mistake, they enslave those they find useful and eventually end up with a rebellion on their hands,” she commented, taking a seat at the table.  
 
    “You seemed to know a lot about that.”  
 
    “I must. I’m studying archeology and anthropology.”  
 
    He looked at her surprised. “I thought nobody studied those things anymore. Is there something left to explore on this planet?”  
 
    She chuckled. “Not much, but knowing your past prevents you from making the same mistakes, repeatedly,” she explained. “And what we learn can be used anywhere in the universe. The arrival of the Taucets brought war and slaughter, but it also opened up a whole new vision of the universe we hadn't seen before.”  
 
    She was right of course. Humans hadn't yet ventured out of their own solar system. So far, they had a few colonies on Mars but, other than a few probes they had sent out into the galaxy, they hadn't done much more space exploration. Their vessels weren’t fast enough to take them much further, either.  
 
    “Yes, I guess you’re right.”  
 
    Once more, they cleared the kitchen together and after that, she turned to look at him. “Well, Lucas, I didn’t come up here to be locked up inside the house. So, I’m going out for a walk. You can either join me or trust I won’t try to escape.”  
 
    He looked at her with a sardonic smile. “I could also tie you to the chair and go back to work.” Her eyes sparkled so much he was sure he would be on fire if she could use her eyes alone. “But I could use a bit of fresh air too.” 
 
    She nodded and watched him put on his boots.  
 
    A few minutes later, they were following a trail up the mountains, surrounded by tall, green trees. The sun was warm enough to make the walk pleasant and soon they were quite far from the cabin.  
 
    At some point, at the top of a hill, she pulled her another cell phone out of her pocket and frowned when she realized she still didn’t have any signal. 
 
    “I’m using a signal blocker. You won’t be able to use it as long as I’m around.” He warned her as he enjoyed the view from the hill.  
 
    “Why? I’m not calling the police.”  
 
    “I have tracking devices implanted in me and I still haven’t found the way to deactivate them. So, the signal blocker helps me to keep the bad guys away.”  
 
    “They had no right doing that to you.”  
 
    “And yet, they did. It’s useless to cry over spilled milk.”  
 
    She nodded and put away her cell phone before she resumed their walk.  
 
    After a while, they started hearing water falling.  
 
    “There’s a waterfall not far from here. We can get some rest there before we go back. The water is too cold but it’s still an amazing sight,” she told him, with a smile.  
 
    “Show me the way.”  
 
    The location really was amazing and he wished he was alone, so he could dive into the pristine water of the small pool that formed at the bottom of the waterfall. But although she kept telling him she wouldn’t try to escape, he would be a fool to trust her blindly.  
 
    They took a seat on the grassy shores of the small pool and he turned to look at her. “How come your family let you come here all alone with a war going on?”  
 
    She let out a sad sigh. “I don’t have any family left. I already told you my parents died, and I have no other relatives,” she explained.  
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry to hear that.”  
 
    “It’s life, as I’m sure you know. Do you have a family?”  
 
    “No, I don’t, and I guess that’s becoming more common than ever. There are too many innocent people dying in this war.”  
 
    “More than killing, the Taucets are abducting men and women to enslave them. We have no idea what they do with all the people they have been abducting, but people suspect they are building colonies around the world,” she replied, with a slight frown.  
 
    “Yes, I had heard something about that, but I thought they were only rumors.”  
 
    “The government wishes they were just rumors, but the Taucets have abducted entire villages. I know that for sure because I have lost a few friends like that.”  
 
    “That’s terrible.”  
 
    She nodded and jumped to her feet, walking to the water and sinking her hands into the cold water.  
 
    He followed her, feeling an urgent desire to take her in his arms and comfort her, take away her pain.  
 
    He kneeled next to her and grabbed one of her hands under the water sending her some of his heat. As a cyborg, controlling his body temperature, despite the outside temperature, was quite easy.  
 
    She smiled and looked at him.  
 
    She looked so beautiful he couldn’t resist the desire to claim a kiss from her full lips.  
 
    She closed her eyes and fully submitted to the passion his kiss reignited in their bodies.  
 
    He gently lowered her into the soft grass, covering her body with his, his hunger for her stronger than anything else he had ever felt.  
 
    He covered her face with kisses, while his hands were busy removing their clothes, eager to feel her warm skin.  
 
    She was the first woman he touched since he had been turned into a cyborg, he felt things differently. All his senses were enhanced, and he sensed things a lot deeper than he ever did. It was mind blowing and he was relishing every second of it.  
 
    When he had her completely naked underneath him, his hands cupped her perfect breasts. He gently squeezed them before kneading them and playing with the hard tips, capturing them between his fingers. She moaned out loud when he pulled and rolled them, encouraging him to go on. He lowered his head and added his mouth and tongue to the game, combining kisses, sucks, and licks on the delicious buds with pulls and rubs.  
 
    Too eager to have her, to make her his, he slid one hand between her legs, cupping her mound for a few seconds before he slipped a finger between her folds. She was wet and as eager as he was.  
 
    Her hips rocked up to meet his touch and he growled his pleasure. He thrust a finger inside her, loving the way her walls clenched around it and after a few moments of playing with her, he thrust in a second one.  
 
    “Lucas.” She moaned and squirmed underneath him, mumbling her craving and after a few thrusts, he replaced his fingers with his big, hard cock.  
 
    Aware of his size, he intended to slide inside her, inch by inch, but she seemed to have other plans in mind. Wrapping her legs around his waist, she pulled him closer and made him go all the way inside her in one hard thrust.  
 
    His growl of pleasure echoed her moan and soon they were lost in the oldest dance known to mankind. In and out of her, he guided her down the path to paradise and in no time, they were flying over the edge, right into the swirl of pleasure and bliss their passion had conjured.  
 
    When the waves finally subsided, he rolled over and stayed there, lying next to her, lulled by the sound of the waterfall.  
 
    “God! I must have lost my mind,” she chuckled and despite her words, there was no hint of regret in her words.  
 
    “It’s a contagious kind of madness, I guess,” he said, with a smile on his face.  
 
    They stayed there for a while longer before they decided it was time to go back to the cabin.  
 
    It was around noon when they arrived at the cabin and Jarcor was feeling better than ever. It had been quite a while since he had enjoyed a walk through the woods, and making love to Sabrina had been the best thing that had ever happened to him in a long time.  
 
     “It’s my turn to cook,” he offered when they entered the cabin.  
 
    But she shook her head. “I never have time to cook when I’m in college, so when I come up here, I cook as much as I can. It’s like a relaxing therapy for me,” she explained, as she rejected his offer. “Go do whatever you want. I’ll call you when lunch is ready.”  
 
    “Are you sure?” he asked, feeling relieved. He wasn’t much of a cook, but he was able to manage the basics.  
 
    “Yes, I’m sure.”  
 
    He nodded and went back to her computer. He had been working on ways to hack into the chips inserted in him and though he had found them and had been able to see all they could do, he still needed the main access codes to make any changes.  
 
    The security system around the chips was complex. He had been able, though, to establish secondary databases, hidden from the other ones, where he started storing all his findings of cyborg programming. He would transmit that information to all the other cyborgs as soon as he could since he was creating the same databases on every one of them.  
 
    Humans wouldn’t be able to find those databases, and even if they did, they wouldn’t be able to access it without activating a mechanism that would destroy all information stored on it.  
 
    Pleased with his work, he went looking for Sabrina, just to find her setting the table for them.  
 
    The scene was so cozy and familiar, for a moment he felt he didn’t belong in it. He had lost his family at a young age and he had long forgotten what it felt to belong to a family.  
 
    Of course, he knew whatever he had with Sabrina was temporary and wouldn’t last much more than a few days, at tops, a few weeks. The Taucets attacks might be delaying his search but he was sure the military were going to find him.  
 
    “Lucas, I was about to call you. Lunch is ready,” she announced, when she saw him in the doorway.  
 
    For a moment, his dark thoughts threatened to ruin the atmosphere, but he was able to pull them to the back of his mind. He deserved to live a moment like this. He deserved to know what happiness felt like, even if it wouldn’t last.  
 
    Hearing her call him Lucas only made it more special.  
 
    He forced a smile on his face and took a seat at the table.  
 
    That day set the tone for the others that followed. They would go hiking in the morning, come back to the cabin for lunch and spend the rest of the day talking and making love.  
 
    Of course, he had spent a lot of time working remotely on the chips and circuitries of all the other cyborgs, installing the secondary databases and hiding all vital information he already had on them. He would add the main access codes to it as soon as he got them.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
    He had been able to put his recorder to use, and tested it while he was deep in sleep. It would record anything that would happen to him, no matter if he was awake or unconscious. He had sent the recorder to the other cyborgs as well.  
 
    It was essential to gather all the information possible on any change or update humans made to them. He programmed the recorders to send the data back to him with a simple command given by the recorder’s owner. He knew cyborgs had so little privacy that he didn’t wish to violate it even more.  
 
    The time he spent with Sabrina at the cabin felt terrific. He couldn’t recall ever being so happy in his life, but he knew he was living a dream. And it was a very short lived one. It was only two weeks later when he first sensed the soldiers approaching the cabin. He knew their time together end had come.  
 
    “Sabrina, I want you to get the hell out of here. The soldiers have come for me and I don’t want you anywhere near me,” he ordered, in a stern tone.  
 
    “Why? They can’t do anything to me,” she protested, but he could tell she was scared.  
 
    “Of course, they can. They can accuse you of sheltering a fugitive and put you in jail for that. They would ruin your whole life without even blinking,” he told her, in a scolding tone.  
 
    “What will happen to you? Will I ever see you again?” she asked, a couple of tears running down her cheeks.  
 
    “There’s no time for conversations. If they find you, deny you’ve ever seen me, don’t let them establish a link between us,” he warned her. “I’ll erase you and this time we’ve lived here from my memory chips, so they won’t have a way discover anything about you.”  
 
    She sobbed, apparently shocked at the coldness of his tone, but he didn’t have time to explain anything else. “Go up to the mountains and stay there until you’re sure no one is here and it’s safe for you to come back. Here, use this, it has food and anything you might need.” He continued as he handed her a backpack he had prepared a few days ago, in anticipation of this moment.  
 
    “But─” she tried to insist but he didn’t allow her.  
 
    He closed her lips with a kiss and forced her to leave the house. “Run as fast as you can and go as far as possible. I don’t want you in danger.”  
 
    She hesitated and he had to push her out of the cabin to set her into motion. He waited to see her disappear up the trail they usually used on their hikes and quickly transferred any memory of her to his secondary databases.  
 
    Of course, he wouldn’t be able to erase her from his organic memory. But, fortunately, no one had ever found a way to access to that kind of memory. The only reason he had transferred the information to his secondary databases was that memories could fade or become distorted over the time and he wanted to keep her memories as intact as possible. 
 
    That done, he abandoned the cabin, taking all his belongings with him and ran in the opposite direction he had sent Sabrina. With luck, the soldiers would follow him and he could get them as far away from the cabin as possible.  
 
    He managed to get a few miles between him and the cabin before he was captured by the soldiers. They shot him with a tranquilizer, as if he was some sort of animal they were hunting down and that only made him more furious with his enslavers.  
 
    By the time he woke up, he was in some sort of military facility he wasn’t familiar with. He tried to move his body, but soon he realized he was tied to an examination table, with straps holding him tight against it.  
 
    “Ah, you’re finally conscious” a man’s taciturn voice greeted him, as he leaned over him.  
 
    “Where am I?” his voice was hoarse, and his throat felt drier than a desert, so he assumed he had been unconscious for quite some time.  
 
    “That doesn’t matter. We’ve been working on you for quite some time now, trying to erase that rebellious vein you seem to have developed,” the man replied in a scornful tone. “After your escape, we were able to conclude your pain threshold is very high, so we had to make a lot of modifications to it. From now on, any sign of rebellion will send you to the floor on your knees, crying like a little baby.”  
 
    Jarcor could tell the man felt an unusual pleasure announcing just how much pain he would be in and he pressed his lips together not to tell him what he could do with all his shit.  
 
    “We’ve added a few more circuitries and chips into you, in order to better control you and I’m sure you’ll love it,” he added, with an ugly smile on his face. “Don’t you think so, too?”  
 
    Jarcor didn’t answer his question and that simple disobedience sent a surge of pain through his whole body, making him clench his hands into fists. “No, Sir, I don’t think so,” he answered, furious. “Did you make these changes in all the cyborgs, or am I receiving special treatment?” he asked, more worried about the consequences to the others rather than himself.  
 
    “No other cyborg as shown the rebellious streak you’ve got,” the man replied in a dispassionately. “Thanks to you, we’re stuck with breeding and raising cyborgs. Modifying soldiers into cyborgs is too expensive and based on the results we obtained with you, unpredictable. We won’t be guaranteed able to have full control over them.”  
 
    A broad smile lit Jarcor’s face. No other man would go through the hell they had put him through.  
 
    “That’s no reason to celebrate,” the man scolded him.  
 
    “For me it is. When are you letting me go?” he asked, in a emotionless tone.  
 
    The man smiled. “We haven’t finished testing the changes and upgrades we’ve done to you. For that we needed you awake. When we’re done, we’ll send you right back to the battlefield.”  
 
    Jarcor frowned, realizing what they had in mind, but he couldn’t say he was surprised. His only concern right now was for Sabrina. Had she been able to escape the soldiers? Was she safe, back in college, moving on with her life?  
 
    He had no way of knowing and that was worse than anything they could do to him.  
 
    And boy, did they give Jarcor hell. They put him through the most humiliating situations, forcing him to disobey their orders to prove how effective their changes were, making sure he couldn’t violate a direct order without being exposed to a considerable level of pain.  
 
    After a few days of torture, he was sent back to the battlefield, with strict orders not to escape or disobey a direct order from any superior. That became the most effective torture for him, but he endured it.  
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    He needed time to go through all the information recorded on his secondary databases and once he had that analyzed the information he would be able to make decisions that would undoubtedly change his life, and most likely the other cyborgs once and for all.  
 
    The good thing about being out fighting all day was it didn’t give him time to think or worry about Sabrina. He was afraid of trying to find her and set off an alarm for the people he knew were watching him closer than ever before. It wasn’t worth the risk. She was better off out of his life permanently and he knew that.  
 
    “You seem to be in a very dark mood,” Jayport said, when they were back to their quarters one night.  
 
    Incredibly, they had sent him back to the same base he had been on before he escaped. Perhaps, they were looking to find if he had accomplices, and who they were if he had any, but Jarcor didn’t care. It was a small comfort for him to see the same faces around him.  
 
    His first roommates had also been sent to this base and he had been able to reestablish his relationship with them.  
 
    “I guess I’m just tired of this. Taucets seem to reproduce faster than we can kill them,” he grumbled.  
 
    “Yes, I’ve had the same consideration. We barely know anything about these creatures other than the fact they want to take over our planet,” Jayport said, groaning.  
 
    “Yes, you’re right. But I guess it’s a bit hard to get information on them. They’re not going to give it to us gladly.”  
 
    “I know, all we have so far are rumors. Perhaps we should try to capture some of them alive and get the information out of them.”  
 
    “I heard they kill themselves when captured. They have protected themselves from any ways humans are known to use. Now all our military wants is to win at any cost.” There was bitterness in every word that came out Jarcor’s mouth, but he didn’t do a thing to disguise it.  
 
    “I guess you would know that better than anyone. They must have done quite a number on you when they finally captured you.”  
 
    Jarcor scowled but didn’t comment. “I knew they would capture me. In fact, I was expecting it,” he confided on the other man. “You know they have tracking devices installed on all of us and taking them off is harder than we might think. Not so to deactivate them, once you have the right codes.”  
 
    “Of course, but they only use those codes while we’re unconscious.” Jayport said, looking around, making sure they were still alone.  
 
    “Yes, I know, that’s why I worked on a recording device I’ve sent it to all cyborgs on this planet. It will be able to record anything that happens to them while they are unconscious,” Jarcor explained, in a stern tone.  
 
    “You hadn't told us about that,” Jayport protested.  
 
    “I thought it could be a bit too dangerous for cyborgs. Their eagerness to escape could lead them to reckless acts. Besides, I still haven’t found a way to get around the firewalls to access our main control system,” he explained. There was still a long way ahead of him.  
 
    “The easiest way would be to have a human cutting it open for us,” Jayport pointed out in a mocking tone.  
 
    “Yes, of course, they would line up to do that for us,” Jarcor replied, sarcastically. “But, I guess they could be…persuaded to do it.”  
 
    Jayport let out a loud laugh. “Yes, sure, all we have to do is find one.”  
 
    The following day, Jarcor was free and he was finally able to go through the information his recorder had collected. As he had hoped, all the primary control codes were there, waiting to be used.  
 
    The idea of using a human to cut them open gained more and more strength in his mind as he collated all the data to send to all cyborgs, when the time was right.  
 
    On the days that followed, he was on the look-out for the right person to force into cutting him open. He wanted to escape the humans’ control as soon as possible, even if it meant he would have to hide somewhere in the world and never show is face again.  
 
    He was sure anything would be preferable to living the life he imagined most gladiators had lived, back in the times of the Roman Empire, forced to fight for others, with no rights, not even over his own life.  
 
    “You’re planning to escape again, aren’t you?” Jayport asked him one night.  
 
    Jarcor looked at him surprised with the other man’s question. “Why are you asking me that?” 
 
    “Because, my friend, there are a few of us that want to join you on your next attempt,” he explained, with a serious tone.  
 
    “Do you know what you’re risking here? They could kill us if they ever capture us again.”  
 
    “We risk our lives every day with nothing in return. Risking it to obtain our freedom will be the easiest thing we’ve ever done in our lives,” the other man assured him. “We were born prisoners. We’ve never known what it means to live on our own, to make our own decisions and we believe we have the right to experience it at least once in our lives,” Jayport explained.  
 
    Jarcor couldn’t help the feeling of his heart wrenching at such words. What was being done to these men was inhumane. They deserved much more than that. “I’m not fighting just for myself. I’m fighting for all cyborgs. I might not have been born a cyborg like the rest of you, but they’ve turned me into one of you and I’m proud of being one,” he explained. “We all deserve to be free.”  
 
