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      Planet Earth as I knew it no longer exists, and I have no choice but to leave. However, I have only one chance of starting over: convincing someone with a spaceship that it's worth taking me with them.

      When I hear the rumor that a Horgerian man will be leaving for his home planet Horgerion fairly soon, I decide to throw myself at him—shamelessly.

      There are a few minor obstacles, though:

      I'm not the only woman with this idea.

      I know nothing about Horgerians or the planet Horgerion.

      And when I find out that Horgerians like to eat human flesh, it's already too late ...

      

      This short story contains a touch of the apocalypse, an unexpected savior, and a desperate heroine who is prepared to do (almost) anything.
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      Just a moment ago I was on Earth with one foot in the grave—and all of a sudden I'm on a planet called Horgerion. I should probably be happy about it. Even though I didn't expect nor plan to be abducted by aliens and freed by the Horgerians, at least I'm no longer dying. Ragash, the village's healer, saved my life.

      Maybe a quick death would've been better, though, because I can already imagine what Ragash expects in return for his help …

      

      A slightly dark sci-fi romance with a happy ending.
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      Every breath rattled loudly and burned like fire in my chest. Thinking I had gotten used to the pain by now had obviously been a massive misjudgment.

      Despite hardly having any strength left, I coughed and wheezed. My whole body tensed up, and for one precious moment I thought it was finally over.

      The pain and exertion were to be expected with cancer, especially at such an advanced stage, but no one had warned me about the hallucinations. About the nightmares that felt incredibly real. One night I dreamed about being abducted by aliens. The next night, another alien—this time one with four arms—held me down and pressed me against a cold stone floor. I felt its breath on my neck and a huge erection on my leg, and then the darkness mercifully swallowed me whole again.

      My fingertips tingled as I came to. I was dazzled by the bright sun and felt sand under my feet. Tired, I raised my hand to shield myself from the light. Except for a few silky scarves I was naked, and I could hear voices. So many voices.

      I coughed, blood dripping onto the sand in front of me, and even though my field of vision was severely blurry, for a moment I was sure that I was standing in some sort of arena.

      How could I even be standing? I didn't have enough strength for that—and hadn't for days. My legs gave way, but someone was there to catch me, probably one of the nurses at the hospice. Maybe I had fallen out of bed.

      Then it got dark once more. I would hear voices from time to time, but I was floating on a warm black cloud, and it didn't feel too bad—it was even a little pleasant. No reason to wake up. Even the burning in my lungs had subsided. Maybe this was the infamous quiet phase before it finally ended.

      I wanted it to be over. At this point, dying would be a relief.

      Drifting on the cloud, I kept waiting for the white light that I had seen before but had somehow never reached.

      Instead, something touched my lips.

      "Drink," a dark voice murmured.

      A foul stench crept up my nose and I felt the rim of a cup on my lips. I wanted to turn my head away, but a strong hand on the back of my neck didn't let me.

      "Drink, my little human," the voice insisted.

      I didn't have anything left in me to fight back. My lips opened of their own accord and I gagged because the liquid tasted as horrible as it smelled.

      "Shh," the voice said. Someone was stroking my hair and massaging my arms and legs. It felt good.

      Water followed the juice until the taste was just a fleeting memory.

      Someone rubbed a warm ointment on my chest and the burning in my lungs disappeared almost entirely. No more pain. For the first time since ...

      I couldn't remember when I hadn't been unwell.

      "Rest, little human."

      My eyelids fluttered, but it didn't seem worth the effort to actually open them.

      I sank into the blackness, drifting between waking and sleeping—entirely pain-free. It was such an unfamiliar sensation, or a lack thereof, that it felt strange.

      The next time the cup touched my lips, I was able to lift my hand, and I tried to push the cup away because the smell was horrible, but I still wasn't strong enough.

      Annoyed, I opened my eyes and stared into ... an alien face.

      My scream was hardly more than a gasp because I hadn't spoken in so long. I straightened up, wanting to slip away, but I wasn't lying in my bed in the hospice. This was some kind cot made of wooden planks.

      I felt dizzy because I had sat up too quickly. I retched yet still wanted to get up.

      The alien backed away, showing me its huge palms. "Calm down. It's all right," he claimed, revealing what must've easily been 800 razor-sharp teeth.

      What did he even look like?