    Jayport nodded, excited. “Good! Now all we have to do is find a way to get the hell out of here.”  
 
    It took them a few more days to come up with the best plan. His entire unit, of twenty men was depending on him to escape and he had to find the best way to do it. This time, they couldn’t be caught.  
 
    The plan came to him when they were returning from the battlefield. They were escorted each day by a human soldier. He was mandated to take the cyborgs to wherever the Taucets were trying to settle their ground, so they could kill them or at least push them back. It was a battle for inches of ground they couldn’t abandon, or they would be invaded in a blink of an eye.  
 
    Groups of cyborgs would come and go from the base to do their job and they were always driven by a human soldier, who would wait away from the fighting for the cyborgs to do their job.  
 
    “We can’t attack any humans,” Tobbil, one of his men reminded them.  
 
    “We can, it’s just a bit painful, but we can. They control us through pain. We just need to overcome that pain and act. All we have to do is point a gun at him and force him to cut one of us open,” Jarcor explained. “We can take care of the rest easily.”  
 
    “I can do it,” Jayport offered, with a smile. “I’ve always exaggerated my pain in front of them,” he explained. “They are convinced my pain threshold is the lowest they have ever seen.”  
 
    Jarcor nodded, pleased. “That was a smart move.”  
 
    “Thank you. I have my moments,” he assured them, laughing.  
 
    “We need to get rid of the Taucets as fast as possible so that we can get at least one hour free, before they send another group,” Jarcor explained. “We’ll make the soldier cut Tobbil first so that I can enter the codes and free him to do the same to the rest of us.” 
 
    “How long do you think that would take?” Jayport asked.  
 
    “It’s a fast process. We just need to enter two codes at first, one to free us from the humans’ control and the other one to deactivate the tracking devices. With those down, we’re good to go,” he answered. “Many things could go wrong, but if we do things right, we should be far from the battlefield and the camp in no time.”  
 
    “Perfect. When can we do it?” Zakbai asked, as excited as the rest.  
 
    “Any day now. We must wait for the perfect moment and we’ll only know when that moment presents itself. I need you to be attentive and do your best every day, to identify and take advantage of the perfect moment for us to act.”  
 
    All men agreed and after giving them some security instructions, Jarcor went for his walk. He enjoyed walking around the camp alone, lost in his thoughts before going to bed.  
 
    He had grown used to reliving his days with Sabrina. He was hoping to feel at least, some of the warmth that he had experienced next to her.  
 
    The perfect opportunity to escape arrived just a few days after their conversation. When they realized the Taucets had been all killed, they cheered and turned to look at Jarcor for confirmation.  
 
    He nodded and ordering the rest of the group to stay behind, he headed to the vehicle where the human soldier was waiting for them, accompanied by Jayport and Tobbil. The remaining cyborg team had to stay away, to avoid the soldier’s orders to compel them to act against their friends and that was the last thing they needed.  
 
    The soldier jumped out of the vehicle and headed towards them. He was so sure of his dominance over the heavily armed cyborgs walking towards him that he didn’t even bother to take out his gun.  
 
    “What are you doing here? Your shift isn’t over yet,” the man grumbled.  
 
    “We’ve decided we’ve had enough,” Jarcor said in a scornful tone.  
 
    “Get back out there. You can’t decide anything here,” the man ordered, arrogantly.  
 
    Jarcor had foreseen the soldier’s reaction so he had covered Tobbil’s ears to prevent him from hearing the orders. It wasn’t an ideal situation, but it was better than have the young cyborg heading back into the battlefield.  
 
    “That was your last order to us, dirtbag,” Jayport said, in an ice cold tone pointing the gun at the man.  
 
    “Lower your gun. I said lower your gun,” the human soldier yelled, clearly scared.  
 
    Jayport’s hands trembled but his aim never left the soldier’s head. “Not today. Cut open my friend’s main control system before my nervous finger decides to take a shot at you,”  
 
    “I will not─” the man started saying, just to be interrupted by a bullet skimming past his left ear.  
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    “You were saying?” Jarcor sneered at the soldier, handing him a scalpel. “Do as he told you and be careful with that, any foul play and you’ll wish that bullet had killed you,” he threatened him.  
 
    “You can’t do this. Go back to the battlefield,” he insisted, shaking, obviously nervous.  
 
    “I believe we’ve established we can. Get to it, now.” Jayport yelled at him and the man finally approached Tobbil scalpel in hand. Jarcor followed close behind, ignoring the pain caused by the disobedience as much as he could.  
 
    The soldier cut through and lowered the patch of Tobbil’s skin, uncovering the panel below. With his part done, Jayport dropped the gun and quickly subdued the human, gagging and tying him up.  
 
    With the soldier out of the way, it was easier to work on Tobbil and soon Jarcor had entered the access codes required to free him.  
 
    Quickly, Tobbil grabbed the scalpel Jarcor had previously given him and cut open his control system. Jarcor instructed him as to the codes needed to deactivate the controls and soon they were running towards the rest of the group, swiftly repeating the operation.  
 
    They were able to finish releasing the whole group before the Taucets returned, giving them enough time to escape the area. They would have preferred to use the vehicle, but they knew it had a tracking device and it would be insane taking it with them.  
 
    “Where should we go?” Tobbil asked.  
 
    “We’re not far from the Rocky Mountains. There are a lot of places there where we can hide for a while, as we regroup and decide what our next step should be,” Jarcor said.  
 
    “Let’s go then, we’re wasting time here chatting. The relay team must be nearly due to get here,” Jayport pointed out.  
 
    The others nodded and Jarcor led them out of there. For a few hours, the only sounds breaking the silence were their footsteps across the woods, and up the mountains. They didn’t stop that night. They kept going, putting as much distance as possible between them and the camp. It would be very hard for the guards to find them, but a group of twenty men dressed in army uniforms would be too noticeable, so they stayed away from roads and villages as much as possible.  
 
    They finally made a stop the following morning, at the top of a hill. They could see clearly if someone approached them, so they established a roster for lookout while others went looking for food.  
 
    Jarcor tested their communication system and though it didn’t have that wide a range, it suited their purposes.  
 
    “Were you able to send all cyborgs the information with the codes?” Jayport asked, taking a seat next to Jarcor.  
 
    “I set a program for the information to go out in a few days. With this massive escape, humans will be looking for accomplices and someone to blame on this, so I added extra firewalls and protections to all the information I’ve sent them,” he explained as he looked around.  
 
    He was still having trouble believing they had finally escaped. Ever since he had woken up from his surgery he had felt as if he had been living in a damn nightmare. The only time he had felt human again had been in the arms of Sabrina. But he knew that wasn’t happening again.  
 
    He was certain she would had moved on with her life and she’d forget he even existed, and he knew it was for the best for her.  
 
    The hunters returned, and they roasted the deer they had hunted and killed. After feasting on the meat, they cleared the area, erasing all signs of their presence, before they continued on their way.  
 
    Like the night before, they didn’t stop to rest. They were all eager to put as much distance between themselves and the human soldiers as they could. They were positive there would be a massive search for them.  
 
    After seven days running up the mountains, they finally found a small abandoned village they decided to use a shelter. They assumed it to be empty because it had been raided by the Taucets. They usually cleaned up the areas, taking the inhabitants as their prisoners, though most rumors said humans were turned into slaves.  
 
    “Spread around the locale, look for food. We need something other than meat,” Jarcor ordered.  
 
    “Yes, please, I’m starting to miss the camp’s food,” one of the men complained, making the rest laugh out loud. Not even the dogs would miss that camp’s dreadful food.  
 
    They were able to find some canned food and after cleaning up one of the abandoned buildings they established their quarters there. Though they were still excited with their freedom, Jarcor knew they had to find a more permanent solution for them.  
 
    “What are your plans?” Jayport asked him that night, as if reading the thoughts that rushed through his mind.  
 
    “We need to find a place where we can be safe,” he said, frowning.  
 
    “Do you think there is such a place on this planet?”  
 
    “Yes, in South America there are impenetrable jungles where a man could hide forever, but it wouldn’t be an ideal solution. We need a place of our own.”  
 
    “You mean, like a planet?” Tobbil asked, excited.  
 
    “There are several planets not far from this solar system where we could live,” Jarcor nodded. “Humans wouldn’t have any jurisdiction there and we would truly be free.”  
 
    “How would we get there? Humans don’t have that kind of technology,” one of the other men stated.  
 
    “But the Taucets do. We need to find a Taucets’ colony and steal one of their vessels,” Jarcor explained. 
 
    “Who would fly it?” Jayport asked. 
 
    “I’m sure I could fly it. I was an air force pilot and it can’t be that different. We just need to get our hands on one of those and then we’ll figure out the rest.”  
 
    “True, after all our intelligence is a lot higher than average. There isn’t much we can’t learn,” Jayport added.  
 
    Jarcor nodded.  
 
    They chatted a few more minutes before they started to look for a place to sleep. Jarcor had established sentry teams that would be relieved after four hours, so he too, closed his eyes and tried to get some rest.  
 
    They had quite a challenge in front of them, but he was sure they would be able to do it. Whoever had made the decision of turning him into a cyborg, removing all his human rights had made a huge mistake. They had made him aware of the inhumane way people were treating cyborgs, just because they were mechanically enhanced.  
 
    The Government was blatantly ignoring the cyborg’s hearts and their souls and that was unfair, to say the least.  
 
    With the establishment of the Cyborg base in the abandoned village, they would make several incursions to the nearest towns to get some food and supplies, trying to go as unnoticed as possible.  
 
    They had to steal the things they needed, since the cyborgs had never been paid for their job as soldiers and Jarcor had been stripped of all his possessions he had owned prior to his life altering surgery. They were careful to only take what they strictly needed.  
 
    Like they said, it was only fair they got some restitution for all they had done, risking their lives for humanity.  
 
    In one of their trips around the area, they stumbled upon a Taucet colony. They cheered at the discovery, finally feeling they were closer to getting what they needed: a way off the planet.  
 
    “Maybe we should try to talk to them, you know, your enemy’s enemy is your friend,” Jayport suggested, with a frown.  
 
    “We can’t risk getting killed. Not when we’re free and so close to getting out of here,” Jarcor dismissed his friend’s idea. “We just need to get one of their bigger ships and use it to get out of here.”  
 
    “We would need fuel and enough supplies for a long trip through space, since we don’t have any idea where we’re going.” Jonbran, one of the men, pointed out.  
 
    “I’m sure we can get all that from the Taucets. We have to move closer to where they are and study their movements, before we decide how to act further,” Jarcor replied.  
 
    “That makes sense,” Jayport agreed.  
 
    “We can leave in the morning. It will only take us a few days to get there.” Jetfra, one of the men from the group that had found the colony, explained. “We can hide in the woods outside the colony and scan it thoroughly.”  
 
    “Perfect. We’ll all go. If we get the opportunity to get the vessel we need, we’ll be able to leave this place immediately.”  
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    They left the following day, with all the food they could carry and with all the weapons they had escaped with. They had no idea what they would find on this new adventure and they wanted to be as prepared as possible.  
 
    The Taucet colony wasn’t very big. There were only half a dozen igloo style structures connected to each other through hallways. They also had what looked like greenhouses and their vessels were parked on a huge field next to it.  
 
    They had all kinds of vessels, from the small ones for short trips and air attacks the cyborgs had experienced at their base, to the huge one, that clearly had brought them here.  
 
    The bigger one was hovering over the colony, so if they wanted to get onboard, they would have to commandeer a smaller one and fly in to it.  
 
    With luck, they wouldn’t have more than a couple of guards watching the vessel and they would be able to overpower them easily.  
 
    “The ship must have enough fuel to take them back to their home planet,” Jayport pointed out. “That should be enough to take us where we want to go.”  
 
    “Yes. That’s a possibility, I must confess the ship is a bit bigger than I expected. It will take us too long to learn how to fly a thing like that,” Jarcor said, in a stern tone.  
 
    “Then, we’ll have to force the guards on the ship to fly it for us,” Jetfra said, scowling.  
 
    Jarcor nodded. That was another possibility they would have to consider, if they really wanted to get out of here.  
 
    They evaluated their chances and watched the colony for a few days to get some notion of their routine allowing them to plan the best way to get to onboard the ship unnoticed.  
 
    During their watches, Jarcor realized what Sabrina had told him was true. The Taucets were abducting humans and enslaving them.  
 
    The workforce on the colony was human, mostly females of all ages. Apparently, they used different colored clothing to identify their jobs in the colony and though the cyborgs were horrified with the women’s situation, they knew there wasn’t much they could do to help them.  
 
    Once more, Jarcor prayed Sabrina had been able to go back home safe and sound. Though he had tried, he hadn't been able to forget her, and he was starting to think he would never forget her.  
 
    The other thing they were able to establish with their reconnaissance, was that every two days, a couple of guards would fly up to the ship with food and supplies and change places with the ones stationed on the ship.  
 
    That allowed them to plan their attack.  
 
    “We have to find a way to get inside the vessel before they get there and hide from them. Once we’re on the ship, we’ll surprise them and take control. I’m sure it won’t be that hard to convince them to take us out of here,” Jarcor explained.  
 
    “They lower their guard at night. We must use that time to get inside the craft and wait for the guards. The vessels look big enough to hide us all inside,” Jayport added.  
 
    “Yes, I’m sure of it too. They don’t seem to check the vessel before they leave, so we should be safe until they land inside the mothership,” Jarcor continued. “Once there, we’ll hopefully outnumber the guards so subduing them shouldn’t be that hard.”  
 
    His men nodded, looking excited. They all wanted to leave Earth and find a place they could call home.  
 
    They put their plan into action the following night, thankful that everything went as planned.  
 
    The minute the craft landed on the main ship, the cyborgs exited their hiding place and as they had predicted, it wasn’t hard to subdue the four aliens’ onboard the vessel.  
 
    Once they had them restrained, Jarcor sent four of his men to check the rest of the vessel. The last thing he wanted was unpleasant surprises.  
 
    “What are you doing here?” snarled a Taucet, struggling to free himself. “Getting this ship won’t help you win this war,” he warned them with a sarcastic tone.  
 
    “We’re not interested in fighting in this war anymore. We need this ship to leave the Earth and you’ll help us,” Jarcor explained.  
 
    They didn’t have much time before the Taucets on the colony noticed something was wrong.  
 
    “Why should we help you? You’re our enemies.” The same alien asked, with scorn.  
 
    “You’ll help us because I’m sure you value your life a lot more than we do,” he replied, with a disdainful scowl.  
 
    Meanwhile, Jayport had been scanning the ship and comparing it with all the information Jarcor had transmitted to him about flying aircrafts.  
 
    “This is easier than we expected, Jarcor. Its voice activated, and it has no security measures, so anyone can activate it,” Jayport explained, with a wide smile.  
 
    “So, we don’t need them?” Jarcor asked, sounding pleased.  
 
    “No, no, of course you need us. We’ll help,” another one of the Taucets said, eager to preserve his life.  
 
    “Are you insane? You can’t help them,” the first Taucet protested.  
 
    “They’ll kill us if we don’t. I haven’t yet lived enough,” the second one replied.  
 
    The four aliens started talking in their own language but after a few moments they had agreed to cooperate with the cyborgs. Apparently, their lives were too short to waste on lost battles.  
 
    Before they departed, Ronjay, one of the men Jarcor had sent to check the rest of the ship, returned and used their private channel to warn him of a possible threat. Jarcor turned to look at one of aliens. “Are there other people on board?” he asked with a stern tone.  
 
    “Just some of our slaves. We keep them here for our entertainment,” the alien explained. “And they also serve us,” he explained.  
 
    “How many of them are here?”  
 
    “Ten, last time I checked. You’re free to use them any way you wish,” the alien quickly offered.  
 
    Jarcor nodded and ordered Ronjay to go get the women. They hadn't been able to scan the ship, like they usually did with wherever they were, and that could only mean the metal used by the Taucets was a lot different than the ones they had on Earth.  
 
    His men returned with the frightened women, all humans, but there was no time to send them back to the planet. They would have to come along with them.  
 
    It was only fair if they used some of the humans as slaves, considering the way they treated cyborgs.  
 
    “Keep them locked up until we decide what to do with them,” he ordered, as he turned to look at the Taucets. “Get us out of here and be careful with what you do. We know enough to detect foul play.”  
 
    It only took them a few minutes to get out of the planet’s atmosphere. By the time the Taucets on land realized the main ship had left, it was too late to stop them. The small vessels didn’t have enough power to follow them.  
 
    “Do you have any idea where you want to go?” Exion, one of the aliens asked. His blueish skin wasn’t that different from the cyborgs’ skin, though they had dark blue spots, framing their faces and down their naked shoulders. Like all Taucets, he also had huge dark eyes with oblong pupils and long, thick, dark blue crests where humans and cyborgs had hair.  
 
    “We want to get out of this solar system and find a place where we can live,” Jarcor explained.  
 
    “There are millions of planets where you could live,” the Taucet explained. “You’ll have to be a bit more specific than that.  
 
    “Why did you invade us then?” Jetfra asked, puzzled.  
 
    “Most of those planets are deserted. But your planet has something we need urgently.” It was obvious he wasn’t going to tell them what it was, so they didn’t insist.  
 
    “Can you take us to one of those planets? Preferably one with no other people living on it,” Jarcor asked.  
 
    He knew they were risking a lot trusting the blue creatures, but the universe was too vast for them to wander aimlessly. Out here, they were sailing unchartered waters, and they would need all the help they could use. Humans’ knowledge on the universe was insufficient.   
 
    “In fact, yes, we can. There’s an abandoned planet not far from this solar system I’m sure you could live on. It’s very similar to your own planet,” Exion informed.  
 
    “Abandoned? What do you mean by that?”  
 
    “We found traces of civilization on it, but there isn’t any intelligent form of life inhabiting it now.” 
 
    “If the people that lived there abandoned it, it mustn’t be very good,” Jayport pointed out.  
 
    “We didn’t find any obvious reason for them to abandon it,” Exion explained. “It has the same kind of atmosphere you have on Earth and even similar vegetation and wildlife.” 
 
    “How do I know you’re not taking us into a trap?” Jarcor asked the alien, with a cold tone.  
 
    “Right now, our survival depends on you. We won’t risk that, believe me,” Exion assured him.  
 
    Jarcor nodded and allowed the Taucets to set course to the planet they had described, hoping for the best. If the place was really as they had described it, they would be able to establish it as their new home.  
 
    It took them a few days to get there, at full speed, but they used that time to get acquainted with the ship and its engineering as well as with the women and the aliens onboard.  
 
    They would soon be living on the same planet and they would have to establish alliances that would allow them to survive in outer space. 
 
    At first, the women were scared and even a bit hysterical, but the Taucets quickly controlled them with the collars they were wearing. 
 
    Once they realized they weren’t going back to planet Earth, they had accepted their destiny a lot calmer than he had expected. He guessed their time with the Taucets had taught them there was no use fighting against the inevitable.  
 
    Jarcor considered removing the collars from them, but he decided it would be better to do it later, when they were established.  
 
    What they did, as soon as possible, was to destroy the tracking devices installed on the nipple rings all the women had. The tattoos on their necks were also used to track the slaves, but the Taucets agreed to show Jarcor how to hack into it and destroy the circuitry hidden behind the ink.  
 
    When the ship finally arrived to the orbit of the new planet, Jarcor was anxious to get to their destiny. He wanted to start working on their new home.  
 
    Like Exion had told them, the planet was quite similar to Earth, with its oceans and green continents. They orbited the planet to get a good look at the extent of it, scanning it with the ships scanners confirming Exion’s words. There was no intelligent life form on the planet.  
 
    Unlike Earth, this planet only had three huge continents, separated by the blue oceans, though there seemed to be a lot of small islands scattered around the seas near the shores.  
 
    They finally landed on the planet, near one of its seas and Jarcor set up an exploration group, including two of the Taucets, before he allowed the rest of his men to go down to the planet.  
 
    They traveled around the place for a couple of days and what they found was promising.  
 
    There was more than enough drinking water, animals they could surely use as food, as well as fish and vegetables. There were also rocks and trees for them to build new homes and keep themselves warm. This planet’s sun looked a bit further away than the sun of Earth’s solar system, but the temperature on the planet was quite agreeable, at least, at this time of the year.  
 
    They would be able to make their homes here and its proximity to the planet Earth would make it easier for them to free more cyborgs and bring them there.  
 
    “This place looks perfect. Why do you think its former inhabitants abandoned it?” Jayport asked, curious, as they walked along a sandy beach.  
 
    They had decided to establish their first village not far from the sea, but close enough to a river to have all the fresh water they might need.  
 
    “I have no idea, but we’ll have to investigate that, once we’re established here. Our priority has to be finding fuel so that we can travel back to Earth as often as possible to free all of the cyborgs we can,” Jarcor replied.  
 
    “The Taucets have been of great help so far. Perhaps they’re willing to keep helping us,” Jetfra suggested.  
 
    “Yes, it would have taken us much longer to find a place like this one, if it hadn't been for them,” Jarcor admitted.  
 
    Fortunately, the Taucets were more than willing to help the cyborgs in exchange to keep the women they had brought. Since they had been their slaves from the beginning and the women didn’t seem to object to the deal that was agreed upon.  
 
    The Taucets showed them what to look for on the planet they could use to trade on the intergalactic markets, something they didn’t even know existed.  
 
    The planet, called Arcadia, was rich in minerals highly valued on those markets, so soon they had all the resources they needed to go back for more cyborgs and to build their homes on the new planet.  
 
    They started by building a decent home for each man, giving them a place to call their own, with everything they could need to have a pleasant life. 
 
     They used the prefabricated houses they found on the intergalactic markets, so the houses were built a lot faster than it would have been if they had tried to build them from scratch.  
 
    They chose materials that combined perfectly with the landscape around them. Another one of their priorities was to use the natural energy sources of the planet as much as possible, so they installed solar panels and wind turbines.  
 
    In a few months, they had a new home.  
 
    Now, all they needed was to bring as many cyborgs as they could, to free them from their enslavement on Earth and give them the life they deserved.  
 
    Life was starting to make sense again and Jarcor was pleased with how things had turned out.  
 
    His heart still craved for Sabrina, but he was learning to kill those weakening feelings. She had no place in his new life and he was sure she had long since forgotten him.  
 
    All he needed to do now was to focus on their new planet and everything would be just fine.  
 
    At least, that was what he kept telling himself at night, when loneliness dug its claws in his aching heart and made him want more.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
      
 
    They returned to planet Earth as soon as they were able to. They wanted to send all the information they had on how to escape and where to go when they did escape.  
 
    They offered the Taucets to take them back to their people, but they declined. They had established their lives on Arcadia and they were more than happy there, with their slaves and the cyborgs.  
 
    Back in Earth’s orbit, they remained as hidden as possible, while Jarcor went back to the planet with three of his men.  
 
    They needed to find a computer they could use to send all the information they had gathered on how to escape. Jarcor remembered the cabin he had been with Sabrina and decided to go there.  
 
    He was sure she wouldn’t be there, but he would be able to use the cabin to send the information.  
 
    The minute he saw the small building, his mind was invaded by the images he had tried to bury in his mind of the two of them together.  
 
    “This is a nice place. We should establish it as a rendezvous point,” Jayport suggested as he entered the cabin. 
 
    Jarcor followed him, and her scent enveloped him as if she was in the room, making his heart stop for a second. His nostrils flared, relishing on her unique smell and it took him a few seconds to recover his cool.  
 
    He missed her more than he was willing to admit. But it was a useless feeling, since he would never see her again.  
 
    “No, this place isn’t abandoned. It would be too dangerous for both the owner and any fugitive cyborgs,” he explained. “The only reason we’re here now, is because I have been here before and I know we’ll find what we’ll need to send out the information.”  
 
    “That’s a shame.” There was a naughty grin on Jayport’s face, Jarcor chose to ignore.  
 
    It took them a couple of days to hack into the cyborgs database. Apparently, after their escape, the humans had reinforced the firewalls around it, but they were no match for Jarcor, especially after all the upgrades and enhancements they had put him through.  
 
    It felt good to use the humans’ technology against themselves.  
 
    “We should try to get close to one of the bases and see if we can talk directly to some of the cyborgs,” Jayport suggested.  
 
    “Yes, that’s a good idea. I would love to take some more cyborgs back to Arcadia, with us, on this trip.” Jarcor said, nodding.  
 
    “That’s what I was thinking too,” Jayport replied, excited. “Perhaps we could infiltrate one of the battles and recover some of the cyborgs deployed to fight.”  
 
    “That would be too dangerous. There’s no point in exposing our lives, now that we’re free,” Jarcor pointed out.  
 
    “You know the Taucets are no match for us.”  
 
    “Yes, I know, but we don’t know what changes they might have done to the cyborgs,” he replied. “There’s a price on our heads, so it wouldn’t be that surprising to find out they programmed cyborgs to attack us.”  
 
    Jayport shook his head, finding it hard to believe. “I’m sure they would be able to fight that kind of programming.”  
 
    But Jarcor disagreed. Fighting the programming was too damn hard, especially if it was done to be particularly painful to resist it. He, better than anyone, knew that. “It’s not that easy.”  
 
    “I’m willing to take the chance. Freeing the other cyborgs is my new purpose in life. There is nothing else, Jarcor.” There was a hint of desperation in his friend’s tone and Jarcor finally understood what he meant.  
 
    Cyborgs had no family, and according to the studies and experiments done so far, he wouldn’t have any either. Cyborgs weren’t able to reproduce outside the labs, so, forming a family was also out of the question.  
 
    “Very well. I’ll help you. With luck, we’ll be able to free a couple of cyborgs.”  
 
    “Thank you, I’m sure we will.”  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
      
 
    After they sent all the information, Jarcor took the other two cyborgs back to the main ship and left with Jayport to the nearest battlefield.  
 
    It didn’t take them much time to find it. They landed the vessel not far from it and gathering their weapons, they went to meet the battle.  
 
    “Open your communication channels, Jayport and try talking to any cyborgs,” Jarcor instructed.  
 
    “On it, but I think we’re too far or there’s too much interference.”  
 
    They walked closer and suddenly they were able to establish contact with the cyborgs.  
 
    “Jarcor! We were told you had been killed, along with the rest of the guys,” Raneze, one of the cyborgs he had trained with answered.  
 
    Jarcor snorted. “They wish. We’re all fine. We’ll transmit vital information for you guys in case you have the opportunity to escape. Can you broadcast it?”  
 
    “Yes, of course. I’m on the vehicle with a couple of friends, waiting to be taken back to the base.”  
 
    “What happened?” Jarcor asked, worried.  
 
    “We were ambushed by the Taucets and our legs have been injured. They’re getting smarter,” Raneze complained. “The other two with me are still unconscious.”  
 
    “Where’s the human designated to watching you?” Jarcor asked, a plan already forming in his mind.  
 
    “Taking a nap. There was enough time for him to take us back to the base while he waits for the other group, but he said we weren’t  worth the effort.”  
 
    Jarcor grunted his rage. “He’s not the one in pain.”  
 
    “You know how it is.”  
 
    “Send me your coordinates. We’re coming for you and your friends. Let us know if he wakes up,” Jarcor warned him, turning to look at Jayport. “Here’s our chance.”  
 
    Jayport smiled and nodded. They followed the coordinates sent by Raneze and in a few minutes they were subduing the guard in charge of the vehicle.  
 
    “You won’t get away with this. This time we’ll capture you,” the guard threatened them as he struggled to free himself.  
 
    “Of course, you will,” Jarcor mocked him, as he dropped the man against a tree, near the vehicle.  
 
    Laughing, Jayport jumped to the driver’s seat while Jarcor hopped in the back, where the wounded cyborgs were laying down.  
 
    “Hi, Raneze. Ready to get the hell out of here?” the other man’s smile couldn’t be wider, despite the pain he was in.  
 
    “I’m more than ready.”  
 
    Jarcor pulled out of his belt the small kit he had prepared for an occasion such as this, and in just a few seconds, he was spraying Raneze’s armpit with anesthesia.  
 
    “There’s no need to use that. Just do it as fast as possible,” the man grumbled, eager to be free.  
 
    “There’s no rush. We have enough time and you’re already in pain.”  
 
    With swift motions, Jarcor cut open his skin and accessed the main control system and quickly punched the codes, freeing his friend and deactivating his trackers. 
 
    With Raneze ready, he turned to the other two cyborgs and proceeded to do the same, while Jayport took them to where they had their vessel.  
 
    By the time they arrived, he had freed the cyborgs, so they quickly carried them to vessel and took off.  
 
    “This is a nice vessel. Where did you get it?” Raneze asked.  
 
    “We took commandeered it from the Taucets,” Jayport replied with a naughty grin.  
 
    A few minutes later, they were entering the main ship, while Jarcor gave orders to leave immediately.  
 
    “Were you able to send out the information I sent you, Raneze?” he asked the other man, as he helped his men to carry the wounded to the infirmary.  
 
    “Yes, I was. And I’m sure it will be repeated until it reaches all cyborgs left on this planet.”  
 
    “Perfect, that’s exactly what we want.”  
 
    “Where are you taking us?” Raneze asked, puzzled.  
 
    “We’ve established our new home on a nearby planet, Arcadia. It’s quite similar to Earth, so I’m sure you’ll like it,” Jayport replied as he started to take care of the other two men’s wounds.  
 
    “That sounds like paradise,” Raneze mumbled, clearly too weak from the blood loss.  
 
    Jarcor and Jayport worked on the men’s wounds as fast as they could, knowing all they needed were basic care and time to allow their nanocybots to heal them.  
 
    By the time they arrived to Arcadia, the three men were much better, and as expected, they were thrilled with the planet.  
 
    Jarcor decided they would do several incursions to planet Earth to get as many cyborgs as they could, along with the ones who managed to free themselves, using the information Jarcor had sent them all.  
 
    Like Jayport had said, that was the only thing that gave sense to their lives. That and building a new home for those freed from human Government’s enslavement.  
 
    Slowly, Arcadia started to grow, providing a home for the cyborgs arriving. Soon they had an organized society, formed mainly by cyborgs, a few Taucets that had chosen to join them, and some human slaves captured during their incursions on Earth.  
 
    It probably wasn’t the fairest situation, but there was still too much cyborg resentment against the humans for them to simply forget and forgive.  
 
    Taking human slaves seemed to balance the scale, and Jarcor had to agree with it, to keep his men happy.  
 
    With time, things would change, and they would find what he had dreamed of: a society where all people were equal, with no slaves, not even robots or androids. All intelligent life would be treated equally.  
 
    But he knew that wouldn’t happen overnight.  
 
    He just wished he had someone to share his dream with, someone to warm his cold heart. But he had erased those wishes as soon as they surfaced in his mind.  
 
    The only woman he wanted in his life was Sabrina and he knew that would never happen, so it was pointless to wish things were different.  
 
    But he had his memories and satisfaction of finding a place for cyborgs to live free. 
 
    The end 
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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    Savannah stopped for a moment to take a deep breath, allowing the fresh air of the mountain to fill her lungs. She probably shouldn’t be out here alone, but they had never seen a Taucet nor heard from them around the area, so she figured she would be alright. She had been feeling trapped in the small town where she lived. After more than two months of the same routine, work-house-work, she was about to climb the walls with sheer frustration. 
 
    That morning, the sun had come out after a long winter, and she wasn’t able to resist the temptation of going out for a walk in the woods just outside the small town. It was still freezing, but the chilly air was doing wonders to her spirit, and she was enjoying the freedom of being outside. The silence around her was so pleasant, so profound, she felt completely at peace, as her feet crushed the snowflakes underneath her heavy boots, on her way up the mountain.  
 
    Walking through the snow, she reached the top of a hill and using a fallen tree as a chair, she sat there for a while, just enjoying the view of the woods.  
 
    Fortunately, the aliens that had invaded the planet hadn't been able to reach her small town, and here there were no signs of the destruction the blue creatures had brought to their world. The humans were fighting hard to eliminate them, with the help of an army of cyborgs, but as the governments around the world kept telling them, it wasn’t easy to fight such powerful creatures. They demanded a lot of sacrifices from the people, but Savannah guessed it was a small price to pay for their survival.  
 
    They had been at war with the alien creatures for one year now, and a lot of people had died during the attacks. In her small town, hidden in the Rocky Mountains, they had been fortunate so far. The war hadn't affected them as in other places, and they were able to live almost a normal life. If it wasn’t for the fact that now everybody worked for the government, in the production of food, weapons, and clothes for those fighting the invaders, life might be completely normal. She had been working in the uniforms factory, and though it was a tedious job, she was pleased to help somehow. It also brought food to her table, something not so easy to get these days.  
 
    She closed her eyes and tilted her head back, letting the sun rays to kiss her cheeks as she took deep breaths of the cold air of the woods. She needed to do this more often. She felt it recharged her batteries and she was feeling better by the second.  
 
    That is, until the moment she heard some strange noises behind her.  
 
    Startled, Savannah got up and looked around, trying to identify the origin of the sound, but at first, she couldn’t see anything. The woods were very quiet, perhaps, too quiet. She couldn’t even hear the wind through the trees, it was as if everything was still. And that stillness scared the hell out of her.  
 
    Looking everywhere, she left the place, but she hadn't been able to take more than a few steps when she was surrounded by a few creatures: the Taucets.  
 
    She had never seen them off the television screen, but there was no doubt in her mind about their identity, and she let out a small cry of despair.  
 
    Their skin was pale blue, with darker spots, framing their faces and down their naked shoulders. They had enormous dark eyes with oblong pupils and long, thick, dark blue crests where humans had hair. Taucets were the most frightening beings she had ever seen in her life, especially when they were heavily armed. She knew that with their tall, powerful bodies, they could quickly subdue her.  
 
    Scared, she turned around looking for an escape way, but she was surrounded by the creatures. How it was possible, they were so close to town, and no one knew about it? She had to escape and warn them.  
 
    “It’s useless, female,” one of the creatures spoke, with evident scorn in his tone. “There’s no escape.” His voice sounded a bit metallic, like some sort of robot, but clearly male. 
 
    With her heart pounding hard in her chest, she turned to face the one that spoke to her. There were six of them around her, and she knew he was right. She was trapped.  
 
    “What do you want from me?” she asked, doing all she could to keep her fear from her tone.  
 
    The creature let out a loud laugh. “We want you,” he replied, with a coldness that sent chills down her spine.  
 
    “What do you mean?” she asked, starting to shudder. The creatures’ attitude was starting to scare the hell out of her, and though she was trying hard, she couldn’t remember if the creatures were known to use humans as food. What else could they want her for? 
 
    “There’s no time for explanations, female.” This time the creature replying was at her back, and before she could utter another word, she was grabbed by the arms and dragged away.  
 
     “Please… you can’t do this to me… let me go…” she yelled at them, even though it was useless. But perhaps there was someone else out there in the woods, and if she could alert them to the presence of the aliens, the people back in town would have time to prepare themselves for the attack.  
 
    But before she could open her mouth again, one of the creatures dragging her through the woods stung her with something that looked like a syringe, and her voice faded immediately.  
 
    “That’s more like it,” he grumbled as they dragged her towards one of their smaller vessels, landed in a clearing.  
 
    Savannah struggled as hard as she could to free herself, sure that if she was taken inside that ship, she was as good as dead, but it was all in vain. Their four, long fingered hands were like metal cuffs around her arms, and no matter what she did, they didn’t budge at all.  
 
    A door slid open on the vessel, and a boarding platform rolled out. Before she could do anything else, they dragged her inside and threw her into a small cell, locking the door behind them. The place was claustrophobic, with not much more than three square feet. She barely had room to sit on the floor. Shaking, she did all she could to calm herself down, but she too frightened. She knew she was in trouble and the possibility of getting out of this one was close to none.  
 
    Just a few moments after they had imprisoned her in the tiny cell, she felt the sensation of motion the meant vessel was taking off, and she let out a silent cry of despair.  
 
    She had no idea how long they were flying.  After what seemed like an eternity, the vessel landed somewhere, and she was dragged out of it by two of the creatures.  
 