      He was tall, built like an armored barrel and didn't even have hair. There was a long scar on his face that ran right across one milky eye. The other eye was black, and he was clearly staring at me, his wide mouth twisted in displeasure, as I hadn’t done what he had ordered.

      I felt a straining sensation behind my ear and ran my fingers along it. Why was there a bump? And why was I as good as naked?

      My breathing quickened. Panting, I looked around frantically. Where the hell was I?

      Wait a minute. Why could I breathe at all? My lungs weren't burning. I felt worn-out, exhausted, and strangely bleary-eyed, but I could breathe almost freely.

      "You need to take your medicine, human." The alien came closer, holding a wooden cup out to me.

      "Stay away from me!" I yelled.

      He mumbled something and—with a loud clatter—set the cup down on the heavy wooden table in the middle of the room. Then he stomped out of the ... hut. It was the only word I could think of to describe the structure around me.

      I climbed off the cot, immediately feeling dizzy again. Bracing myself by pressing my hand against the wall, I took a step forward. The floor was cold under my bare feet. I looked down, confused at the strange, silky-feeling dress I was wearing, which, to make matters worse, was ripped open and had my breasts hanging out.

      Gathering up what was left of the fabric, I stumbled toward the door. None of this made sense. Was I on a movie set? What other explanation was there?

      But even a movie set didn't make sense to me. I had to be hallucinating. I was dying and this was just ... a weird dream. That's why I was no longer in pain. Yes, that sounded plausible—at least more plausible than anything else I could think of.

      I stopped in the doorway and leaned against the frame. Every step took so much effort. I was in no shape to run away. When I looked up, I realized that even if I had been, I wouldn't know where to run.

      The rustic hut I was standing in clearly hadn't been built for someone my size, but for someone much larger than me. Even in human terms of size that wasn't particularly hard considering I was on the shorter side, but this doorway was something else entirely and was definitely not made for humans.

      The outside was just a medieval-looking village full of actors in alien costumes. It had to be costumes. There were no aliens.

      My stomach rebelled and I took a few steps backward. Maybe I had a fever. Or had they given me more morphine and these were side effects?

      I turned around with a whimper. I felt the urgent need to hide, but there wasn't even a closet in this hut—just a wooden box, the bed, the cot, countless shelves with bottles on them, and the heavy table.

      I heard voices, and one of them definitely belonged to the guy who had tried to give me the liquid. In my panic, I ducked under the table, making myself as small as possible.

      "Hello?" The voice sounded bright, like a woman's, yet I didn't move. How was I supposed to know if I could trust her?

      Then her face appeared because she had knelt down. "Hey, I'm Lilly."

      Lilly had unusually light hair, lots of freckles, and the greenest eyes I'd ever seen in my life—or she was an actress wearing a wig, make-up, and contact lenses.

      Why did I have the feeling that I'd seen Lilly before? I blinked. She had been in the arena when I had coughed up the blood. But that had only been a dream. It had to have been a dream. My mind refused to accept anything else.

      "You were in the arena," I whispered. Maybe I would wake up if I said it out loud.

      "Yes," she replied. "We were rescued by the ... Horgerians."

      "Aliens," I faintly said.

      Lilly nodded. "Where are you from?"

      I noticed that she spoke slowly and clearly and made an incredible effort not to make any hectic movements.

      "From Earth. Where else?" What kind of answer was that? And what answer did she expect if there was only one?

      Lilly sat down. "I'm asking because I was born on New Terran."

      "New Terran? What is all of this here? Some kind of sick joke?" I had to cough and felt the familiar burning in my lungs, although not nearly as strong as before.

      "She needs to take the medicine, but she refuses," a dark voice rumbled.

      It was the alien. I recognized his voice and immediately began to tremble. The woman would tell me the truth, wouldn't she? "Is that the guy again? The one in the mask?"

      Her silence spoke volumes before she cleared her throat. "That's not a mask. He's a Horgerian, and his name is Ragash. He's nice. He helped you."

      No. Nonsense. There were no aliens. No ... Horgerians.

      "As far as I know, I died and this is hell," I replied.

      She shook her head. "You didn't die. Do you know how you ended up on Phelgos?"

      "Phelgos?" I could barely follow the conversation. Not only because it was all so absurd, but also because I was getting more exhausted with every breath I took.

      "Where the arena was. The planet with all the big insects."

      Why did what she was saying make sense? Why did I suddenly remember insect-like creatures sitting on ranks around the arena, cheering and roaring?