    Outside, the sky was gray and cold, and the ground was covered with a heavy layer of snow. Outside the vessel, she could see they were on some sort of large plain. There were several huge structures similar to igloos, all connected by passageways. The aliens dragged her into the nearest one, and once the doors opened for them, she was taken to where two other creatures waited. Inside the structure, the air was pure but still a bit cold. Apparently, the cold temperatures didn’t affect them.  
 
    The new guys were wearing white jumpsuits, unlike the others who only wore pants.  
 
    “Hey, Rathlon, look what we found wandering in the woods,” one of the Taucets holding her prisoner said, in a mocking tone. They were speaking in English, and Savannah knew that was on her behalf. They didn’t want her to miss a thing they were saying.  
 
    The guy looked at her with an appreciative look on his face. “Nice. Can you get more like her?” he asked.  
 
    “Yes. Near the mountain where we found her there’s a small town, with almost no military presence. I’m sure we can take it easily and capture all the females we need.” The guy holding her replied and Savannah squirmed in protest, but they completely ignored her. “We found some war supplies factories we can shut down,” he added with a cruel grin on his blue lips.  
 
    Rathlon nodded, pleased. “Good. We’ll take her from here.” They grabbed her and dismissed the other ones.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    “This one is not so bad,” the other one said as they dragged into what looked like an infirmary taken out of some sci-fi movie.  
 
    More scared than ever, especially since she couldn’t utter a sound, she struggled to free herself from their grips, but it was impossible. 
 
    Soon they had her standing next to an examination table, and while one held her, the other one shredded all her clothes into tiny pieces.  
 
    When she was completely naked, they forced her down on the table and secured her to it with some sort of metallic cuffs.  
 
    Crying, she tugged at her restraints, but it was impossible to move anything other than her fingers.  
 
    “There’s no use fighting us, female. You’ll never escape, and the sooner you get used to the idea the better.” Rathlon told her, without sympathy as he ran laser beam all over her body.  
 
    As soon he was done, an image of her body was displayed on a huge screen above her head, and they started to talk in a language she couldn’t understand, as they pointed at several areas of her body.  
 
    After a while, one of them gripped both her breasts and kneaded them roughly. “Are these natural, female?” he asked, in a cold tone. “We haven’t found anything to show they aren’t, but we want to be sure, so nod if the answer is yes.”  
 
    For a moment she considered ignoring his command, but she soon realized she was in a very vulnerable position. Enraging them wouldn’t her situation, so she nodded.  
 
    “Perfect.” He looked at the other guy. “Proceed with the ringing process,” he ordered the other one, and to her astonishment, the other guy pulled out some sort of gun from a cabinet and using some forceps, he clamped on one of her nipples tightly and rested the gun’s barrel against her skin, shooting it immediately.  
 
    The pain seared through her breast much worse than she expected. She opened her mouth to scream, though no sound came out. A long metal bar had passed through her nipple, but it was quickly replaced by a ring, the bastard was sealed, using a laser.  
 
    Savanna was still sobbing in silence when he repeated the procedure on her other nipple and knowing the kind of pain she would feel, only made it worse. Her face was soaked with her tears, but they were completely insensitive to her pain.  
 
    “These are impossible to take off, without cutting off your nipples. They are tracking devices as well, so trying to escape is futile and quite impossible.” The guy that had pierced her explained, in an indifferent tone, as he stepped away.  
 
    Pleased with the work, Rathlon slid his hand down her belly as he pressed one button and her legs were pulled apart, spreading them wide, and giving him full access to her pussy.  
 
    She rocked her hips, doing all she could to avoid his touch, but the other guy pushed her down and kept her there while the other one explored her.  
 
    “We need to remove this hair, permanently,” Rathlon said as he ran his thin fingers up and down her unshaved mound. She hadn't been with a man in quite some time, and she simply had allowed it to grow back, too lazy to worry about it. “My people don’t like hair. We’ll let you keep the hair on your head, because we’ve learned human heads are quite ugly, but that’s all,” he explained, with disgust in his tone.  
 
    Again, she squirmed trying to break free, but she couldn’t. The other Taucet brought another strange device, and they ran it over her whole body, from her neck down. It felt as if she was burning alive. The sensation was terrible and extremely painful, but it left no mark on her skin, and no hair either.  
 
    As soon he was done, she was showered with freezing water and fanned until she was dry while she lay there shivering. Then, Rathlon slid his fingers back over her now bald pussy and examined her folds and holes thoroughly, poking them and even pushing his fingers inside her.  
 
    It was so humiliating she wanted to die. When he was finally done, the other guy held her head to one side, exposing the left side of her neck.  
 
    Rathlon, clearly the one in charge, approached them with another strange device in his hand and before she had time to move he shot some a fine laser beam on her neck that felt like a million needles pinching her skin.  
 
    “This is your identification as one of our colony’s slaves. If you try to leave the colony’s perimeter, alarms will go off, and you’ll be taken down in extreme agony and punished until we decide you’ve learned your lesson,” he explained as if reciting the rules of a boring manual.  
 
    The cuffs securing her to the table opened, and she was released.  
 
    Rathlon helped her up while the other one handed her a small piece of clothing. “Put that on. From now on, that will be the only thing you’ll be authorized to wear.”  
 
    Barely able to control her rage, she grabbed the gray piece and pulled it on over her head. The damn thing, some sort of sleeveless dress, hardly covered her ass and revealed so much of her cleavage not leaving much to the imagination. It sure wasn’t much help to warm her cold body.  
 
    Her voice was still mute, and she was starting to wonder if she would be able to talk again.  
 
    “Take her to her quarters and lock her up. We’ll decide later what to do with her.” Rathlon ordered, and the other one quickly dragged her out of there, through a maze of hallways that looked endless.  
 
    They finally stopped in front of a door. After the nameless alien pressed his hand on a small scanning device beside it, the door slid open, revealing a bedroom that looked more like a cell than a room. It held a bunk bed, a chair and a small table for furniture. There was another small door, inside it, she assumed would lead to a bathroom and nothing else. Not even a window.  
 
    “Don’t try to escape. You would only bring pain and trouble to yourself,” the alien warned her in a cold tone. “You’ll soon learn from all the other females here, there is no escape. Accept that you are our property and this is your life now. That will make it easier for you.” With those ominous words, he pushed her in and slid the door closed between them.  
 
    Savannah couldn’t help herself from trying to open the door, but she wasn’t able to find any mechanism that would allow her to open it from inside.  
 
    So, she just let herself fall on the bed, trying to make some sense from all that had happened, trying to convince herself this wasn’t anything but a nightmare but the pain she had been through made it hard to believe.  
 
    That was it? She was just supposed to meekly submit to their plan for her life? They could do whatever they wanted to her, even kill her. How could she stop them? 
 
    Her desire for some time alone and fresh air had gotten her enslaved by the aliens invading her planet. Sobbing, she feared for the fate of all those she had left behind in the small town that was her home. Judging by what she had heard from them, they were planning on attacking it by surprise. They were taking the war out of the usual battlefields, and that was terrible news for her people.  
 
    She remembered Rathlon’s last words, and she looked for a mirror, finding one on the bathroom. The bastard had tattooed a code bar to the base of her neck as if she was some kind livestock. She let out a loud scream, but all that came out her full lips was a harsh groan. Apparently, her voice was slowly coming back to normal.  
 
    She returned to the room and let herself fall on the bed again. She needed answers, she needed to know what was happening there and what would happen to her, but she had no idea when she would get that information. 
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    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    Rafaroy looked around once more trying to find his friend, to no use. He kept sending him messages through their secret line of communication, but he wasn’t getting any answer back. He wanted to keep looking for Khajal, but his superior had called him several times now, and he knew he couldn’t keep ignoring his calls. With one last look, he joined his other friends on the vehicle that would transport them to their camp.  
 
    The common subject amongst them was Khajal’s disappearance. “Haven’t any of you received a message from him?” he asked his friends.  
 
    “No, nothing so far,” Zandar, one of the other cyborgs replied to his silent question.  
 
    “Do you think we lost him?” Ibracor asked, expressing the fear they were all feeling.  
 
    “Let’s not jump to conclusions. Khajal was ahead of us fighting the blue bastards when hell exploded. He’s probably hurt, and that must have delayed him,” Rafaroy pointed out, trying to sound more optimistic than he really felt.  
 
    They all looked at each other, praying that their friend had taken the golden opportunity they all looked for: the opportunity to escape the human’s enslavement. 
 
    So far, not many had been able to escape, but thanks to the findings of Jarcor, one of the first to escape, many others had been able to free themselves from the human’s yoke.  
 
    Though humans’ had created them as cybernetically enhanced humans, they conveniently had forgotten they were part human. They treated all cyborgs as machines they had the right to enslave and force into doing everything they wanted. The government claimed it was the interests of the greater good, in this case, fight in the war against the Taucets, or blue bastards, as they called the aliens that had invaded the planet a few years ago.  
 
    Though they were humanoids, the Taucets were quite different from the humans, with pale blue skin, with darker spots, framing their faces.  The spots extended down their naked shoulders. Their faces were dominated by huge dark eyes with oblong pupils and long, thick, dark blue crests where humans had hair.  
 
    The alien creatures were like locusts that drained all the resources of every planet they invaded. The humans had been fighting them as hard as they could, but they hadn't been able to stop them from establishing several colonies all over the planet.  
 
    The cyborgs fought them following the humans’ orders, and because they knew the aliens were bad news for their planet. But those cyborgs who had escaped had found the Taucets allies they needed in their escapes, so Rafaroy knew they had mixed feelings about the blue creatures.  
 
    “Perhaps the Taucets found them,” Zandar ventured to say.  
 
    “Yes… that’s quite possible,” Rafaroy agreed. “Either way, be attentive to any message you might get.”  
 
    They all nodded and soon their vehicle was parking in front of their tents. They all abandoned it and proceeded to the disarming tent, where human soldiers took their armors and guns before sending them .to their quarters.  
 
    Every weapon was accounted for, and if by misfortune one would lose a weapon during combat, they would all be searched until the humans were sure they weren’t hiding it. Humans were quite aware of the cyborgs’ superiority. They tried not to leave anything to chance, sure the cyborgs would use any opportunity to escape their enslavement.  
 
    That night, they were all summoned at the center of the camp to be questioned about Khajal’s disappearance. General Foster, the man in charge of their combat unit, wasn’t very pleased with the disappearance of one of his best warriors.  
 
    So, he asked, countless times, if any of the cyborgs knew anything about Khajal, but he got the same answer from every one of the cyborgs in front of him: no.  
 
    Before he escaped, Jarcor had been able to modify a circuitry in all cyborgs, to allow them to lie blatantly to the humans. They had never discovered the modification, and Rafaroy was sure they never would. They were too arrogant to admit any possible failure on their programming.  
 
    After an hour of getting nothing, the man finally gave up and sent them away.  
 
    Rafaroy sighed, tired, stretching his strained muscles, eager for a good bath and a good meal, but knowing he wasn’t getting either. Food at the camp was disgusting, and they were only entitled to a quick shower with cold water they took from a river nearby.  
 
      
 
    Elena looked out the window of her coffee shop and frowned. She hadn't seen Savannah in a few days now, and she was starting to get worried. Though she wasn’t a close friend, they usually exchanged a few words every day. She was always pleasant and had been a regular customer at the café ever since she started working at the factory. Elena had gotten used to her daily visit.  
 
    “What’s the matter?” Johanna asked her, lifting her head from the cups she was putting on the washer.  
 
    “Have you seen Savannah lately? You know, the blonde girl that works at the uniforms’ factory?” she asked her employee.  
 
    Johanna frowned as well. “Now that you mention it, no, I don’t think I have.”  
 
    “Could it be possible she has fallen ill? In a normal situation, I would assume she had started going to another café…” she started saying.  
 
    “But there isn’t another one for miles around,” Johana finished her sentence.  
 
    “Exactly. Do you know where Savannah lives?”  
 
    “Yes, I do. She owns a small cabin, up on Riverside Road. She has been living there for some time now.”  
 
    Elena looked around, making sure everything was under control. “Please, look after things for me. I believe I’ll go there and make sure she is alright,” she told her employee.  
 
    “Sure thing. Things are slow at this time of the day.”  
 
    She nodded and taking off her apron, she left the café and headed down the street, to where Johana had told her the other girl lived.  
 
    It only took her a few minutes to reach the house, and after knocking at the door for a while with no answer, she decided to walk around it, hoping to see anything. The small house had French windows in the living room and what she saw through them wasn’t encouraging. The wooden floor was covered with dust as if no one had walked on it in a few days.  
 
    Worried, Elena tried the door, and as she expected, the door was unlocked, and she was able to enter the house.  
 
    “Savannah. Are you here?” she called out, as she entered the house. But there was no answer. She quickly walked around the house, but the girl wasn’t anywhere to be found. On the kitchen sink, she found dirty dishes covered with mold, which assured her the girl hadn't been at the house in days.  
 
    Worried, she left the house and headed to the factory where she used to work. Mark Johnson, the factory’s manager was a regular customer at her café as well, and she knew him well. She was sure he would see her.  
 
    And he did. When Elena explained the reason for her visit, the man frowned. “Yes, I’ve noticed her absence, and I’ve tried to call her several times, but got no answer.”  
 
    “I’ve just come from her house, and it’s clear she hasn’t been there in days. Something must have happened to her. When was she seen for the last time?” she asked, more worried than ever.  
 
    “Let me ask her coworkers. They might know something.”  
 
    Elena followed the man into the factory and heard him ask the people working there if anyone knew anything about Savannah.  
 
    “Last time I saw her, she told me she was planning to spend her day off in the woods, enjoying the nature,” Sally, one of the girls said. “I haven’t seen her since.”  
 
    They thanked the girl.  
 
    “I’ll report her disappearance to Captain Summers. He’ll know what to do,” Elena said frowning.  
 
    “You know what this might mean,” Mark warned her.  
 
    “Yes, I know. But it can also mean Savannah got hurt up there in the mountains and hasn’t been able to come down,” Elena stated.  
 
    “They won’t waste their time looking for her. You know that.” Mark stated. “They have other priorities.”  
 
    “I can’t stay still and do nothing.”  
 
    “Don’t you even think about going looking for her on your own. If the Taucets are in the area, you would only become one of their victims.” There was real concern on the man’s tone, and Elena knew he was telling her the truth.  
 
    It was well known the Taucets captured all the women they could and used them as their slaves.  
 
    “No, of course not, I don’t have time for that.” She rubbed her forehead, trying to appease her headache. “I can’t simply do nothing. I’ll inform Captain Summers, and it will be his call either to do something or not.”  
 
    “Let me know what he tells you.”  
 
    “I will.”  
 
    She left the factory and headed to the soldiers’ camp, at the edge of town. They had been there ever since the war started. But as Mark predicted, the captain assured her there was nothing he could do for Savannah.  
 
    “We’ve received reports of the presence of Taucets in the area, so it’s not silly to assume she has been captured by them.”  
 
    “Isn't it dangerous for us to stay here if the Taucets are in the area?” she asked him, not very pleased with the man’s indolence.  
 
    “They wouldn’t dare to attack a whole village. Just stay out of the woods, and you should be fine.”  
 
    Elena returned to the café and told Johanna what had happened. Like her, the other woman was furious with the soldier’s inaction.  
 
    “I wish I could go looking for her on my own, but I’m afraid he’s right about something,” she told Johanna.  
 
    “That she was most likely captured by the Taucets?” her friend asked, with a sad tone.  
 
    “Yes, and it breaks my heart to think what she must be going through.”  
 
    “I know, I feel the same way, but there isn’t much we can do.”  
 
    “There is something. We have to be hyper-alert for any suspicious activity. The Taucets are in the area, and though Captain Summers assures they have never attacked a whole town, we need to be careful,” she added, with a frown.  
 
    “What’s going on, Elena?” her little sister Alanna entered the restaurant and overheard Elena’s last words.  
 
    She turned to look at her sister, a younger version of herself, with her light brown curls and her green eyes, in a heart-shaped face. There seem to be Taucets in the area, Alanna. I don’t want you to wander around town for a while,” she explained to the twelve-year-old girl.  
 
    “You mean the blue aliens? They’re here?” there was awe in her sister’s tone, and Elena frowned.  
 
    “Yes, Alanna, the ones we’re at war with, remember?” she pointed out, in a scolding tone.  
 
    “Why would they want to come here? There’s nothing here that might interest them.” The little girl said, with a puzzled tone.  
 
    Elena exchanged a hard look with Johanna, and the woman shook her head. They couldn’t explain to the girl the aliens were after slaves, she was too young for that.  
 
    “Let’s just hope they go away,” she replied, ending the subject. “How was school?”  
 
    “The same as always, nothing happens here, you know that,” the younger girl grumbled.  
 
    “Do you have homework?”  
 
    “Yes. I’ll grab a bite and go upstairs to work on it.”  
 
    Elena kissed the top of the girl’s head. “Thank you, I’ll check on you a little later.”  
 
    “Sure.”  
 
    Elena watched her disappear into the kitchen and sighed. She was the only family she had in the world. She did all she could to protect Alanna and give her the best life possible, and she had been doing ever since her parents died in a car accident a couple of years ago.  
 
    Life returned to normal, in the following few days. Although Elena still missed Savannah’s visits to the café, she was more convinced than ever she had been taken by the aliens.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    Rafaroy received the message while they were in full combat with the Taucets. It distracted him for a few moments, and that distraction got him a wound on his arm, but he didn’t mind. The news couldn’t be better. Khajal had escaped.  
 
    The humans had announced he had died in combat and that they had disposed of the body as they always did, whenever one of them died: retrieving all the cybernetic parts and cremating the rest, before throwing the ashes to the garbage. Such treatment was indignant to the men that fought every day of their lives to free their planet from the Taucets’ plague.  
 
    But this time, they were just lying, the way they had lied when Jarcor had finally managed to escape.  
 
    According to the news Rafaroy received, Khajal had escaped and was now living in a Taucets’ colony, in the Rocky Mountains. Apparently, the blue bastards were planning to attack a small village, and Khajal wanted them stopped. They would have to find a way to send that information to the humans without revealing their source, but they felt bound to protect the innocent people from the village they mentioned in the message.  
 
    “Did you hear it, Raf? Khajal is fine.” The cheerful words of his friend Zandar came across their secret channel.  
 
    “Yes, I did, the best news in a long time,” he agreed.  
 
    “There’s hope for us, my friend, more than ever.”  
 
    “I know, I know…”  
 
    “Have you thought about a way to warn the humans about the impending attack?” his friend asked.  
 
    “Not yet, but I will don’t worry. If you get any ideas, please share.”  
 
    “Will do.”  
 
    By the end of the day, Rafaroy hadn't been able to come up with a convincing story, but fortunately, Ibracor had the perfect story.  
 
    “Commander Jones, we managed to intercept a few messages from the Taucets related to an attack to a small town in the Rocky Mountains,” he informed his superior officer, and though they received the report with concern, their reaction was not the one they had been expecting.  
 
    Instead of sending more soldiers to the small village, they ordered those in the village to retreat, setting a trap for the Taucets. They wanted the Taucets to attack the village and capture as many slaves as they wanted, so the Earth forces could follow them and find the location of at least, one of the Taucets colonies.  
 
    The cyborgs protested loudly, but they were blatantly ignored.  
 
    “Sometimes, we’re forced to make small sacrifices for the sake of a greater good, and this is certainly one of those times,” General Foster said in an ice-cold tone. “All the Taucets are looking for, by attacking this village, are slaves, so let’s give them the slaves, and in exchange, we’ll be able to follow them to at least one of their colonies and destroy it.”  
 
    There were still a few protests from the cyborgs before the General answered them by sending a wave of pain rushing down their bodies, using his main control to discipline them.  
 
    “Your opinions were not requested and mean nothing to us. You’re here to do your job, and nothing else,” General Foster reminded the warriors icily before he dismissed the men and returned to his quarters.  
 
    “I swear I’ll see him dead, preferably crossed by my weapon,” Zandar muttered as they returned to their quarters.  
 
    “Those are useless wishes, and you know it, Zandar. I’ll be the one having that pleasure,” Rafaroy ranted, through gritted teeth.  
 
    His friend let out a loud laugh that called the guards attention, and Rafaroy threw his elbow onto Zandar’s stomach.  
 
      
 
    That morning had started, as usual, Elena had sent Alanna to school, after reminding her, what to do and where to go in case of an attack. Then she had headed to the café like she did every morning. The past two days they had had fewer customers since the small contingent of soldiers watching over the town had been called to help a nearby village.  
 
    Elena had been very nervous about their absence and had devised a plan to get Alanna to safety in case they were attacked.  
 
    She told her sister she should escape and hide in an ancient mine, just outside town and stay there until she was sure it was safe to come out. She would try to meet her there as soon as possible. She also told her how to get to the nearest village in case she wasn’t able to join her sister.  
 
    Alanna had looked a bit scared, but Elena wanted to prepare the girl. She didn’t want her to fall into the Taucets’ claws. “You’re overreacting, Elena,” she had protested, but she hadn't paid attention. She needed her safe, that was all that mattered.  
 
    There was an awkward silence in town, and she felt a chill going down her spine as she opened the back door to her café. Johanna was already there, baking the pies she was famous for and Elena joined her in the kitchen, preparing a few other things she sold at the café.  
 
    She had just opened the doors for her first customer when the hell exploded outside. They were under attack.  
 
    Running, she left the café through the back door, heading to the school as fast as she could, but she quickly realized they were surrounded by armed Taucets.  
 
    She was about to reach the school when a group of them appeared in front of her, with their vicious weapons pointing at her, forcing her and all the other people on the streets to walk back to the center of town.  
 
    The Taucets took over the small town and its inhabitants so easily it was shameful. They had no means to protect themselves, and the enemy had taken full advantage of that.  
 
    They quickly gathered the people in the middle of the main street, separating women from men and children.  
 
    The desperate cries of the children were heartbreaking but there was nothing any of them could do.  
 
    Elena had tried to see Alanna in the group of kids being taken to the Mayor’s house, but it was impossible to spot her sister in the middle of the chaos. She was mad at herself for not believing her instincts but now it was too late to do anything about it, she was a prisoner of the Taucets, and if the stories people told about them were true, she would soon become a slave, along with all the women captured with her.  
 
    Tears of desperation ran down her cheeks when she was forced to board one of the Taucets’ vessels. She knew that she would never see her sister again and she couldn’t bear the idea. Like her, all mothers and sisters around her were going through the same agony, and though they had asked endlessly about the children, the aliens hadn't given them a straight answer.  
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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    Bretdon dodged the attack of the group of Taucets in front of him and returned fire. Though the cyborgs had attacked the alien colony by surprise, the Taucets had been able to fight back with more power than expected and several of his men had been hurt. Not seriously, but enough to make them slower and less attentive.  
 
    Defeating the Taucets in front of him, he proceeded forward. The order was to get rid of every Taucet in the colony, male or female and take the human slaves to a camp prepared to receive them. He had always thought they were exchanging a one kind of slavery for another one, but his opinion was never asked for and he had learned to keep it for himself.  
 
    At some point, the fight took him outside and he could to see Khajal, a fellow cyborg leaving the colony through the destroyed walls of the settlement. A smile cracked his hard face when he realized what that meant. Khajal wasn’t dead, and he had managed to escape the human’s yoke.  
 
    This was good news for all cyborgs. It meant Jarcor’s codes still worked and he could still hold hope of escaping, like Khajal and many others before him, had done.  
 
    By the end of the day, the Taucet colony had been taken. The human slaves found in it were taken to Camp Freedom and a few men were ordered to stay at the colony to destroy it completely. He was one of them.  
 
    They searched the whole premises in search for other prisoners or hidden Taucets but the place was empty.  
 
    Or so he thought.  
 
    He was making his last tour around the place, when he spotted a small group of Taucets running out of the settlement, from a hole on the ground they hadn't noticed before.  
 
    He considered warning his men, but there were only three Taucets, he was sure he could get them before they went too far.  
 
    He ran after them but it didn’t take him long to realize the Taucets were a lot faster than him and that was quite a something since a cyborg was able to run as fast as forty miles per hour. He sent out warnings to his men he was in pursuit of a group of Taucets, but he wasn’t sure the message went through since he was quite far away from the colony by then.  
 
    Despite their speed, the Taucets didn’t have much resilience and one by one, Bretdon took them down. By the time he got rid of the last one, it was around four am in the morning.  
 
    He was a considerable distance from the colony and from any military base. Going back to the colony would be a waste of time since his men had orders to destroy the place the minute they were sure it was empty. According to his maps, the nearest military base was two days away from his current position.  
 
    Bretdon rubbed his face, trying to make the right decision. If he tried to escape, his programming would attack him immediately and subdue him with severe pain. His other option would be to set course to the farthest military base he was able to find and look for someone to open up his main control system for him to free himself.  
 
    That way, he might be able to fool his programming and avoid the pain. Of course, there was always the possibility of being found by the soldiers following his tracking devices, but he could allege confusion at the moment of his capture.  
 
    Determined not to waste this opportunity to escape, he set course to the furthest military base, using the roads as much as he could, so they couldn’t accuse him of hiding in the woods. It would also give him a better chance at finding someone he could persuade to help him.  
 
    He walked for several hours without spotting a living soul. His programming system kept showing him the coordinates to much closer military bases and though ignoring those suggestions caused him some pain, it was bearable, since he wasn’t escaping per se.  
 
    He was about to lose hope of ever finding someone on those deserted mountain roads when he heard a vehicle coming his way.  
 
      
 
    Ophelia grumbled for the hundredth time. It had been a bad decision driving all the way up to the mountains, especially when the government had announced the presence of Taucets in the area. But she needed to go visit her mother and driving there had seemed the easiest way to do it. Ever since the war had started, commercial flights had been forbidden, since the Taucets could easily take down the flights, and the same happened to trains, so the only way for you to travel around the country was by using a car. Of course, the government didn’t encourage such journeys but they hadn’t forbidden them. It wouldn’t look good for their alleged democratic ways.  
 
    The trip hadn't been easy from the start. Most of the roads were destroyed at some point and she had to make a lot of detours in order to continue and that had made her lose a lot of time she didn’t have.  
 
    Her mother’s constant calls didn’t help her much. The older woman loved to complain, and Ophelia’s delay had given her a lot of reasons beyond the usual to complain. Ophelia lived too far; she was still single;  Ophelia would never give her the grandchildren she had been waiting for her whole life; Ophelia’s job kept her too busy. The list was endless.  
 
    She was talking to her on the phone that afternoon and that was surely the reason she didn’t see the man until it was too late. She hit the brakes, but the car only slid on the frozen road, hitting the man before hitting the trees on the side of the road.  
 
    With her heart drumming on her chest, she jumped out of the car and ran to where she had seen the man standing, just a few seconds ago, sure she had killed him.  
 
    But to her surprise, he wasn’t dead. In fact, he was pretty much alive, standing next to her car with a huge weapon in his hand, pointing it at her. “Were you trying to kill me?” he snarled at her.  
 
    She took a step back, scared as hell. The man was huge, easily over six feet, with massive muscles. Quite an imposing figure. “No… no… I’m sorry… I didn’t see you… I didn’t mean to hurt you…” she mumbled.  
 
    “If I wasn’t fast enough I would be under the wheels of your car,” he grumbled, exaggerating on purpose. He wasn’t going to let her go before making her help him.  
 
    She raised her hands, helplessly. “I really didn’t mean to. I can take you to the nearest hospital, though I haven’t seen a hospital in miles. But perhaps there’s one up ahead…” she babbled, too nervous, as she wrung her hands. It was too dark for her to see the man in detail, but she could tell he wasn’t like any man she had seen before.  
 
    Breton smiled. He had her exactly where he wanted her.  
 
    “Lady, lady, please stop! You’re making me dizzy with all your mumbling,” he groused, closing the distance between them. “You’ve damaged one of my circuits. All I need you to do is fix it,” he added, with a wicked smile.  
 
    She took another step back, more scared than ever. What the hell was he talking about? Circuits? Was he an alien? He didn’t look like one. She gulped, gathering the courage to ask. “Circuits? What do you mean by that?”  
 
    “Yes, lady, circuits. Haven’t you ever seen a cyborg?” he asked, mockingly. He was sure she hadn't. The Government did their best to keep citizens away from cyborgs. They didn’t want them to realize they were more human than their propaganda claimed.  
 
    “I have a name, it’s Ophelia, so please use it,” she grumbled, still trying to assimilate what he had just said. “A cyborg? A real cyborg?” she finally asked, amazed.  
 
    “Yes, lad… Ophelia, a real cyborg. Now, can you help me, or will you leave me here hurt?” he asked, lying blatantly. Her car hadn't touched him, and if it had, the car would be more damaged than him, but she didn’t need to know that.  
 
    “No, no, of course, not. Just tell me what I have to do and I will help you,” she assured him, taking a deep breath, before taking a step closer to him.  
 
    Smiling, he grabbed his knife and handed it to her. “I need you to cut the skin under my armpit to access my main control system,” he explained, feeling a jolt of pain rushing through his body, just for pronouncing the words that would free him.  
 
    “What? I can’t do that! That’s insane!” she protested, in shock. How could he ask her to do that?  
 
    He frowned. “I thought you wanted to help me.”  
 
    “I do, but, cut you? Why? There must be another way.” It sounded so barbaric, so cruel, not to mention she hated the sight of blood.  
 
    “There isn’t. Don’t worry, it won’t hurt me,” he lied, blatantly.  
 
    “Are you sure?” she insisted, feeling her stomach getting upset at the simple idea of cutting the guy up.  
 
    “Yes, I’m sure, lady. Just do it,” he grumbled, raising his arm and exposing the area he wanted her to cut.  
 
    “Oh god. This is a bad idea,” she whispered, putting the tip of the knife on his skin.  
 
    “Just make a clean cut, in a square shape, and I’ll take care of the rest,” he said, barely able to speak. This time the pain wasn’t faked.  
 
    She took a deep breath and moved the knife across his skin, as fast as she could, doing her best to control her nausea.  
 
    She couldn’t. She managed to cut half of it and had to drop the knife and turn around, unable to look at the red blood coming out of the wound.  
 
    “Hey, don’t stop,” he protested.  
 
    “Sorry. I can’t,” she mumbled, covering her mouth with her hand trying to control her nausea. “I can’t bare the sight of blood.”  
 
    Bretdon looked at her, astonished. Was she for real? Shaking his head, he grabbed the knife and tried to finish the job himself, but the jolt of pain sent through his whole body threw him to his knees.  
 
    “Damn, this can’t be happening” he spat out through gritted teeth, dropping the knife and looking at the wound.  
 
    It wasn’t big enough for him to access the main control system.  
 
    “I’m sorry, I really am,” she apologized, worried with the pain written in the man’s face.  
 
    He looked at her, with a stern expression on his face. “Listen, lady, Ophelia I don’t care if you throw up all over me. Just finish cutting. I can’t do it on my own,” he ordered.  
 
    “Please, don’t ask me that. I’ll take you to a hospital or something,” she almost begged, still feeling nauseated.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    Bretdon lost his last thread of patience. He couldn’t let her walk away from him, and clearly, he couldn’t let her take him to a hospital. It was time to get rtough.  
 
    He raised his gun and pointed it at her. “Pick up the damn knife and finish the job, or I swear you won’t be able to do anything else,” he was bluffing, of course, but she didn’t know that.  
 
    She paled visibly, even in the dim light of the sunset. “There’s no need to─” she started saying, but she didn’t sound as scared as he expected.  
 
    In fact, she sounded enraged. “Yes, there is, you can’t leave me like this, bleeding and unable to access my control system,” he pointed out, in an ice-cold tone, handing her the knife again. “Just do it!” he snarled.  
 
    She grabbed the knife and for a moment, Bretdon thought she would use it on him. She didn’t. Instead, she grabbed his arm and finished the job.  
 
    Ophelia was so mad at the man, she finished cutting his skin without even feeling sick. Who the hell he thought he was, threatening her that way?  
 
    “There, it’s done. Happy now?” she said, dropping the knife again.  
 
    “No, but I will be,” he mumbled, reaching the main control system and feeling the buttons.  
 
    She looked at him intrigued. “What are you doing?”  
 
    “I need to enter some codes, but I can’t see what I’m doing,” he explained.  
 
    She looked at the small panel and back at him. She couldn’t believe she was about to say that, but what the heck. “Tell me and I’ll do it for you.”  
 
    He looked at her surprised. “I thought you couldn’t look at blood.”  
 
    “I guess your gun cured me,” she shrugged. “Tell me the codes, before I change my mind.”  
 
    Chuckling, he told her the codes and she punched them in, one after the other, releasing him from the chains that enslaved him to the humans. Once she had punched the last code, he jumped to his feet and held the patch of skin against his body, and allowed the nanocybots to do their job. A couple of minutes later, the skin looked as if it was glued to his body.  
 
    “Thank you, you were quite helpful,” he said, picking his knife and his gun.  
 
    “You’re welcome.” She looked at her car, still against the tree and sighed. “Do you think you could help me out with my car? I doubt I’ll find a crane around this place.” 
 
    “Sure, why not? I need a ride out of this place,” he agreed.  
 
    She looked around at the growing darkness. “I’m not going anywhere at this time of the night. I just need you to take the car from where it is, and I’ll set camp right here,” she replied, shaking her head.  
 
    It was too dangerous to drive during the night. There were no lights and no one ever knew when they’d hit a destroyed section of road.  
 
    He ignored her words and walked to the front of the car and pushed it away from the trees, as easy as anyone else would push a toy.  
 
    The vehicle was a bit damaged, but he was sure it still worked perfectly.  
 
    “We can’t stay here. This is my last known location and if we stay here, we’ll be caught,” he said, putting the vehicle back on the road.  
 
    “What? Who would catch me? What the hell are you talking about?” she protested, looking at him with a deep frown.  
 
    “The soldiers. I don’t have time to explain, right now, so just get in the car and let us get the hell out of here,” he ordered.  
 
    “No, I’m not going anywhere. It’s too dangerous to travel at this hour,” she retorted, crossing her arms over her chest.  
 
    “It’s too dangerous to stay here,” he said, opening the passenger’s seat door and walking towards her.  
 
    Before she could guess what he was about to do, he picked her up in his powerful arms and carried her to the car, securing her in the seat and locking the door.  
 
    He was behind the driver’s seat in a blink of an eye.  
 
    “Hey, you can’t do this, this is my car and I decide if I want to leave or not,” she protested, struggling to free herself from the safety belt.  
 
    He glanced at her, with such an ominous expression on his face that she stopped what she was doing. “Consider your car seized. Now be a good girl and enjoy the ride.”  
 
    Ophelia looked at the man, furious. He had turned her into a virtual prisoner, in her own car. It was outrageous.  
 
    “You have no right doing this, it’s my car, not yours.”  
 
    “I believe we’ve been through this, already. It’s my car now, and you are my hostage, in case I need one,” he explained in a very cold tone.  
 
    She looked at him as if he had announced the end of the world, and started struggling again with her seat belt.  
 
    “We’re traveling at more than eighty miles per hour. If you jump out of this vehicle, you’ll die,” he said, in a stern tone.  
 
    “I rather die than become a toy in your hands,” she started saying.  
 
    “Oh, please, quit the drama.” He interrupted her, though the idea of playing with her was so hot he almost groaned. He hadn't been with a female in too long. “As soon as we get far enough away, I’ll give your car back and I’ll let you go,” he interrupted her, impatiently. “I just need to get as far as possible from here.”  
 
    Ophelia looked at him, not sure she could believe him. So far, his behavior had been weird, to say the least. A sudden thought came to her mind. “You’re a deserter”  
 
    He frowned and glanced at her, throwing ice droplets from his metallic gray eyes. “I wouldn’t call me that, since I was never asked if I wanted to become a soldier,” he explained. “I was sent to war before I knew what the world looked like and my opinion wasn’t asked for. So, I would say I’m escaping the enslavement imposed on me by your race.”  
 
    It was her time to frown. “You are machines built to fight on wars for us,” she said as if reciting a lesson well learned.  
 