      "No. I thought I was dead. I mean, I was actually supposed to be dead. I ... I was in a hospice care, and then I saw the famous white light. Leukemia. Metastases throughout my whole body. I thought it was finally over—not that the little gray men had come to get me. This ... is absurd. It simply can't be!"

      "What's your name?" Lilly asked.

      "Norma." I sighed. "My name is Norma."

      Lilly came a little closer and smiled gently. "Hello, Norma. I can assure you that you're not dead. We were both chosen as rewards for the aliens who were to fight in the arena. Before it got that far, Grommok's friends saved us. Grommok is my alien, so to speak."

      It rattled as I exhaled. Squinting up from under the table, I came to the realization that Ragash only had two arms and clearly wasn't the guy with four arms from my nightmare. Yet I held on to the fact that it had only been a dream. "That's not the guy from the arena."

      "No, the Faenn from the arena is dead. Ragash is our healer. He's been nursing you for the last few days. We thought we had lost you, but he didn't give up."

      My heart beat faster and an uneasy feeling spread through my stomach. "And I suppose he wants something in return now?" Laughing bitterly, I remembered the dream with the four-armed alien and how helpless I'd felt before I had lost consciousness. "Like the alien in the cell I woke up in?" Involuntarily, I slid further back under the table, as if that could stop him. A ridiculous idea. The guy was just as tall as he was wide.

      "No," he claimed and sounded biting. "I would never ..."

      Before he could spread his lies, another person came into the hut. "The women," he boomed. "The women are here!"

      "What?" Ragash replied, clearly confused.

      I had no idea what they were talking about until I heard footsteps—from more than one pair of feet. Even though fear had a firm grip on me, I managed to crawl forward a little. As scared as I was, I just needed to know what was going on.

      The new arrivals did indeed look like women—kind of, at least. They were the female counterparts of the two ripped and loincloth-clad creatures Lilly kept calling Horgerians. They women were narrower, but no less impressive. They were all wiry, muscular, and armed, wearing breastplates and boots and the same loincloth as the men.

      I was impressed by how naturally they took up the space in the hut and that the two men backed away from them.

      One of them smiled at me and leaned forward. "Norma, you're coming with us."

      That wasn't a hard decision. They were women, I was a woman … Women stuck together, right? And another, very important perk: no penises.

      I hurried to get out from under the table because I was actually worried that they might leave without me. I wanted to get away from here, out of this hut, away from Ragash. The way he looked at me made me nervous. There was something in his gaze that I didn't want to deal with.

      "She needs medicine!" Ragash tried taking a step in my direction, and I really thought he was going to grab me and refuse to let me go, but one of the Horgerian women whirled her spear like a superheroine in an action movie, pressing the sharp point of her spear tip into his neck.

      "We are perfectly capable of taking care of her," the woman said in a tone as if she were mocking Ragash.

      "So am I," he said, his teeth clenched. Then he looked at me. "Norma, please stay."

      My stomach tightened because I didn't want to stay. Or did I?

      There was the hint of a strange feeling in my body—a pull, some kind of longing, as if I had lost something but couldn't remember exactly what it had been.

      I turned away and went to the women.

      "Norma!" Ragash obviously didn't care that the spearhead was digging deeper into his neck because he wanted to walk toward me.

      "Stay back," one of the Horgerian warriors sharply said Yes, that was exactly what they looked like: warriors. Warriors who could protect me. "Or do you want to lose your second eye as well?"

      I gulped at the threat. One of the women put her arm around my shoulder and led me outside, where another woman was waiting. In addition to the breastplate and loincloth, she wore a kind of hooded cloak and looked very ... stately. Like a leader.

      I involuntarily bowed, whereupon she laughed softly. "There's no need for that, my child." She grabbed my chin and made me look at her. "I am Worah, the Wise. You're coming with us, Norma. We're taking you to the mountains. You'll be safe with us."

      I stared out at the horizon, looking at the snow-covered mountains, and relief filled me. Safety sounded good. Almost too good to be true.

    



OEBPS/images/ne-eng-freebie-churgred-the-charming-horgerians-05-min.jpg
LE ks
CHURGRED
THE CHARMING

HORG=RIANS 8.5





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/ne-eng-ragash-the-raging-horgerians-3-min.jpg
USA TODAY BSSTS=LLING AUTHBAR

NOVA =DWINS

THE RAGING

HERG=RIANS <3