    He laughed, but there was no amusement in his laughter. “Is that what they say about us?” he asked, with deep disdain in his tone. “Yes, we are part machines, but we’re also human. We come from an egg and a spermatozoid just like you and the rest of your kind.  We have hearts, minds, and souls, just like you.”  
 
    “That’s not what we are told. They present you as improved androids, with artificial intelligence, able to fight battles for us,” her words now lacked conviction.  
 
    The man next to her didn’t look like a machine. It was obvious he had feelings, temper, sense of humor and all things she associated with people. She had never seen machines act like that, not even the most advanced ones she had seen in her line of work. She was a system engineer and she dealt with all kinds of machines, but not cyborgs.  
 
    Only a carefully selected group of people worked with the cyborgs and now she was starting to understand why. They had to keep their humanity a secret.   
 
    The car suddenly turned left, forcing her to his side, as he avoided a huge crater on the road.  
 
    “Damn,” he mumbled.  
 
    Struggling to get back to her seat and touch him as little as possible, she huffed. His skin felt hot, smooth, and too damn touchable. The jumpsuit he still wore had been torn to rags, mostly on his chest.  
 
    “This is what I was telling you about. Most roads are destroyed at some point and you usually have to make a lot of detours,” she explained, when she finally managed to get back to her seat, though she instantly missed the warmth of his body. She had to be losing her mind.  
 
    He stopped the engine, taking a deep breath. Feeling her soft body against him made his cock grow hard in his pants. Her sweet scent didn’t help at all and he had to make a huge effort to focus on what was more important: getting out of there.  
 
    He scanned the roads ahead looking for the one less damaged and found a small mountain road, not far from where they were. It would take them further up the mountains and then down on the other side. It would be perfect.  
 
    “I can see that,” he turned the car around and headed to the road he had found.  
 
    She looked at the vehicle’s GPS and let out a small cry. He was setting course away from the one she had been following. “Hey, I need to get home as fast as I can, you can’t go that way,” she protested.  
 
    He glanced at her, with a cold look. “I wasn’t kidding when I told you I had seized your car.”  
 
    “God! My mother is going to kill me,” she muttered, rubbing her face.  
 
    “Tell her the truth, once I set you free,” he said shrugging.  
 
    “Yes, sure, and she’ll believe me.” She snapped sarcastically as she considered jumping out of the car again, but he was right, she wouldn’t survive the fall. And despite what she had told him, she had no death wish. “You could escape following my route,” she suggested.  
 
    “No, this is the only road I found with no visible damage. You can restart your route once I consider I’m far enough away from pursuit.”  
 
    Her cell phone started buzzing and she groaned when she saw her mother’s face on the screen. She was about to take the call when he ripped the phone out of her hands and threw it out of the window, making it smash against a rock wall.  
 
    “What? Why the hell did you do that?” she protested, too surprised for anything else.  
 
    “Cell phones can be tracked. I’m not taking any risk.”  
 
    “God! I can’t believe this is happening to me. I should have gone through you when I saw you in the middle of the road,” she grumbled, crossing her arms over her chest, furious.  
 
    He chuckled but didn’t say anything.  
 
    They traveled a few more minutes in silence until her curiosity got the best of her. “I guess I helped you escape back there when I gave you access to your main control system,” she said, in a thoughtful tone.  
 
    He nodded. “You did. So, you might prefer to keep this encounter a little secret between the two of us. The military police might consider you an accomplice if they discovered your participation,” he replied, in a serious tone.  
 
    “You forced me to, they would have to understand that,” she retorted, convinced of her words.  
 
    “They only understand what they want to. You’ve had unauthorized contact with a cyborg for a long period of time. I’m sure they wouldn’t like that. You could start talking about us,” he explained, concentrated on the dark road they were following. It was very narrow and it looked as if no one had used it for ages.  
 
    “Even so, they couldn’t charge me for helping you, surely?”  
 
    “Yes, they could and believe me, they would,” he assured her. “You would be taken to one of those camps where they take enslaved people after they are freed from the Taucets. Unlike what they say, those camps are little less than concentration camps.”  
 
    She had heard about those camps. She had tried to believe they were just rumors, but a colleague from work actually knew a woman that had been abducted by the aliens and then freed by the militaries. Even after she had been freed, she hadn't been able to return to her past life. ‘For security reasons’ they said.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    “Damn. I knew I shouldn’t have made this trip, it was a bad idea from the beginning,” she mumbled, more to herself than to him.  
 
    “Why did you?”  
 
    “My mother was driving me crazy. I haven’t been able to visit her ever since the war started. She keeps telling me she’ll die before seeing me again and how I would regret it,” she sighed. “She complained so much I decided to take some time off to come see her.”  
 
    “She shouldn’t have asked you that. The roads are too dangerous. The Taucets patrol them all the time to look for slaves. You should be happy I found you and not the Taucets,” he said, ironically.  
 
    She snorted. “I have been traveling for a week now, and I haven’t even spotted an alien vessel.”  
 
    “If you had, they would have spotted you too and you would be in one of their colonies right now,” he assured her.  
 
    “You can’t know that for sure.”  
 
    “Of course, I can. My last mission was to destroy a Taucets’ colony. They had more than a thousand women slaves there.”  
 
    “Why would they want human slaves?” she asked, surprised.  
 
    “I can think of a few reasons,” he said, looking at her luscious body, with more hunger than he intended.  
 
    She caught a glimpse of his look and blushed. “What are your plans now that you’ve escaped?” she asked, changing the topic.  
 
    “The less you know, the better,” he warned her.  
 
    “Oh, come on. I won’t call the police and tell them anything. Like you said, that would be a terrible decision,” she grumbled.  
 
    “But they could still find you. Believe me, they have ways to take the truth from you,” he replied.  
 
    “You have to be kidding me. How the hell would they ever find me?” she asked, a bit more scared than she would like to admit.  
 
    “There are sensors with cams all over the planet. If they check my last position and see your car near it, they can assume you at least, saw something,” he concluded, with a frown. He hadn't considered that possibility until then, but he realized that was the most like thing to happen.  
 
    They would go after her, even if she didn’t say anything to anyone about him.  
 
    “I’m screwed, what the hell am I supposed to do now?” she asked, with a deep frown.  
 
    “I guess I’ll have to keep you around.” His somber words made her turn to look at him.  
 
    “Is that a joke? I’m not an object you can keep around,” she ranted.  
 
    “I’m afraid you don’t have a choice on this,” he pointed out, in a serious tone. “They will come after you and they will know for sure we have the codes to free ourselves from their yoke and I can’t let that happen. It would prevent all other cyborgs from escaping and I would never allow that.”  
 
    “You can’t know that for sure. You’re planning to ruin my life based on assumptions” she yelled at him, too distraught to stay calm.  
 
    “Believe me, it’s a certainty. They want to stop us from escaping and they will do all they can to do it,” he assured her.  
 
    “And what’s your plan, sweetheart? Keep driving for the rest of our lives?” she said, sarcastic.  
 
    “If I necessary, yes.”  
 
    “That’s insane and you know it,” she grumbled, breathing hard, her heart drumming in her chest as she realized he really meant it. 
 
    “We’ll discuss this when we get to a safer place,” he said, ending the subject for the moment.  
 
    But she didn’t agree with him. “We’ll discuss this right now. It’s my life you’re talking about. You can’t simply announce you’ll ruin it and expect me to simply accept it,” she retorted, furious.  
 
    He stopped the car in the middle of the road and turned to look at her. “What makes you think you have a say in this? You’re my hostage, my prisoner. I’ll do what I believe is best for me and my friends.”  
 
    She paled at his words but before he could add another word, she opened the car’s door and hopped out of it, making a run for the woods.  
 
    Breton shook his head, with disbelief. “You have to be kidding me,”  
 
    With a sigh, he hopped out of the car, after making sure there was no one around the area, nand ran after her.  
 
    It only took him a few minutes to get to her. It was dark, snowing and there were too many trees around to allow her to run fast.  
 
    “Stop, you’ll hurt yourself,” he warned her, running at her side.  
 
    She let out a loud cry and stumbled on a hidden root. He stretched out an arm and caught her before she hit the ground.  
 
    “Let me go, I won’t let you do this to me,” she cried out.  
 
    “I’m afraid it’s already done. If you go back home, they’ll get to you and you’ll endanger all of those in your life, including your mother,” he warned her, with a grim tone.  
 
    “No. I refuse to believe that, you’re exaggerating your own importance,” she mumbled, hiding her face in his chest, crying her heart out.  
 
    Breton wished she was right, but he knew she wasn’t. Over two hundred thousand cyborgs had escaped in the past few years, thanks to Jarcor, the first cyborg able to escape. Despite all their efforts, humans hadn't been able to stop the exodus of cyborgs, from their ranks.  
 
    The first group of cyborgs that escaped had managed to leave the planet and get established on another planet they called Arcadia, where all cyborgs were free. It quickly became all cyborgs dream to get there and Breton wasn’t the exception.  
 
    But now, he had to think about Ophelia. Like she had pointed out, he had ruined her life. It hadn't been his intention, but it was a fact.  
 
    “What do you say if we make an agreement: I’ll take you to your mother’s place and if there’s no sign the militaries are after you, I’ll set you free,” he suggested, gently making her face him.  
 
    There wasn’t another light other than the silvery moon above them, but it was enough for her to look at him. “Why would you do that?” she asked, with suspicion.  
 
    “If I’m right, we’ll be together for a long time, it will be better if you’re with me on your own will,” he explained, shrugging.  
 
    She rested her forehead on his chest again, sobbing. “I have to be sure, you can understand that right?” she murmured.  
 
    He sighed. “Yes, I can and that’s why I’ve suggested this plan. The trip to your mother’s place will give us time and opportunity to find out if they are after you,” he explained. “We’ll have to get rid of your car at some point, but for now, we need to get as far as possible from my last known position.”  
 
    She nodded accepting his words. “I’ll trust you on this. But if you’re deceiving me, I’ll find the way to call the soldiers myself,” she threatened him, poking his chest with her finger.   
 
    He chuckled and nodded. “I’ll give you the phone myself.”  
 
    They walked back to the car and soon they were on their way.  
 
    “How come you live so far from your mother?” he asked her, at some point, curious. In times of war, families usually stayed together.  
 
    She sighed. “I went to college away from home to get away from her. Don’t get me wrong. I love my mother, my father died when I was a child and we were all alone. But mom wants everything done her way and she hates the fact I’m still single,” she explained. “She runs an online matchmaker website and claims to have a 99.99% success rate. I’m her only failure and she has trouble living with that.”  
 
    “A matchmaker website? What the hell is that?” he asked, intrigued.  
 
    “You know, people use those sites to find someone to share their lives with and I have to say mom really has a talent matching people,” she explained. “She seems to know instinctively who the best person for you is. She has never been able to match me, and that’s her biggest frustration and she’s always grumbling about it.”  
 
    “I had no idea people used websites to find their partners,” he admitted.  
 
    “With the war, mom has had more work than ever. People don’t date like they used to, they don’t party either, or go to bars or nightclubs, so the chances of meeting people are greatly reduced.”  
 
    “I can understand that, I guess, we don’t have much of a social life when we’re not fighting,” he explained.  
 
    She turned to look at him surprised. “But you do have some, I mean, you’re not… you do have…” she tried to ask, struggling not to sound inappropriate.  
 
    He chuckled, but there was no humor in the sound coming out his lips. “They have some special androids to satisfy our needs,” he replied her unfinished question. He had also been with cyborg and human females, while he was part of the government procreation program, but that was a time he didn’t like to talk about.  
 
    There wasn’t a thing more demeaning than being used as a stud. Luckily, he hadn't been able to produce the cyborg babies they had expected and soon he was sent to the battlefield.  
 
    Despite all the upgrades and improvements each batch of cyborgs had, none had been able to procreate so far and Breton was happy they hadn't. He would hate to know he had brought children into this world to become slaves like him.  
 
    “Oh, oh, I see,” but she didn’t. They should have right to date whoever they wanted, but that would be recognizing their humanity and according to him, they would never do that.  
 
    When they were near a small town, on the other side of the mountain, he started noticing suspicious movements on the roads that led to town.  
 
    “Does this car have any kind of tracking device?” he asked, with a stern tone.  
 
    “I have no idea. I bought it from a friend a couple of months ago when I started planning this trip,” she replied, looking at him worried.  
 
    “Damn. I should have thought of this.” He parked the car at the side of the road and asked her to come out.  
 
    “Grab only what you really might need. We have to leave the car here,” he ordered her. 
 
    “What? Why? I can’t leave my stuff here,” she protested.  
 
    “We are being expected in the nearest town. I can detect the presence of a couple of convoys arriving at the place and several soldiers watching every road leading there. They’re on to us, probably following the tracking device on your car,” he explained, with a cold tone.  
 
    She let out a small cry. “How can you know that?” she asked, with disbelief.  
 
    “We can scan quite a large area and detect any enemy forces in it. In this case, I can detect the soldiers, already there and those arriving at the small town,” he explained, opening the car’s truck and looking for a backpack. “We need to get the hell out of here as soon as possible. The minute they realize we’ve abandoned the car, they will come after us. We need to be far from here by then.”  
 
    “God! I can’t believe this is happening to me,” she complained as she walked to the trunk of the car and pulled a backpack, from one of her suitcases. She grabbed some clothes, all of the snacks she had taken for the nights she had to spend on the road and all her papers. She took the chance to put on a sweater and her warmer jacket. Though here wasn’t as cold as up in the mountains, she preferred to be prepared. 
 
    She was ready in a couple of minutes.  
 
    “That’s all you’re taking?” he asked, surprised. He had heard a lot of the soldiers complaining about their wives and how they loved to carry all of their stuff around when traveling.  
 
    “Yes, that’s all. With luck, I’ll be able to recover the rest later.” But there wasn’t much hope in her tone.  
 
    He nodded and locked up the car. Taking the backpack from her hands, he grabbed her by the arm and took her into the woods in the opposite direction.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    “You haven’t told me where your mother lives,” he reminded her, after making several detours, in case the soldiers managed to discover where they had entered the woods.  
 
    “She lives in Jackson, Wyoming. I was headed there when we met,” she replied, with a deep sigh.  
 
    “We’ll get there, eventually. For now, we’ll have to make a big detour. In the meanwhile, they might lose interest in you.”  
 
    She snorted. “I’m starting to think I was being too optimistic.”  
 
    They walked in silence through the woods, heading northwest. “Do you have any cash with you? Not cards, real cash,” he asked, after a while.  
 
    “No, it’s very hard to get cash these days. Why do you ask?”  
 
    “We’ll need food. I guess we’ll have to hunt it,” he explained.  
 
    “Oh, I have some food in my backpack, but that won’t last us, long. We’re still very far from my mother’s place.”  
 
    “I know and we’ll have to walk there or steal some sort of vehicle.”  
 
    She frowned at his words. “Steal? I don’t think that’s a good idea. We would have the police after us in a blink of an eye.”  
 
    “It depends on what we steal and from whom,” he said, shrugging.  
 
    “I rather walk than end the rest of my days behind bars,” she protested.  
 
    “That won’t happen as long as you’re with me,” he assured her.  
 
    She snorted. “You’re the reason I’ll end up behind bars,” she grumbled, in a sarcastic tone.  
 
    “Have a bit more faith in me,” he asked, scowling.  
 
    “I don’t know you well enough.”  
 
    They had been walking for a few hours when Breton considered it was safe to make a pause.  
 
    “I have been thinking, if they really find my car and they use dogs to look for us, they will find us way too easily,” she said, shaking her head. “I don’t think we should stop at all.”  
 
    “Don’t worry. Cyborgs can’t be tracked by animals. We ooze a pheromone that confuses them and since you’re with me, they won’t be able to pick up your scent either,” he explained.  
 
    “Are you sure?”  
 
    “Yes, besides, we’ve been walking along with the wind, that helps a lot,” he added. “Besides, you must be tired.”  
 
    She nodded. “I am. I just don’t like the idea of being caught.”  
 
    “Don’t worry, they won’t get us,” he assured her.  
 
    She took a seat on a rock and sighed, pulling her red hair, out of her face, and tying it with a knot on her nape. “We have to find a better way to travel,” she grumbled.  
 
    Breton looked at her from the ground where he had chosen to sit and held back the moan of pleasure struggling to come out. She was gorgeous. He had never seen a woman with that hair color and he was fascinated by it. In fact, everything in her fascinated him.  
 
    “You haven’t told me your name,” she said, breaking the silence installed between them.  
 
    “They don’t give us names, just a serial number, but with time, we all chose a name,” he replied, with a scowl.  
 
    “And what’s yours?”  
 
    “My name is Bretdon.”  
 
    “It’s nice, do you mind if I call you Bret? Bretdon is kind of long.” 
 
    “Sure, whatever you want. Yours is Ophelia, right?”  
 
    She sighed. “Yes. I hate it. I keep telling my mother I’ll change it legally, but I would never do it. She fell in love with Shakespeare’s character back when she was in college and always dreamed of having a daughter called Ophelia,” she explained.  
 
    Bretdon accessed his database looking for information on Shakespeare and in a few seconds, he was able to understand her references. “I think it’s a lovely name too.”  
 
    She snorted and grabbed the backpack he had put on the ground between them and took a couple of energy bars from it. “Want one? We should eat something while we’re here.”  
 
    He shook his head. “I can go without food a lot longer than you. You better save it for later.”  
 
    “You must be hungry if you’ve been escaping for a while,” she insisted.  
 
    “I’m fine, I assure you. Eat yours so that we can leave.”  
 
    She did as told and a few minutes later they were walking again. It was night time again and a cold breeze was blowing from the mountains.  
 
    “We need to find a place to spend the night,” he announced, at some point.  
 
    She was really tired, but she was even more tired. “I can continue for a while longer.”  
 
    “No, you can’t. We need to get some rest.” He started scanning the area around them, but there was no suitable place. “But we’ll have to walk a bit more, there’s nothing here.”  
 
    “I can do it,” she assured him, with resolution. She was tired, of course, since she wasn’t used to going hiking and her job was mainly to spend the whole day in front of a computer, but she guessed the adrenalin of the day’s events kept her going.  
 
    They walked for another hour before he made another announcement. “There’s a small village not far from here.”  
 
    “Do you think it’s safe to go there?”  
 
    “I can’t sense any strange activity,”  
 
    “In most of these mountain villages, you can find empty houses, from people that moved to bigger cities, others that joined the army to fight the aliens. We could spend the night in one of those,” she suggested, starting to feel exhaustion set in.  
 
    “How will we know which houses are abandoned?” he asked, not convinced.  
 
    “It’s easy to tell, believe me. It’s very dark and it’s cold. I’m sure we can sneak into the village and find a place. We can even find some food, I’m sure you’re hungry by now,” she tempted him, with an alluring smile. 
 
    “I guess we can try. But we’ll leave as soon as I find any sign of danger.”  
 
    “Of course. I didn’t come all the way here to be caught,” she assured him.  
 
    He chuckled and nodded.  
 
    It took them half an hour to get to the outskirts of the small village and without going any further, Ophelia signaled him a small house that looked abandoned.  
 
    “I think we have the one,” she whispered. “Just for safety, I’ll go first and knock at the door. If there’s someone, I’ll just ask for directions and we’ll move along,” she suggested.  
 
    “There’s no need. I can scan the place for people,” he informed her, while he started the scan. As she had assumed, there were no signs of human life inside the ruinous construction. “It’s empty. Let’s get inside.”  
 
    She nodded and after he tampered with the lock on the main door, they entered the small house. It was obvious the place had been abandoned for a few years, judging for the layer of dust on everything.  
 
    Ophelia walked straight to the kitchen and tried the faucets. There was running water and she sighed. She needed a shower urgently, even if it was a cold one. “There’s water.” She announced happily.  
 
    He turned on the lights and incredibly, there was energy as well. The place probably had a solar energy system.  
 
    “Do you think it’s safe to turn the lights on?” she asked, with a slight frown.  
 
    “I can’t sense any neighbors and the place has all its windows closed with wooden planks,” he explained.  
 
    She hadn't noticed it. She let out a sigh, relieved. “Why don’t you try to find some food? I’ll look for a bathroom and take a shower. I really need it,” she suggested, picking up her backpack. She needed clean clothes.  
 
    “A shower? Really?” he teased her.  
 
    “I’m a city girl, camping and hiking is not my thing, believe me. I much rather the comfort of a hotel,” she replied with a scowl, as she left him in the kitchen.  
 
    Though she had been expecting to find a total disaster in the bathroom, the place wasn’t that bad. She washed the shower stall a bit and tried the hot water. If there was light, there was a good chance there was hot water. To her delight, there was.  
 
    Happy, she took off her clothes and entered the shower, relishing in its warmth on her tired body. It felt amazing.  
 
    Though she would have wished to stay there forever, she knew Bret needed a shower too. He also needed to have his wound looked at, come to think of it.  
 
    She finished washing herself and after getting on some clean clothes she returned to the kitchen. He had found a few cans of food and had them on the kitchen table.  
 
    “I believe we can prepare something with this,” he said when she entered the room.  
 
    “I’m sure of it. I’ll do it, while you take a bath. You should take a look at that wound on your armpit,” she suggested as she checked the cans. There were soups, beans, meat and even fruit salad.  
 
    “The wound is fine. My nanocybots are taking care of it.”  
 
    She looked at him as if he had mentioned he was a god. “Nanocybots? Are they real? Are you sure?” there was so much excitement in her voice he frowned.  
 
    “Of course, I’m sure and yes, they are real,” he replied, with suspicion.  
 
    “We heard about the existence of nanocybots when we were in college, but none of us really believed they existed,” she explained, clearly amazed. “Are you telling me you have nanocybots inside you?”  
 
    “Yes, I am. They are injected into us when we’re conceived and throughout our time in the artificial wombs. They are the ones in charge of making all the changes in our DNA that turn us into cyborgs. They also keep us healthy and heal our wounds,” he explained, patiently.  
 
    “God… what I wouldn’t give to have a microscope here,” she said, still sounding excited. “You have them in your bloodstream only?”  
 
    “No, they are present in all fluids in my body.”  
 
    “All of them? Even your sweat?” she asked, surprised.  
 
    “We don’t sweat,” he replied, with a naughty grin.  
 
    “Oh… I see…” 
 
    “I’ll go take that shower, anyway.”  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    She nodded and watched him leave the kitchen. She was still amazed at his words. Every system engineer’s dream was to work with nanocybots, but so far, they had been told it was a dream. And from what she heard from him, the government had been working with that kind of technology for decades now.  
 
    It was infuriating, to say the least.  
 
    But it was not the moment to think about that. They needed food and she better start preparing some.  
 
    She took some of the cans and quickly prepared a simple meal for them. By the time Bret came out of the bathroom, she was done. He was still wearing the same rags he had on when she met him and she frowned at it.  
 
    “Couldn’t you find anything to put on?” she asked, scowling.  
 
    “No. It seems no man lived in this house. The only clothes I found were for women and even if I wanted, I wouldn’t be able to fit in those,” he replied, ironic.  
 
    “What about a robe or something? You could put that on while I wash that for you. It’s covered in blood stains and all sorts of grime.”  
 
    He looked at the jumpsuit he was wearing and shrugged. “It’s most probably Taucets’ blood.”  
 
    She grunted her displeasure. “Please, let me wash it. Put on a towel if you can’t find anything else,” she suggested.  
 
    He nodded and disappeared into the bathroom again, returning with a very small towel wrapped around his waist.  
 
    She gulped and felt the heat coloring her cheeks. Perhaps, this had been a bad idea. How the hell was she supposed to concentrate on anything else than his body?  
 
    Not even the blueish color of his skin made him less attractive. He was simply perfect and she could feel her hormones responding to him like they had never responded to anyone else.  
 
    Clearing her throat, she stretched her hand to grab the dirty clothes and put them in hot water while they ate the meal she had prepared.  
 
    “So… why is your skin blueish?” she asked, curious.  
 
    “I don’t know… I guess with all the changes to our DNA something got caught in the way that messed up our melanin. Or they did it on purpose to makes us more different from humans, that’s another possibility,” he replied, as he devoured the food she put in front of him.  
 
    “Yes, I guess it’s possible,” she agreed.  
 
    “Why would you want to see the nanocybots under a microscope?” he asked after a few moments of silence.  
 
    “I’m asystems engineer. Working with nanocybots is a dream for any of us. But we were told no one had been able to create one,” she explained.  
 
    “You were lied to.”  
 
    “Yes, I know that, now… I wonder why they have kept it a secret. Can you imagine the advances in medicine this would mean?” she asked, looking enthralled.  
 
    He shook his head. “They haven’t been able to control nanocybots. They have artificial intelligence and the potential to upgrade themselves, so it’s impossible to predict how they will act in face of the circumstances,” he explained. “Their prime programming is to keep their host safe and sound, no matter what. And, as humans quickly learned, that not always means what you would want it to mean. Nanocybots consider the egg a strange element and simply destroy it and that’s why cyborgs can’t be naturally conceived.”  
 
    “Human females wouldn’t have nanocybots,” she suggested.  
 
    “You forget they are in all our fluids, so they are in our semen too. They have tried to alter the nanocybots programming to make them accept it, but so far there has been no luck,” he replied, with a dry tone. “Besides, nanocybots would transform all humans into super humans and that would be a very hard to control, crowd.”  
 
    She nodded. “Yes, I guess you’re right…” she stayed in silence for a few moments as she cleared the table and started to wash his jumpsuit. “Don’t you transmit it to humans when… you know…?” she asked, too curious to hold it back.  
 
    He chuckled. “We do, but they die immediately, once out of their original host.” 
 
    “Ahhh, what a shame, that would be interesting,” she said, grinning.  
 
    He shook his head amused. “We’ll spend the night here, but I believe it would be better to leave before the sun comes up. We’ll take all the food we can carry.”  
 
    “Is there more food?” she asked, surprised.  
 
    “Not here, but there are several empty houses in this town. While you sleep, I’ll go check them and gather all we can take,” he informed her.  
 
    “Don’t you think that’s too dangerous? What if someone sees you and calls the police?” she asked, unsure of his plan. “Besides, your clothes are still wet,” she added, showing him the jumpsuit she had just finished washing.  
 
    “I’ll see them before they see me, believe me. We need the food, especially, you, and this is the best way to get it,” he retorted. “The clothes will dry on my body faster than anywhere else,” he assured her, taking them off her hands.  
 
    “Don’t you need to get some rest too?” she asked, puzzled.  
 
    “Not really. My nanocybots work on my body all the time, and with just a few minutes of sleep a week, I’m good.” He shrugged before he continued. “You, on the other hand, need sleep and rest, so take them because we don’t know when it will be the next time we’ll have a roof over our heads.”  
 
    She wasn’t pleased with his resolution, but it made sense, so she nodded and went looking for a bed or something similar she could sleep on.  
 
    There was a bed, and after checking it for unwelcomed bugs, she lay down and closed her eyes.  
 
    Images of the last hours scrolled through her mind and she chuckled, with disbelief. Was this really happening to her? Old boring Ophelia whose life had nothing extraordinary to tell was now involved in the adventure of her life. An adventure that might get her in jail for life, but she didn’t care.  
 
    She had never felt so alive before and most of that feeling had to do with Bret. She didn’t quite understand what it was, but she wanted to find out.  
 
    She finally fell asleep, only waking up when he called her name, in a gentle whisper.  
 
    “You’re back… did you get what you were looking for?” she asked, as she rubbed her face and jumped out of bed.  
 
    “Yes, I did. I even found some clothes for me. This way I won’t look so out of place.”  
 
    She thought that was impossible. He would stick out no matter where he was, or whatever he was wearing.  
 
    “Well, at least they are dry,” she said, with a smile. “Are you ready to leave?”  
 
    “Yes, the sun will come up in half an hour. That gives us enough time to leave the town behind.”  
 
    “Perfect. I’ll just use the bathroom and we can leave.”  
 
    Like he said, they were long gone from the small town when the sun came up in the sky, but they didn’t stop. They wanted to get as far as possible before the night arrived.  
 
    “How long do you think it will take us to get to mom’s place?” she asked, at some point.  
 
    “It’s hard to predict. We might have to do several detours, depending on the militaries we find deployed on our way,” he replied, in a stern tone.  
 
    “Imagine we find none. How long, then?”  
 
    “Walking? At least, three weeks. We’re very far from it,” he explained. “Unfortunately, I wasn’t able to find any vehicle in the abandoned houses, but I’ll check each town in our way. We might get lucky.”  
 
    “Yes, that would be great.” She couldn’t imagine walking for three weeks. It was insane. She would die long before she got there.  
 
    He picked her hand and motioned her to continue. Unconsciously, she had slowed her step. 
 
    “You can do it, I’m sure of it,” he encouraged her.  
 
    She gave him a look of disbelief, snorting.  
 
    The following couple of days went by with no news. They walked during the whole day making some stops to grab a bite and rest some, and they spent the nights in a cave or under a few branches he would cut off from the trees.  
 
    One morning, he stopped all of a sudden and scanned the area.  
 
    “What is it?” she asked, looking around a bit scared.  
 
    “I’m sensing something strange. Like if there were people around us, though I can’t see them with the naked eye, nor with the infrared vision.”  
 
    Startled, she looked around once more. “Could they be cyborgs like you? Able to disguise their presence?”  
 
    “No… if they were cyborgs I would be able to talk to them. We have our own private communication channel, thanks to Jarcor, the first cyborg able to escape. These people are humans.” There was worry in his tone.  
 
    “How close are they?”  
 
    “Closer than I would like them to be. I had been suspecting their presence, but only now was I able to confirm it. I was able to smell them.”  
 
    “Smell?”  
 
    “Each person has its unique scent and it’s impossible to hide it or even disguise it, no matter how much perfume you put on,” he explained.  
 
    “Do you think they will attack us?” she asked, stepping closer to him.  
 
    “I have no idea, but we shouldn’t stay here to find out.” He grabbed her by her arm and dragged her a few yards away.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    Before they’d gone far, a large group of heavily armed people jumped out from hideouts on the ground pointing their guns at them.  
 
    “Lower your guns, now.” one of the men yelled at Bretdon.  
 
    “Please… do as they say… we might be able to talk to them…” she murmured, begging him.  
 
    He glanced at her with a frown. “They will turn us in with the authorities,” he murmured, through gritted teeth.  
 
    “You don’t know that.”  
 
    “I can take them down…” he started saying.  
 
    “No, please… I’m sure you can, but I know we can talk sense into them. They look like a subversive group, not people friends with the authorities,” she insisted.  
 
    “Do as I say, or we’ll open fire!” the same man that spoke before shout at them.  
 
    Still looking at her and completely ignoring the other man, he snorted. “I hope you know what you’re doing,” he finally said, letting his gun slid to the ground.  
 
    The minute his gun touched the ground, the people around them moved into action and soon they had them handcuffed.  
 
    “Who are you and what are you doing here?” the group’s speaker asked.  
 
    “We were just passing by, we’re no threat to you or your people,” Bret stated in a stern tone. He wasn’t pleased with the whole situation, but there was no sense endangering Ophelia’s life over a supposition.  
 
    “What the hell are you? You’re one of those aliens, aren’t you?” the man snarled at him.  
 
    Bret looked at her as if saying ‘I told you’ before he turned to look at the other man. “No, I’m not a Taucet. I’m a cyborg.”  
 
    “A cyborg? And what the hell are you doing out here?” the man wasn’t convinced.  
 
    “Let’s say I’m on a special mission,” Bretdon replied, not willing to give these people any more details.  
 
    “I don’t believe you. Miss, we assume you’re his prisoner, so this is your chance of getting your freedom back,” the man announced.  
 
    His prisoner? Incredibly, she had never felt like that, not even when he insisted he had made her his prisoner. He had always seemed to have her wellbeing in mind in all of his decisions.  
 
    “I’m not his prisoner. We’re traveling together and he’s not lying to you. We really mean no harm to any of you,” Ophelia said, stepping even closer to Bretdon. “We just want to continue our way.” 
 
    “I’m afraid you can’t, at least, not for now,” the man replied, in a very cold tone, as he signaled some of his men.  
 
    Before they were able to react, they had thrown hoods over their heads and were pushing them to walk along with them, with two people guiding them by the arms.  
 
    After what seemed like an eternity, they stepped into what felt like caves, judging by the darkness and the coldness of the air. They still walked for a long time, before they were asked to stop and their hoods were removed.  
 
    They were in caves, indeed. There was a whole town inside those caves for what he could see and he wondered who these people were.  
 
    He looked at Ophelia and saw the same amazement in her expression.  
 
    “This is where we live,” the group’s speaker announced. “We need some time to confirm your story before we decide what to do with you.”  
 
    “How the hell are you going to confirm our story?” Ophelia asked, suddenly scared. If they called the police or the army, they were doomed.  
 
    “Why? Is there something you’re hiding from us?” he asked, with a frown.  
 
    “Judging by the way you live, down here, I would say you also have things to hide,” Bretdon interrupted the conversation between the other two. “We’re on our way to Jackson and for reasons we would like to keep for ourselves, we’re staying away from the roads.” 
 
    “James… is this for real? Did you bring a cyborg into our town? Have you lost your mind?” a woman’s voice sounded, from the other side of the cave they were in.  
 
    “We took the safety precautions, as usual, Sandra,” the group’s speaker, James, grumbled.  
 
    “Those precautions are useless for a cyborg. They can see through almost everything and their sensors can establish the coordinates of the place they are in,” the woman snarled, as she made her way to where they were.  
 
    She seemed to be an authority for these people, considering the way they moved to make way for her and the tone of her voice.  
 
    “How the hell was I supposed to know that?” James protested, clearly hating the public scolding.  
 
    The woman ran her hand through her white hair, tightly caught in a bun at her nape, as she sighed.  
 
    “He might have sent our position to the army as we speak…” she continued.  
 
    “I haven’t. Nor do I have the slightest interest in doing so,” Bretdon interrupted her.  
 
    “Why should I trust you?” the woman asked with a cold tone.  
 
    “You seem to know a lot about cyborgs, so you must realize my presence in these woods has nothing to do with the militaries or the government,” he replied, in a very calm way. He was starting to think Ophelia was right. This was a subversive group.  
 
    The woman remained in silence for a few moments. “Then, it’s true. The cyborgs are escaping.”  
 
    There was a commotion amongst the people gathered around them.  
 
    “Yes, it’s true. We’re tired of being treated like slaves, with no rights,” he confirmed. 
 
    The woman smiled. “God… I didn’t think I would live to see this day. I got tired of telling them this would happen, but they didn’t pay me any attention. They were sure they had everything under control,” she said, sighing. “Remove their restraints. I want to have a long talk with this man.”  
 
    “Are you sure, Sandra? He could be fooling you,” James said, expressing his doubts. He clearly wasn’t happy with the turn of events.  
 
    “Yes, he could… but I’m sure he isn’t,” she replied.  
 
    The men still holding them cut their restraints and Sandra invited them to follow her into what looked like a huge community room, with tables all over the place.  
 
    She motioned them to take a seat at one of them and sat in front of them. “Tell me, when has this started?” 
 
    Most of the people went back to their things, but some stayed and joined them at the table.  
 
    “A few years ago. They turned a human soldier into a cyborg, hoping to avoid the six years period they have to wait for a cyborg baby to grow up,” Bretdon explained.  
 
    “Six years?? What the hell…? They’re sending six-year-old people into the battlefields?” Ophelia protested, shocked.  
 
    “They grow up a lot faster than humans…” Sandra started saying.  
 
    “Yes, physically. But what life experience can a six-year-old creature have?” she insisted.  
 
    “I know… that was one of the things that revolted me of the whole project,” Sandra agreed.  
 
    Bretdon nodded. They had a lot of knowledge in their memory chips, but they had never had a normal life, so no real-life experience.  
 
    “And what happened? Were they successful?” Sandra asked, returning to Bretdon’s narration.  
 
    “Yes, they were, so much they decided he should be treated as a cyborg and took away all his rights. Unlike what they expected, they weren’t able to fully control him,” he replied, with a proud smile on his face, “He managed to escape twice and last time, they weren’t able to get him back. He has established himself with all the other cyborgs that escaped in a planet they called Arcadia, just outside this solar system.”  
 
    Sandra clapped her hands excitedly. “Oh, you have no idea how happy I am to hear that,” she said. “I was part of the first team of scientists that developed the cyborg program but I left it the minute I realized how abusive it was. I protested and tried to make people realize what was going on, but it was useless. When they started to chase me, I decided to come here, along with my family and friends.”  
 
    “That’s quite a family you have here…” Ophelia said, surprised.  
 
    “Many others have joined us, especially those we’ve rescued from the so-called freedom camps,” she explained.  
 
    “It was about time someone did something to help those people,” Bretdon nodded.  
 
    “So, you’re the last one that escaped?” Sandra asked, looking for more details.  
 
    “Yes, as far as I know.”  
 
    “Where are you going?”  
 
    “I’ve involved Ophelia in my escape and she has asked me to take her see her mother before we leave the planet,” he explained.  
 
    Ophelia turned to look at him startled. She hadn't realized that was what would happen if she discovered the militaries were after her. 
 
    “You can leave her here if she doesn’t want to leave the planet,” Sandra offered with a smile. 
 
    There was a tense smile in the room after her words.  
 
    Ophelia offered a tremulous smile to the older woman. “First, I need to go visit my mother and make sure she is alright.”  
 
    “Of course… but if I know the government well enough, I’m sure you’ll soon find out they have taken her to one of the freedom camps,” the woman replied, with a heavy sigh.  
 
    “Why do you say that?” Ophelia asked, more worried than ever.  
 
    “They hate leaving loose ends behind that might expose all their lies and manipulations. And your mother would be just that. They can’t know for sure if she knows what happened or not,” Sandra explained.  
 
    “This is a nightmare…” Ophelia mumbled, leaning her head against Bretdon’s arm.  
 
    He wrapped his arm around her waist. “We’ll get to her, no matter where she is,” he assured her.  
 
    “How can we be of assistance to you?” Sandra asked, willing to help them.  
 
    “Do you have any kind of vehicle you can spare? We would return it, of course,” Bretdon asked.  
 
    “You need a vehicle able to go through the woods. Using the roads would be suicidal,” she said, thoughtful. “Something like a MotorStorm, but a lot quieter…” she added.  
 
    “That would be perfect. Do you have anything like that?” a MotorStorm was some sort of glider, able to travel over any kind of terrain, even water, though not large extensions of water. 
 
    “Yes, we do. We’ve been developing some new technology to fight the government,” she announced, very proudly.  
 
    “Would you lend us one? We need to get to Jackson city as soon as we can,” Bretdon asked.  
 
    “Yes, of course,” Sandra got up. “I would like to continue talking with you a dinner. We must see what I can do to help others like you to obtain their freedom.”  
 
    Bretdon smiled. That would be perfect. Having people willing to help cyborgs to escape would be great. “It would be a pleasure.”  
 
    “Get some rest. You can leave tomorrow early in the morning, after a good night sleep,” she suggested. “James will take you to a guest room. We’ll talk over dinner.”  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    A very displeased James walked them to one of the smaller caves, covered with some sort of curtain to allow people inside the caves a bit of privacy.  
 
    “They gave us just one room…” Ophelia muttered, feeling some heat coloring her cheeks, as she looked around. The room was small with a big bed in the middle of it and a small closet against one of the wall, for all furniture.  
 
    “I guess they assumed we were a couple. Either way, I rather have you near me, just in case. These people seem to be telling us the truth, but we never know,” he whispered, closing the distance between them.  
 
    The past nights had been a bit of a torment for him. Having her in his arms and do nothing else than watch her sleep had been probably the hardest thing he had ever done.  
 
    His whole body reacted to her intensely and he wanted her more than he had ever wanted anything else. The only reason he hadn't tried to seduce her, was he had no idea how.  
 
    Never in his life had he had to seduce a woman. And he had to admit he had no idea what to do or where to start. He couldn’t even tell if the feeling was mutual.  
 
    Of course, he was able to notice the drumming of her heart and how she seemed to heave harder when he was around, but all those things were also attributable to fear and anxiety.  
 
    To disguise his own anxiety, he looked around the cave they had been taken to. “Look, there’s a bathroom here, why don’t you take a shower?” he suggested.  
 
    “Do you think it’s safe?” she asked, with a slight frown.  
 
    “I’ll be right here, just in case, so go ahead and shower,” he assured her.  
 
    She sighed. “I really need one. I’m starting to stink like a polecat.”  
 
    “No, you’re not. You have the sweetest scent I’ve ever felt before in my life.” The comment left his mouth before he was able to stop it and the startled look on Ophelia’s face told him he should have kept his opinion to himself.  
 
    She cleared her throat and turned around heading to the bathroom. “Even so, a bath will do wonders for my spirit. I won’t be long.”  
 
    Ophelia crossed the curtain that separated both areas and took a deep breath, trying to control the chaotic rhythm of her heart. She still couldn’t believe he had actually said those words. It had been the closest thing to a compliment he had ever said to her.  
 
    She was sure he hadn't even noticed she was a woman, until that moment. His words echoed in her mind and she moaned, feeling desperate. She wanted him so much, she couldn’t believe it. It was as if he oozed some kind of pheromones that were driving her insane with so much need.  
 
    Sometimes, she wondered what he would do if she threw herself at him. She sighed. He would probably knock her down, believing she was attacking him.  
 
    Shaking her head, she took off her dirty clothes and stepped into the tiny shower stall.  
 
    “Ophelia, I was thinking if you would like to have all your dirty clothes washed…” Bretdon entered the bathroom saying until he realized she was standing in front of him completely naked.  
 
    For a few moments, they stood like that, staring at each other, as if time had stopped.  
 
    She wasn’t sure who moved first, but suddenly, they were in each other’s arms, kissing one another with all the passion and hunger they had been containing ever since they met.  
 
     His big hands cupped her face and tilted her head back, giving him better access to her full, luscious lips. With a grunt of pleasure, he slid his tongue in her mouth, assailing and conquering every single inch of it, while his hands explored her face.  
 
    Ophelia wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him closer, too eager to think of anything else than the passion that burned between them. God, if she had ever imagined his kiss would light such a fire in her, she would have jumped in his arms the minute she met him.  
 
    If that wasn’t enough, each time his tongue touched her, she felt a tickling sensation that only seem to grow stronger with each kiss and each lick. It felt like nothing she had ever felt before and it seem to enhance all the sensations he conjured in her. It was mind blowing.  
 
    He pulled her in his arms and pushed her body against the shower’s stall wall, making her wrap her legs around his hips.  
 
    “I want to make you mine, Ophelia…” he whispered in her ear, while kissing and nibbling it, sending chills of thrill down her spine, ripping a loud moan from her lips.  
 
    “Please… don’t stop…” she mumbled, getting as close as possible to his hot skin, craving for more.  
 
    There wasn’t a single coherent thought in her mind. All that mattered were the feelings we awakened in her, nothing else.  
 
    With a grunt of triumph, he carried her out of the bathroom and carried her to the bed in the other room, laying her on it. He removed his clothes before he joined her, revealing his naked body to her.  
 
    Ophelia gulped to the sight of his huge manhood, knowing she should probably be scared, but she wasn’t. She knew he would never hurt her. It was surely a naïve feeling but she couldn’t help feeling safe with him.  
 
    He crawled into bed, next to her, claiming her lips once more in another passionate kiss that took them deeper into their lustful world. 
 
    His hands caressed her body almost with reverence, loving the smoothness of her skin and the way it made him feel. A sense of possessiveness rushed through him and he pulled her even closer as he rolled until he was over her, between her legs, too eager to keep waiting.  
 
    She moaned out loud and her legs wrapped his waist and pulled him closer, showing him, he wasn’t alone in this craving need and he growled his pleasure. He kissed her again and allowed his hands to roll down her chest and cup her perfectly shaped breasts, relishing the way her nipples seemed to get even harder than they already were.  
 
    It was simply amazing. Ophelia sobbed and let her head fall back as waves of sheer pleasure rushed through her body. She almost cried out when he started playing with her breasts, clamping her nipples between his fingers and rolling them.  
 
    “Bret… you’re driving me… insane…” she whimpered, burying her fingers in his dark hair, pulling him closer to her.  
 
    He lifted his head with a devious smile dancing on his lips, before he lowered it again to claim yet another breathtaking kiss from her lips. But this time, when he finally allowed her breath, his lips didn’t return to her mouth. Instead, they started a fire path across her cheeks, down her chest, until he reached her hard peaks.  
 
    His lips captured her sensitive buds and his tongue relished on her sweet taste, while he licked and sucked her. Her moans and the way her whole body rocked to meet his encouraged him to continue, adding some nibbling and more kissing to the sweet torture.  
 
    One of his hands slid down to her mound, finding her wet folds and beyond them her aching pussy, almost begging to be filled by him.  
 
    His fingers found her entrance and slowly pushed themselves inside her. First, just one, but soon he had two inside her, going as deep as they could, as his thumb rubbed her throbbing clit, making her squirm underneath him.  
 
    “Bret… please… don’t make me wait any longer…” she begged, rocking her hips on his fingers.  
 
    He sucking and nibbling her sweet nipples one last time, he moved up, nestling his hard cock between her legs, its tip rubbing her wet entrance.  
 
    “Do you want me, Ophelia? Once I make you mine, there’s no way back, you’ll be mine, forever,” he whispered in her ear, sinking his teeth on her earlobe, adding a hint of pain to the pleasure he was giving her.  
 
    She sobbed and pulled him closer to her. “Yes… yes… please…”  
 
    He pushed the tip of his cock inside her, groaning with pleasure as he felt her tightness. She moaned as well and closed her legs around him pulling him closer, too eager to feel him inside her to allow him to go slow.  
 
    He thrust himself deep inside her grunting, feeling her walls stretching to make way for him. He stayed still, buried deep inside her, for a few moments before he finally guided her on the oldest dance known by human kind.  
 
    The pleasure was too great to describe. Waves more and more powerful washed over him, dragging him over the edge and into a swirl of pleasure and bliss he had never experienced before.  
 
    Ophelia convulsed underneath him, allowing the wild pleasure to take her to paradise. Making love had never been like this for her. Every single touch, every single caress made her feel more pleasure than ever in her life.  
 
    When Bret finally made her his, she thought she would die of pleasure. Wave after wave, she was taken to this fabulous universe of pleasure and bliss and when she felt him coming inside her, the same tickling sensation filled her body, enhancing all the pleasure still rushing through her body, blowing her mind and taking her out of this world.  
 
    She must have passed out for a few moments, because when she came to her senses, he was lying in bed at her side and had pulled her over him.  
 
    “Hi, there…” he murmured, kissing the top of her head.  
 
    “Tell me it was real… that I didn’t dream it…” she asked, tilting her head back to look at him.  
 
    He chuckled. “It was real, believe me,” he assured her.  
 
    She blushed remembering how passionate they had been. “Do you think anyone heard us?”  
 
    “I didn’t sense anyone anywhere near this cave,” he calmed her fears.  
 
    “Good. It would be a bit embarrassing if anyone had heard us,” she said hiding her face on his chest.  
 
    He ran his hand down her auburn hair. “They would have thought we were the luckiest couple on this planet.”  
 
    She chuckled and stayed there for a few moments relishing on the warmth of his body.  
 
    “We probably should take that bath now, before they come for us,” he suggested, kissing her head once more.  
 
    “Yes… we should.” 
 
    He jumped out of the bed and before she could do the same he picked her in his arms and carried her into the bathroom. “We should save water. I’m sure they don’t have that much,” he explained with a naughty grin.  
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Ethan: Cyborg of Honor 
(Knights of the future Book 1) 
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ]In a devastated post-war planet Earth, a group of cyborg warriors gathered to search the universe for the best place for people to relocate. Some of their clients had some very particular demands. When Kawan Gyeon, a Korean warlord came to visit Ethan Hunter, the cyborgs leader, Ethan knew his demands wouldn’t be like the others. Gyeon wanted to take his people to a planet with no other human settlements, one where he could set the rules himself. So, he hired Ethan and his men to find the perfect place for that.  
 
    Ethan was the first one to find a planet that satisfied the conditions requested by their client – a planet with water, a perfect atmosphere, fertile soils and ruled by an alien race that had turned the planet into some sort of welcoming grounds for those with no home. The Dreshanians had built several colonies they sold to those people in need that were willing to accept their rules. Apparently, everything looked perfect, but once Ethan started to dig deeper, he found out things weren’t ideal as they seemed.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    
Vrak's Bride: Mail Order Brides 
Alien Mate Romance 
(Galactic Brides Book 2) 
 
      
 
    [image: ]The last thing Vrak had in mind was getting a wife to share the lonely life he had chosen for himself in Sumirion. But the minute he laid eyes on that human female, he knew his life had changed forever. But Aliyah wasn’t meant for him. She was contracted to be another man’s wife and his job was to deliver her to him. 
Living on a devastated Earth, Aliyah is ready to leave. Her only way out is to join a Mail Order Bride Agency and marry an alien she has never seen. With almost no food and no medicines left, she doesn’t have much choice and after giving it some thought, she finally joined the agency. 
A few weeks later she traveled to a planet called Sumirion to marry a warrior. By the time she arrived, she had second thoughts about the whole thing, though she had no other choice. Meeting Vrak only made things even harder for her. A terrible storm bought them a bit of time but it wasn’t enough. Vrak would face big trouble to get what he wants – his woman.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Colborn - Drogon Healer - 
SciFi Alien Soul Mates Romance 
(A Drogons Fate Series Book 5) 
 
      
 
    [image: ]Gil Ra looked around trying to put on a good face and a bright smile.
  
 
    This was supposed to be a second chance in life. But she couldn’t stop thinking about the past and what she had left behind. 

Being abducted by aliens sounded so much like the title of a cheap sci-fi movie, and yet it had happened to her. That night, when she had decided she couldn’t take it any longer, the mocking, the loneliness and the feeling she had failed the only person that depended on her completely had become overwhelming, and that night she had decided to end it all. 

She had left everything ready, no unfinished matters, no one to worry about her and surely no one to mourn her. And so, she had walked in the middle of the night, to the highest bridge she was able to find near the tiny room, she had been living in. 
She walked out to the middle of the bridge un-spotted, or so she had thought . . . . . . . . . .


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Bretdon: 
A Cyborg's fighting machine first and only Mate 
(The Cyborgs Reborn Book 3) 
 
    [image: ]

 Bretdon hasn’t considered escaping. 
Of course, that idea has always been in his mind, especially ever since he heard about Jarcor and all of the other cyborgs that had managed to escape. 
But, when he finds himself alone, in the middle of the woods, his desire to escape becomes the only thing he can think of. All he needs is to find someone he can persuade into helping him to free himself from the humans’ enslavement.  
 
    Ophelia is crossing the country to go visit her mother. With the world at war, it’s not the most sensible idea she has ever had, but she hadn't been able to continue saying no to her mother. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Farseek - Commanders Mate: 
SFR Alien Mates 
(Farseek Mercenary Series Book 2) 
 
      
 
    [image: ]While they were fighting the Consortium's war against the Sargus Empire far from their home world, the Sargus Empire attacked Farseek, leaving mass destruction in its wake. Only about a dozen survivors remained to tell what happened---a dozen of over a million. Those who weren't killed were taken to become slaves of the Empire. As the story opens, Commander General Zared Maktu has found the piles of wreckage that is all that's left of his family's neighborhood.

Nothing the Consortium has to offer can compensate what was lost. Time for the company of Farseek Dreadnought One to make a new plan. They must find those who were taken alive and bring them home. After terminating their contract with the Consortium, they take a job to rescue a governor's daughter stolen to be sold into slavery.



 
   
  
 



 
 
    Taron Invasion:
An Alien Mates Adventure SFR
(Taron Invasion Series Book 1) 
 
      
 
    [image: ]Tham
Born and raised aboard a Taron mother ship, Tham burns for the freedom he’s never known. Walking with his feet planted on the ground, a breeze blowing gently through his hair and his little one free of the alien slave collar around her neck. That was a dream worth surviving the dark times to see. Freedom for his little one was even worth dying for, in Tham’s humble opinion. Waiting for months, he bided his time. When the resistance gave the signal for them to move, his small resistance cell made their escape to the world below. Earth was a strange name for such a beautiful world, where the sky was blue, the oceans lapped against the shore and beautiful women lined up to feed the Vampiere. It was so strange that he couldn’t quite get his mind around it. Nor did he have to worry about such things, for the Taron invasion fleet was at their backs.

Charlene
Pulling core samples in the Painted Desert, Charlene saw what appeared to be a meteor going down in the distance. Intrigued, she raced to the crash site, only to discover it wasn’t a meteor. It looked like some sort of strange shuttle craft. The creatures hiding nearby, we nothing like what she expected aliens to be. Their pointed ears and sharp incisors were a mystery. Discovering they subsisted on blood promptly solved the mystery. To discover they were actually Earth’s allies in a coming war of biblical proportions, was almost more than even her scientific mind could process in one day. Can they warn Earth’s governments in time to mount a defense? Charlene finds herself wondering if they can mount an effective defense against technologically superior alien invaders. What she does know is, compassion is multiplying in her heart for the survivors who’ve endured years of slavery and abuse at the hands of the Taron. Maybe, she can least protect these few. Little does she know, the desperate slaves will rain down in numbers no one is expecting. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Vyken Dark:
Cyborg Awakenings Book One 
 
      
 
    [image: ]Cyborg Vyken Dark is back on Earth after fighting for eighty years in the Procyon War against the Mesaarkans. He came to help restore order out of chaos in old Chicago USA. Every major city on Earth is in ruins. Most are now run by gangs of thugs ruled by overlords who take everything of value and prey on those who are just trying to survive. Vyken and his four brother cyborgs are all that's left of their starship crew of three hundred.

He didn't want the job, but when his old mentor Admiral Carson Gregor asked, Vyken Dark could not refuse. If he could have chosen a man to call father, it would have been Carson Gregor. 

Vyken chose the name Dark because the darkness in his soul drove him to kill the enemies of the Federation with a ruthlessness that few natural humans possessed. Sometimes that darkness overwhelmed his humanity and made him weary of his life... Until he came back to Earth and found her. 
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